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Does Pressure Drive or Destroy? 

By Archie Parker 

_______________________________________ 

T 
o quote the lyrics of the legendary Freddie Mer-
cury (Queen) and David Bowie, do you feel 
óUnder Pressure?ô 

 

I was on the school bus on another dreary, cold and soggy 
Monday morning. The bus at 7:15 in the morning can be, 
in fact, a silent and peaceful place, so not wishing to 
disturb the welcomed silence I slipped my headphones 
into my ears and began to scroll down my ñClassicò 
playlist, only to stumble across the song óUnder Pressureô 
by Mercury and Bowie. Instead of listening to the song 
like any other, I listened and listened closely. The gradual 
contemplation at the start of the song and the first few 
lines, ñPressure, pushing down on me, pressing down on 
you, no man ask forò, made me compelled to tackle pres-
sure head-on. 

 

Pressure. I loathed this edition prompt. Why? 
Probably because I can honestly say that I do struggle 
with pressure at times, but I expect that Iôm not the only 
one. We are all victims to ópressureô in one way, shape or 
form, and have used the word ópressureô and its essence to 
shadow over personal crises. I have found myself con-
stantly reverting to the word ópressureô as a legitimate 
means of deterring from the imminent difficulties at hand 
and attempting to bounce the responsibility and or own-
ership onto someone else or just labelling present hard-
ships as ópressureô because I was just too stressed anyway.  

 

I always get perplexed and am lost for words when people 
say to me ñAhh, I think itôs pressureò or ñAhh, Iôm 
stressedò, because I never know what to say. Pressure and 
stress are two separate biological and physiological con-
cepts, but both intertwined. So what is pressure? When I 
type ópressureô into Google it is defined in two ways, from 
a physicistôs point of view it is the ócontinuous physical 
force exerted on or against an object by some-
thing in contact with it or from a physiologist or 
sociologistôs viewpoint it is óthe use of persuasion or 
intimidation to make someone do something.ô 
But, in this instance, I will be focusing on the medical and 
to some degree physiological definition of pressure. This 
can be defined in two ways (thereôs never one definition 
for anything anymore...), either as the burden of mental 
or physical distress especially from grief, illness, or adver-

sity or the application of force to something by something 
else in direct contact with it, in other words, compression.  

As explained, there is some overlap between pressure and 
stress. Stress can be defined as the importance attached 
to a thing. Therefore, we feel pressurised and 
óstressedô over things that are important to us. A synonym 
of stress is óweightô. The weight of expectation perhaps? 
The weight of knowledge or evidence to support your 
argument? I could go on.  Whether this be a crucial uni-
versity dependant exams or something smaller scale, such 
as passing your driving test, it doesnôt matter to me, but 
itôs what matters to you.   

 

Take politicians for example. I donôt want to get into a 
political debate about the current status of the British 
government and our ruling elites, but on a human and 
base level we have to feel a degree of sympathy and un-
derstanding for the job they undertake. Yes, they know 
what domestic and international obstacles they had to 
confront and surpass, but does anyone stop to think of 
the monumental pressure that David Cameron feels when 
he steps into the Commons pulpit or have to contemplate 
going to his cabinet and ask whether war is the right 
strategy. No one does, only he. Does anyone think of the 
worldly pressure that US Presidents (or any President for 
that matter) past and present feel when they take office 
and step into the Oval Office for the very first time? No 
one can capture that moment of ecstasy, apprehension, or 
experience that brief feeling of pressure that comes over 
them when they sign the dotted line and take the oath to 
protect and defend their country at home and abroad. 
Politicians continuously say they are doing ówhat is the 
right thing for our countryô, youôve probably heard that 
phrase thrown around a few timesé Leaflets come 
through the letter box persuading us to agree to some-
thing or hear anyone pledge, but do we think about the 
importance to that individual, the stress and pressure 
that has amounted on them over the years to send you 
that message, and then we just sigh and throw it in the 
bin. The EU referendum debate is splitting the country 
and most of us now would have received the governments 
EU referendum leaflets, asking us to side with the govern-
ment in the reformed EU. Personally, Iôm tired of the 
debate and the ówhat ifôsô. Letôs just make the decision and 
progress forward. But, then again, that wouldnôt be de-
mocracy. Would it? But the pressure, the pressure on our 
leader in risking his political career over this vote. Then I 
think to myself, how do they get away from it all? How do 
they escape? How do they break the shackles of expecta-
tion and pressure? All good questions, questions that 
neither you nor I can answer. Only them.  

 

Pressure is always omnipresent, itôs unpredictable. It will 
never magically disappear. You have to be resilient in 
your approach to pressure. Confront it and break it. 
When we question our morality in the height of despera-
tion or despair, contemplate taking that leap to the other 
side and overcome those psychological and emotional 
barriers. Pressure.  

 

When you are at a crossroad in your life, whether it be 
pursuing your academic studies further beyond the 
grounds of Bromsgrove, telling your parents some thing 
that has been embedded in your brain for what seems like 



 

By Anastasia Broder 

_________________________________ 

L 
ike pretty much everything else in 
todayôs world, the concept of pressure is 
highly controversial. On the one hand, 
we have those who advocate the 

necessity of pressure pointing to its effective 
motivational influence, which in the long run 
translates into success and hard work. On the  
hand, those who oppose pressure consider it 
prerequisite in developing low personal morale 
and precipitating failure. Debate around 
whether people are living under too much 
pressure nowadays does not seem to settle the 
issue; press a little too hard and even the 
strongest will snap like a fragile twig: release a 
little too much and even the most motivated 
wonôt use his or her whole potential.  

 

There have been times in my life where I 
considered pressure the ultimate evil. Pressure 
from teachers to get certain marks, pressure 
from the media to look a certain way, pressure 
from family to behave in a certain manner- this 
can get tedious, exhausting, and overwhelming. 
Suffocating under the currents of expectations 
and projections, one canôt help it but feel 
inadequate. No matter how much effort is put, 
one never manages to be good enough. Pressure 
has that awful side effect of convincing an 
individual of his or her incapacity, planting 
weeds of self-doubt that infest the interior.  

 

  

Nevertheless, I still consider pressure 
necessary. Vital even. I think pressure itself is 
fundamentally helpful in achieving goals and 
aiming higher than we consider ourselves 
capable of; itôs our inability to deal correctly 
with it thatôs causing self-doubt and stress. We 
allow pressure to infiltrate our rational thinking 
by interpreting small defeats as testimony to 
our failure as a person. How we process defeat 
forms our relationship with pressure. As soon as 
we stop putting so much emphasis on avoiding 
mistakes, pressure becomes less of an enemy 
and more of a friend, whispering words of 
encouragement and challenging you to give 
your all.  

 

So yes, if you allow pressure to destroy you it 
will. But pressure has some other amazing 
properties. It can discipline. Demand. Dare. 
Develop. Itôs about making the conscious choice 
to remain strong under pressure and utilize its 
benefits while avoiding its detrimental side 
effects.  Of course that takes time, effort, and 
practice; breakdowns are unavoidable, but in 
time, developing immunity to dangers of 
pressure is possible. Pressure is the ultimate 
locomotive of life, and failure is inevitable, so 
the best you can do is embrace both.  

an eternity or telling someone that youôre in a relation-
ship. With that inside, you feel empty and lost. Pressure. 

So, you ask me how I would combat and control pres-
sure? Isolate the things you love doing, your passions and 
hobbies and keep pursuing them. Keep a positive frame 
of mind in order to keep your brain full of life and excite-
ment, but at the same time make it free and give yourself 
the ability to contemplate and fantasise. For me, itôs the 
small things that really make the difference and make me 
smile. The old man I see religiously walking the dog every 
day at 9am, with the same grimace, or a nice cup of warm 
tea left by your bedside for when I wake up. Keep active 
and donôt lock yourself indoors all day, just do some-
thing! Athletes are able to enhance pressure and use it to 

propel them to greatness. So propel yourself forward, 
donôt stumble backwards. And remember a healthy life-
style is a healthy brain and a healthy brain is less pres-
sure.   

So then, donôt let pressure destroy you in these coming 
months or stop you from breaking down those walls. 
Smash them down, take a deep breath and do it with a 
smile.  Donôt let pressure shadow your dreams, seek them 
out and donôt stop until youôve achieved them. Pressure. 
Use it as your tool and let it drive you on.   

***  
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The Secret 
 

Years have passed and 

Time has come to fade 

Most of my memories except  

For one, that hasnôt decayed. 

 

It has stuck with me like a disease 

Through the years of famine and drought. 

A disease that makes me writhe 

In blissful agony and shout. 

 

For mercy and liberation to wash 

Over me, like a brilliant wave 

Of all the many things that 

Bring the ignorance I crave. 

 

Liberation from this memory that  

Has me in ropes of insanity, bound, 

And mercy from the destructive doubt 

Circling my head, round and round. 

 

The wretched silhouette of infidelity 

Rearing its ugly face in every corner of my mind 

And extinguishing the solace of love  

That I never left behind. 

 

A secret rooted now to the  

Deepest, darkest crevices of my soul 

One that cannot perish even after 

The years of madness having taken their toll. 

 

It refuses to leave or perhaps 

I am reluctant to let it go 

Because it is my last chance  

Before the world, to put on a show 

 

To show them that my love for you 

Ultimately overpowered the hate 

And that eventually forgiveness arrived 

At the doors to your heart but perhaps too    
late. 

 

For you had passed on to the place beyond, 

And I have, in this lonely world, remained, 

But no longer do I grieve for I have grown   
quite fond 

Of the secret of love, with which, my soul you 
have stained.  

 

By Nandini Bulchandani 
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ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ƻŘŘǎΣ ƛǎ ƅƻǳǊƛǎƘƛƴƎΦ 

I interviewed Steven Page (Lupton, ô83) before he spoke 
at a Bromsgrove Foundation event, in London. 

A son of the then Prep School headmaster (after 
whom Page House is named), he fondly recalled his teachers, 
admiring and inspired by their passion for their subjects. In 
particular, he remembered his English and Politics teachers - 
the latter nicknamed óBolshy-Wolshyô - for their willingness 
to depart from the syllabus and their support and encourage-
ment; not only did they help him succeed in school, but 
develop his own views and interests. His teachers inspired a 
sense of responsibility and self-starting, of taking opportuni-
ties with both hands. Page recollected an outing to see King 
Lear in theatre; before the last act, his English teacher left. 
When asked by the students, he explained that he ócan never 
watch the endô for his overwhelming engagement in the play; 
his enthusiasm for literature and the arts influenced Page. 

Asked about his fondest memory of Bromsgrove, he 
smiled slightly; he hadnôt been asked the question, or even 
considered it, in a while. Page remembered a prank he and a 
friend had played on the Chaplain in choir. They had stuck 
him to the pew with pins (I donôt know how they did it), and 
naturally, he was apoplectic. Annoyingly, it was Page that 
was blamed. But the great thing about Bromsgrove, he said, 
was that rebellion, although officially discouraged, was al-
most welcomed; the school understood that it was normal, 
and they were just having fun. 

His counsel to aspiring publishers was emphatic: 
óLearn about the industry, not just the product.ô He 
advised óimmersing yourself in the industryô by working in a 
bookshop and getting other book-related work experience. 
Post-graduate degrees in publishing enable you to get paid 
(living allowance) work experience ï Faber accept a few 
students each year from different universities, including 
eight from UCL. Although ógood grades are importantô, óa lot 
of people have themô; you need to do something or act in a 
way that defines you, that makes you unique and indispensa-
ble. People that are well rounded, smart, quick, personable 
and interesting ï theyôre the ones that will get the job. Re-
member to have the humility to listen and learn, 
adapting to your environment; donôt just talk about 
yourself.  

Although heôd always loved books, he hadnôt wanted 
to work in publishing until he was 22. He had studied Histo-
ry at university and played in a rock band for a year before 
realising that his music career wasnôt going to work. He knew 

he loved books, so he looked to a friend of his father, who 
was in publishing, for advice on getting into the industry. He 
suggested working in a book store, which Page did for a year 
before joining Longman publishers as a marketing executive. 

Does Kindle (Amazonôs e-reader) hurt publishing? 
Surprisingly, he is positive: 'it has transformed the industryô, 
introducing a revolutionary technology for reading. However, 
the company has a great deal of power, and a near monopoly 
on the e-book industry, which gives them very strong bar-
gaining power. But ultimately, what people sometimes forget 
is that, despite their influence and power, Amazon needs 
publishers. Perhaps Amazon would wish it otherwise, but 
despite a major dispute about pricing and Amazon's domi-
nant position in some markets, the publishing world has 
remained strong. 

Page captivated the audience during his ensuing speech; he 
proved an engaging, occasionally humorous, occasionally 
dramatic speaker, and brought the publishing industry to 
vivid life.  

 Page is committed to the industry, insisting that itôs 
not dying, but needs to remain a relevant workforce like 
television, music and film ï not a ócosy placeô.  He quoted 
Woodie Allan, from his film Annie Hall: Publishing is ñlike a 
shark. If you stop swimming, you dieò.  

 With the theme of ólegacyô, Page explained the chal-
lenge that Faber faces of living up to its history as an estab-
lished, prestigious house, ópublishing the past todayô (40% of 
its revenues derive from previously published work), whilst 
continuing to publish current authors. He described Faber as 
ósmall and independent - yet renowned - with a huge support 
of authors and poetsô; as some of the companyôs authors 
include Literature Nobel prize winners Orhan Pamuk and 
Harold Pinter, it seems theyôre more relevant than ever. 
(Page hosted a lunch for the two to meet each other). 

When Page joined Faber in 2001, he advocated 
greater focus on the appearance of books, saying that ódigital 
books have urged publishers to create more beautiful booksô. 
Similarly, he increased engagement with book stores (both 
big and small), urging them to improve their layout and look, 
because they óencouraged an explosion in readingô, and will 
continue doing so. 

Amazon has disrupted the way we buy books, threat-
ening high street stores. However, he cited that last year 
print book sales increased 6% while e-book sales have de-
clined, decidedly proclaiming that ópeople are now embrac-
ing books AND e-books, realising they can co-existô. Alt-
hough only half of the UK like books, those that do really like 
them; theyôre passionate about them, which is perhaps why 
the industry is less inclined to subscription services such as 
Spotify and Netflix which have hurt the music and film in-
dustries. 

 The publishing industry needs more diversity to reflect 
society; although there are programmes to encourage minor-
ities to work in the industry, he insisted that more needs to 
be done. Additionally, the public library service is under 
threat from spending cuts; it needs to be saved because for 
some, it is the only way they can access books, especially in 
childhood.  

The audience of 100 was clearly energised by Pageôs engaging 
description of his job and the industry. For people who may 
not have considered it as a potential career, keep in mind 
that itôs a lively, creative industry full of people who love 
books, enjoy engaging with authors and relish its commercial 
side. 

Alia Derriey 

Publisher for Nobel Laureates ¿ Bromsgrove Alumnus  

Stephen Page 



 

Alia Derriey 

Whilst reading this book I went on the U4 French trip to 

Normandy and Brittany. It was a lovely trip (although I was 

glad to have my book with me); my favourite part was when 

we visited the quaint seaside town of Saint-Malo ï where, as 

it happens, this book is set. It was such a great, almost magi-

cal experience: by the time we went to the town, I felt like I 

had already lived there, walking the streets with Marie-Laure 

(one of the two protagonists). 

So, whatôs it about? you wonder. That is, if you havenôt al-

ready heard about it ï it won the Pulitzer Prize for Fiction in 

2015. The novel wasnôt expected to be such a hit; the writer 

himself has said he 

thought only a small 

audience would 

enjoy it because of 

its sometimes 

lengthy descriptions 

of radio technology 

and trigonometric 

calculations. 

 

 

 

 

 But nonetheless, 

people loved it. Per-

haps this is due to 

its innocent, en-

dearing protago-

nists: Marie-Laure, 

a blind girl who 

lives in Paris with 

her father, a muse-

um locksmith. The 

other is Werner, 

 

 

 

a German orphan 

who lives in a coal 

mining village. Alt-

hough set in the 

Second World War, 

this story isnôt really 

about concentration 

camps or inhumane 

Nazi prisons 

(although these are 

featured); it mainly 

focuses on the average French experience in occupied 

France, and the malevolent influence and power of the Hitler 

Youth. By giving a voice to both sides, Doerr doesnôt present 

a narrow, overly biased view of the war, but merely lets you 

come to your own conclusion about the war ï and the ordi-

nary people stuck in the middle. 

Despite their contrasting upbringings and environments, 

Marie-Laure and Werner are surprisingly alike: theyôre both 

óinnocentô, although Werner sees (excuse the pun) more of 

the war than his counterpart. Theyôre also passionate about 

their interests. From a young  age, Werner has been infatuat-

ed with inventing and science, especially radios; Marie-

Laure has had a great love for molluscs ever since she went 

to live in Saint-Malo with her great-uncle, hearing about 

them in stories and feeling them on the beach for the first 

time. 

All the Light is simp-

ly enjoyable to read; 

never once did I feel 

like I had to work at 

it to keep interested, 

or push myself to 

read further. Itôs got 

a compelling, credi-

ble storyline with 

sweet, lovable char-

acters who contrast 

with a few vile ones; 

itôs beautifully writ-

ten (I say that a lot 

but itôs true), with a 

vivid description ï 

more like immersion 

ï of the bombing in 

Saint-Malo. Not only 

is it a physical expe-

rience, but an emo-

tional one, especially 

for Marie-Laure, 

blind and alone, and 

Werner, who is 

trapped in the base-

ment of a building. 

Not once does Doerr 

give way to monoto-

nous, predictable 

thriller/action de-

scription. The struc-

ture, although at 

times disorienting, 

helps move the plot 

along and keep ógripô: 

weirdly similar to the 

last book I read, its 

chapters alternate 

between different 

time settings, gradu-

ally 

coming closer and closer, 

closing the gap until óone settingô at the con-

clusion. This switching juxtaposes life at 

different points in 

the war and how the 

 

 

  

 




