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IEDllORIAl 
"Even the Shirburnian has changed," announced the preacher, in a tone of mild surprise. 

It is true that last term's editors changed the basic framework; there was a new cover, different 
drawings, new designs and headings, and the whole magazine was twice the ~ize of any previous 
edition. In their endeavours, the editors owe a tremendous debt of gratitude to the Abbey 
Bookshop for support, both financial and otherwise. Yet the new Shirburnian really owes its 
existence to both the School and the old Shirburnian. Any real change that has been achieved, 
is the result of the School's interest and contribution. They are the people capable of making a 
change, for they write the magazine. However, neither they, nor the new Shirburnian, must 
cease to acknowledge the old Shirburnian. \Vithout it, the present one would not be new and 
unless the School is careful, the father will unobtrusively reinstate himself and gently evict his 
successor. Once everyone accepts that the magazine·will inevitably come out and ceases to 
have any interest, the number of contributors will dwindle to a handful of fifth-form boffins, 
the Shirbumian will gracefully retire to its coffin-like condition and patiently await another 
generation to inject some vitality. 

-": ': 

Anthony Sampson; in his -~ngaging anatomy of Britain, refers to the public schoolboy's 
"excessive respect for aut.!10.rity'', and this is .a criticism that can justifiably be levelled at 
Shirburnians. Ordered around by form master, house prefect, corps sergeant and P.T. instructor, 
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the end-product of Sherborne submiss~vely accepts any established order. Convinced that what 
is, is good, he acquiesces to all authority and silently sets about "cultivating his own garden". 
It is reported, by our Cambridge soiree of inside information, that this impression is being 
conveyed to the dons. 

This applies elsewhere. Only a cursory glance at the condition of our society will reveal 
that tomorrow's generation will hav9 to indulge in much questioning and reconstruction. It 
appears that they are sufficiently suited to it, abounding in enthusiasm and ability to criticise. 
The building required in tomorrow's society will have to be imaginative, with more regard for 
the future than what has been. The building done by the public schoolboy in the empire was 
unoriginal, based on the status quo in the mother country. It would be a pity ifthe Shirburnian 
were to be found, in the next few detades, clinging to an outmoded order and redundant in 
society. I 

Only continual questioning and vital interest on the part of the School will keep the school 
magazine readable. I . 
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Games 
SCHOOL CRICKET RESULTS 

SUMMER 1963 

v. FREE FORRESTERS on May 11th 

Free Foresters 217 for 7 dee. (R. F. Newman 44, 
C. Eglington 35, C. A. Cutforth 44, I. P. E. Gay 
33 n.o., D. ]. W. Bridge 39 n.o.). 

School 111 all out (R. D. C. Bevis 49, G. F. Grace 
4 for 24). 

v. DORSET RANGERS on May 18th. 

Dorset Rangers 44 all out (N.J. Scotland 6 for 12) 

School 46 for 2 (R. C. Constant 27 n.o.) 

v. CLIFTON COLLEGE on May 25th 

School 94 all out (Brethen 5 for 26) 

Clifton 95 for 8 

v. \\'ESTMINSTER on !\Jay 31st and June 1st 

\\'estminster 82 all out (A. D. M. Gray 4 for 20); 
and 52 all out (A. D. M. Gray 8for11) 

School 201 for 8 (W. F. Hughes 53, R. C. Constant 
39) 

v. DmVNSIDE on 8th June 

School IOI all out (R. F. Thomson 5 for 30) 

Downside !02 for 8 (Moss 4 for 15) 

v. RADLEY 
Radley 201 all out (C. E. Corrins 73, S. R. Bielby 

54, A. D. M. Grey 4 for 45); and 203 for 1 
(R. G. M. Finn 131 n.o., C. E. Corrin 69 n.o.) 

School 120 all out (R. C. Constant 39, S. R. Brei by 
4 for 14); and 162 for 7 (D. M. Moss 34, i'\. J. 
Scotland 38) 

l'. D. ]. w. BRIDGE'S XI 

D.J. W. Bridge's XI 232 for 5 (D.R. Foyle I 16 n.o., 
R. A. \\". Sharp 76) 

School 152 all out (T. \\'. l\farshall 50) 

l', o.s.s. 
No Play-Rain 

v. Marlborough 

Ko Play-Rain 

v.M.C.C. 
M.C.C. 164 all out (T. J. Kendall 50 n.o., J. Cook 
46, A. D. M. Gray 5 for 47) 
School 165 for 6 (R. C. Constant 81 n.o., T. \\·. 

Marshall 30) 

v. BLUNDELL's 

Blundell's 1 IO (S. F. \\". Moore 5 for 33) 

School 95 (R. C. Davies 5 for 36) 

ScHOOL v. DmvNSIDE 
Played at Sherborne, June 8th 

The school batted first and never recoverd from a 
bad start. No one seemed to be able to master R. F. 
Thomson's bowling and A. D. M. Gray made the top 
score of 17. 

Downside's start was no more impressive than 
Sherborne's. S. P. Byrne and T. A. Coghlan were 
Downside's top scorers and they just managed to 
scramble home by two wickets. D. M. Moss was the 
school's most successful bowler with 4 for 15. In all 
it was rather a dull, slow game with the School the 
more enterprising of the two sides. 

ScuooL v. RADLEY 
Played at Sherborne, June 14th and 15th 

Radley batted first and set off to a bad start losing 
2 wickets for 6 runs before C. E. Commins (76) and 
A. C. G. Eliot (40) steadied the innings. S. R. Bielby 
(54) then contrived to score at a steady rate. The 
School's most successful bowlers were A. D. M. 
Gray 4 for 45 and S. F. W. Moore 3 for 35. 

The School came in and lost two quick wickets to 
some fast but erratic bowling by T. E. Macdowel, the 
Radley captain. R. C. Constant (39), T. W. Marshall 
(16) and A. D. M. Gray were the only School players 
to reach double figures. C. E. A. Carter brought off 
two smart stumpings, although handicapped by a 
badly damaged finger and S. R. Bielby took 4 for 14. 

\Vhen Radley batted again they soon lost a wicket 
but then R. G. M. Finn (131 not out) and C. E. 
Commins (69 not out) flayed the School bowling and 
Radley declared leaving the School to score 285 runs 
to win. 

The School were soon in trouble again, T. E. 
l\Iacdowel taking two quick wickets. Then D. M. 
Moss (34) and N. J. Scotland (38) shared a useful 
stand to take the score to 75 before 4 wickets fell with 
only I IO on the board. D . .J. D. Mills ( 19) and 
S. F. \\". Moore (16) played out the last 45 minutes 
hitting any bad ball hard. 

It was a thoroughly entertaining game with Radley 
always on top and the School fighting hard. 

SCHOOL l'. M.C.C. 
Played on Saturday, 13th July 

The 1\1.C.C. batted first and were soon in trouble 
with 4 wickets falling quickly, including a run out by 
D. 1\1. Moss in the most extraordinary fashion. A 
short stand between]. Cook and T . .J. Kendall steadied 
the innings, but wickets fell quickly soon after this 
stand was broken and the innings closed at 164 with 
A. D. M. Gray taking 5 for 47. 

Against weak M.C.C. bowling the School started 
slowly with R. C. Constant and D. A. \Vatney putting 
on 79 before tea but after a brisk stand of 54 between 
T. W. Marshall (30) and R. C. Constant, the School 
never looked hack, with R. C. Constant taking full 
command in an innings of 81 not out. 
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v. DOWNSIDE 
SCHOOL 

R. C. Constant, b. Thomson 
N. J. Scotland, ct. Barrington, b. Stevens 
W. F. Hughes, ct. Byrne, b. Thomson . 
T. W. Marshall, b. Michell 
D. M. Moss, l.b.w. Thomson 
A. D. Brearley, b. Michell 
C. V. Nicholas, run out . . . 
A. D. M. Gray, ct. Michell, b. Thomson 
D. J. D. Mills, ct. and b. Michell . 
S. T. W. Moore, ct. Dearman, b. Thomson 
I. A. du Pre, not out . . • . 

Extras 

Total . . . 
DOWNSIDE BOWLING 

0 M 
R. F. Thomson 
J. C. Stevens 
R. F. Mitchell 
P.J. Hansom 

16.4 3 
6 2 

14 3 
4 

DOWNSIDE 
S. P. Byrne, ct. du Pre, b. Gray • 
P. J. Hansom, ct. du Pre, b. Scotland 
T. A. Goghlan, b. Moss . . 
R. G. H. Woodhead, ct. and b. Moore 
E. P. G. Dearman, ct. and b. Moss 
P. L. S. Bradstreet, b. Scotland 
R. F. Michell, ct. du Pre, b. Moss 
S. P. D. Mooley, not out 
J. C. Stevens, l.b.w. Moss 
R. F. Thomson, not out • 
T. B. Barrington, did not bat 

Extras 

Total (8 wkts.) . 
SCHOOL BOWLING 

0 M 
N. J. Scotland 
A. D. M. Gray 
I. F. W. Moore 
D. J. D. Mills 
D. M. Moss . 

12 
9 

I I 

3 
I I 

v. RADLEY 
1st innings 

R. G. M. Finn, b. Gray . 
C. J. Carline, ct. Moore, b. Scotland 
C. E. Commins, ct. and b. Moore 
A. C. G. Eliot, ct. Mills, b. Gray . 
T. E. Macdowell, b. Scotland 
S. R. Bielby, ct. Gray, b. Mills . 
C. G. I. Croft, ct. Moss, b. Moore. 
T. S. D. Sykes, ct. du Pre, b. Moore 
C. E. A. Carter, b. Gray 
C. G. Thin, not out . 
K. L. Ruck-Keene b. Gray 

Extras 

Total 201 
2nd Innings 

R. G. M. Finn, not out 
C. J. Carline, b. Scotland 
C. E. Commins, not out 

Extras 

Total (for 1 wkt. dee.) 

2 

5 
3 
5 

1 

30 
14 
39 

13 
0 

15 
12 
II 
4 
4 

17 
IO 

0 

5 
IO 

IOI 

w 
5 

3 
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ScHOOL BOWLING 
0 M R w 

A.D.M.Gray 20 5 45 
N. J. Scotland 18 5 52 
D. M. Moss • 8 30 
D. J. D. Mills 9 - 33 
S. F. W. Moore 8 35 

SCHOOL 
1st Innings 

R. C. Constant, ct. and b. Finn 

4 
2 

3 

0 
12 
12 
12 
3 
2 

N. J. Scotland, b. Macdowell • • 

M 
2 
2 
-

\V. F. Hughes, ct. Commins, b. Macdowell 
T. W. Marshall, st. Carter, b. Bielby . 
D. M. Moss, ct. Carline, b. Bielby 
A. D. Brearley, st. Carter, b. Bielby 
D. J. D. Mills, b. Thin 
A. D. M. Gray, not out 
C. V. Nicholas, b. Finn . 
S. F. \V. Moore, b. Ruck-Keene 
I. A. du Pre, b. Bielby 

Extras 

Total 

2nd Innings 
R. C. Constant, ct. Ruck-Keene, b. Commins • 
N.J. Suotland, ct. Ruck-Keene, b. Commins 
W. F. Hughes, ct. Carter, b. Macdowell 
T. W. Marshall, b. Macdowell . 
D. M. Moss, ct. Carline, b. Bielby. 
A. D. Brearley, st. Carter, b. Commins 
D. J. D. Mills, not out . . . 
A. D. M. Gray, ct. Eliot, b. MacDowell. 
S. F. W. Moore, not out 

Extras 

Total (for 4 wkts.) 

RADLEY BOWLING 

R 
51 
54 
67 
13 
16 

w 

39 
4 
3 

16 
7 
0 

6 
15 
9 
4 
I 

16 

120 

8 
38 
3 
0 

34 
4 

19 
8 

16 
32 

162 

1st Innings znd Innings 
0 lv! R w 

T. E. MacDowell II - 28 
C. G. Thin 8 3 14 
C. E. Commins 3 3 
T. S. D. Sykes I l 

S. R. Bielby 14.3 9 14 
M. L. Ruck-Keene II 3 23 
R. G. M. Finn 9 5 9 
A. C. G. Eliot 3 - 15 

M.C.C. 
C. Eglington, ct. Scotland, b. Gray 
P. G. Spencer, ct. du Pre, b. Gray 
J. Aspinall, b. Scotland 
M. Anderter, run out . . 
.J. Cook, ct. W'atney, b. Moss 
D. Henderson, b. l\foss 
T. J. Kendall, not out . 
R. F. Hughes, ct. du Pre, b. Gray 

2 

4 
I 

2 
-

OMR 
13 7 12 
8 3 21 

27 12 40 
4 2 8 

16 IO IO 
5 2 II 

13 5 21 
2 - 2 

R. T. S. Macpherson, b. Gray • • 
J. Manningham-Buller, ct. du Pre, b. Gray 
M. M. Walford, ct. Lowless, b. Moss 

Extras 

Total 

w 
3 

3 
-

-

4 
6 
0 

6 
46 
14 
80 

5 
0 

2 
16 
15 
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N. J. Scotland • 
A. D. M. Gray . 
D. M. Moss 
S. F. W. Moore 

SCHOOL BOWLING 
0 

SCHOOL 

17 
23 
9.5 
8 

M 
2 
6 
2 

3 

R 
39 
14 
44 
19: 

w 

5 
'3 

R. C. Constant, not out 81 
D. A. Watney, b. Cook . . • 14 
T. W. Marshall, ct. Spencer, b. Henderson 30 
M. Hodgkinson, ct. M-Buller, b. Cook 8 
D. M. Moss, b. Cook . . o 
R. D. C. Bevis, b. Henderson 7 
N. J. Scotland, b. Cook 11 
Lowless, not out . 2 

Extras 12 

Total (for 6 wkts.) 165 

M.C.C. BOWLING 

J. Cook . 
D. Henderson 
M. Anderton • • 
J. Manningham-Buller 

2nd XI 

0 M 
15.3 2 
20 3 

7 
6 

R TV 
39 4 
66 2 

. 22 
26 

Out of a fixture of ten matches, the 2nd XI won 
three, drew three and lost two; two were cancelled. 
The cricket was always enjoyable, and in many cases 
this was heightened by fast scoring· or sensati.onal 
collapses. Damages included a window at Blundell's 
and almost included an old lady sitting in a deck-chair 
at Millfield. · 

Our thanks to Mr. Currie and Mr. Neale for all the 
time they spent with the team and for their excellent 
coaching. 

Colours were awarded to: S. H. Wingfield Digby 
(capt.), J. C. Stewert, C. V. Nicholas, M. E. Slade, 
\\'. F. Hughes, D. M. Lawless, C. St. J. Dixon, 
D.J. D. Mills, M. Nelson, C. D.S. Bates, N.J. King, 
N. D. Morgan. 

i·. Marlborough 
v. Dauntsey's 
v. Clifton . 
v. Kingswood 
v. Downside 

TENNIS 
RES UL TS 1st VI 
Sc1100L l'vfATCHES 

i•. Monkton Combe 
v. Bryanston. 
v. Girls' School 
v. Millfield . 
v. Taunton . 
v. Blundell's 

CLl:B MATCHES 
v. St. Edmund Hall 
v. Col. Holmes VI 

Played 12 Won 9 Lost 3 

1st VI 

\\'on 5-.Jc 
Lost 4-5 
\\'on 5-4 
\\'on 8-1 
\\'on 8-1 
\\'on 7-2 
\\'on 5-4 
\\'on 6-o 
Cancelled 
\\'on 7-2 
\\'on 8-1 

Lost 4-5 
Lost 4-5 

It has been an extremely successful season for both 
the 1st and 2nd VI, only one school match being lost 
between them throughout the term. The 1st VI Jost 
three matches in all; against Col. Homes VI and 
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against St. Edmunds Hall, Oxford, both of which 
teams were strong but whom, with a little better 
fortune, we might have beaten 5-4 instead of the 
reverse. The VI's one school failure was against 
Dauntsey's who had a steady but not brilliant first 
pair. That day no one was at their best, particularly 
Short and Mackay-Dick who really should have won 
their three matches. 

However, to turn from the team's defeats to their 
victories. We beat Marlborough 5-4, a thing never 
done since we first played them in 1955, and emerged 
the winners 5-4 after exciting struggles with Bryanston 
and Clifton. We beat the remaining schools convin
cingly including fortunately for us, the Girls' School 
whom we beat 6-o. 

The team as a whole played well although we had 
difficulty finding a third pair who won. After various 
combinations had been tried we settled for Amoore 
and W. Smith. However they lost form badly after 
the Bryanston match and we brought on the "giant
killers" Evans and Cunningham who proved to be 
extremely successful. Short and Mackay-Dick lost 
only one match throughout the season but Pallin and 
Hill although at times very effective could never hold 
on long enough to win a long match always losing 
in the third set. 

However it was as good a reason as we can hope for 
and no disgrace after last year's success. 

\Ve have entered for the Youll Cup but we are 
drawn against Stowe, the holders in the third round. 

Our thanks as always go to Mr. Oldham and J, 
Mellhuish for a most enjoyable season. 
Team 

The following were awarded colours: I. C. Mackay
Dick, R. N. T. Short, F. J. P. L. Pallin, P. J. 0. Hill, 
0. \Vebster-Smith, R. M. Amoore, I. A. Cunningham, 
C. B. Evans. 

ATHLETICS 
The season started with an encouraging win over 

Dauntsey's by 17 points and went on to a good 
performance at IfRey Road, Oxford, where we set 
up the second fastest heat times in both the 220 yds. 
and 440 yds. relays in the Achilles schools relays. 
After coming second in the six schools meeting at 
Marlborough, however, we had less success, beating 
only Kingswood, and losing to Downside and Canford 
as we had to a strong Bryanston team. Individual 
standards during the term were very reasonable-
among the most notable performances was Boisseau's 
breaking of the intermediate mile record by 20 secs. 
New records were set up by. 

A. M. Turner, javelin, 152 ft. 8 ins.; T. C. M. 
Leveritt, intermediate shot, 35 ft. 3 ins.; J. Fegen, 
intermediate javelin, 142 ft.; N. J. Boisseau, inter
mediate mile, 4 min. 48.1 secs.; R. P. C. Dunlop, 
pole vault, 10 ft.; M. H. S. Dunlop, intermediate 
shot (from Leveritt), 37 ft. 8 ins.; R. E. J. Robinson-

Horley, junior 100 yds, 10.9 secs. 
Our thanks to Mr. Wilkinson and to the many 

masters who ha\·e helped and encouraged us this term. 
\\'e could not do without them. 

W. P.H. MERCHANT (Capt.) 
A. M. TURNER (Hon. Su.) 

W. R. A. \\'atherston (h) is to be congratulated on 
playing in three rugby internationals for Scotland. 
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Literary 

!SPRING I6oo . 

Spring I6oo, as the producer poi ted out on the hack of the programme, is a play about 
adventure. This doesn't mean that av ry great deal "happens" in its three acts. It is a play that 
talks about adventure, and, most imp4rtant, three adventures and their interweaving-those of 
Ann Byrd, frustrated and out of patience with the small, stuffy and rigid world in which she 
lives at Ongar in Essex; of Richard Bi'.irbage, actor, to whom the whole of London will belong 
when times pick up a big, launching a new theatre to present the new plays; and of the good 
ship Peradventure, whose hull has been laid on the bosom of the Thames, the gateway to the sea, 
and thence to the new world. And Mr. Williams is saying that adventure is in the blood, and 
that it springs from the heart, from im'pulse, not from reason, and because of that, it sometimes 
goes wrong. In this production the Hoint came across more from the words of the play than 
from anything that was to be seen on the stage. The beauty of adventure, the bravado and the 
dash, the colour and the excitement, all came across well. But the disillusionment and the second 
thoughts are, in retrospect, dwarfed ~y the splendour-and they are just as much part of the 
play as the delights. The scene between Kit and Ann: 

ANN: Do you hear that crowd? I~ has more life than anything in Ongar. 
KIT: But the streets in London afe dark and dirty. 

ANN: Everything is fine in Lo;do

1
n. * * 

KIT: Will you at least vouchsafe o me where you live? 
ANN: The same place, the "Bell nd Golden Keys". 
KIT: In an inn! Is it fine there? 
ANN: Very fine. 
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K1T: In what street? 

ANN: St. Nicholas Shambles. 

K1T: Are there rats? (ANN nod5 ismally.) 

contains one of the clues to the play, for without it her departure for Ongar rests on the affirma
tion by Burbage that in Ongar lies hl

1 

r destiny; this scene pales in memory, swamped by the 
ebullience of the "big scenes". But there's more to it than that, and here the good ship 
Preadventure comes in. Ann is brough back from the Preadventure by force, with a kick in her 
breeches to help her over the gangpla9k. And as soon as she gets back she determines to run off 
again and join Master Allen. And he le is mirrored her final choice to go back to On gar, of her 
own accord. Does this not annuli all thp care with which Mr. Williams has built up his argument 
in support of the adventure? No-be1ause the decision to return is one that only she can make, 
and to have gone back from London in the same way that she went back from the Preadventure, 
would have meant that as soon as she~ot there she would have been plotting to leave again. 

In this context M. C. R. Beasley ade a very good Ann Byrd. The need to raise his voice 
to overcome the length and height of he big schoolroom made his delivery during some of the 
early parts of the play somewhat stiltef and monotonous, with little difference between the tone 
that he used when complaining of hi bodice, the tone in which he spoke of the unattainable 
London, and the tone in which he ma e his plans to get there-all three tended to be a kind of 
mezzo-forte elocution tone .. But by t~e end of the s~cond scene, as though h.is acceptance in~o 

· the Lord Chamberlayne, his Menne, 
1

had boosted his confidence, he was qmte comfortably m 
the part, and the slight self-consciousm1ss of the early speeches had left him. Without endangering 
his audibility overmuch he could hav9 made more pronounced the abrupt changes from banter 
or bitterness to the often lyrical passages with Burbage and Kit. However, the rat-scene, with its 
attendant bitterness and disillusionmeb.t came out very well, as did the exchange with Burbage
"where even the smoke rises with a steadfast air and knows its way to heaven". A little more 
enthusiasm at the start, indicated, pe haps, by a change of posture, would have made Ann a 
completely credible figure; but at th end the spirit of serene happiness after making up her 
mind to go home was well captured, dnd exactly right. His gestures were "natural" and served 
to underline his speech with an unobtrusive exactness that was always helpful. 

Opposite him, as Burbage, was r· B. Evans, making a comeback after Verges in a much 
m?re.,~xacting part. I am tempted t agree with. the Western Gazette where it says that perhaps 
this Burbage was too much of a gent eman. A little more of the swash and buckle would not 
have .come amiss. But then we live i sensitive times, to whom the broad humour of the Eliza
betha'n sounds rather too near our calefully shielded bone. It was with this in mind, I suppose, 
that much of the scenes with Lady C~pperario was cut, leaving a text that created Burbage the 
gentleman, behaving with a kind of polished and gallant swagger of the eighteenth, rather than 
early seventeenth, century. We got the colour of Burbage, only without the garishness, the wit 
of Burbage, only without the bawdine~s, Burbage the ardent, rather than Burbage the profligate
in short, Burbage the Magnificent, orily seen through a glass, softened and subdued. But he was 
'a 'complete and round character all the same. One just wondered whether this one would have 
filled the doublet of the original (and~that has been said before·,· too.). In the relation of Burbage 
to Jack Beeston one felt a certain alo fness; the tenderness that the script obviously wanted was 

'co ... not quite there, largely because of th distance that always seemed to separate them physically
often the entire width of the stage; the passage about the.name for the theatre, the "fluttering of 
immortality" passage, lost much of its feeling of rapport because no real basis of closeness had 
J?e,en established. All the same, Bu¥age was the undoubted master of the players, and, with 
Bi;J!ey's Ann, dominated the play with a mast~rful and.forceful character. . . 

·. M. T. Bolton made a pleasant!~ uncomplicated Kit, and had, all through lus part, an air 
of the country. He sustained his chfracter well, and delivered his softer speeches with a com
pletely audible and often moving simplicity, at its best when describing Ann's progress up the 
aisle, "her hair swept back from her childish brow". All in all, it was a well observed and well 
considered part. 
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The other gems in the casket were the duet of P. S. Tilley as Ned Pope and D. G. Shirreff 
as Tom Day-the one perfectly twittering and affected, the other suitably vain and foppish
and both superbly vain and temperamental. The two between them were responsible for some 
of the most delightful episodes of the evening. Many of the best comic lines in the play went to 
Lady Copperario, one of the languid ladies who were to come into their own in Restoration 
Comedy, and here brought to life by H. E. B. Somerset-the line that sticks in the memory 
being: 

Tm.1 DAY: I believe you know my wife-the Countess of Leicester? 
LADY C.: Still alive? 

And Mother Harelip, in stature short, incredibly old and filthy, in speech high-pitched (and 
sometimes, alas, quite incomprehensible, to boot), comes to mind as a character sketch of greta 
ability by R. J. Morse. S. L. Purcell, hot from Jonah, to play one of that prophet's contemt 
poraries-Master Phillips-was on great doddering form. To the end of this list of delights mus
be added J. A. H. Spencer, whose deportment and bearing and majesty proclaimed to all the 
world the heart (if not the stomach) of a prince, and a Prince of England too. (And in this 
connection, may I urge on the make-up department the virtues of abstinence when it comes to 
No. 16, or whatever Her Majesty was wearing on her cheeks. At a first glance her face looked as 
though she had been delivering the coal.) 

The effect of the gauze was at its best in the first scene, when we saw the wedding prepara
tions through the faint outlines of the Globe theatre, as though in flashback. On the other hand 
it did reveal awkward glimpses (and the most disquieting noises) of stagehands-one of whom 
seemed to be doing lissom things with an anachronistic roll of sellotape. The set was full of 
colour and was remarkably durable, considering the treatment it got. 

Added to the colour of the set was the magnificent colour of Miss Flindall's costumes. Once 
more she has emerged from her annual cocoon of velvets and silken stuffs with a set of costumes 
thar dazzled wi,h their finery, culminating in the thirty-seconds' burst of clashing brilliance 
that was Gloriana. 

The lighting plot was imaginative, and continued the steady improvement that has been 
apparent of late in the Sherborne lighting. The changes from the amber brilliance of the room 
to the blue of the street were rather sudden, but the finely sculptured effects that the blue 
light gave were well worth the slight discomfort brought about by the abrupt change. 

It would be easy to forget, in the welter of congratulations that the play justly received, 
that Spring 1600 is about Ann Byrd, who ran away to London, where every palpable body is as 
free as air; who, in a mood of carefree irresponsibility, eked out with rebellion, threw respectability 
to the winds and went, in the spring of her life, to find her dream; and who learnt in London 
that it was not the success of the adventure that mattered, but the adventure itself, not the arrival, 
but the setting out. She "travelled not to go anywhere. The great affair was to move." And in 
the days when Europe was singing "Gaudeamus igitur, Juvenes dum sumus," she did just that· 

It should also be put on record that this must have been the first time that a monkey 
appeared in the Big Schoolroom. 
6th July M.G.M. 
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BE IND THE SCENES 

A smell that was a mixture of m nkey and make-up, a blank wall that was covered with 
sheets upon sheets of producer's remarks, things that had gone wrong the night before: and the 
sound-from the left, a detailed accotmt of the day's happenings in the world of Test cricket, 
in a slow, rather monotonous voice th~t could only belong to John Arlott; and from the right, a 
chattering of the aforementioned monkey, accompanied by an occasional "Oh, Lor'." 

This last came from the "dragon't-the real, fire-and smoke-( with the occasional burst 
ofbrimstone)-breathing type, of dubious French origin. Every now and then she would burst 
forth with "Oh, mong Djer," or "11 fph soofreer por etre Queen Elizabeth." There were also 
appropriate variations on this last, sucq as " ... por etre Lady C. *" or even, if she was not feeling 
quite so inspired, just plain " ... por etre bell." This, incidentally, was only in her more amiable 
moods; when angry (or, rather, pretei\ding to be angry) she would burst forth in English, with 
"Oh, stand still, you goat!!!" Every ryow and then someone would come rushing in, shrieking, 
"Oh, Miss F. (we were never quite sure whether "F" stood for fairy, fiery or French)-Oh, 
Miss F., I've lost my petticoat!" r 

"Oh, Lor'." She would look rou d. "Here's one that doesn't seem to belong to anyone." 
"Oh, yes, that's mine." 

"Oh, you horrible child, why coulf.n't you look for it first?" 
"Language, Miss F., language!" 

* * * 
Next door to the dragon lived the doctor or "maestro" who retorted to the dragon and her 

vast bone cigarette-holder with a pair lof lorgnettes which he flicked at her the whole time. He 
was the terror of all who were schedu1,d to come under his fingers: 

"Now then, who's first? Oh, T**1**• why aren't you ready? Hurry up, for heaven's sake!" 

"Well, really, I can't appear just ~n my tights-I mean, well, I don't think it's a bit nice. 
I must just put on my trunks." I 

"Oh, for heaven's sake, T*****, nobody's going to look at you! And they'll be under the 
table anyway." ~ 

"Yes, but suppose someone were to walk in! I mean, it would be positively indecent!" 
"Nobody is, and if you don't sto making this ridiculous fuss, I shall make you look abso-

lutely ghastly-I've discovered your parents are coming tonight." 
"Oh, John! You wouldn't! Youlcouldn't!" 
"I could, and I will, unless you nurry up." 
"Oh, it's all right now, I'm deceAt." 
"Then sit down, and prepare yo rself to be made up." 

* * * 
The dragon was acting as dresse to Queen E. when the maestro came floating in, madly 

flicking his lorgnettes. 
"Oh, Miss F., I've had a too, too, terribly witty inspiration. Liz must come on reciting 'I 

know I have the body of a weak and f~eble woman but I have the heart and stomach of a king.' 
Come on now, Sid, 'I know-I-have-th~ body-of-a-weak-and-feeble woman-but-I have-the-heart
and stomach-of-a-king.' 'I knowlhavethe bodyofa weakandfee--" 

"If you don't shut up this insta~t, John T., you soon won't have any body at all worth 
talking about." I 

"I stand rebuked, Miss F." 
A few seconds later the Queen he~selfstarted up. "I knowihavethe bodyofa weakandfeeble 

womanbutl havetheheartand stomachofa king. It does sound rather good, doesn't it? I must 
ecite it to myself the whole time. I khowlhavethe bod-Oww! ! ! !" 
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This last remark was occasioned by the combined effect of hot cigarette-ash down her 
queenly bosom at the same time as a large pin stuck itself in her queenly back-both guided by 
the hand of the dragon, who promptly began to have one of her famed "fits". She remained, 
swaying dangerously on the tall stool on which she was standing to dress the Queen, laughing 
hysterically, and sticking pins into the body before her, which made her laugh all the more, 
for at least five minutes. Then, suddenly, T***** floated in, trailing yards of pink gauze. 

"I say, I've had the most brilliant inspiration. Queen Elizabeth must come on reciting 
'I know I have the body of a--" 

With a shriek, six-inch pin in hand, the dragon launched herselfinto the attack. T***** fled 
howling before her, wailing "But what did I say wrong? It was the speech at Tilbury, you 
know--" 

"Yes, I know," said the dragon with a snort. 

* * * 
"It went quite well tonight," said the producer, in a very beneficent manner, as of one 

bestowing a great honour on all and sundry-"But hurry up to bed now." 
"Ah," he said, coming into the dragon's dressing-room, "I thought your efforts on Q.E. were 

brilliant tonight-she looked more ugly than ever." 
There was no reply from the dragon who was buried in the piles of costumes that she was 

bundling into the acting cupboard. 
"And so,'' he went on, "we come to the end of another play. Now you can rip up all these 

costumes and get going on the ones for next term." 
There was still no sound from the acting cupboard, but an angry wisp of smoke curling out 

into the dressing-room warned all in the immediate vicinity that if they did not depart in the 
shortest possible length of time, the atmosphere might not be of the most pleasant. They 
departed. 

R.J.M. 
* * * 

*N.B.-"Lady C." in this context does not mean what immediately sprang to ymfr Shir
burnian minds, but "Lady Coperario". 

13 GNS.-EXCLUSIVE 

"Consider the Lilies of the Field." This year the Commen Mother, that notoriously 
exuberant institution, did more; she transplanted them onto beige netting, and called it a hat. 
Others, either emulating the good mother pelican or reacting to subconscious frustrations con
cerning their inability to fly, wore elaborate creations in feathers that would make a vulture 
blush. The hat (and by this we do not mean the second-best that is worn on Friday) is, in fact, 
merely a clue to the character underneath it. 

Here, for instance, is one who is rebelling against these neo-baroque mal-representations 
of flora and fauna: she had clipped her husband's bow-tie to her Marcell waves, and draped a 
veil over the ensemble-probably an agreeable extrovert. In direct contrast is a low-slung 
chalcydon-chrysopaze brim from which a shy nose protrudes. Two dropsical powder-puffs, 
one pink, one blue, promenade together. An inverted bucket with redundant starfish attached 
betrays the preoccupation of the English character with maritime exploits. Crumpled chamois
leather and sealskin for the woman of the world, and a Yery tall concoction (in which one can 
keep a packet of biscuits and a banana, for the longer displays) for the mother of seven. 

Other hats betray more mundane approaches. A blinding green wicker-work bowler for 
the lady who wishes to divert atten.tion from her sensible and comfortable shoes. Incidentally, 
startling colours are usually due either to a strong conviction that our monastic life needs 
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brightening, or to inherentjoi de vivr at the prospect of queueing for hours in the son and heir's 
company. 

Whether there is any real signifi ance in this ostentation-preoccupation is debatable. Is it 
expressive, psychological or blatantlt competitive? ·will it, the Commem Father anxiously 
inquires, get worse and worse with each succeeding year? Alas, not even the Commem Mother 
can enlighten us; she is the pawn of powers beyond her control. She seems to be doomed to 
wearing a new hat, made of new mat~rial, in a new way, until a halo and wings (for the sake of 
that flight-inability-frustration) become her permanent form of decoration. 

I J.T.T. 
Letters from "Commem Mother " on the defensive are welcomed.-Ed. 

COMMEMO [ TION ART EXHIBITION, 1963 

In any exhibition of this sort it ~s inevitably the large oil paintings that determine one's 
first impressions. This year they were

1
arresting and interesting and I was particularly impressed 

by Scantlebury's coastal scene, with its great sense of depth and effective use of colour. Law's 
picture of a sailing boat in a storm, ~

1 

ith a great swirling vortex in the sky, was very powerful 
and he also showed a study of poplars in which there was some very sure and sensitive handling 
of paint. Tyler's pictures contained s me lively and often witty ideas-I liked the brawny bull 
being quizzed by an even more brawjy woman-although his technique is by no means sure as 
yet. Perhaps this is why his abstract c nstruction was so much more satisfying than his paintings. 
Morse, too, was a case of intellect out- tripping technique, although in his Deposition he showed 
effective use of a limited palette and ome skill in the formalising and simplifying of his figures 
and forms. Mosse's study of trees ha that elusive combination of delicacy and mass which one 
associates with Corot. I found Blandford's surrealist pictures too imitative of Salvador Dali for 
my taste, but I very much enjoyed an

1
1exciting abstract of his, of flame-like streaks of colour on a 

dark ground. And Westropp's actio painting, although I had seen it often before, still had a 
fresh and lively impact, as had some f Stone's linear and angular abstracts. 

But some of the most rewarding things were among the least obtrusive. There were some 
excellent drawings by Grierson and bive-Powell and the latter's study of a thistle was quite 
exquisite. Ellis showed some charniing water-colours of wildfowl and I thought that both 
Clifford and Somerset showed considfrable promise as illustrators. The life drawings included 
an interesting study of hands by Stone and a splendidly massive figure by Morel. There was 
vigour and verve in the form work ~roduced by the lower school, especially in the composite 
prints by the second forms. A sma 1 but interesting group of sculptures in wood and clay 
provided an effective centre piece to most impressive exhibition. 

J.D.J. 
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THE PROLOGUE-1963 

Pondering deep in lonely majesty, 
A Head of School who can't write poetry, 
I thought with apprehension of the oration 
Expected of me at Commemoration. 
I tapped my head; I summoned wit to come; 
Hard though I knocked, I found no-one at home. 
Concluding that laborious cerebration 
Must take the place of winged inspiration, 
I called upon a literary pal, an · 
Deputed him to find a rhyme for Alan. 
Meanwhile I personally canvassed every 
Likely and unlikely rhyme for Geoffrey. 
Archbishop! Hopeless word! I tried Lambeth; 
But as I tried it, liked it leth and leth. 
So welcome Lord and welcome Lady Fisher, 
You find in each of us a warm well-wisher. 
(Change of theme and change of metre; 
Pity that his name's not Peter). 
Vv elcome to Sir Alan \Vilson ! 
Your presence here today, sir, fills an 
Obvious need; we long have missed 
The sight of an industrialist. 
Glaxo to build a baby's frame an ' 
Textiles of Courtauld's for its raiment. 
Sir Alan, with his noted poise, 
A stern committee chaired-on noise, 
\Vhich, inconsistently we thought, 
Produced of all things-a report! 
Now the Governing body claim 
Their annual modicum of fame. 
Sir Ian Jacob first I'll sing 
\Vho came to us from Broadcasting. 
His influence is already strong 
On the Gubernatorial throng, 
For when the school needs some decision, 
They're busy watching television! 
They will not meet-their critics say, 
Except on a sportsviewing day. 
And many a thorny problem's been 
Discussed and solved in Room 1 6-
Grand National, Boat Race, rugger lend a 
Touch of excitement to the Agenda. 
Also affected by Sir Ian 
Chief is said to be by some an 
Addict-please prepare for shocks.
Addict of the goggle box. 
His viewing suffers no embargo 
If it's a question onVells Fargo. 
\Ve wonder if he takes the chance 
Of watching his ex-pupil Lance. 
Somehow we think T\ V3 

Is not perhaps his cup of tea. 

15 
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To keep the Prologue's strict convention, 
The Girls Schoolj now should have a mention. 
Sisters, ladies, much we miss you! 
Since you becamb a burning issue 
Our feelings are pot quite the same, 
Burnt Children,ie avoid the flame. 
However, we ca still be pally 
Amongst the boo -shelves of Macnally. 
Still we hope yoJ.'ll come to Dyer's 
To share our interest in spin-dryers. 
Last term broug*, for consolation 
Unrelieved refrigeration. 
Fearing we might play the fool, 
Chief put us intol extra school. 
"The winter of ohr discontent". 
Now we know what Shakespeare meant. 
Bad news I brin~ for men of war, 
Something has happened to the Corps 
For once a privilege of all 
It's now becomirtg rather small. 
And-though th~ pun is somewhat lame, 
Is corpse perhap1 a better name? 
How, if our martial ardour droops, 
Can we troop ouf colour without troops? 
Splendid news the other week 
For those preocctlpied with chic. 
Many a boy was ~lad to seize 
The chance to don the new chemise. 
And masters coming in to teach were 
Confronted by a ~how of beach-wear. 
The weather changed-and those who wore 'em 
Reverted gladly to decorum. 

Time's running slort-so's my inspiration; 
My weary muse defies reanimation. 
I now approach the Prologue's real objective 
And ask you, sir, :for a concise directive 
On how to celebrate this fair occasion. 
If winter's snow rheant extra education 
Summer should ease the academic pressure, 
And compensate ps with some extra leisure. 
Summer's the time to laze, to lounge, to laugh, 
The time-in brief, sir, what about a half? 

L'HERITA E DE L'ANCIEN REGIME 

THE SHIRBURNIAN 

It is all too common to find Englis people thinking that their aristocracy is the only one of 
appreciable size or worthy of report. i1t is quite obvious that they are far too insular in their 
approach to the matter; apart from toe occasional Comte de Paris here and there, they never 
hear of the vast quantities of equally blue-blooded comtes and comtesses, who absolutely thrive 
in Paris alone. One only has to glance at Bottin to see the titles thronging in thousands. Far 
from reducing numbers, the French Rtvolution of 1789 seems merely to have averted our eyes 
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from a hidden anthill of rapidly multiplying French aristocrats. The reason why people never 
hear of them, of course, is because most of them live in comparative financial embarrassment, and 
it would perhaps not be too general to suggest that their English counterparts are very much 
more established financially than they. 

"L'Heritage de l'Ancien Regime" is to be found, then, in reasonable abundance, in Paris. 
The comte and comtesse, who live in the Boulevard de la Bastille, once a fashionable quarter, 
now almost completely the opposite, can both claim descent right through the centuries; the 
comtesse counts the Poet Lamartine among her ancestors. The few valuable pictures and pieces 
of furniture in their house are the only witnesses of their former ascendancy, although the comte 
still eagerly snatches the few opportunities he has of arraying himself in his state-robes. But these 
relics seems strangely incongruous, when made to blend with the rather shabby appearance of 
the flat. Yet, although unable to conserve a tangible record of their noble ancestry, the comte 
and comtesse distinguish in their every attitude, in all their conduct, between "ce qu'il faut" 
and "ce qu'il ne faut pas". 

This, however, does not appear to alter the unexplained and surprising interest which all 
the French have for "toilette". Matutinal encounter with the comtesse would frequently run as 
follows: 

"Bonjour, avez-vous deja fait votre toilette?" 
"Mais non, pas encore, Madame." 

"Et moi aussi, je ne l'ai pas encore fait !" 
Like all her compatriots, one of the comtesse's main preoccupations is to come to grips with 

the "toilette" situation of everyone else. It is not a thing to be discreetly ignored, but rather 
something of great moment in one's everyday life. An excursion into the country also provides 
a suitable occasion for further ivestigation in this direction. But this time "grande" is the decisive 
factor. I was really rather flattered to be asked whether I was going to the country "en grande 
toilette" or not. I summoned most engaging visions of myself indulging in very original types of 
finery for the express purpose of some graceful perambulation in the country. 

However, once in the country, and installed in a newly-acquired stone dwelling, all such 
visions were banished with unusual alacrity. I had been assured of the presence ofrunning water 
and electricity. This consisted, as I then discovered, of cold water running out of a tap into a 
bucket, and one or two dangerous-looking wires, flung decoratively round the bare walls, with a 
rather self-conscious bulb at the end. The comte, no longer true to the "desoeuvrement" of his 
ancestors, is, and has been for a long time, intent on a "do-it-yourself" country home. To this 
end he devotes his weekends, which he spends away from his small factory. His factory will be 
found, surrounded by many others, at the top of a very large building on the same boulevard as 
his house in Paris. Here he employs a few technically-minded females who help him produce 
condensers, and from all appearances, this activity brings him only a modest income. 

This very inadequate sketch may serve to enlighten many people who are ither ignorant 
of the existence, or misinformed of the activities, of many of the French aristocrats in Paris . 

. ,Vhen, in his play, Beaumarchais addresses an eighteenth-century nobility: "Vous vous etes 
donne la peine de naitre, et rien de plus," how little he probably realised that the "peine" would 
evolve eventually into no uncertain reality. 

P.S.T. 

THE NE\V VENTURE 

'Vith the launching of the New Venture Award scheme this term, attention has again been 
drawn to the fact that very few boys have any idea what the "New Venture" is or what its aims 
are or how it functions. It is hoped that a few lines here will not be out of place but will help to 
clear away the mysteries which appear to shroud its activities. 

It was started by the previous headmaster, Canon Wallace, shortly before he retired, with 
the object of encouraging activities outside the normal routine of school life, such as sailing, 
camping and mountaineering. Its early years seem already to have been lost in obscurity but 



18 THE SHIRBURNIAN 

the first "Venture" appears to have bTen in the form of a cruising type of yacht called The Peal 
ef Bells. Apparently its fate was to 1nd up on the rocks of the training bank outside Poole 
Harbour. Experiences with a second yacht proved hardly more successful and it was then that 
Mr. Stephenson took over and suggested that the purchase of a fleet of cadet dinghies, in place 
of the yacht, was a more worthwhile pl

1

oposition. It was at this time that the six cadets, still used 
by the school Sailing Club, were bougl t and the present system of weekend camping was started. 
This involved the purchase of tents, g oundsheets and other camping necessities such as primus 
stoves and cooking equipment. b 

In addition to sailing, there was also the mountaineering side, in which Mr. Stephenson 
was probably even more interested. nable to do much about it during the term time, there 
were expeditions arranged during th~ holidays in which the New Venture was able to help. 
There have been expeditions to SpitzbJrgen, Norway, several to the Alps and even one, including 
several old boys, to the Himalayas. 

· To encourage and help such acti ities as these and many others, the New Venture bought, 
some years ago, a new Land Rover tb· replace the existing "brake" which had suffered a fate 
not dissimilar to that of the Peal ef B(lls at a spot now traditionally known as Cundy's Leap. 
Any one who has had anything to do with New Venture activities will appreciate what an 
enormous asset a vehicle such as the Rand Rover is. 

At the present moment the Newl Venture owns a good deal of equipment. The Sailing 
Club has fourteen sailing boats and an ~nboard launch; there are large numbers of tents, sleeping 
bags, blankets and other camping equipment as well as a good deal of mountaineering necessities 
such as ropes, guides and karabiners, and .also of course the Land Rover. It should be pointed 
out that all of this, with the possible e~ception of the launch and the Land Rover, are available 
for boys to hire out during the holidayr for any sort of expedition. 

No description of the New Ventu~e would be complete without a word about the financial 
side. The equipment which it owns as to be repaired and replaced, and with an increase in 
the various activities, new equipment is required. Most of the New Venture's income is from 
generous subscriptions from parents a d old boys. But all this can do is to keep the equipment 
up to jts present state and put a little bit by each year for future capital expenditure. (This year 
a new rescue launch has been bought! for the sailing club; in the not far distant future a new 
Land Rover will be required.) This i~ why, at present, the New Venture has to make a charge 
for r:iost of its activities. A_ll it can do ~s to provi~e th~ facilities; th~ cost, for example, of tran~
portmg boys to Poole to sail or to Dartmoor to chmb, 1s more than 1t can afford. Although this 
is not an appeal for money, perhaps s4me parent or old boy reading it might find it possible to 
contribute to what is considered a vew worthy cause. So far the New Venttire finances have 
been entirely independent of the school with the exception of a gift from the Governors of a new 
Firefly sailing dinghy a few years ago.I 

Looking to the future, those who 
1

are responsible for New Venture activities are keen that 
schemes should develop as much as pqssible. For instance it is hoped to form a ski club which 
will, among other things, embark upqn ski touring and ski mountaineering during the spring 
holidays. This again requires equipmfnt. But, in the meanwhile, the introduction of the New 
Venture award is designed to encourage boys to be enterprising and to undertake expeditions 
of their own during any of the school ijolidays. ·One hopes that it will do this and that the New 
Venture will be able to provide them 'with the necessary equipment so as to cut their expenses 
to a minimum. 

].P.R. 
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I was just musing gently about nothing in particular, when the Voice of Doom struck me 
slap-bang in the solar-plexus. It was one of those drowsy afternoons, languid and lazy; a drugged 
afternoon, wandering and meandering from hour to hour, crawling on through a maze of fever 
and delirium to the cool of sleep and evening; the sort of afternoon when busy, buzzing bees 
hum and mumble innumerable nonsenses among immemorial elms. Our Sherborne elms aren't 
immemorial, of course. But they were there before the Conquest, and have nothing but purest 
Saxon sap in their veins (or so the guide would have you believe). I was musing, as I have said, 
and was just telling myself in tones which absolutely dripped langour that there were about three 
hours before I was expected to be made up for that evening's performance, and that the best 
way of spending them would be to take a sleep-inducing book to the garden behind the house, 
and let it lull me into a coma. So it came as a shock to me when the Last Trump suddenly 
sounded in an American accent somewhere on my port bow. You see, I have always been led to 
believe that the end of the world, eventually, would have been in English. But then, prejudices 
aside, the Americans do manage these things so much more professionally than the English. 

And this was obviously an occasion. The Angel of Doom had a camera slung round his 
tropically clad neck, and a thousand-thousand gadgets which must have made mightily mickle 
melody to other camera enthusiasts, but to me seemed out of place. "There is a season for all 
things," I found myself thinking, "but the end of the world is not the season for cameras." Also 
the presence was incongruously bald; he disguised it with a hat, but he raised it so often that 
he might just as well have left it at home. In his wake followed a couple of Acolytes, who were 
about fifteen and sixteen respectively, but it was from the Leader that the voice had been thrown 
across my bows, and it spoke as follows: 

"Hey .... Excuse me .... Um. Hey!" 
"Can I help, sir?" 
"Er, we're over here on a tooooerr of Europe, and we took some time off to do England. 

Waall, we just done your wunnerful Eton and come straight on down here to Sherborne. 
Tomorrow we're going on to Budleigh Salterton ... I'm sorry?" 

"!" 
"Oh, you choked. It is hot, isn't it? Yes, like I said, Budleigh Salterton. But while we're 

here, could we see some athletics?" 
"Athletics? Oh, of course. I was just on my way down there myself. One moment while 

I dump my hat, and I'll be with you." 
"Say are you sure? Gee, boys, what about that? Dig that hospitality!" 
Here I vanished, as much to gather strength as a blazer, indispensable to those visiting a 

school's games fields. When I got back, they were all watching a group who were busy throwing 
a cricket ball against a kind of vertical trampoline which threw it back at odd angles, thus giving 
that practice in throwing, catching, fielding and dodging so essential to those who live in 
England in the summer. He had unslung the camera, and was in the throes of toying with the 
exposure-meter. I explained the ritual, and three murmurs of approval, interest and awe 
mingled into a noise like a railway engine, which put one of the throwers off, so that he missed 
the trampoline altogether, and nearly slew a harry who was patrolling a nearby beat. But the 
photograph was in the bag, and the gadgets all packed away, so we all formed a column, two and 
two, self and the angel leading. Introductions were exchanged and forgotten, and talk ranged 
around "these beautiful old buildings". By the time we got to Acreman Street that was exhausted, 
when he suddenly stopped, stiffened and pointed in a kind of awful fascination at the Tin 
Tabernacle. I stopped my flow of prattle and watched him. His mouth fell open, his hands 
clutched convulsively at his camera, and his eyes were as the eyes of a hound who hears the 
view-hallo. I waited for an utterance, but even so it surprised me. The acolytes had halted a 
respectful four paces behind, but it must have deafened them too. The Tabernacle shook from 



20 THE SH/RB URN/AN 

the force of the Visitation, and someone stopped revving up a motor-bike in old Rawhide's yard, 
and stuck his head round the gate. 

"Gee. . . . I remember this I I!" 
"Oh yes, sir?" 

"Sure, that was here when I was m Sherborne about fifteen years ago. \Vaall, waall, fancy 
remembering that!" '~ 

We had moved on by now, and SI erborne's mighty lifestream had resumed its steady throb, 
lulling the afternoon back into its spra ling torpor. But I was on my guard, tensed against the 
descent of Brimstone or Comanche, W6rmwood or Sioux, and all the time conscious of the eyes of 
the acolytes, silent-footed, creeping gJardians of the rear of our company. Our talk turned to 
topics of immediate interest-Commein. and its attendant functions: 

"We're doing a play, like we aIJ
1 

ys do," I said, "Henry the Fourth. Falstaff and all that." 
"Are you really? D'you hear th t, boys?" 
"Oh yes," says I, "Tonight is th first night." 
"Is that so? Gee, we did Trial b Jury back home." 
And having thus dispelled any illuJions we may have about the Americans being a cultureless 

people, he let a smile of seraphic stillnds steal across his face, rather like thick cream spreads over 
a polished table-top. I smiled in resppnse, the same dopey, punch-drunk smile that the boxer 
smiles just before he pours himself onto the mat, to reassure the trainer, and to prove to the 
audience that he can take it. I 

"Say! Look at that gorgeous field! What's that?" 
"Oh, that's the upper, sir. The ~rst eleven use iffor their games." 
"You mean you actually own that? You play cricket on that?" 
"Yes, sir. Rugger and hockey tob in the winter terms." 
"Waall, let me get a shot of that.I C'mahn, boys!" 
When I caught them up, they we~e happily snapping through the bars of the wrought-iron 

gates. My heart sank. They had co»le down all this way to see athletics, and the field was as 
innocent of cricketers or athletes as~he Sportsview studio at the height of the freeze. One 
lacrymose gentleman doing great thin s with a pile of grass in one corner bore solitary witness 
to the existence of human life within iles. But it seemed that they were quite happy snapping 
the field itself. All I could see was al large expanse of grass, but he plainly saw the spirit of 
England, sitting enthroned upon the prave thereof. Just then there smote upon my ears the 
sound of bat and ball on some distant battleground. They heard it too. 

"Can we go over and watch that~" 
So off we went. At the sight oft~l more complete playing fields, they experienced raptures 

of delight, as the spaces became yet clore wide and yet more open. Indeed the shade of stout 
Cortez might have considered his gre9ting to the Pacific tame, compared with his descendants 
standing on the upper. Some people rre rendered dumb by excitement. Not my guest. Had 
there been a crowd of land-hungry ranchers around, he would have sold the fields many times 
over, for many times their market valpe. But there wasn't such a crowd, so he didn't. There 
was a colts match against someone or other, and he was rarin' to see it. 

Three and a half minutes later we !were sauntering along in the approved manner just inside 
the boundary, necks craned to the rigijt. He was fascinated, and I was pleased that he had seen 
what he came for. Had I been able tq see what the next few minutes held in store, I shouldn't 
have been so smug. It was question time. 

"Say, it's not like baseball, is it ?'j 
"I don't honestly know. I've ne~er seen baseball." 
"Ah, gosh no. It's not like baseball, is it, boys?" 
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CHORUS: 

("No, it's not like baseball, Mr. Miles.") 
("No, it's not like baseball, Mr. Miles.") 
"No," I said, "baseball must be faster." 
"Oh, yah. Sure." 

Pause. 
"\Vhy are there two strikers at once?" 
"I'm sorry?" · 
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"Why are there two strikers at once? You know-the guys with the bat." 
"Well, that way, if one is out, then there's another to carry on." He didn't look impressed. 
"What are they doing now?" 
"They're running." 
"Sure, I can see that. But why up and down the pitch?" 
"Oh, I see. \Vell, each time they pass each other, it counts one point." 
"Aha, so that was three points?" 
"No, that was four, actually." 
"Oh! You get a bonus if you run three times?" 
"No, the ball crossed the boundary without being stopped, and that counts four points." 

Pause. 

"\Vhat are they running for now? Nobody hit it." 
"No. \Vell, you see, ifit goes past the man opposite the bowler, and the bloke at the other 

end thinks it safe, then they run, and it works the same as though they'd hit it." 
"I see. Hoy!! \Vhat are they throwing the ball at now?" 
"Ah. If they hit the wicket when there's no-one about at that end then the bloke's out." 
"\Vhich one?" 
"The one who would have been there at the time, after they had finished their running, 

when the wicket was hit ... I think." 
"How can you tell which team is which? They both wear white." 
"You look at the caps, and see that way." 
"There are only three caps, and they're all white, too." 
"Then you look for someone you recognise." 
His silence was eloquent, nor did I miss the exchange of glances between the acolytes. 
The batsman facing chose this moment to spoon up a catch, and a deeply satisfied sigh, 

accompanied by sporadic rounds of applause, ascended like sacrificial smoke to the resident deity. 
"Gee! Does that mean the whole team's out?" 
"No, no, no. Oh dear me. Only the one who hit the ball." 
But it wasn't my day. The whole caboodle struck camp and wandered off to the pavilion. 

"But they're all going away." 
"Yes, they're going to tea." 
"Say, d'you hear that? They even stop for tea!" 
"Yes. Ha ha!" 
"Oh dear me. Tea!! Ha-ha-ha-just hear that-ha-ha-ha-ha!!" 
"Ha-ha-ha-ha-ha-ha-ha-ha!!!" 
"Ha-ha-ha-d'you mind if I take your photograph?" 
"Oh yes. Tea. It must sound odd toy' ••• What?" 
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"Your photograph." 
"Oh. No. That is, do." 

THE SHIRBURNIAN 

The boys closed in, and now a va uously grinning trio exists sandwiched between a picture 
of Eton and a gay view of Budleigh Salterton. 

They all came to the play that etening, as a result of a rash offer, made on the way back 
from the field, with tongue in cheek, and accepted without. But they must have enjoyed it. 
They sent me a letter from Naples. 

" ... We shall remember your kindness for a long time." 
So shall I. 

BOOK REVIEW 
by "Francis Iles" 

Everybody of any intelligence re ds thrillers for relaxation (except Mr. L-- K--, of 
course), and the development of this form of entertainment is not without interest. Gone are 
the days of the crime-puzzle, very pur~nd fairly simple, brought to perfection between the wars 
but now considered too flat (or too dir_ncult ?) for modern readers. Here the puzzle was every
thing, and character, background, and even credibility of little account; accuracy in every sort 
of detail, from blood-clotting to gentsl correct wear for Ascot, was almost a fetish with the best 
practitioners; and the results could be een in the work of such writers as Dorothy Sayers, Agatha 
Christie, and (of the less lively ones)I Freeman Wills Crofts. Mrs. Christie is, of course, still 
blessedly with us and as readable as ever; otherwise only John Rhode and Christopher Bush 
still ply that particular craft. I . 

The doom of the straightforward detective story began when what one may call the crime
novel arrived, i.e., the book that toldl~all and yet still thrilled. Here character was of the first 
importance, and a colourful backgrourd hardly less so. Very often some famous murder of real 
life would be used as a basis, the aim r,f the author being to show how and why it came about. 
Murder was always the crime involvetl, for the compelling commercial reason that the British 
public is just not interested in any other kind of illegal caper; and since publishers naturally will 
not publish books that no one will buy, and since it is a deplorable fact that even thriller-writers 
have to live (though Mr. L-- K-LI probably sees no reason for this), murder it has always 
been. 

In this way the standard ofwritinp- became better and better among upper-bracket authors, 
as more and more of those who had al~eady made a name outside crime gave in to the attraction 
which this form of fiction seems to exert. At the same time, and side by side with this develop
ment, the old Buchan type of thrill-cuht-adventure story continued almost unchanged, with only 
perhaps a background either more exo_H~ or more specialised (i.e. life in a pressed-beef emporium, 
or a factory for manufacturing nylonslin Sierra Leone) to add a little extraneous interest. (All 
that vast tribe of tough guys who lurk 

1
behind gaily-coloured jackets showing improbably curved 

blondes holding revolvers, can be disregarded: for here I am entirely with Mr. L-- K--.) 
There are many who hold (but ndt Mr. L-- K--) that the modern crime-novel is often 

a better piece of work than the "straif,ht" variety; for while it has, or should have, everything 
that the straight novel has, it has also great many things that most straight novelists either won't 
or can't provide. Such qualities ar plot, interest rising often to excitement, and above all 
concentration on the job in hand; fort e crime-novel is not able to drool along in an aimless way, 
nor to drape itself over the sink while t dilates on Mum's red elbows. What we want to know is 
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why Mum had those red elbows. (Obvious: because she was washing someone's gore off them at 
that sink. But was it ... ? Anyhow, there is meat in this sort of story: ifmeat is not an unfortunate 
metaphor here.) 

This merging of the crime-novel into the straight variety has lately been taken perhaps as far 
as it can go in what is certain to become a classic in its own right (and a first novel too), The 
Collector, by John Fowles (Cape, r8s.). This extraordinary book can in fact be read upon two 
planes: as a thriller, for the excitement is terrific and the tension almost unbearable; or as a 
study in morbid psychology, with all sorts of social and moral connections. And although a 
death does occur in the book, there is no murder. 

An inhibited young suburban clerk wins a fortune on the pools and spends some of it in 
kidnapping an attractive and intelligent girl student. The man collects butterflies, and he 
collects the girl in the same way, keeping her prisoner in the cellars of a remote house in the 
country. He does not "interfere" with her, as the police so delicately put it; for that is against 
his suburban principles, and would indeed be "not quite nice; he just wants to make her happy 
and "love him a bit". But he continues to hold her captive. The girl is no dumb blonde. She 
wastes little time on appeals to his better nature, but tries genuinely to help him, understand him, 
and sort out his confused little ego. 

The story is told in the man's own words and in a diary kept by the girl. In the end the 
young clerk's blind refusal to face reality brings about a truly horrific climax, leaving the reader 
well and truly purged by pity and terror in the truly tragic tradition; and I think few will 
disagree that for sheer emotional as well as intellectual power this memorable book stands head 
and shoulders above anything published for a very, very long time (except of course Mr. 
L-K-). 

A. B. Cox 

MRS. RIDOUT AND MRS. VINCENT 

It is hard to believe that l\frs. Ridout and Mrs. Vincent are no longer there on the other 
side of that not always insurmountable barrier in the tuck shop. Mrs. Combes and her brigade 
have established themselves in our midst and have gained our friendship; but this is not to say 
that we shouldn't remember and be grateful for all that Mrs. Ridout and Mrs. Vincent have done 
for us. 

Once, during the pandemonium called "break", I offered, out of curiosity, to go behind the 
counter and help serve. l\frs. Vincent laughed, as if to say: "you don't know what you'd be 
letting yourself in for!" And, looking at the situation from the other side of the counter, one can 
appreciate how much they have had to put up with all these years! 

Not just one line of boys and wavings arms, but about three, all on top of each other. Not 
just one polite request for the sausage roll or the tiffin, but about fifty, all coming at once, and 
undistinguishable. 

I hope this does not bias their opinion about Sherborne, for I know I speak not just for 
myself but for nearly six hundred other boys when I offer thanks, gratitude and affection to Mrs. 
Ridout and :Mrs. Vincent, in the sincere words of the headmaster, "these dear ladies". 
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CLARINET MARMALADE 

"Have your light-bulbs at the r~ady," said the official-but he didn't seem to notice us 
slip into the great dome. A good thing too-mine was only a 40 ! The inside was very old and 
smelt of sawdust. The fons limpidus pefore us was flowing into a rusty bathtub, wherein sat a 
dark-cowled benedictine, chuckling o!er his pepsi-cola. 

"Mind the paint!" shrieked a ha f-human voice behind us. But Tom had knocked the tin 
over, and the spell took quick effect. oon my friend was no more than a milk bottle. I had to 
leave him where he stood. 

But it was the medieval fruit ma hine which intrigued me most. It was guarded by two 
vast and trunkless elephants. Someh9w I knew that if I banged it in the middle, I would be a 
rich man. My footsteps echoed throughout the dome, which seemed to close in slightly. Tense, 
I stopped. One of the elephants belched. "Indigestion, George?" asked the other. 

Now I was desperate. As I strod~ towards the machine its one arm fell till it pointed at my 
heart, and showered me in pink popcorn. Gasping for breath, I grovelled on the floor. A voice 
came from above me; "You came Here without housemaster's permission: you are now an 
oak-apple!" I 

Not much I can do about it, eh? 
T. P. BARWISE 

SWIMMING BATH RULES 

Because the master in charge If swimming is somewhat unused to a typewriter, the 
Swimming Bath Rules were printed iJcorrectly. We submit the correct version which captures 
the spirit if not the letter of the origi9a1. 

I. No boy, whatever his standard, m~r. bathe. 
2. No boy may push another's bathing machine into the water. 
3. A boy wishing to do a high divb must first obtain an "all clear" from someone standing 

on the side of the bath below, t~at there is no-one within 157 yards of the bath. 
4. Only one boy is allowed near the water. 
5. No more than three fags may 1\e thrown down the chute at one time. (N.B.-No boy 

may use the diving board or chJte in any case.) 
The master in charge of swimming may not be removed. (He is there to remind.) 
Climbing on the aforesaid is forbidden. 

6. 
7. 
8. 
g. 

Steam radios may be used for r~ligious programmes only. 

charge of swimming. 

Only fairly large benches may Be thrown-of the wooden variety (i.e. the metal ones are 
forbidden). Both thrower and tatcher must be more than 18 yards from the master in 

IO. Boys below the standard ofpyro-technical quintuples must wear white tabs with alternate 
blue, green and purple stripes i dined at 180° to the horizontal. 



THE SH/RB URN/AN 

A SACRIFICE 

Plunge my fist through the window 
And appeal to my senses: 
The clean, precise incision of a throbbing edge; 
Harrowed eyes stare aghast at hand, at coloured rain, 

yet ever mindful of You 
Deems self-imposed cruelty the sublimest satisfaction; 
Thrill at the gentle ebbing and dripping of blood 
Which trickles slowly round my wrist 
And splashes playfully on the smooth, warm, stone slab, 
Caressing it, like rusty summer tears. 
I can no longer feel; 
Except for You. 

Run like a madman, 
Grinning, laughing, 
Leering with the "Lear" of self-righteous cruelty 
The powerful mist hissing 
In my ears. 
As a thousand pins 
Dart forward, and sink themselves deep 
Into my eyes. 

Stop. Nothing. Silence. 
No sight. No sound. No feeling. 
Just You. 

Open my mouth to speak. 
Low grumbling, mumbling 
Roaring-and thick vermilion blood comes 
Gushing; gurgling, bubbling 
Spluttering; stroking 
My throat with a warm, friendly hand. 
Yet there is no revulsion. 

My tongue, dull of taste. 
Smell long since dead. 
No sight. No sound. No feeling. 
Just You. 

Run on, dance on into an everlasting forest of topless trees, 
Or onto some grotesquely beautiful Brechtian set. 
No more peering in cliches through the gloom. 
But I search on, stumbling over 
l'vly feet, my life ... 
And finally over You. 

Heart and brain 
Throbs and pounds, like sick alarm-clock. 
Great matter; no matter. 
Yet I have never been happier. 
At last, all my senses-You are before me. I\ line. 
A Chameleon God. 
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N.J.K. 
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3-TONNER 

Amid the rude and roaring din 
Of grinding gears and piston fire, 
We begin to g9t the feel again 
Of steel on steel, of road on tyre 

And in the wind the canvas flaps madly, 
And we meet the reek of diesel gladly, 

And the laughter and singing rings higher and higher. 

Twenty of us and a pile in the middle 
Of baggage heaved in with a soldier's curse: 
We sit there and laugh at the rattling muddle, 
With a sense ()f humour increasingly coarse 

A score of jabbering woollen-capped faces, 
Each with its store of smirks and grimaces, 

And the laughter and verse gets worse and worse. 

And everyone feels a hell of a chap, 
And laughs and jokes with the merry score, 
In his waterproof smock and woollen cap, 
With his carrier's manpack on the floor 

And when the lorry pulls up bluntly, 
The men drop out and take to the country, 

And the laughter and singing sounds no more. 

THE CHANGELING 

Go! Bundle it behind your face, and blush. 

D.S. 

·were there not things you could better have mentioned? 
A handshake holding a waiting hush 
In a room of eyes, and all was well? 
Or a coat still warm from the back it protected 
In your hand, as you looked, and all was well? 
As you failed to speak a conventional greeting 
(When you might have shouted aloud)? 

All this you have rejected, 
Simply selected 

A pettiness, mere nothing, to take its place. 
Go! And bundle it behind your face. 

For you have that to expiate, that nothingness. 
W.P.H.M. 
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MY BONNY LIES OVER THE OCEAN 

Theme and two variations 
My bonny lies over the ocean 
My bonny lies over the sea 
My bonny lies over the ocean 
0 bring back my bonny to me. 

I Wordsworth: 
\Vhen you were gone I often walked 
Treading the soft white snow 
Telling those hours in which we talked. 
(And hours so swiftly go.) 

See where I went the grasses bent 
To whisper to the snow; 
One says, a year ago we met; 
Another, a year ago. 

Gone are the hours, and still I walk 
Still soft, white still, the snow. 
Soon comes once more a time to talk, 
Our voices hushed and low. 

II Browning: 
Hey! Thwack! \Vhen I am sad, boy, 
Bring me my handkerchief. (Where's my grief? 
She's away, need you proof?) Gad, boy, 
(Will you obey me, boy?) bring me my handkerchief! 

\Vinds, blow! Grr! Disobey me, then 
Perilous! She'll be back swiftly, see! 
Ha! Sails? Dulcimers play me! When 
(Now?) Will she come? 
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Did a bluebottle answer me? 
W.P.H.M. 
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Vear $ir • • • • 
Dear Sir, 

\Ve know, because we've been told, that Tyler is literary editor, that Parsons is comment editor, that :Merchant 
is poetry editor, and that other intellectuals are in charge of various other sections. There are notices telling us so 
all over the school. But what is a general editor? If you follow the rule, it seems he edits generals. But this is imprac
ticable. Anyway the highest rank of officialdom in our military hierarchy is colonel, and he isn't colonel editor, he's 
general editor. Perhaps this is an honorary rank, to show superior authority, or even a compensation for the diminish
ing corps. \Ve know he was a corps enthusiast. 

But why isn't he at the bottom of the list? He has no specific job. He just edits. Maybe he is leader of a 
fanatical society of social and academic reformers, passing as editors. \Vhat, then, is this important unclassifiable 
function, that he fulfills. He must edit everything not edited by the specialised editor. He's ... He's ... Yes, he's 
miscellaneous editor!! ... No, he's not. King is. And he is bottom of the list. So he must be an over-editor, editing 
all the edited edits, edited by the specialised editors. Therefore he must be super-intelligent super-critical, super
knowledgable, super-intellectual, and that's obviously not the case. Assuming that the editors run on the same basis 
as a trades union, he must be the representative spokesman, president to the board of editors. To him falls the duties 
of soothing torn nerves, and placating ruffied tempers and mending the vast damage done by his magazine. He takes 
all responsibility on his shoulders. How heroic, how altruistic, how ridiculous! ... 

He's the man who determines the position and quantity of dots between articles, the numbers of pages, compiles 
the index. He may even edit the letters! ... 

. . . But then he'd be at the bottom of the list .... 

Dear Sir, 

Yours, etc., 
Inquisitive. 

Your census of last term showed that only 44 per cent of the boys in the senior part of this school profess them
selves Christians. This seems surprising in a school brought up in a tradition of "sound learning and true religion 
under watchful governors and tutors". Yet there is a good reason for this disbelief, and it is to be found in the very 
heart of the School's tradition of Christianity-the compulsory chapel services. From the first words uttered by the 
presiding chaplain in his own particular brand of the Anglican drone until the end of the service the school noticeably 
sinks into a happy coma only waking for the hymn(s). Worst of all the Apostle's Creed, the very backbone ofour faith, 
the battle-cry of Christianity, which has inspired men time and time again to die for Christ, is droned out in the same 
semi-sleepy sing-song. \Vhile applauding the feather-duster changes that last term brought in the services, I feel the 
whole system needs to be cleared up with a rotary street-broom! Let's have livelier services. I, for one, could worship 
more sincerely then. 

Yours, etc., 

Dear Sir, 
A. CHRISTIAN (One of the few). 

I should like to say (with reference to the letter of "A Chapel-goer", published in your last issue) what a nice 
experiment it was to have the two extra lights illuminating the altar in chapel: let's have them as a permanent fixture. 

Yours, 
. ANOTHER CHAPEL-GOER, 

Dear Sir, 
Best congratulations on the new Shirburnian. It is a grand effort. 
One would hope to see more pictures of members of the school (such as Cross-Country), rather than of buildings. 

Best wishes, 
Yours sincere! y, 

K. s. KIRTON (f, I9IO-I2). 
cfo Summerdale P.O., Launceston, Tasmania. 

Dear Sir, 
Isn't it about time we took a more broad-minded view on religion in the school? Couldn't we have a Roman 

Catholic or Methodist preacher on Sunday, instead of the dreary row of C. of E. headmasters and clergy. Is it too 
much to expect to hear the Bishop of"'oolwich one night? Or is the school afraid of the consequences? 

Yours, etc., 
P.C.G., .J.A.D.L., S . .J.S. 

Dear Sir, 
I would like to make two points related with the article "Census '63" of the last edition. Firstly, the section 

on religion seemed to reveal very mixed ideas on the part of the school: I submit these figures show more clearly 
mixed feelings in the minds of the average individual. 

Secondly, I am not anti-chapel but only sheer optimism could make the chapel the centre of the school. 
\Vithout a doubt the hub of the school is the five minutes after chapel in the courts: the amount of administration 
and mere chatting far surpasses any other school activity. 

Yours, etc., 
N. T. A. COUPER, 

Dear Sir, 
I should respectfully like to suggest that having "conscience" as the theme for two services in exam week, is 

about as brutal as "That the soul be without knowledge is not good" written in letters a foot high in the Methodist 
Schoolroom. 

Yours, etc., 
'A' LEVEL CANDinATE. 
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Dear Sir, 
I should like to say what a great improvement the new Shirhurnian is on the old. However, I think that the 

fancy cover, far from being the only thing new about it, is the only thing which mars it, putting it automatically 
in the class of Landmark or something .•. 

Yours sincerely, 
P. E. CRAWSHAW. 

Dear Sir, 
I think some of your readers might like to know more about The Ovandian, for which I am shown in your Lent 

number as writing book reviews. . 
Is this obscure but obviously highly esoteric journal (they may be asking each other anxiously) devoted perhaps 

to the cult of Ova, Goddess of Ovens: or, again, can it be the mouthpiece of that erudite Society devoted to proving 
that it was the egg which came into the world first, not the hen? Alas, I must disappoint these earnest souls. It is 
merely a misprint for The Guardian. 

Also, just for the record, in 1912 I was gracing with my presence the universities of Bonn and Oxford. My dates 
for doing this for Sherborne were 1907-11. 

Yours, etc., 
A. B. Cox. 

Dear Sir, 
This school needs: 

I. A salt-mine on the fifth form green. Competition for detention. 
2. A river. For the R.N. section to get their sea-legs on. (Irish pig failed use of English.) Dare we row? 
3. A tunnel of love in the cloisters. 
4. A "thing" in the courts. To be housed, out of term, in the pleasant gardens for the children to climb through. 
5. Something different. How about a ghost in the upper library, a dog on the staff, even a few university 

scholarships? 
Yours, etc., 

IRISH PIG, \\'ELSH RABBIT. 

Dear Sir, 
To write about the corps almost invariably classifies me as an angry young man whose words should not appear 

in your columns. But at a time when the corps future is held in the tremulous hands of fate perhaps it is opportune for 
some positive criticism to come from the school. 

It is not my purpose here to say corps a complete waste of time because, besides being untrue, this statement 
would automatically ensure the failure of this article for publication. All I will say is: some of the time we spend in 
,he corps is of the greatest use; others could be employed with more intelligence imagination and enlightenment. 

Reason dictates not the destruction of the good but the improvement of the bad. The point of corps is threefold; 
that instructors should benefit from the raw material prO\·ided, that the instructed should benefit from the discipline, 
that both should be done in the most interesting way. 

To spend the majority of the first six terms doing drill or platoon in attack can scarcely inspire any interest or 
competition in the corps and surely interest and competition are the key words of success among a body of men. 

To my fluent reasoning the authorities reply "Can you suggest a better way of combining these three essentials; 
discipline, food for the N.C.O., and interest? For years" they go on, "the end product has been a boy disciplined 
through drill with a sense of leadership". The more honest continue, "of course it is not always done in the most 
interesting "·ay." 

So we are left with the maxim: it must be imprO\·ed. How? \\"hat way is there which will benefit the non
military as "·ell as the military minded and at the same time not losing the old advantages? 

Could I suggest endurance tests and the experience of knowing how to sun·ive in the country over a weekend 
instead of platoon in attack and the ensuing intimate knowledge of Coombe Valley flora? Could I suggest life saving, 
knot tying, camping and rockclimbing instead of room 7 and the 4 'p's. Could I suggest a more realistic attitude to 
:Monday afternoon which would change a waste of time to usefulness, boredom to interest, frustration to profit. 

Yours, 
ALASTAIR HAIG-HADDOW. 

Dear Sir, 
It is about time school prefects present during study periods in the upper library became a bit more a'rnre of 

their responsibilities. 
\\'hen the lower library is being used, the upper library is the only place where a "displaced" person can take 

refuge and work. • 
And many is the time this term that I have had to huddle in a comer behind my books and 'rntch a school 

prefect either: 
( 1) Sitting quietly aside from the throng pretending he wasn't there, and he couldn't ha\·e done much if he 

"·as, or 
(2) Sitting in the midst of the lad's gathering, talking and laughing the loudest through badinage of funny 

stories against masters and the situation on the 1st XI. 
If school prefects are, as it seems, meant to be emblems of consen·atism and reaction, cannot they act as such. 

and set some sort of example on occasions like these. 
Yours sincerely, 

THE INSIDER. 
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From the diary ef Dr. Claver Morris, parent ef a Sherborne boy. 
March 5th-I went about IO a clock to Sherborn to be fully inform'd, whether the Report 

of Mr. Wildings excessive Severity to my Son under his Instructions was true. I found he had 
been often whipt since Christmas, but not above three lashes; Not 14 at a time as he was before. 
I had desir'd him to be more Moderate in his Discipline. He then Examin'd him, in Latine, 
& Greek, being late put into the Greek Testament; He made him decline a Greek Verb, conju
gate through all the Moods, & give Account (of) the Char(acter)istics, & Variations which he 
did exactly, to the greatest Satisfaction to me imaginable. At last Mr. \'\Tilding said, He would 
compare him with any Boy in England of his standing, & did not doubt but that he should make 
him an incomparable Scholar, & the best that ever went from his School. He loved him heartily: 
For he had no fault but one, & that was he would not take Pains, \'\Thich he endeavoured by his 
often \Vhipping him to break him of, and he had almost compass'd his desire. He profess'd to 
me, He had not given him above three lashes at a time since I talk'd with him about it. He also 
said he would whip him no more. I answered him, then all would be spoiled that way: No, I 
did not desire that; But only Moderate Correction, which to him a Good-Natured & Flexible, 
though lazy, Boy I hoped would be effectual. 
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A SYMPOSIUM 
MR. JOHN PIPER 

Mr. Piper, who contributes this brief note in response to our question about modern 
developments in art, is one of the most notable of our mature painters. In the thirties he was 
a leader of the abstract movement, passed into a pha~e in which he developed the tradition of 
English topographical painting, and in his last exhibitions these two tendencies have come 
together in a series of "abstract landscapes". He has done a great deal of decor for the theatre, 
notably the costumes and settings for the operas of his friend Benjamin Britton. Perhaps his 
best known works in large buildings in this country are the stained glass in Coventry Cathedral, 
Eton College and Oundle School, and the large mosaic mural in the Television Centre in 
London. 

MR. CHRISTOPHER FRY 

Mr. Fry, with Mr. T. S. Eliot, was one of the earliest among the dramatists who worked 
for a return of poetry to the theatre during the thirties. This went with an interest in religious 
themes which produced the plays The Firstborn, Thor with Angles and, after the war, A Sleep of 
Prisoners. The first play, however, which brought him notably before the \Vest End audience 
was The Lady's not for Burning and this was followed by a number of brilliant and witty plays. 
There came a gap when he was concerned with translations of French plays and some writing 
for the cinema, followed by his two finest plays, The Dark is Light Enough and Curtmantle. 

MR. ALUN HODDINOTT 

Mr. Hoddinott, a lecturer in music in the University College, Cardiff, first came to general 
notice when his clarinet concerto was played in this country and America by Gervase de Peyer. 
Since then he has had works commissioned by the leading orchestras and festivals in this country 
and in 1961 wrote the operatic masque, The race of Adam. 

ABSTRACT ART 

"Abstract" art (as if all art isn't abstract!) needs no defence except against the enthusiasts 
who single it out as more exciting than any other kind of art. Don't seek to defend it therefore, 
or explain it, but protect it from its "friends". The man who finds modern art "bunk" is 
useful while he stays that way; but alas. he usually turns out to be the art patron of tomorrow. 

JOHN PIPER 
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MODERN THEATRE 

What is the modern hero in the theatre and literature and in our thinking? At his tallest 
(and this can be impressive enough in Camus, Kafka, Sartre) he is a lonely, dark figure, who 
has willed himself, more by accident than forethought, into an existence which has no discernible 
untimate meaning. His reason is without reason. He is an exile in his own chosen milieu. 
Nevertheless in the course of this heroism-and heroism it certainly is-he can contribute some
thing towards the welfare of his fellow-exiles, even though they may not be faring very far. 

On a lower level our hero may have an air of self-martyrdom about him; at a lower still, an 
air of self-pity; he may be shown banging his head (self-created) against a brick wall (self
constructed); or become so obsessed by his contortions as a sexual animal that the human 
scene is turned into a permanent mad-house for adolescents. He is full of "the sickness of the 
dead-end". 

Is this where his long-unfolding purposes have led him? When he has achieved complete 
social justice, destroyed all traces of racial discrimination, rid the world of the evils of disease 
and pain and cruelty (if he can arrive at this desirable end by his own unaided powers of choice)
what lethargy may not overtake him, this superman of a superbourgeois complacency? 

Something of this expectation has already been vividly presented to us in the animadversions 
of Jimmy Porter, in Ionesco's new tenant, closing himself in with material objects, until all 
daylight has been shut out and he is left with a naked electric-light bulb hanging over his head; 
or in Samuel Beckett's heroes of inaction, waiting aimlessly for the unknown. 

It is right that we should stare in horror at this reflection, but wrong that we should be 
transfixed by it. It is salutary that we should be brought face to face with our plight, but cor
rupting to become enamoured of it, to make it our wallow, almost to enjoy the sense of degrada
tion and pathos in our condition, as though we robed ourselves to celebrate the mystery of the 
cul de sac. 

Teilhard de Chardin says: "Under our modern disquiet, what is forming and growing is 
nothing less than an organic crisis in evolution". It is a question of whether we go on, or dis
trusting our natures, capitulate. \Ve have only to look at our own lives to understand, to some 
degree, what Chardin means by the organic crisis. \Ve know that the way we mature is through 
a series of crises, of one sort or another. \Ve reach an obstacle, and learn to overcome it; our 
thoughts or emotions become knotted, and we increase ourselves in order to unknot them; a 
state of being becomes intolerable, and, drawing upon a hidden reserve of spirit, we transform 
it. There comes, as it were, a tension of imprisonment before the vigour which sets us free; a 
sensation of death, before the rebirth; a distress in the water before the steam can drive. 

Is anti-heroism a presentiment of the return to the hero? 
CHRISTOPHER FRY 

MODERN MUSIC 

Modern music is very often described as being not understandable to the ordinary listener. 
This is quite true, because music, perhaps to a greater degree than the other arts, can be 
understood on a technical plane only and then only by trained musicians. This, of course, applies 
to all music, not only to modern music. 

The appeal of music, therefore, to an untrained, but well-informed, listener, is aural and 
emotional. Music creates a bond between composer and listener, a bond that depends on the 
personal experience, tastes, likes, dislikes, and so on, of both participants. 

To condemn modern music out of hand is to be guilty of a lack of artistic sympathy, 
intellectual immaturity, shallow emotion, and, very often, just plain downright rudeness and 
ignorance. Indeed, modern music offers an equal, if not greater, variety, colour and appeal to 
music of the past. The responsibility of communication is not only the composer's, but also 
the listener's. 

ALAN HonmNOTT 
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THE "NEW" UNIVERSITIES 

\Ve shall probably retain for a generation or two the distinction between old and new 
universities, though mercifully the absurdity of "red brick" is being quietly dropped. In fact 
of course there are closer affinities than many people realise between all the universities. Oxford 
and Cambridge are very ancient foundations with remarkable traditions; like the public schools, 
however, they took on such a new direction during the last century that they share very con
siderably the pattern of university teaching and learning which we find in the Scottish universities 
that extend back some centuries, with Durham, and with London, \Vales, Manchester and 
Liverpool, all of which have their roots in the nineteenth-century extension of university 
education. 

Now, however, there are exciting experiments in which any sixth former from any school 
could regard it as a privilege to join. With traditional conservatism we are keeping the increase 
in our university places much more under control than either America or the main European 
countries, so that there is very little danger of our losing the university disciplines of research, 
tutorial studies and lectures. For this complex discipline is worth preserving. In every faculty 
our thirty universities are maintaining a steady quality ofresearch and creative writing on which 
ultimately the intellectual stature of advanced study depends; the tutorial system -which has 
its grave disabilities and dangers (for there are bad tutors) as well as its strengths-is now universal; 
the formal lecture, that most ancient of university methods, is happily regaining its place, after a 
rather callow dismissal of it immediately after the war. This delicate pattern of mature study is 
not a matter oflocalities, or even of ancient traditions and buildings; it depends on the integrity, 
learning and enthusiasm to communicate insights on the part of the senior members of every 
university, and the readiness to explore idea and fact, theory and dogma, on the part of the 
undergraduate. 

Some of the relatively young universities, such as Leicester, Southampton or Exeter, have 
tended to extend the pattern of "school" or "tripos" which Oxford and Cambridge initiated; 
some of the very young universities, Sussex and the others, are developing new and exciting 
relationships within their studies. There is therefore a clear and salutory piece of advice for the 
sixth-former: in your choice of places to which to send your application, forget the university as a 
whole. Choose rather the school or department, or better still the individual teacher whose work 
you trust and admire. He may be in Cambridge; he is just as likely to be in Manchester, Durham, 
Edinburgh or Reading-you will have a happy university career whether you find your teacher 
there or in any of the other twenty and more universities in this country. 

\V. l\foEL\'lYN l\1ERCHANT, Prefessor of English, University ef Exeter. 
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SOCIETJE/) 
SCHOOL SOCIETIES 

The fault of school societies lies with the boys. A large number of masters give up an 
immense amount of time organizing meetings, and master's wives spend an equal amount of 
trouble preparing vast sumptuous spreads. Their efforts go virtually unrewarded, for apart 
from a hurried thanks at the end and brief references in the minute books and the Shirburnian 
little genuine appreciation is shown. 

Yet most societies lack a· certain intensity and urgency. The members sit, like unset 
blancmanges, and the proceedings lack life. During three meetings of Duffers this term, only a 
third of the members contirbuted to the discussion. The girls present at Cenacle and Green 
Ribbon are apparently searching for a "superman". A great deal of time and energy goes into 
seeing that boys stand up straight on Monday, yet should not the Wildman become a means of 
making people coherent in public and so earn some of the money and official recognition 
hitherto monopolised by Corps? 

The struggle between games-play and intellectual, is once more apparent. Frightened of 
creating a rift, societies "carry" certain members and so prevent conglomerations of egg-heads. 
Society cards represent prestige and the valetes in the Shirburnian can be elongated by a catalogue 
of societies. The crowning anomoly is the fact that they are exclusively open to people working 
hard for 'A' levels, etc. 

The process of selection can obviously go astray. Societies such as Interpretes or Green 
Ribbon have an easy task in this respect, since they are attached to a sixth-form group. Even 
then, as in the case of the Green Ribbon, two scientists are invited as guests and someone working 
or 'S' level history is excluded. 

Of the societies that transcend the different academic groups, Cenacle combines modern 
linguist and historian most easily. At Philosophes the house is forever conscious of scientist and 
non-scientist, while at Duffers esoteric literary papers leave a large number feeling very inade
quate. Music unites everyone at the Music Club and the James Rhoades, through its very aims 
as a play-reading society, dictates active participation from all its members. S. L. Purcell proffers 
a few remedies. An anonymous member of the girls' school puts her case. 

WHAT IS WRONG 

1. Too many belong to too many, and too many to none at all. The means of selection are 
notoriously corrupt in even the best of the societies. Once a boy is in one the news spreads 
fast, and avid collectors hasten to add him to their collection. Meanwhile the first year 
sixth boy who is unassuming by nature may find himself completely out in the cold. 
The effects of belonging to too many societies are clear: 

(a) A boy leaves no time for his academic work; no one can pretend that societies have 
academic value (unless one takes notes throughout, which is not done-as it is at 
university). In this light, fifth form societies might ease the burden. 

(b) This boy obtains an unfair "status" over his colleagues. 
(c) "Through surfeiting the appetite may sicken and decay." In short he becomes a literary 

wallflower deaf and dumb. 
Two remedies can and must be applied: 
(a) Either the societies must have a centralised selection committee to ensure a fair 

distribution of "sinecures". 
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(b) Or boys must be quite ruthless over refusing invitations that will push their active 
"society nights" above, say, two in the week, and masters must appreciate this. 

Because, in addition, the value of societies are liable to be negligible on the following 
accounts: 
2. Speakers, if boys, more than tend to be ignorant about their subjects apart from the thirty-odd 

pages they have just read out. Speakers should therefore take as much care over preparing 
discussion material as they should over their paper, or the conversation will be stilted to 
say the least. 

3. In certain societies masters unfortunately dominate the scene in discussion. However valuable 
what they say may be to the listener, it is the boys who have been invited in order to gain 
confidence in spoken debate (as opposed to "argument"). 

4. Food and female society are luxuries that must not be abused. It is unfair that the domestic 
staff of each house should have to enter into competition with each other. (\Vhile appre
ciating the "lavish displays" is it not true that the reason the "Duffers"' feast so royally is 
because in the old days (the good old days) the society used to meet at half-past four when 
perhaps people were hungry.) 

Gals greatly add to the attraction, but with the "lads" they are also a distraction; 
here it's just a matter of being mature. 
My first point was the most serious and important, and I feel that it is at the root of most of 

the remaining problems that arise from these societies, which, however much we criticise, are a 
fundamental part of our school life. Criticism, therefore, should not be a deterrent but a 
stimulus and is intended as such. 

S.L.P. 
"BIRD'S" EYE VIEW-ON SOCIETIES 

The girl is always on the look-out for a superman. If you have read Miss Bingham's opinion 
on the subject you will know what this is, if you have belonged to "a Boys' School Society" you 
will know that there too he is a rarity. The girl, however, never gives up hope of finding, among 
the lesser-gifted many who throng avidly round the coffee-pot and bridge rolls, one or. two 
trousered Adonises. This is why she attends with dogged regularity the so-called historical, 
literary, philosophical and intellectual gatherings assembled down the road, this is why the 
subdued "brown cow" of daylight transforms into what she hopes is a glamerous evening 
apparition. It seems all gilt. A lot of it is. 

Boys' School Societies: to the average female they spell haircurling, lipstick and luke
warm coffee. At first this is fun: only the impervious few arrive unwashed and unkempt, the 
majority (the Adonis-seekers) have anticipated the meeting for days beforehand. A pair of 
trousers in foreign territory is fascinating to the newest recruits-it doesn't matter what the face 
above is like, girls will try anything once. The "regulars" are inclined to be blase about it all. 
If there were any supermen they have snapped them up long ago, to them "the Rest" sums up the 
lesser-gifted admirably. This attitude has its good and bad points. A few egoistical females will 
spend their time "keeping away from so and so" who they consider plies them with just too 
many biscuits and just too much conversation to remain fascinating the entire time. They enjoy 
the status symbol of "belonging" but they dislike over-engrossment of their time by the odd 
hanger-on. 

The blase have a lot of fun arguing. They know the company, it reappears time and 
again-the same ingredients in different settings, they usually enjoy the papers, and after all, 
when one has only just consumed a large meal the one practical way to make room for more is 
to talk. The speaker is usually the only person who knows just what he is talking about, but the 
female'sidea is to open her mouth at all costs. Naturally she scorns her male counterparts: to 
woman, and especially in mixed society, woman is always right. 

If the papers are not good, and even the girl will admit that they usually are, the sensible 
society-goer, the one who sits in the back seat, can have some unobtrusive fun even if "they" 
are not Adonises, they have a sense of humour which the more flighty can appreciate. If you 
take it all lightheartedly, you sit in the right place, and your coffee is hot. Boys' School Societies 
are a good giggle: if you are a hunter for potential husbands, don't contemplate them except in 
the rarest incidences, if you pride yourself as an intellectual you have a good chance of proving 
it. After all, any girl will try anything once. A member of the sister School 
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DUFFERS 

"The Poetic Image" was the title of the first paper of term, given by C. S. Marriott Esq., and it proved a 
fascinating subject, beautifully composed and illustrated. At the second meeting, P. R. Mildred spoke most authori

. tatively on the controversial writings of"JamesJoyce". This enthralling yet tough topic required, for the last meeting 
of term, A. D. Brearley to speak on the more light-weight character of"Pepys", which he did in a most interesting 
fashion. 

Mr. and Mrs. King, Mr. and Mrs. Brook, the headmaster and Mrs. Powell, all earn our most sincere thanks 
for their sumptuous hospitality. Thanks also to Mr. Marriott, Mildred and Brearley for providing the splendid 
papers. 

c. H. BLACK-HAWKINS. 

p.p. C. B. EVANS, Hon. Secretary. 

INTERPRETES 

So far this term the Society has had two meetings and is looking forward to a third in the near future. The first 
paper was read by T. D. Shorland-Ball, who gave a detailed account of the life of Hannibal, while at the same time 
putting forward some original and interesting theories. A few weeks later, it was a rare pleasure to welcome Miss 
G. M. Beese, a member of the staff at the girls' school, to speak on Sophocles and to impress us with her remarkable 
insight into his works. The last meeting will take the form of a discussion of selected questions by a panel, on which 
the headmaster has kindly agreed to sit. 

Both speakers and guests desen·e our sincere thanks for their contributions, as especially does Mr. Glen, our 
Logothetes, for his continuing hospitality. 

D. J. ScoTT, Int. !lfax. 

LE CENACLE 

The Society met for the first meeting of term to hear Mr. Green read a paper on Georges Duhamel; he had gi\·en 
a similar talk about four years ago and, once again, it provided members with a very ample and interesting picture 
of the writer. At the second meeting, the Society was privileged to hear Dorn Hilary Sttwert, O.S.B., from Downside, 
who spoke on the Catholic Novel; this provided an excellent opportunity for a ~vorthwhile discussi.on. At the final 
meeting of term, \\'. P. H. Merchant read a paper on Baudelaire, a comparatively unknown subject among most 
members, which was handled very well. 

The Society's thanks to the three .speakers, and to Mr. and Mrs. Currie for their support. 

P. S. TILLEY, Hon, Secretary. 
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LES POLYGLOTTES 

At the first meeting of term, the Society met with members of the girls' school to read Marivaux's Le Jeu de 
L'Amour et du Hasard; once again this showed a basic ineptitude on the part of the male participants for reading 
French, and, on the other hand, considerable prowess from the girls. Could this, perhaps, be due to the absence of 
an "assistant" at this school? The second meeting, when members read the last three acts of Schiller's !If aria Stuart, 
was more encouraging, and good reading was to be heard from both sides. At the last meeting of term, the secretary 
read a paper in French on Chopin, which he illustrated with selected pieces on the president's piano. 

The Society's thanks to Mr. and Mrs. Howard Baker for their support. 

P. S. TILLEY, Hon. Secretary. 

THE MUSIC CLUB 

Once again, the term has been an extremely active one for the Music Club. The first paper was given by 
A. B. Gourlay, Esq., on the subject of"Sherborne School Music", which proved both interesting and highly amusing. 

On Friday, 14th June, the eleven senior members of the Club went to a concert in \Velis Cathedral given by 
the Zurich Chamber Orchestra. S. R. Key then gave a paper entitled "English Choral Music": another excellent 
evening. J. A. L. Lee, Esq., presented Britten's "\Var Requiem" to the Club on July 15th. And there is promise of 
yet another Music Club activity this term. As retiring honorary secretary, I W<mld like to take this last chance to 
express my heartfelt thanks to Mr. Ullman for his devoted zeal and to Mrs. Ullman too for all her efforts. May I 
wish the Music Club every success in the future! 

C. B. EVANS, Hon. Secretary. 

THE GREEN RIBBON CLUB 

Despite the absence of the girls school contingent, the Society has seen a number of experiments take place this 
term. The honorary secretary greeted the members not with a paper but with a monologue-dialogue-play all about 
Oliver Cromwell on a tape-recorder; a seriously treated subject which those who could hear found quite amusing. 

The society room in Greenhill House became the setting for A. D. Brearley's paper on "Free Masonry", a 
fascinating subject but as bewildering as the discussion turned out to be. Only three members came to the last 
meeting, but then it was voluntary, and exams were in the offing; however, those who did go, enjoyed "no little" a 
talk by Mr. Gibb with slides on-and then a guided tour round-Sherborne Castle. 

Our usual, though none the less sincere, thanks to our chairman, Mr. Gibb. 

S. L. PURCELL, Hon. Secretary. 

THE GEOGRAPHICAL SOCIETY 

The Society was revived last Michaelmas term. Since then there have been four meetings. In the first]. R. 
Lloyd, Esq., gave a most interesting talk on his visits to South America. In February we escaped from the snow to 
hear J.P. Ril.ey, Esq., on ~!s "wan~,erings around the U.S.A." D. Oldham, Esq., rounded off the term with a lively 
and mformative paper on Poland . 

So far this term we have heard K. Smith, Esq., talk of his life in the Colonial Service at Zanzibar, Aden, the 
Gambia, and the Seychelles. We ha\·e yet to hear R. S. Key's paper on Scotland. 

Our most sincere thanks are due to the chairman and Mrs. Cooper for their hospitality and help. 

A. H. \\'ESTROPP, Hon. Secretary. 

LES PHILOSOPHES 

The Society this term has fed many hungry boys with food-for thought. We have had three excellent meetings: 
a paper by A. M. Houston on "The Individual and \\'estern Civilisation"; R. A. Xeale, Esq., on "Bad Poetry'', 
which was interesting as well as highly amusing, and a symposium in which five members from the different groups 
explained why they studied the subject they did. A heated and controversial meeting it was. 

A notable factor of the meetings throughout this term has been the animated and free discussion. 
Thank you Mr. Taylor for the trouble you ha\·e taken and to Mr. Glen, Mr. and Mrs. Neale, and Dr. and Mrs. 

Cundy for your kind hospitality. 
J. C. Bowrn, Hon. Secretary. 
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SCHOOL HOUSE 

S. A. LOCKE: came 583-VIA (Group III)-Head of House, Upper Sixth, 3rd XV '61, 1st XV '62, Sevens 
team '62;'63. House Rugger Colours '61, House Hockey Colours '63, Boxing team '59, Trebles '61, '62. Hon. Sec. 
United Services Club, Member Duffers, Epistemones, Maths Society, Jazz Club. Grade 'B' P.T. Instructor with 
badge. Petty Officer in C.C.F. (Na\'al Section and Band)-Scholarship to Britannia Royal Na\'al College. 

D. "'· STURDEE: came '583-VI (Group IV)-School Prefect, Upper VIth-3rd XV '61, 1st XV '62, House 
Rugger colours '62, 2nd XI Hockey '62, House Hockey colours '62, Cricket 2nd XI '62, House Cricket colours '62. 
P.T. Instructor, Grade 'Il' with badge; Musical Society, Choir, Band. Drum-Major in C.C.F. (recalled from 
retirement)-to Medicine. 

S. R. KEY: came '583-Group II (G. and E.)-School Prefect. Upper VIth-Chapel Prefect. Captain of 
Swimming-Member of Duffers, Le Cenacle, Les Philosophes,James Rhoades, Music Club, Archaeological Society, 
Dramatic Society, Chapel Choir, Musical Society, Orchestra. Junior Langmuir '61, School Geography Prize '63, 
Kitson Vocal Music Prize '63, P.T. Instructor, Grade 'B' with badge. C.S.M. in C.C.F. (H.Q. Coy. and Band)
Choral Exhibition to Clare College, Cambridge. 

M. T. BouLTON: came '583-Vl (Group III)-House Prefect-Upper Sixth-House Hockey colours '63. 
l\1ember of United Services Club, Maths Society, Epistemones, Dramatic Society. Leading Seaman in C.C.F. 
(R.N. Section)-Scholarship to B.R.N.C. Dartmouth and Caius College, Cambridge. 

C. P. FoRRESTER-\Vooo: came '583-VI (Group M. and S.)-House Prefect-Upper VIth-House Hockey 
colours '63-Member of Duffers, Alchemists, Dramatic Society-ex-member Epistemones; Cpl. in C.C.F. (Retd.)
to Emmanuel College, Cambridge and Medicine. 

A. M. HousTON: came '583-VI (Group II, H. and E.)-House Prefect.,--Upper VIth, Member of Duffers, 
Les Philosophes, Geographical Society; Senior History Essay Prize '63; 2nd VIII Cross-Country '62, '63; Golf team 
'63; Trebles '60, '61, '62, '63. P.T. Instructor. Lance Corporal in C.C.F.-to Exeter University. 

I'<. F. MARTIN: came '583-Vlth (Group I)-House Prefect-Hon. Sec. Scottish Reel Club-Member of 
Interpretes-P.T. Instructor-Corporal in C.C.F. (demobbed)-to University of Nanchatal, Switzerland. 

R. I. J\I. ALEXANDER: came '591-VI (Group IIIB)-'-House Prefect-United Services Club. Trebles '61, 
'62, '63. House Hockey colours. P.T. Instructor. GunnerS' Mate (L/S) in C.C.F. (R.N. Section)-to B.R.N.C. 
Dartmouth. . 

M. D. BUCKLEY-SHARP: came '583-VI (GroupM. and S.)-UpperVIth-House Prefect-Trebles '61, '62, '63. 
Hon. Sec. Photographic Society-Member of Alchemists, Music Club, Epistemones (ex), Orchestra and Chapel 
Choir '58-'63. Junior Plumtre Prize for Maths '60. Turing Prize for Physics '63--Sgt. in C.C.F. (Signals)-to 
Middlesex Hospital. 
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A. \V. G. SHERIFF: came '583-VI (Group I) Upper VIth-House Prefect-3rd XI Cricket '62, '63-House 

Cricket colours '62-Member of Jazz Club, Interpretes, Les Philosophes-L/Cpl. (Retd.) in C.C.F. to further studies 
and university. 

R. S. Humms: came '591-VI (Group II, M. and S.)-Hon. Sec. Radio Club: Member of Motor Club and 
Epistemones. L/Cpl. in C.C.F. (Signals)-Retd.-to matrimony (later). 

ABBEY HOUSE 

P.J. CANDLER-came '583-H.E. 6-School Prefect-Head of House-Upper VI th. 2nd XI '62, '63 (Ri:td.) •• 
2nd XI '61, '62 (Captain). House Rugger Colours '61. P.T. Instructor with badge. Ex-Cpl. in C.C.F. Member of 
Green Ribbon Club-to shark fishing and skin diving of S.E. African coast for one year. Then to Rhodes, or Cape
town University . 

.J. F. STARLING: came 583-Vlth (Group III, M. and S.)-School Prefect-Upper VIth-2nd Cross-Country 
VIII '62, '63. Member of Orchestra; P. T. Instructor Grade 'B' with badge. Sgt. in C.C.F.-to V.S.O. in S. America. 

N. J. SCOTLAND: came 58"-Cl. Vlth A-School Prefect-2nd XI Cricket '61, 1st XI '62, Secretary '63; 
House Rugger colours '62, Member of Duffers, In terpretes, United Services; P. T. Instructor with badge-to B.R.N. C 
Dartmouth. 

J.P. How1TT: came582-VIth (Group Il)-House Prefect-P.T. Instructor-Trebles '63-Ex-Cpl. in C.C.F.
toprinting and allied trades, via the printing house of Howitt, Nottingham Ltd. and Faber and Schleicher, Frankfurtg 

M. F. SMITH: came 583--Gen. VIth-House Prefect - P.T. Instructor-Gym, colours '63-Captain ofSailin 
'63, Ex-L/S in C.C.F. (R.N. Section)-to Wagga-Wagga Mining Corporation, New South Wales. 

N. S. AUBERT: came '59-VI (Group III)-House Prefect-Member of Music Club, Band and Orchestra. 
Junior Harley Wind Prize '61. P.T. Instructor. Sgt. in C.C.F. (Band)-to the National Provincial Bank. 

T. D. S110RLAND-BALL: came 593-VI (Group I)-Upper VIth. Member of Interpretes, Le Cenacle, Les 
Philosophes, United Services Society, Hon. Sec. of Archaeological Society; Vth Form Classics Prize; P.T. Instructor; 
L/S in Naval Section-to B.R.N.C. Dartmouth. 

A.J. Rix: came 592
• Left 632-to home. 

B . .J. WmTE: came '592-Gen. Vth-3rd XI Cricket '62, '63, House Cricket colours '62. House Rugger 
colours '63. 2nd VIII Cross-Country '62, '63. Demobbed from band '61. Quarter-Master (demobbed) in Naval 
Section-to Duple Motor Bodies Ltd. 

THE GREEN 

C. B. EVANS-came 582-VI (Group II H. and E.)-Head of School-Upper VI-Editor of Shirburnian
XXX badge '61, '62-Seven-a-side team '63 (ex-Capt. 2nd VI tennis '63). Ist VI '63. P.T. Instructor with badge
Hon. Sec. Duffers, Music Club--Member Cenacle, Philosophes, Green Ribbon, James Rhoades, Orchestra, Dramatic 
Society-Junior Piano Prize '5g-\Valler Prize for Head of the School-C.S.M. in C.C.F.-toJesus College, Oxford. 

J.C. Bowm-came 583-VI (Group III)-School Prefect-Upper Vlth-2nd XI Hockey '62, 1st XI '63-
P.T. Instructor with badge-Hon. Sec. Philosophes, Member ofCenacle, Music Club, Alchemist, Orchestra-Sgt. in 
C.C.F.-to St. Thomas's Hospital. 

A. M. TURNER-came 583-VI (Group II H. and E.)-House Prefect-2nd XV colours '62-Athletics team 
'60, '61-Colours '62, Hon. Sec. '63-P.T. Instructor-Member of Green Ribbon, Philosophes, Orchestra-Sgt. in 
C.C.F. (Retd.)-to Fate. 

I. R. PEILL-came 582-M.S. VIB-House Prefect-Hon. Sec. Field Society-P.T. Instructor-Cpl. in C.C.F. 
(Retd.)-to Land Agency and the Nature Conserrnncy. 

0. \VEBSTER-S~nTH-came 6o2-1st VI Tennis colours '632-Classified Signalman in C.C.F.-to Accountancy. 

HARPER HOUSE 
W. P. H. MERCHANT: came 592-VI (Group I)-School Prefect-Upper Vlth-l\fember of Duffers, Inter

pretes, Le Cenacle, Les Philosophes-Cross-Country colours '62, Captain '63. Athletics colours '62, Captain '63. 
P.T. Instructors. A/Bin C.C.F.-Junior Langmuir (Classics) '61, Senior Langmuir '63. School Essay Prize '62, 
School Poetry Prize '62, '63-to Emmanuel College, Cambridge. 

A. H. WEsTROPP: came 583-VIA (G.E.)-House Prefect-Upper Vlth. P.T. Instructor; School Fencing 
team '59, '60, '61. Hon. Sec. of Geographical Society; School Geography Prize '62. Sgt. (Retd.) in C.C.F.-to 
University. 

B. A. F. BLANDFORD: came 583-VI (Group III l\f. and S.)-House Prefect-Upper VIth; Shooting VIII 
and colours '63. P.T. Instructor; Member of Alchemists. Chapel Choir for fi\'e years. Cpl. in C.C.F.-to Edinburgh 
University. 

A. B. EDWARDS: came '592-VI (Group IV)-Hallkeeper, Athletics team '63. Field Society. Cpl. in C.C.F. 
(Retd.)-to Chartered Accountancy. 

l\f. F. R. .. wL1Ns: came 592-Gen VIth-J/T in C.C.F. (Retd.)-to further studies. 

ABBEYLANDS 

R. C. D1NKELDEIN: came 582-VI (Group IIIA)-Head of House-Upper VIth-3rd XV '61, 2nd XV, '62. 
House Rugger colours '61. P.T. Instructor Grade 'B' with badge; Cpl. in C.C.F. (R.A.F. Section)-to University ( ?) 
and Accountancy. 

D. J. ScoTT: came 583-VI (Group IA)-School Prefect-Upper VIth. Int. l\fax. Interpretum, Member of 
Duffers, Les Philosophes; P.T. Instructor; L/S in C.C.F. (R.N. Sected, Retd.)-to Birmingham University(?) and 
Law. 
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G. HooPER: came '58-VIB (Group II )-House Prefect-Upper Sixth-P.T. Instructor-Member of 
Duffers-Cpl. in C.C.F. (Retd.)-to University o Industry. 

F. J. P. L. PALLIN: came 583-VI (Grou IIIB)-House Prefect-Squash badge '63; Tennis 2nd VI '62, 
1st VI '63; House Hockey colours, P.T. lnstructo ; Member ofEpistemones. Sgt. in C.C.F. (Retd.)-to University. 

R.J. E. FRENCH: came '592-VI (Gen)-H se Prefect. House Rugger colours '62; Golf colours '62; Secretary 
'62, '63. House Cricket colours. P.T. lnstruc r; Cpl. in C.C.F. (R.A.F. Section)-to Chartered Surveying, 
Auctioneering and Estate Agency. 

K. C. HARDING: came '591-came Vlth-House Prefect-House Cricket colours '63-P.T. Instructor-Cpl. 
(Retd.) in C.C.F. (R.A.F. Section)-to Shipping 

P.J. BAKER: came 583• G.E. VIB-House P efcct. 4th XI Cricket '63. P.T. Instructor. Geographical Society, 
Junior Technician R.A.F. Section (Retd.)-to L w. 

S. G. MEADE-KING: came 592-G. and E. th. Cadet in C.C.F. (R.A. Section)-to Grenoble and La\\. 
C. P. MEAD: came '602-IVB-Cadet in .C.F. (R.A.F. Section)-to Navigation in R.A.F. 

YON HOUSE 
A. D. BREARLEY: came 573-VI (Group II, H. and E.)-Head of House-Upper Vlth. 2nd XV Rugger '62, 

House colours '62. 1st XI Hockey '63-Captai . House colours '62, '63. 1st XI Cricket '62, '63. House 
colours '62, '63. Member of Duffers, Green Ribb . P.T. Instructor Grade 'B' with badge. Sgt. (Retd.) in C.C.F.
to University and/or business. 

M. M. \\·.BRIDGER: came 582-VI (Group 111)-School Prefect-Upper Vlth. 2nd XV Rugger '62, 2nd XI 
Hockey '62, Captain '63. 3rd XI Cricket '63-Ca tain. Gym Squad '61, '62, Captain '63. P.T. Instructor Grade 'B' 
with badge. Member of Duffers. C.S.M. in C. .F.-to Guys Hospital. 

I. A. CUNNINGHAM: came 583-VI (Grou 11-G. and E.)-House Prefect-3rd XV Rugger '62-Colts 
Tennis '60, '61-2nd VI '61, '62. 1st VI '63. 2n XI Hockey '62, '63-House colours '62, '63. Member of United 
Services; P.T. Instructor-to Army? 

N. D. MORGAN: came 583-VI (Group II M. and S.)-House Perfect-3rd XI Cricket '62, 2nd XI '63. 
House Cricket Colours '63. House Hockey colo rs '62. Cpl. in C.C.F.-to Accountancy. 

M.J. THOMPSON: came 582-VI (Group II , M. and S.)-House Prefect-Member of Archaeological Society, 
Dramatic Society, Orchestra-Sgt. in C.C.F.-to University. 

N .J. K. CREWS: came' 583-VI (Group II, General )-House Prefect; House Captain of Sailing. P. T. Instructor. 
Member of James Rhoades-P.O in C.C.F. (R.N. Section)-to B.R.N.C. Dartmouth and The Andrew. 

T. E. LIGHT: came '60-VIB (Group II .L.)-3rd XV Rugger '62. Fives Badge '62-Athletic's team '61, 
'62. Colours '63. Ex-Archaeologial Society, ex- rchestra-L/Cpl. in C.C.F.-to Viticulture. 

W STCOTT HOUSE 
S. H. WINGFIELD DIGBY: came '583-VI ( roup III)-Head of House-Upper Sixth--3rd XV '62-Cricket 

3rd XI '62, Capt. 2nd XI '63-House Hockey col urs '63-P.T. Instructor's badge-Member of Alchemists, Duffers, 
Les Philosophes-Sgt. in C.C.F. !retd.) -to Bris ol University. 

R. S.JOHNSON: came '583-School Prefect, tc.-Coxswain R.N. Section-Boxing '60--House Rugger colours
United Services, etc.-to R.N. or? 

I. C. MACKAY-DICK: came '592-School P ·efect-VI (Group II)-Editor of Shirburnian-Part-time 3rd XV 
'61, '62-2nd XI Hockey '62 1st XI' 63-Squ sh badge '62 Capt. '63-Tennis badge colours '62, Capt. '63-
Member of United Services and Green Ribbon PT. Instructor with badge-Sgt. in C.C.F.-to R.M.A. Sanclhurst. 

D. M. DuNcmrnE-ANDERSON: came '582- 'I (Group II G. and E.)-School Prefect-House Rugger colours 
'63-Capt. 2nd VIII Cross-Country '63- P.T. I structors Badge - Member of United Services CI uh - R.S.M. in 
C.C.F.--to Mons O.C.S. 

J. N. Jo:-ms: came '583 VI Group III M.S House Prefect, Upper Vlth-Member of Epistemones-Fencing 
Team '59, '60, '61, '62. 4th XI Cricket '61, '62. 4th XV Rugger '62, House Rugger Colours '63. P.T. Instructor. 
L/Cpl. in C.C.F. (Golden Bowlered)-to further biological studies at university. 

M. T. McCT110RNHILL: came '583-VI ( roup III M.S.), House Prefect, Upper Sixth, 4th XV rugger '62, 
2nd VI Tennis '63, P.T. Instructor, Cpl. (Retd.) in C.C.F.-to University. 

R. A. S. CoPBIAN: came '583-\'I (Grou II H. and E.)-House Prefect; Upper Sixth; P.T. Instructor; 
~1cmber of Green Ribbon Club, Les Philosophes Sgt. in C.C.F.; A.Q.M.S. at Contingent H.Q.-to University. 

M. FRENCH: came '591-VI (Group III I. and S.); Hallkct"per; P.T. Instructor. L/S in C.C.F. (Naval 
Section)-to B.R.N.C. Dartmouth. 

M. D. H. MEREDITH: came '592-VI (Gr p II H. and E.)-Hallkceper; 5th XI Cricket; Musical Society; 
Orchestra; Chapel Choir '59 to '63; A/B (Rctd.) i C.C.F. (Naval Section)-to Miss Robb's (further studies) and .•• 
Law? 

P.A. JACKSON: came '593 - VI M. and S Group III - Hallkeeper; Music Club - to further studies and 
Bart's Hospital. 

D. P. SPURR: came '591-VI (Group II H. nd E.)-Musical Society; Green Ribbon Club; L/Cpl. in C.C.F.; 
to University? 

J. R . .J. MATTHEWS-came '592-VI (Gr up II G. and E.)-Member of Geographical Society; Musica( 
Society; Cadet in C.C.F.-to British Railways ( Region) or books or clogs or •• , 
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LANCE PERCIVAL 

Study 6, School House, experienced the return of a former occupant this term. "I learnt 
the guitar in this study, you know," he said. "Actually," *b* caught me at it once. I \Vas 
doing economics at the time; not that I was much interested in economics, but I discovered it 
was the only subject where you could spend the whole time in your study reading the paper, and, 
well, playing the guitar. Anyhow, I was lying on the window-seat strumming away, the fire 
blazing, when *b* walked in-he didn't say a word, just went ' Hey, Hey, Hey' and went 
out again. Put the fear of daylight into me." 

After such typical experiences, we were told, our hero did his "two-year wonder" in the 
National Service and proceeded, liberty regained, to Canada and advertising. Coming to the 
conclusion that he was being rooked by his employers ("They were getting £1 ,ooo for my jingles 
and I was only getting£ 1 oo, so there's something funny going on here!") he formed his mvn firm, 
and took his "jingles"into nightclubs. The calypso boom carried him to high spots in HollY'vood 
and Chicago, but on its death he returned to England, more nightclubs and films, and eventually 
into that programme. 

He was asked how his time at Sherborne helped him in his career. "\Vell, it helps me find 
my way around Dorset when I'm down here!" (It's got into his system.) In fact, a short eulogy 
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of Schol. Reg. Sher. ensued; also "I'd every happy to send my sons here: that is, if I ever 
recognise a few of the ones that keep o coming up to me and saying, 'Dad'. No! No! No! 
That's a nice bit of satire there!" 

Mr. Percival wisely pointed out th dangers of seclusion that beset a public school, but 
Sherborne is better than most. "There is a girls' school," someone remarked. "And some other 
bits of stuff," retorted our guest; which emark must remain enigmatic. 

"Now what about TWTWT\V?" ~'\Ve didn't expect it to be a success at all when we 
started it." Tine has showed differently, !for who has not heard of "that programme"? "Satire 
has always been here," we were reminded, but for an O.S. to ... well, why not? The aim, 
after all, is not to destroy, it is to expose, and no one would deny its success. Mr. Percival told 
us of some of the difficulties that pres nted themselves-striking a balance between being 
topical and finding time to rehearse, co bining the element of improvisation with professional 
polish and keeping the show alive. There have been ups and downs, but that success 
is no fable. But what of the future? W ll all the stars return? \>\Tho knows? but they have to 
think of themselves and put their own fu ures before the programme's, and one cannot stick in a 
rut. 

Fame, of course, has its set-backs; t e loss of privacy, everlastingly being in the public eye, 
for a profession such as "the stage" is inescapably a way of life. "I can't walk down the 
streets," Lance told us, "without some old woman coming up and saying, "I watched your 
programme last night, you know, very n ce, :Mr. Braden!" Or, "Don't tell me, don't tell me ... 
Compact!" Everywhere it's "I know, I now you're on Coronation Street or something aren't 
you, that satirical dirty rubbish they h ve on Saturday nights-Mother won't turn it on any 
more." 

Inevitably the subject of hobbies w s raised. Games, with the exception of golf, were far 
too energetic-cards, though, were on nd so was scrabble-"You've got to have something 
to do back-stage, you know." But travel s the greatest ambition, to see the world. In the musical 
line he likes everything except grand ope a-"fat old ladies screaming themselves apart in Italian 
-you couldn't understand it even if y u were Italian." Modernjazz did not appeal, perhaps 
(and I do quote) due to "a certain lack of brain-power". 

Eventually? "I'd like to go into fil s-larger parts and then, perhaps, into directing. But 
the important thing is not to be too set n your way of life. It doesn't matter what you do as 
long as you do it well." 

THE SH RBORNE PILGRIMS 

The following have recently been e ected: 
I. THROUGH QUALIFYING 1-1 TCHES: 

Cricket: C. H. Collingwoo 
Rugger: \V. R. A. Wathe ston, C. D. jefferiss, D. J. Dinkeldein, J. F. Wilsey, 

A. J. Eveleigh 
Go{f: S. F. Brown 
Hockey: M. J. Wright, C. 1v1. Peplow, C.]. Spackman 
Squash: A. J. Rugg-Gunn 

2. As LEAVERS 

A.H. Hoskyns-Abrahall, . C. Mackay-Dick, N. ]. Scotland, A. D. Brearley. 
All leavers are reminded that, rega dless of their prowess at school, they may apply to play 

in any of the cricket, rugger, golf, hocke , squash or lawn tennis matches and, by so doing, qualify 
for election to the Club. This is the ormal method of entry-although a few boys with an 
outstanding games record at school ar elected as leavers without playing qualifiers. 

Anybody interested in any of thes games should get in touch with the Hon. Secretary, 
M. R. G. Earls-Davis, Esq., c/o the Sci ool. 
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I. c. POWYS 

1872 - 1963 

THE SHIRBURNIAN 

John Cowper Powys (Wild 1886-18 3) was the eldest of the eleven children of the Rev. C. F. 
Powys. Four of his brothers were at She borne, including Littleton Charles Powys, Headmaster 
of Sherborne Preparatory School from 1905-1923 and Llewelyn Powys the philosopher and 
essayist. 

After leaving Sherborne, Powys w nt to Corpus Christi College, Cambridge, and then 
became a university extension lecturer. is first two works, volumes of poetry, were published 
in 1896 and 1899. He then went to th United States for some years, lecturing and writing 
many books of poetry, philosophy and c iticism, and also many novels. He returned to Britain 
in 1934, living at Corwen for twenty y ars, and then in 1955 moved to a cottage at Blaenau 
Festiniog, looking to the mountains. He e until his death on June 17th this year, admirers from 
all over the world came to see him and to eve! in his benevolence, wisdom, and gaiety. Powys was 
recognised as one of the most prodigal nd versatile of English writers, and was undoubtedly 
one of the greatest Old Shirburnians off! time. It is recorded of him that "he could faultlessly 
act out long passages from :Milton, Shak speare, Homer, and Wordsworth, and sing all through 
in Latin the Sher borne School song". 

In his autobiography and in Wolf olent there are many fine descriptions of Sherborne: 
among his many other works are The M~aning ef Culture, Maiden Castle, The Pleasures of Literature, 
A Glastonbury Romance, Owen Glendower, T1 olfsbane, and Atlantis. 

He married Margaret Lyon in 189 who died in 1947· 
His only son, The Rev. Littleton Al red Powys died in 1954· 

SHERBORNE SC OOL 20TH CENTURY FUND 

The total has now reached £135,0 o, but there is still £40,000 to be collected before we 
reach our target. During September I a sending out a personal letter to all Old Shirburnians 
who have not yet answered the appeal. ven if donations are not possible I am hoping to hear 
from all of them. 
July 1963 M. E. K. '"'EsTLAKE 
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"ST. LUKES" 

If you should ask a Devonian what he thinks of St. Lukes, he will swear vehemently and 
call upon his Maker to testify that its students "are the dirtiest b--- that ever played any game." 
Turn to a Welshman and his eyes will flash as he speaks reverently: "Oh! they play beautiful 
rugby, man. My brother-in-law's cousin played outside-half for the college in '53. Unbeaten 
they were. Beautiful rugby!" He then subsides into a kind of trance which affects the \Velsh 
whenever they talk of rugby or hear "Land of my fathers". 

For those of you that are still wondering where and what is this place bearing the name 
of the third gospel-maker, I will explain. In the early l83o's, there was a strange longing for 
social improvements among many well-to-do gentlemen in England-strange it was, for most of 
them had never had it so good. Amongst these was Sir Thomas Acland, a man of considerable 
wealth and M.P. for Exeter. His eccentricity was education and it was not long before he had 
persuaded the Dean and Chapter of Exeter to set up a training college for would-be masters. 
This college was afterwards known variously as the Exeter Training College, or St. Lukes. 

In its early days in 1840, it had but four students and it was entirely staffed and admin
istered by the Church of England. The trials of those early students must have been considerable. 
Their day started at six in the morning and their only recreation was a walk with the Principal in 
the afternoon. Numbers rose slowly but the routine remained severe even up to the Second 
\Vorld War. In 1942, the college was blitzed and the only way to rebuild it was to apply for 
government aid. The 1944 Education Act had already ensured that all training colleges would 
come under State control. Thus although St. Lukes remained a Church of England training 
college, a large proportion of its budget was met by the government. 

St. Lukes is now turning out about two hundred certificated teachers a year and its numbers 
increase annually. The majority of students are from grammar schools with small minorities 
from modern schools and public schools. Principally they go to the state schools but a steady 
small percentage start their first jobs in prep schools. The curriculum is a little different to 
what it was pre-war: no longer do students have to attend three church services a day; in fact 
all services are optional even on Sunday. 

But if there is one single factor that has made St. Lukes reasonably well-known, it is their 
ability to produce first-class rugger sides. This has only been achieved since the end of the war 
but each new intake of students has at least a third \Velsh. They descend from their valley hide
outs and take over the rugby club with the result that if you play rugger for the college and 
you're not 'Welsh, you count yourself extremely lucky. By the end of the season, you imagine 
yourself a Celt for you're already talking like one. The physical education wing of the college 
ensures that all college sides are fit. That coupled with this \\'elsh invasion ensures that St. 
Lukes are a formidable side whoever they play. 

To the first-year student who is trying to gain a place in a college side, the prospect is 
indeed daunting: over two hundred people turned out for trials last year to fight for sixty places 
for the college only runs four sides-fight is a truly descriptive word in this instance as the 
seniors trials are really savage. This last season, St. Lukes had two internationals, a \Velsh 
trialist and under-23 reserve and seven county players in their first side. In the second side 
there are several county players not thought good enough for the county side. If you lose your 
place through injury, there are four men eager to take your place which makes it all the harder 
to regain your place once you are fit again. But perhaps it is just as well that injury should 
strike occasionally so that we have to return to our books, for believe it or not we are training 
to be teachers. 

J. F. c. HOLMAN 



46 THE SHIRBURNIAN 

A " ABU" IN PAPUA 

In a remote corner of this distant i land the incessant sound of Kundu drums, beating out 
their constant rhythm, is born across th still humid air. In times past they carried news from 
village to village, and from district to dist ict; news perhaps of death and destruction, of approach
ing war or some important ceremony. B t today the sound is a legacy of the past. The people of 
Papua and New Guinea are rapidly a~andoning their ancient tribal customs for the rush of 
modern civilisation. Today belongs tot e past, for the ceremony is now only rarely performed. 

The people of the Pacific Islands ike to remember and pay homage to their ancestors. 
They do so by singing, dancing and fea~ing, for this is a happy event. As I write this I sit in a 
clearing in the bush between the mou tains and the sea, surrounded by low hills clad with 
savanna and tortuous gum trees. Befo me is the "Tahu", a thirty foot high structure made 
from saplings and bamboo. Three or ~r rain trees, which have been erected in the centre, 
support tier upon tier of bamboo cross spars like the masts of a schooner, and are supported 
at the four corners by ropes made fro vines. Multicoloured banners wave from the top. 
The "Tabu" is laden with coconuts, ba anas, yams, taro, sugar-cane and betel nuts. A net for 
catching wild pigs is spread out at the fo t, togethe-r with more piles of coconuts and yams. The 
preparations take many days to comple e. 

Now the dancers appear in the dis ance, presenting a vivid array of colours in contrast. to 
the sombre hues of tropical vegetation. Vi th drums beating and spears held aloft they advance 
to the sound of singing, the rustling of rass skirts, the rattling of shells, seeds and dogs' teeth 
necklaces. The men and women paint heir faces with traditional designs in stripes of crimson, 
yellow, blue and white. Their black 1zzy hair, which originally earned them the name of 
"os papuas'', is decorated with bird of pa adise feathers white cockatoos, parrots and cassowaries. 
They are dressed in ta pa cloth dyed wi h ochre and adorned with flowers and leaves of every 
colour and description. The grass skirt of the women (which are made from the sago palm), 
are dyed in bright hues ofred yellow an green, with contrasting designs. Bracelets and anklets 
of kunai grass, and necklaces of dogs' te th, shells, pigs' tusks and seeds complete the ensemble. 

The "Gaba" or ceremonial drums, biconical in shape, are hollowed out of marava wood, 
covered with lizard skin, and ornament d with carvings. The ten-foot long hunting spears are 
made of black palm, a tropical hard wo d like iron. The points are barbed, and in former days 
when they were used for war, poisoned. 

The dancers perambulate to the 5taccato rhythm of the drums. This is the "Ubi" or 
opening ceremony. Then comes the fe st, when all the spectators and participants partake of 
chillis and rice, coconuts, sugar-cane an bananas. The headman now ascends to the top of the 
tabu and announces the names ~fall t e respective ancestors, to which the assembled throng 
respond vocally. As he makes his spec h the young \.vomen are assembled below. The men 
stand at a distance with their spears hel aloft waiting for the signal, while the headman holds 
forth. His preamble is concluded with oud exhortations. The men rush forward spears flying 
and select the bride of their choice from among those gathered at the foot of the tabu. 

This happy event is followed by the 'Kitoro", a sprightly dance in which all the young men 
with their new brides take part, and wh ch sometimes continues well into the night or until the 
dancers are exhausted. And so the dar wears on, and as evening turns to night the strange 
incantations continue in the bright tropical moonlight. And as I leave this colourful scene I 
reflect that in years to come, as I lie awa e at night, I shall hear again the rhythmical beating of 
the kundu drums, and see again this fas inating spectacle which is all too rapidly disappearing 
from the life of the island people. 

P. C. H. LONGRIGG, O.S. 





WE ARE LOOKING FOR TOMORROW'S BANK MANAGERS 
If your ambition is to become a B nk Manager, join the National Provincial Bank now. 

Substantial Merit Increases are avai able at an early age and before you are thirty you could 

hold an administrative position wi~h a salary bracket of £1,095/1,500 per annum. These 

positions lead to Branch Manage~ent, where salaries range from £1,730 to £4,500 per 

annum and over. Beyond this are th top executive positions, which are occupied by those 

who joined the organisation at the ame level as you will. 

At the moment we have vacanci s for entrants aged 16-25, both in London and in the 

Country. In London an additional llowance is paid. Candidates should have "O" level 

G.C.E. in at least four subjects, incl ding English Language and Mathematics. Preference 

will be given to those with "A" lev I subjects. Successful applicants in this category or 

with a University Degree start at higher position in the salary scale. There is a non

contributory Pension Scheme and here 

are also other valuable benefits. 

For full details please apply to The 

Staff Controller, National Provincial ank 

Ltd., P.O. Box 34, 15 Bishops ate, 

London E.C.2. 

National 
Provincial 

THE BANK FOR FRIENDLY SERVICE 



The go-ahead 

LIFE 
that is ROYAL NAVY 

you find it as a 

NAVAL OFFICER 
You can enter for a permanent commission in any one of the 
many branches of the Royal Navy. These include: Seaman, 

Fleet Air Arm, Engineering, Supply and Secre· 

.. 

tariat, and Royal Marines. Short service com· 
. missions arc also available. For full particulars, 

write to: Captain G. C. Mitchell, R.N., Officer · 
Entry Section, FSM/19,Admiralty, London, SWI 

llU!lllll!lllUlllll!lli!llllllthllllll111111111a111111111111m11111111111111111111111111111111111111111m111111111111111111111111111111111·1111111111111111:11;u:1:11111:1111111:1111n111111111·11,1.:i 111111•::1:1:1:111111111111 
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Boing 

If you aim to start out on a :reer (not Jist to 
take a job); if you like meeting people (all sorts 
of people); if you are interested in what g cs on 
around you (and in the larger world ou sitlc) 
then there is much that will satisfy you i our 
service. 

For we provide an amazing variety of ba king 
facilities through an organization of over 
2,400branches- large and small- in the ities, 
towns and villages of England and Wale and 
the Channel Islands. We have, too, offi es at 
the leading airports, at the Ocean Ter inal, 
Southampton and in several of the C nard 
liners. The Midland is everywhere-in very
thing. You will find no lack of variety i you 
join us. 

.,.. SALARIES ARE GOOD 
The basic salary scale compares favou ably 
with any in similar fields. Examples are: 

WayP 

.,.. PROSPECTS ARE EXCELLENT 
Promotion is based solely on merit (and, more
over, on merit regularly, impartially and 
widely assessed). Training is provided at every 
stage to prepare all who respond to it for early 
responsibility and the Bank's special scheme 
for Study Leave will be available to assist you 
in your studies for the Institute of Bankers 
Examinations. Young men can confidently 
train to enter branch management (many will 
reach it while still in their thirties). Salaries in 
this field range from a minimum of £1,730 to 
£4,500 a year-and more-according to the 
level of responsibility attained. 
The highest positions in the bank are open to 
all and at the top are rewards that would 
satisfy even the most ambitious. 

.,.. PENSIONS ARE FREE 
A non-contributory Pension Scheme brings a 

pension equal to two-thirds of final 
sala:y after full service . 

.,.. YOU SHOULD HAVE 
Age Provinces Ce tral London 

a good school record (G.C.E. 
passes at 'A' level entitle you lo one 
year's seniority on the salary scale, 
and earn exemptions in certain 
subjects of the Institute of Bankers 
Examinations). Sound health, 
absolute integrity and the will to 

17 £305 £405 

" 375 475 
21 440 540 
24 565 665 
31 930 1030 

But do remember that these arc only the basic 
figures. Every young man of promise is iven 
practical help and encouragement and t ose, 
for example, who move into a Special rade 
will receive at least £160 above the 
quoted. 

succeed are also essential. 

.,.. WE SHALL HAVE 
pleasure in arranging for you to have an inter
view with a District Staff Superintendent at 
one of a number of convenient centres in 
London and the Provinces, but please write 
first to:-

T.HE TAF F MANAGER 

MIDLAND BANK LIMITED 
HEAD OFFICE. POULTRY, LONDON, E.C.2. ·.:.:::; 
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625 lines Progra1nn1e 

If HF 

The Engineering Division of the BBC offers training for careers for the 
expansion of existing services and for new developments. 

To: SCIENCE SIXTH FORM BOYS 

Sandwich courses for the Higher National Diploma in Electrical Engineer
ing. Six months at a technical college and six months in various Engineer
ing Departments in each of three years. Academic requirements: a good 
"O" level G.C.E., including English language and "A" level mathematics 
and physics. 
Training courses for Technical Assistants to qualify internally for grade of 
BBC Engineer. A planned 3-year course, including training "on the 
job" at either studios or transmitting stations, three courses totalling 30 
weeks at the fully residential Engineering Training School, near Evesham, 
Worcestershire, and a correspondence course during "on the job" train
ing, leading to City and Guilds Telecommunication Technicians Certifi
cates. Similar academic requirements, but one only of the "A" level 
subjects will be accepted. 

To: OTHER SIXTH FORM BOYS 

Training for Technical Operators at sound or television studios. "On the 
job" training is given in camera work, sound control, tape editing, record
ing, vision control and operation of control and switching equipment. In 
addition, Technical Operators attend a 14-week course at Evesham during 
the first year, and an advanced course later for promotion to more senior 
operational grades. Academic requirements: a good "O" level G.C.E., 
including English Language and two "A" level subjects. 
Boys who have a keen interest in sound and television broadcasting and 
related subjects should apply immediately prior to or during the Easter 
holidays for consideration before taking their "A" level examinations. 

Requests for further particulars and application forms should be 
sent to the Engineering Recruitment Officer, Broadcasting House, 
Portland Place, London, W.I • 

... . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 



Key 
fast moving world 

You can ma e your mark early as 
an officer in the Royal Air Force 

If you want travel, exciteme t and high rewards, a commission in the Royal 
Air Force is the career for yo . 
As a pilot, navigator or air ele tronics officer you will e:irn over £ 1000 a year at 
21-and you could earn over £1850 at 25 as a Flight Lieutenant drawing full 
allowances. An airerew ofiicer is generously paid-deservedly. He is a key man 
in the vital role th~ R.A.F. pl ys in Britain's defence. 
Two ways to a flying car er 
Through Cranwell At this Colleg you arc 
trained along University lines ~ r a per
manent commission that can ta e you to 
the most senior ranks in the Se vice. To 
enter Cranwell you must be bet\ een 17! 
and 19! and have G.C.E. in En lish lan
guage, mathematics, science or a · nguage, 
and two other acceptable subj ts. Two 
subjects must be at 'A' level. 
Direct Entry If you are over 17 an have, or 
expect to gain, G.C.E. at 'O' kv 1 in five 
acceptable subjects including En lish lan
guage and mathematics you are e igible to 
apply for a Direct Entry commissi n which 
guarantees you a pensionable car er to the 
age of 38-and you have good pr spects of 
service to the age of 55. Alternat vely you 
may leave after 8 or 12 years. All eriods of 
service carry a generous tax-free gratuity. 
If you are technically-ml ded 
Men with 'A' level mathema ics and 
physics are trained at Henlow, t e R.A.F. 
Technical College, for a pe manent 
commission in the Technical ranch-

here you read for the Diploma in Tech
nology (Engineering), which is equivalent 
to an honours degree, and have a thorough 
training in electrical or mechanical 
engineering. 
R.A.F. Scholarships 
If you are over 1 5 years 8 months you may 
apply for an R.A.F. Scholarship worth up 
to £260 a year. This will enable you to 
stay at your own school to take 'A' level 
G.C.E.-necess~ry for your entry to 
Cranwell or Hcnlow where a place will be 
reserved for you. 
If you would liki to kn~w more about the life 
the R.A.F. can offer you, write, giving date 
of birth and details of education, to Group 
Captain J. A. Crockett, R.A.F., Air 
Ministry (SCH), Adastral House, 
London WC.r 

The.CB_oyal--~ 

?" Air Force + 



NOTICES TO CORRESPONDENTS 

All letters and Articles intended for publication should be 
sent to the EDITOR, Sherborne School, Dorset. 

The Annual Subscription, payable in advance, is q/6 
(including postage). The Shirburnimt is published three times 

in the year, once each in the Lent, Summer and Michaelmas 
Terms. 

Subscribers changing their addresses are requested to 
communicate at once with the PuBLISHBRS, as otherwise 
The Shirburnian cannot possibly be forwarded to them. 

This applies especially to subscribers entering or leaving the 
Universities. 

If an article is to be continued m successi,·e numbers, the 

whole is to be sent in at once. 

No contribution will be inserted which is not the bo1w fide 

production of someone who is, or has been, a l\lember of the 

School or Staff. 

\Ve decline to hold ourselves responsible for the opinions of 

our contributors. 

Contributors are requested to write legibly, and only 
on ONE side of the puper. 

NOTICE TO SUBSCRIBEHS 

All Business Communications with regard to The Shirbttr

ui(rn should be made to the Publishers at The Abbey Bookshop, 

The Parade, Sherborne, Dorset (Sherborne 67), to whom 

alone Subscriptions should be sent. 




