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the headmaster 
DAE was educated at Tonbridge and Brasenose College, Oxford, with a spell in the Army 
between. At Tonbridge (1938-43) he was Captain of the School, Captain of Cricket, 
and played on the XV and other teams. From 1943-47 he served in the Royal Artillery, 
reaching the rank of Captain. He was at Oxford from 1947-51, where he took an Honours 
degree in Modern Languages, and a Diploma in Education; he was in the Oxford Rugby 
XV in 1949-50, and toured South Africa with the Oxford and Cambridge side in 1951. 
Then he spent nine years teaching at Uppingham, where he was in his time Head of the 
Modern Languages Department, O.C., C.C.F., and coach of the Uppingham XV. 
In 1960 he was appointed Headmaster of Cranleigh: here he supervised such projects 
as a complete reorganisation of the Houses, and the addition of two new Houses, an 
all-weather hockey-pitch, a new Music School, and metal and technology workshops .... 
So to 1970. DAE has a family of four children, three boys and a girl, who is at Sherborne 
School for Girls; Mrs. Emms has a degree in Economics from Durham University. 

DAE: an interview 

Shirburnian: What are your impressions of· Sher borne after one term as Headmaster 
compared with your expectations? 
DAE: This is a difficult question, because there have been a number of unusual events 
this term-the most worrying thing has been the sad illness of the Bursar: it has been a 
particular handicap for me to take over without having the opportunity of any con
sultation with him .... But I have met some very nice people indeed; I am very impressed 
with the central buildings, and very thrilled to be able to establish my new headquarters 
in the Abbot's Lodging; and I'm most impressed by the attitude to work: people seem to 
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be exceptionally well-taught, and tend to get good results, both at 0-level and in the 
gradings at A-level, and at University Scholarships and Entrance. 
Shirb.: In an interview with the Cranleighan, you said that Sherborne was "an unknown 
challenge-I'll play it by ear". Do you feel that you have had time to gauge the climate 
of the school ? 
DAE: I wouldn't be so arrogant as to say that I have. I sense that an impetus is needed 
in certain areas, and I hope that I shall be able to give this impetus. The biggest challenge 
is getting through the idea of a personal headmastership to 620 boys, as compared to a 
school of say 400. 

Shirb.: You have spoken a lot to us about "lines of communication", the right headmaster
pupil relationship. What do you think is the right relationship between headmaster and 
school? 
DAE: Every single person in the school must feel that the headmaster is interested in his 
welfare, and will do everything he possibly can to make the community happy, positive, 
and creative. I absolutely abhor the idea of a pedestal-type headmaster. I am very much 
in favour of an informal relationship between master and pupil: this is tied up with my 
concept of discipline, which I would like to feel is not the old-fashioned idea of spending 
a great deal of time trying to get round rules, but rather a community where there are a 
small number of accepted essential conventions which are readily observed by every 
member of the community, in exchange for the growing advantages which he will draw 
from membership. 
Shirb.: Someone recently attacked the public schools as "decaying monuments to out
dated ideals": what do you think are the ideals of the public schools in the 197o's? 
DAE: I don't think these ideals are decaying. They may change slightly in emphasis, 
and there's obviously a greater emphasis on compassion and service, and less on an old
fashioned leadership, which sometimes had something arrogant and uncompassionate 
about it. But basically one wants to provide a community in which people can fulfil 
themselves and bring out their own talent to the very best advantage: and this can be 
spectacularly achieved in a boarding school. 
Shirb.: That other side, the creative side of school life, seems often to be neglected. Have 
you any plans for it? 
DAE: I have mentioned the idea of an activities centre linked closely with the Art 
School, with its particular and splendid contribution to the field of creative activity in 
the school. This could be a growing complex of other departments, to give opportunities 
for creative work in materials such as wood, metal and possibly plastic, and could lead on 
to technical laboratories such as an electronics project workshop, and a computer work
shop. We could cater very much more for positive out-of-school activities, not least at 
the weekend, when I think a great number of the younger boys are excessively bored. 
Shirb.: Have you got any other ideas definitely "in the pipeline"? 
DAE: I have several short term ambitions. One is to make a quick start in the area of 
out-of-school activities, weekend pastimes and so forth. The second is to get to know and 
to get to be known by as many people as possible. And third is to explore possibilities for 
greater contact by boys between home and school-the idea that the educational process 
is really a triangle in that the wishes of the parents must be heard, and the plans and 
intentions of the school must be clearly known by them. Once again it is a question of 
communication. If it can be achieved for boys to get home rather more frequently, this 
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will provide a far more natural pattern of contact with home life than can possibly be 
managed in visits to hotel lounges, waiting for the rain to stop .... It is interesting that 
more than half the boys at the school at present have their homes less than 80 miles from 
Sherborne and nearly three quarters of the school are nearer than 1 IO miles. This makes 
the idea of a long weekend from time to time really quite a feasible proposition. 
Shirb.: You have supervised the emergence of the Junior Common Room. What was 
your object in introducing a sixth form common room? 
DAE: I have hoped for many years to be able to do so and was very delighted to find 
on coming to Sherborne that the space was available for such a Club. It seems to me 
important for a school to provide the opportunity, particularly for senior boys, to meet 
their friends from other houses and to have somewhere they can be relaxed and adult in 
their social dealings. I admire immensely the strong House spirit at Sherborne, but 
obviously from time to time it will not be easy for boys to find all their friends within the 
same House .... 
Shirb.: Talking of the social life of the school, do you have any plans for co-operation 
with the Girls School? 
DAE: I was delighted with the success of the Dance earlier in the term and I hope that 
more and more co-operation will be feasible in areas such as drama, music, clubs and 
societies, and indeed in teaching: there is a big difficulty about the quite different time
tabling in operation at Sherborne Girls School, but I hope that this snag could be 
overcome. 
Shirb.: What do you see as the relationship between Town and Gown, between Sherborne 
and the school? 
DAE: Obviously it wants to be a positive and friendly relationship. We are privileged 
to have a school which is not near a major industrial town, on the outskirts of some great 
metropolis, because this would bring pressures to bear in a boarding school which are 
unfair, and make a happy school more difficult to achieve. At the same time we are not so 
far from civilization that we need consider ourselves an isolated or monastic community. 
I hope there would be a very close association between the town and the school, perhaps 
also through certain societies, and the Community Service, and various other activities. 
Shirb.: So you see Sherborne as a school maintaining an individual, slightly monastic 
basis in some ways, but in others looking outwards: what things would you hope to 
shelter the school from, as it were,-drugs? 
DAE: We have a profound and important duty to the parents who entrust their sons to 
us at great expense for four or five years. \Ve cannot just draw a veil over certain less 
attractive aspects of life: we must teach people the ability to discriminate, so that they can 
choose right for themselves. If someone has hammered out a durable morality and ways 
of straight thinking here, then this is a terrific contribution we can make to the life of the 
country-we must first achieve a positive corporate morale, mutual trust and confidence 
at all levels of our community. \Ve must too look outwards, at the school's level, through 
contact with the locality, possibly through some programme of general studies in the 
sixth form, bringing distinguished lecturers from outside to give us an insight into other 
ways of life .... 
Shirb.: You don't think that Sherborne might come up against the problem that the 
fee-paying schools are being squeezed out by the state system? 
DAE: One of the threats to the public schools indeed is the economic threat, and fees 
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are going up over the whole country at the rate of 5 % p.a. which makes for an alarming 
figure in ten years time. If something is really excellent, it is natural to want to share it 
with as wide a range of people who could profit from it as possible: personally I would like 
to see the idea offee-assisted places (which all the independent schools have been hoping 
for since 1945) being taken up, and at a national level. I think however the threat to the 
Public Schools is more one from within. In some schools there has been a sag in confidence, 
a lowering of standards, a Gadarene rush towards some of the less admirable features of 
the permissive age, and this hasn't brought any increase in happiness at these schools 
and certainly has not improved their academic standards. It is the threat of this 
"progressive" lobby that we must resist. 
Shirb.: Have you got any plans for a new House ?-Once there were plans for Greenhill 
House .... 
DAE: Nothing definite as yet. It does seem to me that the School has more boys in it 
at present than it can properly cope with. You've only to look at the problem of seating 
in Chapel and the Big Schoolroom. Certainly the attractions of creating a new House 
(a difficult financial proposition!) are that one could relieve the pressure in some of the 
other Boarding Houses. There are just too many boys in Dayrooms, and Studies. It 
would be right to think of a modernization programme throughout the existing Houses 
so as to bring the level of decoration and comfort to as high a standard as possible without 
spending an intolerable amount of money .. 
Shirb.: Would you hope for centralized feeding? 
DAE: It would be a very sad day if the special character of the House feeding system 
had reluctantly to be abandoned because of the general problems of running eight or 
nine separate kitchens. I have not had long enough to explore this problem but I am 
aware that housemasters and their wives have experienced increasing difficulties in 
staffing and running their House kitchens. It would be incredibly expensive, it might 
cost as much as £250,000 to construct a dining-hall for the whole School, within which it 
would be important to retain House divisions: it would need to be very carefully 
planned. . . . It may be that modern science will come to our aid with these pre-cooked 
meals which can be dramatically heated by infra-red rays, and served on disposable trays 
with disposable knives and forks .... 
Shirb.: Other building projects-the Great Globe? 
DAE: I was obviously fascinated to see Mr. Glen's plan for the Globe Theatre but I 
think that the living accommodation is an absolutely essential priority, as is the proper 
employment of out-of-school time: these must come first. If we can find through your 
readers a benefactor who would be willing to-
Shirb.: Is this an appeal? 
DAE: Who would be willing to help towards this project, it would be splendid! It 
would be wonderful to have this theatre to support the drama. 
Shirb.: Just to end up, what is your greatest single ambition for the school? 
DAE: I want to achieve a school where every person in it is increased in stature by 
having been at the school, not just the extroverts and those who've been gifted with 
confidence and sophistication in life, but the self-conscious person, the scholar, the intro
vert, the person who is physically not gifted ... a place that shall be happy for everyone,
creative, and positive, and relevant. 
Shirb.: Mr. Emms, thank you very much indeed. 
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sherborne 
A late editorial shuffle has not had time greatly to affect the magazine, except that 

we have abandoned the editorial, whose well-meaning exhortations descended too often 
to the platitudinous. We owe our gratitude to A.B.G., who ably supervised the magazine 
for many years, and who has now retired from direct responsibility. 

All is new. We welcome a new Headmaster, Mr. D. A. Emms, who is now safely 
installed in Abbey Grange, and (we hope) enjoying his hectic introduction to Sherbonre. 
He comes from Cranleigh, already with a distinguished career behind him, notably on 
the gamesfield, having played rugger for Oxford. 

More headmasters of Sher borne lead to more coincidences: it was noted that on 
one Saturday in November no less than three headmasters of the school were in Sherborne 
-the present incumbent, D.A.E., our late headmaster, R.W.P., and his predecessor, 
Canon Ross-Wallace. R.W.P. was here to receive his portrait from the Governors. 

Congratulations 
Congratulations first on recent births: to Mr. and Mrs. Door, a son; to Mr. and Mrs. 

Harvey, a daughter; to Mr. and Mrs. Holder, a son; to Mr. and Mrs. Lloyd, a son; 
and to Mr. and Mrs. Gallia, a son. 

Congratulations also to Christopher Chataway (d.44-g), John Pardoe (d. 48-53), 
and W. J. Pinching (a. 55-60) on being elected to Parliament last July; particularly 
to Christopher Chataway, that "star in the ministerial ascendent" (as one newspaper 
put it!), to whom, if anyone, one must complain about postal charges and the B.B.C. 
local radio. 

Another book has been written. Congratulations to the Rev. T. M. Kitwood on his 
recent opus What is Human?, an introduction to humanism, existentialism, and christianity. 
T.M.K. was chemist and chaplain here for eight years, until he left in the summer of 
1968 to go to teach at Busoga College, Uganda. He returned to the mother-country 
last summer, and found time for a whistle-stop weekend in Sherborne. 

Congratulations are deserved by all those who walked on October 4th by a devious 
route from Sherborne Girls School to Leweston Manor in a Sherborne Schools sponsored 
walk; they raised over £400 and did not get lost. The town's total as a whole was in the 
region of £1,800, to be divided equally between the Yeatman and the Coldharbour 
Hospitals. 

The school has reached distinction too in an unwonted field: in the Public Schools 
Fly Casting Championship at Shepton Mallet, Robert Fuller won the individual award 
and Stephen Boase came 2nd, while in the team event they together won the day, and 
Colin Johnston with Andrew Mackean came third. 

We are sorry to have to record the death of V. C. Clinton-Baddeley (d. 13-18), 
whom one of his contemporaries has described as "one of the most versatile personalities 
of the entertainment world-at one time or another author, actor, scriptwriter, play
wright, producer, and broadcaster ... "and "a staunch Old Shirburnian", author of the 
pageant Sherbome Story, written for the 1950 Quatercentenary celebrations. He and 
Day Lewis, it will be remembered, were instrumental in restoring Alec Waugh to the 
Old Shirburnian fold. In recent years he directed Jupiter Recordings and was the author 
of several detective stories. 
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The Bursar, We regret to announce the death of Air Commodore R. A. Webster 
after a serious illness. Our deepest sympatqies go to Mrs. Webster and her family, A 
fuller appreciation of his service to the School will be included in next term's issue. 

Commemoration 1970 
The end of term Commem. seems now to be remote. Consequently the Shirhurnian 

finds it very difficult to record fully all the events that took place then. 
Commemoration 1970 was an especially full weekend; Speeches were revived, largely 

to honour the retiring Headmaster, and all the Governors and sixth-formers' parents 
attended. Lord Boyd, Sir Ian Jacob, R.W.P. and the Head of School all spoke, and made 
the occasion a happy blend of the grave and gay. There were cricket and people on the 
Upper, enjoying the sun to renew acquaintance, followed by Tea. There were perform
ances of The Tempest, up to R.S.G.'s high standards of production, and with imaginative 
musical signatures, some of them specially composed by P.J.S. The set design was the 
result of a competition won by R. Trahair, and was likewise colourful and appropriate. 
David Alexander stood out for his full-blooded rendering of Prospero. Every department 
of the School displayed its wares: there were lavish exhibitions toured by the parents 
with duteous intention but pleasant reward. . . . The musicians gave of their best in an 
Abbey concert in co-operation with the Girls School. . . . The C.C.F. beat a splendid 
retreat on Carey's. . . . The canoeists showed their talents in the swimming school. ... 
The whole was a very fitting tribute to R.W.P., and in the true festive spirit of the 
traditional Commem. 

Co-operation with the Girls School is a popular cry, and we would like to think 
that there was more of this than ever before. A sixth form Dance hosted by the Girls 
School in November proved a popular, besides being an historic, event. For the first 
time too, our historian tells us, a joint School Concert took place on December 5th: this 
in addition to the joint madrigal singing at Commem. And two girls took part in the 
post-Oxbridge play at the end of the term .... 

The George Herbert theme service must receive a mention here: on November 
29th, we were regaled with a feast of poems, letters, and extracts from the biography of 
George Herbert, the seventeenth-century priest and poet. The pieces were read 
dramatically by three boys, supported by R.S.G., and a poem to a setting by Vaughan 
Williams was sung by J.N.W. Services of this kind are greatly enjoyed, making a 
change from the usual run of Sunday services, and deserve to be repeated. 

Farewell 
We have to bid farewell as usual to some of our pedagogues: Mr. Patterson 

came from Australia for two years to teach Biology, and while he was here impressed us with 
the Australian ethos-its freshness and vigour as compared with the languid comfort
ability of the British. And now he is gone .... Well, we welcome Mr. Lloyd back again 
from Melbourne Grammar School to give us his comparisons between· British and 
Australian education. We have also lost Mr. Hannaford who has gone to Clifton. He 
taught Biology and coached the XV, besides being an impressive rugger player himself, 
and currently scoring tries for Bristol; we congratulate him on his selection for the England 
rugger side. Mr. Brown, Dr. Widlake both depart having filled temporary gaps, and 
both gave liberally of their talents. Mr. Brown left his mark on the musical department; 
small wonder when one remembers the musical talent of his daughter, Miss Iona Brown, 
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whose prowess on the violin receives mention elsewhere. Dr. Widlake will be remembered 
keeping the wrapt attention of Wildman debaters as much as for his services in the 
Chemistry laboratory. For a short time, too, we had Mr. Richardson-White, who 
organized the School's art. To all these our thanks. Goodbye too to Mr. Smalley, who 
came in 1968 to teach English, and has since impinged on many other aspects of school 
life. He shall be retrospectively the undaunted Jeader of expeditions in the holidays, 
ski-ing in the winter, or to the fabled Hebrid Isles in the summer, or a lieutenant in the 
Corps; as much as the producer of a Fifth form Becket, a Lyon House Government Inspector, 
and a town Antigone. He takes our best wishes with him to the North. 

Welcomes 
We are privileged to welcome the following new masters: 
R. Gibson, who reinforces the Biology Department; 
C. W. Mitchell-Innes, to teach Classics; 
Dr. B. J. Russ, after working for two years with the LC.I. Research Department, to 

to teach Chemistry; 
R. R. Speed, to teach Geography; 
M. B. Venning, who has come from Felsted School, to be Assistant Director of Music; 
A. N. Clark, from Milton Abbey, whom we saw briefly last Lent Term, to take over 

the Art School; 
T. D. Ferguson, from the United States for a year, to teach History. 
Of the new boys, we should extend a special welcome to Channing Lowe, who, like 

l\fr. Ferguson, is here for a year from America: he is a new and lethal weapon 
on the rugby field (when he's playing the right way)! 

School House Reconstruction 
After months of foreign noises in the courts, the reconstruction of School House is 

now complete. A new wing has been put on top of the changing-room, which houses 
bedsitters that, together with others where the dormitories used to be, have enough room 
for seventy boys. This is the first major reconstruction carried out on the houses since 
The Digby was annexed as a boarding-house, and must be hailed as a sign of progress 
and improvements to the living conditions throughout the school. 

One of the technological spin-offs of this £so,ooo venture has been the complete 
renovation of the old School House studies. This building, which used to serve as the 
private residence of the Abbot when the school was a monastery, now contains the 
headmaster's study. He shares the top floor with his secretary. The ground floor is 
divided into two halves: one contains studies for the Head of School, the Headmaster's 
assistant, the librarian and various copying machines, while the other is divided into two 
rooms which make up the Junior Common Room. 

The J.C.R. has been introduced to enable select members of the Upper School to 
meet freely, regardless of creed or house colour, in a relaxed atmosphere. The furniture 
and the carpet have recently been installed but as yet the refectory and bar have not 
arrived. The qualifications for entry are "summed up in the word Distinction-a 
mixture of both rugger-players and studious academics". 

The Old Pound Studies are to be adapted for use as tutorial rooms and to house the 
Pound Stationery, transferred from the Vestry. M.B.. 
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The Art Exhibition 
One of the most outstanding features of this term has been the remarkable recovery 

of the art department; the enthusiasm of Mr. Clarke, and his improvement of working 
conditions has revived one of the most important sections of any school, and the art 
exhibition has amply proved his great success. Containing the works of all ages and a 
remarkably wide variety of medium, it has deservedly met with popular approval. A 
rather gnarled metallic dragon, ingeniously built from rusting bike-wheels, guarded the 
entrance. The room itself was rather cold, but a rotating perspex sculpture flashed warm
ing colours, though interrupted by the power-cuts. The selection of works had been 
very effectively arranged by Mrs. Clarke, allowing no one group of paintings dominance; 
there were numerous oil paintings of promising quality, various works in coloured-chalk, 
a medium preferred by many junior members of the school, and some excellent work in 
conte, a very fine form of chalk with a restricted colour range. Perhaps there was a slight 
lack of water-colours, a medium few explore beyond the sketching stage, which is a great 
pity. There was also an impressive collection of pottery an area which many would like 
to see expanded in the near future. 

Throughout the term the art department has gradually reasserted its roJe in school 
and town life, two notable features being the stage scenery for the Sherborne Amateur 
Players production of Antigone, and the revival of an artistic approach to poster work 
around the school: the exhibition created a suitable climax to the term's work and has, 
I hope, restored the integrity of the art-school. Many thanks to both Mr. Clarke and 
his wife for all their efforts. JOHN DOUGLAS 

House Magazines-A Companion 
Every year two of our more enlightened houses each produce a house magazine. 

These, the Harpoon and the Landmark, present a fairly light-hearted view of life in Harper 
and Abbeylands respectively. Both retail at about 1/- and consist of sixty pages of house 
news and literary compositions in prose and poetry. The Harpoon emerged in a flurry 
of publicity just before Commem, and from the demand for copies it was evident that 
this year's issue was something different. A new cover design heralded a complete change 
in layout and content: the magazine has grown larger and has become more image
conscious with emphasis on the informal approach within a formal framework. The 
result is most effective, though the contents are of varied quality. An improvement is the 
inclusion of articles from people "remotely connected with the school", who this year 
range from an Admiral to a member of the Girls School. (Connection uncertain!) 

The Landmark (or should I say Landm'k) appeared at the end of last term. A 
pessimistic editorial forecast what was, in effect, an attempt to economise due to rising 
costs-as well as painting a grim picture offuture editions. This magazine is also changing: 
but only back to its old design. In the words of the editor, "this year, despite grave 
handicaps, a certain damn fine editor has returned it to the old format." It will be a pity 
if this good-humoured rag-bag is forced into liquidation. This year's issue is certainly an 
improvement on last year, and the drawings though fewer in number than in the Harpoon 
are of more textured appearance. Perhaps the two magazines could work slightly closer 
together in future and maybe even produce a joint issue which would still enable the 
character of each to be maintained, whilst making considerable economies in the cost of 
production. R.B.C. 
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News board 
A Newsboard, based originally on the idea forwarded by Mr. Patterson in the 

Shirburnian (Summer 69), has at last been erected, in the Cloisters. Here (behind glass) 
is a platform for immediate speech, an attempt to improve on the delayed and exclusive 
Journal, which stumbled on from edition to edition, the work of a staunchly devoted few, 
appearing once, perhaps twice a term, allowing two or even three weeks before the 
material appeared in print. 

The Newsboard, it was hoped, would (to some extent) break down the legendary 
creative apathy of the average Shirburnian. The prospect ofimmediate publication would 
foster more newspaper-type coverage of the here-today, gone-tomorrow events, besides 
opening up the possibilities of a correspondence column, a Forum for polemic and more 
serious discussion (grand words indeed!). 

And the editors of this venture, after one term's experience of the vicissitudes of 
directing a school side-activity ("outside interest"), feel (to some extent) confidence in the 
creativity of the Shirburnian. Nearly 50 individuals, during its first term, contributed over 
100 articles, ranging from rugger results to the ephemeral. Photographs, and a certain 
amount of artwork, have adorned the board: we remember the cartoon of a certain 
speaker at the Wildman; a photograph of some of the more youthful members of the 
staff jumping high in a Line-Out, against Lyon House; the epic photo-progress of the 
sponsored walkers, in true Bunyan style; and the unique ("Newsboard First with the 
Latest") coverage of the Guy Fawkes anniversary plot to blow up the Chapel. 

There were poems. There were reports of the Debates-especial concern was shown 
over the "Trial of Youth" ,and all the main speeches published: one speaker "talked about 
the eternal Gamesfield, the common ideology of the whistle, and the deities waiting to 
award the colours after the Great Match was over" (floreat T. Arnold!), while another 
cried, "Youth today is apathetic because we have nothing to revolt against" (Eduardus 
Sextus ?) . Sherborne youth however asserted massive confidence in itself by voting 92 
to 16 in its defence. Debate continued on the Newsboard, when there were no more 
speeches to be made, where the main topics to arouse emotions were the Isle of Wight 
Festival, Food as Pills, Computers, and the Pitch of Cheering at rugger matches. All 
good traditional themes, they nevertheless stimulated much discussion, without descending 
to the too earnest. One correspondent deplored the Press misrepresentations of the I.o.W. 
festival, another prophesied an American revolution within five years, others still described 
the festival as "hypocrisy", and a "sordid picnic". Computers called up similar prejudices: 
the computer "should be regarded as a friend or 'extension of man' ... an uncomplaining 
servant"; "you must not expect to receive the milk of human kindness from these cold 
pieces of metal." Often sadly uninformed, these correspondences sometimes hinted at the 
constructive; more valuable perhaps were the attempts made at reporting, at reviewing, 
in a way that would be of interest to the Newsboard's hard-to-please readership. The 
report on the Naval Helicopter Display was a good example, where an interesting report 
(with an interview) was combined with some astutely posed photographs, as of a heli
copter apparently making a dive at the goalposts on its way off. There was, too, the 
spicy tale of the talk given by Major-General Clutterbuck to the Green Ribbon Club. 

For the future, one can only hope that all will write as much to the Newsboard as 
they read of it. It is capable of reflecting the up-and-down attitudes of the School in a 
way that the thrice-yearly Shirburnian can never hope to do. J.F. 
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letters 
From Australia: 
from: K. S. Kirton, c/o Summerhill PO, Launceton, Tasmania. 
The Editor, The Shirburnian, 
Sherborne, Dorset. 
Dear Sir, 
Congratulations on your Lent/Summer issue, 
Yours faithfully, K. S. KIRTON 

From Canada: 
As a Canadian English teacher on a round-the-world tour of schools, I was delighted 

to be invited to visit Sherborne at the end of summer term. The experience has been a 
most rewarding one, and I look forward to a return to this first-class school in Ig71. 

A number of senior boys have asked about good schools elsewhere in the world. 
What are their distinguishing characteristics? Certain qualities we would hope to take 
for granted in any really good school-high academic standards, success at games, a 
varied program of extra-curricular activities. A most important further pre-requisite, 
however, is the quality ef inter-personal relationships that exist within the school community. 

Surely we must be considering qualities such as sincerity, for without honesty in 
associations with each other, our relationships are reduced to a sham, a hiding behind 
masks and protective shells. And isn't 'the mask' a convenient defence? Isn't it easy to 
hide behind a wall ofapathy and cynicism, and mock those who show enthusiasm or curio
sity for the unknown? It has been my experience that those who have the strength of 
character to be sincere and enthusiastic-and let us not belittle the moral courage required 
to get out from behind the mask and expose our 'real selves'-that these people give 
more to the life of others, and consequently get more out of their own living. 

A Canadian student of mine wrote the following poem which emphasizes what I am 
trying to express : 

DESTRUCTION 
I watch them ripping a building down 
Demolition men near our part of town: 
They can easily wreck in a day or two 
What builders have taken a year to do: 
And I ask myself as I go my way 
Which of these roles have I tried to play? 
Am I a builder working with care 
Measuring things with a rule and square? 
Or am I a wrecker who walks the town 
Content with the labour of tearing down? 

I know that you here at Sherborne are not wreckers, or you wouldn't have asked 
me to write these few words for your magazine. I wish you all continued happiness and 
success till we meet again. 

BRIAN POWELL 
38 Church Hill, 
Montreal, Canada. 
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• russ1a 
You can imagine in it-the travel agent's blurb. "Fash. Muscovite spree! Pers. 

Fem. Guide service frm. Gen. Russian (English-speaking). SEE the home of COM
MUNISM. Gd. hotel-dly. CAVIARE & VODKA! Combine CULTURE & 
LEISURE! Follow LENIN'S footsteps. Unpar'led view of S-power. A bargain at only 
£70." It was. 

The approach by train across drab Germany and primitive Poland, with the mid
night pause at Brest-Litovsk to change the wheels amid a scene of lunar desolation, piled 
concrete slabs bone-white under the arc-lamps, and an atmosphere of grim industrial 
mystery, was a fascinating, eerie introduction to Mother Russia. 

Moscow was radioactive, firing the imagination. The hotel where we stayed over
looked the Moskva river, fenced in by towering state buildings, each with the familiar 
central spire, and flanked by two smaller spikes, usually in dull grey concrete stamped 
with a neat pattern of windows. To the left (3 mins. walk) was the Kremlin-glistening 
gold domes, crisp white 18th century stucco half masked by the ochre-red walls pushing 
up from the defensive bed of firs in proud, hooked crenellations and thin tapering towers 
which opened out like telescopes to the crowning Red star. Looking past St. Basil's 
cathedral, at the Moskva end of Red Square, with its brash, exotic onion domes, en
crusted like pineapples, you see the Heroes' Wall and Lenin's tomb, a tiny pyramid of 
polished blotchy red granite in front of the Communist Praesidium building, its eternal 
Red flag fluttering in the thin icy wind. 

Opposite, echoing the mystic, chromatic notes of the Kremlin clock tower, the state 
department store-GUM. It was built, internally, on the Crystal Palace style in the 
decadent 'gos; now the decorated arcades house expensive proletarian clothes; the rococo 
galleries are trampled by the millions, not the few; and at the fountains shapeless house
wives and sour old men gossip and play chess. It also reeks! Such contradictions in Gum 
epitomis<' the difference between Czarist and Communist Russia. 

The Russians are doggedly (and justly) proud at having no Consumer society, no 
strident adverts., and all the other hollow trappings of ,.,.estern capitalism. One of the 
delights of Moscow was its rugged freedom from capitalist affectation. The housing 
conditions are poor, the prices are high, and the quality ofluxury substandard; but against 
these disadvantages communist Russia has achieved a puritan emancipation from 
bourgeois self-seeking and showiness that is chilling to the competitive, anxious, western 
mentality. Though the Party has become the new class of elitism, profit, and uneven 
opportunity, it remains a tiny 5% (12 million out of 200 million). The accusation that 
the state 'exploits' the worker far more systematically than any capitalist state can 
reasonably be levelled. But over against this indictment can be set the advantage that 
the vast state profit accruing from such a system is used wisely for the benefit of the 
people. There is a tradition of state and public magnificence in Russia that provides a 
telling contrast with the egocentric, prodigal private western profitmaker. In Moscow 
the underground (the Metro), for example, is both lavish and superbly efficient. There 
is, too, not the same claustrophobic preoccupation with Privacy that makes the Russian 
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more outward-looking and communicative than the average, reserved Briton. They are 
enthusiastic talkers and will think nothing of engaging complete strangers in lengthy 
conversation about the west. Many members of our party had long discussions, in 
English, with very vivacious and well-informed students. Obviously, the police exist, 
but their activities are confined to known dissidents. 

In Moscow we were assigned a charming guide, Tamara, and in the mornings (the 
afternoons were free) "saw the sights" in one exhausting (and-due to cholera-under
nourished) week. The Kremlin, inside and out, the U.S.S.R. park of economic achieve
ments (complete with frostproof apple-trees and heavy, grotesque 'triumphal' architec
ture). There were tours of all the key galleries, the university, and the Novodevichy 
monastery (religious tolerance is observed in theory), with its graceful swans and clustered 
minarets. Everywhere, in fact, that could claim a western equivalent-even the Lenin 
Stadium (Wembley) was familiar. The idea of course was to convince western tourists 
that this was just another western capital with all the usual trappings. For some of our 
party the object was perhaps achieved. 

But however much Intourist tried to deceive, the peculiar Muscovite Russian 
atmosphere, tense and thrilling, is impossible to forget. The many soldiers, the starkness 
of life, the endless trample of proletarian feet, the earnest dedication, the grim passivity 
and the patriotism expressed so clearly in their adulation of the great Revolutionary 
leader LENIN, the aura of mystery-all this makes Moscow the lifeblood of the Russian 
mystique that has bent communism to the traditional rod. 

Leningrad, though the home of the great October Revolution, is far more westernized 
-the Venice of the North-leaning heavily on its heroic past rather than its tatty present. 
Virtually obliterated in the Hitlerian siege (we stayed the night in the hotel Astoria in 
which he boasted he would dine with his victorious generals) it has been lovingly restored 
as the Museum of 1917, rather than as the hope for the communist future. The Winter 
Palace (scene of legendary Trotskyite forays) where Party Co-Leader, Comrade Barker, 
immersed himself for two days in the Rembrandts pilfered from the Chancellries of 
Europe by the Red army in 1945, gleams with renovation. Those who came to see 
Russia rather than Rembrandt were let loose on the Nevsky Prospekt, the Peter and Paul 
fortress, the Smolny Institute, and the Aurora,-all of suitable historical interest. 

The return via Helsinki (an idyllic night in the Finnish hills), Stockholm (by boat 
across the Baltic), and Copenhagen, was a fitting conclusion to a magnificent trip. 

R.McC. 



literary 



Reflections on my life 

The breeze 
Rustled leaves, 

I strode 

In tone. 
Alone, 

The barren moor 
And followed 
The path that I saw; The path of life. 
In front it ran 

And beneath my feet, 
Yet it began 

To begin to meet 
And intermingle with grass, 

NIGEL DOUGLAS 

with heather, with mist, and all the pains oflife; 
0 miserable world of anguish and strife. 

At last I saw it pass 
And glide away. 

I watch, I 
See sky, cracked with clouds. 
They cast a shadow on my brow. 

I wished, 
I wished that I, too, could glide away 
And raise my head 
When another day 
Should drape this earth. Instead 



inside 

The lifeless port 

The sea in ripples 
Sloshes the wharf supports 
The cold wind blows 
The litter to and fro. 
Mist looms ahead 
Upon the open sea 
Pontoons lie asleep 

R. H. B. FARRER 

Wandering aimlessly about the quay. 
A skeleton building 
Towers above the water's edge 
The pungent smells of rotten fish 
The sky is dull 
And the sun shows no shining face 
But all is silent 
And serenity reigns. 

i, sweet public schoolboy 
brushed hair 

and polished shoes 

CHARLES TOMSON 

leave me alone 

smile always ready for the right person on that innocent face 
leave me alone 

hordes of fairweather friends haunt me 
i turn, the muddy rain tarnishes them 

they never chip the polished surface of the magnet 

yes, and inside, where it's not so superficial 
i won't let you, programming your mass-produced 
thoughts, your bigoted ideals, into my little soul, electronically 

inside, 
there's no star in the night of my soul 

leave me alone 

for i won't play my role. no pseudo-happiness for me 
you, a black bloodshot irregular eye, you loom at me. 
not 

real to me 
i mean something 
nobody can know my secret. am i proud or afraid ? 

leave me alone 



an autumn walk R. M. CURWEN 

You've been walking for half an hour and you suddenly stop and wonder where you 
really are going. 

"I'm taking the Trip," you announce. 
Then you carry on for another ten minutes and again you stop and think again, 

what is the trip? 
"The Trip of course!" you say. 
You walk down the valley feeling the weight of your gun, "The Trip of course." 
You come to a track, beaten down by use, and you drop into a bush in case a 

borderman should see you. 
Looking around you see there are none in sight and cautiously you get up and 

cross the track. 
It's growing dark now and the twilight makes the trees with their brown leaves 

look sinister and you begin to feel scared. 
You stop again and ask yourself, what is the Trip? What is the Trip? 
You pause and say "Paradise at the other end, the Trip leads there". 
But do you want to go to Paradise? Aren't you happy at your home? Why are 

you going? 
"I'm taking the Trip," you say. 
You come to a fence, and you stop as you remember what's on the other side of 

that fence. 
"Paradise of course." 
But the Trip. Before Paradise, the Trip. 
You stop again as you remember this, before Paradise are Them. They guard 

the way. 
Not the Bordermen, Them. 
"But that is the way to Paradise!" 
But they are in between-that's why you brought your gun. 
You look at it, your fire rod, and then at the fence, and you think of Them. 
"So what!" You cross the fence and tear your shirt on the ugly barbed wire that 

keeps Them out. 
It's nearly night. Your wife'll wonder where you are. 
You might meet Them! Is there really Paradise? Perhaps it's just a fantasy! 

Your wif e'll wonder where you are. 
You stop and look around you, all a dull, dull grey. You're scared. 
"The gun of course! I'm not scared with that!" You walk on into the greyness. 
But your wife'll wonder where you are. 
"She knows that all men take the trip." 
Of course. 
But where are they? You stop and look around you and squint into the mass of 

grey and brown. 



Where are they? Them I mean. 
"I don't know," you reply. 
And then you see one of Them. 
You stop again and feel like screaming. 
You can tell it's one of Them by the way it walks and looks around as if seeing 

everything, and then it sees you. It stops as if challenging you and then lumbers forward 
to investigate. 

It's coming at You! And you want to turn and run away and hide and cry. 
But it's coming at you! 

Shoot! You do. 
It stops and looks at you again. 
But you hit it! You can even see the neat red hole in its forehead. 
"Drop dead!" 
But you hit it! And it isn't lying there lifeless! It isn't dead. 
Load and shoot again, and again. 
And then slowly its front legs fall and it collapses onto the Autumn leaves and you 

feel sick. 
It's cold and the wind's blowing in your hair, and you can see through the swirling 

leaves another of Them. 
You've been walking for an hour now, where are you going? 
"Home of course, I'm going home." 

a drowning man ••. 

my time is running out 
runnmg ... 
running out on me 
running out and locking the doors 
and caught within this cell 
with no window 
I wait for the doors to open on 
the void 

RICHARD COURT 



Everybody stood there and laughed. 
Left him to walk away, 
left him to go his way all alone. 

RoBERT McCRuM 

Puddlegazing-jaundiced in the livid sun 
reflects a skimmed 
greyness; 
tuning the roaring silence 
to catch 

echoes 
reverberating 

on a thin wind 
stirring the roots of the 
sea. 
Hunch up shoulder, knotty: 
the sinewy clutch of stick 
claws dark flesh 

the mirror of blood 
cracks in arteries of mud 

the dark face wrinkled in ripples 
of flesh 
menacing veined age 

crabbed 
breathing heavily in the nose; 

i rustle the horse-hair leaves etched with 
microscopic learning, malignant dreams 
with dead thoughts from an open grave 
snuffing the dust of life, 
churning thought. 
I am alone with the beating of my heart. 

ROBERT NARRACOTT 

On his own with nothing but a word to guide him. 
Nobody could see through his tears. 
They left him to cry. 
They left him alone, 
to walk the road 
with the cross he carried in his hands 
and the word to guide the world. 
Later they all cried for his love, 
but their cross had already carried him. 

And I say to you: his name lives on, 
his love lives on, 
and his spirit rests in many souls. 



seascape 

Phoebe the illustrious barmaid 
of Neptune's domain in the sea 
would fain sing a song to the flea-bitten fishes 
played on a dusty guitar. 

Let the glasses go hang, 
Sings she, 
& the farces displayed in the bar 
by the courtiers 
(crazy with gin) 
& that devil incarnate, the king, 
offensive advances, 
as she sings. 

Hanged by the fishes who dance on the table, 
barred be the evil betrayed by the gin, 
royalty is niggardly, 
jauntily they sing, 
-as the dust settles restlessly 
on gin & guitar-
dance & the rubble will refill your glasses, 
sing & the weeds will seep in the windows, 
damned, sing they all, is the king 
who complains ... 

Mad as a hatter, 
contended Penelope 
(wild as Medusa & crazy with gin), 
Neptune's a menace, said she, 
(she took her fetters & 
satanic they clattered), 
& aristocratic-
the prime offence: 
why-
( ti-clatter, ti-clatter, 
she fanatically screamed) 
-let me sit on the sofa, 
& him stoke the fire! 
damned is he-
Neptune the king! 
decrepit 
the God! ... 
0 damned is he, & 
long live the Good! 
Down went the gin, 
down clattered the fetters, 
she cried & she sobbed, 
& dreams overtook her ... 

jAMES FERGUSSON 

. .. Then simpered Arethusa, 
let me tell you a story

Samson's uncle 
was crazy & black; 

he sold his car, 
then bought it back. 

& they all joined in
Samson's uncle 

was crazy & black; 
(the nymphs, the mermaids, 
& Phyllis grown wild 
with a gallon of gin) 

he sold his car, 
then bought it back. 

So they sang till the rafters 
shook, & dust came in rocks 
on gin & guitar 
& Arethusa's gold-brown locks. 

(The madness of hell 
is glory & grandeur
Athenian tragedy.) 

So the seafiends 
swapped stories 
about gods of the earth: 

Pan in disguise, elf-wise 
hided, 
came to Neptune 
the king, & chided 
his courtiers 
for wearing dark glasses 
on Sunday 
in court 
while it rained. 

Thus, far in the night 
their submarine mirth 
extended towards 
their brethren on earth. 

And Phoebe the illustrious barmaid 
still wishes & washes 
the glasses ... 
crazy awhile with gin. 



tempest RoBERT McCRuM 

Solo, filtering sounds, distilled from the breathings of the past, flutter in stray heralds, 
tossed in startled gasps, as autumn drifts stir uneasily in the wind, and settle to rot again. 
Falling, interwoven with shafts of tawny light, revealing malignant dreams-the flesh 
beneath the skin-veined in dried blackblood. The curd of a life hedged by silhouettes 
against a game of chess, and lovers' smiles quenching the angry snarl of the queen 
sweeping the criss-cross starkness of the board with disdain. 

Tranquil amber cannot quench these-deep groans that wrench the entrails of cancerous 
elms, crying at the storm for cease; the memory of dead breath that herds the bones 
clattering against the door, rearing fearful before the mad embergleam eyes of the 
enchanter; the silent words loaded with conspiracy, gleaming the air in cavalier whorls, 
soughing, shredding the bonds that ring, hatred and death curdling the vein of truth
but do not fear. Spy out the mystery to purge doubt. 

Such fear kindles the tempest, breathes on the parched skeletons on dead leaves, ashes, 
to catch the hidden spark. It is a chill fear, the shiver of uncertainty that lurks in the 
football alleyways of the heart flouted cold. Figures shrouded in their orisons cross and 
wheel, muttering to strange gods above the whine, bowed before the tufted crests, nodding 
in rage. The conspiring ropes clutch with barbed spite and lash the winds, wounding the 
moaning air. A silent globe and the rope shuffles in the dry sand, hot and dry and no 
water drips, hot and dry, a parched rope; and soft sift sand dusts the enchanters feet and 
always the probing staff prods the way, as he stumbles to repentance amid the desert 
of his sins; the dry lick of the clinging throat and the warm, salty sting of hand thal 
rasps the stale tongue-there is barren madness. 

Sinew hairs crown, prick the needle-end nerves of the marrow deformed, shrilly. Haggard, 
screeching thing spits at the universe, hissing the jangling orbits, cribbing a crutch of 
liberty, a rough bark to scratch away his tortured mind; 'ban, 'ban, Ca- Caliban ... he 
aches, shivering to rend and feel the blood spurt in siren jets from the flesh of life, torn. 
His un-life goads the search for recognition, soul's eunuch outside the ring of living bone, 
he only gnaws the rind; caresses the drained husks through stub fingers. 

Ariel lifts thoughts of wanderlust to the sighs that waft him through the shrivelled skin 
of fear. Two worlds unite, darkness daggers light that blinds the gloom; struck sparks of 
reaction crackle the fearful lethargy in a hollyberry blaze. Only the old men huddle in 
the cribbed fold and against all present fate curl a pelt of cynicism-'Tis new to thee. 
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plays 
The Old Man of the Mountains: September 1970. Continuing the practice of 

the last few years, a small group of Shirburnians performed a play in various local churches 
at the end of the summer holidays, in aid of church funds. This year's play, by Norman 
Nicholson, the Cumberland poet, presented part of the story of Elijah in modern dress; 
the churches were at Milborne Port, Cerne Abbas, Shepton Montague and Edington. 
The standard of the performance was high, audiences appreciative and quite numerous, 
and a profit of £30 was distributed. R.S.G. 

A Lovely Day for the Race: October 1970. Untouched as Sherborne is by racial 
problems, many may have thought that the Theatre Roundabout would be yet one more 
pronouncement on an overworked theme, to be relegated to the area of the mind retained 
for the complete works of Enoch Powell and his like. However, the two actors, Sylvia 
Reed and William Fry, managed to hold the attention of a Big Schoolroom-full for the 
whole evening of October I 1th: a remarkable achievement. The dramatisation of a piece 
of E. M. Forster's Passage to India was particularly successful among the many other 
presentations. The evening showed not only the sometimes brutal repression of racial 
minorities-the piece from the diary ofajewess hiding in Holland during the war brought 
this home-but also a more insidious form of prejudice-excessive and condescending 
pity; the lesson Theatre Roundabout taught about this was not so easily learnt, but it is 
clear that ignorance is no longer any excuse. . . . A.R.A. 

The Caretaker: November 1970. "Everything is funny; the greatest earnestness 
is funny; even tragedy is funny. And I think that what I try to do in my plays is to get 
this recognisable reality of the absurdity of what we do and how we believe and how we 
speak .... " Pinter's assessment of his work in general may be applied with special 
aptness to the performance of The Caretaker last term by "Theatrescope" from the 
Salisbury Playhouse. The set was a tangled pile of irrelevant rubbish, and the dialogue 
followed much the same bemusing pattern. "I said to this nark, here, I said ... "moans 
the tramp Davies recounting the sad tale of his rejection at the monastery gate on his 
trip-"All I got to do is to go down to Sidcup"-to collect his papers and start what he 
hopes will be a new life. Aston, his host in the leaky garret, somewhat simple after brain 
surgery, suffers similar obsessive delusions: "I want to build that shed out there in the 
garden" as does the superficially callous and tough Mick with his reiterated desire to 
"turn this place into a penthouse". The play continues a fantasy of indecision: "Listen ... 
ifl ... get down .... If I was to ... get my papers ..• would you ... would you let •.. 
would you .... If I got down ... and got my ... " Silence and curtain, the play running 
down rather than ending. The characters, although well differentiated during the play, 
with Davies' ineffectual vehemence, Aston's bovine simplicity and goodness and Mick's 
teetering between a cutting suavity and raging insanity, by the end cancel each other 
out to leave a depressing atmosphere of non-fulfilment, of the impossibility of getting 
to one's own Sidcup or building one's own shed. At least there is the hope that we as 
well as Mick, Aston and Davies may be comforted by our dreams, able to recognise 
their reality. It is not about the Holy Trinity. J.M.B.C. 
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Again this year we were entertained by La Troupe Francaise, the roving French 
actors who set out to entertain Englishmen by performances in the French tongue, and 
thereby to educate them. Their choice of play was Le Barbier de Seville, by Beau
marchais, the glamorous character at the court of Louis XV whose work typifies the 
ferment of the French Revolution in advance of the revolution itself; his other memorable 
work was Le Mariage de Figaro, ~nother episode of the same story. Le Barbier is a comedy, 
the usual tale of young lovers' intrigues and guardians' counter-intrigues, leading to 
French and feverish emotional pitch, before ending happily ever after. The actors 
performed most effectively, with a foreign language and the minimum of props com
pensated for by dashing costumes and histrionic gestures: most impressive was Fabrice 
Capet as Figaro, the lover, in whom the audience felt the greatest confidence, since he had 
the very necessary gift of proper articulation. The other performers took more getting 
used to, but proved by the end that hearing the native speak is much more educative 
than listening to any number of tapes, or taking part in a myriad class discussions. In all 
it was a most rewarding evening, even if one only went to see the Head of School embrace 
the leading lady. J.F. 

Antigone: The Amateur Players of Sherborne, November 1970. "He will do what 
he has to do and we will do what we have to do." This is the kernel of Anouilh's Antigone. 
For the hero "the skies fall upon you, and you can do nothing but shout". Antigone 
says No to compromise in life (the arguments of lsmene and Creon), and decides that 
her overriding duty is to give her brother's body symbolic burial. Anouilh's play demands 
great variety from Creon and Antigone, who have to carry the weight of long scenes of 
little physical action. All credit should go therefore to John Smalley and his company 
for their attempt. The most proficient acting undoubtedly came from Chris Hatch as 
Antigone, although her interpretation was at times too stiff to hold the audience's 
attention. Jeremy Barker handled the part of Creon with great sensitivity, although 
occasionally he seemed to lose the dominance of the stage. The other parts were played 
well, but unremarkably, with the exception of Gerald Pitman as the First Guard, who 
gave a superb performance, much of it skilfully ad-libbed. Robert Glen also showed this 
ability, playing the narrator's role in an impressively detached and casual manner. I 
enjoyed the play. The scenery was imaginative and useful, and the sequence of climax 
and anti-climax was excellently handled. T.D.D. 

A Pullman Car named Hiawatha: \Vednesday Afternoon Dramatists, December 
1970. I went to this production with the lurking intention of laughing at the actors, but 
to my delighted surprise I soon forgot why I had come! The informal atmosphere induced 
by the unconventional positioning of the stage (I stood the whole time on my chair, but 
never complained) and the easiness of the actors really transformed the ancient school
room. This, and the fact that way up in the balcony one could hear every word said, 
surely illustrates R.S.G.'s producing powers: for to give a group of boys few of whom 
had ever acted before such confidence is no easy feat. All the time there was action: 
never an awkward moment. The butterfly-catching skit was, to me, the most amusing, 
with all its social comment, etc. For who could not pity a man who was kept from his 
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hobby by social functions, by public school, by Fate itself? Unfortunately A Pullman 
Car named Hiawatha was partially lost on the audience, as it could have really succeeded. 
Even then, action and fine delivery kept the audience watching and upright in their 
seats. The first part, being more straightforward than the "philosophical" parts, was 
highly amusing-and the farewell speech was touching. Overall it was a highly entertain-
ing evening. Congratulations to all. C.R.V.T. 

Romulus the Great: Post-Oxbridge play, December 1970. First of all, our thanks 
are due to the initiative and enterprise of the post-Oxbridge group who got up this play; 
they might well have been forgiven for thinking they had exerted themselves enough 
for one term. We should also be grateful to them for introducing us to a modern writer 
unknown to the Sherborne stage, who for once seems to have something coherent to say 
and says it with wit, humanity and variety. Clearly his other plays are worth investiga
tion. The translation seemed excellent, flexible, easy, clear, idiomatic, and dignified where 
required; let us not take for granted the energy put into the labour of translation by the 
German experts in the group ... and the labour of typing it all out and reproducing it. 
The actors were varied in quality; there was some overacting, some inaudibility due to 
mumbling or shouting, some business was muffed, and the pace was often slow; but there 
were also performances of considerable authority and insight, which is very remarkable 
when one considers that the whole play was got ready in a week. The spirit of the farcical 
scenes was mostly under control, and the quieter ones were managed with tact. The set 
and costumes were knocked together with great speed by the faithful hard work we have 
come to expect of these departments at Sherborne, and they were colourful and effective. 
And finally the audience; they delighted the cast with their appreciation, not mere 
end-of-term raucousness, but a sympathetic and co-operative contribution to a very 
worthwhile evening. R.S.G . 

• music 
Bournemouth Sinfonietta: September 1970. Taking place on the second Saturday 

of term, the programme itself for this concert was enough to draw a full house. Mozart's 
Divertimento in D was performed accurately, if perhaps, a little too abruptly, and was 
overshadowed by the splendid performance of Mendelssohn's E Minor Violin Concerto, 
the highlight of the concert: Iona Brown was the soloist, whose vitality and concentration, 
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apart from anything else, convinced one that she was giving everything in her performance. 
One does not need to be reminded that she is one of the most talented violinists alive. To 
close the evening in a lighter mood was Beethoven's 4th Symphony, a lovely work, and 
well performed. It is rarely played in concerts and made a pleasant change. It was sad 
that, during the solo performance, the audience insisted on a rival concert of shuffling of 
feet and rustling of programmes: one hopes it is not to become a habit. R.G.H. 

The King's Singers: September 1970. Following the mark they made two years 
ago, the King's Singers were greeted by a very full audience on their return visit, 
Saturday September 26th. And few people went away disappointed, for this was a 
concert which excelled in quality, quantity, and variety. The duller part (for most 
people) was dispensed with at the beginning of each half of the recital. The four motets 
with which the Singers began their programme were sung with the delicate precision 
which is due to them, the Arcaldet "Ave Maria" being particularly well-sung (and how 
refreshing it is to hear a true counter-tenor singing what was after all written for it and 
not for unbroken voices!). A batch of madrigals and carols led into the Negro spirituals, 
which included such evergreens as "Peter go ring dem bells" and ''Joshua fit de battle 
of Jericho". The outstanding item in the second half of the programme was Grieg's 
"Four Songs for Male Voices"; these intensely lyrical pieces were obvious products of 
their Norwegian setting. The recital ended with some modern arrangements of English 
folksongs, which were all received with great enthusiasm, and left the audience crying out 
for more. R.J.B.M. 

George Malcolm: October 1970. George Malcolm combined musicianship and 
technical skill to give us an inspiring recital of harpsichord music. In his manipulation 
of the modern harpsichord he is way ahead of any other players of that instrument today, 
and treats it as a musical instrument rather than a musicologist's antique curio (cf. Ralph 
Kirkpatrick). We were given a demonstration of the many variations in colour the 
harpsichord can produce and the expression it is capable of. The recital began with a 
Haydn sonata which, although normally performed on the piano, sounded very refreshing 
on the instrument for which it was originally intended. It was a well-chosen programme, 
one of the most outstanding items being Bach's Italian Concerto; Mr. Malcolm's inter
pretation of this was lively and spirited, and his enthusiasm was reflected by the response 
of the audience-he himself said afterwards how much he had enjoyed playing to such a 
good and appreciative audience. We are very privileged to have such an artist to come 
to play for us. C.A.G.S. 

House Singing Competition: Almost the same degree of house spirit is generated 
at a singing competition as at a house rugger match; and this year was no exception. 
ThP. singing was generally of a high standard; in fact, there was not so much amusement 
value this year as is usual, not even from the way in which the various conductors disposed 
of their hands and arms! The new (and infinitely preferable) system of judging made for 
a tense evening, especially in the Shout, which the Digby, with their "Song of Soldiers", 
under the baton of Adrian Hopkinson, managed to pull off just a mark ahead of Westcott 
and School House A. The latter, however, won the Glee fairly convincingly, with their 
rendering of "Summertime". R.J.B.M. 
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Informal Concert, B.S.R.: Monday 16th November. Informal concerts, such as 
that presented by members of the school on November 16th, are always necessarily 
pastiche affairs, but this concert was nevertheless able to present a variety of music by a 
range of composers from Bach and Handel to Prokofiev and Ian Davies: Mr. Davies 
presented us with a new work, "Elegy", which was played with interesting feeling and 
effect by the relatively inexperienced Second Orchestra. There were also some unusual 
combinations playing among them a movement of the Mozart Clarinet Trio, and the 
First Movement of his Serenade no. 12 in G (Eine Kleine Nachtsmusik) played by a 
string quartet, an attractive change from the usual performance by an often unwieldy 
string orchestra. Among the wind playing, a bassoon solo played by J. R. English com
peted with Q. J. Braddock's tenor saxophone-playing for the amount of amusement 
supplied. This concert might have benefited from more string items. For the performers, 
it was gratifying to see a fairly large attendance for the evening. N.P.H. 

London Mozart Players: November 1970. The concert on November 28th, by 
the Mozart Players as usual under Harry Blech, was on the whole an uneven affair. The 
orchestra, essentially a Haydn-Mozart organization, had been asked for a more varied 
programme: in supplying this, they seemed to overreach themselves, once outside their 
standard repertoire. The Symphony no. 52, which opened the programme, was long by 
Haydn standards, and sagged in the middle, particularly in the Andante, with its many 
repeats. The high-point of the evening was undoubtedly Celia Nicklin's playing of the 
Mozart Oboe Concerto. Miss Nicklin's pure tone and near-perfect technique produced 
a delightful performance of this early, carefree work. The second half of the concert was 
a more uneasy mixture-one of Handel's Concerti Grossi was attractive as far as it went, 
but it seemed to drag as a result of the uniformity in pulse of the movements. Tchaikovsky's 
Elegy and Waltz are typical of that composer's writing for strings, with its open, sweeping 
phrases, presenting a welcome break for nostalgic wallowing, the evening ended with a 
highly-charged and enjoyable performance of Malcolm Arnold's Sinfonietta. This 
concert doubtless appealed to everybody at some points; but the imbalance of the 
programme spoiled a potentially more enjoyable evening. N.P.H. 

School Concert: The official School Concert of December 5th was awaited with 
expectation since the programme included works which are popular and well-known: 
the first movement ofDvorak's Symphony "From the New World", and Rachmaninov's 
C Minor Piano Concerto, the soloist Mr. Knott. Both works would be regarded as 
ambitious by even the very best school orchestra, and so full marks must go to Mr. Ferry 
in overcoming any trepidation that might have existed. The beginning of the "New 
World" was precarious but perfection cannot be expected. However, from then on it 
grew from strength to strength and was greeted at the end with loud applause. The 
Rachmaninov never looked back especially when the piano part was played with such 
obvious professionalism. The orchestra seemed to relax, affected by the rich surge of 
sound, and to play with greater fluency and spirit. The Digby "Shout" then sang their 
unison song-"Song of Soldiers" by Hely Hutchinson. The band was numerous and 
popular as ever. They played a series of specialized jazz-type tunes of which "Afrikaan 
Beat" was probably the most popular. In all, the evening was a triumph for school music, 
which is the way it should be, with music playing an increasingly prominent part in 
school life. A.T.H. 
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A Hundred Years Ago From the Shirburnian 1870 

"We have not been able to pay much attention to football, owing to the severe cold 
which made the ground so hard that play was impossible, except for those whose under
standing is always hard and thick". Skating proved a substitute: "Almost the whole 
school might be seen on the lake ... some fellows got into the water, but beyond that 
there was no accident." 

By March the weather was better, and there were the races; few old boys turned up 
to take part in the 200 yard competition, for which the Headmaster had presented a special 
prize; it was thought that they had been scared off by local reports of measles-in those 
days this was an infection to be taken very seriously indeed. 

The first cricket match was lost: "In some we have noticed a listlessness, an utter 
want of care and interest, and if we applied the term disgraceful to them, we should not be 
far wrong." 'Icthyosaurus', complaining of the doomed futility of classics, gave as an 
example the following couplet: 

'Dick finding a purse left a rope on the ground Jack losing a purse used the rope 
which he found' ........... . 

The pair of Latin versions of this which followed he called "monuments to imbecility." 
Imbecile maybe, but after a century still not doomed. There is also a complaint about the 
'degenerate' state of the choir, and a suggestion that theatricals should take place in the 
(then bookshelf-less) Upper Library, using the spiral staircase from the Beckett room. 
General articles are very varied: no less than five parts and sixteen pages on a guide on 
bird species in the district. An item "Are the German demands on France excessive?" 
runs to six pages, and there is a detailed description of the Endowed Schools Commission 
(the body responsible for the institution of Common Entrance examinations). 

Among the year's bag of 183 pages from 250 boys was much poetry, and a few lines 
in verse on the death of Dickens. 
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games 
FOOTBALL 

THE XV 

At the beginning of term the signs were not 
auspicious: only 3 old colours, none of them a 
forward, little experience among the newcomers, 
and no obvious fty-half. After the two early 
games, costing the side the services of Schroeter 
and Evans until after half-term (both, curiously, 
with dislocations of the shoulder) there was even 
less cause for optimism. That the side eventually 
achieved such an impressive set of results can 
partly be explained by the weakness of some 
of the other schools on the circuit, but chiefly 
by the way the XV worked hard to overcome 
the evident shortcomings of their game, by 
individual boys' unexpected improvement, in the 
side's developing a close team spirit, and in their 
playing sensibly to a cautious tactical pattern. 
These tactics found Jess than universal approval 
among spectators but were justified by results 
and by the number of tries scored against, only 
four. Among spectators one noted a tendency 
not to distinguish between the intent and the 
execution of the tactics, and it must be remem
bered that no side can afford the luxury of free 
open play in the highly organized modern game 
unless its forwards consistently dominate their 
opponents, which was seldom the case this year. 
The strength of the XV lay in the boys' eagerness 
to cover up mistakes, which is always more 
effective when opponents are made to attack 
from their own half of the field. 

When the XV settled down their inexperience 
could be judged by the number of boys who had 
been Colts the previous year (six including 
Vincent who had been unable to win a Colts 
place), and by the side's average age, 17.2. 
Against Blundell's the team showed distinct 
promise, though Blundell's were not strong. The 
backs, especially Millard, Manning and Vincent, 
played with assurance in the freedom allowed 
them by the forwards' strong rucking and by 
weak tackling in the opposition threequarter line; 
the score of 23 : 0 was very encouraging and 
included two tries by Macdonald in one of his 
few appearances. Taunton, like Blundell's, had a 
young side and, though they fought hard for 
most of the game, were unable to hold Manning 
and Millard in the last quarter; the forwards, 
particularly Carey and Wilson, responded well 

to the vigorous play of the Taunton pack and it 
was the forwards' persistence that eventually 
allowed the School to win comfortably 14 : 6. 
The match against Cheltenham was salutary in 
its effect of curbing any sense of complacency; a 
try by Grey, well taken in the last few minutes, 
drew a game that could easily have been lost. 
Schroeter and Evans returned to the side against 
Canford, adding steadiness and penetration; the 
21 : 0 score was the result of a lively second half 
in which the forwards, of whom Fursdon, Clark 
and Hall were prominent in following Carey's 
lead, supplied plenty of loose possession. The 
most exciting game of the term was the 3 : 0 
victory over a strong and confident Downside 
team. The conditions were very difficult, driving 
wind and rain, and ought to have suited the 
belligerent Downside pack, but the School's 
forwards themselves showed fierce aggression 
and dominated most of the game; Butt played 
outstandingly well in breaking up the Downside 
attacks and harrying their halves relentlessly. 
Again Grey scored the decisive try, squeezing in 
at the corner after previously failing to ground 
the ball over the line. The new fixture with King's 
School Taunton was played in very heavy 
conditions, a penalty by Mayhew being the only 
score. The Marlborough and Radley games were 
played in the shadow of the forthcoming battle 
against the unbeaten Clifton side; neither game 
produced distinguished football, apart from one 
memorable run by Evans against Radley, and 
Mayhew's kicking was the decisive factor in each 
victory. The final match of the term found the 
XV facing a Clifton side that had scored 350 
points in 10 games; the School were crucially 
handicapped by the loss of Mayhew and Wilson, 
and without a recognized hooker the side lost an 
irritating number of tight heads. But, more 
frustratingly, without Mayhew's reliable kicking 
no less than four kickable penalties in the first 
25 minutes yielded no points. So despite having 
dominated the game up to half time the School 
found themselves 0 : 5 down. In the second half 
Clifton added to their score through two penalties 
and a dropped goal; near the end Schroeter 
scored in the corner after one of a series of 
controlled wheels by the pack. Although this 
was their first and only defeat of the term the side 
fought impressively and could not reproach 
themselves for losing to a more powerful side, 
particularly as the difference between the sides 
was, on the day, one of goal-kicking. 

Such success as the side enjoyed must be 
attributed to a remarkable team spirit and a 



determination never to give up; Schroeter, in a 
very difficult and exasperating term for him, gave 
the side an exemplary lead and exercised his 
captaincy with authority and energy. He is to be 
congratulated on his achievement. 

Results: 
Blundell's Won 23:0 
Taunton Won 14:6 
Cheltenham Drew 3:3 
Canford Won 21:0 
Downside Won 3:0 
King's Taunton Won 3:0 
Marlborough Won 17:8 
Radley Won 6:3 
Clifton Lost 3:14 

2ND XV 
1970 has been an unexpectedly good year for the 
2nd XV; in fact eventually, with an average of 
over 20 points per match scored, it was almost a 
vintage year. The basic reasons for this have been 
a really good foraging pack, a competent three
quarter line and an immense enthusiasm from 
everyone who played. 

The two captains, P. Redfern and T. Peters, 
both set splendid examples of enthusiasm and 
ability, although Redfern's passing with both 
eyes shut and straight over his shoulder some
times had to be seen to be believed! Of the 
others, Macdonald proved himself to be a fast 
and elusive runner, who was perhaps unlucky 
not to be on the 1st XV and Lewington got us a 
tremendous amount of good ball from the 
line-outs. 

The best performance of the season was the 
win against a competent Hardye's team and the 
worst game of the season was once more against 
a late, disorganized and incomplete Pilgrims team. 

Played 9 Won 8 Lost 1 Drawn 0 
I.R.E. 

3RD XV 
The team, perhaps more limited in potential than 
sometimes, was too easily knocked off balance 
and made to play at less than its best. After a 
very good game against Poole to start the 
season, we were beaten in a poor game against 
Blundell's due to an inability to find the necessary 
fire and determination when things began to go 
wrong. Indeed the greatest weakness of the team 
was poor tackling under pressure and a lack of 
really firm control forward. However, after a 
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Colours: JS Schroeter (Captain); WGN 
Manning (Secretary); NFC Sellars; TG Grey; 
IT Millard; RWG Evans; RWJ Vincent; 
JDG Carey; EB Wilson; JJ Hall; ED Fursdon; 
WRH Clark; CM Butt; GD Davidson; 
CL Mayhew; JP Wardlaw; TC Peters. 

Series 
Won: 33 Lost: 14 Drawn: 7 

15 10 2 
8 7 1 
2 0 0 

38 30 7 
1 0 0 

21 14 2 
18 5 1 
23 11 6 

DWAR 

rather variable period in mid-term due partly to a 
crop of injuries, the team began to play to its full 
potential, the highlight of the season being a very 
good win against Downside-a fine all round 
team victory. At their best the forwards were able 
to win good loose ball, and the backs though 
rarely penetrating as individuals, except oc
casionally for Wilson D, learned to use to good 
effect the room made for them by effective loose 
ball. It has been an interesting and, I hope, 
enjoyable terms' rugger for the many people 
involved and I am grateful for their efforts-even 
when called upon to play in strange positions at 
short notice. 

Played 9 Won 7 Lost 2 

4TH XV 

Drawn 0 
M.H. 

The XV started the season with two impressive 
match scores, but these were both against weak 
sides. The combined effects of injuries in the 
three top school sides, and better opposition, 
tended to produce more exacting games and 
closer results, which in turn generated greater 
enthusiasm and enjoyment. Although not such a 
strong side as last year, they did themselves 
justice in that they played to the best of their 
abilities and finished the season with a well 
balanced record. 

Played 8 Won 4 Lost 4 

COLTS XV 

Drawn 0 
A.R.G. 

This has been a successful season. The record, a 
good one, must be seen against the background 
of five away matches. The team started with a 
good victory in the wet at Blundell's, and after 
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beating Bournemouth at home, went on to win 
at Taunton less convincingly. During this game 
a common failing became apparent-the team 
as a whole were too gentlemanly on the field. 
Tries are scored from loose play, and the loose 
ball must be extracted by using direct and 
vigorous methods. 

The team were well led by Braddock, an 
energetic and intelligent forward, but did not 
rely on individuals. Points came mainly from 
tries initiated at half back, and run in by the 
wings. An encouraging feature of the season was 
the depth of reserves, which enabled us to have 
20 regular players. However one skill that needs 
much practice is that of place-kicking. 

Played 7 Won 5 Lost 1 Drawn 1 
'A' XV 

Played 2 Won 1 Lost 1 

JUNIOR COLTS XV 

Drawn 0 
J.R.L. 

P.M.W. 

The strength of the team has been in the pack. 
Jn every match they showed superior technique 
at the rucks and lines-out but they rarely domin
ated the opposition. The weakness of the three
quarters lay in their passing but their handling 
and kicking were good, especially with the wet 
ball. The tackling and determination of the team 
improved throughout the term and the side 
scored many tries by hard running and following 
up. 

Played 8 Wons Lost 0 

MINI COLTS 

Drawn 0 
M.J.H. 

This was a team of no weaknesses and some 
considerable individual skills. At its best the 
team played excellently, winning good loose ball 
and the backs using it skilfully. Nothing can be 
achieved unless the forwards win possession and 
the pack was always good at this with Curnow, 
Whitley, Coleman and Waterfield the outstanding 
players. 

In the dry weather the outsides were always 
dangerous. Marshall gave a long pass to Donald 
who sent the threequarters away swiftly. All the 
outsides were capable of beating their opposite 
numbers and their timing of a pass was excellent. 

Cuthbert captained the side with commonsense 
and leadership and all the players were very keen. 
I would like to thank the B side who won their 
only match and who provided excellent oppo
sition in practices. Many of them were unlucky 
not to win a regular place in the side. 

Played 7 Won 5 Lost 0 Drawn 2 
G.H.J.F. 

FENCING 

Once again, as I sit here and write yet another 
boring "minor sport" write up, I am tempted to 
give a long reflection on each match. However 
this term I shall be brief. As was pointed out last 
term the Fencing Club has been modernised and 
greatly improved, this is due to the tuition of 
Mr. Timmins and the Prof, but we must also 
thank the new H.M. for giving us the financial 
go-ahead which we needed. It was with this new 
equipment that we were able to pull off several 
good victories over schools such as Taunton, 
Chiltern Cantelo-and the Girls School. 

Though the start of the term was not very 
brilliant as far as results were concerned, the 
end of the term saw a different picture until in 
the last match against Taunton School when the 
captain actually managed to win all of his fights 
for the first time this term. The final result of 
that match was 7 :2 to us-an astonishing win 
over a team which was supposed to beat us. 

1st team: S. Raffe, R. Matthews, D. Smith. 
2nd team: Jones, Coase, Till yard and Pertwee. 

S. Raffe (Capt.) 

SWIMMING 

The new covers, which are designed to raise 
the temperature of the water by reducing noc
turnal loss of heat were not so successful as had 
been anticipated. It is fair, however, to point out 
that they will only have the optimum effect when 
the day temperatures rise consistently over a 
period of about two weeks and this was a rare 
occurrance last term. Despite this, the actual 
functioning of the covers, that is the application 
and removal each day, worked very smoothly 
and each house was responsible for this task for 
a week. 

The competitions, both the individual and 
interhouse, proved to be enjoyable and several 
records were broken during these events. Abbey 
House smashed the Junior Relay record with a 
time of 1 minute 51.5 seconds and Abbeylands 
won the Senior Relay. In the individual events, 
M. D. Thucll recorded 31.0 seconds for 1 length 
butterfly and J. M. J. Darke 77.7 seconds for 
2 lengths backstroke. 

I would like to thank Mr. King for looking 
after all the administration and supervision of the 
bath, Mr. Hill for the maintenance and the House 
Reps. for their co-operation and help throughout 
the term. 

R. Evans 



Besignthe 
ships of 

the Royal Navy 
It's tempting. Go to University College, London, and take your 
MSc degree. And be paid up to £1,300 a year while you are 
studying. After that, you could find yourself designing nuclear 
submarines or warships. Although the ROY AL CORPS OF 
NAVAL CONSTRUCTORS is a civilian corps you will wear naval 
officer's uniforn1 during training and in certain appointments. 

Here's what to do: 
Write for the illustrated brochure that contains all the infor
mation, and the application form. If you have the right 
qualifications for interview, you can come along and see us 
with a view to Probationer Entry. After passing the interview, 
you go into the training that culminates in your MSc degree. 
Get the interestin:,; facts about this scheme by writing to: 
Ministry of Defence (Navy), Room 88, Empire Hotel, Bath, 
BAI SAB. Quotin;; (S.M.). 

Qualifications: 
Age not more than 19 ~ on lst September in the year of entry. 
GCE 'A' level, good passes in Pure Maths, Applied Maths and 
Physics, '0' level passes in Chemistry, English and one other 
lan::>;uage. Comparable qualifications from Scotland and N. Ire
land acceptable. You can apply if you hope to obtain these 
qualifications in your examinations this summer. 

Salary £911-£1,300 p.a. while training, £2,900 before 30, then 
by annual increases to over £4,000 p.a. 



I INSIDE DORSET 15/-

HARDY'S RIVER 42/-
TOPOGRAPHICAL GUIDES 

BY 

MONICA HUTCHINGS 

ALSO 

EXPLORING SHERBORNE 7/6 
by G. H. D. PITMAN 

Printed and Published by 

The Abbey Press, The Parade, Sherborne, Dorset 

MADE AND PRINTED IN GREAT BRITAIN BY 
THE ABBEY PRESS 

(L. COLDWELL LTD.) 

SHERBORNE, DORSET 








