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So now it is that Sherborne enters a new phase and looks to a new future. The 
Shirburnian has chosen to do this by examining closely the past, for the past points forward. 
It has been an excellent time for the school; its prestige has remained high, its success 
noteworthy in academic fields and in producing a certain type of civilized human being. 

But recently there has been a change of atmosphere, brought about through the 
downward infiltration of ideas from the student group. There are many who are dis
satisfied with the tradition, with the age old way of life which ensconces them, for they 
see through the agency of the mass media and, more important, in their own contacts 
a growing disregard and indeed contempt for this, and what is more, the power to effect 
some change. 

Through the moderation, slow but sufficiently evolutionary, of the administration's 
rules, disaster (which has shown itself in so many places of education) has been wisely 
averted. 

That Youth is having a greater significance attached to its name than at any previous 
period in history cannot be denied, and the rights and wrongs of this are no question for 
the governing body. There is the simple fact that in certain quarters there is pressure 
building up which is not being regulated by the valve of concession. This cannot be 
immediately blamed on those who are making a policy of flouting authority; it is far 
wider-reaching than a mere disregard for petty regulations-which are vital to the running 
of any community as history has proved. It is a mounting fury against the ordering of 
life, the sterilizationoflife, strangely enough the despiritualization of life, the loss of privacy, 
the artificiality of the whole capitalist economic structure where the hustling arms dealer 
makes a fortune (restricted by Socialist taxation in case of a change of heart once the 
money is safely his) and the creative, the thinkers, the imaginative, are forced to be depen
dent on a state they detest. This whole concept of life, the actual narrowing down of 
intuitive thought processes to the mediocrity of money-making is anathema to the intelli
gent minority. 

Sherborne has shown herself supremely capable of producing men well-suited to 
survival in this rat-race, and after all what more can a school do? It is therefore NOT 
against Sherborne in itself that the 'troublesome element' is directing itself, but against 
Sherborne as a microcosm of the macrocosm. This should be made clear by this editorial, 
one of the few bridges to attempt to communicate the strange psychological workings of 
the adolescent mind to maturity. 

All the verbiage so far has been rather grim, a warning for the future; some pre
monition of this can be found in the headmaster's circular letter oflast term. But it would 
be sad should we confine ourselves to the pose of Cassandra. The Headmaster is owed 
the most tremendous gratitude by us all; to steer the school so successfully through a 
period of so much change and turmoil is a magnificent achievement indeed. Let us all 
wish him the happy retirement he deserves, a pleasant and relaxed time away from the 
cares of our speedup monastic world. And be sure he won't just devote himself to roses. 

This Shirburnian was edited by John L. Wilkinson; the music reviews are by C. P. 
Hancock and the Shirburnian insignia by Robin Kennard. 
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the headmaster 

Sir Ian Jacob, Chairman for seven years and a Governor throughout Robert 
Powell's headmastership, promised to help me compose my tribute. He brought to me 
he said "a few notes" which unaltered, and at my insistence, appear under his own name. 
I said I would add a few words in my dual capacity as Chairman of the Governors and 
an Old Shirburnian. 

His qualities which I shall remember most are these. 

First and foremost his love of Sherborne and his regard for the general atmosphere 
and ethos of the place. His regard for the main body of boys of each generation, finding 
them refreshingly interesting and enterprising. His constant and successful aim to main
tain the discipline in which he believes without exasperating the young into the chronic 
discontent which the modern mass media glorify. His respect for the office of school 
prefect and his belief that when a boy is trusted to share in the responsibility of running 
the school, he is being asked to do something far more mature than an undergraduate 
at a University. 

His concern for the masters, especially the house masters and their wives. 

His interest in the parents, not only while their boys are here but in the problems they 
have to face in entering their sons 12 years ahead. 

His concern for the future of the school and its fabric and finances and its relations 
with the Town and its neighbours. 

His love of music and of the Chapel, and of scholarship. 
Finally, his classical training to which no doubt he owes in part the precision of his 

thought, and therefore of his language; his distaste for any kind of slovenliness; his power 
to see life steadily and to see it as a whole; and the artistic excellence of his twenty annual 
reports to the Governors. 

Bo YD 
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Bob Powell came to Sherborne in 1950 at a time when the school and the country 
had barely begun to settle down after the war. Rationing had not yet disappeared, and 
the great changes brought about by the Labour Government were getting into their 
stride. Some thought that the future of the Public Schools was in danger. Sherborne 
had been fortunate in that the Rev. A. R. Wallace who had been Headmaster for sixteen 
years had held the school steady through the trials of the war, and in that so little physical 
damage had been caused by the cluster of bombs that fell in the courts. Nevertheless 
much was going to depend on firm and wise leadership in the new period that was starting, 
which was curiously enough marked by the completion in that same year of four centuries 
of existence. The celebrations that marked that landmark showed that the School was 
sound and ready to respond. 

Powell soon showed that he was capable at all points of providing what the School 
needed. Bringing to bear his varied experience at Charterhouse and in the Army, and 
having the right degree of self-confidence which a Headmaster must have, he set to work 
to consolidate the good work done by his predecessor, to build up and strengthen the 
staff by judicious choice of new men to succeed those who had stayed on over the war 
years and were retiring. The school never looked back from that moment and, as the two 
successive Ministry Inspections showed, climbed into the forefront of all Schools in the 
excellence of its academic results and in the spirit that animated the whole body. Powell 
steered clear of gimmicky innovations, but did not allow any aspect of school life to settle 
in a sterile groove. The steady progress of the school, the absence of internal dissensions 
which so often mar the life of an institution, the good relations established with the sur
rounding world, and the constant approbation received by Sherborne boys from those 
who have the duty of handling the school leaver, are principally due to the unflurried 
yet attentive guidance given to the staff and boys by Powell. As a member of the Govern
ing body throughout the whole period of Powell's rule, I can esrify to the fact that we 
never had the slightest doubt that we had made a first class choice when we selected him 
from many applicants. 

A good scholar, an excellent speaker, and a highly approachable man, Powell 
seemed to achieve his results with a minimum of fuss. His private interests were trout 
fishing, music, and a love of the Romanesque period in architecture. His interest in 
games was strong, but he did not allow Sherborne to remain what it had at some periods 
been thought to be, a mere local rugger school. Many activities for boys beyond the 
playing field were steadily developed, and in recent years relations with the Girls' School 
were gradually enlarged. Powell did not, like some Headmasters, spend a lot of time at 
conferences and committees in London and in similar extra-mural activities, but he was 
known everywhere as a sound Headmaster, concentrating on a first class school. He found 
it easy to get on terms with a wide variety of people, a characteristic that stood him in 
good stead when the filming of "Goodbye Mr. Chips" took place in 1968, an exercise 
which might have seriously disrupted the life of the School. That it did not do so, and 
that the film brought nothing but credit to Sherborne, was largely due to the easy 
relations Powell achieved with all the principal people concerned with making the film. 

In all his work it is hard to overestimate the part played by Charity Powell, whose 
charm and efficiency provided the ideal base for the social life of the school community. 

IAN jACOB 
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Twenty years is a long period at the top of any organization and not least for a 
Headmaster. 

For what will Mr Powell be remembered? Will it be for having raised the standard 
of academic achievement in the School? That certainly; but these things come and go 
and there had been good years before 1950. Will it be as Powell the Builder? Achieve
ment there has certainly been, though the older members of our community sometimes 
look back, with regret for its passing, to the time when, before the war, the school was 
well under 450, and when, in less demanding days, the accommodation that then existed 
seemed adequate. 

Two things, in my opinion, have earned him a place both in history and in our 
affection. 

First of all the skill and wisdom he has shown in the selection of his staff. Truly his 
successor will have little to complain of as he gets to know and to appreciate the quality 
of the men he is inheriting. 

The other thing, for which I, and, I know, many others, will remember him with 
great and abiding affection is his capacity for always having time available for us when 
we have called to see him-whether our mission has been serious or trivial. From the 
point of view of a member of his staff, I know of nothing that makes more difference than 
this quality of accessibility; and it is for this especially that I am grateful to him. 

J.H.R. 

Certain impressions of R. W. P. stand out in the memory of an erstwhile pupil to 
the exclusion of others: the imposing figure-head (every inch a headmaster) making his 
entrance to the chapel, the distinctive profile outlined on winter evenings against the pool 
of light that surrounded his desk, the authoritative presence and eloquent delivery of the 
speaker from pulpit or rostrum, the teacher who wore his erudition lightly and leavened 
it with wit, and the man who had time and compassion enough to put a small boy at 
his ease or hear the anxious problems of an older one. 

Situations change and my changed situation affords a second, closer view. I know 
I do not speak for myself alone when I say that I have many reasons to be grateful to him: 
for his generous hospitality, for his resistance to extremist pressures of whatever kind, 
and for the breadth of his interests which make him as likely to spring to the defence of 
some medieval thinker as to issue a challenge in the fives court or across a key-board; 
for his concern for people, for his ability to discern what has a lasting value in education 
and for the creation of a liberal atmosphere in which a vast range of disparate activities 
can flourish and be integrated. In sum, for his humanity. 

C.A.J.K. 
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Juvenis. Hey, Senex. 
Senex. Hallo, J uvenis. 

1950-1970 
or 

A Dialogue between J uvenis and Senex 

5 

J. A boy told me you know quite a bit about the school. If I ask you some questions, will 
you answer them? 

S. Of course, Juvenis; that is, if I can. 
J. Well, Senex, a lot of us think that this is the most conservative school in the south of 

England and we wonder why nothing ever seems to happen here, and why all ideas 
for change are discouraged. 

S. Thank you for putting it so politely. I expect the words you really had in mind in
cluded "authorities," "charge of dynamite" and so on. Well, you will agree that 
20 years is a fairly long time and that if an average boy stays 4-5 years he can only see 
his particular bit, so to say. 

J. Well, that's pretty obvious. 
S. Right, as long as that's understood and everyone realises that most changes in this 

world tend to be a long drawn out process, otherwise you get a mere anarchy that 
no one can keep up with. 

J. Perhaps that's why there are so many pointless rules here. 
S. Not always as pointless as they seem, and I'll just have to ask you to believe me that 

the general atmosphere is far less authoritarian than it was twenty years ago-especially 
as regards prefectship and what that job implies. And as for this conversation of ours, 
it would have been less likely to take place, to say the least. 

J. Fair enough, but it's all rather vague. Can you pinpoint any definite changes? 
S. \Vcll buildings aren't vague and they are a thing people always seem to pick on. Of 

course any reasonably prosperous school builds when it can. But the rate and variety 
here since 1950 has been something quite out of the ordinary. Perhaps the impact 
on the individual is not all that great-I mean the shape and size of a classroom in 
which he is taught is not vital; whether he gets a study a term or two earlier will 
maybe seem more important. But just to mention one place which affects everyone 
alike-the Big School. Before 1956 (and it was only Government restrictions that 
held things up till then) conditions were really bad. Take the Concert Club for 
instance. Small boys would go in at 7.15 to make sure of a good seat. At 2 minutes 
to 8 school prefects would eject them in favour of visitors from Yeovil or wherever. 
Once three of them, not caring much for this, crept back and listened to a whole 
concert under the piano. This seemed to stimulate the official conscience and a large 
temporary gallery of scaffolding was put up (wonderful, it was said at the time, for 
examinees who were in dead ground, but less so for film fans who tended to view the 
screen through a forest of poles.) But I must not go on about buildings-too big 
a subject. 

J ........ . 
S. No, don't say it-the Chapel. It's the one thing still to be caught up with; but it 

will be-somehow. 
]. Your mentioning the Chapel reminds me of weekends. A lot of people are very bored 

and almost welcome Monday mornings. Couldn't they organise this part of the week 
a bit better? 
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S. Actually in 1950 Sundays were packed with five functions ofreligious observance, four 
of them compulsory. It's a long time ago now since these were thinned out-to the 
great satisfaction of the generation of the time. Now the wheel has turned full circle 
it seems. Some lucky boys have interests to fill every minute, others not. But these 
are deep waters; education is supposed to teach how to use leisure. \Ve do our best, 
but not with complete success-never have. But no other school in the country has 
solved this problem either. 

By the way, talking about boredom, it always used to be a bit of a reproach to 
boarding schools that boys seldom got right away-out of the atmosphere for a bit. 
It's rather different now-field days to this and that, plays, concerts and other outings 
are much more common than they were. Sailing too has come up from nothing since 
the war. And, going right back, really ambitious holiday expeditions were confined 
to about 50 boys from all England centrally organised. Now Sherborne teams seem 
to go anywhere from the North Cape to the Western Desert, managing themselves 
very successfully-this is quite excellent of course. 

]. Yes, I'm with you there, but what about the hours when we are supposed to be working, 
Latin etc. Why can't they modernise the timetable and let us learn something more 
practical? 

S. There are two things about this. Firstly it's not primarily the job of a school to give 
technical training-that comes later; secondly (and this is strange) boys don't seem 
over keen on getting it if the occasion does arise. But within these conditions, time
tables have altered enormously throughout the school, for instance S.M.P. which 
we helped to pioneer. The general emphasis has been on ever greater flexibility. 
In the old days there were about five standard A level combinations. Now there are 
much more variety and wider scope for all. Look too at the very liberal allowance of 
study periods, quite a recent development, and the vast increase in the number of 
Societies. 

]. What do you reckon will be the future of games, all right for those who like them, 
but ... 

S. Well exercise will always be necessary and actually there is a far better balance be
tween game and game than there was; very large additions to the fields have made 
this much easier, of course. Wholetime athletics (originally intended for boys who 
were hopeless at cricket) with plenty of space and equipment have developed enor
mously. Tennis courts have doubled in number and there are even grounds available 
for what you quaintly call "football." And clearly with all these facilities provided 
there has to be much more liberty to use them-and there is. 

]. What do you think of the abolition of the corps? 
S. Just a minute. P.T. has been abolished. But the corps has been made voluntary-a 

very different thing, and it is far too early to say what its final size and form will be. 
The "activities" have yet to prove themselves, if they lead perhaps to developments 
in Social Service or start up a lasting interest in something worthwhile-fine. But 
not if they degenerate into Cheap St. or pop in the study; we'll be wishing the com
pulsory system back then; No one pretends the corps was popular, but it did (and 
will do) a vast amount of good to those in it. But I won't bore you with details at 
this stage. 

]. What's wrong with a bit of feminine society? 
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S. Nothing at all (the right society anyway), except that work does come first. Now 
twenty years ago, and this is really true, there were virtually no social contacts. The 
official attitudes were, here, "You better not, or else," and there, "Run, girls, run." 
Slightly more liberal today, perhaps? 

]. (after a pause) Why do we have to wear such drab clothes at school? 
S. I thought that might crop up. Why are Venetian gondolas black-to stop expensive 

competition. Moreover, while most older people understand the ambition to be the 
geariest, at the same time every school knows that flinty eyed employers on the whole 
do not like it; and if the authorities do not spell this message out loud and clear, 
they are cheating the parents and giving the boys a raw deal. 

Back in the post war years this problem simply did not exist, as with clothes 
rationed it was as much as most people could manage to keep their backs covered 
at all. Since then, starting with coloured waistcoats, there have been all sorts of 
concessions till now even the most junior boy can wear any of four outfits, rather 
cleverly designed actually because they provide a choice, apparently so dear to your 
hearts, without being in the least trendy (in origin anyway before the instant permuta
tions). Personally I regret the passing of the basher after more than r oo years
except from the economy angle; but there it is. What seems so odd to me is that 
the fez, historically slightly more archaic and much less easy to manoeuvre, has not 
yet come under fire. 

]. The fez shows you've done something. 
S. So did the rst XI and Sixth Form hatbands, but both went without a murmur of 

protest. 
Since we have been reviewing some changes of the last two decades, just one other 

point. Don't run away with the idea that the generations before that were a down
trodden under-privileged lot. Just like you they were mainly pretty contented and 
certainly thought themselves quite as modern as the most with-it types of today. But 
one fact is that it cost them far less (in terms of real money) to stay that way. Do you 
remember Alice and the Red Queen? "\\Thy I do believe we've been under this tree 
all the time." "Of course," said the Queen. "Well in our country," said Alice still 
panting a little, "you'd generally get to somewhere else, if you ran very fast for a long 
time." "A slow sort of country," said the Queen, "Now here you see it takes all the 
runningyou can do to stay in the same place." 

]. (hastily) Senex, thank you for answering my questions. 
S. J uvenis, thank you for asking them. 

TWENTY YEARS 

A.B.G. 

A few random recollections of my first year at Sherborne remind me that, though 
boys in their five years at school may not notice it, things do change. In 1950 food ration
ing was still in force: a series of pigs kept in the sty in my garden-which at that time was 
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a rough paddock-provided the wherewithal of entertainment. In 1950 boys left school 
to do compulsory National Service, and did it without much self-pity. In 1950, though 
the week's work was only thirty-one periods, Sunday was like one of those Sabbaths which 
the hymn describes as "mighty and deep" -compulsory services morning and evening, 
and a divinity period, as well as Holy Communion at 8.o a.m. for a largish number of 
boys. In 1950, I abolished compulsory watching of School cricket, and introduced early 
morning school in the Summer Term. In 1950, neither I nor more than very few boys 
watched television. 

On the whole, the boys of that time, though capable of picturesque assertions of self, 
were, I think, more at ease with self, family, school, and society; more able to find satis
faction in simple loyalties and simple enthusiasms. Nobody assured them that they were 
maturing earlier. House spirit was strong; I sometimes felt that it was too strong, but it 
did add vigour and colour and sentiment to our goings-on. I shall always be nostalgic 
about House Suppers, and about those early House matches when, in near darkness, 
striped bodies milled laboriously in the mud, their steam rising to thicken the evening mist, 
and a hoarse uproar of despair or triumph was continually erupting from various parts 
of the fields. School life-the attitudes and behaviour patterns of boys-was about as 
conventional and predictable as it is today. It may surprise boys of today to learn that 
though there was much greater emphasis, in those early days, on punctilio of manners, 
appearance, and address, informality and friendliness between boys and masters was 
easy, because neither side was on the defensive or offensive. "\Ve all knew there was a 
generation gap, but we did not think of it as a casus belli. 

The main trends of my twenty years have been expansion, complexity, variety. 
A boy now is presented with a much wider range of activity, both academic and extra
curricular, from which to choose his own line. But freedom of choice is not an unmixed 
blessing. While to some it brings the happiness of becoming immersed in things they want 
to do, in others it leads to dilettantism, or anxiety, or discontent with what is offered. 
Whether it has meant an improvement cannot be considered until, in years to come, we 
see the results, and even then our inferences will not be reliable. 

One improvement I think I have already seen. In those early years, boys seemed to 
group themselves self-consciously into intellectuals and athletes. The intellectuals com
plained that opinion in the School paid too much reverence to the athletic "blood"; 
and certainly, in my view, too many people outside the School talked too much of our 
prowess at games. I did not like this, any more than I liked the prospect of the School 
becoming dominated by a set of intellectual "bloods." The "blood" of any kind is often 
a posturing snob. I wanted the School to be a community in which all kinds of talent
intellectual, artistic, athletic, social-could develop side by side and enjoy equal respect 
without clamouring for it. Much as I distrust the word "progress," I think that in this 
respect we have made progress, and if we have I shall always be glad that it was made 
while I was Headmaster. 

Twenty years is quite a time to me-a brief spasm to Sherborne. If the School has 
the same strength and quality to go on changing and developing as it had when I came, 
my regime will rate a page or two in its long history, and I shall be satisfied. 
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the term 
Congratulations to: 
Classics Carey J. L. (Exhibition) Cambridge Magdalene 

Gidney D. G. (Exhibition) Oxford Christ Church 

History Harvey A. C. (Closed Scholarship) Oxford Exeter 
Lumley-Ellis R. P. E. (Exhibition) Oxford Jesus 
Nicolls L.-0. (Scholarship) Oxford Trinity 
Roome D. G. (Scholarship) Cambridge Magdalene 
Swenarton M. C. (Exhibition) Oxford Magdalen 
Vine M. C. (Exhibition) Oxford Worcester 

Mathematics Randolph M. F. (Scholarship) Oxford Queen's 

English Crowley R. C. (Exhibition) Cambridge Emmanuel 
Noel-Tod A. R. N. (Exhibition) Cambridge Trinity 

Chemistry Farrer J. L. B. (Galpin Scholarship) Oxford Balliol 

Geography King T. P. L. (Exhibition) Cambridge Fitzwilliam 

Congratulations to: 

Mr. and Mrs. Barker, and Mr. and Mrs. Facer, on the births of daughters, and to 
Mr. and Mrs. Daniels on the birth of a son. 

And to Mr. Gallia on his recent marriage to Miss Sylvia Walker. Also to D. A. B. 
Lough, Head ofSchool 1968, on getting a letter into The Times (in the first position)
and for making a very good point. 

This cutting from a paper in, of all places, Australia, shows how one of our periodic 
American students reacted to life at Sherborne. It should be borne in mind when reading 
his enthusiastic comments on discipline that he acquired the status of school prefect in 
his second term! 

Americans at English schools are always good subjects for funny films, but John 
Burke's is a different story. 

Handsome, 19, dark-haired son of an American tycoon, he heard of the English 
Speaking Union's offer of scholarships for a year's study at an English public school. 

He applied, was accepted, and spent his year at Sherbome, founded by Edward VI 
in 1550. 

During his year Sherborne was invaded by other Americans-making the film 
"Goodbye, Mr. Chips"-and John gave up a proposed golfing vacation in Scotland to 
stay at school as an "extra." 

Sherborne is a preparation for Yale for John, and he approves the traditions. 
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"For the first time I felt I was able to benefit from a completely different perspective 
in viewing life, and the ideas behind that type oflife," he told his new American friends. 

In his first week he was meeting with such traditions as struggling with a collar 
stud at 7.29 a.m., being at breakfast at 7.30 a.m., then going to chapel, before a series of 
45 minute morning classes. 

"Afternoons are largely sports, which are required. Everyone plays rugby in fall, 
some schools also have soccer. 

"In the freezing, wet winter weather there are hockey and cross country runs. 
"In the less cold spring we have track, swimming, cricket, tennis and golf." 

Discipline at an English public school John approves. "It is still important at 
Sherborne, though relaxed elsewhere lately. 

"It puts a student in an atmosphere that lends itself most favourably to his education. 

"As I see it," says John, "the problem with most students today is their inability 
not to do the work but to get down to work. 

"That is what the English public school, as I found at Sherborne, is striving to 
overcome.'' 

He noticed a main difference from his US schools was the infrequency of examinations, 
and the early leaning toward specialisation. 

"Classes are lectures rather than question and answer sessions, the pupil is encouraged 
to read everything he can on his subject, then he writes an essay on it every two weeks," 
he said. 

HOWARD PALMER 

Prc-cedent 

From the Western Gazette 26th Nov., 1909. 
SCHOOLBOYS' SUNDAY "TOPPERS" ABOLISHED 

The Sunday "Topper" the wearing of which by the King's School boys has always 
been a great institution in Sherborne has been abolished, and a blazer for the use of the 
boys has been introduced. 

The basher next? 

Journal 
Congratulations to the editors of the Journal on a really excellent final number. 

Particularly noteworthy was the fine ironic "inspectors' report" on the school. 
Whether the newsboard, kept back by constructional difficulties, will be erected when 

this appears, we cannot say; but wish it the best of luck-and more correspondents than 
we are blessed with. 
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The Blue Room staged a Mystic Afternoon in the art school last term which ran the 
entire course of a Sunday afternoon. Almost all who attended were cajoled into reading 
a prepared extract, ranging from St. John of the Cross to Tantric Buddhist scriptures to 
Blake. There was music ranging from Mozart to Pierre Henry to (of course) The 
Incredible String Band. With the scent of incense in the air, strange impromptu sculp
tures of tables giving the whole a surrealistic aspect, and about forty spread on cushions 
apparently lifeless in the blacked-out gloom except for the occasional stretch to deliver 
mind-expanding extracts, it would be fair to say it succeeded in wrenching itself the usual 
society format. 

Dance 
I lurked behind the Sherborne coloured drapes for the first half hour not being a 

sixth former, but found later that this action was unnecessary. I then roved about in 
search of amusement i.e. drink. However, this ran out at about ten, so I and a few wolves 
ran in a pack straight towards Mrs. X who was unaccompanied at the time. Soon 
her husband returned, however, and we snarled off after new prey. We found Mr. Y 
and asked him to comment on the music. He found it "dull, dry, and uninteresting"; 
we were not so sure and backed away past two young masters in animated conversation 
about the weather. But still the night was young. 

Various young ladies were accosted by a few elder men while we pref erred the safety 
of Lulu on the television and coke in the lap. At last, windswept, tear streaked, and 
sunkissed, we departed. Not all however departed; one of the brethren became drowsy 
and took his rest in a side room. He didn't wake up until three that morning, and found 
himself locked in. 

Congratulations to Mr. Lugg for clearing up all the glasses I surreptitiously smashed 
and to the group for cunningly blowing other peoples' speakers and not their own. 

The dance, like the school, was non profit making. 

School Photo 
The four-yearly school photo was staged on 5th May after a rehearsal the day before. 

The antiquated clockwork camera (which needed one winding for rotation and another 
actually to turn the film) was the object of considerable mirth. Happy smiling faces the 
inevitable result. 

* * * * 
Three sermons and two lectures by former members of the staff are scheduled for 

this term-an unusually large ration. 

* * * * 
After a lapse of some time, the South \Vestern Division of the Headmasters' conference 

has met at the school this term, appropriately enough, for it is just 100 years since the 
H.M.C. really got off the ground at the Sherborne meeting of 1870. 

* * * * 
A novel activity has appeared in the school's programme in the shape of the Ten Tors 

Expedition (too late to be fully described in this number). 
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MR. G. E. WILES 1947-70 
G.E.W. came to Sherborne from Uppingham in 1947. It was a mild joke at the 

time that the then headmaster, Canon Wallace, made the appointment in the grill room 
at Waterloo-not however the only example of a happy result emerging from methods 
seemingly more casual than the formal summons to Sherborne, the perambulation of the 
buildings and so forth. However, the Wiles curriculum vitae was no doubt available at 
the time-schooling at York, articled pupillage with the organist of Southwell (surely 
one of the most lovely of English cathedrals yet, because it is just off the beaten track, 
not very well known), to be followed by an exceptional career, twice exhibitioner and 
thrice prizeman, at the Royal College of Music and the Royal College of Organists. 

And so for nearly a quarter of a century Ted Wiles has been an unobtrusive, yet 
quite indispensable pillar of Sherborne music. In addition to a long list of private pupils 
(taking more periods than the average master has) he has been heavily involved in all 
the rest of the musical scene, from Carol Services to house competitions; he was also a 
foundation member of the Concert Club committee. 

It is only right that a few highlights of his long career here should be recorded. The 
"Elijah" of 1949 devolving (owing to the sudden death of Mr. Leighton) on GEW, then 
quite a recent arrival; a major work only partially rehearsed and advertised in advance 
for performances on successive nights, thereby quadrupling the problems-and the whole 
brought to a triumphant conclusion. And in the same year, on a lighter note, the sole, 
so far as is known, open air concert here when, at Canon Wallace's suggestion, on a 
stifling summer evening performers migrated to the lawn on the east of the Library. 
The singers sounded at their best backed by the high walls; the orchestral players, with 
a light breeze springing up, groping for their music on the grass were less at ease; but all 
in all an occasion to remember. To this same period belongs the only King's Choral 
Scholarship (blue riband for singers) won since the war. More recently and well within 
the memory of boys still here came the performances of 1966-67, comprising Faure's 
Requiem, Vivaldi's Gloria and Kodaly's Psalmus Hungaricus-all seldom heard works, 
but chosen confidently by G.E.W. and in the event received with acclaim. Indeed he 
had an encyclopedic knowledge of music; no work so obscure but that at some time he had 
played or heard it. And last term, as a contrasting finale, an admirable performance of 
The Messiah. 

It is a pity that organ recitals as such are not more in the Sherborne tradition. 
G.E.W. was not only a master of the instrument, but its devoted servant as well. Any 
dweller round the central precincts could hardly have missed Ted coming down, with 
his walking stick of course (from Greenhill then), quite often late at night to play in 
Chapel for an hour or so-very softly so as not to disturb sleepers nearby. It may too 
come as a surprise to hear that in addition to his musical qualifications G.E.W. holds a 
degree in History and in his earlier days was an active cricketer, captain indeed of the 
game at his school. 

Though he is leaving, no one who knows Ted would expect a relapse into idleness; 
he plans to carry on his work for music and education with the lecturing for which he is 
already known locally, and as Chief Examiner in music for the G.C.E., at London, a 
post to which he has now been appointed. It is good that these activities will continue to 
be based on Thornford where we wish Mr. and Mrs. Wiles a long and happy retirement. 

A.B.G. 
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C.D.S.W.V. 

Charles Verey, during his few years at Sherborne, made himself well liked among 
boys for his approachability and encouragement. A leading figure in the concrete poetry 
movement who runs his own press, he leaves to devote himself more fully to his poetic, 
artistic, and publishing pursuits. 

South Street Publications 

With the departure of Charles Verey, Sherborne loses one of the most interesting 
experimental presses in the country. Among other work, it publishes that of Dom Silvester 
Houedard, an anarchist monk at Prinknash and a key modern writer. His Miniposters, 
of a few words each, have wide religious connotation and are an important plank in the 
bridge connecting the Eastern and Western philosophies. His Dance poems, translations 
of South American Indian drug inspired songs, are prefaced by an authoritative essay 
on Myth. 

Another writer published is Thomas A. Clark, an immensely likeable Scot often to 
be seen in Sher borne, in appearance a gentle barbarian, whom little of the passing scene 
escapes. His work is personal and warm, usually easy but far from facile. Three publica
tions by him have been produced: Alexanders Gaze, a quite remarkably good collection 
of "straight poetry," Laura, a delightful love poem, and The Secrecy of the Totally, 
collage and chance poems which are yet distinctively his own. Charles Verey's baroque 
poetic style is well displayed in An Explosion without a Fuse, and a new collection 'The 
Just Limbo" is forthcoming. 

features 
SIC TRANSIT, GLORIA MUND! ... TURKEY 1970 

Thus the Transit, glory of the world ... crossed over the continent of Europe and 
into Asia. Next time you see the school's Ford Transit standing canoe-laden in the Courts 
bear in mind that in April it aged six and a half thousand miles, with nine rash representa
tives of our institution carrying the Shirburnian flag, not to the Hebrides this time, but 
to the wilds of Turkey. The expedition posed as a venture of the classics department, 
though three of the nine did not appear to realize this until we reached Troy. 
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It was cunningly arranged to leave the country before the term had run its full 
course, and we left accordingly on March 23rd, with the jeers of our comrades still ringing 
in our ears--"To Turkey in that thing? Camping? Nine of you? I couldn't stand a 
hundred yards .... " Amazing, mad though we were, that during the whole trip 
nobody irreparably lost his temper. 

To chronicle day by day the four-week holiday would require a special supplement 
which would probably be unreadable for all but the happy travellers. So, gentle reader, 
vague impressions are all you're going to get. As we drove Paris-bound through France 
next (Tuesday) morning, we thought contentedly of First Period beginning, eternally 
punctual, while we made full acquaintance with the Transit's travelling comforts. 
Europe's weather, make no mistake, was English: it rained all the time, and at night 
was suitably chilly. France, Switzerland, Italy-doing four hundred miles a day (our 
record was 465, on the way back). In Italy, we made our first educative excursion, to 
Aquileia, an Italian town still, in an unconcerned sort of way, preserving its Roman 
heritage. 

Yugoslavia, and a night in Ljubliana, where J.D.L. had a contact curating the 
Museum: after proudly guiding us around an exhibition of bronzes, and pointing out 
to us in attractively broken English the examples in his collection which he regarded as 
the "most beautiest," he fed us royally on native dishes and much white wine. Then the 
long haul along the exciting put, which masquerades as the trans-European highway-its 
potholes are an essential experience in life-to Bulgaria, devotedly communist, and border
ing the country of our destination. So on Saturday, five days from Sherborne, we arrived 
at the Bulgar-Turk frontier. Here there occurred the memorable incident when the 
Bulgarian customs officer asked for a copy of the Reader's Digest, and instead was given a 
P. G. Wodehouse (advance the west!) ; then we were detained for two and a half hours 
by the earnest but inefficient Turkish bureaucrats, until P.R.S. so alarmed the tourism 
official by his righteous indignation that we were hastened through. 

Edirne--our first night in Turkey. While we were quietly drinking in the camp 
restaurant, the whole building shook gently but unmistakably for ten seconds, then settled 
again to stability. Disturbed, to say the least, we pointed at the lights in oscillation, but 
the friendly proprietor had noticed nothing. Two days later, when we bought the overseas 
edition of the Times, we learnt that an earthquake a couple of hundred miles away had 
swallowed the town of Gediz, and thousands were feared dead. Once we found that our 
proposed route was safe, most important was to dispatch home a hasty letter full of 
reassurance. Parents are anxious things. 

Istanbul (Byzantium, Constantinople), city of Europe and Asia, with a past of 
magnificence and a poverty-stricken present: the first day we saw it was in the rain 
(earthquake rain-the only real Turkish rain we had), the second in glorious sunshine. 
We plodded earnestly round the sights most obviously "musts" in dutiful but cursive 
fashion-and inhaled the splendour of the Blue Mosque, hugely airy building, carpet
spread, silent and empty, a world altogether different from that of the hawking post-card 
sellers outside: here we first met the native, and received impressions not all favourable. 
Let a foreigner park his car, and the Turks will pounce-"Postcards? Change money?" 
Ever-haggling, their perpetual quest for western lucre is a patient one. The Bazaar is the 
big selling place (for tourists anyway): here are arcades, filled with jostling Turks and 
bewildered visitors, where carpets, sheepskins, "antiques," jewellery, all, all is sold. Men 
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will come and take you off to their little shops to sell you something-you don't know 
what-and everybody is in competitive frenzy. Here too, pedlars set about selling hash, 
and at greater risk than under England's laws. Our special advantage, as we walked 
through the melee, was Piers Crocker, all 200 cm of him (if we must go metric); 1f ever 
we lost him, we had only to ask for "the giant Englishman" and we were led off after him. 

What other sights here merit brief mention? Santa Sophia is now a museum, but 
was a Roman Christian basilica, then a mosque: it has a vast dome, and a magnificent 
interior. Then there's the Topkapi Saray-museum, once a palace (and scene of the 
Ustinov film) a building of faded splendour, but housing ornaments in gold that put the 
Crown Jewels in the shade. If you like that sort of thing. 

Ankara is the capital of Turkey, made so by Kemal Ataturk, the national hero, as 
being more central than cosmopolitan Istanbul. It is a dull city, and largely new, domin
ated by the ugly structure incorporating Ataturk's mausoleum, a tasteless Parthenon in 
concrete, lacking any subtlety in expression. Here are housed his Cars, genuine relics of 
the man, and all British. But Ankara's proudest possession should be its archaeological 
museum, which is one of the best laid out anywhere. From this city, a strike into the wilds, 
to Hattusas, capital of the Hittite Empire, Bogazkoy. The ancient site is historically full 
of interest, but another aspect of this haunting Anatolian village will always linger in our 
memories' forefront. Seek not to find out the tale of the night spent here ... 

The day after, we took a "dry weather" road that was not so dry, and only avoided 
several hair-raising skids by the brilliant driving of A.J.Y. The countryside here was 
wilder than any we saw-and this was spring: arid hillsides, treeless, little vegetation. 
Only the colourful dots of one or two women in the distance, working. A stranger 
district was yet to come. The semi-desert formations of white lava, eroded away to form 
pinnacles, mushrooms of rock, unearthly valleys: here St. Basil founded Christian mon
asteries, flourishing from the seventh century onwards. Carved out of the rock, these 
churches were painted inside with bright illustrations from the Scriptures; whole villages 
existed burrowed underground. 

Further south, through the Cilician Gates, and the Mediterranean, ceaselessly 
sunned, stretched out into the blue sky before us. Here we had our first encounters with 
the classical sites. A brief stop at Tarsus was followed by a longer one at Pompeiopolis, 
whereJ.D.L. wanted photographs for his forthcoming opus. Here it was discovered that 
A.J.Y. had left his passport at a hotel a couple of hundred miles back: but, putting all 
confidence in the Turks, we continued to Silifke, where we camped for five restful days, 
surrounded by the Roman town of Korykos, and in sight of two charmingly ruined 
12th-century castles, one now an island in the sea. Monday evening-A.J.Y. got the 
telephone in touch with the hotel, and the other end obseqiously said, yes, yes, they would 
post the passport immediately. On Wednesday morning it was committed to the post ... 

Meanwhile, we ate our Vesta meals, and blessed Spar: we read ,we ruin-hunted; 
our virile bathers were induced by the summery sun to bask till roasted; quite idyllic. 
But once re-armed with the passport, we had to move on, along the picturesque and wooded 
coast, exploring on the way Aspendos and Perge, Alan ya and Antal ya: here came our 
chance to get rather blase about all these sites, and the same dreary cliches sufficed to 
dismiss a monument, a mountain, a work of art. If they were not fine, they were effective, 
or downright impressive . . . . From Antalya, we headed inland, and saw the hot-springs 
of Pamukkale, among the ruins of the Roman town of Hierapolis. Then to Ephesus, a 
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good example of a Roman city, and exploited as such; to Izmir (Smyrna), a large and 
western city, then up the Ionian coast to Bergama, whose citadel stands out dominating 
hill and plain: here we enjoyed Scottish weather, infinitely more photogenic. From here 
it is not far to Troy, the climax of the trip, small and puzzling complex of ruins, where we 
met a man selling allegedly genuine pieces of the Wooden Horse. For the Americans, 
he said. So, having crossed the Dardanelles/Hellespont, we soon left Turkey. 

Greece-and evidence of the Junta, since it was approaching the anniversary of the 
coup. Philippi, Thessaloniki. We seriously contemplated dashing to Athens, with a 
telegram home to the Bursar "TERM IN GREECE SEND £500"-but the motherland 
called, and we went though Yugoslavia. Skopje gave us two punctures on top of each 
other, and half a day explaining in vain what a radial tyre was. Belgrade, Venice (where 
we spent a day doing it as much justice as our feet allowed), Geneva, Paris, Dieppe. Five 
days before the end of the holidays, the east far behind, we were back in our snug dens of 
western affluence. 

Care to come and see our holiday slides? 
jAMES FERGUSSON 

THE SHERBORNE REGISTER 

Very few seem to know, but the above is basically a list of every boy known to have 
attended the school, be his stay long or short, success or failure; all alike arc included. 

The idea was first suggested exactly a hundred years ago when a correspondent wrote 
in The Shirburnian, 

"Sherbome School has been in existence for more than 300 years. Surely there must be a record of the names 
of some at least of the pupils during these three centuries. Would not the keeper or keepers of such records allow 
some fit person to search them? An account of those ex-Shirbumians who have distinguished themselves in any way 
would be grateful to most of those connected with the school; and where could their memory be celebrated more 
fitly than in the pages of The Shirbumian? A brief account of the former stars and meteors of Sherbome would be 
not only instructive to those of the present day, but an incentive to them to emulate their brilliance hereafter. More
over are there no traditions extant of mighty deeds of yore, of heroic fights and noble achievements; of the gests in 
war and sport of the Shirbumians? Why should there not be an Athenae Shirbumienses ?" 

But the suggester had to wait for nearly a quarter of a century before he saw any response. 
This was in 1893 when, with the school in very low water, it was felt that publication 
would rally the body of OSS and help to restore Sherborne's fortunes. Since then there 
have been five further editions, 1900, 1921, 1937, 1950 and 1965, each containing the 
names by terms-none alphabetically throughout (as some schools do). There is no doubt 
which is the better method, for copies tend to be well thumbed in the later pages showing 
that to recall memories and trace what has happened to contemporaries is the chief 
attraction. 
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Hence the latest edition of 1965, running back only to 1890, is an excellent compromise 
not only meeting the need for economy but also providing what most people want. 
However, for the last part of this dissertation the edition of 1950 (readily available in 
the school) is used, solely because it goes back to 1550. 

These results have been achieved over the years by the efforts of seven editors, 
mainly public spirited OSS, sometimes in collaboration with members of the staff. 

The first Register of 1893 was prefaced by some lines by Lewis Morris OS. 
"Dear School, grey Church, which dim years since I knew, 

The swift paced years that hurry youth to age, 
Fond memory turns with grateful eye to you, 
And welcomes gladly this recording page. 
And they, my eager comrades, where are they? 
Low lies full many a curly boyish head. 
Some in hot youth, and some grown sad and grey 
\Vith hopes burnt out and aspirations dead. 
But changeless still the minster towers, and still 
Grey walls re-echo, as the careless race 
Of young lives hurrying onward comes to fill 
The ancient courts with Youth's pathetic grace. 

The fact that the sentiments are still entirely true for 1970 is unlikely to commend the 
wording to modern readers; however, for the sentimental-patriotic mood of the times the 
verses were well enough. The volume itself was slender, for despite the pious hopes of the 
earlier Shirburnian correspondent, the editors of that date had only about 50 years of 
properly recorded names to work on; for it is a sad fact that while the name of every 
master since 1550 is known and listed (because they had to be paid and so appear in the 
accounts), before 1835 boys (who mostly did not pay anyway) came and went without 
anyone bothering much to record their names and dates; hence early lists are pitifully 
incomplete. Yet even now there is a thin trickle of ancient names which comes in from 
various sources; there is even a \•,;aiting list for the next Register, a few names that missed 
the 1965 edition by a matter of hours and six more which turned up in one day this year. 
(Their claim to immortality? A punch-up with the Abbey curate in Church Lane in 
1608. Kindest perhaps to state this here and print the names at some later date.) But if 
perhaps now a term here and there in the distant past does not look quite so threadbare, 
a complete list of Shirburnians must always be a pipe dream. 

Recent editors though have had their hands quite full enough with the living-the 
mass of recent entries. \Vhile he is here a boy's record is noted as a matter of routine 
(incidentally this process reveals a very small but consistent percentage of boys uncertain 
of their own names). For later details of their careers editors rely on postal questionnaires 
-not always answered. In a way it is sad that training in efficiency as provided here 
should produce such negative results; but it is understandable. New life (quite rightly) 
swamps thoughts of school, and everybody has a couple of circulars to fill in every week 
anyway. But with many positive results the editors, despite their frustrations, can and do 
produce ever more complete and worthwhile records. 

All this is known; only rarely is the curtain lifted a trifle more to reveal the humour 
and compensations of the job-as, say, in a memorable paper to the Duffers by a distin
guished editor very many years ago. The occasional begging letter, the odd and totally 
unrelated namesakes (e.g. Paul Treby Clark, 1848 and 1868-and there are others too), 
the facetious information "Threw a stone through the headmaster's window and got 
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birched for it" (never printed) and "Jimmy Rhoades used to call me a tortoise steeped 
in laudanum" (twice printed). And the legend, hoary but unsubstantiated, of the tem
porary guest of His Majesty-as it then was. 

For their labours, inevitably, the editors receive both praise and grumbles. Yet 
all should be grateful to them, for "The Register" is constantly consulted by the school 
authorities and without it, improbable as it may seem, the work of the place would be 
seriously handicapped. 

In conclusion some selected entries (from the 1950 edition) to while away a few idle 
moments in Library or House Reading Room. 

Page 
I. An Armada boffin and backroom boy. 
3. An anatomist of national reputation. 
9. A parson four times married. (A retired Methodist minister of Texas recently 

achieving a similar feat at the age of 106 got himself into "Around America," see 
Daily Telegraph 18th March, 1970.) 

12. A parson who succeeded his own son in the living of Nether Compton. 
13. A new use for Psalm II9. 
33. First road death. (Given half a column by the Times.) 
40. First actual postal address, 4 Rodney St. Pentonville, London. (Incredibly, amidst 

a welter of glass and concrete factories and council estates, the house still stands 
today, 150 years later.) 

53. First Victoria Cross. 
63. Head of School for four years. 
77. O.U. Cue 1868 (has defied all attempts to define it; seemingly not university 

billards champion). 
l 09. Eleven years in the school; the record. 
l 15. "Secret Service" (omitted, more discreetly, in his Who's Who entry). 
129. Field-Marshal. 
137· Irish international; not in Sherborne XV. 
l 59. Swimming champion of Canada. 
l 7 5. Victim of lightning at Cambridge. (Walking down to the river to watch the races 

between two friends, both unscathed.) 
194· West Indies XI, but not Sherborne XI. 
205. Service during first war in Army, Navy and Air Force-all three. 
2 l 1. Seven times wounded. 
2 l 2. Victim of very early submarine disaster. 
226. Polo manager to King of Spain. 
229. Lusitania victim. 
249. LR.A. just fifty years ago. 
255. Translator of Odyssey X into Esperanto hexameters. 
314 and 316. The only two Russian OSS (one is still in touch). 
352. World champion pistol shot. 
And so forth. What will be the records of the present generation in "The Register" of 
C.2020 AD? 
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DRUG ADDICTION AND A.P.A. 
The Association for the Prevention of Addiction is a London based charity for whom 

we had a collection in Houses during the Christmas term. I feel that you should know 
more about the organisation and where the money you gave has gone. 

The total sum coming from the School was £20. I used this to finance an appeal 
to some 700 schools all over the country. At this stage I do not yet know the final sum 
that this appeal has brought in, when I last heard we had obtained £500. 

A.P.A. was started as an advisory service to addicts and their parents. The instigating 
force was a letter that appeared in The Guardian in February 1967. In it a mother wrote 
of the terror that had entered her family as a result of her son taking drugs and becoming 
an addict. By the time he was 18 he was a junkie. She offered to form an association of 
parents with the same problem. The object was to combine their knowledge and form an 
advisory service. From this initial effort members of society concerned with the young 
were drawn together to pool their efforts. Research meant that branches of A.P.A. were 
started in the larger cities where the problem was most obvious, committees sprang up 
in many places, A.P.A. thus had to coordinate the work of the separate groups. This is 
one of its present roles. 

At the time of John Petro's arrest there were three other Doctors unable to prescribe 
drugs owing to their absence from London. This of course meant that there were a 
number of youngsters, some hundred, who were critically ill on the streets of London, 
suffering the beginning of withdrawal. These were referred to the A.P.A. centre 
in Soho by social helpers and police. Here a temporary clinic staffed by volunteer doctors 
strove to compete with the influx of patients. 

The addicts had now found a unique organisation, both ready and willing to listen 
to their troubles. Here they met a knowledgeable staff whom they could trust, a rare 
thing in an addict's world. This was the embryo of the Day Centre. 

From this Soho crisis A.P.A. was found to be in possession of many facts supplied by 
the individuals which were relevant to the situation that they had been studying. They 
were able to present figures that supported their views about the shortage of treatment 
centres and the need for large scale help for the addict. Also as a result of the influx to 
their centre A.P.A. were unable to refer many addicts to the N.H.S.; there was a resul
tant drop in the demand for Black l\farket drugs. Less youngsters were therefore scoring 
for junk, this in turn meant that there were fewer addicts with surplus drugs so reducing 
the risk of the spread of the surplus. 

In 1968 A.P.A. moved to its present premises at King Street, Covent Garden. This 
consists of an old shop and its basement store. The A.P.A. office is situated at the end of 
the foyer. From here the vast quantites ofliterature and advice are circulated to interested 
people and groups. Stacks of letters are answered, lecturers are sent to parts of society 
demanding to know more of the drug scene. This is a veritable hive of activity, the pace 
and quantity of the work has to be seen to be believed. 

The basement consists of a kitchen and rest-room, with a minute office for the con
sultant(s) and the files of case histories etc. This is the King Street Day Centre. It is 
here that the addicts are able to find refuge from the prying cynicism of society. In this 
retreat they are provided with the bare necessities to ease their life. Here they are pro
vided with sterile conditions, an occasional meal, cooking facilities, a small degree of 
comfort, and above all, people who know how to and are willing to help them with theil 
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problems. This is again run by a group of volunteers, the experience and information 
that these people have is priceless, built up by constant communication with the addicts. 
Above all these volunteers are trusted by the addicts. 

This gives you an outline of the work that A.P.A. is doing, it also indicates some of 
the problems which face us if we wish to do anything definite. I shall go on to give some 
of the facts and my impressions of the drug scene, I wish to point out that my knowledge 
is very inadequate and the opinions and impressions are mine, so they may be inaccurate, 
and very often wrong. These facts about the addict's life can only be accurately recorded 
by those who are in constant contact with the individuals, as yet I have only spent brief 
moments in their community. 

The Drug Scene 
Perhaps it would be wise to commence with my definition of a junkie. To the mind 

springs a picture of a filthy unkempt mindless individual, wallowing in the filth of Pic
cadilly underground equipped with a syringe and a tin box, preparing a fix. Preparing 
to inject himself with a rusty bloody needle, searching for a vein in the dead lines of deflated 
blood vessels, avoiding the sores and scabs.· Automated, living for one thing-the next 
fix. Some of this is unfortunately true, however it is the picture of shock. I see the junkie 
as an individual such as myself with a mind of his own, living life to exist, in the same way 
as any one else. Their one overriding problem is that they are dependent on a drug for 
their metabolism. They come in all types; they are not animals-many are highly 
intelligent, many are well dressed. They come from all backgrounds, from different 
parts of the country, a lot of them are far more sincere than we are. It is difficult not to 
look upon them as a world apart, they are after all a part of our society, not a section that 
we like to recognise, but they are a part and we must accept them and try to help. 

When I visited the Day Centre I was astounded by the way in which I was regarded 
with suspicion and distaste, many times I heard them asking the staff ifl was a policeman, 
fuzz in their jargon. Twice I was approached by junkies who demanded with obvious 
fear "are you fuzz." This attitude to the police stems from the fact that the police are 
the representatives of the society that has offered them nothing but scorn. The junkie 
community is a closed part of our society system, strangers are unable to enter this clique. 
Within the Day Centre there exists a strict code of conduct, created, and enforced by the 
members of the community. Any junkie breaking the rules, perhaps by stealing in the 
centre, is banned by the inmates. Any new addict is both vetted by the staff and by the 
other junkies; the latter are extremely astute when it comes to the character of another 
junkie. 

A question that is often being put is why do these people take drugs in the first place. 
I find this question difficult to answer; I don't think you can generalise. Basically I 
suppose it can be said that they have been at some time or other been severely shaken by 
some part of our society. When drugs have been offered as a wonderful release from the 
immediate moment then it is often taken. It is not a form of escape from the rigours of 
life, if you could see the troubles that the junkies go through you would never accuse them 
of trying to escape. True the way in which the drug was first offered made it appear as a 
blessed way out, very few of these junkies knew what the results of their experiments 
would be. Some take drugs at dances for kicks, then they get hooked, arrest follows for 
some petty crime, then on to the hard stuff for good. This doesn't give an easy answer to 
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the question why does one start on heroin, there are always varied factors such as family 
background, girl friends, and other little difficulties that can add up to the final straw 
that breaks the camel's back. 

Messing about with any type of drug is inviting the worst kind of trouble. Many 
people try it for fun, to be one of the crowd, passing reefers around; it is very easy to say 
that there's no harm in it just to try it. But as I've said before from one to the other takes 
no time at all. The effects of the soft drugs soon become relatively tame and thus the 
hard drug is tried just for the experience, A.P.A. is attempting to get through to the levels 
of society that are involved at present, this is the student and Vlth form. If we recognise 
the risks that are taken when fooling with any type of drug then we will be better equipped 
to both avoid it if it is confronting us, and to view those who are unfortunate enough to 
be addicted with the right frame of mind. 

There is still a large part of our society that views the drug addict with derision, and 
takes the attitude "they got themselves into this trouble so they can get themselves out," 
I hope that after the "preaching" that I appear to have been doing you will observe 
drug addicts with the sympathy that they demand and not fall prey to the sceptical 
attitudes that abound still. 

DAVID STEWART g. 693 

(Sister Patricia's visit last term will be remembered. Ed. Shirb.) 

CENSUS 

During the end week of last term, members of the fifth and sixth forms were asked 
to complete a census form. Out of over 200 at least 50 disappeared, and this number was 
further swollen by the pruning carried out by the editor during assessment as he became 
more and more irritated by idiocies. However, the results obtained are shown below: 

One or two general comments first; there was an easily distinguishable split between 
those pro- and anti-establishment. The former tended to show in very neatly completed 
forms, the latter to fill them liberally with scrawled comments, most of them fairly 
intelligent and relevant. 

Question by question: 

I. Are school prefects an adequate means of representing popular opinion to the 
authorities? 

35 said Yes, go said No, and 7 Didn't know. 

The question arises-and this was pointed out by several-whether they are in fact 
intended to do so, or to be merely agents of law and order. There seems to be a fairly 
convincing argument that they should, for how else can school opinion be transmitted? 
Maybe the Newsboard will solve this. Anyway, it is obviously strongly held that they do 
not perform this function adequately. 
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2. Do you experience a sense of relative deprivation in society? 
59 said Yes, 63 said No, and g Didn't know. 
This was a difficult one to answer, and was suggested by the book "The Cloistered 

Elite" which found that public school boys did indeed experience this. Opinion is split, 
maybe largely because no one knew quite what was meant. One comic cancelled 
"deprivation" for "depravation" and answered "yes duckie." 

3. Do you approve of the use of corporal punishment in schools? 
57 said Yes, 71 said No, and 2 Didn't know. 
This figure is rather shocking. 
4. Has tradition a stranglehold on the school? 
82 answered Yes, 48 No, and 4 Didn't know. 
There was, as much commented on, a little prejudice (to put it mildly) apparent in 

the wording of this question. But even while observing this, few went on to deny the 
implied assertion. 

5. Do you feel the Sherborne system limits the potentiality of your personality? 
63 answered Yes, 61 answered No, g answered Don't know. 
To answer this question in the affirmative shows a confidence unusual today in the 

inherent power of the personality. Surely "Don't know" was the most honest answer to 
this. 

6. Is seniority too rigid and significant a factor in school life? 
56 answered Yes, 71 answered No, and 4 Didn't know. 
Considering that it was the seniors were asked, the result is significant. 
7. Is the school too severely partitioned into house units? 
88 answered Yes, 40 answered No, 3 Didn't know. 
The house visiting rules are still ludicrously exclusive, and recent reiterated insistence 

on, for example, segregated house seating, are astonishing. These figures confirm that 
the majority are not narrowly insular. 

8. Ought Sunday chapel to be voluntary? 
74 answered Yes, 52 answered No, 8 Didn't know. 
g. Ought morning chapel to be retained? 
48 answered Yes, 77 answered No, 6 Didn't know. 
The first set of results shows a rather surprising conservatism, the second (which 

assumes voluntary) a regrettable iconoclastic tendency among those who answered No. 
These results are interesting; it is obvious that chapel is not so great a burden as it is often 
assumed to be. 

10. Given the chance, would you stay in your present house, or move to another? 
IOI would stay, 27 would move, 5 Didn't know. 
The majority seem to have been well assimilated into the character of their house, 

though to move at this stage in the school is a pretty desperate action. 
11. Are you satisfied with the new Wednesday afternoon activities? 
103 were satisfied, 18 not, IO Didn't know or were not affected. 
12. If you will be able to vote at the next election, how will you vote? 
46 Conservative, 1 I Labour, g Liberal, 3 Independent, 2 Communist, 2 extreme 

right wing, 2 Robin Williamson, 1 Desmond Donelly. And a large number of abstentions. 
From previous censuses, it is shown the Tories are losing their hold, although still 

comfortably in the lead. Two curious votes for Robin Williamson (NOT a politician!) 
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can be translated as wishing the dissolution of nations, establishment of communes etc. 
Two freaky underground cats. 

There are also several "Mind Your Own Business," a little laughable in an anonymous 
census. 

l 3. Have you ever smoked at school? 
74 have smoked, 56 have not. 
Leave a herring in House X and it will be a kipper in no time! On the other hand, 

House Y is upright. 
14. You find a close friend is regularly smoking pot. Would you (a) inform the 

school authorities, (b) inform the police, (c) try to stop him yourself, (d) do nothing? 
6 would inform school authorities, one the police, 61 try to stop him, 58 do nothing. 
The inertia morality in the question did not work. These are the results, and worry 

about them if you like. 
15. Of the masters you know, what proportion do you like, dislike, and feel indiffer-

ent to? 
The average 5th/6th former likes 53%, dislikes 18%, and is indifferent to 29%. 
Probably the best answer given was "I pity the lot." 
16. Have your parents predetermined your career? 
8 had predetermined, 118 not, 2 Didn't know. 
The day of parents' decisions in careers is certainly over. 
17. Do you think that your parents are reasonably understanding? 
l 1 l Do, 14 Do not, 2 Don't know. 
This hinges about what one considers reasonable. There were several answers like 

"Yes, but no more than reasonably." Still, the generation gap seems to not yawn too wide. 
18. Do you ever consider "dropping out" with any degree of seriousness? 
45 Consider it, 81 Do not, 2 Don't know. 
Some very interesting house variation, covered by the Schools Secrets Act. 
19. Are you satisfied that you have been given a more lucrative start in the world 

by having been sent to this school? 
81 are satisfied, 37 are not, 8 Don't know. 
Another that depends on interpretation. "Lucrative" has a strong hint of money. 

Those who saw this probably answered "yes," those who did not "no" (in the main). 
20. \Vould you ever send a son to Sherborne, assuming it virtually unchanged? 
46 Would, 57 Would not, 20 Don't know. 
It transpires that most prefects would send their offspring here, and that of the 57 

who would not send their sons here, many were extremely emphatic, underlining, writing 
in capitals, while of those who would many qualified their answers fairly severely. 

Comparisons with previous Census 

One or two of the above questions were chosen specifically to provide comparison 
with two previous censuses taken in 1963 and 1968 respectively. A distinct radical drift 
is displayed. For example: 

In 1963, 82% approved of corporal punishment, in 1968, 69% and now 44%· 
In 1968, 58% thought houses were too severely partitioned; now the figure is 68%. 
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However, and most surprising, the answers to "Has tradition a stranglehold on the 
school?" are encouraging. 65 % thought so in 1963, 60% in 1968, and wonder of wonders 
a mere 59% today. That is called progress. 

LOCAL QUIZ 

There is a prize of £2 for the most correct set of answers to this quiz placed in the 
Editor's pigeonhole by the end of this term. 

School 

I. What is the pipe beneath P.C.B.'s study window? 
2. Which is the smallest window in the school? 
3. What is the whitewash on the wall behind the dovecote? 
4. Why the curious north wall to Classroom No. 15? 
5. What is the inverted V on the wall above the slype? 
6. Where can Norman dogtooth be seen in the school buildings? 
7. What is the small hole in the centre of the slype wall 3 feet below the eaves? 
8. Why is one buttress on the west wall of the Library bigger than the others? 
9. Why are some of the Upper Library windows frosted? 

IO. Why are there two styles of woodwork in the Upper Library roof? 
l I. Who was W. E. Metford? 
l 2. What is the tiny buttress fragment high up on the Library south wall? 
13. 'Primus saltu se dedit.'' Who did, and when and where? 
14. Where is there an "oeuil de boeuf" in the school buildings? 
15. From what classroom can the trains be clearly seen? 
16. Identify in the chapel memorials to various masters, of whom one: 

(a) was killed in the Alps; 
(b) acquired European fame as a playwright; 
(c) was evidently delighted at getting married; 
and to various boys, of whom one was: 
(d) killed as the result of an accident in the Three Cock; 
( e) drowned in the sea; 
( f) shot in the School House Studies; 
(g) "the manliest of Sherborne boys.'' 

Abbey 

17. There are buried in the Abbey: 
(a) two English kings; 
(b) a Sherborne boy who died of scarlet fever; 
( c) a poet, "the father of the English sonnet." 

Give details. 
18. Where are lines by Alexander Pope inscribed? 
19. Thomas Mansell was a School Governor. What memorial of himself has he left? 
20. What date is deeply carved high up on a north buttress of the Abbey? 
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RHINOCEROS 

Surprisingly, R.S.G. scored another hit with this play. Surprisingly because it left 
more baffled than satisfied despite S.F.vV.'s previous illuminating talk; but those who 
found it obscure could concede the ingenuity of presentation and quality of the actors. 

A play reading complemented with action is difficult; there is the temptation for 
actors to refer constantly to their lines in an endeavour to eliminate risk of failure. This 
was, however, successful, partly due to the experience of the principals. David Alexander 
has a beautiful voice and did justice to it, Richard Court comparatively fresh from his 
Gondoliers triumph was admirable, and Mike Cox was his never-to-be-forgetten self 
(Now in Jersey ... ). These three, well supported by Charles le Gallais, Tim Dyke, 
Michael Lees, Guy Ripley, Jeremy Halford, Andrew Turcan and Peter Coombes, read 
this brilliantly witty Ionesco play without a single dramatic error and with great force. 

Action and accent were sustained; Mrs. Boeuf in particular must be remembered 
for the way she let her husband "go to the rhinos." A typically good R.S.G. production. 

"Waitress" 

LYON HOUSE PLAY-THE GOVERNMENT INSPECTOR 

The choice of play for the latest in the Lyon run of revival comedy was excellent, 
involving as it did more than a third of the house actually on stage, and it was well 
executed. The producers,J.R.S. and Robin Field are to be congratulated on their careful 
coaching of the actors and original presentation. 

Dick Trahair v.ras a wonderfully offhand and aristocratic "inspector," and his antics 
with the fair sex were unstudied. John Harden made a remarkably pompous provincial 
mayor, and seemed naturally crooked. 

Probably these two provoked the most laughter, as they overacted the right amount 
for a house play. But the most successful actor must have been James Clarke for his 
portrayal of the Inspector's servant, Ossip. Throughout the play, he did not allow his 
broad cockney accent to slip in the slightest, and his gestures, plus the extraordinary 
pathos he brought to the part, were truly excellent and bode well for the future. 

The minor parts-and there were many-backed the stars satisfactorily; the make-up 
un the "women" was convincing. l\fick Rugg-Gunn and Ross Lidstone were bitchy 
and feminine. 

All in all, it was tremendously enjoyable. 

ABBEYLANDS PLAY 

There were two performances ofN. F. Simpson's "One \Vay Pendulum." The first 
performance got off to a bad start, due partly to a runaway tape recorder, a recurring 
malaise of the Big Schoolroom stage, which threw everyone out of their stride. A section 
of the audience, which had failed to understand the tone of the play, and which at times 
did not even seem to be trying, added to the difficulty. But the performance soon settled 
down and the second act gained momentum and variety, especially with an authoritative 
performance from C. N. Gaskell, whose weird cross-examination was one of the highlights 
of both evenings. On the second evening all was well from the start; the Headmaster, 
a declared devotee of this play, was in the front of the stalls to give the audience a lead; 
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encouraged by this the players gave an assured account of themselves; specia] mention 
might be made of Maconchy, Millard and Poole, and, above a11, the sound of three 
weighing machines (with Prosecuting Counsel obligato) singing "What Shall We Do with 
the Drunken Sailor," as arranged by Coldwell. 

"KRAPP'S LAST TAPE" and "ENDGAME" 

These two plays were given with great success by a group of Sixth Formers at the 
end of the Lent Term. They had been carefu11y prepared and gripped their audience 
from first to last-a very considerable feat, for they are essentially predictable, actionless 
and monotonous-and the performance 1asted two and a half hours. 

One may be in doubt about the quality of the plays and find them sentimental and 
self indulgent, but one is not in doubt about the quality of the performance. A valuab]e 
contribution to school life is made by these groups who from time to time have the imagina
tion and initiative to tackle these difficult but significant contemporary plays, and so vary 
our dramatic fare. 

R.S.G 
MASTERPIECES 

At the end oflast term the masters gave one of their all too rare entertainments-the 
first indeed for severa] years. This very fact goes some way to explain the surprise felt 
by many of the audience at such a varied range of unexpected talent. 

The vociferous reception accorded the show suggests that everybody had a very 
good evening. 

DIGBY ENTERTAINMENT 
Towards the end of last term, members of the Digby Dayroom presented Tchekov's 

one-act play, The Anniversary. 
It is rare for the school's dramatic activity to include a play put on by junior boys, 

and for only junior members of the school to attend. Those who did so on the occasion 
were rewarded by a lively and entertaining evening. 

The play was preceded by a brief, but accomplished programme from members of 
the Fifth Form, consisting of folk songs for the guitar. The undoubted success of the 
occasion owed much to the help of Mr. R. S. Glen and C. J. Douglas-Morris. 

MESSIAH-HANDEL 

The performance of "The Messiah" given in the Abbey by the Sherborne School 
Musical Society conducted by Edward Wiles made an excellent evening. Such a massive 
work as this, coming from the "mannerist" period of music following the great summing 
up of J. S. Bach, must of its very size and wealth of melody and sound create a great 
impression. But this performance seemed to catch the spirit of the work exceptiona1ly 
well. In these days when so much is heard of going back to original instruments, small 
orchestras and organ, it is a real pleasure to hear modern resources used to give the effect 
to Handel's music that he would surely have admired and wanted. The chorus and 
orchestra were large for a building like the Abbey-the effect was consequently very 
magnificent and overwhelming. · 

The soloists were a11 of a good standard. If any deserves criticism I felt it to be the 
contralto who was less clear than is demanded by the music. And if it is not meaningless 
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to give anyone special praise it must surely be the tenor whose performance of "I know 
that my redeemer liveth" was marvellous. 

The choir was of certainly professional standard in many parts of the work. The 
difficulties in a Philistine school like this of getting people to practise a great work of art 
are tremendous-it says a lot for Mr. Wiles that he managed to train the chorus at all, 
let alone to such a high level as this. 

The orchestra was largely of near professional standard, players gathered from the 
district with a few O.S.S. and at least one member of the school. It was excellently 
balanced-except perhaps for a little too much noise from the percussion and brass at 
times, and gave an entirely competent performance throughout. 

In works of this sort the major difficulty lies perhaps with the conductor who has to 
hold these three "factions" together: this Mr. Wiles did with great authority and experi
ence. It certainly will be a highly satisfying performance for him to look back on in his 
retirement. 

LAMAR CROWSON-PIANO RECITAL 

An initial glance at the programme gave me the impression that Mr. Crowson was 
being deliberately abstruse. However, the evening proved very enjoyable and Mr. 
Crowson was technically superb. 

His opening Handel was played beautifully with a well timed crescendo in the middle 
section. In the Haydn sonata which followed the simplicity of the work was brought out 
very clearly. In the Schumann he did not seem quite so much at home; interpretive 
insight seemed lacking as did variety of tone-hence, though pretty, the Waldscenen were 
a little dull, even perhaps tedious. The Janacek sonata was more satisfactory, for there 
technical brilliance was necessary; the work itself seemed a terrible jumble however
incessant discords and loud tone-also it was impossible to tell where the break between 
the movements came. 

The Debussy required more interpretation than Mr. Crowson gave them, more 
swaying of the speed and changing of tone; however, they were neatly played. The 
Rachmaninoff pieces (neither of them in the usual slushy romantic vein) were well played 
with great mastery of technique. As was the Busoni arrangement of Bach which made an 
impressive end to a highly enjoyable concert. 

OPERA FOR ALL-THE ITALIAN IN ALGIERS 
This opera for all its obvious plot, mannered music, and incredibly undramatic 

ending contains some delightful passages, and the Opera for All company gave an excel
lent performance. The pianist was unfortunately a little loud at times, but generally 
provided accomplished support for the singers. The tenor seemed to be the most satis
factory, performing his aria with great feeling. The Italian Girl herself sounded rather 
mature for this basically naive female; however, she sang very well. The bass soloist 

·taking the part of Mustapha found much difficulty in his opening aria, but in the main 
was commendable. 

The acting was never too obtrusive for enjoyment of the music, and the set was 
simple, ingenious, and highly effective. In general it was a most entertaining evening, and 
I hope we shall see this company again next season. 
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THE CHELSEA PLAYERS 

This youth orchestra consisting mainly of members of the Royal College of Music, 
and with an O.S. Colin Dowdeswell,was of a quality entirely beyond the expectation of 
most people. Their programme started with Ravel's suite, Le Tombeau de Couperin; 
this work was orchestrated by the composer from the original piano score. As it is sup
posed to suggest some of the trills etc. of Couperin's harpsichord writing the piano version 
always seems more satisfactory to me. However, the work was performed with freshness 
and variety. 

The Haydn Violin concerto which came next had just the high spirits, tempered by 
a certain elegance, that the work calls for. The soloist was especially promising. Mozart's 
'Jupiter' Symphony always makes a good impression, but the performance by the Chelsea 
Players had much more liveliness than is usual in performances by larger and more 
experienced orchestras. Especially noteworthy was the invigorating last movement. 

In general the evening was a highly enjoyable one. It is a pleasant chartge to hear 
young people enthusiastically playing great music. 

MASTERS CONCERT 

This concert of music for word and piano was performed by members of the music 
staff with the addition of Mr. Knott, and began with a Poulenc sextet for wind and piano. 
The highly entertaining piece came off well, although some sections of the audience found 
it shapeless, the Scherzo movement being particularly successful. Mrs. Riley then played 
a Mozart flute solo very neatly, and with excellent technical ability and tone. The last 
item on the programme was the Beethoven quintet for wind and piano; the gem of the 
work was the lovely slow movement which was played with perfect balance and phrasing. 

The Filming of Goodbye, Mr. Chips" at Sherborne-Summer 1968 
Now that many will have seen the film it seems an appropriate moment to publish 

this inside viewpoint (written at the time). 
(a) As a momenta for those who took part. 
(b) For the 248 present members of the school who have arrived since it all happened. 

En. SHIRB 

By the end of the Lent Term, 1968, the decision had been taken to accept M.G.M.'s 
offer for the use of the school as the school location site of the filming of "Goodbye, Mr. 
Chips.'' By the beginning of the summer term the school community had grown used to 
the constant arrivals and departures of Directors, and Producers and their staffs, as well 
as some of the cast; and the work on the construction side of the set, including pasting 
linen on some of the school buildings and painting over it, was under way by early May. 

The main alterations involved the building of a most realistic extension northwards 
from the end of School House studies, broad imitation stone pavements across the Courts; 
flowering shrubs along the North side of the Courts and in front of School House studies; 
an artificial wall and gateway along the whole of the South side of the Abbey Close, and 
artificial paving stones leading South and West from the main Abbey Entrances. Inter
nally, School House dormitories were repainted a dingy brown, appropriate to the nineteen
twenties. 



Building the headmaster's house. 1951. 

l 

I 

Ross's looking south from northern edge; land purchased 1952 and gradually brought into use over a period of years. 



\ 



Site of Medlycott hlock looking south c. 1954. 

"· 

Medlycott block, nearing completion 1955. 



Big School, before 1956. 

Big School interior before 1956. The view is from the north end; dais and gallery have now changed places. 



Rig School interior 1956. South wall removed giving view of Chapel. Gallery !NB makeshift enlargement) being dismantled 

Big School 1956. Building the extension. 



View taken c. 1954 when the old Armoury, replaced by the new, was being converted into labs; NB the white wall. The 
present fa,.,.·n beneath marks the position of the former range. 

On the right, site for new labs. 

Turing Lab. Originally one floor only, 1958. This view shows another storey being added 1966. 



Preparing site for new studies, Abbey House 1958. In background, Abbey Grange, bought 1969, and now beng modernised. 

The Digby (bought 1962) before conversion. The studies now occupy the site of the shrubbery. 



"Football"; behind, foundations of the new pavilion, 1968. 

Extensions to School House. in progress 1970. 
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At the same time negotiations began about the use of staff and boys as extras, their 
rates of pay, accommodation, feeding, health and so on. The Headmaster consented to 
act as Technical Adviser, both before and during the filming. 

By early July plans were firm. Some 210 boys were to stay on for the first week of 
the holidays, boarding in School House, Abbey House, Westcott House, Harper House 
and Elmdene. For week two, 174 boys were to stay on, and Westcott House would close 
down. For week three 70 boys would stay in Harper House and Elmdene, and in week 
four 48 boys in Harper House only. 

During this time Priestlands House, formerly used by the Girls' School and now the 
property of Mr. Shelley, was completely equipped by moving into it the contents of the 
boys' side of the Green, and accommodated between 50 and 60 boys from London Drama 
schools and their chaperones. Some 30 of the older boys of Sherborne Preparatory 
School were included in the boy extras during the first fortnight. 

The Director's aim was to have at his disposal throughout most of the filming some 
300 boys, and as many masters as were willing to take part. As the numbers of Sherborne 
boys dropped, so local boys were recruited, and kitted out in the same black coats, striped 
trousers and straw hats as originally issued (these incidentally were scrupulously dry 
cleaned before each new wearer took them on). The smooth organisation of the vast 
"wardrobe," housed in the Methodist Schoolroom, was one of the most impressive features 
of the whole operation. 

The Sherborne boys were given breakfast in the Boarding Houses in use. All other 
meals were provided by a catering firm, either in the Gymnasium and a marquee adjoining, 
or in marquees on the Terrace Playing Fields. 

Nearly every classroom in the school was taken over by M.G.M. in one capacity or 
another for such things as dressing rooms, cutting rooms, hair styling rooms, technical 
equipment rooms, rest rooms and so on. 

The general routine was for boys and other extras to report to the selected filming 
area by 8 a.m. each day; and to remain available until dismissed, which might be at any 
time, but rarely after 6 p.m. 

The Director and his assistants, though always courteous and friendly, were some
what unpredictable in their plans, and it very soon became clear that most of the day 
would be spent sitting around waiting for orders, and finding means of reducing boredom. 
After all, £12 ros. for a six-day week, and free keep thrown in, was good pay for a school
boy, and few gave in to boredom and went home. 

For the first fortnight the weather was gloriously fine and sunny; too hot for comfort 
often enough, when one was obliged to wear a suit and a stiff collar! . 

The meticulous care of the cameramen was perhaps the most striking new experience 
for the "extras," and after that came the smooth team-work of the "unit" workers in 
preparing everything for a "take," including the endless trouble taken over the collection 
of everything required on the "property" side (ranging from a wartime Jeep to used 
examination papers). The endless rehearsals and "takes," whether involving just the 
principal actors or the "crowd," were less easy to appreciate for the uninitiated. The fact 
that only about one minute of film would emerge from a day's working seemed difficult 
to justify, until one realised that each "expert" was going to be satisfied with nothing but 
the best as far as his or her part in the business was concerned. It did not take long for 
people to understand why film-making is such an expensive business. 
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There were two M.G.M. units involved in the filming. The first unit being responsible 
for the main filming, and the second unit taking "outside shots" of minor activities, such 
as boys in nets, or in dormitories, or wearing Corps uniforms, or just background pictures 
generally. Boys working with this unit had more fun, not least because the Director's 
wife, Mrs. Ross, a former American ballerina, was generally in charge, and had enter
tainingly strange ideas of life in an English Public school! 

By early September everything was over, and M.G.M. returned to their Studio at 
Boreham Wood. It had been an exhilarating experience, and also a very friendly one. 
Clearly, all ranks of the film people liked Sherborne, and its people, and the school; 
and the community as a whole liked them too, and not a few of them were a good deal 
better off as a result of this strange interlude, and their glimpse of quite a different world. 

Finally, and significantly, the quiet normality and natural friendliness of Sherborne 
School had its effect on M.G.M. Something which perhaps they had not expected. 
Many came here prepared to disapprove of Public schools, if not to dislike them actively. 
Not a few, Americans and English, from Director to humble crewman, came to admire 
the school, to envy its discipline, and to realize what it stands for, and one or two anyway 
expressed a wish to send a son of theirs to it. Certainly many made good friends in the 
area, and expressed their intention to come down again as individuals. 

The final shots of some winter scenes were taken in early December, and by April 
1969 the Courts were finally restored to normality. 

They came, they went, and a good many of them were conquered. Peter O'Toole 
for one came back in the Michaelmas Term to watch a school rugger match. He had 
lived so much in his part that it was no great surprise to find him one day later 'referee
ing" the second half of a knock-about rugger game on the Lower! 

H.F.W.H. 

"GOOD-BYE, MR. CHIPS" 
A note from the Editor asked me to review Good-bye, .Mr. Chips on the grounds that 

I had, apparently, enjoyed the film more than most people. I certainly did enjoy it-but 
·with considerable qualifications, the more so since shortly beforehand I had seen on T.V. 
an excerpt from one of Fellini's films, enough to remind one of the gulf between the high 
art, the enlargement of the human understanding, that is to be found in some Italian 
films and the mesmeric and bogus world that has sprung from Hollywood. Judged on 
the latter's terms, however, l\fr. Chips is entertaining. 

Above all, whatever the setting-Sherborne, Pompeii or London-it was an attractive 
film to look at, and ingenious in its use of camera angles and of that device which leaves 
much of the picture blurred while a small area is in sharp focus: this was especially 
apparent in the cricket-field scene. The music-at least to some people-seems pleasantly 
unobtrusive and unobtrusively pleasant; and much the same could be said about most 
of the acting. Peter O'Toole's performance, however, requires longer comment. What 
an immensely talented actor he is! His performance as Shylock for the Old Vic showed 
how deep was his understanding of character and how imaginatively he could present it. 
But imagination and deep understanding are out of place in a glossy tear-jerker like this, 
and we had to be content with brilliant talent alone-in itself a rare enough quality to 
stimulate much enjoyment. Petula Clark's has been strongly criticized, but she seemed 
to me to make a pleasant simple foil to Peter O'Toole, and I would not complain. 
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But for us, of course, it is the shots of the School and of School personalities that are the 
chief source of interest. Amongst the latter one especially remembers the various Heads of 
School on the chapel steps,'H.F. W.H. singing in the Abbey, and an enormous though slight
ly blurred close-up of Justin Coldwell of Abbeylands. A few others were distinguishable 
with difficulty, and the remainder indistinguishable except by the performers themselves. 
The real star is the place: the terrace, the streets of the town, the arches of the cloisters, 
the latticed windows and the carved boarding, and above all the School House study 
block, the Courts, and the School in general seen in widening outline and with growing 
elation as the camera sweeps to the top of that crazy metal tower. And so, despite the 
embarrassing moments when, for example, in a gloomy Gothicky hall, unknown-thank 
Heaven!-to Sherborne, Petula Clark incites the bright-eyed boys to sing that they will 
fill the world with love-even despite this, all those who know Sherborne will be glad 
to see the film more than once, to ride up Cheap Street the wrong way, to try to pick out 
a few more figures in the crowds, to look at the old places with a newer eye, and to soar 
above it all in that marvellous opening sequence. 

L.E.C.B. 



literary 

Angeline is always Friday 

Angeline and her potted servants 
run wild in my house 
but what do I care? 

My house is my garden and vice versa 
so I just watch the frivolities 

from my oak 
from my British oak 

I've seen many strange things 
in my existence 

men eaten, potentates despised 
and countless other permutations 
but she was the strangest 

singular 

PETERNISBET 



The Fall of Man and Result 
an endless epic in classical style 
part one 

The Mediterranean palpitated. 
Christian Barnard cut a vein off the golden apple of Eden but the 
treacle poured on. 
All this was a long time ago. 

In a cool spring wallowed Adam 
He, queerly illuminated by the water 
or was it nectar? was 
pleased with life. To him came 
His wife, his own flesh, wearing three big fig leaves 

E. A. STIGANT 

·(funny that she wore fig leaves-hitherto their family life was unimpeded). 
Adam did not suspect as the tempting meat of the fruit 
was pressed to his oral organ by his voluptuous 
spouse. 
They radiated evil, "somewhere the nymphs cried out in pleasure," lightening rent 
the soil, matrimony, Satan giggled hungrily, 
God slept. 

I am a murderer, knew 
Cain, kissed the design 
that blatantly caressed his forehead, 
Jesus Christ, suffering, I would like to amputate his, my eyes. 

etc. 



pebbles 

traversing through distant 

moss 

massing among 

the scrupled earth 

I feel them 

tagging 

at my 

complexions 

passion 

controlled my bitter senses 

forming 

of her native growth 

their features 

overpower 

my dazing movements. 

covered paths 

reveal 

my tortured way. 

jEREMY DE SAUSMAREZ 



sherborne slopes mqy 
on stones 
he slips to a height 
imagined 

through field 
through track 
green pollen spread 

on the level 
more difficult 
to hammer the pace 
to the may birds 
high pointing 

to the young sheeps 
various pitched 
con versa ti on 

more difficult 
in the red earth ruts 

a human tragedy 
feet 
which kill at every step 

at the crumple 
of leaves 

high sun 
confirmed his watch 
a thousand glances 

at last high 
over limp fields 
low sagging plain 

at last high 
he spreads his black coat 
his black coat 
his black coat (come night 

my smoke mind spreads 
too in particle 
from 
the far nostrils 

]OHN L. WILKINSON 



breath before a thorn 
before the touching trees 

the legs below him 
pull at the crabbed ground 

the head below him 
pulls 

at last 
high 

he lifts 

down to 
him 

returns 

the while 

thought of the flesh 
he laid his head by 

and prospects for sleeping 

the while 

thought of the money 
he lost 
and who could best survive 
being robbed 

but seeing 
while on return 
an arched vapour bow 
across the sphere 
across the smelting sun 
the brass banded globe 

he remembered what 
he was meant to be 

and it was I who 
returned so sadly 



a poor man but 
with his carving 
his little 
accepted. 

small carvings 
the high 

wmgs were 
his 

Later, 
beside the 

wings 

wind 
blown out in an 

issue 

I terns in the room 
to 
read 

Tree 

'To bring 
world as a 
stimulus. 

stile, but 
He 

Le ap ed 

a 
Venus. In 

its fame and the 

ldpedersen 

three carvings 

afterward 
wings 
mixed 

of 
his work for him 

was 
to part 
me: 

TVorld. 

the 
one day's 

for my 

wings 
I have never seen 

wings and as 
produced. 

who 
were of 
Before 
' he said. 

and a number 
remained 

and in later years, 

make 
one 
At 

Athens. 



It was a warm day in the city, so I had wandered down to the river that ran through 
its centre, like a path cut through a jungle, wishing for a few moments of tranquil peace, 
knowing that those quiet waters would give me the kind of solitude which it is becoming 
increasingly difficult to find in a city. 

I sat on the concrete bank, staring into the gliding water that slipped past my feet. 
Suddenly, out of the colourful shadows in the water, a figure entered the picture. The 
old man had a long white beard, thinning hair on top. His face showed the trials of 
age. He looked old and weary as he lowered himself to sit down close to me. The torn, 
filthy brown rags that he had gathered around himself stank of continual wear. He was 
indeed a sorrowful sight. Yet amidst his weariness, I noticed that his eyes were beautiful. 
They were kind, warm-hearted eyes. Not the eyes of an outcast. The eyes of a liberator, 
a redeemer. It was the memory of those eyes that lingered with me throughout the 
following week. They were burning me, fixed on me all the time. I was powerless to 
those eyes as they tormented me with their searching generosity. 

A few days later, I quit my job in the Fish Cafe and went out on my own to the 
streets, in the hope of finding those eyes again. I had to find those eyes. Can't you see 
that I had to find those eyes? 

I spent a couple of nights sleeping in alleys, but I never gave up. The vision drew 
me on and on. Then, on the third day, I was walking by the river again, when I saw 
the old man further up the bank than me, sitting in exactly the same position as he had 
been last time. In my joy I ran along the bank to him, like a child chasing himself. 
I stopped by him, panting and embarrassed. He looked up at me. At first I didn't know 
what was holding me back, but then I realised that his eyes had lost their warmth, they 
seemed cold and lonely now. I saw a long scar on his cheek. 

"My boy,'' he said, "are you looking for me?" 
"Yes," I answered timidly. 
"Then sit down, do not be afraid, I am only a weary old man." 
At this his eyes began to regain their warmth again, which comforted me greatly. 
Vv e sat and waited. \Vaiting for something to move. 
At last the old man stirred from his oblivion. He groaned and, shaking his head, 

muttered, perhaps to me:-

So many people make the same mistake; 
So many people don't know. 

They all try to be too serious. 
Such fools. 

They all try to pretend 
that they're real, but they're not. 
They think they've got it, 
yet they haven't got a clue. 

But, who am I to judge? 

So many people make the same mistake; 
So many people simply don't know 
what they're trying to be. 



Such fools. 
They try to pretend they're real 

-they think they are, but they're not. 

So many people 
make the same mistake. 
So many people don't know 
what it's like to believe. 
To believe in themselves. 
They always try to hide 
behind their images of contempt. 

"Come, my friends, 
let us rejoice in our failure." 

Try to make the best of your worst, 
my friends. 

Such fools. 
They think they've got it, 
but they really haven't got a clue. 
But, who am I to judge right or wrong? 

Don't they eat the bread that I eat? 
Don't they drink the wine I drink? 
A face is not all. 

To see that beauty is blind 
that love is pure 

and to give it 
in return 
with mind and body 
in peace 
is to see 
and feel the truth of within. 

He stood up slowly, quivering, and without sparing more than a sigh, shuffled away 
from me; as I stared into the river, that had momentarily stopped flowing. 

I saw a ghastly figure in the distance. I ran to him, my arms out-stretched. 
The old man led me to a street corner, where, so he had told me, he often "spoke" 

to the citizens who pretended to be rushing around. 
"I must redeem the world, I must, and you can help me." He kept on repeating 

the same words to me. I thought we were insane. But we were to redeem the world, 
the old man and I. Vv e were to redeem the world. 

"You stand and watch. I'm not going to teach you. No one can be taught anything. 
They have to learn for themselves, make up their own minds. This way will be best 
for you. It was for me." 

I looked at the scar. 
The old man looked at me. 
"You see, it's not easy, son. 



But I shall keep trying. I have to. It's my life; all I have to live for. It's my way." 
The weary bearded man stood at the corner in his tattered rags, that may have 

once been a brown overcoat. He waved his aged wrists in the air, shouting to the inane 
crowd that rushed by. 

"Don't misunderstand me, friends, don't misunderstand me. I don't want you to 
pack up your bags and never lift another tool in your lives, no, I don't want you to do 
that at all. Listen to me, listen to me now, I don't want you to forget everything but 
yourselves. I just want you to love your neighbours, love your enemies, just love the 
whole world whilst you are working. Do you hear me, love them all whilst you are 
working. Maybe then we'll have peace on earth. Yes. I say that maybe then we'll have 
peace on earth." 

But the crowd drifted by just the same and the old man pitied them all, as he cried 
into his empty hands. 

I knew it was no good, and he knew it was no good. He looked at himself, and I 
looked at myself, but we could never have looked at each other. Perhaps the old man 
was right when he had said that we were each other. 

Today the river flowed faster than usual. Everything seemed clear, especially the 
old man's reflection in the water. It seemed to attract my eyes. I couldn't help but 
stare at his pitiful hunched figure, till my sorry gaze melted in the fire of his pitying 
eyes, which splintered the silent echoes of my mind. I knew we were not beautiful, for 
we were to redeem the world. The old man and I were to redeem the world. 

"Have faith," said he, rousing his body, "faith will conquer the world-in time. 
Keep on walking forwards. God waits for no man." 

"And no man in his senses waits for God." 

"Faith,'' he whispered. Then he looked up to the open sky, crossed himself and 
begun to murmur a poem that his memory had retained through all his anxieties, his 
fears and his hopes. 

Leaves, rotting with age. 
Falling from the sky. 

If they only knew why. 

"Son, this is my soul, my vision of life. Be patient." 

A break in the clouds, 
not enough for a sigh. 
The wind raging white, 
as it blew through my tears. 

And everyone knows why. 



The force of the sea, 
as it begs to be free. 
A hole in my heart, 
that's letting you in. 

And everyone knows why. 

The pain in my mind, 
that's reaching up for you. 
The sorrow in the air, 
for it knows it cannot be 

and yet everywhere knows it, 
but you 

Hearts, abandoned through time. 
Drifting past my mind. 

If they only knew why. 

"Be patient, child." 

He fell silent for a minute or two. I'd lost. Then he stared into the river, that 
momentarily stopped flowing. 

I saw a ghastly figure in the distance. I ran to him, my arms out-stretched. 
There was no one there. 
The old man stared into the river, all alone, whilst I wept. 

Lives, given in vain. 
souls, living in pain. 
men-hoping 
women-hoping 
that some day it might be 

for the world Robert Narracott 
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classics/modern languages/english/mathematics 

Here lies, thank Heaven, a woman who 
Quarrelled and stormed her whole life through. 
Tread gently o'er her mouldering form, 
Or else you'll raise another storm. 

THE SHIRBURNIAN 

ANON 

Hie jacet-haud mihi grata fuit-mea nupta. triumphe ! 
pestis erat. digitis quinque levare potes. 

jam silet. heus pedibus festinis siste, viator, 
jurgia ne graduum nota fragore voces. 

L YCEE CONDORCET 

W.P.H.M. 
1962 

Place: rue du Havre, next to Gare St. Lazare station serving the Paris suburbs: 
where you can buy a pancake for 60 centimes or have your shoes reheeled for 1 franc. 
Just down the road, "Le Printemps," one of the Grands Magasins, 6 stories high with a 
plastic ski slope on top (free, with equipment and instructors provided, very useful for 
free periods. But don't go down too fast, or you'll get a wingless bird's view of Paris.) 
A few minutes walk away, the Place de la Concorde, the Louvre, the Champs-Elysees, 
the Grand Palais, the Petit Palais, the Arc de Triomphe etc. A few more minutes and 
across that stream which the French call the river Seine, and you're in the Latin Quarter, 
the "Rive Gauche," territory of students, blue films, cheap cafes and the "Nuit des 
barrieres" in May 1968 which every student who was there wants to tell you about in the 
same vein as one imagines a survivor of Waterloo would do about his campaign. 

Student feelings still run high: the common room at the lycees, an innovation 
after the "evenements du mois de mai 68," bear witness to this with the posters of most 
of the extreme parties (and there are a good number of them, both to left and right). 
One day I witnessed a fight between Trotskysists and Royalists which was not at all 
good-hearted. Every day there is a different picket outside the door handing out leaflets 
supporting revolutionaries in Bolivia or colonels in Greece. Sometimes the police come 
along and take the picket in for questioning, to see if he is a member of one of the banned 
political groups and invariably he is. Then his fellow students go out on strike until he is 
released: as they do for a multitude of other reasons: "solidarity with our comrades in 
Lycee Carnot expelled for barricading the Proviseur in his study for three hours" or 
whatever. 
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The police and students in general have little time for each other: no one is more 
hated than the riot police, the C.S. They carry out spot checks on students to see if they 
have their "Carte d'Identite" or not-if not, there's trouble brewing. Their new riot 
gear, which was on display for the first time during an anti-Vietnam demonstration 
(illegal) at which the police outnumbered the demonstrators by 3 to 1, has to be seen to 
be believed: my idea of a cross between a medieval knight in armour and a Centurion 
tank. On reflection, more like the latter: it bears no resemblance to a human being. 

Before my thoughts so rudely interrupted me, I was about to describe the Lycee Con
dorcet. A large, rather typical, Paris lycee with Tricolour and the words "Liberte, 
Egalite, Fraternite" flying proudly outside, and its new generation of products not quite 
so impressive inside. It's hard for any of the goo odd students to be impassioned by any
thing but politics, the French national game. The teaching is very stereotyped: teacher 
sits there looking sullen and disciplinarian. Some students sit there looking sullen and 
interested, others rowdy and disinterested. The ideal end product of the French educational 
system bears more resemblance to a battery chicken than a human being, and it is small 
wonder (to an Englishman at any rate) that there is so much discontent at the system and 
its workings. Out of school activity is little, badly organised and badly attended: one 
afternoon a week is devoted to "Plein air," or sport. It involves an hour bus ride to a 
stadium outside Paris, a search for a football which is found after ten minutes, a kick 
around for half a hour with no teams or goals or organiser, and an hour bus ride back. 
I went once and regretted it: 95 % of the others never went. 

What then, is good about French schools? Item number one: the food. Every 
lunchtime, a four course meal with beer for about 2 francs (gs.) good and cheap by Parisian 
standards (go into some cafes and a Coca-cola will cost you I franc 50). I tern number two: 
the friendliness of the students. In a spare lesson, you go into a neighbouring cafe and 
talk politics or copy your "devoir" off the next man. Item number three: the teaching 
of one or two of the staff and the enthusiasm which they kindle in students who fall asleep 
or disrupt the proceedings in other lessons. In my case it was the master who taught 
French and Latin from his wheelchair-I learnt from the Proviseur when I left that he 
had been crippled during the days of the Resistance by the Nazis. Item number four: 
the insight into French life, in many ways so different from our own, but totally absorbing. 

P. J. LOUGH 

Carefree, unthinking, birds weaved their unerring courses across the impartial sky, 
a sky cut ruthlessly into three portions by the stout steel bars that sat like elongated 
Stalins in his possible path to freedom, a small square window through a wall 18 inches 
thick. 

Below his window was the prison yard, a small squat building lying in the middle, 
for which he was destined; for a death painless except for the prick of a needle. 

His last chance was gone, lying with a mutilated corpse in a Berkshire ditch. Life 
had been mean to him-everybody had a right surely to an equal chance, characterwise. 
Why was he born to be an impulsive gambler, side by side with a bad loser? 
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He cursed himself for wasting his life-but what was the point of futile thoughts on 
might-have-beens. 

He declared in court that, given another chance, he would behave as a civilised 
citizen. 

That night, he scoffed at the cheap thrillers that declared their heroes to be unmoved 
in the face of imminent death, he bitterly observed to himself that he was sweating and his 
heart, not pounding as most are said to do like a trip hammer, was like an insistent knock
ing on the door of sanity. 

He spent what he reckoned was the first entirely sleepless night of his worthless life 
counting up his worse sins and good deeds-if any, he thought grimly. When he had 
finished this mental calculation which he found surprisingly easy, he reckoned he was 
roughly 570 in the red. 

The morning, cold and totally indifferent to his mental suffering, dragged on till 
10.30 by his cracked Omega, when boots grated outside his door, bolts shot back and the 
heavy lock was turned and he was led out into the cool morning air, which he failed to 
find invigorating, across the yard, his footsteps seeming rather loath to reach the square 
building. 

An attendant opened the door. 

* * * * 
"Rookenwood cemetery?" inquired a broad Essex voice, "Right away, zur." A 

dilapidated van swung out of the prison gates and wended its lazy way towards the local 
cemetery. 

* * * * 
"O look, David, they've just gone and abolished the death penalty again, only a 

day or two after that nasty man was ... " 

"Yes, I know, and I also know all the sordid details of the case; anything else in the 
paper ... ?" 

"But, darling, don't you think it was bad luck to miss living on a few years-even 
if it was in Broadmoor-by a few days?" said his wife, eager to make a good point. 

"\Vell, it was just hard luck for having the wrong sort of character-'bye, darling-I 
must leave now." 

N.H.C. 

A number of cats killed I, II 1, I 1 I mice, all killing the same number. 
Each cat killed more mice than there were cats. How many cats were there? 
This problem has been solved here in a quarter of an hour. Can you better this? 
Answer at end. 
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Dear Sir, 
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APARTADO 89658 EL HATILLO 

VENEZUELA J:08 

May 5, 1970 

My Christmas Shirburnian which has just arrived, a tribute to the swiftness of modern 
surface mail, and this is just a line to thank you and G.G.G. for a nice touch of nostalgia 
with the item on the pre-1939 Corps - though it is also rather distressing to realize 
that one's school days now lie a half century in the past. 

G.G.G. arrived at Sherborne a decade after I did (1918), but there were apparently 
not many changes in Corps procedures in the intervening years. One of these, the intro
duction of bone buttons for the rank and file, must have been an enormous relief to the 
fags who had previously spent many pre-parade hours in a dizzy attempt to produce a 
double ration of badge-, button- and boot-shin~ adequate to ensure visibility to the 
enemy at five miles on a dull day. I do not remember any summer drill shorts, only the 
eternal breeches and those uncomfortable, pestiferous and always-unwinding puttees·~ 
Parade exercises were almost entirely devoted to square-bashing, aimed at producing 
enough snap and precision to gain praise at the annual inspection but otherwise quite 
useless. 

The real fun lay in rifle practice and in the annual Tidworth or Aldershot camps. 
Here my main comment on G.G.G.'s note is that where he refers to heat I would be more 
likely to mention rain and mud, and mud, and. mud: and the joy of tightening the guy 
ropes of rival tents during the occasional dry day in the hopes that the night's wetting 
would shrink them, pull the tent pegs and drop the tent disastrously on the occupants. 
Stuff-em-yourself straw paillasses (do they now have blow-them-up air ones?) invariably 
saw the neophytes happily stuffing theirs until the seams almost burst and then unhappily 
trying to sleep on top of the resulting semi-solid cylinder. The blanks, as G.G.G. says, 
fortunately avoided killing anyone, but were G.G.G.'s neophytes too wise to fall for the 
suggestion that it was fun to put your hat over the muzzle of a blank-loaded rifle, pull the 
trigger, and "watch your hat sail through the air way up into the blue"? I have forgotten 
what it cost to replace a topless hat, but many a week's pocket money fell casualty to 
blanks. · 

Yours faithfully, 

G. C. K. DuNSTERVILLE 
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games 

THREE COCK 
School House 1 1, Abbey House 6 

Despite their form of the earlier rounds, the House played raggedly for much of the 
game and wasted a good deal of possession by lateral running in the backs. Abbey suc
cessfully denied them clean possession from the rucks and often found unlooked for 
relief from pressure on their territory when the House flank forwards obligingly crept 
offside. Apart from the mainly inconclusive rucks, the set scrums' were frequently untidy 
so that both scrum halves found difficulty in setting up attacks; the lines out provided the 
most reliable source of possession, chiefly for Abbey for whom Carey and Harvey had 
splendid games in this phase. When loose possession was clean it was usually the work of 
Sheaf who created the opening for the best score of the match. J. L. Carey played his 
usual sort of probing game at fly half for Abbey, kicking accurately for his centres to run 
onto. Douglas at fly half for the House also kicked a good deal, especially as frustration 
grew at his side's inability to make the game safe. 

The result reflected the clear superiority of the House in terms of possession and 
pressure, gained chiefly through the back row's eagerness to harry the opposition and 
through their making more of the variable set scrum heeling, but their supporters must 
have been disappointed at their lack of penetration and relieved to hear the final whistle. 

Scorers: School House: Garrard: 1 try; 1 pen; 1 conversion. 
Evans: 1 try. 

Abbey House: Mayhew: 2 pens. 

THIRDS FINAL. Abbeylands 28 Abbey 6 

This game produced a fine standard of football from both sides and was played with 
great enthusiasm and very real skill. To begin with it looked as if Abbey House were 
going to have things very much their own way, as they had had in the early rounds of the 
competition. They were six points up in almost as many minutes from good possession 
and strong play in the centre. These two unconverted tries were however to be their 
last scores, for Abbeylands noW' began to come into their game and just before half time 
went ahead. The second half was to be dominated by the vigorous Abbeylands forwards 
who were always up with the ball and in turn gave the sort of opportunities that their 
formidable three quarter line made full use of. With the final whistle, Abbeylands went 
off the field in a very real sense the victors and worthy winners of the Thirds Cup. 
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PUBLIC SCHOOLS SEVENS 

Under the new organisation of the tournament the School played in a pool of four; 
each side played the other three and the winner went on to the knockout section. In the 
first game, the School played far below their best but won fairly easily against a bustling 
side from Allhallows, the score being 5-0. In the second crucial game against Taunton 
the school played very convincingly; neither team could impose itself and both had 
chances to score, Holding-Parsons being particularly unlucky in narrowly missing what 
would have been the winning try, and Millard too going very close. The final score, 5-;h 
reflects the tightness of the game, and Taunton by winning it assured themselves of entry 
into the second part of the tournament. The last game against Rudish could have been an 
anti-climax but in fact became a procession as the School overran their opponents 26-5. 
Holding-Parsons this time did get over the line and, with Garrard and Lyons, played 
outstandingly well. 

Team: Cu1len; Lees; Holding-Parsons; Lyons; Jones; Millard; Garrard. 
Reserves: Harvey; Darke; More. 

A.H.G. Holding-Parsons gained the distinction of being selected as travelling reserve 
for the England Schoolboys XV against Wales. 

HOCKEY 

Hockey this year, suffered much less from the ravages of the weather than in 1969. 
Unhappily though, this coincided with a distinctly non vintage year, as far as the standard 
of Sherborne hockey was concerned. 

The lst XI started the season with only one old colour and it soon became evident 
that he, a natural full back, would have to play inside fonvard in order to lend some sm t 
of penetration to the attack. Of the six school matches played during term-time, only one, 
that against Canford, resulted in a victory. This was a game in which the enthusiasm of 
the Sherborne side more than outweighed their lack of skill and a single goal was enough 
to win the game. 

At the end of term the lst XI went up to the Oxford hockey festival, where valiantly 
though they tried, they failed to register a single victory. Their lack of natural ability 
was again very evident, but throughout the tournament they were dogged by bad luck. 
One day in particular brought an extraordinary occurrence. Both morning and afternoon 
games were lost by a single goal and both goals were scored in exactly the same fash10n. 
The opposition took a short corner and on both occasions, the resulting shot was stopped 
on the goal line by the left back with his left leg. On each occasion, the resulting penalty 
flick was converted. 

What of the future? Six old colours will be staying on and these should form the 
nucleus of next year's side. It seems, though, that the other five places may very well be 
difficult to fill, because the 1970 colts were a poor side. The Junior Colts were perhaps the 
most promising team ,so perhaps 1971 will be a more successful season than the one just 
past. 



THE SHIRBURNIAN 

SQUASH 

The squash team as usual provided a series of close matches often beginning by 
losing at numbers 4 and 5, but then winning confidently at r, 2, and 3. Russell (4) and 
Bowker (s) played consistently if rather below the ever improving standard of Wallis (2) 
and Garforth-Bles (3) who show great potential. The captain Leakey played his usual 
defiant game, being beaten only by two schoolboy "seeded" players. 

Results: Played 13; Lost 4; Won 9. 
A. D. LEAKEY 

FIVES 
Results: Played 8 Won4 Lost 4 

This was in most respects the best season the school has had for some time. Not only 
were three more matches won in comparison with last year, but in the matches that were 
lost, fewer points separated the teams. 

The difficulty this season as with last was to find a 4th string. Whilst the most suitable 
person was probably Wilson E. who opted for hockey, Nisbet M. and Snowden shared 
the vacancy-but both were below the standard of the other member of the second pair, 
Butt, with the outcome that their results were often disappointing. 

The first pair (Schroeter & Lyons) played well throughout the season although some 
points were lost foolishly. Unfortunately there was added pressure on them inasmuch as 
they had to make up the second pair's deficit. However, they won all their matches. 

Thanks must go the Mr. Whelan whose contribution had a direct bearing on the 
team's improved results; also to Mr Patterson for coaching the colts who showed marked 
improvement during the term, and lastly to Dr. Horner who provided opposition for the 
first pair. 

j. S. SCHROETER 

CROSS COUNTRY RUNNING 

This was not a great term for cross-country, for shortly after the beginning of term, 
R. M. S. Wormal, the captain, retired home, and the writer had to take over the captaincy. 
Not only this but Ward, an old colour, was never on games, and Renwick-another old 
colour-never found form. 

The term got off to a good start with wins against Clayesmore, Chilton Cantelo, and 
·Bruton. We then lost to Blundells and Allhallows, Milton Abbey, Hardyes and Downside, 
and finally Taunton. 

However, Colts were strong this year, with excellent running from Lund and Sewell. 

In the rst VIII, Lovell W., Stenton and Vincent stood out, with mediocre running 
from the rest: Renwick, Russell, Cater (capt.), Burt A., Raymond, and MacAndrew. 

Colts: Lund, Sewell, Hammick, Fitzgerald, Cull, Stephenson, Leeper, and Thomson. 

A. K. B. CATER 
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FENCING 

Roaming through the undercroft, as little boys are wont to do before chapel, they 
might have seen an occasional team notice marked "fencing". For many this is the limit 
of their knowledge of, and interest in, the sport. Despite this, fencing is fast becoming "a 
hit, a palpable hit" (those who have read Hamlet will not be foiled by this quotation). 

With the advance of technology, we now have new equipment. Instructed by our 
bearded "prof." and Mr. Timmins, our tactics are no longer thrusts in the dark. The 
fact that we have won the majority of our bouts goes to prove this. Some credit must go 
to the fencers themselves, especially to those in the 1st foil-who are R. K. S. Phillips, 
S. G. Raffe, and R. J.B. Matthews. 

But like many minor sports, fencing has become dominated by one house which has 
seven of the nine team places. It is a pity that other houses cannot provide sportsmen of 
sufficient calibre to break this monopoly. If, however, they decide to take up the challenge 
the Fencing Society will always welcome them. 

l\.f y thanks to all fencers for a good term. 

GOLF 

Three Matches: v. Sherborne Golf Club 
v. Foster's 
v. Millfield 

s. G. RAFFE 

(Hon. Sec.) 

lost 3-2 
won3.Ll. 2 2 
lost 7-0 

There were 40 members in the society this term for the first time in its history. This shows 
the blossoming of school golf, and provided young prospects such as Nevill, Rosser, Taylor 
R., and Stebbings C. Given encouragement, these should provide a strong team in a 
year or two. It is hoped to commence tuition under the Golf Foundation scheme; the 
standard of golf would be immeasurably improved by this. 

Our thanks go to Mr. Hunter and Mr. Door for taking us up to the course on the 
few occasions when weather permitted. 

Team: M.A. Swift, R. N. Cullen, A. I. Knox,J. R. Lowe, Lough, Nevill, Rosser. 

11. A. Sw1IT 

SHOOTING 

The main events of the term were the two shoulder-to-shoulder matches against 
Marlborough and Millfield. Though both were lost, a more experienced VIII in the 
Autumn term should provide some better results. The open range in Combe Valley is 
to be reopened soon, and will provide only the second range in Dorset, resulting in many 
future enjoyable fixtures. 

s. c. KIDNER 
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CRICKET 

Dorset Rangers were beaten by ro runs. The other two fixtures (the oldest on the 
list) both resulted in exciting draws. 

The scores of the latter are subjoined. 

School v. Town on the Upper. 2Ild May 

TOWN SCHOOL 

Daniels ct Fursdon b Lyons 32 Lough b Brimble 4 
Legg ct Lough b Martin 5 Leakey ct Hayward b White 21 
Louden ct Mayhew b Scott 9 Carey b Brimble 2 
Hayward ct Scott b Martin 28 Schroeter b Brimble 2 
Gallop ct wkt Wilson b Lyons 13 Fursdon ct wkt Legg b Hodgson 8 
Hodgson ct Carey b Martin IO Mayhew not out 33 
Elliott st Wilson b Fursdon 20 Manning st Legg b Hodgson 6 
Barker b Fursdon 6 Wilson ct Elliott b White I I 

W'ilson not out 5 Lyons b White 4 
White } . Scott ct Elliott b White 14 
Brimble did not bat · Martin not out 0 

Extras 7 Extras 4 

Total (for 8 wickets declared) 135 Total (for 9 wickets) 109. 

School v. Clifton on the Upper. 16th May 

SCHOOL CLIFTON 

Lough ct Drury b Willcocks 73 Hobbs ct Wilson b Scott 14 
Leakey b Willcocks IO Cameron-Hayes lbw b Fursdon 6 
Carey ct Lockyear b Gladwin 36 Drury b Martin 59 
Mayhew ct Gladwin b Eldridge 20 Lockyear run out 46 
Fursdon ct Hobbs b Eldridge 7 Willcocks ct Scott b Martin 19 
Schroeter ct and b Lockyear 0 Gladwin b Fursdon 0 
Manning st b Lockyear 0 Evans ct Leakey b Fursdon 3 
Wilson hit wkt b Lockyear 0 Eldridge ct Lyons b Martin 2 
Scott b Lockyear 0 Puddle b Martin l 

Lyons b Gladwin l l Barson not out 2 
Martin not out 27 Clegg not out 

Extras 5 Extras 3 

Total 189 Total (for 9 wickets) 156 
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THE SHERBORNE PILGRIMS 

"Exactly What," asked a small boy at lunch one day, "are the Sherborne Pilgrims 
an:l who belongs?" This made me realise that probably very few boys in the School really 
knuw much about the Club, hence this article. · 

The Club was founded in 1923 by one of the greatest Old Shirburnians, G. M. Carey, 
classical Scholar to Oxford, Captain of Oxford rugger, in the England XV for two seasons 
and Housemaster of Abbey House for twenty years. 

The original object was to form a Club of outstanding games' players, to promote 
cricket and football tours, to encourage all forms of athletics and to keep members in 
touch with one another and with the School. 

In his book, "Their Prime of Life," another great Old Shirburnian, A. H. Trelawny 
Ross, describes how the Club came to get its name: "A small meeting was adjourned 
because nobody could think of a suitable name. That evening I took an English dictionary 
and swept through it, finally jotting down 189 possible names, which I submitted to the 
next meeting. A short list was made and finally "Pilgrims" was chosen." He goes on, 
"Then came the question of colours. Finally, the School blue with russet brown for a 
Pilgrim, and silver to lighten it all, was passed." He is also careful to add: "One thing 
was insisted upon; members had to be good chaps who would not let the show down. 
That is important for a touring side can do much good and much harm to the reputation 
of the School." 

Now there are over six hundred members and the Club is run by a President, who 
holds office for three years, two Vice-Presidents, a Secretary, a Treasurer, three Trustees 
and a Committee of twelve, four of whom retire each year. 

Originally Cricket and Rugger were the only games played but soon other games were 
included. The Old Shirburnian Golfing Society became associated with the Club and at 
present we produce teams for hockey, lawn tennis, squash and, unusual for a School that 
has no court of its own, Racquets. This year a sailing team is being formed, and strenuous 
efforts are being made to raise teams for Real Tennis and Cross Country running. 

ANY Old Shirburnian, regardless of his prowess at School, may apply to play in any 
of these teams. After he has distinguished himself by performance or loyalty, his name 
will be put up to the Committee for election as a full member. This is the usual method, 
but boys who have an outstanding games record at School are sometimes absolved from 
playing qualifiers and are elected as leavers. 

In addition there are our Honorary members. Most masters who have run a major 
School team for any length of time are made members and so are others who have made 
a special contribution to School games. For instance there is the Master who refereed 
Senior Leagues rugger for twenty-five years, mostly in brown plimsolls, whose unanimous 
election was a symbol of the regard and affection in which he was held. 

It is the responsibility of the Pilgrims to enter the School for the various Old Boys 
Competitions. We enter annually for The Cricketer Cup, the Halford Hewitt (golf) and 
the Mellin Salver (for golfers over 50), a competition we have won for the last two years, 
the D'Abernon Cup (Lawn Tennis), the Londonderry Cup (Squash), which we won in 
1962, the Noel Bruce Cup (Racquets), and this year for the first time we shall enter for the 
Bembridge Trophy (Sailing). In addition friendly fixtures are arranged in most games, 
the current cricket fixture list for instance contains seventeen matches for 1970. 
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From the beginning the Cricket tour has been one of the highlights of the year. 
Before the War it used to start at Sherborne with a match against the School, and then a 
series of matches against Clubs like the Hampshire Hogs and the Old \Vykehamists were 
played, usually ending up with a match against the Old Tonbridgians at Tonbridge. 
By the end of the week those who had stayed the full course were on their knees! It was 
nothing to have 500 runs scored during the day, and the revels went on far into the night
to such an extent that even the strongest hotel managers used to blanch visibly when a 
request for accommodation for the Pilgrims arrived. 

The great man of those early days was undoubtedly that "iron grey man from the 
North," C. F. Stanger-Leathes, about whom R. Eglington, a former President, wrote: 
"he could rescue a drowning side with a majesty of batsmanship which once seen was never 
forgotten. At dinner in the evening he would be the wittiest man there and the following 
morning he would prove equally adept at ironing out any local difficulties with the hotel 
management." A "Plus-Two" golfer and an England rugger full-back, he was President 
of the Club for twenty years. 

Largely to keep down costs, the "Tour" has now become a week based on Sherborne. 
The team stays at one of the Houses, and games are played against the Old Sedberghians, 
Canford Cygnets, the Town, Somerset Stragglers, Dorset Rangers and the Old Cliftonians. 
It is still a great week: rivalries and friendships are renewed, the cricket is as hard-fought 
and the fun as fast as ever, dormitory life without Prefects, giving endless scope to the 
ingenious and adding grey hairs to the Housemaster ! 

Finally, the Pilgrims exist also to help the School as far as their limited funds permit. 
For example, No. IO Squash Court was originally a gift from the Club, as were the cricket 
and the rugger scoreboards on the Upper. 

It would be invidious to single out individuals. Under the Presidency ofT. R. Parry, 
the founder of the 0.S. Golfing Society, the current list of members is as distinguished as 
it ever was, including many who are well-known in a wide variety of games and sports; 
from, in fact, a former President of the Rugby Football Union to an international show
jumper, from a former captain of the England Cricket XI to a member of England's Rifle 
Shooting team. It is hoped that many who are at present in the School will in time add 
to this list. 

I will end with a reminder that any member of the O.S. Society may apply to play 
in any of the Pilgrims teams, no matter how good or bad his record at School. Any who 
wish to do so should write to the Hon. Secretary, The Sherborne Pilgrims, Sherborne 
School, Dorset, and he will put them in touch with the appropriate Match Manager. 
To play for the Pilgrims is always fun, to be elected a member is an honour, and I think 
it is still true to say, as the late Mr. Trelawny-Ross says in his book, that the Pilgrims are 
our finest ambassadors. 

Answer to cats and mice problem 
239 cats each kill 4649 mice. 

M. E.-D. 



Flying today is team-work: it takes pilots, 
engineers, logistics experts, personnel managers, 

air traffic controllers, administration specialists ... 
all the people we call aerocrats. 

Perhaps you could be one of them. 

If you are interested, now is the time 
to do something about it. Ask your 
Careers Master for some RAF pam
phlets-or get him to arrange for you 
to meet your RAF Schools Liaison 
Officer for an informal chat. 
Or, if you prefer, write to Group 
Captain· E. Batchelar, RAF, Adastral 
House (25ZA1), London \V.C.l. 
Please give your date of birth and say 
what qualifications you have or are 
studying for (minimum 5 GCE 0-

levels including English language and 
mathematics), and whether you are 
more interested in flying or ground 
management. 

Royal Air Force 
Aerocrats 
~~~,., 



Make 
the 

Special Grode 
with the Midland 
It'll pay you handsomely If you arc a personable young man with 
cood examination results, join the Midland Bank. Holding 'A' levels in 
certain subjects will entitle you to an immediate year's seniority on the 
basic salary scale. And you will qualify for "Study leave" to prepare for 
the Institute of Bankers Examinations. Show that you are able, and you 
will be put in the Special Grade. This means that your salary could go up 
by as much as £230 a year; and you would be sure that you were being 
marked out for a management role in the Bank. 

Make a note of this A high proportion of present-day entrants to the 
Midland Bank will reach managerial rank. You can do rhis in your early 
30's, earning at least £2,350, rising to £5,000 and more. By becoming a 
marked man at the Midland, you can make your mark early. 

Find out more about us We can easily arrange for you to meet the 
District Staff Superintendent in your area. If you would like us to fix this 
up write to the Staff Manager at Head Office, Midland Bank Litnited, 
Poultry, London, E.C.2. 

·~······ • • • • • • • • •••••• 
Midland Bank 



as an 
ambitious 
young man 
have you considered the challenge of a 
career in Life Assurance with the 

PROVIDENT ·M·UTUAL? 
The opportunity to develop and use your ability and 
obtain a Professional qualification leading to a responsible 
Management position awaits you within our rapidly 
expanding organisation. 

You could study for the examinations of the Chartered 
Insurance Institute or become an Actuary if you are gifted 
mathematically as there are many career paths open 
for those able to take responsibility. 

Advancement is by ability, qualifications and effort, 
and as we believe in promotion from within, we cannot 
afford to hold back the 'high-flyer'. 

Find out more about your opportunity for the 
future by writing to: 

• • 

-

Founded 1840 

The Personnel Manager 

PROVIDENT MUTUAL LIFE 
ASSURANCE ASSOCIATION 

25 to 31 Moorgate 
London E.C.2 

... 



I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 

You can't buy 
these books . 

But you ca11 get a free copy 
by filling in tl1e coupon 

And what arc 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. 

Name Mr/Miss ............•••.....•..................•................ Age ...........• 
Address .....................................•............................................••• 

I have/hope to get the following GCE (or equivalent) passes: 
........ ~ ....................................................................................... . 
To: David Reygate, 

P.O. Box 297, Throgmorton Avenue, London, EC2 

Advance into banking with 
National Westminster «~ 






