Dr Marr

A city boy lost in the sleepy county of Devon, I grew up in the finest capital in the world -Edinburgh.  I did not go to grammar school, in fact I assumed they had all died a death in the 1970s along with every single one of their Scottish counterparts. No matter, James Gillespie’s High School was a fine institution and part of the best education system in the world (i.e. Scottish).  From there interests in golf and chemistry (in that order) sent me to St Andrews where I learned a great deal about chemistry and precious little about golf.  Emerging with debt and a doctorate, I decided that I should probably work for a living and went to Aberdeen to follow another interest, training as a teacher.  There were no attractive vacancies in Scotland and so I pursued my last resort - England – discovering on a Friday that grammar schools existed and appointed at T.B.G.S. on Tuesday.  I have never regretted it – this school is wonderful.  The weather in Devon is better too. Incidently, I worked in the same school as Mr Zurseidal once before – 650 miles away in the wee town of Banff. 
