GIRL'SOWNADVENTURE

‘Please send me awa

to school, Mum!’

When Sue Carpenters
daughter begged to be
packed off to boarding
schoa, it raised many issues
(and not just the expense).
Would the opportunities
offered outweigh her

own anxieties?

sending their daughter Georgia, then
eight years old, to boarding school.
Having met plenty of emotionally stunted aduits
who had been prised from the family home at
atender age, | saw it as an archaic practice.
What was the point of being a parent if you
sent your children away?
perhaps, in that my daughter Simi spent her
early life in an institution in Nepal. | met her
when she was eight months old. Then, and
and shut down. | worried about taking her away
from all she knew, but a fellow adopter convinced
me that a mother’s love would always be better
than life in an institution. it was not until she was
nearly three, after much bureaucratic hassle and
personal scrutiny to determine my fitness to be a
parent, that | finally adopted her and she came
home to live with me in London.

Simi was, noted my mother at the time,
determined to be part of our family from day
one. She bounded into our lives, tinkling with
laughter, embracing every opportunity that was
open to her. Within months, she was chattering
in English. Not once did she look back. | was told
to expect grieving for the life she had left behind,
but there has been none. I've come to realise that

horrified me when friends first
mentioned that they were thinking of

48

Pve come to realise that
Simi only feels down
when she is thwarted
from her mission to

live life to the full

Simi only feels down when she is thwarted
from her mission to live life to the full. She has
flourished at our local state primary school in
South London and made loads of friends. We
are part of acommunity. So the idea of sending
her away to an institution seemed crazy. Yet
now Simi is ten years old, what am | doing?
Sending her to boarding school. Correction:

| am capitulating to her petitioning to let her go
to boarding school.

You see, this isn’t any old boarding school.
It's Hanford prep school for girls, an adorable
throwback to an Enid Blyton era, set in a Jacobean
manor and beautiful grounds in Dorset, where

pupils canter over the downs before breakfast

and do scripture classes in the box-hedge garden.

It wouldn’t have crossed my mind to look at
a prep school if it hadn’t been for Simi's
aforementioned best friend. Her motheris a
Georgia was already sold on the place. | knew
the area from childhood and several good friends
live nearby. In March 2009, one of my country
friends mentioned that she was going to the
Hanford open day. So, for fun, Simi and | went
along. It was a beautiful spring day, and as we
wandered through the walled garden, watched
girls put their ponies through their paces and
listened to a concert in the chapel (in which the
composer Sir John Tavener's daughter shone), it
was easy to be seduced.

Over tea in the panelled hall, | was delighted to
find that an acquaintance who had also adopted
her daughter from Nepal was now the school
nurse. Then | spotted old friends whose daughter
had been at nursery school in London with Simi.
| felt instantly part of the fold. ‘It's like a big family,’

YOU 23 MAY 2010

SUE CARPENTER






