
ADAM PHILIP SHAND CRICK (1957-2016) 
 
Adam Crick taught English at Sherborne School, Lent & Trinity terms 2002. 
 
Valete for Adam Crick by Bernard Holiday, The Shirburnian, Michaelmas term 2002: 
 
I had not had a duck egg omelette until Adam Crick presented the Headmaster and myself each with a 
duck’s egg at the end of a Third Form Set 1 multi-lingual performance of The Tempest directed by Adam 
himself.  The winning Third Form teams were also each presented with an egg.  Matrons must have been 
puzzled by requests for frying pans, though less puzzled than I had been by Adam’s seeming attachment to 
a gigantic empty box of washing powder.  It later dawned on me that this was doing temporary service as a 
satchel while his back-pack was being repaired.  Silly of me not to realise immediately! 
 
After he had been in School for about two weeks, I enquired of Adam how things were going.  ‘Well,’ he 
replied, contorted in agonised intensity and groping for suitably expressive language like a man clawing his 
way through impenetrable tropical thickets, ‘it would be all right if I didn’t whip them up into such a 
nervous state by becoming hysterical all the time.  I just become too excited and then they all go crazy.’  
This seemed an interesting state of affairs so I contrived to go into one of Adam’s lessons, ostensibly to take 
a class set of books from the shelves.  Neither Adam nor the boys seemed to be aware in the slightest that I 
had entered the room.  He was reading to them and they were sitting, mouths open, eyes wide, totally 
engrossed in his performance.  Hysteria or no, he’d got them into a state of alertness and interest that most 
of us poor hacks can only dream of inducing in our classes. 
 
The effect was similar when he read some of his poems at a creative writing evening in the Library. He has 
the inestimable gift of being able to draw a group or an individual into his imaginative space.  One feels that 
one if embarking on an adventure: things may not go quite as planned or anticipated, but the ride is never 
going to be dull.  The School discovered that when Adam delivered a brilliantly entertaining BSR talk on his 
passion – swimming.  The image of him emerging naked and mud-covered from a tributary of the Trent 
remains indelibly etched on the mind. 
 
So, Adam Crick is not your run-of-the-mill English teacher.  His decaying and beloved black Homberg, his 
walking boots and back-pack, his expensive antique tweed jacket, his frayed candy-striped shirt and 
colourful bow-tie do rather hint at something a little out of the way.  Here is no dismal human archive of 
hockey results and boarding house anecdotes.  This is a real live teacher with a rare gift for communicating 
his passionate love of writing, of the theatre, of painting, of swimming, of eating, and of the English 
countryside.  My one regret is that he could be with us for only two terms.  I hope that he will come back 
again and again, bringing with him his collections of homemade jam, poetry, eighteenth century 
watercolours, and pre-war jackets and trousers.  Speaking personally, I have seldom enjoyed the company 
of a fellow teacher so much. 
 
B.J. Holiday 
 


