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Besignthe 
ships of 

the Boyul Nuvu 
It's tempting. Go to University College, London, and take your 
MSc degree. And be paid up to £1,300 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 ns 
with a view to Probationer Entry. After passing the interview, 
you go into the training that culminates in your MSc degree. 
Get the interesting faets about this scheme by writing to: 
Ministry 0£ Defence (Navy), Room 88, Empire Hotel, Bath, 
BAI SAB. Quoting (S.M.). 

Qualifications: 
Age not more than 19:!- on 1st September 1970. 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 £840-£1,300 p.a. while training, £2,500 before 30, then 
by annual increases to over £3,800 p.a. 

The Abbey Press, The Parade, Sherborne 



. You can't buy 
these books .· 

But you can get a free copy·· 
by filling in the coupon 

And what are they? Two very important new publications for those 
interested in a career in finance. 

A National Westminster career. A modem banking career with good 
pay and allowances, generous holidays, sickness benefits and a non· 
contributory pension scheme. 

A varied career with opportunities in domestic banking, data process· 
ing, international finance, trust administration, corporate planning, 
financial control - to mention but a few. 

There's one illustrated book for girls and another for boys. They 
give you all the information you want about a career with National 
Westminster. 

Write for your copy today. 

isooK:==::::~~~----1 
I Name Mr/Miss ................................ , ....................... Age............ I 

Address ............................ ~ ....... :: ..............................................• I ................................................................................................. I 
I I have/hope to get the following GCE (or equivalent) passes: I 
I ................................................................................................. I 
I To: David Reygate, I I P.O. Box 297, Throgmorton Avenue, London, EC2 I 

· Advance into banking with ··. 
National Westminster <~ 



Aiming at £6,000 a year? 
We at Lloyds Bank are looking for promising sixth 
formers-young men who are ambitious and who 
$eek a career both challenging and financially 
rewarding. 
Lloyds Bank offers just that to the right man. The 
Bank's training scheme, which includes practical 
branch training and courses at the Bank's resi
dential colleges, enables you to develop your ability 
and prove your qualities. There are first rate oppor
tunities for promotion to executive positions. Men 
who show outstanding ability can expect to attain 
managerial status at the age of 30 or before. 
Qualifications? Our preference is forthe 'A'level 
man with good personality and sound character, 

but if you have a good 'O' level we shall also be 
interested to hear from you. 
The rewards? Managers' salaries range from 
£2,400 to £6,000 and more. Senior executives 
earn well in excess of this figure. Housing loans 
are available to the staff at advantageous rates, 
and staff in the London area are eligible fol7 aD 
extra allowance of up to £150 per annum. 
Coming for an interview? If you are suitably 
qualified, we shall be glad to arrange for you to 
come for an interview in London with all expenses 
paid. 
Please write, giving your age and qualifications, 
to: 

~ THE STAFF MANAGER 

~' ~4~2Ys~~T.~~~~v~~MITED 



2A-levels 
can lead to a degree 

and a career with 
Metal Box 

Metal Box is the largest packaging organisation outside the United States, 
with over 80 factories in Britain and overseas. This fast-growing light 
engineering and marketing organisation employs graduates in company 
administration, factory and commercial management, production engineer
ing, market research, and an 800-strong research and development team. 
You could be one of these graduates. 

Metal Box sandwich courses 
These courses lead to a degree in engineering, plastics technology or 
business studies. You must be under 20 years of age. You need 'A' levels in 
Maths and Physics for the Engineering course, one of these plus Chemistry 
for the Plastics course, and any 2 'A' levels for the Business Studies course. 

At the end of the four year apprenticeship, you will have received a thorough 
grounding in your chosen field, and shou~d have taken your degree, leading 
to membership of the appropriate professional institution. And you are paid 
while you work. 

Write before March 1970 for entry in the following September to: 
Staff Division (Recruitment), The Metal Box Company Limited, 
37 Baker Street, London W1 A 1 AN. 

MetalBoxG~ 
MBI0-261 
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JUNIORS 

Most of the matches were very close and in what was an outstandingly good final 
A2 (though missing several of their regular players) beat Lyon by 3-0. 

MINOR SPORTS 

The most noteworthy achievement in the minor sports field was by the Squash team 
which successfully defended the Dorset Schools Squash Cup against Canford in the final. 
This is remarkable, especially after such an exodus of talent last season. The most con
sistent members of the team have been Leakey, Wallis (who has greatly improved), 
Garforth Bles, and Scrymgeour-Wedderburn. Fursdon and Dampney have also 
played well, but somewhat more erratically. 

Fives suffered much at the hands of rugger, which claimed three members of the 
1st IV. We lost only narrowly to Marlborough, but the Rugby Fives Association, who 
had been warned of our weakened side, replied by sending down an extremely strong 
team, which naturally beat us convincingly. But once again the school is entering the 
West of England Fives competition, and with Schroeter, Lyons, Wilson and Jarman all 
available, there are high hopes that last year's performance will be bettered. 

Golf is gradually improving its status; there are more enthusiastic players than ever 
before. This led to a good term; we won two matches. The school golf competition was 
won by School House in a close final versus the Digby, and the individual Medal Com
petition was won by R. J. Nelson-Smith. Colours were awarded to Cullen. The captain, 
M. Swift, and all the Society, wish to thank Mr. Hunter for giving up his Friday after
noons to provide transport. 

The Captain of shooting, D. G. Stewart reports an only average shooting VIII and 
withholds information on scores. The team consisted of Stewart, C. P. Na pp er, J. M. A. 
Sewell, M. P. Carter, Michelmore, Corlett, Sherrard, and Hudson. 

The Gym Squad has had two fixtures; the first, against King's, Bruton, was lost 
owing to the absence of a captain and Jack of training so early in the term. The second, 
a three sided competition with Marlborough and Downside, we won. The gym squad 
is, in fact, one of the most consistently good teams in the school, due mainly to the youth 
of several members. The team was captained by Cullen, with J. C. C. Russell, R. J. 
Nelson-Smith, Coldrey, D. Wilson, Mills and Coates. 

This Shirburnian was edited by John L. Wtlkinson and the designs are by ldpedersen. 
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Results: Canford Won 26-13 
B1undells Won 8-3 
Bryans ton Won 42-0 
Taunton Won I 1-3 
Downside Lost 3-9 
Marlborough Won 32-0 

A XV Clayesmore Won 3-0 

Team: Sellers, Jackson, Millard, Grey (Capt.), Brooke, D. Wilson, Parker-Jones, Evans, 
E. Wilson, Candler, C. Wilson, Abel, MacAndrew, Clark, Nelson-Smith. 

R.A.C.K., P.M.W. 

JuNIOR CoLTS 

Results: Taunton (A) Draw 6-6 
Downside (A) Lost 0-45 
Bryans ton (H) Won 38-0 
Downside (H) Lost 3-5 
Canford (A) Draw 3-3 

The side was perhaps better than its record suggests. A succession of early injuries 
did not help cohesion and there were marked weaknesses in midfield. But these were 
overcome with Stenton and Humphries making particularly dramatic improvements. 
vVhen fit, \Vardlaw was a dominant and creative scrum-half, and both wings ran well. 
The pack were better in the loose than the tight and lacked a natural line-out forward. 
The two draws were secured through resolute defence; but the best performance of the 
season came in the second match against a strong Downside fifteen, when stung by the 
memory of a humiliating defeat, the side came very near to victory in a game of high 
calibre and excitement. 

Team: Hammick, Tillyard, D. Smith, Humphries, M. Corlett, Stenton, T. Wardlaw, 
Braddock (Capt.), Fitzgerald, Parker, England, Alan-Williams, Spickernell, Ellis, 
Richards. 

MINI COLTS 

Results: Taunton School Won 18-10 
Bryanston School Won 19-3 
Downside School Won 8-6 
Canford School Lost 3-9 

The side has played some enterprising and attractive football and gained considerably 
in experience as the term has gone on. The whole back division, with J. Burridge as the 
main force, ran well and tackled reliably. The forwards could never quite establish the 
sort of ascendancy that would have enabled the potential of the backs to be fully realised 
but A. Bown and G. Harvey were always in the thick of things. 

Team: Todd, Archer, Rosser, S. Burridge, Symondson, J. Burridge, Waite, Harvey, 
Owen, Dain, Crocker, Bown, Ingram, Roome, Andrews. 
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3RD XV 

Results: Played 7 Won5 Lost 1 Drawn 1 

This year there were more younger players than usual. As a result there were 
plenty to choose from, both forwards and backs. In the end the team was made up of a 
mixture of new and older players with reserves well able to fill in when needed. Indeed 
the hardest task was choosing the team. As a result the potential of the team was only 
slowly realised, reaching their peak in a very good win away against Downside when 
both forwards and backs played well together. All in all a good and always interesting 
team with plenty of potential for the future. 

Team: Redfern, Evans, Mills, Lyons, Roome (Capt.), Douglas, Leakey, Harvey, Din
widdie, Coates, Carey, Hall, Wilson, Geake, Butt. Also Played: Kilpatrick, David, 
Mayhew, Bown, Dampney. 

Results: Played 7 

4TH XV 

Won 7 

M.H. 

Lost o Drawn o 

This was a very successful season for the 4th XV, winning all their matches. The 
team started the term with plenty of enthusiasm, which they managed to maintain. 
The consequence of this was open and attractive football and in most cases the final 
scores were very much in their favour. 

Although there were some weaknesses in defence, it was fortunate that this part of 
the play did not involve the team too often. As a conclusion, they were a good team 
to watch, and a team which enjoyed the game. 

Team: Lovell, SeweJJ, More, Travers, Kilpatrick, Macdonald, David, Mayhew, Cater, 
Cox, Fursdon, Marshall, Dampney, Leadbetter, Nelson-Smith. 

Also Played: Scrymgeour-Wedderburn, Prescott, 'Yard, Hall, Leney, J. C. C. Russell, 
Lowe, J. D. K. Russell. 

COLTS xv 

This team, while never reaching the heights of last year's side, has nevertheless 
played some good football. Garrard's departure to kick goals for the 1st XV meant that 
the team's strength then lay in the mid-field triangle of D. Wilson, Grey and Millard. 
Our aim was to produce enough good ball to realise this scoring potential. E. Wilson 
developed as a reliable hooker, and the forwards' growing competence in the set pieces 
ensured that we had our share in the tight play. Nevertheless the pack never acquired 
a real hunger for the loose ball, which is essential if one is to establish scoring chances. 
This was most pronounced in the Downside match, when deprived of possession in the 
tight scrum by the loss of our regular hooker, we finished up with no ball at all: this 
led to our only downfall. 
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intelligent prop. Farrer's play developed enormously over the term and as the only 
Jineout forward he shouldered a heavy burden manfully. Graham and Cannings came 
into the side relatively late and established themselves quickly by their tenacity and 
resolution. The half backs, Carey and Schroeter, though not forming a smooth 
combination always, played soundly and against Clifton controlled the game with great 
skill. The centres, and Scott at fullback, developed into a solid defensive unit, and the 
wings performed adequately without a great deal of opportunity in attack. As a pack 
the forwards became a most efficient and determined force, winning the ball at the rucks 
in a convincing and impressive way by the end of the season and the backs, setting 
themselves a limited task and not straining to be over-ambitious, supported them vigorously 
and occasionally with great flair. It is comforting to know that Garrard's kicking is an 
asset that the side will enjoy next year. 

Team: D. R. Scott, D. M. Hincks, M. A. Swift, W. G. N. Manning, M. P. Garrard, 
J. L. Carey, J. S. Schroeter, R. N. Cullen, N. J, W. V. Graham, S. C. Taunton, J. L. B. 
Farrer, K. Q. Bowker, A. P. Cannings, A. H. G. Holding-Parsons (Captain), J. M. A. 
Mark. 

Results: Canford 2nd XV Won 
Blundell's 2nd XV Lost 
Taunton 2nd XV Won 
Hardyes School Won 

2ND XV 

37-5 
6-16 

22-3 
17-9 

Milton Abbey Won 
Clayesmore Won 
Downside 2nd XV Won 
Clifton 2nd XV Lost 

As with all senior school teams the 2nd. XV suffered from the general malaise of having 
small forwards. Despite this six of the eight school matches were won, with much of the 
credit going to the threequarters. Skipper Jones at fly half was the ]inch-pin of the 
team; both his skill and his enthusaism were an example for all elsewhere, Gidney had a 
very good season as a running, jinking centre and he was probably a bit unlucky that 
his style of play could not be accommodated in the 1st XV. 

The rest of the backs supported these two well, and if only they had received an 
adequate amount of good possession, this would have been a very strong 2nd XV. 

Highlights of the season were the good workmanlike performance to beat a well 
organised Hard yes team and the defeat of the Downside team, who had won all but one 
of their matches. 

Team: Lyle, R. C. Gaskell, Middleditch, Gidney, Trahair, Jones (Capt.), J. Wardlaw, 
T. J. Barton, T. Candler, Galloway, Handley-Derry, Davidson, R. G. Simpson, Peters, 
O'Brien. 

I.R.E. 
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the term both in the result and in the manner of achievement. By this stage of the season 
the side had become an extremely workmanlike and skilful team; many of the errors of 
inexperience that characterised the early games had been eradicated, and it says much 
for the spirit of the side that after a disappointing start they were able to achieve so satisfying 
a conclusion. 

The first win of the season, against Canford, was a hard battle for three quarters of 
the game before the Canford side were overrun in the last twenty minutes. Garrard 
celebrated his first game for the XV by scoring twenty points, chiefly by the accuracy of 
his kicking. Blundell's came to Sherborne with the reputation of being the outstanding 
school on the circuit and found themselves ten points down very quickly, one try coming 
from the unlikeliest of tactics from the light Sherborne pack, a pushover try. The rest of 
the game was extraordinarily exciting as Blundell's fought back finally to a lead of I I-IO 

when Garrard's penalty kick hit the wrong side of a leaning goal-post and Blundell's 
scored their final try. After this fine effort against a side that remained unbeaten all 
season, the XV were well beaten by a strong Taunton side. Their forwards were much 
too mature and organised so the Sherborne backs were starved of possession. The tackling 
in this game was loose and under constant pressure the threequarters' inexperience was 
fully revealed. The Cheltenham game was a frustrating affair that, despite the score, 
could have been won but for a remarkable sequence of elementary errors, but it was 
from this point that the discipline of the side began to cover up or avoid unforced mistakes 
and the Downside match was another intense and vigorous struggle, played partly in a 
hail storm, that was saved by a last minute penalty by Garrard, the result of sheer 
determination and will to win. 

Against a flimsy Marlborough defence in the last home game of the term, the XV 
produced a stimulating performance, marked especially by Hincks' seventy yard dash 
for a try after an interception. Although this was a comforting win the match was not 
distinguished by exceptionally skilful play; it was not a strong Marlborough side and 
scores were often the result of loose play by the opposition rather than of constructiveness 
and skill by Sherborne. The Radley game, too, was an exciting affair with some notable 
defensive work needed to keep out a back line that was a class better than the School's; 
but it was only with the last kick of the game that Radley made the match safe. Holding
Parsons was outstanding in this game, working very hard in the tight and making three 
very fine individual runs that didn't quite bring scores. 

The Clifton match was without doubt the most conclusively deserved win of the 
season. Clifton played a vigorous and determined game but were unable to match the 
School's controlled fire and tight tactics. The rucking was as good as anything seen all 
term and the backs finally moved smoothly and incisively. Holding-Parsons and Manning 
both scored fine tries and the tackling of Swift and Scott was perhaps the most effective 
of the year. It was a fitting reward for a side that had worked hard and had never flagged 
in its determination to make the most of what were admitted to be limited resources. 

In retrospect this was a reassuring term's football; the side improved steadily, 
especially in the second half of the term, and the players must be very satisfied at the 
standard of play they finally achieved. The forwards, played splendidly as a unit by the 
end of the season and Mark's tackling throughout was most impressive. Taunton and 
Bowker became a formidable force in the tight play and Cullen was an active and 
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TAILPIECE-

By this time most members of the school will have seen the film and will recognise 
this description. 

Then there was a particularly loud whistle, almost a shriek, but not quite, which 
was followed by the biggest explosion of all resulting in most of our windows coming 
in with a tinkle. The whole thing bore a remarkable similarity to the air raid scene in 
"Goodbye, Mr. Chips" (except that nobody was quite such a fool as to stand up reading 
out Caesar). That bomb was practically the last one of all and the room got densely· 
filled with smoke like dust and a strong smeU of cordite. 

Yes, but this is a from a boy's account of the real raid on Sherborne, on September 
30th I940 (written within a day or two as a school exercrise) and the film is the 1939 
version with Robert Donat and Greer Garson. 

games 
FOOTBALL 

ISTXV 
Series Results 

p w D L 
Results: Canford 32-12 Won l I 0 0 

Blundell's I0-14 Lost 53 32 7 14 
Taunton 6-I7 Lost 27 I5 2 IO 

Cheltenham 6-13 Lost I5 8 0 7 
Downside II-II Drew 74 37 7 30 
Marlborough 24-8 Won 36 20 2 I4 
Radley 6-I2 Lost 23 I7 I 5 
Clifton I4-8 Won 39 23 6 IO 

Prospects were not very encouraging at the beginning of the season. With so few old 
colours available, and only one in the pack, it was anticipated that the side would have 
to struggle to gain any success; the forwards were small and the backs did not appear to.-. 
have much penetration. Against this gloomy background the results over the term must 
be judged; the XV played a good deal of exciting football, against Canford and Marl
borough particularly, and the very close game against Downside marked a turning 
point in the fortunes of the side. The final match, against Clifton, was a fine climax to 
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I elate: 

silver fir: 

the wombtree 

of Althaea: 

she 

who makes 

grow 

II the 

forest of 

dried grasses 

half haloed by 

moonlight 

and I 

holding 

in my cupped hands 

pine resin 

(n.b. this poem is produced in poster form and distributed by South Street publications) 



jOHN L. WILKINSON 

the fourth knight 
(based on a Norwegian folk tale from East of the Sun and West of the Moon) 

Earth rot sings as trappings 
rmg 
Lanes as mud streams, 
river seas over knap and 
mineral hollow 

dark bringing untamed 
symphonies after rain 

He listens astride 
stone and on stone 
& for a serpentine heart 
she 
she buffs his marble lips 
the softest in love 

fossil, He cannot sip 
He listens astride; 

wild water channels down arteries 
of blueblack leaves, agitates berries. 
Through gray hair heather squalls wind 
crawls up his loins to make harness 
musical 
jingle about his unhearing ear 

while after weather clarity disperses 
waves wallow out from behind 

that forms from the shifting land, 
and forms from the stagnant fog, 
that forms the form that is idea 

and on him as before 
a tented cape flows slowly ]ow 
ermine over the roan smooth horse 
and the cape 
is in blossom with foliage 



A. c. HARVEY 

I don't fear that so much, the death of my insides, the crumbling of my nose, the 
bracelets of bright memories about the bone. I don't fear that so much, where the piles 
of books go, the secondhand dealers, the queers fiddling in parks, the lavatories, the 
dust on floors, the bluffed network of boredom. I don't fear-I look up, scribble some
thing, attempt to distil death into a trickle of verses, my death, sometimes even your 
death. I don't fear that so much. Night seeps easily between the scurvy edges of the 
eyelids of the dead: sleep in the ice is but the warm caress it holds, the promise of oblivion, 
dry as lava, deaf as the drunken beggar bellowing at the corner of a bridge. I don't 
fear that lugubrious idiot who will swagger down to twirl me up on the end of his tooth
pick, when, defeated, I have donated all my courage to the rodents of the present with 
the vague calm eye of a Cretan statuette. I fear misfortune, your indifference, excess of 
absence, anguish in bright sunlight, that my love for you could only be inscribed in soot 
on a quickly ruined wall, that there should be nothing left but the mark on my cheek 
of the embalmer's burned hands. I fear the clumsy abyss where sickness and time and 
space disgorge their nets. I fear being drowned by time, turning like a tired horse around 
the dial, I fear beauty with its bed of death-rattles, I fear the beetle in my skull whispering 
its song of nothingness, flapping its wings of imbecility and dazed remembrance. 



fifteen words 

imprisoned in a photograph, 
the white within. 

the autumn birch is also still, 
in meditation. 

eclipse myth 

a new star 
slips eastward 
against the day 

the sun an amulet 
shadow moon 
this is Krishna 

or take Mithra. 
the slaying of the bull 
and from the rock 
new worlds pour 

a flowing torrent 
cleaving mountains 
o terrible darkness 

the sword 
springs from the fire 

richard jerram 
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being well type cast. The chorus and priests were less successful-the former despite 
Mr. Smalley's excellent arrangement. 

The evening was, despite reservations on the quality of the play and the setting, 
well produced and enjoyable, displaying a good pool of acting ability yet to be tapped, 
viz. Becket and the knights. 

M.C.S. 

The final week of term saw the most astonishing flurry of musical and dramatic 
events. The school concert (reported more fully elsewhere) was unusually good-it well 
deserved as many boys again on the ground floor as perched themselves in the gallery. 
An adventurous and very professional concert by members of the staff, however, filled 
the Music School. A further entertainment in the musical vein was the folk concert by 
Triptych and, unfortunately, their friends-most of whom could have been dispensed 
with Tryptych themselves were highly competent and versatile, turning out good inter
pretations of songs by performers from Traffic to the Incredible String Band. That this 
entertainment could ever have been organised was a triumph; that about £60 was 
collected for Shelter made it something better. On the day before, the Savoyards pre
sented a more varied programme than last year's; this too had little support. 

On the drama side, noteworthy was Mark Swenarton's production of plays by 
Pinter and Beckett. The initial sketches were funny to incapacitation, but the audience 
started on The Room with the false idea that it too was intended to be amusing. After 
twenty minutes had proved them wrong, few were willing to make the intellectual effort 
to appreciate the play so late in the term. This was sad, as Andrew Harvey was superb 
in his understanding of the part of the ageing, desperately penitent whore. After the 
interval came Beckett's Embers, originally intended as a radio play, in which the visual 
element introduced was entirely satisfying. Nick Geake was not perhaps desperate 
enough for a limbo character, but acted with intensity, and had the stage presence 
necessary to carry off his almost solo ramblings. In addition to this, we had "The 
Acharnians", a Greek play which was by all reports one of the most side-splitting comic 
attempts seen here for many years, delightful in its intentional amateurism. 

Sherborne occasionally happens; a pity that the majority of these entertainments 
did not attract as many as they deserved. 

"Spy" 
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THE ITALIAN STRAW HAT 
(AN INSIDE REPORT) 

"It took me back, I can tell you" ... "A weak plot, but well executed" ... "too 
out-dated" ... "very funny-in parts" ... "some skilful characterisations" ... . 

These, and many more comments, both adverse and favourable, were overheard 
around the school following the indefatigable R.S.G.'s latest production. For him, as 
well as for the actors, this was something of a challenge, since he had never attempted 
a farce before-not, at least, on a schoolboy level. 

Farces, as is generally recognised, are exceptionally difficult owing to the high 
standard of acting required along with an all-important sense of timing. This will in 
most cases make or break a production. This being the school's first attempt at farce, 
he, the actors and the school, were slightly apprehensive-and understandably-con
cerning our ability to make it a success, but R.S.G.'s usual impeturbability and readiness 
to face all difficulties reassured us. Consequendy, the final result was, if not slick, at the 
least competent, and certainly enjoyable for all taking part. 

Many of us actors discovered, if I may be so rash as to say so, a certain hidden 
talent in us for this hitherto unexplored field of theatre. In particular Newman-Young, 
as the eligible young bachelor Ferdinand, and Russe11-Brown as the cantankerous father, 
performed very creditably; Newman-Youngs' double-takes being of an almost professional 
standard (indeed one spiteful individual took to referring to him as Frankie Howerd). 
Combes, who is no stranger to the stage, although we have seen him most commonly in 
operatic works, coped more than adequately with a role of great scope-his portrayal of 
a drunkard and his subsequent renderings of Rossini ( ?) on the piano formed one of 
the more memorable scenes of the play. 

The evening, although not so demanding as usual on the audience, was, I think, 
successful. The proof of a pudding is in the performance, and if Bryanston found their 
version "trivial and unsubtle" it is because they had neither the skill of the scenery 
painters and seamstresses or the genius of the producer of the Sherborne improved 
version to convert an admittedly dull play in print to a hilarious extravaganza on stage. 

R. B. MATTHEWS AND M. CROW 

MURDER IN THE CATHEDRAL 

The fifth form play was selected and produced by Messrs. Harvey and Smalley. 
Their biggest mistake was the decision to perform it in the San Classroom; for the noise 
of passing traffic and difficulty in seeing the performers are handicaps for any play. 
"Murder in the Cathedral," intended originally for the spacious grandeur of Canterbury 
Cathedral, suffered badly from the spatial intimacy it experienced with the audience. 

In view of these difficulties, the performance was surprisingly successful. Although 
Archbishop Becket (John Wilkinson) never managed to look other than cramped in his 
little corner of the room, he nevertheless managed to suggest some of the authority which 
his dedarations would have achieved in a more spacious setting. Within the scope 
allotted him by Eliot, his interpretation of Becket was convincing-intolerable arrogance 
towards man, ingratiating humility towards God. 

The tempter-knights were not particularly tempting, but were otherwise good, 



16 THE SHIRBURNIAN 

followed, and resulted in an excellent rendering. Mozart's symphony No. 33 in B Flat, 
K 319 made a good ending, especially the last movement. Allegro assai, which one felt 
was particularly enjoyable because of the vigour with which the artists tackled it so that 
they avoided the danger of becoming so expert as to be dull. Altogether a very en
tertaining concert. 

The second concert of the term was given by the Alberni String Quartet, who began 
with the profound and arresting Mozart in D mi K 42 r. Once their strings had settled, 
the performance was competent, perhaps most so in the almost Schubertian lyricism of 
the Andante. Some may have thought that the deliberate tempo of the Minuet tended 
to drag, but the finale brought the work to a spirited conclusion. 

The Debussy is amongst the most exciting of all quartets; here the group were at 
their best with admirable ensemble and chording and they showed great delicacy in 
their playing of the matchless slow movement. 

For the Brahms Clarinet Quintet the Alberni were joined by Georgina Dobree; 
many listeners feel this work reaches its climax with the immensely difficult rhapsodic 
Adagio. So far the performance was moving and gripping, perhaps thereafter there 
was a little less variety and clarity. 

But all in all it was a programme to make a memorable evening. 
The third concert was given by the Robles Trio (Flute, Viola and Harp). A slightly 

unusual combination always tends to run into difficulty over repertoire. The fact that 
certain works had been specially written for the Trio did not in itself mean they were 
easy to listen to. Thus (though the other players were experts too) it was probably 
Marisa Robles and her solos on her extremely valuable harp that went down best. 
Perhaps some of the audience learnt for the first time the huge variety of sounds and the 
astonishing fireworks that a virtuoso can produce on this seldom heard instrument. 

It was difficult, from the back, to catch all the explanatory comments offered by the 
players. 

SCHOOL CONCERT 
A splendid "popular" concert, and it would be a fascinating exercise to have a 

breakdown of the activities of the 400 or so boys who, on a Saturday evening with exams 
over for the vast majority, weren't there. 

The orchestra is now stronger than one can remember it-especially in its complete 
(and mostly in tune) wind section. "Karelia", the best "patrol" ever written, was the 
highlight here. 

C. P. Hancock with the strings played very neatly two movements from the Piano 
Concertino by Walter Leigh-a delicate appealing little work with some delightful 
part writing-a tragedy the composer was killed in the North African campaign. 

Repeats from the Music Competition are always fun with the tension off; the winners, 
Abbey House, obliged with their shout. 

And finally the Band, which, after its extinction a few years ago, has made a major 
comeback. It is hard to chose from so many catchy numbers, but surely we shall re
member for some time "Afrikaan Beat" with its two imperturbable soloists and almost 
professional backing. 
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To venture on generalisations about America after so hectic a whistle-stop tour 
would be presumptuous. Certainly in the East, particularly in Washington, an anxiety 
of violence, particularly racial violence, intruded into casual conversation. In California 
there was sun, affluence, confidence. But in between was the Middle West. To fly for 
hours over this seemingly interminable expanse from New England to the Pacific coast 
was a reminder that America is too large and too varied to be put in a brief tidy category. 
I will only say that a large number of Americans were very kind, very friendly, and very 
hospitable to us. When we arrived home my wife had not gained weight, and l was 
lighter than when I left by three pounds. America can be strenuous . 

• reviews 

B.S.O. 

The Bournemouth Sinfonietta gave a concert early in the term; in general a dis
appointment, it was made worthwhile by the concluding item. 

The first piece, Rossini's Silken Ladder Overture, was disastrous. It begins with a 
solo oboe run which was so badly executed as to destroy the audience's faith at the outset. 
By the end of the work, the strings were as coarse and hamfisted as can be imagined. 

This ominous introduction led to six Berlioz songs; the string section bettered itself, 
but the soloist lacked the warm husky tone to do justice to the romantic atmosphere. 
Sadly, it was slightly acid and her lower range was poor. 

After the interval came a Tchaikovsky serenade, gradually improving from an 
appalling first movement (scraping strings again). The last movement was good. 

But the prize for the only two thirds filled B.S.R. was the final work, Haydn's 
Symphony 88 which was played with great elegance and charm-just like the music. 

CONCERT CLUB 
The first concert of the Concert Club Season was given by the London Mozart 

Players, who, as usual, produced an extremely polished and well-drilled performance, 
controlled by the emphatic but sensitive gestures· of the indefatigable Harry Blech. The 
concert consisted of Haydn's symphony No. 83 (The Hen), a lively and enjoyable 
work, followed by Mozart's violin concerto in A with Iona Brown as soloist. Although 
young, she gave a convincing performance of a technically difficult work, in a very free 
and flowing style, which was particularly effective in the Beethoven Romance which 
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To borrow a neat phrase I read in a paper, it was a real, razzle-dazzle, band hoop-la 
of a premiere. 

After the film there was a celebration supper in a marquee pitched next to the 
theatre in what must have been a "vacant lot". It would have been amusing to have 
conversation with the glittering celebrities who were there in droves, but a band made 
even bellowed urbanities inaudible, and one had to fall back on smiles and gestures 
indicating mutual gratification. 

I should like to write of many other enjoyments: of the flabbergasting size and 
ingenuity of Disneyland, of San Francisco's harbour and Golden Gate bridge seen by 
day and by night from the windows of our suite on the top but one floor of a skyscraper, 
of the Grand Canyon which even from 35,000 ft. looked portentous, of sitting with 
Margaret Leighton and Michael Wilding in their Hollywood home, all four of us watching 
ourselves on television, of the size and succulence of Boston lobsters, of clam chowder, of 
Niagara Falls with its American part turned off for repairs, and of many another piquant 
experience. If I included it all, there would be no end of making many "Shirburnians". 
I will close with a description of a school football match. 

From Boston we had driven into New Hampshire to visit Philips-Exeter College, 
and to see there Mr. & Mrs. Brinckerhoff who, in the fifties, spent a year at Sherborne 
and have remained firm friends ever since. We arrived on a Saturday afternoon to find 
Philips-Exeter in the second half of their football game against Worcester, and a fair 
number of points behind. The field of play, the posts, the mounds down either touchline 
terraced in concrete, the crowd cheering, the general atmosphere and spectacle, were 
vaguely reminiscent of the Upper. The most arresting difference from the Upper was 
the Philips band. This consisted of seven or eight fairly senior students wearing red 
blazers, and wielding instruments some of which were orthodox, some wildly unexpected 
(I vividly remember a kind of horn which reared a long thin trumpet high above the 
head of its player), and all of brass. It was soon clear that volume, rather than musician
ship, was the aim of this bizarre ensemble. 

There came a point when the two teams, accoutred like budding astronauts, went 
into one of those committee stages which are a feature of American football. \Vhat 
stratagem they decided on I do not know. Perhaps it was the "twin spiral, number 
six, power play" which later, on television, I watched the Dallas Cowboys employ to 
the discomfiture of the New York Giants. But suddenly there was a red Philips astronaut, 
feinting and twisting like an overburdened snipe, and around him everybody falling in 
everybody else's way. On and on he went, the din of crowd and band became a crescendo, 
he neared the line, the last of his team-mates obstructed the last of his opponents with 
what, on the Upper, would have been a blatant foul, and, visibly labouring under the 
weight of his impedimenta, he staggered over. It has to be said that the spectators on 
the Upper are undemonstrative compared with those American students. There was a 
frenzy of physical commotion, and the band managed, capering freely at the same time, 
to touch new peaks of decibels and discordance. Cries of "Up, Up" from an insistent 
student down below us were interpreted to me by the Deputy Principal as a command 
to stand up for the rest of the game. So we stood up. On the arena of play there was a 
pause, and, as far as I could see, the whole Philips' side came off, and a completely new 
team took the field for the last five minutes. Some game! I wish I had time to describe 
also the splendid amenities and facilities of Philips-Exeter. 
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help you forget that you are that high, is taxing. To recover from it and enjoy the relief 
of being once again on terra firma, you need room to relax-easy chairs, a telephone 
connected with Room Service. Sometimes it was not even necessary to calJ Room Service, 
for a thoughtful manager had, with his compliments and a bouquet for my wife, placed 
ready in our rooms all that a relieved man needed to enjoy his relief at not being 35,000 
feet high. 

Even better than luxurious accommodation, better than the food which went with 
that accommodation (until we learned by experience that we must either bant or take 
to Tums), was the cosy feeling of having a benevolent Big Brother watching over us. 
A description of the procedure in one city goes for all. We step out of the aeroplane, the 
M.G.M. "field-man" of that city is there to greet us, to see us through all problems of 
tickets and luggage, and instal us quickly in a large black Cadillac, (Only once was our 
car not a large black Cadillac, and that was in New York, where, on the second day, the 
chauffeur greeted us in our hotel with apologies that he had had to bring a smaller car. 
Embarrassed and ashamed we went out prepared to huddle in some mean conveyance 
about the size of our own Rover. The car was still a large black Cadillac, though my eye, 
by now expert, could detect that it was smaller than its predecessors,-about 70 ft. long 
instead of 80 ft.) Throughout our stay, the M.G.M. man shepherds us to interviews and 
press lunches, arranges what sight-seeing is possible, and is always either with us or on 
the end of a phone. When it is time to go he takes us to the aerodrome and waits there 
until our plane is out of sight in case the flight, as one put it with some delicacy, "aborts". 
Once sure that abortion has been avoided, he rings up his colleague in the city of our 
destination to ensure that we shall be welcomed when we arrived. It is a wonderfully 
effective system of hospitality. 

The Premieres in New York and Hollywood were greatly different. In New York 
a genuine double-decker London bus, its exterior not concealing the fact that it was 
connected with "Goodbye Mr. Chips", was loaded with celebrities and us, and driven 
to Broadway. Here it was intended that we should debus and make a glamorous pro
cession across wide pavements, between shrubs which had been placed there, to suggest, 
perhaps, the rural charm of the film. Alas, the rain which had been falling all day was 
at its worst as the bus stopped. There was no procession. Young men in drenched 
dinner-jackets, carrying umbrellas, collected us in pairs from the bus, and a series of 
lively threesomes, each under one inadequate umbrella, went a good gallop into the 
foyer, taking in their stride such water-jumps as they saw in time. The evening, we felt, 
never quite recovered from this damping start. 

Hollywood was its exuberant self. In the warmth of a fine evening, crowds had 
gathered in the street outside the theatre, arc-lights ensured that they should miss nothing, 
photographers flashed and snapped in all directions, everybody seemed to be saying 
"Cheese" simultaneously, a television interviewer on a red-carpeted dais did brisk 
business, the Cadillacs rolled up disgorging shimmering sex-symbols, and above it all, 
sitting on a sort of crane, a T.V. commentator kept up, for the benefit of his viewers and 
the crowd in the street, a running Who's Who. If there was a brass band, and I do not 
say that there wasn't one, its efforts were drowned in the general din. The generation 
gap enabled me to recognise, without the help of the voice from the crane, such figures as 
Edward G. Robinson, Cesar Romero and Jack Benny. My wife was surprised when I 
also spotted Raquel Welch. Between us we counted four full-length white mink coats. 
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allowed time to develop the theme beyond the obvious, and to do this-as happened 
on one occasion-with a thoughtful American interviewer, over a civilised lunch with 
the microphone beside my plate, was a delightful experience. There is nothing nicer 
than the nice American, and there are many of them. There are also "tough" inter
viewers, and I met some of those. The severest test of my equanimity was a two-hour 
radio stint in which, having returned gentle answers to assaults from my interviewer 
which were often more than brisk, I put on earphones and was bombarded with listeners' 
comments and questions, coming direct over the public telephone. Some of the callers, 
like the interviewer, were outspoken at the expense of openmindedness. Others, I was 
glad to note, were eminently reasonable and tore strips off my interviewer. The best 
moment came when a voice, belonging, I gathered, to a notorious local "nit", came 
over the phone expressing general disapproval of the interviewer and raising a personal, 
irrelevant problem. This, I was told, had happened before. It was interesting to watch 
the technique of the established radio personality confronted with this gaffe. He had, 
of course, recognised the voice. He swelled. His face became mottled. In words which 
came and went so swiftly that I have only an imprecise memory of extremely effective 
denunciation, he dismissed her argument as worthless and switched her off. 

In many of these interviews my profundities on Education were abridged by a red 
light which indicated that it was time to remind the populace at large of things they 
needed to know: that, for instance "Stay-Dry" was indispensable because it contained 
two "Anti-\Vetness ingredients", or that a packet of Tums would ease the stomach of 
dyspepsia and the mind of anxiety. (Commercials would seem to indicate that the 
American soul broods freely on the digestive processes: perhaps there is a connection 
between this and the rich plenty of American food. I myself came to think seriously of 
Tums). But whether I was profound or brief mattered little: I was an ephemeral moment 
in the day-long, month-long, year-long succession of short-lived "features'', listened to 
by thousands while they ate their breakfast or drove their car, and immediately discarded 
for the next form of entertainment. What did matter was that at some point someone 
would say "Mr. Pool"-my name was apparently intractable to the American tongue
"Mr. Pool, of course, is the headmaster of Sherborne School, England, the scene of the 
film "Goodbye Mr. Chips", the premiere of which etc.! I was glad that it was so dis
creetly incidental, for, grateful though I have reason to be to M.G.M., I should have 
been ill at ease had I been called upon to utter orotundities. I don't think I could have 
carried off sentences beginning, for example, with the words "We proudly present .... " 

In return for this modest contribution, my wife and I had the new and unrepeatable 
experience of touring America in the greatest comfort, indeed, luxuriously. One can 
only really enjoy such an experience if one has hitherto been happy in quieter circum
stances, and is also happy to return to them. We could not b~, and would not wish to be, 
permanent denizens of that glossy world we lived in for three weeks, so we can salivate 
over the memories of it without regret that it is once again out of this world for us. 

It seemed axiomatic that we could not be expected to pass a night in anything less 
than a spacious suite of rooms, (with coloured TV in bedroom and drawing room), and 
in Los Angeles, at the Beverley Hills hotel, we lived for four days in a bungalow in the 
hotel garden. It was like being put up in Versailles. I came to realise that this luxury 
is a practical necessity if you are travelling from place to place by aeroplane. The strain 
of being 35,000 feet above the earth, with stewardesses offering constant refreshment to 
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Lunch was followed by various extra-mural activities, for which we would set off 
in a convoy of about twenty cars. A pastoral excursion to Weymouth with all the horrors 
of a sea-side town-the sand, vinegar, amusements, litter, and hordes of people. A visit 
to Longleat, which included a boat-trip on a crocodile-infested lake with an old sea-dog 
of a captain narrating stories about the numerous dangers of the Amazon! Not to mention 
a visit for tea to a Dorset farm, which among other things possessed some two dozen cats. 
There was some type of activity every afternoon, and it proved invaluable simply because 
it served to unite Handicapped and Able-Bodied in a common experience, and an 
amazing bond of friendship was soon built up. The more one came to know them, 
one could not feel sympathy towards the Handicapped, for there was nothing to be 
sympathetic about-but what one felt most of all was admiration for their superlative 
courage and fortitude. We learnt far more from them than we could ever teach them. 

The evenings were spent watching films, or sitting round the fire sharing experiences, 
and being entertained by the more musically minded. By the end of the week we were 
exhausted, whilst the Handicapped seemed to have taken on a new lease of life. The 
dinner on the final night was followed by the justification of our existence, an Art Exhibi
tion, a slide show, a Shadow Drama, and a Music Recital round a camp fire, after which 
we all crawled to bed, worn out. 

The week had proved an immeasurable success for all concerned. Its effect had been 
greater than most of us had ever imagined it could be. Its attraction must go deeper 
than a week of afternoon tea and croquet, surrounded by the roses of England. Perhaps 
I could do best by leaving you with an extract from a letter I received from one of the 
Handicapped a week later: "I have never enjoyed myself more. You have no idea of 
what it meant to me to be with people of my own age-and such wonderful people who 
would do anything without complaint. When I got home I just cried and cried. All 
good things have to come to an end, but I have something to look forward to next year .... " 

RICHARD CRABB 

PERSONAL APPEARANCE TOUR 

How much it cost M.G.M. to send my wife and me touring America I do not know, 
but I guess, with a shudder, that it cannot have been greatly less than £3,000. And 
what, apart from the consciousness of a good deed done, did M.G.M. get in return? 
In the answer to that question lies, I think, a fact about the American situation which is 
not sufficiently appreciated by those who make statements about America as a whole, 
namely that a large proportion of the means of communication-press, radio, television
is local. Each big city has its own papers and several broadcasting organisations which 
dispense entertainment, features, news, comment, and commercials. Events of national 
importance by their own impact ensure themselves national coverage and local comment. 
But to draw attention to· something less shattering, like a film, somebody has to make a 
personal appearance in the various cities, and I was the least glittering of a number of 
personalities who made personal appearances. The others, people of the status of Petula 
Clark and Terence Rattigan, went to other cities: my itinerary was Boston, Philadelphia, 
Washington, Detroit, Baltimore, Toronto, New York, Boston again, Los Angeles, San 
Francisco. In the first six of these cities I was interviewed, perhaps four or five times a 
day in each, on radio and television, on the subject of Education. Sometimes I was 
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In fact by the time it was achieved, the tide had faUen considerably and the M.F.V. 
was firmly aground. Much rocking, by running from side to side and other manoeuvres 
understood only by the Navy, failed to release the M.F.V. So the Commandos embarked 
in their whalers and battled their way ashore to a glorious victory, leaving P.C.B. quietly 
smoking his pipe on the poop deck and waiting for the tide to return. 

It was a beautiful summer's day. J.P.R. 

PHAB 69 
A few words about the course. The idea is an international one, and involves the 

working together of Physically Handicapped and Able Bodied people-hence P.H.A.B. 
It took place at one of the houses at the Girls' School for a week of the summer holidays 
and was organised by the housemistress, Miss Dixon. To lose a week of the summer 
holidays and pay £10 for the privilege cannot be described as a particularly popular 
occupation-or so it seemed. However with a grant from the Bursar and County Council 
aid the problem of money was overcome; as for loss of holiday-I think most people 
would agree that the week was worth all the rest of their holiday put together! 

We arrived for lunch on the Friday and spent the afternoon building wheel-chair 
ramps and moving furniture in preparation for the week's occupation. The Handicapped 
began to arrive after tea. There were about a dozen-half of them in wheel-chairs. 
With some ten people from our school, and sixteen charming young ladies from that 
potting-shed of the English rose, Sherborne School for Girls, and eleven members of 
staff, our total was brought to just under fifty. 

The first taste of what was to come occurred that night. One cannot imagine the 
intricate process involved in putting someone to bed who is totally paralysed from the 
neck down. It took us one and an half hours that first night from the moment we carried 
each wheel-chair upstairs until the time we were seated in the drawing room listening to 
the case histories of our charges. We learnt of the boy who dived into Poole Harbour 
at the age of fifteen, hit the bottom, and lost the use of all his limbs; of the girl who 
suffered from a creeping paralysis and who would be totally paralysed by the age of 
twenty; and of the boy who was crippled in a motor-cycle accident. \Ve learnt the 
importance of the two-way relationship between Able-Bodied and Handicapped. The 
key word was participation. This was best expressed by the Study Groups-these took 
place for three hours every day and consisted of Art, Music, Photography, and Shadow 
Drama. Each group had about ten people and was taken by a qualified tutor. The idea 
was not for us to help the Handicapped, but for us to 'vork alongside them under the 
same tutor. The groups had to produce some evidence of the week's work by the exhibi
tion on the final night. 

Each day would start with breakfast at 8.30. This involved getting up at 6.30 to 
wash and dress the Handicapped in time. As the week progressed and our experience 
increased we were able to streamline the process to only forty-five minutes. The mornings 
would be spent from IO to 1 working in our groups. The range of activities varied from 
the taking, developing, and printing of coloured slides by the photographers to the weird 
and wonderful effects produced with coloured shapes, light, and sound by the Shadow 
Drama Group. 
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At one time the Annual Inspection acted as a curtain-raiser for Commem. It was 
always separate from Field Day which, like camp, was an exercise in occupying large 
numbers. The only specialised troops were the signallers, the intellectual elite of the 
school, with primitive equipment including semaphore flags and field telephones: no 
Naval Section, R.A.F. or R.A. Now and then we fought another school, Canford or even 
Marlborough: but the distance made it hard to arrange, and usually half the school 
opposed the other half. When suitable ground had been chosen, the farmers had to be 
persuaded first and appeased afterwards. Attack was naturally more popular than 
defence, but usually both sides got value for their money and shot off their blanks without 
casualties, though there were near misses. And I think the scene was once enlivened by 
one or two mounted umpires from the officers, attended by orderlies. 

Five of my fellow officers of that time are still connected with the school, and may 
read these memories. If so, I hope that they will write to correct any inaccuracies. And 
I hope that they will not find the tone too flippant. As in war, there were periods of 
boredom: but I still deny that I was found reading Euripides instead of my military duty. 

G.G.G. 

On the other hand, J.P.R. was ready to oblige with the following: 

Amusing incidents in the C.C.F. tend to occur in retrospect. At the time the feeling 
is usually one of frustration, irritation or plain anger, and only on reflection does the 
funny side become apparent. 

This was certainly true of the 6,ooo rounds of .303 blank ammunition scrounged 
by Major Beard for a big battle at camp. Any scrounging requires tact, patience and 
resourcefulness, and these had been exercised to the full. A vehicle was sent 60 miles 
to collect the precious cargo, and the night before the exercise the boxes were opened. 
6,ooo rounds-an extra 60 per cadet-what a battle it would be! Alas, there had been a 
breakdown in communications and Major Beard had scrounged 6,ooo drill rounds with 
not a bang amongst them .... 

It is often the case that a good exercise provides more amusing incidents than a poor 
one. So it was with a Field Day one summer term in the finest tactical exercise I can 
personally remember. Portland Bill, defended by half the Corps, then 550 strong, was 
to be attacked by the other half. Two platoons of Commando Company were to make a 
seaborne landing. Embarking in an M.F.V., commanded by Lieutenant Commander 
P. C. Boissier, they set off, towing a couple of whalers in which the actual assault would 
be made. Some 200 yards out from the selected beach, a line was fired to the shore, so 
that those in the whalers could propel themselves by pulling on the rope. As luck would 
have it, the first line stuck in some rocks, out of reach of those on the shore waiting to 
receive it. Much pulling from the Commandos failed to retrieve it. "Avast heaving", 
roared P.C.B. from the bridge of the M.F.V., whereupon the Commando landlubbers 
pulled all the harder, and broke the rope. 

It was decided to fire a second line to a prominent grassy bank, slightly nearer than 
the beach. At the critical moment, with gun loaded, another roar came from the bridge: 
"Stop!" The Headmaster and Mrs. Powell had also selected this grassy bank as an 
excellent vantage point from which to view the operation. There being no communication 
with the shore it was some time before they could be asked to move to a safer place. 
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laugh outright: I never really understood this until I was called up in 1939 and soon 
bought a new one in Jermyn St., my own having luckily fallen into enemy hands with 
my other kit during a hurried move. In summer the officers got very hot, and thirsty. 

In training the landmarks were Cert. A, Parts I and II. For Part I, you shouted 
orders at your mates, and answered oral questions on the rifle, map reading and section 
tactics: the examiners were Regulars from the Depot at Dorchester, who gave us the 
results that day. We took care to give them a good lunch. For Part II you faced a couple 
of written papers in Big School, and the results might not come for two months. Anyone 
who failed either, went through the hoops again. For Part II extra tuition was given in 
Houses in the evenings by the officers. 

Besides the normal Friday parade, there was an extra 45 mins. in plain clothes 
after lunch on Wednesday. This was usually done in classrooms allotted to the various 
companies. I remember that at one time I lectured to a party in Room 16 on the Gallipoli 
campaign, and got so gripped by it that it was never finished: I don't remember how 
many slept through it. Fridays started with a parade of the whole Corps in the Courts. 
After inspection of turn-out, companies marched off to their various activities: this 
frequently meant drill on the playing-fields, to which they marched via the Abbey Close. 
The master in charge often pointed out that drill ruined the turf, but it was seldom 
stopped. Marching was done in fours, not threes, but we fell in, in two ranks, so that a 
sort of knight's move ("Form fours") was needed to switch from one to the other. Bayonets 
were carried, and sometimes fixed, especially for Annual Inspection: this produced a 
fine clatter of ironmongery. Marching in fours took up more of the road, but we once 
marched in sultry weather 30 miles to Warminster to camp, mainly along the present 
A303, without mishap except blisters: one night was spent en route, either in bivouac or 
a rat-infested barn. 

But camp was normally simple and stereotyped. Each house tried to raise enough 
men to have a platoon by itself. We might muster 150 in all, when there were under 450 
in the School. We then entrained at the end of July for Tidworth or Aldershot, where 
we spent eight days. Total numbers in a camp might reach 3,000 from some 40 schools 
of every size and kind. The Army would erect neat squares of bell-tents, up to 10 per 
tent, with small marquees for feeding, and larger ones for canteen and evening enter
tainments (home-produced). The day's work started with the ritual of Morning Prayers: 
it took perhaps 15 minutes to marshal the multitudes for five minutes devotions, which 
you couldn't hear if the wind was wrong. Then you might march quite a way in snaky 
columns over the endless plain to reach your training area. Back eventually for dinner, 
and then a demonstration nearer home before tea, often very sleep-making in the heat. 
After tea you could walk a mile or two to the nearest cafe or cinema, if you felt like 
dressing up in uniform. Otherwise you just got clean and ready for next day. Inter
school rivalries could cause excitement, and the authorities soon learnt that certain 
schools could not safely be sent to the same camp. One feature of these jamborees was 
that you got acquainted for better or worse with many schools outside your normal orbit. 
The military training was rudimentary, on account of the large numbers involved, the 
open terrain, and the Army's chronic shortage of man-power to run the camps. But the 
hard lying, on groundsheets and straw-stuffed paillaisses, was an interesting change 
from normal life, and brought out unsuspected qualities in the individual, as no doubt 
it does today. 
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Thus passed three very enjoyable days during which A.J.Y. kept the party amused 
with his sparkling repartee and perfected his gas cylinder squashing technique. One or 
two brave individuals ventured into the icy waters for a swim; one or two explored the 
surrounding hills. All in all the site proved very successful. 

On the evening of Tuesday, I 2th we had to set off on the weary journey to No. 7 
the Knapp via Skye, Mallaig, Glasgow and Euston; we arrived 34 hours 17 minutes later. 

After a final brunch chez A.J.Y. the 1969 Sherborne School Hebridean Expedition 
separated for their various homes. 

Thanks be to John. R.A.F. 

tJ 
C.C.F. 

After recovering a little from our heartfelt sorrow at the recent changes in the 
corps, we felt, with true journalistic emotion, that a small souvenir would be the ideal 
thing over which to "drop the briny tear". Accordingly, two masters, were invited to 
recall in print the most amusing incident they encountered during their service. However, 
G. G. G. found the corps altogether far from funny, and submitted instead this nostalgic 
piece: 

THE CORPS-PRE-1939 
I have been asked to write an account of the Corps as it was before 1939. There 

have of course been important changes since 1945 also, but the uniform and system of 
training have remained basically the same since the last war: whereas before it the 
whole thing was much more rigid. 

When I joined the Corps from Oxford in 1928, the uniform comprised a khaki 
jacket (or kersey): the buttons were bone, so did not need cleaning, but it was close 
fitting and often too tight at the neck for comfort. With it went knickerbocker trousers 
of coarse khaki, and rough puttees which were a sore trial to roll or keep neat. The 
headgear was a peaked cap with stiff rim and the badge of the Dorset Regt. in metal. 
The uniform fitted much more tightly than battledress, so that if it didn't fit it was more 
grotesque and uncomfortable. For summer the knickerbockers gave away to khaki 
drill shorts: as many had burly thighs and the shorts were weak at the seams, they often 
looked and proved precarious. But with shorts it was possible to discard the kersey: 
though shirtsleeves were only worn in camp, for which everyone had to have khaki 
shirts, whereas at school an ordinary shirt sufficed, which officially was invisible. 

The officers wore heavily lined barathea tunics, with brass buttons which they 
had to clean: the leather Sam Browne belt with its bits of brass also needed cleaning. 
They also wore plusfours and puttees, but softer spiral ones, so that they could look 
smarter with less trouble. It was all crowned with a peaked hat obtained from Moss 
Bros or via "The Major" (that great character, Sgt. Major A. T. Brown). In either case 
the result would cause a Regular officer to smile, or (if he knew you well enough) to 
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meat. It was at this point we realised that all were not with us. Hamish Macd. had taken 
it upon himself to strike a blow for Scotland and freedom by forging a new track across 
the wastes. He could have chosen a more suitable place for such games than at the top 
of a mountain in a gale. J.R.S. and A.J.Y. set out on a search party while Johns, Prescott 
and Hatchard went to find water for the Oxo, in the course of which both parties lost 
themselves and found each other, but not Hamish Macd. After much calling and whistling 
this breakaway group returned to the fold, appearing out of the cloud in much the same 
way as Jehovah appeared out of the pillar of smoke. Still no Hamish. 

However, when John Prescott had amused the party with an impromptu strip-tease 
-he too could have chosen a more suitable place-we set off once more, soon surmounting 
the pass at I 250 ft. and descending out of the gale. It was not long before we reached 
the coastal path, and, by complete coincidence, John Gay whom we joined for the last 
few miles to Rainigadale. 

Rainigadale is a small fishing community of I believe, no less than five houses, 
including the excellent hostel where we planned to spend the next two days. While 
approaching the village, we were approached by a deputation of locals who welcomed 
us with the news that Hamish had already arrived. Anticlimax. 

The hostel boasted not only four rooms and several camp-beds but, joy of joys, a 
calor gas stove. Here many a game of bridge was carried on way into the small hours of 
the morning while the non-playing members struggled with their books under the un
certain light of a pressure lamp. Here the full diversity of our intrepid band was at last 
displayed. The troupe contained both the erudite and the erratic, the effete and the 
effervescent. This was brought to the fore in the choice of reading material, ranging as 
it did from Dostoievsky to Hammond Innes. 

In these idyllic surroundings we remained for four happy days rather than the 
originally planned two. During this time we all tried our hands at sleeping, rock climbing 
and fishing; the sleeping proved both the most successful and the most popular. 

However, on our last evening John Prescott and I decided that the time had come 
to strike a blow for Lyon House, and for the 32 ft. per second per second or Alpine Free 
Fall Club. We therefore set out on a record breaking attempt at Todden (1700 ft.). 
Many had reached various "second summits", but no-one had yet conquered the top. 
Our record still stands. 

It was with much regret that we decided to return to Tarbert on the next day, 
Saturday, 9th. However, our stores were running low, and without gifts from the very 
generous and friendly locals we would have been unable to stay as long as we did. We 
therefore rose early, tightened our belts, waited for Tony, thanked our hosts, and started 
on the long and stony path over the infamous zigzags to Tarbert. 

Once there, we collected the stores we had cached, bought an excellent luncheon for 
6/6, and settled down for the afternoon in the local. That evening, we installed ourselves 
on an ideal plot by Bagh Stioclett, a small inlet, with nothing between us and America. 
It was here that Tony started the "I quite like food", "I don't mind eating", and "Is 
that America?" syndrome, which I shall hastily pass over. 

Here again we saw a seal-our second of the expedition. Both were friendly creatures 
coming in close to the party to provide photographs. From drift wood on this beach, we 
built the most tremendous fires round which we sat late into the night singing jolly 
songs-or something. 
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It was in these unlikely surroundings that the catering dept., Messrs. Prescott and 
Noel Tod, first came into their own, with an inspiring beef curry for those whose spirits 
had dampened or leaked in their packs. 

On Sunday morning we rose early, breakfasted well, and having waited half an 
hour for Tony Coates, set out hopefully for Kinloch Resort way up north in Lewis. 
We walked with a will and in twenty minutes had covered fully a mile when stopped by 
the Laird in his ancestral Bedford. He explained in the most civil manner possible 
that he owned our proposed camping site and was planning to shoot anything that 
moved on it on Monday morning. Grabbing our gallant leader by his waist which had 
obviously caught his eye, he announced "Smalley, old man, you must do these things 
the right way". He then directed us to a safer stamping ground leaving us with the 
consolation that he would pray for us. 

With some annoyance and frustration we retraced our steps for a mile before turning 
off towards Loch Maaruig, about the attractions of which our Laird had assured us. 
A previous chronicler wrote. "As a rule we did not march in text book fashion." I will 
go further: we did not march. We puffed and panted, ambled and strolled, as the mood 
and our physique took us. We sat down to look at the view, to have a raisin, to wait for 
the stragglers, look at the map or because our feet were tired. 

Late that afternoon, we reached Loch Maaruig and pitched a rather untidy camp 
in the lee of a ruined cottage. The reluctant sun eventually reappeared, and the party 
set about exploring and cooking. However, our joie de vivre (no, that's not Gaelic) soon 
evaporated when we were assaulted by hordes of midges which descended in echelon 
formation at about 8 p.m. Not even the tents were midge free, the only answer to the 
problem being to ignore them and go to sleep. Unhappy the explorer who chanced 
upon the vicinity of that dour, if that's the word I want, Scotsman Hamish Macdonald 
who was, he assured us, to midges what a honeypot is to wasps, and was consequently 
constantly surrounded by buzzing throngs, or something. 

This state of affairs could not continue, and so on the morrow we took advice from 
the locals and moved camp to the very edge of the loch-a spot the midges had yet to 
discover. Here was the first of our famed games of baseba11 with J.R.S. as what I believe 
is termed "caller", and A.j.Y. as what I know to be termed 'joker". Only when the 
light failed did we retire to bed. 

Both our Loch Maaruig camping sites had been dwarfed, as the cliche goes by 
Clisham, at 2622 ft. the tallest and most magnificent mountain of the islands. Many of 
us had determined to climb this; all of us had failed to do so in time, for we planned to 
move to Rainigadale on the next day, Tuesday 5th. 

On the day in question we rose early and broke camp by 11 a.m. Ahead of us was 
our most difficult trip. We were to cross the mountains between Maaruig and Rainiga
dale-a horizontal distance of about 8 miles. This distance, however, bears no relation 
to the severity of the climb. We were to head for a gap in between two peaks at 750 ft. 

John Gay had the sense to chicken out, and go round the coast via Tarbert
ostensibly to buy cigarettes for the troops. 

We climbed in a wind of gathering intensity until a mild gale brought clouds low 
over the mountain, reducing visibility to a few yards. The wind tunnelling through the 
pass struck us with unparalleled ferocity, and what with one thing and another we 
decided to halt in the lee of a boulder for a spot of Oxo and the inevitable luncheon 
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features 
TRAVELS WITH A RETRIEVER 

or 
BoswELL NEVER HAD IT so Goon 

A Short Account of the August 1969 expedition to the Outer Hebrides 
by one who came, saw, and .•. sat down to talk about it. 

I will begin, for want of a more appropriate place, at the beginning. At noon on 
the 31st July 1969, thirteen ignorant mortals (and a golden retriever), hardly suspecting 
the horrors that were to come, assembled with one accord in the R.A.F. Hut to make 
their common supplication unto a mound of assorted (just how assorted they were later 
to discover) foodstuffs. To wild cries of "One tin of luncheon meat for me, three tins 
ofluncheon meat for you", the mound was divided among the multitude. Unfortunately, 
as I believe occurred on one similar occasion in the past, the fragments which remained 
over and above that which had been divided filled twelve baskets. Or, to use more 
contemporary units, one large kit-bag. Various suggestions were put forward as to the 
future of this bag-one cad went so far as to propose that Prisca, the lady of the party, 
might carry it. Eventually we decided that it should be cached against our return, in 
Tarbert, a city through which we planned to pass. 

Later that afternoon, we carried ourselves and baggage to Sherborne station to 
deliver ourselves unto British Rail. 24 hours later we, having survived this trial by 
endurance, were spewed up onto the platform of Mallaig station. The Hebrides were 
in sight. 

I shall not pause on Mallaig-how many a luckless wayfarer 'vishes he could say 
the same-but shall continue my tale as S.S. Hebrides, the pride and joy of that paragon 
of Scottish travel David Macbrayne, steamed across to Skye loaded down to the gun'ls, 
if car ferries have gun'ls, with thirteen men, their dog and 15 cwt. of luncheon meat. 
We soon landed in Skye, across which we bussed, by courtesy once again of D.McB. 
From Portree we had only a short crossing to Tarbert, thank the Lord-and David Mc.B. 

Harris greeted us with her traditional drizzle and low cloud. Having returned at 
least half of this salutation via the medium of what I believe are nautically termed the 
"heads", we set out on the long long road to Kinloch Resort-dumping the extra kit-bag 
en route. 

We had, in the warmth and security of No. 7 the Knapp, planned to walk at least 
five miles on this first evening, set up camp, and do half-an-hour's deep breathing exercises 
before bed. However, when faced with Harris at one mile rather than one inch to the 
mile, our enthusiasm cooled as our feet warmed, and we covered about half this distance 
before collapsing in a small hut used by the locals for storing dead sheep. 
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Field day was notably foul-hail, gale force winds, and masters determined to give 
three years of abolished corps training in two days being among contributory factors. 

The school has become a standard setting for cinematographic enterprise, the Jatest 
such being a documentary on the British public school by a German television team 
with rather too many inflexible preconceptions. 

The annual inspection was a less formal affair than usual, with considerably less 
drill. The showpiece was an anti-riot demonstration by the navy which was conducted 
with just enough realism to make the courts look as though it really had happened for 
several days afterwards. 

There were three novelties concerning the House Singing Competition this year, 
viz. immediate announcements from a panel of judges, a wider choice of songs, and a 
song in French. The Abbey House conductor must have well lulled the imaginary 
child in his arms by the end of their far from gentle (yet winning) contribution. 

Our coincidence dept. reports that the headmasters of both Sherborne and Blundells, 
and in addition the ex-headmaster of both, Canon Wallace, were all assembled in the 
Upper pavilion balcony for a XV match. Likewise, Canon Wallace visited the United 
States in 1949, exactly twenty years before R.W.P. 

And yet another coincidence: the appointments of two 0.S.S. to headmasterships 
were announced on consecutive days in December. M. W. McCrum (b 1937-42) to 
Eton, and M. van Hasselt (a 1938-42) to Cranleigh-to succeed Mr. Emms. Good 
luck and congratulations to them both. 

The nascent fire escape from the Big School gallery has been much admired. Perhaps 
some, while hoping the necessity will not arise, have wondered how, stemming from an 
unopenable window, it is to be used. 
flashback 

"I went again soon afterwards and found that the builder's men had left at 9.30 and 
could not be found. The Chairman (who was very angry indeed) and I then saw the 
builder again and said that unless things were fixed tonight we should employ other 
men to do the work and we made him promise to remain with the workmen until it was 
completed and said if necessary they must work all night." 

From the letter book of the Clerk to the Governors-20/8/1910. 
The Sixth Form biology department paid a day visit to the much publicised Porton 

Laboratories, a favourite spot for sit-ins and demos. Apparently it was something of an 
anticlimax, there being a disappointing dearth of dogs, armed guards and screaming 
specimens. 

It must be recorded that on Sunday, 7th December the Blue Room met twice, and 
for the last time with a majority of founder members. At the first Messrs. Harvey,Jerram, 
Pedersen, Wilkinson and Verey waxed poetic; at the second Andrew Harvey had his last 
intellectual fling-a splendid discourse on opera with special reference to Verdi;s Otello. 

Shortly before half term, three grave and responsible sons of Alma Mater were 
espied squatted on the Cheap St. pavement outside Speedeluxe sharing a packet of 
peanuts. Further investigation brought out that they had been interrogated by police 
and had claimed to be protesting at the gradient of Cheap St. 

A school prefect wore a (see through) beard for much of the term. 
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DEPARTURE AND ARRIVALS-

Mr. O'Hanlon has left Abbey Grange, which will incidentally become the new 
Headmaster's house in September. After 61 years in Sherborne (excluding the period 
of the first war) his familiar figure will be missed. 

We wish him and Mrs. O'Hanlon all happiness at Cerne-close enough surely for 
regular return visits? 

* * * * 
A welcome to the following new masters: 

G. H.J. Facer who joins after varied experience at King's School, Canterbury and 
Dulwich, where he did much games coaching. 

A. R. Grant has put in several years at Rugby-a house tutor, ran the R.N. Section 
and was Pipe Major in the Band. A keen geologist. 

M. J. Hatch joins from King's School Canterbury; coaches most games and has 
supervised Commando work and Judo. 

D. W. A. Rosser leaves Dulwich to become Head of the English Department here. 
An impressive rugger record-Captain of Cambridge 1964 and has five times played 
for England. 

I. Widlake has had wide experience of schools in Switzerland and U.S.A. Holds 
Doctorates in Psychology and Divinity. 

M. G. vVilson, no stranger as many met him in the classroom here last Easter term. 
His talents as an ornithologist are perhaps as yet less well known. 

the term 
Congratulations 
To Mr. and Mrs. Morton on the birth of a son. 
To A. C. Leslie on being awarded last season's Dent Memorial prize by the Wild Flower 
Society. 
And to Mr. Stephenson on the publication of his book. Prospective buyers are warned 
that he calculates a sale of l million would bring him £300,000, rendering the likelihood 
of his continuing as a lackey of the capitalist public school system unlikely. 



editorial 
Last term's events were a microcosm of outside events, typified by change un

paralleled in the near past, and dissatisfaction at a new pitch. Change was represented 
by a new uniform and a voluntary corps, the latter being universalJy approved. Dis
satisfaction was represented by the contributions to the Journal that were censored, and 
the contortions of a vociferous minority over a general "apathy". The Shirburnian, 
representing as it does for so many an official standpoint, came in for no vitriolic corres
pondence, but apathy was clearly shown. For example, a notice circulated to all houses 
begging for letters and literary material brought one contribution. The Journal ran a 
literary competition with a cash prize; there was one prose entry and two poetry. 

It is difficult to decide which is the more frightening; this uncaring attitude or the 
bolshy one. The latter at least demonstrates a certain interest and the use of a mind 
which should be questioning in adolescence, but the former signifies a failure on the 
part of the school. If it cannot provoke a keen appraisal, it is turning out a stream of 
zombies. It is perhaps equalJy the fault of the student authority which too often attempts 
to prop up the o]d barriers to a mutually beneficial atmosphere of free debate and friend
ship; barriers such as House, Age and Form. An atmosphere such as this would among 
other things require an authority by respect rather than by separation-certainly, from 
a personnel manager's point of view, a way of telling the sheep from the goats. 

Last term's magazine was 42 pages; this is 28 which is due not to the idleness of the 
editor, but to financial pressure. It is unfortunate, especially as the Shirbumian is regarded 
by a large number of people as indicative of the school's state, but has been seen as an 
opportunity to remove one or two conventional items which have become, for one 
reason or another, outmoded. All sections have been cut, notably the criticism as it 
seems unnecessary to review items like films which a large part of the school has seen 
when only about 150 old boys take the magazine. More support from them would, 
incidentally, help us to produce a far superior magazine-support by subscription, that is. 

Let us hope, though, that not many would echo the sentiment of a correspondent 
to the Shirburnian in 1859: "Anyone who has seen the Shirburnian and does not know 
K.S.S. would be inclined to form an unfavourable impression of the style of fellows 
there from the tone of the Magazine." 

The next issue will appear somewhere in the middle of the Summer term, and will 
be a special issue looking back at the last twenty years and the headmastership of R.W.P. 
From then on, the Shirbumian will appear regularly as before with, we hope, a larger 
concentration of interesting material. But it does rather depend on you. Authority 
cannot be persuaded that there is a cause for "Change" in any field unless a far larger 
number of Shirburnians are constructively and intelligently criticising and attempting 
to improve the society and atmosphere they live in. There is much to be said for a more 
considerate (although not permissive) approach by everyone to the problems, either 
individual or alJ-embracing of each other. The saddest aspect of this new freedom in the 
country at large is that no one will listen to the other side. It would be a real achievement 
if a peaceful exchange of ideas could develop over the next couple of years. 






