


OPPORTUNITIES FOR [JJ[JJ[f} 
SCIENCE SIXTH FORMERS 

IN THE ENGINEERING DIVISION 

Immediate applications are invited for Technical Assistant and Technical 
Operator vacancies occurring in September 1969. These permanent and 
pensionable appointments will be to the Radio, Television, Communica
tions and Transmitter Engineering Departments, and offer an interesting 
and challenging career with good prospects. 

TECHNICAL ASSISTANTS 
work under the supervision of an 
Engineer and are responsible for the 
adjustment, modification and mainten
ance of all the complex electronic 
equipment employed in radio and tele
vision broadcasting. Training is provided 
to enable those with ability to qualify 
for Engineer grade in under four years. 

TECHNICAL OPERATORS 
are concerned with the operation of 
studio equipment in both the radio and 
television services. In television, they are 
concerned with the operation of cameras, 
sound and lighting equipment. In radio, 
they are responsible for the quality and 
control of programmes. Training is pro
vided to enable staff to apply for more 
senior Technical Operator appointments. 

Applicants should be young men aged at least 18, who have normal colour vision. They 
should have G.C.E. 'O' level passes in English Language, Mathematics and Physics, and 
those seeking Technical Assistant appointments should have read up to G.C.E. 'A' level 
in Mathematics or Physics. 

The starting salary for school leavers is £647 p.a. rising after one year to £975 p.a. or 
£1,050 p.a. for those working in the London area. 

Write for application form and further details to: 

Engineering Recruitment Officer 
British Broadcasting Corporation 

Broadcasting House 
London WIA IAA 



She's powerful. Displacement 6,250 
tons. Length 520 feet. And her Seaslug 
missiles can blast an aircraft out of the 
sky before it comes into sight. She bris
tles with Sea Cat missiles,4.5 inch guns, 
and the latest anti-submarine weapons 
-including a Wessex helicopter. 

This is the kind of ship you'll find 
in today's Royal Navy, prepared to 
meet the new challenges of the Missile 
Age. It offers one of the great careers 
open to a man. It gives you important 
work, a worthwhile future, travel, and 
a chance to go to University. (60% of 
new Full Career commission officers 
now get a degree). 

There are over ro,ooo officers in the 
Navy; and we believe in giving early 

H.M.S.Kenr 
responsibility. By your mid-2o's you 
could be commanding your first ship. 

If you're aiming for 2 'A' Levels or 
5 '0' Levels, you could qualify for a 
commission in the Royal Navy and 
Royal Marines. There's a scheme to 
help pay your school expenses (enquire 
as early as 14) and help you towards 
getting your degree. 

If you'd like to know more, we'd 
like to hear from you. Send your name, 
age, school, and educational qualifi
cations to: 

Officer Entry Section, RN 
R.N.&R.M. 
(25AX1), Old 
Admiralty Building, . 
London, s.w.1. ROYAL NAVY 



Lt's not as remote as you think. 
If only you realised how good your chances are of getting to manage one of 
our branches I One in two; or even better, if you're exceptionally talented. 
Some of our young career-men make it before they're 35 I And that's only a 
start. They can go on to earn over £5,000. 

So can you. Here's how to take the first step; write to us, giving details of the 
GCE passes you have or hope to have. We'll tell you about jobs at the Midland, 
the pay and the considerable fringe benefits. 

Ask for our booklet 'A Career in The Midland Bank-. 

Write to: 
The Staff Manager, Midland Bank, Head Office, Poultry, London EC2. 

:~·····\ • • \ : •••••• 
Midland Bank 



Besignthe 
ships of 

the Boyal Navy 
It's tempting. Go to University College, London, and take your 
MSc degree. And be paid up to £1215 a year while you are 
studying. After that, you could find yourself designing nuclear 
submarines or warships. Although the ROYAL CORPS OF 
NAVAL CONSTRUCTORS is a civilian corps you will wear naval 
officer's uniform during training and in certain appointments. 

Here's what to do: 
Write for the illustrated brochure that contains all the infor· 
mation, and the application form. If you have the right 
qualifications for interview, you can come along and see us 
with a view to Probationer Entry. After passing the interview, 
you go into the training that culminates in your MSc degree. 
Get the interesting facts about this scheme by writing to: 
Ministry of Defence (Navy), Room 86, Empire Hotel, Bath, 
BAI SAD. Quoting (S.M.). 

Qualifications: 
Age between I 7t and 19! on ht September 1969. GCE 'A' level, 
good passes in Pure Maths, Applied Maths and Physics, 'O' level 
passes in Chemistry, English and one other language. Comparable 
qualifications from Scotland and N. Ireland acceptable. You can 
apply if you hope to obtain these qualifications in your 
examinations this summer. 

Salary £800-£1215 p.a. while training,£2500 before 30, then 
by annual increases to over £3700 p.a. 



editorial 
This term "The Shirburnian" looks slightly different from the editions of the last 

two years. It is fair to say that the school is unanimous in its dissatisfaction with its 
magazine, which has become progressively thinner. As a result, some aspects of "The 
Shirburnian" have been changed, and, because often people are not concerned about 
its fate, it is difficult to work out what approach should be made to reviving the school's 
official magazine. Change of any sort is needed; some will approve, others not, but at 
least when disapproval is voiced, "The Shirburnian" will be given positive guidance 
direction. The literary section has been much expanded, although its appeal may be 
limited; Sherborne does not have a strong literary tradition, but there is in fact a great 
deal of talent in the school which has not chosen to express itself, in spite of the oppor
tunity provided by a termly "Literary section". This term the contributions were limited 
to a few people, not by choice but by necessity; however, the ball has to be set 
rolling by someone. Amongst other sections, the editorial is altered; it does not, un
fortunately, contain that bright light of all similar editorials, a school joke which con
tinues from term to term, because it was discovered that the biggest school joke concerned 
the editors of "The Shirburnian" all too closely. But still, it is at least a fresh start, and, 
in the words of Voltaire, "Voila". 

The events of the past term do not seem to demand any lengthy pontification; the 
normal quota of irrelevancies was stirred up again, and it is sad that discussion about 
change in the world must centre around smoking and sideboards. A line has to be drawn 
somewhere, to coin a phrase; most people would agree to this, though at the same time 
there is a great deal of undue optimism about the effects of drawing the line "further 
down'', on the shoulders in the case of haircuts. Once everybody had got used to the 
new regulations and accepted them as a permanent right, the problem will begin again. 
So it is in fact a diversion of energies, although there are other considerations which 
might make it more convenient to change existing regulations; but champing at the bit 
will not do this. At the risk of being cynical, one cannot help recalling Napoleon's words, 
"There is but one step from the sublime to the ridiculous", when one pictures a cell of 
budding revolutionaries ranting about the length of the hair on their scalps. 
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Perhaps the event most worthy of note occured on Field Day, when someone in the 
Corps managed to set fire to Dartmoor by flicking matches-maybe this precedent will 
displace the lung-cancer scare. Another unusual occurrence was the dance held on the 
last night of term, the first dance ever sponsored by members of the school themselves; 
it was a great success, considering the difficulties envisaged by the organisers and the 
organised. One can only hope that the school will not wait another two years before 
holding it again, and that it will be done on the same lines as it was this term. 

On the 27th March the governors opened the Beckett Room, formerly Mr. Gourlay's 
Room 18, and to mark the occasion Mr. Gibb has written a very full article on the room 
and what was found there, which appears at the end of the magazine as a supplement. 

A glance through last term's blue book would reveal the fact that no less than two 
O.S's and two ex-members of the staff preached in chapel; one of these, The Rev.J. Baker, 
gave a conjuring display as well, an entertainment quite without precedent-although 
he did confine his conjuring to the Turing lecture room. 

The vile weather last term deserves a paragraph to itself. 

The term's Journal was a disappointment after the numbers of the winter term, 
which were of a very high standard. Many had expressed discontent with the Journal 
because they said that it was run by a few people, and represented only the names of a few. 
But when the editors tried to run it on a more democratic basis, with a reporter from the 
middle section of each house, the response was so bad that the people running the Journal 
were forced by a simple process of logic to conclude that no one but those few who had 
organised it and contributed to it during the Winter term were interested in expressing 
any ideas or recording any events. But the Journal must be kept going even when its 
standard is low, as fresh people will then have the opportunity of making something of 
it. Once it ceases publication for two terms or so it will never start up again. 

As usual, societies of all kinds have flourished this term, sustained by the generous 
hospitality of many masters and their wives. The BIOLOGY SocIETY had four lectures, 
the first by Mr. Harris on "Deer", when a collection of antlers was shown; Mr. Godbert 
gave talks about New Zealand, the promised land, and showed a good many slides. 
The secretary, W. B. Campbel1, gave a paper entitled "Messing about with reproduction", 
the term being rounded off with a talk on "The Ecology of Rivers" by Mr. Baron. The 
DUFFERS began the term with an exposition of "How to laugh men out of their vices" in 
the form of a talk on Swift's satirical technique. At another meeting the society tried to 
extract a theme from a motley collection of Edwardian readings, and their failure to do 
this did not detract from the enjoyment of the evening. Dr. Dimock spoke at the first 
meeting of the GEOGRAPHICAL SOCIETY, about his experience in Ugandan hospitals, but 
the geographers felt that the discussion was diverted by a few guest biologists, to a 
discourse on diphtheria inoculations. In March Captain Wilsey of the Daily Telegraph 
Nile expedition gave an interesting talk to the whole department on this hectic under
taking. The GREEN RIBBON CLUB was treated to papers on Russian nihilists in the 186o's, 
dissident young men who wore Cuban heels and tinted glasses, on the desirability or 
otherwise of war, and on that controversial topic, the U.S.A. A representative of the 
Conservative Central Office gave a lively exposition of his job, and the term ended with 
an evening of Victorian poetry. When the lNTERPRETES met at the beginning, they 
heard an interesting paper about Mesopotamia; a paper on the Jews and a successful 
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exercise in Socratic methods of speech completed the term's activities. S. P. Chilcott and 
C. G. Vacher gave the JAMES RHOADES SOCIETY a very polished paper on George Orwell, 
including a tape recording of Animal Farm; this was followed by the secretary's paper 
on Ur (which included a fair dose of um as well). Finally, Mr. and Mrs. Barker gave a 
fascinating lecture on "Arthur-legend or reality". This term the Musrn CLUB changed 
its emphasis on to more live music; at one meeting Mr. Davies played some viola sonatas, 
accompanied by Mr. Knott, and at a later date A. F. Macloed gave a live performance 
to back up his discourse. At the end of term there was a concert by members, including 
Chopin and the "Listen with J\tfother" theme tune. The PHILATELIC SocIETY, which 
has not previously figured in societies' reports, was in fact formed in October Ig67, and 
now has about 30 members, and holds about 4 meetings a term, a success due to Mr. 
Hey's chairmanship. "India" was the subject of the first PHILOSOPHES meeting, and 
Mrs. Higginbottom prepared a delicious Indian meal to catch the mood. After the joint 
meeting with DUFFERS, the last evening was filled by a discussion on Fear; this cul
minated with an exchange of antedotes which left most people in a highly nervous state. 
LES PoLYGLOTTES heard only one paper, from A. C. Harvey on Baudelaire; this was a 
very high powered examination of the poet, backed by some of Baudelaire's work effectively 
recorded by Mr. Wilkinson. Later in the term K. Dixon Esq., of Exeter University, 
spoke to the combined Polyglottes and Interpretes on the topic "What is theatre?" In 
the course of a fascinating talk, he explained his theory that drama is an "audio-visual 
happening", with the aid of readings and slides. This was undoubtedly one of the best 
society meetings of the term. Despite the discomforts of the Faraday Lab., the UNITED 
SERVICES SocrnTY enjoyed an interesting talk on the near-obsolete Fleet Air Arm; at 
the second meeting an ex-R.A.F. officer gave a talk, based on a film, about a trip he made 
across the U.S.S.R. by rail. Colonel Strong spoke on N.A.T.O. and its hierarchy at the 
last meeting. The WHITEHEAD SocrnTY first heard a fascinating but apparently rather 
complex talk on the insides of a star, and then later a lecture on "Continued Fractions" 
and well-known paradoxes. The debates at the WILDMAN have already received lengthy 
coverage in the Journal, and so it is not necessary to record all the various speakers who 
contributed to a good term for the society. Two of the meetings were of a very high 
standard; "The irresponsible behaviour of students" as the motion had it, was condoned, 
and at a later date the motion was: "This house agrees that a scientist is twenty times 
more useful than any poet". Fortunately it did not, but a debate has seldom sparked off 
so much argument. The last meeting, on "Censorship", was something approaching a 
fiasco, and the joint meeting with the Girls' School turned out to be a damp squib when 
the motion was changed from "This house believes that marriage is obsolete" to a dis
cussion on space travel. The Green Ribbon also held a balloon debate; the opening 
speeches were very good, and the speeches from the floor very poor. It showed in fact 
that while there was a great deal said which was interesting, none of it was controversial 
enough to justify any discussion. And, of course, there was the BLUE RooM; A. C. Harvey 
and N. P. F. Geake read T. S. Eliot, and at a second meeting members read their own 
poetry, an improvisation which happened to be one of the most successful meetings the 
society has ever enjoyed. 
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During the course of the term three lectures were given, the first one on the Police. 
The impression was that entry into the Police was being discouraged, but the lecturer 
was in fact the schools Recruiting Officer. The chemistry lecture by Professor Fowkes 
dealt with various aspects of chemistry in everyday life, and it was unfortunate that the 
most interesting topic, explosives, had already been dealt with in a fireworks display-cum
lecture last term. Lastly, a lecture was given towards the end of the term by the ex
Professor of International Relations at London University, a very well-argued talk which 
above all aimed to show that an entirely valid point of view does exist for the other side 
in cases like South Africa, a subject on which he is an expert. He succeeded in provoking 
some of the audience, several of whom got very angry. However, his wide knowledge and 
skill managed to override them, and his advocacy of apartheid was not shaken. 

The society which had, until this point, escaped our notice, shall not go unmentioned. 
This is "the society for reducing the contents of the Shirburnian'', which made its last 
report, rather perversely, in the correspondence column of this magazine in 1964. It 
has since disappeared, and we hope that all will enjoy at least some of this term's Shir
burnian, and take just a little trouble to pull it together. 

The Shirburnian: editors 

D. H. s. SANDEMAN 

A. R. WINGFIELD DIGBY 

M. C. SwENARTON } Literary Section 
T. J. McQuEEN . and Designing 

Photographs by M. Hackforth-Jones and T. P. L. King 
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The Rev. David Sheppard (g 1942-1947) has been appointed Bishop of Woolwich; for 
a man to attain such a position under the age of 40, if not unprecedented, is very rare 
indeed. 

R. D. V. Ashton 
M. B. Masse 
M. L. Grey 
M. Hackforth-Jones 
D. A. B. Lough 
A. White 
A. Duff 
A. Glennie 
C. A. F. Howard 
R. J. B. Hannay 
D. C. Williams 

OXBRIDGE AWARDS 

Scholarship in Classics, Trinity, Oxford 
Scholarship in Classics, New College, Oxford 
Postmastership in History, Merton, Oxford 
Exhibition in History, Emmanuel, Cambridge 
Scholarship in History, New College, Oxford 
Exhibition in History, B.N.C., Oxford 
Exhibition in History, St. John's, Cambridge 
Exhibition in History, Trinity Hall, Cambridge 
Scholarship in History, St. John's, Cambridge 
Scholarship in Geography, Fitzwilliam, Cambridge 
Scholarship in Science, Worcester, Oxford 

AWARDS TO AMERICAN UNIVERSITIES 

M. L. Grey S. A. Mackay 

Mr. and Mrs. Door have had a daughter, and Mr. and Mrs. Hannaford a son. 
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obituary 
Mr. W.J. CORDY 

The association with Sherborne of Walter Cordy, who died in January after a very short 
illness, goes back over 60 years to the time when he arrived in the town to work as a bank 
official; it was perhaps prophetic that within months he was involving himself in a major 
town activity, the great Pageant of 1905. 

In 1933 he returned to settle in Sherbome for good and started that record of public 
service which was to become quite outstanding; at one time or another no committee 
seemed to be complete without him, local government, town and county, state education 
(he was a Governor of both Fosters and Lord Digby's), Hospital, Abbey, Almshouse and 
Sherbome School. 

His two sons were in Lyon House in the 193o's, two grandsons quite recently; it is 
perhaps fair to say that his appointment as a Sherborne Governor in 1950 gave Cordy 
special pleasure. He threw himself into his duties with unsparing devotion and his 
exceptional flair for finance, exercised over twenty difficult years of inflation, is not the 
least of the reasons why the school now stands where it does. 

Multifaceted records of public service are not, of course, unique, but perhaps not 
too many of them are combined with a demanding wholetime business job as was Cordy's. 

Despite all this, or perhaps because of it, he was very much a part of the daily 
Sherbome scene, a familiar figure who was never too busy for a friendly word with one 
and all-the more welcome from such a truly modest and unassuming person. He will 
be greatly missed. 

Mr. T. EVANS 

We announce with regret the death of Tom Evans. Since 1882, the whole of his life, he 
had lived in the same cottage in Coombe and was the last Boer War veteran in the town. 
A quarter of a century after the end of that war he joined the maintenance staff at the 
School and was fond of relating how he and the then Bursar, General Waller, soon found 
out that for some time they had both been engaged in the same theatre of operations. 

He stayed for twenty years, made many friends amongst the masters (Camp without 
Tom would have been no camp for the officers) and was very popular with successive 
generations of boys. 

He was a resourceful workman, endowed with exceptional physical strength. The 
20 surviving stubs of metal in the coping east of the Carrington Buildings (the railings 
were removed in 1939 for munitions) represent just a couple of days' work that Tom put 
in with a handsaw. At the age of 16 he had walked from Sherborne to Dorchester to 
enlist and get out to South Africa; till within a week or two of his death at 86 he could 
always be seen down Cheap Street on a Thursday morning. 

Pre-war and wartime generations will remember a fine school servant, and a shrewd 
and likeable personality. 
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• reviews 
CONCERT CLUB 

On Saturday 25th January, John Shirley-Quirk (long of international reputation) and 
his accompanist Alasdair Graham came to sing and play, greeted by more than usually 
warm applause. 

Shirley-Quirk's voice is one of great richness, burnished power and tenderness, his 
stage presence a model to all aspiring performers; gaunt, eschewing emotion, he riveted 
the listeners's attention on the musical value of the songs rather than, as so often happens, 
on the idiosyncracies of the artiste himsel£ He offered an extremely wide range of songs; 
six of Schubert's posthumous song-cycle "Schwanengesang", filled with unsentimental 
nostalgia, the most powerful perhaps in line and texture of all his songs. From the drama 
of "Der Atlas" to the lilting "Das Fischermadchen" and the spinechilling "Der 
Doppelganger" Shirley-Quirk showed himself a master of the German lied, spinning a 
seamless line, often hauntingly soft, only occasionally marred by a tendency to sing flat 
at climaxes. 

Then there was a Purcell group, fine and forthright; and an unforgettable per
formance of Butterworth's song-cycle "A Shropshire Lad", deceptively simple arrange
ments of the A. E. -Housman poems. "Is my team ploughing" was especially sensitive, 
the difference between the two "voices" beautifully emphasised. To end with there was 
the almost obligatory selection of folksongs. Relaxed, his voice entirely loosened, Shirley
Quirk's performances were superb; from the salty tang of "The Captain's Apprentice" 
(a baIJad written just after the Napoleonic Wars) to "Linden Lea" of which the per
former said "There are many folksongs, but Linden Lea is the on{y folksong" (a somewhat 
cryptic statement which however everyone understood after his performance). 

A sentence or two for Alasdair Graham who accompanied discreetly and well. As 
a soloist he was variable. The Debussy group (including "La Cathedrale Engloutie) 
was played with an acute ear and sensitive fingers; his Haydn sonata was neat and lively. 

A memorable concert. If only the School could stop rustling paper during the 
items! 

In 1790 Mozart was in Vienna, in very straitened circumstances. A patron's order 
for a new opera bade fair to relieve the situation, and in collaboration with the librettist 
Da Ponte Mozart produced "Cosi fan tutti" (more correctly 'tutte'). But any success the 
new piece xnight have had at the time was cut short by the sudden death of the patron, 
leaving Mozart as impoverished as ever. 

Despite this inauspicious start, 180 years since have not served to remove the opera 
from the regular repertory either in this country or abroad, and its scintillating music and 
amusing story, founded it is said upon contemporary gossip and scandal ("The School 
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for Lovers" is but a poor translation of the title; "What can you expect of Women" 
conveys the meaning rather better) have never failed to draw an appreciative audience 

So indeed it was on February 16th. The Concert Club owes much to the Opera 
Players for making available what are amongst the most popular of the performances, 
incidentally (thanks to the Arts Council) at a very economic figure. 

The artistes-some by now greeted here as old friends-work immensely hard, 
travelling long distances on their one night stands; and they are no more immune to 
winter ailments than anyone else. Who shall say what effort lies behind a singer struggling 
to overcome a bad cold, or what resourcefulness can replace the vital pianist at short 
notice? 

But their reward is great-on each visit to introduce many here for the first time to 
the magic world of opera. May such groups and a varied repertoire always be available 
and may the committee find it hard to resist engaging them. 

HAYDN'S CREATION (PARTS I AND 2) AND POULENC'S GLORIA 

This unusual combination was, in preparation alone, a considerable challenge to the 
Musical Society. Both pieces "came off" so triumphantly (a reasonable criterion for 
judging a live performance) that they deserve an inspection beneath the concealing art. 

An amateur choir must rely to a great extent on their conductor, and Robert Ferry's 
sympathetic encouragement and clear direction provided the singers and the orchestra 
with the essential fundamental control and enthusiasm. A row of trebles in front of the 
nave must feel particularly exposed; but tentativeness soon yielded to conviction and 
they often achieved a thrilling sound by the end of the Creation and again in the Gloria. 

The Creation depends a good deal on the soloists and each successfully struck the 
balance between a characterised and yet not overtly personalised style. Eileen Poulter's 
sensitive "With verdure clad the fields appear," in which she sang the decorative passages 
with bright and unaffected tone was especially effective. Roger Stalman, as the Archangel 
Raphael, had to cope with such daunting lines as "With sudden leap the flexible tiger 
appears," and since it is a fair assumption that good humour is a quality of the Divine, 
sang the recitative in a type of buffo oratorio style which overcame the difficulties better 
than an attempt to ignore them. It was in the trios, with Edgar Fleet as the tenor, that 
the soloists sang particularly beautifully. 

The naivety and basic seriousness of the Creation, Haydn's careful matching of the 
meaning of the words to the music, the feeling of ultimate conviction and rightness in his 
composition make the Gloria an uneasy bedfellow. Many of the qualities of much 
modern music were made evident in this juxtaposition. Moments of ravishing choral 
sound and brilliant orchestration, in this instance most sympathetically realised, are 
interspersed with instances of a wayward indifference to the text and some suspiciously 
derivative passages. Though this internal mockery may be a musical mischievousness to 
which the Anglo-Saxon is impervious, perhaps it is evidence too of a basic self-doubt. 
But the sound was marvellous and Eileen Poulter sang the soprano part, of weirdly 
marionettish anonymity, with a clarity of enunciation and a certain detachedness that in 
context seemed entirely right. 
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SINGING COMPETITION 

For the record, the Unison Song was won by School House 'B', and Lyon House and the 
Digby jointly won the Part Song. But this Singing Competition will surely be remem
bered, not for its singing, but for the accessories that have become part of the competition, 
and which, if allowed to continue in their present form unchecked, could ruin what is 
essentially an extremely exacting competition and very enjoyable evening for everyone. 

Is all the shouting, whistling and stamping which emanates from the audience 
before and after each song really necessary? Everyone is naturally boisterous on such an 
occasion, but surely there is no need to behave like some South American soccer crowd. 
Indeed the adjudicator seemed plainly embarassed on occasions by the hostile reception 
given to some of his comments. But often Mr. Farnill's comments bore no relation to his 
marks; either that, or his marking was very severe in comparison with his remarks. 
Alternatively, perhaps his observations were too generous when rated with his awards. 
But how can one person be expected to decide the result satisfactorily? The only ultimate 
decision is to have a panel of judges. By all means, let's hear who was good and where 
the rest of us went wrong, but those of us who are interested in the finer details can read 
the adjudicators' remarks after the performance. 

However, it is not right to criticize too critically the critic's criticisms (for fear of 
becoming a criticaster) because after all that has been said, the "shouts" definitely were 
of a very high standard. Only seven marks separated the bottom house from W. R. J. 
Hockin's prize winning entry. But, as in previous years, the "Glees" have not been up 
to the standard of which we are capable. This problem could partially be solved by 
switching the competition to the Christmas term, when there is a large influx of trebles 
from the preparatory schools. The difference between Abbey House and C. G. Cordy's 
Lyon House along with D. H. S. Sandeman's Digby entrants, was only 15 marks. As it 
was two houses had to scratch, and that number was almost three. Perhaps the San. 
should have been allowed to enter the competition. But seriously, better trebles are 
needed to bring the glee up to the standard of the "shout". 

Having said this, I should remark that Sherborne's House Singing Competition is 
of a very high standard compared with other public schools. Perhaps a change in the 
date and in the judging system would make things even better. Our thanks go to Mr. 
Ferry for organising and running the competition, and to all members of the staff for 
helping their houses. And if Lane Wilson, Dyson, Seiber and Handel hadn't been 
around, you wouldn't have heard a thing! 

J.A.C. 
BAND CONCERT 

In the second week of term, the C.C.F. was offered a change from the usual routine of 
corps with a concert in the Big Schoolroom. The performance was given by the Queen's 
Royal Irish Hussars, whose band numbered about thirty, comprising clarinets and various 
brass and percussion. After an ear-shattering fanfare from the bugles, the band-master 
explained that the concert could be taken on two planes firstly as instruction for the school 
military band, and secondly as entertainment. The programme was very varied and 
most tastes were catered for. The Weber Concertino was followed by an arrangement of 
a Lennon and McCartney tune, which was itself followed by some Dixieland Jazz. But 
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this straying from normal band marches fell on much stony ground, a point emphasised 
by the loud applause for their own Regimental march. Musically it was not a polished 
performance-a possible cause may have been teething troubles due to a new band
master. But certainly the Concert was by no means without its blemishes, and the quality 
was a good deal lower than that in the concert performed by the Somerset and Dorset 
Light Infantry in the Winter term. Nevertheless the concert was enjoyed by many 
people, and we hope that the practice of inviting other bands to play here will continue 
in the future. C. J. D-M. 

FILMS 

THE DAM BUSTERS 
One may suppose that twenty-five years after the last war, interest in some of its major 
feats would be diminishing, but in spite of this a high proportion of the school turned out 
to watch the Dambusters, some (including myself), for a second time. This film com
memorates a great achievement of invention and will-power of the sort which won the 
last war, and is a deserving tribute to the men who fought in it; it brings across the 
frustrations, ambitions, hopes and results of all those who worked so hard in that par
ticular field. 

As for the film itself. In black and white the photography was not particularly 
good (though, in defence, many scenes were shot in darkness), but the actors played 
their parts well, in particular Michael Redgrave as the inventor of the 'bouncing-bomb' 
(and, more recently, the swing-wing aircraft). Richard Todd discharged his part well, 
but I feel that some of the more touching parts of the film were often missed by the evidence 
(such as the burial of Gibson's dog at midnight-for Gibson had him buried there, 
thinking that he would probably be entering the ground at the same time as his dog, 
though perhaps a little faster). 

Nevertheless, the true spirit of this film lies in what it represents more than what it 
is, and as such one can look on this film as a remembrance of the 'Immortal Few', without 
whom we would not be here now. A. D. LEAKEY 

ASSIGNMENT K 
The poster proclaiming the change of film from the humorous version of "Casino Royale" 
(which version?) to a pre-release showing of ''Assignment K" assured us of "Same time, 
same place, same price" but, alas, there was no mention of "same quality". The critics 
may have abused "Casino Royale" but they probably enjoyed the viewing; in com
parison "Assignment K" must be the critics' purgatory. 

The film was an attempt to portray spy life at a lower level of fantasy than the 
Broccolian adventures of James Bond, and at a higher level of fantasy and glamour than 
the 'sordid reality' of "The Spy Who Came In From The Cold" allows. It attempted to 
take elements from both camps and, as a result, produced a very mediocre tale of East/ 
West espionage conflict. A conflict between stock, flat characters who wallowed helplessly in 
the subtlety that engulfed them. As an example of the security necessary for international 
espionage the film took full credit; even in its denouement it managed to withold a good 
fifty percent of the significance of the plot. It seemed that the directors were so keen to 
create an area of subtlety (or so afraid of failing to create one) that they did not allow 
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the viewer to detect even the slightest glistening of guilty forehead sweat as a possible 
clue to the final outcome. Concentrated concealment led to complete confusion. 

A large cast of many nationalities did its best. To increase the cosmopolitan effect 
that highly original "film method" was used whereby everyone talked English with their 
respective national accents. This strategem proved, as usual, a severe trial for the Big 
Schoolroom acoustics which are uncertain ground once past the precise and painfully 
slow diction of "Look at Life". 

"Assignment K" was the simple plot with the "subtle twist"-the subtle twist being 
that the preview privileged viewer wasn't even allowed to get onto the right course to be 
twisted. A.R.N. N-T. 

THE PROFESSIONALS 

This must rate as one of the better films. What was its main attraction? Of course, for 
those who like to see their image on the screen, goggling at Burt Lancaster taking care of 
the women, or Lee Marvin, just taking care, their every want must have been satisfied. 
Mention of that bald-headed coon, Woody Strode, should be made. I must admit, I 
was interested to see him blast an entire bandit fortress to pieces with his bow and arrow. 

Although the theme of the filin was imaginative, to say the least, I was intrigued to 
see the whole impossibility managed with admirable perfection. Only a select few 
would have blundered into a country with a "baddie" population problem, to retrieve a 
"whole lot of women", fewer still would have scorned the reward after the job, as well as 
giving the "whole lot of women" back to some greasy Mexican gentlemen, who, incredible 
though it may sound, were rather deeply in love with one another. 

I congratulate whoever it may concern in getting hold of such a good, entertaining 
Western, with a slight difference. 

MONSIEUR HuLoT's HouoA Y 

Those with a sublime sense of the ridiculous would have found themselves, as I did, with 
aching stomachs, rolling on the floor, at the end of this supremely amusing film. Those, 
however, who cannot see the funny side of ridiculous situations and ridiculous characters, 
would have walked out ... and did. But I feel sorry for them, for without the right 
sense of humour, they missed by far the most amusing evening of the whole term. 

I feel sorry for those who cannot appreciate the funny side of holiday-makers who, 
as so many of us have done, emerge from one subway onto the platform only to see a 
train (which they asume to be theirs) pull in at another platform. They then rush down 
the subway once more and on emerging again onto the other platform find that that train 
has passed right through without stopping, then turning round see their train standing 
at the platform they had originally come up-so down they plunge again. A small 
example of a ridiculous situation that could happen to anyone and those who cannot 
laugh at themselves may as well stay away from films like this. And those who see nothing 
amusing in small touches of humour such as an athletic young man rushing about the 
beach flexing his muscles or in a man standing by a post who then puts the towel behind 
him to dry his back and instead of drying his back dries the post, had better stay away. 

There is no other word for it but ridiculous. Ridiculously funny. 
N. P. F. GEAKE 
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LYON HOUSE PLAYS 
THE FoRM N. F. Simpson 
THE REAL lNsPECTOR HouND . . . T. Stoppard 

THE SHIRBURNIAN 

As happened three years ago a short N. F. Simpson sketch was used as a curtain raiser. 
This was a baffling parody of bureaucracy and in particular form-filling. It was greeted 
with an uncomprehending silence; the audience was quite unprepared for this type of 
humour. A curtain raiser is essential a good start to the evening, but as noone, ]east of a11 
the actors, understood what was happening, this one was not very satisfactory. 

"The real Inspector Hound" met with rather more success. Another parody, this 
time of a whodunnit; this had the great advantage of being enjoyable on more than one 
level. Superficially it is a farce interspersed with atrocious puns and obvious sexual 
allusions. A more subtle sense of humour is discernible in the characters of the critics. 

The performance was marred by omission of detail; the telephone was answered 
without its ringing and the guns often refused to go off (despite Dorman's constantly 
expressed wish to oi] them)-both raised unintended laughter, especially when someone 
behind the scenes had to shout "bang". Wilkinson succeeded in being very sinister. The 
women were well made up, but tended to overdo the grotesque hamming bit, and 
Dorman was a great success albeit type-cast. The scene in which a variety of card games 
were intermixed, calling for fast dialogue and rapid pick-up of cues was very effective and 
professional despite being missed by most of the audience. 

Bearing in mind that this play was written only last year and that because of this 
the various interpretations will not have crystallised, this was a noble effort, but perhaps 
over-ambitious. 

An entertaining and baffling evening. 
M.L.G. 

HENRY IV PART II 

After setbacks, Henry IV Part II was performed in the Big Schoolroom on Thursday, 
Friday and Saturday, March 20th, 21st and 22nd. It was a less flamboyant production 
than some expected but it had at least two notable qualities. Firstly, it showed how a 
Globe-type theatre worked; and secondly, it gave the right emphasis to the speaking. 

First the staging. The set was gay, nearly garish; the costumes were early Tudor 
and effective. A projecting platform had been built and a few spectators could sit on 
either side of the projection. There was a balcony, which was curtained off when not in 
use. There was a curtained entrance at the centre rear. A few stock pieces were all 
that was used for furniture. Soliloquies took place right at the front-and this effect 
made it easier for the audience to listen. There was no delay between scenes. There was 
plenty of room for tomfoolery (the recruiting scene was popular) and for walking around. 
The best example of the versatility of such a stage was the rejection scene. The new King 
stood on the balcony, Falstaff, Shallow and the other citizens were bunched below. 

The speaking was careful. Falstaff in particular gave an excellent example of 
rehearsed, precise wit. Henry IV was strident, lonely, and compelling; Hal, his heir, a 
thoughtful counterpart. Some of the audience complained of inaudibility. I was able 
to hear perfectly well on the Saturday. 
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Over-all the acting was efficient but not ebullient. There were satisfying interpre
tations from Henry IV, Hal, Mistress Quickly, Shallow, Silence, and Davy. Falstaff, 
in a vast difficult role in which the playwright has given him little action, was too sedate 
and subdued for my taste, but he was expressive with his hands. The best scenes came 
after the interval, when the sickness of the king breeds a night-urgency. From the grief 
of the royal family (Hal's weeping was completely true to life), we switched to the jerky 
buffoonery of Justice Shallow's country place. The gagging of Shallow and the bawling 
of Silence were delightful. 

My pity went out to the old king: his sleeplessness, worries, and responsibilities were 
a load that no one would want to bear. And was monarchy such an enviable goal after 
all? Hal, we noticed, grew uneasily into the crown. Majesty, he found, had to be learnt; 
it was not acquired at once. And friends also had to be rejected. Part of the satisfaction 
for me of this production was the way Shakespeare's historical sense and firm beliefs 
came over. The Tudors were jealously proud of the monarchy. In other ways as well 
the production struck a contemporary note. Our Prince is waiting to assume his majesty; 
so often the problems of the Government in Shakespeare's time were the problems that 
our Government has to contend with. 

It is a tribute to Mr. Glen, and the many who worked hard on stage and back stage, 
that Henry IV Part II both entertained and made one think. 

C.J.H. 
(The above notice may be compared with the printed programme). 

comment 
VSO-A PERSONAL EXPERIENCE 

When in 1963 I joined the staff of Voluntary Service Overseas even its name meant very 
little to me. Such qualifications as I had to offer from the past twenty years or so was 
either enforced soldiering or voluntary schoolmastering, much of it in South Africa, 
neither of them outstandingly successful. I was vulnerable to certain questions about my 
undistinguished past, and sure enough they came up at my selection board. However, on 
what was then very much a social worker's salary, I found myself with a third share of a 
very small office in the Royal Commonwealth Society. From about eight rooms incon
veniently fixed on either side of a great gulf, the entrance hall, a round dozen of us 
administered a programme of some two hundred and fifty volunteers without graduate 
qualifications, two-thirds of them from schools, and some forty graduates. Alec Dickson 
had left a little while before, the ideas for Community Service Volunteers already ger
minating in his mind. 

I arrived with a head largely stuffed with illusions, whose nature I soon discovered. 
The volunteers were not young missionaries imbued with an enthusiasm which was to 
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change the world; we did not think ourselves a glorified finishing school designed to 
provide a substitute for National Service or a diminishing colonial administration. By 
no means all the tasks were adventurous in the accepted sense, or at grass roots level
indeed some of them, for example at the Indian Public Schools, were uncomfortably 
comfortable. These have since been abandoned. Territories moving towards indepen
dence were not beseeching us to send the young sahibs to keep green cherished memories 
of Western administration. The American Peace Corps, all of its members cost-free and 
qualified and recruited for two years, challenged comparison with our volunteers who 
required that the local costs of their service (board, lodging and pocket-money) should 
come from the host countries, served normally for a year only and could boast no degrees 
and merely the experience that falls to a sixth-former or a man in his first job. Our 
preparation was rudimentary; even as orientation it was very limited, and some of the 
most successful of our volunteers had not known where they were going till a few days 
prior to their departure. Certainly there was a sense of adventure, for we were running 
on a shoestring, ready to seize upon cheap forms of transport, unable to afford training, 
and without any official representatives overseas beyond a few "friends of VSO", folk 
personally known to some of our staff, then mostly former colonial servants. 

The criterion of a good project, as we chose to call it, was clear enough then, and has 
not changed; it must be a full time job of work; it should demand involvement in the 
local community, if possible in such a way that skills were shared and friendships made; 
and of course it should be work for which no local man could be found. It was normally 
assumed that the institution could neither afford nor obtain a qualified expatriate, and 
therefore turned to us for a volunteer. There was a school of thought which held that 
simply being in an unexpected situation a young Englishman had a certain charisma, but 
already we were beginning to realise that a volunteer must be chosen for a job of work, 
and not merely on grounds of personality, much though that counted. 

Since then we have travelled far, in both the literal and metaphorical sense; some 
changes have been obvious and to a great extent inevitable. Had we not accepted the 
need to recruit qualified volunteers I much doubt whether we would still be asked for 
school-leavers, for the newly independent countries could not permanently be satisfied 
with what had from fairly early days been called "cadets"; they needed graduates, 
trained teachers and nurses, engineers, and agriculturalists, and men who had completed 
an apprenticeship in industry or the building trade, librarians and physiotherapists, and 
specialists of many kinds. If we had refused the chaJlenge, VSO, which had started the 
whole great movement, would long have been phased out of it. One remembers the 
rearguard actions that some of us fought against any encroachment of the "establishment" 
-the use of the British Council or of our embassies overseas as our overseas arm, the 
fear of too large a Government subsidy, or of allowing ourselves to accept posts over 
seas where the host countries inclined to treat volunteers as salaried staff instead of a 
separate species. Perhaps we lacked faith in the ability of our own spirit to permeate 
accepted attitudes. 

At times we have wavered; it has been tempting to think that qualifications-the 
ability to do the job-should have first priority and that motive and attitude are much 
less important. But whether the overall motive is altruistic or self-interested (and few 
of us would like to analyse this far), the ability to live unselfishly in a community, to 



THE SHIRBURNIAN 15 

respect its customs, and to restrain the right to criticise (nowadays such a hallmark of 
our own society) are factors which cannot be minimised, if a good relationship, the basis 
of any good job, is to be achieved. 

In voluntary societies, professionalism is sometimes regarded with too much dis
paragement, but amateurism can as often be used as a cloak for incompetence. In the 
volunteer movement enthusiasm, adaptability, and an undemanding readiness to share 
and to learn have their vital part, but one must know how to communicate else neither 
skills nor goodwill will make any impact. This is doubly true in a limited space of time 
and an unfamiliar context. So one should not have to apologise for longer training. 
There will always be plenty of surprises, but it would be irresponsible not to prepare for 
some obvious eventualities. If we are teaching English as a second language, we should 
at least learn some grammar ourselves. There is no place for the arrogant attitude which 
"tries it out on the native", whether as a teacher in a classroom or in the building of a 
causeway or a clinic. 

I have called this account a personal experience, so I return to my own slanted view 
as head of the school-leaver section ofVSO. Naturally it has been galling at times to see 
greater prominence given to qualified volunteers, but this does not hurt nearly so much 
as what seems to be the inevitable corollary of their expansion, that the general public 
should too readily believe that "VSO isn't interested in school-leavers any more". The 
remarkable fact is that with nearly 20,000 qualified volunteers available from this and 
other countries (for the seed fell on good ground) there should still be a market for our 
sixth formers. There are now many more of them overseas than there were when we 
began our graduate campaign some three hundred spread over forty countries. 

In a sense too the existence of qualified volunteers has ensured that the school
leavers will continue to have what I may be forgiven for thinking the pick of the projects 
-up-country, where money is short, the standard of living low, and the spirit of self
help strong. I have been lucky enough to visit such places, literally from Timbuctoo to 
Nikunau, and have come back from each tour reassured that in my huge parish the 
projects continue to make the same demands of the volunteers and to evoke the same 
response as they did on the day when I first walked timidly early into the office and found 
myself answering a telephone call from Labrador. 

It is not for me to pontificate about when it is best to go. I suspect it to be true that 
a school-leaver gains more, but only if he is successful; he can also lose much. I am 
sceptical about the notion that after university one does a better job; of course one has 
greater scope, and three or four years further study must add to one's maturity but not 
necessarily one's consideration for other people; one can easily flatter oneself that one 
is shedding illusions when in fact one is parting with ideals. Our task is to fit the volunteer 
and the project, not forgetting that "a man's reach should exceed his grasp. Or what's 
a heaven for?" 

On a personal note nothing has given me more satisfaction than the fact that volun
teers from more than a thousand different schools applied last year, covering the whole 
spectrum of British education, for I believe very strongly that there is no divine right of 
the independent schools. But I'm also delighted that with four representatives overseas 
now, Sherborne should have as many as any. 

H.F. G. CAREY (O.S.-b 1936-1941) 
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RELIGIOUS CONFERENCE AT DINTON HOUSE 

Over the weekend, March 15/16, a religious conference, organised by a Quaker, and 
promoted by two Christian curates, was held at Dinton House, a fabulous old National 
Trust house full of exotic furniture and paintings, nine miles this side of Salisbury. 

The conference began with a few talks aimed at stimulating discussion (the theme, 
incidentally, was: "Who is God and how can we meet Him?", but very little of our 
discussion had any connection with that), about religion in general, and how to imagine 
God and try to understand Him. The curates then divided us into groups and gave us 
questions and ideas to think about together, and discuss, and see what conclusions we 
came to. After a while we all congregated in the drawing room again and revealed our 
discoveries, group by group. Church Unity was mentioned a lot, and whether or not the 
wearing of vestments was a good thing. Some said that it was all a pompous act with no 
meaning, whereas others thought that it was vital to the atmosphere within a church, 
and facilitated the inspiration of the people. I think a happy medium is best here; if 
curates conducted services in sports jackets, all the dignity and spiritual value would be 
lost from the proceedings. 

Another problem was: "how necessary is it to go to Church?" Obviously regular 
churchgoers could be far less Christian than total absentees, and it often becomes a 
matter of routine and can represent the "holier than thou" attitude. But the real 
Christian likes a personal religion, with a church service from time to time to act as a 
stimulant. If you remove the Sunday service from your life, it is very difficult to prevent 
faith from fading away. Then there was the question of suffering why does God allow it? 
We had suggestions such as: if there were no suffering, how would we appreciate the 
good things in life, and wouldn't life be tedious if we were made to realize that we enjoyed 
good health. But that does not explain it. Perhaps the people who are directly or 
indirectly concerned with the suffering learn tolerance and sympathy for other sufferers, 
a lesson they would not otherwise learn. 

We tried to define various terms such as Heaven, Hell, and soul. Hell we decided 
was present in life, and one girl concluded that the soul was located in the brain. We 
also asked if a non-Christian was automatically condemned, and the answer seemed to 
be that as long as he accepted God at the Day of Judgement, and sincerely repented of 
his sins, he would not be refused admission. This also answered the query: why does 
God reject people in the end, if he is always willing to forgive during their lifetimes? As 
long as our repentance is really genuine, He will forgive us. Finally we discussed whether 
religious and material values were compatible or not, taking "The Pill" as our circum
stance. The material decision to take the Pill is surely not frowned on by religion if, 
were the parents to have a vast family, the children would be unwanted, unloved, and 
neglected. 

One parson who confessed to feeling "nearly agnostic" at times roused a most 
spirited discussion, and on the Sunday morning there was a particularly inspiring 
Communion service in the drawing room. 

The place was most comfortable and the food (organised by Captain Smithers, the 
caretaker) excellent. It was very interesting meeting people (some most amusing) from 
completely different sections of society, and comparing notes with them. All in all, this 
was perhaps the most valuable part of the weekend. 

J. M. A. SEWELL 







THE SHIRBURNIAN 17 

RELIGION, CHAPEL AND SHERBORNE SCHOOL 

The fundamental fact to grasp before attempting any serious appraisal of the significance 
of religion in school life is this: we are a supposedly Christian society and we do consist 
of six hundred plus individuals. "Chapel" is a daily demonstration of the society's 
Christian basis and welds those six hundred individuals into a school society rather than 
eight house groups. Ignoring the spiritual benefits of "chapel" about which I am hardly 
qualified to write, it would seem that it has a strong cohesive and healthy effect on the 
school. Personally I am extremely grateful for being pushed into five years' attendance. 
It has resulted in a situation when I want to practise my religion without any form of 
compulsion. 

For many, though, "chapel" is no more than a meaningless daily exercise in being 
bored and surviving it, and Sunday Service merely a name for forty-five minutes on the 
most uncomfortable seats to be found anywhere in Dorset, unless you try the Abbey once 
fortnightly on Monday mornings. It is because "chapel" is "boring" that the emphasis 
is changing from "chapel" to religion, which does not provoke loud yawns and thoughts 
of those cramped and agonising pews. 

Let us first examine what is being done in chapel to make the practice of our religion 
more interesting and thus more meaningful. The Sunday Service, for many the greatest 
struggle of all, necessarily remains much the same in form. However a wide variety of 
preachers-some very good (such as Dr. Ronald Selby Wright) and others not so good, 
visit us, often from far away, and render each service different from the previous one. 
One Sunday we had a theme service on the subject of Wisdom, with readings from 
various sources and various parts of the chapel. All in all this sort of change is welcome, 
but as a change not as a regular practice. On another Sunday there was a Family 
Service in the morning for anyone connected with the school and in the evening a British 
and Foreign Bible Society film called "This is the Vision". Both were a success, and the 
former was repeated later in the term. During Lent there were four evenings of religious 
activity. A talk by the Chaplain, at the first, on the subject "Why the Cross", was 
adjudged "one of his best efforts". Alan Whicker movingly narrated a Christian Aid 
film, and gave us a refreshingly unslanted look at the problem of world poverty. The 
Reverend Paul Goddard, the new Vicar, spoke on March 8th about the new Communion 
Service. 

But for me the highlight of the term's religious happenings was the famous film of 
"The Gospel According To Saint Matthew". Despite M. C. Vine's rather critical report 
in the Journal, I must say how moving I found this interpretation of the Gospel-perhaps 
one of those films when it is best to read the book first? For me Mary's divine beauty 
really was Madonna-like; and who can forget Christ's eyes? The informality with which 
the subject was treated only intensified the agony of the crucifixion-the brilliant climax 
to the film. In conclusion one must note that despite the temperamental behaviour of 
the Abbey organ, Archbishop Campbell Maclnnes successfully confirmed ninety-six 
candidates in the Abbey on March 1st. 

Outside the chapel, the Chaplain's Sunday Group continues to flourish; and 
Community Service under the able administration of Tony Combes is always widening 
its horizons; though the school could surely do much more in this field. I am optimistic 
enough to think that despite the so-called "irreverence" and "sloppiness" in chapel the 
school is going through something of a religious revival. This is not of the "sackcloth and 



18 THE SHIRBURNJAN 

ashes" variety but the adoption of a more mature and positive attitude towards "chapel" 
and religion by many members of the school. I am not saying that everyone these days 
is seeing blinding lights in the courts, and angels in the School House studies, but there 
are signs that people are beginning to think more about "chapel", and consequently 
reacting one way or the other more violently. This is unquestionably a very good sign
the less "middle of the road", "don't much care" people, the better. 

ANDREW WINGFIELD DIGBY 

BOOK REVIEW 
THE HOTHOUSE SOCIETY 

"This book is different. It neither puts forward a case, nor describes the experience of 
adults. It simply presents the life and operation of the hothouse society in the words of 
boys and girls who belong to it". This aim of Dr. Lambert and his research team in this 
book, the first part of the findings of their latest work, is certainly an attempt to go 
further than the usual discussions of the Boarding School. Until now, these seem to have 
fallen into two groups, depending heavily upon purely statistical information or, more 
usually, upon vague ideals which thinly cover prejudice of all kinds. This new way of look
ing at the discussion has its problems and its obvious traps for the author: the film 'If' 
showed this quite clearly. By discussing the boarding school ethos on a very personal level, 
the most striking, the most extreme view, is emphasised and often exaggerated, giving an 
easy opportunity to those who can see no problems to discount the total and superficial 
view, without adinitting that behind this exaggerated picture lies some truth. By con
sidering Dr. Lambert's method of working, and his evidence on a few of the topics 
discussed, we may see how he has managed to avoid some of this danger. 

As we know from experience, the research was carried out by a large team, sending 
representatives to a selection of boarding schools to spend anything up to fourteen weeks. 
During this time Headmasters, Masters and Pupils were interviewed, with samples 
undergoing interviews in depth. It is essential to realise that the survey covered all types 
of boarding school: out of sixty-six schools, twenty-six public schools were visited, the 
remainder being a wide selection of maintained, independent, and progressive schools. 
It must also be remembered that this is not in any way a survey concerned with teaching 
or with academic excellence: it considers only the life of the boarding community and 
the problems which it creates and the advantages which it confers at a personal level. In 
the questionnaires about personal attitudes there were certain questions which were 
impossible to answer accurately in the required form of yes or no: in the answers handed 
in by boys, in their letters and diaries so often reproduced in the book, there was an 
evident danger of exaggeration. Anyone confronted with such an interview and such 
questions might well indulge in some exhibitionism and fabrication, perhaps because he 
felt that the occasion called for some really striking information. Some might have felt 
bored, or annoyed at the intrusion upon private feelings, or even just wished to have some 
amusement at the expense of the researchers. While there must have been cases where 
the information was unreliable for some such reason, it is surely naive to discount the 
majority of the contributions: it is just as short-sighted to do this as to ignore the truth 
behind an apparent exaggeration. We can also assume, surely, that the experience of 
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the researchers in this work, and their efforts to cross-check the information supplied to 
them from all sources, would enable them to sort out the true from the false and distorted. 

The public and independent group of schools is most prominent in the chapter on 
the House system: the lack of information about the same system in other types of board
ing schools leads to doubt on the objectivity of this part of the survey. Certainly it is in 
the traditional boarding schools that the house is of prime importance, according to the 
evidence given, but it would have been much more useful to see a balance of information 
upon which to base comparison and criticism of this type of structure. The house is 
shown as 'this tiny universe', 'not just a social convenience; it has become an ideal in 
itself'. Much of the evidence in support of this argument is taken from the books kept by 
Heads of Houses in many different schools. It dearly shows that there are widely differing 
attitudes to the house even in the same school: from two houses in one school we read 
the following: 

'The secret of success? A house which is united and happy within its walls will 
be doubly united in all spheres outside'. 

and 
'The secret of a good house spirit and a happy house is this: keep them occupied. 

The success of a house depends entirely on how it moulds its juniors'. 
This latter attitude goes some way to explain the self-perpetuating nature of some of the 
'house traditions' which are described at length. This presentation of evidence on the 
House contains much less implied comment by the authors than other sections of the 
book, but seen gathered together like this, it poses the question of why so many main
tained day-schools have adopted the system with most of its faults and few of its many 
virtues. 

From the descriptions of the inside world of the schools, where the problem for the 
younger boy is to fit in and, too often, to escape the notice of those who wield the power, 
and the problem for the older boy is often how to gain power and use it, Dr. Lambert 
moves to a consideration of the relationship of the community with the outside world. 
Here again it is shown that the younger boarder faces a difficult problem from that of his 
senior. For the former, separation from the outside world means primarily separation 
from his home and his parents, from familiar surroundings: this particularly affects 
those at a boarding school for the first time. None of the ideas here are new or unexpected 
to anyone who has experienced this kind of separation or who has observed it. The 
interest in this field of the study lies much more in the difficulties of senior boarders, 
difficulties which one is likely to dismiss as of small importance compared with the more 
modish problems of sex- and class-separation. Many comments on links with the outside 
world talk of a growing feeling of estrangement with parents, of the difficulty of keeping 
alive holiday friendships, of the ordinary problem of keeping a girl-friend from one 
holiday to the next when the link is so tenuous and the age is so fickle. In more general 
terms others talk of the feeling of being cut off from the real world of events and thoughts, 
that they are in some kind of academic prison. Here Dr. Lambert comments: 

'But in one important aspect schools are radically different from prisons: their 
aim often is to protect the child from the values of outside society rather than vice 
versa'. 
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This is not a book in which solutions are offered to such problems: its value may well 
prove to be that it will produce more thinking towards a possible solution, such as more 
frequent contact with home and the outside world during term-time. 

The real danger of this type of study and method of presenting evidence is most 
apparent in the chapters dealing with sex in a11 types of boarding schools. Having 
chosen this as a topic, all kinds of evidence about sex and its problems for the member of 
a boarding community is offered, with the result that these schools appear to be populated 
almost entirely with people with such problems. This impression is hard to avoid even 
with the utmost caution and objectivity in reading, and in spite of the reminders in the 
text that these problems are not expressed by all those interviewed. Again the value of 
the book is that it points out that the difficulties are not simpJe and cannot be attributed 
to any dass of school. Co-educational and progressive boarding schools have their 
problems as much as any other type: the evidence also points to the conclusion that these 
days homosexuality is more a fashion than the direct outcome of separation. 

These are only a few of the widely ranging topics which are illustrated by the com
ments of those who have to live within the system of a boarding community. All the 
subjects need to be read with the same care: if we are not to assume that these problems 
are encountered by all, we must bear in mind that this book is a choice of comment 
which, if it is to be interesting as well as valuable, must reflect extreme reaction to the 
system. Inevitably the extreme criticism makes more impression than the comments of 
those who can see the advantages of the boarding community. It would be just as great 
a mistake to assume that one school, or one particular group of schools, suffered from the 
extreme of these problems, as to think that any one institution is quite free from them. 
On the whole the book does not make this approach at all easy: as we have seen, it 
cannot daim to be comprehensive, as it deals almost entirely with interesting personal 
reactions to the boarding situation, and interesting in this context must almost mean 
critical and problematical. The title itself may appear unfortunate, with its implications 
of unnatural growth, of separation from a hostile environment outside: one Headmaster 
said recently that he would prefer to see used the term 'Glasshouse Society', if we feel 
the need to classify the system in any way. However, this book does serve as a necessary 
and valuable reminder of the problems, and sometimes the advantages, of the system we 
live in. Read in conjunction with its companion study, 'Boarding Education: A 
Sociological Study', due out later this year, which will contain more statistical and 
purely academic evidence, it provides at the least debating points, and with sympathetic 
reading, a warning against comfortable self-satisfaction in our world. 

'The Hothouse Society', by Royston Lambert. Published Weidenf eld and Nicolson 
at forty-five shillings. 

A.E.R. 

* 



scrolls from babylon : 

a literary supplement 

DEATH 
is when 

the old man, 
raking the fire-

and feeling the cold owl-wind 
wail through his bones 

-looks up; 
and in the mirror 

sees .... 

. . . . yourself. 

A. R. N. NoEL-Ton 



ON THE MOOR 

Lying here, silent breeze, scent of sweet heather; 
Clouds flying slowly over, with shaded sensuous curves; 
The slight sighting of disappearing skylarks; 
No place on earth so peaceful, so detached. 

C. P. HANCOCK 

Then walking slowly on the black turf, over the clitters; 
A few sheep spotting white the emptiness; gentle tinkling 
Of the slow brooks in the valley; and a mist 
Lowering white and spectral on the high summits. 

Perhaps standing on the summit rocks can be the most 
Gentle, although wispy mist flakes sweep by. 
For here all seems alone (though cattle may low near) but 
Precipitating peace can defeat rising turmoil. 

Moments of beauty are sometimes existent, 
Especially in the valleys in the silence after twilight; 
Or perhaps even in the golden or red glow of sunset 
When love seems to mantle the cruel earth. 

Spread at my feet. Tripping on the springy turf, 
Floundering in the bogs, in spite of and beyond this: 
Moments of exultation, running, and smiling, 
Looking at the blue skies, with the rocks watching, 

Powerful. If moments existed always of rediscovery, 
Of new knowledge, even of ecstacy: would not all be happy, 
Free from the chains of inadequacy, would not the fool 
Weep at his cursings and his blatant mockery. 

But as I reach the valley floor, how far off seem the hilltops, 
How far the joys I received from their sombre lightness; 
How much further though is the ideal which beauty teaches 
The heart; but which must leaden it further from its transitory nature. 



I 
just a little sadness 
some reason for regret 
I knew I had to feel 
a little pity perhaps 

too 
for the old woman alone 
(but the crosses will protect 
the living spirits) 
and I can see now 
those old trees standing 
on the horizon gaunt 
and bare 

and with a 
loud wind whistling 
through the bending branches 
may there be other trees 
standing unseen but real 
in the spaces 

2 

as the river runs past 
beneath these rotten beams 
I think (how old; 
and looking at the sky 
feeling the sun's heat 
I think (how cold 

c. P. HANCOCK 

now the colour's gone) 



FoR FLANDERS 

Placid nature's lazy life 
Straggled, sprawled across the plain 
Lilting gently to twittering calls 
From life renewed to sing again. 
Long white roads stretching far 
Chequered cross the moulded land 
Flat unbounded dusty threads 
Finely sewn through hedgeless fields: 
Lively farms and thriving hamlets 
Pulsating life from soil and tree; 
Ditches sprawled in jumbled stitches 
Meander through the throng arrayed. 
Rumbling earth piled high with hay 
Lumber creaking through the scene 

M. L. BRIDGES 

No cares, no thoughts, a free wide world, with 
Fields of ripe and blissful com and 
Prosperous, peaceful, pleasant leys 
Listing heavily in the breeze, 
Surfaced seas of slumbering stalks 
A paradise of budding life. 
Somewhere a fleeting past does lie 
A groaning, flapping barbed-wire strand 
Caught between a hedge and tree 
Just swinging gently back and forth 
Just rusting, rotting in the swell. 



IMMORTALITY 

snow flake 
oil 
drop man 
never gone 

blind star 
raft 
space fore 
never gone 

]OHN. L. WILKINSON 

we guard the swastika 
as luck; we seek the 
guarantee, a point 
between the brains 

and Lord I am afeared 
Lord I am icebound 
snow lies on my pupils 
for cold cold desert 
the lengthening trail 

an iceberg slow and 
I so frail 

I stood on the roof 
foot bending in rust 
valley, retold the 
ridiculous familiar ; 

Bo needs you 

Bo heeds You 

o an end far long 
an end and a thawing 

avulsion of Sineru 

Note: In Buddhist mythology, Sineru is the world's central mountain. 



I REMEMBER FROM BEFORE 

I 

You were melancholy, ghosts, 
unseen, with woman comfort. 

JOHN. L. WILKINSON 

Quince tree, rowan, wave the gale; 
bridal rowan, apple of discord. 

There is mystery looked for 
folded in flesh (silent, child). 

Mad flycap cover my grave, 
unlinked bones, vital eyeballs. 

Lung tissue smoked hard nine nights 
past-no axe for the elder. 

Robin song streams in plasma; 
talk to self, 
lose him at the morning breath. 

Uphung on the darkness tree, 
cry for son 
under current tyranny. 

Under precious agony. 

2 
Powys lane and life under tarmac. 
Lyon house, red salt of manly lack. 
Walk again. Up and down, round 
again. 

Twenty four on course, and nothing 
run off the circuit but your crush, 
invisible stars. Nothing achieved 
but excretion. No crack inked on 
composure's lavatory wall, no love 
to make God small, 
to twist the silver charm a spirit 
presses through twilight dream. 

Dove-tailed love! 
Self-pity could be burned in ms., 
days cartwheel by-paragra 
phwednesdaysundaysection 
papermonday. 



Wonder for meaning, 
Wonder for life
See, Hear, Taste, 
Shout from wonder. 
Ridiculous notion 
For life-discovery 
A deux unanalysed. 
Shout your wonder! 

afterwards 

for we know it all 

cruds 

cruciati 

the love is agony 

3 

Note: Part I is based on Welsh Bardic tradition and its tree values. 

FREIA 

morning star 
seen silver 
over clouds 
sliding from 
contrary winds 
Babylon flight 
Ishtar 
the portent 
of a lining 
son of Ea 
two lights 
for shadow 
cover, rain 
and mar 

joHN. L. WILKINSON 

Note: 'freia' is Old German for the planet Venus, as is 'Ishtar' the 
Babylonian. Ea is the creator of the word in Babylonian mythology. 



Sibilant 
his speech 

And, on the air, pulse of his slothful retreating 

A. c. HARVEY 

To the button-bright waistcoat and the pincering shoes: 
'Can you know what you are saying?' (inquiring) 
'I have heard of that experience' (frigid) 
'Once I, too ... ' (discursive) 

0 0 0 0 the dainty wind-fall: 
the fleeting of the moment. 
The stopper transfixing the fly 
in the glutinous amber and the tingling. 

For you, Hephaestion, 
I would have conquered half the world. 

He, who had eroded my shoulders, he 
Now would ungrieve 
The spider's tapestry 
The aphrodisiacal moan of the encircled unicorn. 
Then, would leave 
On the slow surburban train, stopping at every station. 

'She has made me warm, illumined my body 
All you have donated are the shoddy 
Candles of your florid sanctuary' 

He said 
Unaccustomed to poeticise. 

Yet with the train lying as it cleaved our eyes apart 
As it compelled the stolid handshake with time pod 
Sans benedictum, 
Sang the ringing of silent bells. 
Lands 
Emblazoned once with ice and fire 
Swivelled, at his long withdrawal, to a paler sun. 
A twilight-panacea. 



Without a ceremony of wings 
Near those who keep their poise 
On this misers of all repose 
In the dust of the serious, the crumbled, 

A. c. HARVEY 

I establish relations between Man and Woman 
Between the sun-meltings in the noon and the buzz of bees 
Between the grottoes and the avalanche 
Between the sterile laughter and fabricated pain 
Between the heraldic blackbird and the star of garlic 
Between the leaden thread and the spider in the skull 
Between the horseshoe and the tips of the fingers 
Between the tiger-eyes and the recorded mimicry 
Between the rails, the speckled dove 
Between man and woman 
Between my solitude and you. 

I speak from the bottom of the pit 
I see to the bottom of the pit 
A man hollowed out, like a mine 
Like a port without ships 
Face without form 
A composite of every pillaged face 
You dreamed of spring, of kisses of goodwill 
You dreamed of balconies of sails of journeys 
You knew well the rights and obligations. 
To hide your shame and horror you will need 
Hands that are new, hands whole in their employment 
Hands busy in the present 
Brave even in dreams. 
Perhaps. 

Now be for ever still 
Desolate my heart. For the last cheat is dead 
For us, I know 
Not only the hope of being deluded gone 
But the desire. 
Boredom, bitterness is life 
All, all the ham-poets know it: the world is dirt 
Lie quiet now. Despair, mon vieux, 
For the last time. Fate granted to our kind 
Only to die. And with you dead 
The common doom 
The immeasurable emptiness of things. 



An extract from a short story by CHARLES VEREY 

In the village, soft milk teeth were brushed by small unlanguishable breaths, in a fig and 
baked mud patch behind a cottage, delicious, grinding teeth stretched from a 
stunted neck, and a kissing tooth in a grinning mind, curled like a budding chestnut 
leaf; but another opened her orchid lips and the sun lit brittling sharp teeth that 
teased the swan's neck lodged in her sister's hair. 

In a salting, harvested mouth, gritty teeth glared pensively at her and there a gap of 
cobbled gum. Age may come across the land, sweeping wide wrinkles, but the old 
road widens, that lovely right of way, woman. On the last two stairs she thought of 
the relative who recently had perished in the cradle house; of the low smell that had 
risen when the last decision had been taken. And on the table she saw the morning 
light her man had left. The wick was standing high and would not faH into the last 
pool of tallow; just so had the old one refused to go, but flamed at the end uselessly. 
She snuffed it out, and turned to fold the shutters. A breath of light blinked awake 
and the day swelled almost unwillingly into the surfaces. And though the mustiness 
of night was thus pealed away to reveal new phosphorescent day cheeks, discomfort 
welled in the woman. But in her cottage too, the sun came to play his morning role. 
It is no display of magic. No more perhaps than a suggestion that surprises its 
golden truth. A soft coil of knowledge arrested her, of that strange freedom that we 
have, to make living moments. She looked through the window at the sun, that 
shone obliquely on the world and turned to the iron slop bucket. But her mind had 
not reached the iron clanging; she paused for a scent of thyme on that cold day. It 
was no more than a memory, but so strange and fresh that upon its finger the morning 
was already morning; day had entered. 

The woman grasped the handle of the bucket firm, whereby its hooked pins, sang, 
steadily to her corned stride. Iron, and living hornbeam, counterpoised. And the 
slops, they both contained, she knew well, would be cast firmly away from the day's 
course. But yet the bucket sang a certain pain, and not disguised. Noah did not 
slip, flinging the dung into the water, for he rejoiced that the dove had brought him 
a promise of earth where his sons would bury him. So he sank to rest obediently in 
the ark of generation. The woman opened the door and heard the donkey bray on 
the hill behind the village. For a moment she was merry at the small importance 
of the cold under the promising bright day. She put down her bucket. But before 
the road going only in its two directions the pain increased. The day was still, the 
village the heart with which she sank obediently to rest. And the strength of her 
under her combed grittle made obeying easy. But her strength was taxed hard by 
other orders as well; that seemed to be given to another at a different time and place. 
Those were not easy to obey for the viJJage and her cottage were still, beside the 
road, ever motionless and still. 



The minions of an ancient potentate of that country, still resounded in the woods. They 
also, woken by the call of day. At the four points they massed, noiselessly at first, 
hidden vortexes on unimaginable hubs. On distant pools of hazed and hurried silk, the 
throat of sharpening arms began to bristle. In the cantons of the shield symbolic of 
the land, that poignant trace, of something other, raised an audible note. And as 
the sun rose higher it was as if despair fell in among their gathering, and called to 
arms the ranks of cavalry that streamed towards the viIJage across the middle distance. 
But more close, the trees and rocks and quarries are dispersed more strongly as they 
have learnt how much a vilJage of the heart can endure. Against these trees the 
unknown armies split and broke, boomed resounding and fell, bloodless into the red 
earth. And behind them the wolf teeth, of day, were bared. Spines, arches and 
cataracts formed under one sun of one day. 

The woman took her empty bucket back towards her cottage. True it was the ground 
was firm, the walls still strong, the trees hard cores, and the hinges of her iron bucket 
whispered day and woman. But the year had seemed to love into a pitch of disregard, 
till the ochre, bending, crystal flames had fled once crowded southern days. She 
remembered how on a summer's night oflove under the olive trees a dark and purple 
bosom of the sea had brushed the dust from aU her limbs; and morning came. The 
earth had seemed to cool. Birds, butterflies and red and yellow flowers had warmed 
again that limp and cooling earth. Then, man had been crowned by ripened garlands 
and the dream of harvest dancing had been real. She went into her cottage once 
again; a woman whose face was creasing and whose body had not made love ten 
years or more. But her strength was not lost, nor her heart. She put the bucket on 
the comer flag, and the clover and reaching white leaf lifted her eyelids. All was at 
hand for the menial tasks; she stooped to say, it is nothing, to the tinder sticks, it is 
nothing like a comma in a woman's speech. It is, truly, nothing, the ruby simmering 
evenly in the copper pan. Or to live under the shelf of deep wax colours and dark 
handled pans. She put her hand on the rail before the oven and turned to the window 
forgetful for a moment for a pain did tremble in her breast at the memory of the 
fear cool day had brought. 



CHARLES VEREY 

fear I this sublime sense 

nought but scar to reward 
sudden leap towards the turbulence 
of the heavens 

lime tree that lover's eye 
cast into fancy 

this tree of spring 
runs like some deer 
the deadland hide 
and optic crave wings 

eye behind sense was played out 
with watching. 

silence 

eye be restitution 
in inner chambers! 

night fraught with battle 
dwelling furtively 
I like not the sea swell 
but run through troughs 
light and surface and movement they are 
now too, signalling distinctly 
an unknown code 

and deliver 

MAcDoNNELL 

snow .••.. s 
biting wind pursues grey heavy sky above dry-throated ground. 
then as the sun, the blue of day before-
so to the white, its object now made clear 
it comes full force behind, to blur before 

blurred the view, face smitten, 
driven as fox to ground, it seeks ... find stays, 
settled it grows with sympathy of vested interest. 
the tension gone ... released, no longer there. 

was this, this four inch layer that held us so? 
once come, so still hounded, forced to drift 
caught ablaze then peace, hounds called off, day over. 
for just awhile blind solitude is yours. 



EXTRACTS FROM A LONG POEM 

I 

words seem inadequate 
when you think 

of the moon weeping 
and 

the sun shedding tears 
the wailing of the stars 

Christ is crying 
and 

Buddha thinks on 

2 

opening up within you 
a new world 

lush green grass 
daisy chains 

doves making love 
the gurgling 

of a springtime stream 
you wash your body 

and sail forth 
upon the ocean 

3 
bring back those flowers 

we need them 
there's too much dust 
the sower has no seed 
the trees are lonely 
bring back those flowers 
and this time 

let them grow 

T. J. McQUEEN 



seen through cigarette smoke 
your face was final 
fatal 
the end 

your eyes staring 
two candles 
quivering and moist 

words passing between 
feeling a temporal screen 

we shared many things 
we almost touched 
as pebbles on a beach 
we rubbed 

evening blue has come and gone 
half way we stand 
waiting for a whisper 
some touch 
a bidding prayer 

T.J. McQuEEN 



PAINTERS T. J. McQuEEN AND MARK SwENARTON 

o vincent 
I pity you 

your twisted face 
a thousand paintings in itself 

those sudden syes 
a turbulent storm ever raging 

your secular mind 
striving to escape 

prophet-like you wander 
through wind-swept cornfields 

vincent I pity you 
but I never could love you 

and I 
felt the heavy sky 

without looking up 
the texture of green bark 

without touching 
and I 

knew how to thrice deny 
how to hide ashamed in eden 

and 
the wealth of passion 
the reason of nails 
a midnight swan sang at daybreak 
and I realised 

how rembrandt felt 



theb 
lood 
ofou 
rLor 
dJes 
us Ch 
rist 

MARK SwENARTON 

which was shed for thee which was shed for thee 
do this in remembrance do this in remembrance 

drink and be thankful drink and be thankful 
theb 
odyo 
four 
Lord 
Jesu 
sChr 
istw 
hi ch 
wasg 
iven 
fort 
heep 
rese 
rvet 
hybo 
dyan 
dsou 
lunt 
oeve 
rlas 
ting 
life 



after 
the rainstorm, 
woods are still 
sight-drops provoke 

MARK SWENARTON 

the liquid sounds of 
flowing delicate leaves 
bend their tips my vision 
is blurred by water-sacs. 

after 
the downpour 
still life returns. 
a blackbird's warbling 
adds to the silence of life 
returning. 
now's the time for gumboots 
smasher-hats, sweet-peas, already 
the smell of toast and now 

it's time for 
watching 



A POEM AMONG THE ISLANDS 

Time, 
the whirlpool. 

'And then went down to the ship, 
Set keel to breakers ... ' 

the poet's circle 
become a spiral 
-brought to drowning. 

II 
days I've wandered 
in other men's 

gardens, 
holding hands 

with air, 
and bearing a feather 
plucked from a seabird's wing. 

nights among the angels, 
blowing violets 

to treasured eyes; 
moving with the spheres! 
-toil but a figure, 
the stars laid out before me ... 

III 

RICHARD ]ERRAM 

Walking, see the parchment crumble; 

IV 
dust filled the mattress; 
an old man and his desert, 

silver-bound telescope 
skying the horizons, 

seagull in the breeze; 
white feathers ... 

and his dwelling place 
a few planks 
de son bateau 

rescued and sobered up. 



maybe a war on elsewhere, 
flame trails in the sky, 

but no parachutes 
-the shoreline, 
deserted-

no 'Friday'. 
further inland 

hunting cabbages 
the 'New Cannibalism' 

a lengthy prose work 
(his heart quailed) 

-all that was left to him; 

v 
etc. etc. 

dry bones 
NO BURIAL PLACE 

VI 
the strange telegraphy 
of the wind-blown palm-seed. 
a poem among the islands. 

the immense burden of the sky. 



Do LORES 

RICHARD jERRAM 

lemons orcas 
take one take two 
this is the garden of loneliness 

the birds still sing and 
life goes on all around, but in the circle 
you can see it all but are not touched: 

then death 

and here 
seated in the garden 
sometimes one has need of silence 
dreams in accordance 
but I have 
passed over no frontiers 
je veux vous dire 
I may not tell 
I lay down my pen 
the birds ever sing 
the same song 
love song 
they have found their sufficiency 

the dark lady sits alone by the seashore 
under the lamplight. 

the marine veils are falling slowly 
in clinging, closing patterns 

and the houses are white 
in the lamplight reflected off the night sky 

inside there is silence 
and the lady has a pale face 

painted by Piccasso 
a dark green swirls in behind her 

the leaves rustle like a harp's last arpeggio 
and that strong, handsome face 

gripping her mind with its parting 
like a dead man's handshake 

will soon be just a soiled photograph. 



THE SHIRBURNIAN 

the long and short 
of it 

IMPRESSIONS OF AMERICA 

21 

The greatest hindrance to Anglo-American understanding is the use of a common 
language. The visitor to France, Turkey, Peru or, indeed, to anywhere that does not 
have English as its mother tongue, is immediately aware of his changed environment. 
He makes allowances for the differences in culture; he tries eating octopus, drinking 
muddy coffee, or chewing cocoa leaves. But the Englishman in America is taken 
unawares. Because he is understood by the inhabitants (without needing to raise his 
voice), he assumes that they will think and act like Englishmen; he is surprised, and 
sometimes offended, when they do not. However, after about three months he begins to 
drop this anti-American prejudice, built up in Britain and reinforced on arrival. The 
infectious American zest for living has been caught. 

"I do love history. It's so old", says the American Ambassador's wife in Ustinov's 
Romanoff and Juliet. Pride in his ancestry is ingrained in the American and he will 
lose no opportunity to tell you that his great-grandfather was a Scot or his mother a 
Norwegian. Enthusiasts, dressed in traditional costume, show visitors round centres such 
as Sturbridge and Williamsburg, where late 18th and 19th century houses have been 
carefully reconstructed and are impeccably maintained. Gasps of astonishment are 
inevitable on the boat trip around Manhattan when the guide points out some houses 
that have been standing 'since before 1890'. 

Contrast this with the American worship of new things. Most Americans change 
their cars every two to three years and gadgets such as electric toothbrushes or electric 
carving knives are guaranteed success. Wastage is enormous and the sight of car grave
yards littered across the States is unforgettable. The portions in the average restaurant 
are so large that the management sometimes provides 'doggy bags' for their customers to 
wrap up the surplus and take it home! This is fortunate, since many diet-conscious 
Americans require much thought for their selection of feed, in order to obtain the correct 
balance of protein and calories (avoiding undue intake of cholestorol, of course). How
ever, not all Americans watch their figures and this is particularly apparent in New York 
where gourmets have an almost unlimited choice of dishes in restaurants of all nationalities 
-from the bratwurst of the Brauhaus in Germantown, the shish kebab of the Balkan 
Armenian on twenty-seventh street, the Boeuf Bourguignon in the Fleur de Lis near 
Lincoln Center, to the Pirojok at the Russian Tea Room next to Carnegie Hall. 

This abundance of restaurants, often located in national neighbourhoods, reminds 
one of the polyglot nature of the American people. Apart from the big cities with their 
ghettoes, the population consists of an amorphous collection of peoples fused into a 
remarkable nation with its own peculiar brand of democratic nationalism. Paradoxically 
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the Americans, possessing such love for their own flag and the freedom which they 
believe it guarantees, have so often misunderstood the desire of other nations for self
determination and attributed such desires to "communist propaganda". Their patho
logical fear of communism, be it Russian or Chinese, had led to a widespread wish amongst 
the older generation of Americans to be "dead rather than red". My wife vividly re
members the amazed look on a New Yorker's face when she told him that she found 
Russian children at the UN school a pleasure to teach and their parents very co-operative. 

In the American educational system, mediocrity abounds and, until doctorate level 
is reached, this is very evident in the academic level of most of the universities. I obtained 
IO credits towards a Master's degree (40 credits) by attending a six week summer course 
at Michigan State University. There were three one-hour lectures each day and the 
syllabus consisted entirely of topics that I had covered in my first year at university in 
Britain. However, do not be misled by this into thinking that all American academic 
standards are lower than ours. It is true that most American students would not have 
qualified for university in this country, but it must be remembered that between 30 and 
40% of American high school students go on to a college education of some kind. Contrast 
this with the 5 to 10% in this country and you will realise why the average degree course 
is pitched lower in the USA. Nevertheless, universities such as Harvard, Princeton, 
Yale, Massachusetts Institute of Technology, Cal. Tech. and many others compare 
favourably with most universities in Britain; and many more Americans than Britons 
seek to further their education in a variety of ways. 

America is a vast country and it is possible to get on a bus in New York and stay on 
it for four days before arriving at the West coast. But the size of the USA was not the 
dominant impression. On the contrary, it was the similarity in outlook and standards 
that was striking as one travelled westwards and, for a nation with such varied origins, it 
seemed strange that this should be so. An American would probably disagree with me 
here and would contrast the Californian with the New Englander, the Texan with the 
mid-Westerner, laughing at my sweeping generalisations. However, I was an Englishman 
in a foreign country and it was the 'average American' that seemed to emerge in my mind; 
but in my last few months there I did begin to recognise certain differences. 

In general the Americans seemed to be considerate, hospitable people who work 
hard and play hard, possessing a healthy enjoyment in their way of life and a love for 
their country. (New Yorkers, however, cannot be said to be considerate. They are 
sometimes rude, but this criticism is true of the inhabitants oflarge cities the world over). 
In conclusion I would like to warn the reader against falling into the same traps as I 
did: Don't assume that Americans will be glad to see you just because you are British 
and don't expect them to think and act as you do. Look for their many good points and 
try to learn what it is that has made America such a great nation. Then come back and 
tell the British. 

E.A.D. 

TAN ZAN IA 1968 
The state of the underdeveloped countries first began to trouble the "conscience" of the 
industrial powers after the last war, and Truman is often given the credit for publicizing 
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the problem. His motives in doing this were numerous, and characteristic of the mixture 
of politics, economics and altruism which has been behind Western aid since then. 

Naturally it has been an increasingly important topic in the Press, and most people 
have some idea as to what the problems in the underdeveloped countries are, and what 
is, or is not, being done to solve them. Having gleaned my own version from what I had 
read and heard, I was surprised to find that it didn't agree with what I saw in East 
Africa in March last year, three months after leaving Sherborne. 

Like so many people who have gone to underdeveloped countries in a romantic 
crusading spirit, I was soon depressed by the apparent lack of progress. Everything 
seemed to take twice as long as expected, and the Africans didn't seem inspired with a 
great fervour to "build the nation", as their transistors oonstantly reminded them they 
should be. But this immediate disappointment is common to many British volunteers and 
expatriates, and arises from automatic subconscious comparisons with Britain. Coming 
straight from Britain, the vast differences are so obvious, but the comparison is worthless, 
because it assumes that progress in Africa should be directed towards a society similar to 
that in Britain. Although this form of society is applicable in Europe, it is not necessarily 
the ideal for Africa. This may seem obvious, but it is hard for an English person to 
escape from the idea that his is the ideal society, and that it is worthy of emulation 
throughout the world, whatever the circumstances. This is to commit the mistake made 
by the much denigrated missionaries of the last century. 

Thus the contrast with Europe is likely to exaggerate the gravity of the problems 
facing underdeveloped countries. Tanzania is the largest and poorest of the three East 
African countries, with a population of ten million and a land area almost four times the 
size of Britain. A very small percentage of the population is urban, and the economy is 
based on the production of primary products-sisal, coffee, tea, pyrethrum and oilseeds. 

In the last five years, world prices of these products, especially sisal and pyrethrum, 
have dropped considerably, coinciding with a programme of expansion in the country's 
production. With the drop in prices this expansion has tailed off, and the sisal estates 
have deteriorated, while the pyrethrum acreage has declined. 

Simultaneously the supply of external capital has dropped, and British aid par
ticularly has been run down a lot owing to the diplomatic wrangles over Britain's attitude 
to Rhodesia, and the Tanzanian Government's refusal to continue pensions to colonial 
expatriates. This deficit hampers the improvement in social services, and the building of 
capital projects; further it means that a change of emphasis in the economy towards 
industrial production is virtually impossible. 

As a result of these economic difficulties, the social problems of poverty, disease and 
ignorance are only very slowly being solved. As the standard of living is almost static, 
improvement must be effected by the Government's expansion of the social services. At 
the moment this is impossible. 

About half a million are now in employment, mostly with the Government, but this 
number is decreasing, so the level of the economy is not likely to be raised by increased 
consumer spending. Moreover, a large part of the wages of lowly paid workers is con
sumed in quantities of drink. The politicians are aware of this problem, but quite 
naturally, are afraid of tackling it. In fact, among the families of these workers, an 
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immediate improvement in the standard ofliving would be effected by better use of their 
income. 

Thus the country is caught in a self-perpetuating situation, with the economy 
needing a boost from the Government's capital or the people's demand; neither are able 
to supply this boost. In the light of this situation, it is not surprising that Tanzania has 
welcomed aid from China; the Chinese are building a railway from Morogoro (in the 
South of Tanzania) to Zambia (and climbing a six thousand foot escarpment in the 
process), and they have also started a state rice farm near Dar-es-Salaam. This is only 
the beginning, and it is hoped that more will be forthcoming; after a very successful 
visit to China by President Nyerere last year, this seems quite likely. 

Although the Chinese are not liked by the majority of Africans (partly because they 
refuse to employ African workers and drivers, and partly because of their secretive 
nature), their help is much needed, and may be Tanzania's escape from her impasse. 
The Western Press' hysterical anti-communism blinds it to this fact. 

Despite these problems, the Africans show very little resentment to Europeans. The 
only antipathy I found was among the semi-educated, who had gained a self-conscious 
African nationalism from the Press and the radio, and the students I knew were typical. 
They were sent to the Training Centre, at which I spent six months, to be trained for 
agricultural field work, which had in almost all cases been their last choice of career. 
They were therefore the least intelligent of the school leavers; as a group they showed 
resentment to Europeans, but individually they were quite pleasant. Certainly a know
ledge of Swahili was a great help in overcoming this barrier. 

The fully educated Africans and the uneducated, with few exceptions, were very 
congenial and friendly, possibly because they knew the European population to be 
mainly temporary. But however friendly relations were, we remained Europeans first. 
Many of the Peace Corps workers tried to identify themselves too closely with the Africans, 
and became very unpopular as a result. Europeans are assumed to have a certain way 
of life, and deviation from that way only leads to suspicion. 

The gap between the African's life and the European 'way of life' is far too great to 
be overcome immediately by the ham-fisted application of beautiful ideals. Similarly on 
a national scale, as Europeans leave the top jobs, the country will evolve along less 
European lines. African leaders are now less anxious to imitate Western powers, and 
while the West can analyse the situation in its own way, the society that evolves will be 
African and different. It is this different evolution in different circumstances that escapes 
the starry-eyed crusader, who must beware of it and offer what he wants to give in a less 
self-confident fashion than Europeans customarily do. 

G. D. s. SANDEMAN 

ST. PATRICK'S DAY 

After Her Majesty, Queen Elizabeth, the Queen Mother, had presented shamrock to 
the 1st Bn. Irish Guards at the annual St. Patrick's Day parade, held this year at Windsor, 
Major M. R. G. Earls-Davis (late Irish Guards) had the honour of being presented to 
Her Majesty. 
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Hearing that he now taught at Sherborne, the Queen Mother recalled "the delightful 
day my husband and I spent in Sherbornejust after the War". She said that it had been 
lovely to get out of London into such a glorious countryside and asked if it was still 
unspoilt. Recalling several incidents during their visit, Her Majesty ended by commenting 
on how lucky we are to have such a beautiful Abbey. 

Cadets A. D. Leakey (b) and]. C. P. Walsh (b), who spent a month with the Irish 
Guards training in Canada last Summer, also had the honour of being presented. To 
them Her Majesty talked for several minutes, mostly about Canada. 

THE POST HOUSE 

When the gloomy Digby Hotel folded up in 1962, the shortage of accommodation for 
Sherborne parents became acute, particularly at crowded times like Commem. Since 
then Sherborne has had little to offer in the way of accommodation or meals; everyone 
hoped that the long rumoured and even longer awaited new hotel would provide both. 
In fact it was too much to hope for a luxury hotel where good accommodation could 
be combined with eating facilities which were better than those which already exist in 
Sherborne. 

For the Post House is an entirely functional hotel, and those who hanker, rather 
vaguely, after some kind of "atmosphere" must look elsewhere. But for those parents 
who simply want somewhere to stay the night over a weekend, the new hotel is ideal. 
The rooms are very comfortable, light, and modern, each with a private bathroom; for 
what is provided, the price is fairly high, but definitely worth paying. However, it is the 
other parts of the hotel that are disappointing. The only place where meals are served 
is in a small and crowded room which, oddly enough, is called "The Buttery". The 
total capacity of the hotel bedrooms is 156, and the Buttery seats 54; there is no advance 
booking, and as a result, on busy days, there is often a delay due to a lack of space. And 
in addition, the meals served do not, unfortunately, by any means, rank as the best 
obtainable in Sherborne. The Buttery is more like a good snack bar than a proper 
dining room, and certainly the atmosphere of a snack bar is supported by the confused 
and rather "bitty" decor; it seems as though everyone is in a hurry to eat, as there are 
more hungry mouths to feed. Similarly, the bar, although modern, has little to recom
mend it above the many others in the town, and its position in the main entrance, between 
the Buttery, the front door, and the residential part of the Hotel, makes it seem like a 
large corridor. 

So from the point of view of the school, the Post House is in a way a disappointment, 
because, while it has provided much-needed accommodation, it has little else to offer, 
and has not answered the need for a restaurant of high quality. But the Post House is a 
"motor hotel" and so perhaps parents cannot expect to be treated other than as passing 
motorists. 

D. H. S. SANDEMAN 

* 
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dear sir 
Sir, 

For two years running GCE candidates at both levels have been subjected to mid
term exams in the Spring Term. The sense of disquiet over this arrangement among both 
the masters and the boys suggests that a little reorganisation might be considered with 
advantage. 

Nowadays when education is as much of a rat-race as is industry, exam practice is 
essential, if tiresome. Especially it is important to have been examined over the whole 
syllabus. Often, for our competitive exams, a lengthy and detailed syllabus must be 
thoroughly studied and ample attention must be paid to this boring necessity. The 
possibility of a lull in the term's progress should be avoided in order to preserve the 
rhythm of the term. Finally rather than returning home feeling bored with syllabus work 
a boy should feel encouraged to revise and read around his subject in the holidays. 

The present system of mid-term exams of GCE Candidates with exams just before 
Christmas for the rest of the school apart from being impractical from an organising 
point of view, defeats many of its own objects. 

Only one set of exams in the year apart from those in the summer does not give enough 
practice for the average candidate. Mid-term exams create a lull for a week afterwards 
and even then many find it difficult to reapply themselves to the syUabus. If exams are 
held in late February, much of the syllabus must be taught after the exams so that some 
candidates have never been properly examined on what is often the most important part 
of their course. 

I would suggest a system in which school exams occur at the end of every term 
creating an urge to improve in the holidays. Further exam practice in the form of weekly 
or fortnightly time questions would lead up to this psychological climax at the end of 
the term. In addition note-taking would largely be done out of school leaving periods 
free for discussion and doing away with epic written halls. 

Yours etc. 
J. w. MARRIN 

Sir, 
Sherborne is not Eton and never will be Rugby. It seems to me great presumption 

to ask for £20 a year from a Sherborne boy, because 20 guineas are charged at Shrews
bury. Not only is Sherborne unlike these great schools, but it never can be, and what is 
more, it is greatly to the interests of all concerned, save the headmaster, that it never 
should be. 

There is no pressing emergency calling on Sherborne to hazard any little prosperity 
it has in the attempt to rival the big schools. Look at Harrow, Eton, even at Rugby, two 
of them are smaller than Sherborne and one but a little larger in respect of population. 
It is quite evident that large schools do not increase the size, importance and material 
prosperity of towns. On the contrary the large school destroys the town, and so would it 
be with Sherborne, if the day dream of one or two impractical visionary people could be 
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realised and the school swelled out to the dimensions of the prize ox, Harrow. I am 
justified by that best of all tests-experience-in asserting that if Sherborne could be 
made one of the great schools, the prosperity of the people of Sherborne would, in no 
wise, be benefited thereby. Nay rather, that it would be diverted. 

Yours obediently, 
p ATERFAMILIAS 

Sherborne, Dorchester and Taunton Journal, 31/12/1868 

LATIN VERSE COMPETITION 

Winner: J. D. FERGUSSON 

COMMUNITY SERVICE 
The Easter Term was one of consolidation and planning but there was also plenty of 
progress. It is impossible to list everything that has been done and single out those who 
have been responsible, but the committee would like to thank everyone who has helped 
in their own particular line and I should like to express my gratitude to the committee 
for all their endeavours to promote Community Service in the School. Our activities 
are reported as and when the Journal appears, but there is no harm in emphasising once 
again that our main aim is to increase the number of boys visiting elderly people in the 
town. It is not unreasonable to expect most boys in the schools to give the odd half hour 
once a fortnight to visit these citizens who are often ill or infirm. How many times have 
you complained "There's absolutely nothing to do here on Sunday afternoons?" Well, 
surely here's a possible answer to your problem. If you find that YOU are bored, think 
what it must be like for someone who is five or six times your age. 

Finally, it is important for those who are already visiting to think about what is 
going to happen to the person you visit, when you leave. Try then, to help your house 
rep. to get younger boys interested so that there is someone to take over from you 

J.A.C. 

valete 
SCHOOL HousE 

R.R. HETHERINGTON, came 19643, Mod. 6A, Upper VI, School Prefect, Duffers, Inter
pretes, Green Ribbon, James Rhoades, Wildman Committee-Italy, Cambridge 
and the Bar. 

R. W. Hrno, came 19643, Mod. 6A, House Prefect, Upper Librarian, Duffers, Green 
Ribbon, James Rhoades (Hon. Sec.)-University of East Anglia. 

A. WmTE, came 19642, Mod. 6A, Upper VI, Head of House, Exhibition, Oxford, 1st 
XI Hockey 1967, 1968, 1969 (Captain), Duffers, Green Ribbon-Oxford. 
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ABBEY HousE 
R. B. COBDEN-RAMSAY, came 19642, Mod. 6A, Upper VI, School Prefect, 3rd XI Cricket 

1967, 1968, Squash 1966, 1967, 1968 (Capt.), 1969 (Capt.), Tennis 1968 (colours), 
Duffers, Interpretes, James Rhoades, United Services-Southampton University, 
Law. 

THE GREEN 
W. B. CAMPBELL, came 19643, MS6A1, Upper VI, School Prefect, Cross Country 1968 

(colours), Athletics 1967, 1968 (colours), Science Librarian, Under Officer, Biology 
Society (Hon. Sec.), Les Philosophes, United Services Society-St. Bartholomew's 
Hospital Medical School. 

HARPER HOUSE 
E. J. BoWYER, came 19641, ML6A, Upper VI, Head of House, 3rd XI Cricket 1968, 

4th XI Hockey 1968, Specials 1968, Philatelic Society (Hon. Sec.), Philosophes, 
Polyglottes-Exeter University. 

A. F. MACLEOD, came 19643, MS6A1, Upper VI, School Prefect, Harley Senior Strings 
Prize, Orchestra, Duffers, Biology Society, Music Club, Green Ribbon-Oxford 
University and Medicine. 

M. W. THOMAS, came 19642, ML6A Upper VI, House Prefect, Music Club, Les Phil
osophes, Les Polyglottes-Durham and Business. 

LYON HOUSE 
C. G. CoRDY, came 19643, ML6A, Upper VI, School Prefect, Huish Exhibition, Parsons 

Divinity 1965, Lister German 1968, Langmuir English 1968, Harley Woodwind 
1967, 1968, Hockey 4th XI 1968, 3rd XI 1969 (Capt.), Orchestra, Band, Music 
Club (Hon. Sec.), Polyglots (Hon. Sec.), Interpretes, Philosophes-Queens', 
Cambridge. 

A. J. NAPIER-WILSON, 19653, Mod. 5A-Further Education. 
D. I. R. WALLACE, came 19633, Mod. 6A, Upper VI, Head of House, Rugger 3rd XV 

1968, Cricket 20d XI 1967, 1968, Hockey 3rd XI 1967, 1st XI 1968, 1969 (Secretary), 
Geography Society, Les Philosophes (Secretary)-Medicine. 

WESTCOTI' HOUSE 
A. R. WINGFIELD DIGBY, came 19641, Mod. 6A, Upper VI, Head of School, Cricket 

1st/2nd XI 1967, 1st XI 1968 (colours), Rugger 3rd XV 1967, 1st XV 1968 (colours), 
Editor of Shirburnian 1969, Green Ribbon, Interpretes,James Rhoades, Philosophes
Mayflower Family Centre, Canning Town and Oxford University. 

THE DIGBY 
M. L. GREY, came 19643, Mod. 6A1, Upper VI, School Prefect, Postmastership to 

Merton College Oxford, Cricket 2nd XI, Hockey 2nd XI, Rugger 3rd XV, Green 
Ribbon (Hon. Sec.), Polyglottes, Philosophes-Germany, America and Oxford. 

M. HACKFORTH-jONES, came 19651, Mod. 6A, Upper VI, House Prefect, Exhibition to 
Emmanuel College Cambridge, Alan Palmer 1968, Green Ribbon, Photography 
Society (joint Sec.), Interpretes, Duffers (Sec.)-Italy and Cambridge. 

D. H. S. SANDEMAN, came 19643, Mod. 6A, Head of House, Editor of Shirburnian, Wildman 
(Hon. Sec.)-India and Oxford. 
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sport 
FOOTBALL 

Three Cock I 969 
This year Lyon and Westcott reached the final after a competition which, at the begin
ning, had no obvious favourites. Seven members of the winter term's 1st XV remained, 
and Westcott were the only side with more than one: these were A. R. Wingfield Digby, 
A. S. Power, and A. C. Moss. Lyon had A. H. G. Holding-Parsons; 

Generally, the two teams looked very equal, although owing to rather different 
reasons, Westcott's outsides were their strong point, with two 1st XV colours providing a 
very sound basis for attack. Moss had shown himself very able to come into the line, to 
create the man over. The strength of Lyon lay in the forwards, who had been playing 
irresistibly during parts of the previous games, and in the strong tackling of the outsides 
and full-back. As yet, Lyon had had no points scored against them. 

On Saturday 1st February, a strong wind was blowing, but otherwise conditions 
were near perfect for rugger. Lyon won the toss, and chose to play against the wind. 
The game started very enthusiastically with the forwards driving into the loose scrums. 
The first ten minutes saw two or three powerful attacks by Lyon: R. D. Trahair was 
injured after being pulled down just short of the line, but luckily did not have to leave 
the field. Thereafter, Westcott started using the wind with long kicks. Several dangerous 
situations for Lyon developed, but were never finished off. This was partly due to deter
mined defence, but also because there was too little second phase possession. Loose 
rucks tended to be destructive rather than constructive, with forwards ending up on the 
ground in a heap of blue and white striped shirts, and the ball lost somewhere in the 
middle. Too often Mr. Oldham, who refereed admirably throughout the game, was 
forced to award tight scrums. This tended to arrest any potential scoring movements. 

At half-time, the score was still nil all, and it was Lyon's turn to play with the wind. 
Long kicks soon brought them deep into Westcott's half. However the defence was 
strong, and it was somewhat lucky that D. G. Gidney managed to drop a goal to give 
Lyon the lead. This inspired new spirit into the side, and tries by D. I. R. Wallace and 
Holding-Parsons followed. Both were unconverted. Westcott were not beaten yet 
however. For a period late in the second half, they started running the ball well, and 
Power made a useful break at one stage. Unfortunately his pass was smothered by a 
Lyon defender, and kicked back into the Westcott half. This was the only dangerous 
time in a half in which Lyon had most of the ball. 

Thus the game ended with a win for Lyon by g-o. 
N.R.D. 
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THIRDS 

As with Juniors last term, this was a good competition with at least four strong sides of 
even standard. 

In the end Ai and Aii won their way through to make history with the first all 
School House final since the basis of the competition was changed in 1950. It was sad 
that, owing to illness and bad weather, the actual game could not be played. 

The Junior Leagues contest was won by Abbey House. 

SEVENS 

Fortified by their success in the Esher Plate earlier on, the team had an easy passage on 
the first day at Roehampton, defeating Leighton Park 15-3. 

In the 2nd round they found themselves up against Llandovery, chief rivals to the 
School at the XV game in Edwardian times and tipped by The Daily Telegraph as one 
of the two outstanding sides in this year's competition. After a close game, Sherbome 
had a good win 8-6, only to go out in Round 3 to Belfast Methodist (the "other" 
Belfast) 5-11. 
Team: G. R. Wilson, J. S. Schroeter, A. H. G. Holding-Parsons, P. D. Garforth Bles, 
R. J. R. Jones, A. R. Wingfield Digby, D. M. Hincks. 

HOCKEY 
IST XI 

Results: King's School Bruton Drawn 0-0 
Canford Won 4-3 
Bryans ton Won 2-1 
Sherborne Pilgrims Won 5-1 
O.U. Occasionals Lost 0-3 
Dorset 'A' Lost 1-2 
Oundle Won 3-0 
Taunton Drawn 1-1 

The weather this season followed the traditional pattern; by the first match, three 
weeks after the hockey had officially begun, the pitches had not been used. When the 
decision was taken to use a pitch even though it was frozen, it snowed. Eventually there 
was a fortnight of reasonably clement weather, but by then the school matches had 
begun and the team for the match against King's School Bruton was selected mainly 
from performances on the hard tennis court. 

Despite the handicaps, or maybe because of them as the other schools were similarly 
affected, this has been one of the most successful seasons for some years, the first eleven 
being undefeated to date in school matches, and putting up very creditable performances 
against the club sides. The highlight was the long-awaited and well deserved victory 
over Canford which was a tremendous tonic to the side. After this victory they went 
from strength to strength with good wins over Bryanston and Oundle, and holding a 
strong Taunton side to a draw. 

Throughout the season the eleven have tried to play vigorous, determined, and 
attacking hockey, and their success has been mainly due to the strong half-back trio of 
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D. I. R. Wallace, R.J. Frost, and R. K. G. Allen. WalJace was outstanding, his covering 
in defence was impeccabJe, and he gave excellent support to the forwards. Frost, though 
sometimes a little slow and reluctant to part with the ball, was fairly solid in defence and 
constructive in attack. Allen, diminutive in size but not spirit, was never daunted by 
larger opposition and more often than not came out of a tackle with the ball, his only 
fault was that he was incJined to delay his pass too long and was sometimes caught in 
possession. A. White, the captain, in goal was aJways at his best in difficult circumstances, 
the tougher the opposition the better he played. He combined a good eye with speed of 
movement which sometimes surprised the opposition and certainly contributed to the 
success of the side. R. H.Jobson at right back, though appearing to be semi-somnolent, 
broke up many attacks and always appeared to have plenty of time. Even under pressure 
his play was thoughtful and his distribution of the baJI was good. His feJlow-back C. B. 
Martin improved as the season progressed, and although he did not inspire confidence 
he usually managed to get the ball clear. 

So much for the defence, but to win matches goals are required, and here A. C. Moss 
proved to have the knack of being in the right place at the right time and he made the 
most of his opportunities, with nine goals to his credit. D. G. Gidney developed well at 
left wing and his speed proved useful on many occasions, but D. M. Hincks at right wing 
was too rarely supplied with the baJI and was unable to show his true ability. The 
inside forward positions were shared between N. P. F. Geake, T. H. G. Lyle and C. G. 
Vacher, but no combination proved to be really effective. Too often passes went astray 
and movements which could have led to goals were broken too easily, but on the whole 
they played with determination and courage. 

The only shadow over the season has been the decreasing support given to the eJeven 
by members of the school. Cold weather is not idea) for watching hockey, but any side 
plays better in front of its own supporters, and greater encouragement and interest 
"Would lead to greater enthusiasm and eventuaJly to better hockey. 

C.M.G.H. 

2ND XI 
The experience of the 2nd XI this year provides a striking picture of the problems of 
Sherborne hockey. The total of games played out of a "possible" seven weeks of hockey 
was three school matches, one practice game and two practices; the first match was the 
first game and the first time on grass-this in the seventh week of term. There is no 
simple, perhaps no right, solution to this problem and certainly there is no Jack of aware
ness of the need for improving the Easter Term "games". We are obviously to a Jarge 
extent dependent on the '"eather; what majority activity would be viable and least 
likely to be frustrated by rain, frost and snow is open to question. At any rate, to enlarge 
on the achievements and capabilities of this year's wd XI would be both patronising 
and statisticaUy unreliable. 

M.H. 

3RD XI 
Though it seems apt, "by hook or by crook" is actually not a good motto for hockey. 
"More skill than will" would do better. A quick eye for velocities, distances and tra
jectories (and many other mechanical skills) is of more value than much strength and 
desperate thrashes. This, maybe, is why the ancient Egyptians played the game. 
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The 3rd XI showed a good variety of skills this term though not enough to win 
either of our two matches played. 

With practice so severely curtailed by weather we started too much as strangers to 
each others' tactics. Timing was often problematic. Would a Peters cross from the right 
coincide with a Holding-Parsons thrust down the middle? Could the heavy artillery of 
Manning and Wace poise itself in the circle long enough as Baunton encircled or out
flanked the opposition on the left? On the whole, then, it was the individual Sallies of 
forwards that brought us what goals were to be had. 

"Defiant yet calm" is a good attitude for halves and backs, and the 3rd XI could 
rightly be said to have deterred more goals than it engineered. The triangular phalanx 
of backs and centre-half, Dunn, Forrester and Cordy were, as successful politicians have 
to be, always "there", however dangerous or determined opposing onslaughts on goal 
might be. That kept the score down. 

As a last line of defence Jermain showed like reliability, absence offear and a good 
ability to kick away whatever might come his way. 

Results: 3rd XI 1 Yeovil 2 

3rd XI o R.A.C. Bovington 3 

COLTS 

Results: King's School, Bruton Won 2-1 

Bryanston Won 1-0 

Canford Won 2-1 

Dauntseys Lost 0-3 
As with all teams in the school, Colts hockey suffered badly at the hands of the weather. 
All our opponents had been playing hockey since the beginning of term, and in all four 
games, this was reflected by their superior stick work. It is therefore very much to the 
credit of the team that the only defeat occurred on the last day of term. 

The first game, at Bruton, came after the team had only played one practice game. 
Not surprisingly, Bruton held a considerable territorial advantage, but a combination of 
resolute defence and very poor finishing limited them to one goal. In the second half, 
Sherborne's attacks were limited to a few very sporadic raids. Nevertheless two of these 
bore fruit with excellent goals from centre-forward Carey. 

Against Bryanston, Sherborne dictated the game, but could only manage one 
scrambled goal. The Canford game was a much better contest with Sherborne playing 
their best hockey of the term during the first half. Unaccountably, the half-backs 
relinquished control of mid-field after half-time, and in the final analysis we were lucky 
to win: the deciding goal coming from a very well taken short corner. At Dauntseys a 
weakened side fought valiantly against a very good team and were eventually unlucky 
to lose by three goals. The outstanding feature of the game was the goalkeeping of 
Mayhew, who could in no way be blamed for the defeat. 

What of the future? There was a wealth of talent and endeavour in this team and 
it can only be hoped that the weather allows us enough time to be able to nurture it to 
fruition in the next two years. 

I.R.E. 
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JUNIOR COLTS 
That the most frustrating season for both coach and coached that one can remember 
should end with a copybook victory over Canford wil1 always remain a delightful paradox. 

Never have selection, coaching and practice been so thwarted by the elements and 
the quagmire or concrete conditions of the pitches, yet somehow or other a team did 
evolve and, though it had only played together once before, by no means disgraced 
themselves in a draw against Bryanston. 

This team showed weaknesses and the gamble of whether to stick or change was a 
cruel one for those dropped on so little evidence and for those put in with so little practice 
in the team. As it turned out, they had no opportunity to play together between the two 
matches at all. Even so, as the second match showed, they were all playing much along 
the same lines. I do not recall a game at Junior Colts level where the ball was hit harder, 
more switched about from side to side and through the gaps more crisply. All this 
stemmed to a large extent from a most competent performance by the goalie and the 
backs while the halves were quick to anticipate, intercept and return the opposition's 
passes. With intelligent feeding of the forwards by the centre half, whose energy was an 
example to all, the forwards could really get on with going for the circle where some good 
Canford defence and softness underfoot made for the only disappointment-a usual one 
at this level-very few shots at goal, though even this might have been improved had the 
wings supported their own attacks as well as they set them going. 

HOUSE MATCHES 
For Juniors there were two leagues, the winners of each to play in the final. In the large 
league the Green emerged victorious with a strong side, particularly in defence. Abbey 
House won the other, and in contrast to the Green, their attack was very strong. 

The final was played on the Upper which was in superb condition. The only score 
came in the second half, from a short corner, to Abbey. They well deserved their victory 
but the game was close. 

The Seniors competition was played on a knockout basis. The finalists were Lyon 
and Harper, the latter being a very skilled team, as they had shown throughout the 
rounds. Lyon on the other hand played a more agricultural type of hockey-as if their 
winning Three Cock side had been issued with sticks and told to play their normal game; 
someone did indeed did count the team, but could only muster up eleven. 

The game got off to a quick start, when Lyon confounded the experts by scoring in 
the first few minutes. However by half time Harper were winning 2-1 and they con
tinued in control most of the second half, though they failed to add to their score. In 
retrospect, a fair result. 

D. I. R. WALLACE 

CROSS-COUNTRY 

You don't have to be a masochist to do cross-country, but if you are it helps a lot. It is 
generally a question of guts and determination. It must be the least skilful of all minor 
sports and at the same time it must be the most strenuous. Colours are very well earned
! was pleased to see nine this year (especially pleased since the spirit of the whole team 
was the best I can remember). They were myself, Singleton, Cann, WormaJ, Renwick, 
Ward, Howard, O'Brien and Pile. 
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Spectator of the year was W. B. Campbell, an ex-colour. We saw him at every gate 
and corner. 

There is a peculiar sense of achievement at the end of a season; one of real fitness 
combined with relief, and satisfaction, especially if the season has been at least fairly 
successful, as this one has been (we defeated Clayesmore, Canford, Bruton, Blundells, 
Bryanston and Taunton, but lost to Allhallows, Kingswood, Hardyes and Downside). 
The Colts can be well pleased with beating all the schools except Downside. 

Many thanks to Messrs. Daniels and Burrows for their constant support, and willing
ness to partake in training (a pity they were both "off games" for most of the season!), 
giving us a season which was, believe it or not, actually enjoyable! 

J. M. A. SEWELL, i.e. 

THE RIFLE CLUB 

The Rifle Club may have a large entrance fee, but it does have a large number of mem
bers. At present the club has a membership of 60, (although not all are active-only 
about half have shot this term). 

The standard of shooting is going up, and with the number of keen juniors in the 
school at present it bodes well for the future. But let all juniors who are disappointed 
that they can't join the club yet look at the number of people already inside it. 

D. G. H. STEWART, Chairman 

SQUASH 
With the departure of all but one of last year's highly successful team, the results this 
term were very disappointing. Of the ten matches played only two were won, against 
Downside and R.N.C. Dartmouth. This poor record was due to our great weakness at 
Nos. 3, 4 and 5, although Fursdon, on occasions, occupied himself well at No. 5. We were 
strong though, at Nos. 1 and 2, with Colden-Ramsay and Leakey, and throughout the 
team the pattern was to win at 1and2 and lose the remainder. Wedderburn and Garforth
Bles both tried hard and ran well, but variety and skill of shots were virtually negligible. 
Messrs. Clarke and Earls-Davis spent many hours coaching and instructing, and our 
thanks are extended to them for their enthusiasm, help and long hours of marking. 

History was nearly made this term when a squash match with the girls ' school was 
being arranged. Negotiations broke down when it was discovered after two or three 
weeks of various missives that they were unable to play any afternoon. A pity, because 
surely we couldn't have lost that! Finally our thanks go to Major and Mrs. Clarke for 
their kind hospitality this term. 

R. B. CoBDEN-RAMSA Y, Captain 

FIVES 
It has been a frustrating season for a potentially good team, since five of the nine fixtures 
were cancelled and only one rearranged. As a result the team inevitably lacked match 
practice and disappointing efforts were made against Blundells and Clifton. A fine effort 
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though was made against the Jesters and the Old Shirburnian team but the season 
ended with yet another defeat against CoJstons by a smalJ margin. 

The first pair (Schroeter and Lyons) managed to win most of their games, with 
Lyons improving throughout the season. The second pair (Butt and Devitt) were often 
disappointing, but did their best. 

Our thanks to C.J.H. and R.A.C.K. for their patient coaching and to the masters 
who supplied the staff teams. Prospects for next season are encouraging with the Captain, 
Lyons and Butt staying on, with a moderate depth of players to choose the fourth string 
from. 
Teams: 1st IV. J. S. Schroeter, E. P. J. F. Lyons, C. M. Butt, D. P. Devitt. 

Colts. J. J. Snowden, C. M. Jarman. 
J. S. SCHROETER 

FENCING 

The rosy future predicted last term seems to have arrived. It suffices to say that we have 
won all our matches. True; the gym is not packed out between four and six o'clock on 
Tuesdays and Thursdays but there have been two or three people seen lurking in dark 
corners during a home match. Untrue; there have been rumours of fencers from the 
establishment being chosen to represent the country. NOT as impossible as you may 
think. After all if MillfieJd and Downside can do it why not Sherborne? The answer 
:;eems to be, at first sight, lack of numbers and this is in fact the root of the trouble. After 
all what's the use of having six people this year who can thrash most, if not all, the schools 
around us, if there is no one to teach and no one who can benefit from their effort and 
skilJ. 

By the way, those rumours about electrical equipment are true and the "box" is 
in the post and it seems that for the moment that we are in clover. 

But I end on a questioning note. Will this improvement last? Will there be people 
to use this equipment, people wilJing to be taught even after a hard game of Rugger? For 
this is the one sport where one can reach international standard while still at school (no 
joke). 

If we now fall back to our old standard it is partly our fault but only partly. Perhaps 
it might help if it became fashionable to have a few sabre scars on one cheek. 

J. RAVEN 
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SUPPLEMENT: THE SAXON CATHEDRAL AT SHERBORNE 

Features mentioned in the text followed by a letter in hrackets-e.g. (k)-rejer to the Plan at the end 
of this article 

Beneath the turf and tarmac immediately west of Sherborne Abbey lie buried the 
foundations of buildings erected and pulled down between a thousand and four hundred 
years ago. 

We have known something about two of these buildings for many years. The late 
medieval Church of All Hallows, built about 1400, still leaves its jagged responds pro
truding from the west wall of the Abbey Church and its length can be traced along its 
remaining N. aisle wall on the north side of Abbey Close. 

The second and earlier building, a large Saxon Tower, erected possibly by St. 
Wulfsin, Bishop of Sherborne 992-1001, adjoined the central part of the west wall of the 
Abbey. Its eastern foundations were first discovered by the Abbey Architect of the time, 
R.H. Carpenter, in the 187o's and the position of its S.W. corner was confirmed by the 
late Sir Alfred Clapham in 1949. All that can be seen of it above ground today is the 
peculiar recess in the centre of the Abbey's west wall which corresponds to its inside 
face, and one stone of a Plinth protruding from the Abbey wall at ground level a few 
yards south of the central west door of the Nave (k). 

In 1964 the School Archaeological Society discovered an early, double-coursed, 
chamfered Plinth in the S.E. corner of the Fifth Form Green. The Plinth was of Ham 
Hill stone with its bottom course off-set and it ran north-south; at its N.W. corner it 
turned eastward into the foundations of the Library, and southward it disappeared under 
the wall of All Hallows. We made three observations at the time: 
1. If continued southward, the Plinth would meet the Saxon Tower near its N.W. 

corner. 
2. In 1949 Clapham had found another corresponding wall running south from the 

S.W. corner of the Tower. 
3. The structure standing on the Plinth must have been some 26 ft. square externally 

and have projected some 6 ft. north of the Norman N. aisle wall of the Abbey. From 
Clapham's discovery (2 above) we deduced that a similar structure stood south of 
the Saxon Tower. 
In 1967 we uncovered the N.W. corner of the Saxon Tower which we found to be 

extremely massive, with apparently no internal wall face-the Tower appears to have 
sat on a solid raft of stones 3 ft. to 4 ft. deep. We found the foundations of the wall we 
sought running north in line with the Plinth and joining the N.W. corner of the Saxon 
Tower. There was no sign of the continuation of the Plinth itself, but, as the top of the 
wall was 4 inches below the level of the base of the Plinth, this did not surprise us; the 
whole area had been much robbed by graves. The Plinth wall was butted over the off-set 
of the Tower, so we concluded it had been built after the Tower. The plan and accom
panying engraved elevation of the W. end of the Abbey will illustrate these finds. This 
elevation was drawn in 1876 by R.H. Carpenter and shows the foundations of the Saxon 
Tower where he had excavated them near the Abbey wall. I have added the section of 
the Plinth discovered in 1964 and also the two W. foundation walls of the twin structures 
discovered in 1949 and 1967 where they join the S.W. and N.W. corners of the Saxon 
Tower. The Saxon doorway (h) leading into the N. aisle of the Abbey (then blocked up) 
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is dearly shown, and so is the Plinth (k) at the S.E. corner of the Saxon Tower where it 
joins the Abbey wall-the latter is still visible. I have also added a small Saxon window 
above the central W. door of the Abbey. Such a window was discovered by R. H. 
Carpenter's father in 1849 when he lowered the great west window of the Nave. It was 
a common practice in Saxon west towers to pierce an opening from the first floor of the 
tower into the Nave of the church. A good example can be seen at Deerhurst in Glouces
tershire. 

It was at this point that we showed the 1964 and 1967 excavations to Dr. Ralegh 
Radford, who suggested that the structure may have been the northern of twin western 
towers added on to the Saxon Nave by Bishop Roger in the 12th century. This explan
ation was both satisfactory and satisfying, and we concluded (wrongly, as it turned out) 
that the problem had been solved. (See report in Shirburnian of 19682). 

In the autumn term of 1967, when work had started on renovating the Beckett Room, 
we obtained permission to lift some of its floor boards and dig below them for signs of 
the east return of the Plinth which we expected to find running along the internal north 
face of the S. wall of the room. We found the Plinth, but also discovered that the whole 
floor and panelling of the room was riddled with rot. Both were ripped out, and we 
were able to spend the next five winter months excavating in the comfort of shelter, 
strip-lighting and central heating! 

We made some fascinating subsidiary finds: 
1. On the west wall was half a Ham stone 15th century fireplace (d), and, to the north 

of it, the S. jamb of a doonvay (e) of the same date. The external chimney pro
jection serving the fireplace had been thought to be one of the western buttresses of 
the Library. 

2. The south end of the fireplace had been destroyed to build a pottery kiln. We 
found much other evidence to show that the room had been used as a pottery in the 
mid-17th century, and Mr. Leach will be writing about this in a later issue. 

3. Both in the room and north of the Plinth outside in the Fifth Form Green we un
covered the foundations (c) of an earlier W. Cloister Range. They exactly corres
ponded in width to the earlier structure, and appeared to have a doonvay in the 
N.E. corner of the room. There is some documentary evidence to suggest that this 
earlier Range was built c. 1170. 
Our main discovery, however, was connected with the Plinth. It ran along the N. 

face of the S. wall of the room about 2 ft. 6 ins. below the level of the floor, and turned 
south again towards the Abbey some 12 inches inside the present door into the room. 
This corner of the Plinth has been left exposed, and is now covered with glass and ill
uminated. On top of this corner sat the Quoin (corner) (a) of the original wall, rising 
14 ft. to the ceiling of the room. It is a remarkable Quoin of megalithic "long and short" 
work; the longest of the "Jong" stones being 3 ft. 8 ins. tall. The Quoin is perfectly 
aligned with the east face of the Abbey's W. wall, and obviously forms the N.E. corner 
of a continuation northwards of the W. wall of the Abbey. The "long and short" work 
of the Quoin conclusively dates it, and the Plinth on which it stands, as pre-Conquest
probably late 10th or early 11th century. The dating was confirmed by another visit by 
Dr. Radford. The rest of the S. waJI of the room from the Quoin westward was obviously 
of later date (it did not sit squarely on the Plinth, and its junction with the Quoin was a 
messy hotch-potch ofrubble), but many of its internal stones appear to be re-used Saxon 
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ones-some of them as long as 4 ft. 6 ins. by 5 ins. deep. Both the Quoin and this wall 
were built in local Sherborne building stone (inferior oolite). The accompanying eleva
tion of the S. side of the room (or a visit to the Beckett Room itself) should make the above 
description clear. 

Last year we started to excavate the small enclosed area immediately to the south 
of the Beckett Room. This area has a checkered history. When the Saxon structure 
described above was standing, the area would have been the northern part of the inside of 
the structure. In the late 14th century, when All Hallows was built, it became its lateral 
northern chapel. (Probably dedicated to "Our Lady of Northerne" as mentioned in the 
Churchwardens accounts of 1525 and 1533). Incidently the existence of the foundations 
of these twin Saxon structures influenced the builders' plans for these All Hallows chapels: 
the latter are, in fact, built on the earlier Saxon foundations. Soon after the destruction 
of All Hallows in the 154o's a cottage was built in this area for the parish clerk, the 
archway into the chapel from the south being walled across. The cottage appears in 
many early 19th century prints and was pulled down by the School in 1856. 

Some 18 ins. down we uncovered the base of the Altar (f) of the Chapel, and a 
number of the original floor tiles of All Hallows in situ under the S. wall of the cottage. 
Lower down we found that the level corresponding with the top of the Plinth seems to 
have been an occupation level, in which we found a silver !d. and !d.-both since lost 
(in the post?) on the way to the B.M. for identification! Below this we uncovered the 
original Saxon wall backing the Plinth, and it became even more obvious that the present 
Library S. wall (b), which was built on it, was a later rebuilding. (From the Plan it can 
be seen that the Saxon N. wall and Plinth are not parallel with the axis of the Abbey; 
the later builders of wall (b) tried to make it more parallel by makin.!!' it over-hang the 
Saxon foundations slightly at its east end). Below the level of this rebuilding we un
earthed five blocks of well-carved Ham Hill stone; three of them probably parts of a 
chamfered string course, and one a half column IO ins. high and 11 ins. in diameter. 
From their shapes these could have been either Norman or Saxon, but, the fact that they 
were from the whiter, unstained beds of Ham Hill-as are the stones of the Saxon 
Doorway (h)-we concluded that they were probably part of the original Saxon structure. 
On reaching the level of the bottom of the Plinth, we came to what appeared to be another 
occupation level (some 9 ins. above the level of the present Abbey floor). In it we found 
an iron key (much corroded) and two pins, one with a bead head; they can be seen in 
the case in the Beckett Room. But the most interesting find was a plaster platform (g) 
with its eastern side raised to form a smooth inner face. Dr. Radford showed much 
interest in this find and suggested it was part of a Saxon Grave-the grave of a Saint or 
highly reverenced ecclesiastic, who were often buried in these western additions to Saxon 
churches. The bones would have been laid in a wooden casket or chest and the whole 
enclosed in a layer of plaster ( c.f. the graves of the early Archbishops of Canterbury at 
St. Augustine's Abbey in Canterbury). We found a few human vertebrae and other 
smaller bones lying among chunks of similar plaster just S. W. of the platform. It looked 
as if at some time the grave had been smashed by blows which scattered the bones and 
plaster in this direction. One vertebra lies in the Beckett Room case, and it is interesting 
to speculate that it might be part of the mortal remains of St. Wulfsin himself! This 
summer we hope to uncover the remainder of this small area. 
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What then was this farge 26 ft. square structure attached to the N.W. corner of the 
Abbey and to the Saxon Tower, and with its twin to the south? 

My conclusion is that they were probably western Transepts, flanking the Saxon 
West Tower, and with doorways into the Abbey aisles. The original Saxon doorway 
leading from the N.W. Transept into the N. aisle of the Abbey still exists (h). The Saxon 
aisles would have been narrower than the present Norman ones; this can be inferred 
from the fact that the present Saxon Door is at the south side of the present aisle and not 
in the middle. The position of the original Saxon N. aisle wall has been marked on the 
Plan. With narrower aisles, these Transepts would have projected north and south of 
their aisle walls by over I I ft. A glance at the cut-away reconstruction will make this 
point clear, as well as giving a fair idea of the whole original west end of the Saxon 
Cathedral. 

We know that such western towers and transepts, which, with the tower crossing 
and transepts at the east end, produced a "double-ended" type of church, were common 
in the Rhineland and northern and central France in the 9th and 10th centuries. We 
also know that the reform movement in the English Church in the latter 10th century led 
by St. Dunstan and his disciples (of whom St. Wulfsin was one) wasmuchinfluenced by 
ideas in liturgy, organisation and building from the monasteries of northern France
particularly the great monastery of Fleury (where St. Dunstan became a monk), and 
possibly also the great double-ended Church of St. Riquier, near Amiens. Historically, 
therefore, such a western complex at Sherborne is explicable enough. 

What of the rest of the Cathedral? We can be fairly certain from other evidence 
that the Saxon Nave was the same length as the present Abbey Nave, and that the Cross
ing, though altered by Bishop Roger's Norman builders, is essentially Saxon. The 
present eastern Transepts are also Norman re-buildings, but again evidence from the 
structure of the Crossing show that transepts existed before the Conquest. The Saxon 
Chancel was probably fairly short, aisleless and apsidal, though we have no structural 
evidence to confirm this. 

Finally, there has come down to us another interesting and unusual piece of evidence 
on the appearance of the Saxon Cathedral. In the British Museum is an impression of 
an unusual Saxon Seal of Sherborne Abbey, which, from its square "C's", experts date 
as uth century. Its inscription reads: Seal of the Church of St. Mary Sherborne. The 
body of the seal depicts a Church with a western tower, a turreted crossing and a short 
chancel. It also shows a porch to the west of the western tower, for which we found 
some inconclusive evidence when we opened the N.W. corner of the Saxon Tower in 
1967. The artist has made no attempt to depict any transepts-no doubt it was a task 
beyond his skill. I have illustrated the Seal on the top right hand side of the cut-away 
drawing and I have attempted a complete reconstruction of the Cathedral on another 
page. 

J.H.P.G. 
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Jaguar Anglo· French supersonk: 
battlefield support aircraft and adva.,... 
ced Jet trainer. 

Pllantom Supersonic multi-role air· 
cra!L 15 times a record breaker. 

Nimrod World's first (and.based 
turbo-jet submarine banter-kt11er aad 
maritime reconnaissance aircra!L 

VCID World·beatlnQ British alrDnar. 
Now denloped as th R.A.F.'1 latasl 
strategic transport. llucules Veriatila tactical transport. 

BeUut Strall!glc frtlglitar. llA.f.'1 
lliggest·ever aircrlft. 

Domini• Fast. twin-fd advanced 
narigalioo tra1111r. alrudr .. R.A.F. 
lerYica. 

Have you any plans for the future? 
Above are some of the R.A.F.'s 

The R.A.F. is also seeking a new generation of 
officers. Not only the pilots and navigators who 
will fly the new aircraft, but also the ~ountl 
Branch officers who make flying possible: the 
engineers, logistics experts, personnel managers, 
ground defence specialists, air traffic and fighter 
controllers and many others. They will all have 
important work to do. 
If you are interested, now is the time to do some
thing about it. Ask your Careers Master for some 

R.A.F. pamphlets~ get him to arrange for 
you to meet your R.A.F. Schools Liaison Officer 
for an informal chat. 
Or, if you prefer, write to Group C.aptain M. A. 
D'Arcy, R.A.F., Adastral House, (25HD1), 
London, WC1. Please give your date of birth and 
saywhat qualifications you have or are studying for 
(minimum 5 G.C.E. 'O' levels including English 
language and mathematics), and whether more 
interested in a flying or ground branch career, 




