We all pulled this weekend.
Surrey isn’t usually thought of as a northern University.  However, on a blustery Friday afternoon we set off to Liverpool in search of beer and bells.  The Northern Universities Association (NUA) weekend is an annual get together of student bell ringers from all over the country.  

Having detoured through Leeds via Cambridge, we missed the evening ringing so had to go straight to the pub (what a shame!).

By the end of the evening, having drunk the pub dry!, we knew each other well enough to sleep on a church floor together.

Bleary eyed but bushy tailed, we emerged the following morning to ring at the first of fifteen churches over the weekend.  We rang bells ranging from 40 kilos to Liverpool Cathedral 100 times heavier at over 4000 kilos – the heaviest ringing bell in the world.  

The two sporting events of the weekend were the striking competition and ‘boat race’ (just think lots of beer!).  Unfortunately, we didn’t win either but at least we didn’t come last.  Next year we’ll all be going to Sheffield and if you want to win the chance to be with us, just complete this tie breaker:  I want to learn to ring because…  and deliver your answer in person to Holy Trinity church (top of High Street next to Sainsbury’s) 8pm any Wednesday.  Use of the word ‘win’ does not imply the existence of any prize or competition.
Old fogies were young once
Remember your first day at school; Walking into a room with thirty unfamiliar faces?  That’s exactly what we did last week.

The University of Surrey Society of Change Ringers (USSCR) held their first annual reunion for about ten years at the Jarvis Hotel, Guildford.  

Conversations started flying as current members met with founder members.  This included stories about the founding of the society in 1971, the origins of the society’s hand bells to those involving red traffic lights.  Apparently as so happened on a ringing tour, only one person knew the way, which meant that those following had to go through rather pink lights to avoid getting hopelessly lost.  When the lead car finally stopped at a real red traffic light, the car behind pulled up beside and demanded to know “why have you stopped, doesn’t red mean go?!”.  It’s good to know that ringing tours haven’t changed that much!  

The three-course meal followed in the usual speeches plus toasts into the early hours.  
A huge thanks to ex-master Anne Anthony for organising a fabulous evening.
