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Pat Last goes for a winter Hike in Mourne Mountains! 
 I joined the group of classmates entering their ninth decade last December  - wow 
sounds very mature  - and in February made it up to the Mourne Wall on one of the minor 

peaks of these mountains.  Stumbling 
in the snow and hidden terrain, I did 
make it to the bottom in one piece with 
a very welcome lift down the lane for 
the last half mile. I think I'll stick to my 
flat golf course.   
  
  Pat. 
 
Ed Note: The Mourne Wall was constructed 
between 1904 and 1922 by the Belfast Wa-
ter Commissioners to define and enclose the 
catchment area for the newly constructed 
Silent Valley Reservoir in County Down. 

Class Reunion coming in July or August ! 
Pat, with Paddy (Blackwell) Anderson and Marie (Croxson) Freeman are planning  to have 

a mini reunion in Cambridge at a place to 
be determined sometime in July or Au-
gust.   They would like to invite all who 
are able to attend—so as to make this a 
maxi-reunion!     The exact date will be 
fixed when they know the travel plans of 
the classmates from Australia so that they 
may also attend.    The exact site will be 
fixed when they find a restaurant or pub 
that will put up with a bunch of RFHSM 
gossips.    Further details will be commu-
nicated as they become available. 



Short Notes. 

 

Maggie (Battersby) Crump writes: 

 Hi everyone,  I am now installed in Beckenham in a large and beautiful flat. I love it but have been busy 
doing a lot of school runs!  One of my daughters lives very near, and I can be useful with the 7 year old, as Jane 
is back teaching.   If anyone needs a bed near London, this is very convenient.  

My address is 1, Andrew court, Wickham Road, Beckenham, BR3 6RG.   Phone 0208 289 8562.   

    Love to all,  Maggie B 

News of John Nimmo: 
 Contacted by Phone John tells us he has a progressive neuromuscular disease.    He is now pretty well 
confined to his bed, but can use a wheelchair for short distances to the kitchen and bathroom etc.    John’s 
youngest son, Andrew, is living with him (Plus two dogs!) and helps with cooking and shopping.    John is now 
appreciating his vast video collection and has a phone at his bedside.    He is keeping in good spirits and a con-
versation with him is frequently interspersed with the old familiar Nimmo laugh. 

Joan Hiller writes: 
 I am still around but haven't done anything interesting recently, though I had an enjoyable week in Ma-
deira to enliven February.  It had been cold there and the flowers were behind, but we enjoyed the sea and 
mountains. Roll on summer!                                Best wishes, Joan. 

Lilianna (Melzak)Jampel writes: 
 Hi,   I am still around and running from one exhibition to another.  Anyone visiting London soon DONT 
miss the Goya (at the Cortauld), the Seargant at the N.P,Gallery and the Impressionists at the National Gallery—
and that is just for starters.  Hope all other royal freeits have an equally enjoyable retirement. 

  Best wishes to all,   Lilliana. 

Ruth Frank writes: 
 Not very much to report, I’m afraid. I have spent a quiet year, mainly tending and enjoying the plants on 
my roof terrace, weather allowing.   The winter 2014-15 has been very wet and windy here (In Guernsey), so 
more reading etc.   Thank goodness for the Internet !       My travelling adventures have ceased due to increas-
ing problems with COAD.           I look forward to the next Newsletter. 

    Best wishes and kind regards, Ruth. 

News of Paul Bricknell: 
 Paul reports that he is keeping well  and getting out and playing golf when the weather permits.   They 

had a very cold winter in their region of USA but were fortunate in not having any power outages.    They are 

planning a potential trip to UK in the Autumn of 2015.    He also adds that all his fish are continuing to do very 

well! 

Eva Kohner Writes: 

 My life history is coming along but progress is rather slow so I'm not sure when I will be in a position to 
share this with you.   I hope that by the autumn I will have everything except my medical years and I will of 
course keep you updated as and when I have information ready to share. 
 



Ingrid (Booth) McGovern writes: 

Hi to all friends. Hope everyone is going well! 
 Today, Sunday , I am driving across the Blue Mountains; 212 kms to Sydney. I 

shall exchange sparrows pecking at grapes on my shading vine, for kookaburras chor-
tling in the gum trees, and chattering rainbow lorikeets flashing above. View of brown-
ing paddocks and distant hills for a close, red sandstone, protective cliff, or distant sky-
scrapers of North Sydney at my daughter, Petronella's and husband (and bank's house.)          The family 
gathering; 12 yr Jeremy, statistics and playing soccer and cricket.  Tia an actress or film director in the mak-
ing at 9 yrs, with all the histrionics.      Calming the other Granny from Chichester, England.    

On the other side of medicine; I am due to replace wearing out left hip for one of ceramic and steel 
(I think) on 6th March. Wish me good health.  

Friends; Shirley Fairley came to visit (last met about 55yrs ago). Surprising how our core remains the 
same. But she used to be a teetotal. Such a long time since I needed that word. Now, it is me that can't 
drink, such a nuisance. Probably French champagne would be all right. Daisy Bates, an eccentric English 
woman of the 19th century; who lived and studied Aborigines in S. Australia obtained her supplies from the 
Indian Pacific railway crew and drank it exclusively. 

Shirley and I did tourist bus and harbour cruise in Sydney. Breakfast on Bondi beach with the waves 
crashing, then, on the headland, views of sculpture by the sea. A couple of monster, ?fibreglass, grid in-
stead of face, babies, crawling up a grassy slope. Dr Who sort of creations. A huge fry pan half buried in 
sand, a parable of humans frying themselves on the beach at Tamarama. Bonfire type, metal stick construc-
tions on the outer headland, mementoes of the beacons that were lighted as warnings on English cliff tops.  

We went to Canberra to stay with daughter Icara; see the War Memorial, WW1 dioramas were be-
ing done up for Gallipolli 100 yr commemmoration. Parlament House--our equivalent of a palace. Trees 
planted extensively across a hillside, an arboretum in memory of terrible bushfires of 2003. An early shep-
herd's wattle and daub hut in searing heat--I stayed in air conditioned visitors centre and eavesdropped 
other people's conversations. 

 A Skype visit with Amy(Smith) and Michael Glover in Ngoma, S. Africa cheered me. Even though 
they themselves were short of water, had to have it trucked in, (I didn't ask them about champagne) and 
electricity supply intermittent. 

I look forward to Easter, to reading other people's letters, to recovery and to family coming to stay.      
27 came here for Christmas, did the preparations. Harmonious! Two families stayed at a motel, relieved 
congestion. A big storm with rain was the best present for local farmers.     Best wishes Ingrid 

It’s a small, small world!  
  David made his  annual visit to the pediatric anesthesia meeting at Disneyland in February, staying 
one night with an old friend.  As we were getting ready to leave our hostess suggested we pay a short visit 
to her neighbor.    Indrani, her neighbor, we found comes from Sri Lanka.  “Oh”, says DJS, “we had a girl 
from Sri Lanka in our medical school class.”  “What was her name?”.     “Her name was Suvendrini Casina-
da”.    “Oh my” says Indrani, “I was at boarding school in Columbo with her so many years ago!”      We 
were able to e-mail Suvendrini and with her permission pass on her telephone number and contact details 
to Indrani—much to the delight of the latter! 
 
 Pat attended a talk at the Osler Club given by Professor Vishy Mahadevan on Sir Ronald Ross and in 
the audience were three former staff members/students of the Christian Medical College and Hospital at 
Vellore.  As we chatted I mentioned our classmate Valerie Major and drew delighted acknowledgements 
from former colleagues and students.  With Val's permission I passed on her details and hopefully they 
may be in touch - over the wonderful internet!  ( Did I say wonderful - it can be a pain too !) . 



Sheila (Blach) Jeffrey writes: 
 
      Yes, still around but slowing down a little! I was sad to see that John Hopewell had died .There was an excel-
lent obituary in The Daily Telegraph. I knew that he was in the forefront of Urological research and practise but 
not to the extent revealed in the article. I met him once or twice at a friend’s house and he was always charming 
and keen to hear about our Year.  
 At the moment, the daffodils are in bloom and red and pink Camellias in flower; all cheering signs of 
Spring.     I have started to experiment with Oil Paints. You can now buy oil colours which can be diluted and 
cleaned with water, which is helpful. I still prefer Watercolour!  
With very best wishes to all, Sheila    

P.S.    The picture is of Baggy Head North 

Devon.  

Footnote:   John Hopewell  married Natalie 
Bogdan who was in our year at RFHSM and 
was his first HS when he arrived at RFH as a 
consultant.    The fact that he married his 
first HS apparently prompted the Dean 
(KGLW) to comment “He did not last very 
long”    Sadly Natalie died very young of a 
malignancy.    John later married  Rosemary 
Radley-Smith, daughter of Eric who taught 
us! 

A recent update from Ingrid's daughter, Petronella: 
 
All went well with Mum's operation. She has moved to the rehab hospital now and is doing short walks on 
crutches.      Here's a photo of Ingrid and Shirley on Bondi Beach last year. 
 



 Shirley (Fish) Fairley writes:    
 In the Spring Newsletter I wrote of the years between qualifying and re- establishing contact with 
Ingrid McGovern and others. 

For me 2014 was a great year, I did a lot of travelling!. 
In February my daughter and her partner took me to New Zealand. On the way we had our first 

splendid celebratory meal for my 80th, a month early, in Hong Kong. During the briefest of stops in Sydney I 
was whisked along to climb Sydney Harbour Bridge, before actually flying on to Christchurch . There fol-
lowed a whirlwind tour of South Island plus a short time in North Island. It was my first trip there and I was 
suitably impressed with the scenery, wild life, people and food. From glaciers to bubbling mud , mountains 
and beaches, and seeing whales from a helicopter it was all great. And back home we went out again on my 
birthday for our second celebration!  

Not to be beaten I was taken to a third meal by my son and his wife when I returned to Yorkshire.  
In May I indulged my love of music with a trip to the Schweitzingen festival in Germany. Chamber 

music performed in the music rooms of the Castle which were ideal and lovely period saloons. The area 
around Heidelberg is full of old German towns and villages which were well worth visiting.  So a holiday 
with lots of interest. 

June brought more travel, this time to Norway. A week in the Lofoten Islands was breathtakingly 
beautiful. Scenery at every twist and turn and there was great walking. Even went out to see the midnight 
sun within days of it being at its height.  A second week at Ulvick was different but equally rewarding. Again 
excellent walking and some incredible travel on steep mountain railways, along Fjords and on foot. Coupled 
with more good food. 

By September I had itchy feet again and took a week away at my favourite seaside resort, Whitby.   
Sadly the weather wasn't at its best, although the misty conditions made the countryside quite etherial. 
One evening a visit to the abbey was very special as it rose up, flood lit, from the mist.  On the good weath-
er days we had some glorious views on the North York Moors and along the coast.  

The culmination of my year was to fly out to Australia to meet up with Ingrid. After much planning 
and not without some trepidation, I arrived in Sydney.  Elaborate plans for her daughter to meet and recog-
nise me went like a dream and shortly afterwards Ingrid and I met again after some 40 years.  It was the 
start of a fortnight of catching up, renewing our friendship and sharing the discovery, for me, of Austral-
ia.  We rapidly fell into the easy exchanges we had always had. Our life styles had been very different, but it 
was fascinating to find how many of the firmly held views from our student and early career days we still 
shared. 

We stayed in Sydney briefly and I saw the city through her daughter's eyes and through Ingrid's 
memories of it.   Far better than the usual tourist dash through the ' spectacular' bits. 

Most of the time was spent in and around Bathurst in the area where Ingrid's lovely ,if slightly isolat-
ed, home is.  A city full of interesting buildings, many open park/ garden areas and ,of course, the racing 
circuit.  The latter we travelled round at the sedate speed cars are limited to.  

At the weekend we drove across to Canberra with lots of stops to see and learn about the local his-
tory.  The time in Canberra was a highlight of the trip. We stayed with another of Ingrid's daughters and her 
family. I was welcomed with open arms in a way that I will remember as being typical of Australia. I became 
one of the family for that time. Again we went out into Canberra as tourists would; an amazing Capital. 
Small, neat and quiet, with a strange lack of traffic even for me.    I was shown sights through their eyes. We 
went into the Parliament buildings with a system modelled, unsurprisingly, on our own. A spectacular mod-
ern building.  And we went to see more of the local homes, some amongst the oldest of the settler homes 
and some established by richer members of the establishment, but all before Canberra came into being.  

       (Continued on next page) 



Ingrid took me back home by a different route, past an old gold mining settlement, and along to a spec-
tacular cave. This I scrambled through on a ' do it yourself' tour.  Fascinating,  and I wondered how long this 
would last before damage occurred that was bad enough to make it a guided tour as  most of ours are. We 
toured Ingrid's property, bumping across fields and opening and closing many gates. I learned about picnics 
held by the small stream, and stories of life there. It was a real wrench to have to say goodbye after two 
weeks .  

And so I returned to Sydney on the train through the Blue Mountains. A re union that had taken ages to 
set up and been anticipated for most of the year had gone far too quickly. 

I was lucky enough to join up with a small group,10 plus two leaders, to walk in NSW, Victoria and Tas-
mania. Two walks in the Blue Mountains were spectacular, with long steep drops into the canyons and equally 
long pulls up, and out. Not to mention paths clinging on to the cliffs.  

In Victoria we walked two longer trails along the Great Ocean Highway, with the sea and sound of break-
ers to mediate the hot sun that was beating down . 
We spent most of our time in the wilds of Tassie with the two enthusiastic young leaders determined to show 
us how wonderful it was, very successfully too. The rain forests where we seldom saw anyone else and the 
mountains we climbed made us all feel like explorers finding the way for the first time.  Great fun and also a 
huge new learning process for most of us. 

I had seen kangaroos and a large number of brilliantly coloured birds sitting on Ingrid's veranda. In Victo-
ria we saw the koalas in the wild . In Tassie we lost count of the different marsupials we spotted. Tasmanian 
Devils and their ilk and little Blue penguins meant evening trips to see some of the nocturnal creatures. Every-
where the birds were startlingly coloured. The variety of vegetation was huge, and again the colours were deep 
and bright. 

A thoroughly good end to my 2014 celebrations .  I look forward to 2015 and planning more new ven-
tures!      Best wishes to All,  Shirley. 

Janet Mather [Guenault] writes: 

                                  Spring for you but autumn here!         

This is where I say a cautious “Thank Goodness”. I am hoping it’s the end of the 
fire danger season.   We had bad fires not far away before Christmas, but not too worri-
some since. There was a welcome coolish spell in January and a lot of humid tropical type 
days in February.   This resulted in a “brown rot” warning which predictably damaged 
some nectarines for me.    Now possums are keeping me awake at night while they ravage the apples and nashi. 

Here in Violet Town on 22nd March, there is to be a rededication ceremony for the local Memorial Ave-
nue  as many of the original trees had died, and new ones were planted in 2013. The trees are Illawara Flame 
trees, chosen a century ago as their blood red flowers seemed symbolic.      A Book is to be launched listing the 
men and women whose trees were planted in 1917 and there will be a parade featuring “Light Horsemen”      
They will be convening in my friend’s large garden so she may score some fertilizer! 

So from this you can tell I have not been travelling  but I am well and hoping to stay clear of too much 
medical or dental mischief this year. 

        (Continued next page) 



Alec Hasenson writes:   
 Pat (my Pat) and I had a great start to the New Year, an attack by a ferocious viral bug which laid us 
low, so could  do very little but take our medicines, go to bed and think of  England.       Recovery brought 
no relief so far as I was concerned, as I then underwent a cataract operation at our beloved Royal Free, in 
the Day Surgery unit, well appointed, with a lovely staff.    

On the advice of the surgeon, following a previous difficult operation on the other eye, I was due to 
have sedation this time rather than just a local, so had to be prepped accordingly, made to strip and change 
into a gown.   “Stick this up” said the nurse, handing me a huge long swab.   She probably also told me just 
where to stick it, but being somewhat deaf these days, probably missed that vital piece of information and 
feared the worst, till I finally realised that she meant my nose.   However, that said, she was nearer the 
mark with the next huge swab.   I won’t go into details, but made sure no one else was around when I used 
it.   Flat on my back in the pre-op. room, everyone aware of my hearing deficit, feeling isolated and vulnera-
ble, a loud greeting from the surgeon cheered me up no end, after which all was silent again until I heard 
the word ‘a little prick’.   Being paranoid at such a time, I thought it referred to me as a deaf, uncooperative 
patient until a male voice went on to say that this was an injection into my lower eyelid, which soon be-
came numb.   I apologised mentally and hoped for the best.   Off we then went to the operating theatre and 
sedated, remembering little else after that until waking up in the recovery room some time later and, when 
fit  enough, wheeled back to the reception area to sample the thrills of my choice of egg sandwiches, tea, 
Pat (my Pat) and our daughter Ruth, though these delights should not necessarily be considered in that or-
der, and anyway all this is really just a temporary lull on the long road to hopeful literary endeavour.     

    I still have two articles on the boil for later this month, both concerning matters related to 
the Pullman Society, and no, they haven’t thrown me off the committee yet.  One article is all about trying 
to date a photograph relating to the Golden Arrow Pullman train at Dover Harbour, a discussion we have 
had engendering more heat than light.   The other relates to the three bar cars that once ran in this famous 
train at one time or another.   The problem was not bacchanalian in this case, but rather their frequent 
changes over time, from one advertised Southern Railway service to another, all associated with relevant 
name changes when this was so.    

    I do realise neither subject is exactly world news, and a friend of mine once asked why both-
er with such trifles?   In reply to that, my own feelings have always been that any society focussing on a par-
ticular subject is duty bound to research and delve in all its minutiae and get its facts straight for the sake of 
historical accuracy, otherwise where’s the fun?    

      Best wishes,  Alec. 

I did mange to have all my family 
together at Christmas, which becomes in-
creasingly difficult as their lives get more 
complex with sport and work etc. 

Keep well folks and keep taking the 
tablets! 

     
   Cheers,  Janet. 



Barbara (Simcock) Truscoe writes:                                              
 Sorry to be late as usual but we’ve been more than usually busy selling our holi-
day flat at Nelson Bay on the Central Coast of NSW and then the big job of emptying it 
out and arranging the removalists etc  and all with a very painful sciatica and backache 
which turned out to be a gluteal tendonitis. 
 
 The house is rather empty now as the youngest Hudson grandson, Adam, has gone off to Uni of 
NSW to do a double degree of Science and Aeronautical Engineering which will take at least 5 years.  The 
oldest grandson, Jarrad is 22 and is joining the Navy, based in Melbourne, later this month so we won’t see 
him for months. 
 
 Only 2 grandchildren are still at school, and currently there are 4 at University and the eldest is a GP 
Registrar.  As I approach my 80th birthday in June, I am struck by how quickly life flows by and how short is 
youth.   Growing orchids is a pleasurable hobby and I have had some pretty ones this year, here are a  cou-
ple of pictures. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 Mike is slowly deteriorating as his AD progresses but his old memories are still intact as is his intel-
lect.  He is not going to drive anymore as he gets too confused .  We’re so lucky to live alongside Suzie and 
Brett and he can potter around the very large garden and feel safe. 
 
 Suzie and I are coming over to England in July for a 3 week trip.  We are having 3 days in Berlin and 
3 days in Warsaw and 2 days in Provence with my niece Georgina Hall and then going to Edinburgh for a 
quick tour.  Would love to catch up with anyone who is in London in July. 
   Best wishes to everyone,   
      Regards, Barbara 



David Steward Writes: 
 This past Nov/Dec 2014 we escaped our winter by heading to Cape Town and taking a cruise up the 
west coast of Africa and on to Rotterdam.    We had been interested in this cruise for some time—but our 
interest became acute, when, as a result of the ebola situation, the prices for a cabin were slashed drasti-
cally.   In fact, the ship stayed well off-shore in the ebola regions, but as would be expected the number of 
tourists (esp from USA!) who wanted to go anywhere near E Africa was small.    This meant that we had a 
bargain priced cruise on a half empty ship!. 
 We stayed in Cape Town for 24 hours and were able to visit Geraldine (Thomas) and her husband 
Melvyn for coffee in the morning.   She is living in a very pleasant location in the shadow of Table Mountain 
overlooking the harbor—though she is losing her view a bit as neighbors are adding to their house!   They 
enjoy the climate, with a beautiful garden, and partake of all the cultural activities of Cape Town.   Down in 
the harbor while there we saw all of the yachts which are taking part in the  “Volvo Round the World” race, 
including  the SCA  all girl team with their pink boat and their British skipper. 

We then joined the ship and unpacked—but the next day by 
prior arrangement left the ship to fly to Windhoek in Namibia 
and join a 3 day safari to Etosha game park.    We were a little 
late in the season for Etosha—the rains had started and thus 
some of the animals had dispersed from the water holes.   
However we did quite well with wildlife viewing and had no 
rain while we were there!    From Etosha we were driven 
across the Namibia desert to the coast (A road sign cautioned 
to watch for elephants cross-
ing—we did!) and rejoined 
the ship in Walvis Bay; fa-
mous for large numbers of 

resident flamingos.        We enjoyed Namibia and were impressed with 
the relaxed atmosphere and general ambience of the country.    In Walvis 
Bay we saw many lovely houses all of which were devoid of the high fenc-
es with razor wire topping so common in Cape Town.    It was unsurpris-
ing to us to hear that the President of Namibia recently received the Mo 
Ibrahim award for African Leadership.  
 From Walvis Bay we cruised north to Luanda in Angola—reputedly 
the most expensive city in the world.       One of our fellow travelers ordered a small beer which cost $16.  
Formerly a Portuguese colony it gained independence in 1975 and went immediately into a civil war which 
ended in 2002.   We walked the length of the very impressive modern seafront to an excellent museum in 
the Fort Sao Miguel which dominates the end of the bay.   We then ventured a couple of blocks inland to 
see the cathedral and noted that the opulence ends sharply as you leave the shoreline and extreme pov-
erty takes over.    It is interesting that this is one of the only cities we have ever visited which has almost no 
taxis:  the wealthy few have Lexus SUV’s the other 99.85% 
cannot afford a taxi.    Not surprisingly the President of Ango-
la is reputed to be the richest citizen of the country. 
 North from Angola we stayed off shore stopping 
briefly mid ocean at the intersection of the equator with the 
Greenwich meridian i.e. 00 Latitude and 000 longitude on our 
GPS.   Nothing to see there except an oceanographic buoy 
tethered in extremely deep water!     Next landfall was on the 
Cape Verde islands.   These volcanic islands have almost no 
arable land so fishing is the major source of protein.   The is-
lands are far enough away from other fishing nations that the 
waters are still very productive.  The fish market in Mindelo is 
a hive of activity in the mornings. 



 From Cape Verde we cruised north to the Canary Islands; we had never been there and they were on 
our “Bucket List”.   We found them pleasant to visit, ideal for a winter break, but we had little time to really 
explore the countryside.    Our next real stopover came back on the mainland in Morocco.    Here we once 
again had permission from the cruise line to take a pre-arranged an independent ground tour. 

 We left the ship in Agadir and complete with our back packs boarded one of the local buses (Very in-
expensive) bound for Essaouira.   This trip took us along a rugged coastline past beautiful beaches with good 
surfing.      Essaouira has a small fishing harbor backed by a compact medina with many different craft shops 
and food stalls.    This is an area where it is very difficult to put your camera away, but you are concerned 
that the locals may not want to be photographed.   In the evening we went back to the medina for a classic 
lamb tagine in authentic surroundings.   In Essaouira we were the only ones in a delightful little guest house, 
and were served a traditional breakfast by the lady proprietor 
(Also very inexpensive and indeed very clean).  

 The next day we took another local bus on to Marra-
kech.   This drive took us inland and we were able to see along 
the road a famous Moroccan sight; goats climbing trees to for-
age.    We were impressed with the rocky soil which does seem 
to support some farming.      Overall the landscape reminded us 
very much of the time we had spent in Turkey. 

 The medina at Marrakech is much larger and we spent a 
full day exploring the historic sights therein.   By the evening we 
were thinking that we prefer smaller cities and smaller medinas. 

 The next day we took the local train  on to Casablanca to 
rejoin our ship in the harbor there.   The train was clean, on time, but quite crowded  - even in first class ( But 

quite inexpensive—even in first class !).   

 Our final stop in Morocco was in Tangier.    Here we had quite an 
unexpected treat; one we had not seen in any guide book.   After the trip 
to the Kasbah we went to see the Anglican Church of St Andrew as we 
had heard this was interesting.  A local parishioner who was in the 
church suggested that if we went just across the road to the Hotel Villa 
de France we could ask to see the Matisse room.    This hotel is very old, 
recently completely restored, and very exclusive; Winston Churchill 
stayed here as did 
Victoria’s Prince 
Albert.    We were 
in grubby tourist 
clothes.   However 
we went to the 
front desk and 
sure enough the 
Bell Boy was 
called, given a 
very large brass 

key and told to take 
us to room 35.    Here hanging were three original Ma-
tisse paintings and a photograph of the artist with his 
wife; this was their room.  The view out of the win-
dow he captured in a picture now in the Pushkin Muse-
um of Fine Arts in Moscow.     We looked out of the same window.  A wonderful end to our African Adven-
ture. 

Window at Tangier—Henri Matisse 

Our Bell Boy and the Window at Tangier 


