
                       The Ceremony of Carols 
Benjamin Britten composed the eleven movement Ceremony of Carols while at sea journeying from the 
United States to the United Kingdom in 1942. The text he used originates from The English Galaxy of 
Shorter Poems. It is composed for treble, soprano and alto voices with the accompaniment of a harp.  

Every year the choristers at Winchester Cathedral perform one recital of this masterpiece. In order to get a 
decent view people have to arrive very early to reserve a seat near the front. Last year, the first year my 
Grandma took to me to go and see it, I was unfortunately late and so sat on a seat at the side behind a pillar, 
however this year, we arrived forty-five minutes before the start and we were able to see very well.  

Last year I had never heard this piece of music before and just enjoyed sitting back and listening to the 
glorious harp and singing, however this year I enjoyed it all the more as I had sung a few of the movements 
from it in the school choir and consequently became quite familiar with it. I can also now appreciate just how 
difficult it is to perform, with many of the notes being so close together that you feel as though you must be 
singing out of tune, but in fact to listen to the overall affect is really quite magical. 

I wonder what it must be like to belong to a Cathedral Choir. I have always been in choirs at school and 
although it is quite a commitment I realise that the children belonging to prestigious Cathedral choirs 
dedicate such a massive part of their lives to rehearsals and performances during not only school time but 
holiday time as well. As rewarding as it must be I am not sure I would have been able to commit at such a 
young age, I rather too much relish the time I get to spend at home pottering about doing as little as possible 
during the holiday period.  

I enjoyed going to see The Ceremony of Carols and would happily make it an annual tradition. 

                   John Williams and Friends
The soundtrack to many incredibly well known epic films such as Harry Potter, Jaws, Jurassic Park, Star 
Wars and Superman are composed by John Williams, an American, born into a musical family in 1932. 

Williams’ compositions can be manifested into the movement known as Neo-Romanticism (a later form of 
Romanticism).  Romantic music is typically virtuosic and includes larges contrasts in mood, using a wide 
range of pitch and dynamics. They are often written for massive orchestras and unlike the rigid forms and 
structures typical of classical music they are a lot more expressive - emotion tends to lead the music.  

The day before New Years I went to Glasgow’s Royal Concert Hall to listen to the Scottish National 
Orchestra (conducted by Richard Kauffman) perform many of the works of John Williams. The experience 
was enhanced by laser lights (designed to look like lightsabers), Jedis wandering around and even fireworks 
near the end.  

It was a family trip out, (with Aunts, Uncles, cousins etc) and before the concert we went for a traditional 
Italian meal at a restaurant called Amalfi, which is only a short walk to the concert hall. After consuming lots 
of pizza and pasta we were all revved up for the performance which we all enjoyed it very much!  

                          Inside Vogue 
For Christmas I received Alexandra Shulman’s book titled Inside Vogue. Alexandra Shulman is the Editor-In-
Chief at Vogue and this book is a diary that she wrote from September 2015 through to  June  2016 - the 
period of which was the 100th year of Vogue.  

Shulman says that keeping a diary helped her through ‘tension and time of anxiety’ and reading the book I 
understand why she needed an outlet of such.  



Her job involves journalism, events managing, building contacts, attending fashion events and very much 
more. Everyday appears to very different from the last, and she is constantly travelling, flying back and forth 
to stylish places like Milan and Paris. 

I very much enjoy how she incorporated what she does as an editor on a day to day basis with home life and 
her own thoughts and feelings. Her descriptions of her faulty boiler, the overweight family cat (Coco) and 
her quirky yoga teacher (Audrey) provide the book with charisma and humour which I believe reflect her 
own personality.  

I realised by reading this book that it is a career of this description that I aspire to. Although I do not doubt it 
is at times very stressful, I imagine I would enjoy the spontaneity involved in it. Being in a job that entails 
sitting behind a desk all day where every day is much the same is definitely does not appeal. 

I would recommend this book to anyone - whether they are interested in the world of fashion or just fancy a 
quirky read.  

               Travelling During The Christmas Period 
Airports are at their busiest during the festive period, with families reuniting all over the world to celebrate 
the joy of Christmas in each other’s company. 

From personal experience, it also seems to be a time where the most travel arrangements seem to go pear-
shaped, with terrible thunderstorms, dreadful delays and catastrophic cancellations.  

My family and I were staying with my Grannie up in Symington (just outside Glasgow) during the transient 
few days that fall between Christmas Day and New Years Eve. My sister had planned to go back the day 
before to see her boyfriend, as the 29th December is his birthday. She did manage to - in the end - get there 
in time to spend the evening with him, after spending hours in the airport watching the screen announcing 
further and further delays with no information as to why.  

On the 30th the rest of us had planned to fly back, but about four hours before the flight was due to depart 
my father received a message to inform us that the flight was cancelled and that the airline were sincerely 
sorry as to any inconvenience that it ‘may’ cause. We had people coming to stay with us the next day and the 
next flight that wouldn't be affected by the freezing fog was on the 1st January so staying another couple of 
nights simply wasn’t an option. The only hire cars that were available last minute were the 2-seater fancy 
sports cars and  as my father observed we would have to get ‘rather a few’ to accommodate the five of us 
plus luggage - so that wasn’t going to be an option either. It would have to be a six and a half hour train 
journey with a change at Wolverhampton. Which actually, wasn’t really so bad, and we quickly entered into 
the spirit of it all with shopping at the station for snacks and magazines to satisfy us for the duration of the 
journey.  

Besides minor delays at a couple of the stations the only real disaster was the complimentary ‘cheese and 
biscuits’ which much to my dismay turned out to be merely a tiny packet of cream cheese with a packet of 
crisps.  

I’m sure many people experienced worse travel fiascos this Christmas, and I should probably count myself 
lucky to be able to make it back at all. 


