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Air Commodore R. A. Webster, C.B.E. 

Only a very special person could be chosen to go to the Imperial Defence College 
to represent the R.A.F., without having flying qualifications. Only a very special person 
could win the very warm regard and respect of a school community in a brief two years. 

Ronnie Webster was such a person. Appointed Bursar in July, 1968, after distin
guished service in the Administrative Branch of the R.A.F., Ronnie picked up the threads 
of his new appointment rapidly and methodically, and with an industry and energy 
leavened by a ready sense of humour. 

In no time at all, it seemed, he and his wife Jeanne were welcome guests in many 
homes, and splendid hosts in their own ingeniously designed home in Richmond Road. 

Ronnie took nothing for granted, and was delighted and genuinely surprised by the 
warm reception he was given by both town and gown. In the small office and cramped 
quarters which he inherited, he received everyone who wanted to see him with courtesy 
and patience. It was not long before his grasp and obvious competence won him the 
confidence of those with whom he had to deal as Bursar, whatever their status or age. 
It was felt that here was someone who was fair, decisive and courageous-he was never 
afraid to say No, and explain why. 

After himself directing the change of the Bursary building, he was soon faced with 
the planning of the major reorganization of School House, and at the same time the 
conversion of the old School House Studies into an administrative block for the new 
Headmaster and a Vlth Form Common Room. In August, 1970, just when these major 
works were nearing completion, he was faced with a recurrence of former arterial trouble. 
In hospitals in Sherborne and in London and finally at his new home in Abbot's Acre, he 
faced his illness with indomitable courage, even submitting cheerfully to the amputation 
of one leg above the knee. In these latter months he was always in pain, and sometimes 
in very great pain, yet he managed to laugh, to welcome his visitors, to express his 
affection for Sherborne; he refused to give in. He died on 16th December, 1970, in the 
Yeatman Hospital, and at his memorial service in the School Chapel there was a very 
large attendance, including many R.A.F. friends. 

The Sherborne community has lost a very lovable and human personality, a gay 
companion, a friend, and an outstanding Bursar. 

H.F.W.H. 
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sherborne 
In writing the introduction to this edition of the Shirburnian, it would no doubt 

be fruitless to attempt some general notion of the term, but there are various developments 
and events not covered elsewhere in the magazine, but which undoubtedly deserve 
mention. The experiment in exeat-weekends appears to have been a success, bringing 
much-welcomed breaks to a fairly long term; there were various entertainments for those 
who remained at school over such weekends, and here Mr. Gourlay's outstanding lecture 
on the evolution of Sherborne School, must be mentioned and complimented. It provided 
not only an educational interest to the weekend, but also an awareness of the school's long 
history, the nature of its architecture and an increased interest in our everyday sur
roundings. We would like to take this opportunity to wish Mr. Gourlay a speedy recovery 
from his present illness. 

The second outstanding experiment is the new form of Chapel services on weekday 
mornings, the division of senior and junior Chapel: again this has proved a success, 
adding much more relevance and interest to these morning services for many boys, than 
the traditional form did. In an open forum before the experiment, two main lines of 
thought appeared from the discussion: the retaining of Chapel services primarily as a 
time forworship, and the suggestion that chapel should adopt a more educational approach, 
discussing various contemporary questions, and studying certain theories in various 
different ways and from various points of view. The new system provided for both, 
retaining the traditional Sunday service and Wednesday morning, while dividing the 
other mornings into junior and senior services. The junior services were used in a study 
of the various events leading up to the crucifixion, and produced a very clear represent
ation of this subject. The senior services followed the theme of Peace, seen from various 
different aspects, producing an interesting and relevant discussion of the nature of peace. 

The Junior Common Room established itself as a valuable centre of much senior society, 
notably after the licence was secured and the bar installed, and the facilities provided 
promise to play an important role in a school so divided into various Houses; but clearly 
for it be of so great value to the community members must make full use of the oppor
tunities it offers. 

One perhaps less outstanding event, but of no less significance, was the founding of 
the junior debating society, The Chataway by Mr. Bruce: this is clearly one field in 
which experiment and attention must now be directed. :More interests must be created 
for junior members of the school, outside academic life, to solve the problems created by 
weekends at school. 

The term also saw the revival of the Wildman's position in the school, with the last 
debate attracting nearly one hundred people. The motion, "This house believes the 
government to be hurtling this nation towards disaster," provided a very entertaining 
and stimulating debate, with exceptional speeches from the leading speakers and much 
discussion from the floor. The motion was defeated. 

The Newsboard increased it's prestige and value to the community under the very 
capable and enthusiastic management of Robert McCrum, providing a continual source 
of interest and discussion, and a wide variety of topics. 



4 THE SHIRBURNIAN 

Congratulations 

To the following on gaining awards to Oxford and Cambridge:]. lV(B. Clarke.an 
English Scholarship to University College, Oxford; C. P. Hancock a History Exhibition 
to Trinity Hall, Cambridge; R. J. B. Matthews a Modern Language Scholarship to 
Magdalen College, Oxford; C. L. Mayhew a Mathematics Exhibition to College, Oxford; 
J. R. McCrum a History Scholarship to Corpus Christi College, Cambridge; C. D. Sheaf 
a History Exhibition to Worcester College ,Oxford. 

Welcomes 

We are privileged to welcome the following new masters: 

A. A. N. Gardiner to teach Biology. 
H. Ormsby-Lennon who joins the English department. 
Claude Fatome, an invaluable asset to the French department . 
. . . . also to welcome back Mr. Stevenson and Mr. Whelan from Sabbatical terms in 
Oxford. 

Farewell to: Mr. Ian Wilson, who, as the headmaster said, "managed to keep a foot 
in both camps." 

D. J. Alexander, J. M. B. Clarke, P. M. Currie, C. P. Hancock, R. J. Lewington, P. J. 
Lough, M. Nisbet, A. M. Petit, C. D. Sheaf. 

\Ve regret to record the death of C. Palmer who came as a master to the Preparatory 
School in 1905, theri to Sherborne School as a member of the Department for Natural 
Sciences, to teach Chemistry and Biology. He is remembered as an enthusiastic and 
understanding master, a great naturalist, an expert dry-fly fisherman, and above all as 
an outstanding member of local society. 

We regret also to announce the death of Miss Dorothy Wiles Matron of the 
Green 1905-1918, who died on March 16th, five days after her 103rd birthday. 

J.P.D. 

Teatime Teach-Ins 

Occasional Thursday afternoons this term saw the school's first exercise in mass, 
and forcible, feeding. Our 'diet unparalleled' of lectures by visiting speakers was both 
balanced and sustaining, indeed the attempt to achieve an equilibrium between the 
Arts and Sciences was touching in its symmetry. Two lectures by Philip James on 
Michelangelo and Picasso were accompanied by the necessarily diluted science of two 
sessions on aspects of Cancer Research. Hans Keller inconsiderately destroyed this 
intriguing aesthetic in the last days of term with his talk on 'The Problem of Contemporary 
Music'-refusing even to compromise by discussing electronic music! Between these two 
continents on the map of extracurricular education stretches the deceptively grandiose 
but dangerously unstable bridge of Mr. Pinney's lecture on the Common Market in 
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which politics posed rather unsuccessfully as the 'hard facts' of economics. The talk's 
technique was bizarre. Clutching his breast the speaker would discourse on his passionate 
belief in the necessity of some indeterminate which would eventually emerge as being 
intimately concerned with the price of potatoes. His political style accorded with Mr. 
Rey's catalogue, in his introduction, of his abortive attempts at the electorate. There 
could have been few in the audience prepared to take his 'non-party' claim seriously, 
and he was immediately challenged on rather distant and obscure political grounds that 
had even less to do with the real issues surrounding Britain's application to join the 
Common Market than his talk itself. The propaganda leaflets were colourful, though. 

Such wanderings, however, were uncharacteristic of what was on the whole an 
admirable course of upper school lectures. Philip James on Michelangelo and later on 
Picasso was toughly enthusiastic, and had no difficulty, especially in the latter lecture, 
in communicating the intensity of his interest to an initially sceptical and restless audience. 
As we plunged deeper into the intricacy of Cubism and Picasso's Blue Period, and as the 
numerous slides chased one another across the screen, chairs ceased to scrape and sweet
crunchers seemed to suffer from the sudden onset oflockjaw. By the time Mr. James had 
reached the climax of his talk with his masterly discussion of 'Guernica', he had complete 
command of his conscript audience. Michelangelo had made less appeal to the collective 
imagination but none underestimated the value of a forcefully concise introduction to 
so wide a subject. 

'Men Against Cancer', a film on Cancer Research, suffered from the Mysticism of 
Science. Endless shots of white-coated lab assistants striding purposefully down passages 
carrying phials of the precious vaccine did little to illuminate, though the interviews 
with prominent researchers were interesting. Far more helpful was Professor Ian Dawson's 
uninhibited talk on Cancer itself. There was really no need for the slides of pictures from 
the Tate with which the talk was punctuated, some of which contrasted disturbingly 
little with the views of the human interior in varying stages of decrepitude. Professor 
Dawson's talk was so well geared to the layman's simplicity that no such novelty was 
necessary to keep the non-scientist alert. For many this was a real breakthrough-Cancer 
was made comprehensible, if no less terrifying. 

Hans Keller's lecture on Music was viewed with the same consternation when it was 
discovered that he had figured a couple of weeks earlier in Private Eye's notorious 
'Pseuds' Corner'. On the day, however, his talk was lucidity itself, convincingly explaining 
the confusion and static quality of modern music. His stylish chain smoking was a trifle 
worrying to some, in whose minds the memory of earlier lectures remained fresh. 

A compulsory innovation is scarcely likely to be universally popular especially when 
it involves abandonment of the cosy study-womb of non-being. The quality of this series 
has conquered late-afternoon coma. \Ve gratefully acknowledge our improvement. 

J Al\IES CLARKE 
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Scottish Dancing 
No grizzled gillie ever approached a stray monarch of the Glen more warily than 

did that small group of Sassenach entrepreneurs, seeking partners on the first evening 
of the joint Scottish dancing classes, held over the past term in the 'Blasted Heath' as the 
Girl's school gym is now affectionately known as to veterans of the course. But, when it 
was found that little physical contact was involved-three fingers of the right hand, for 
the most part-the tension lessened and senior members of the school stopped playing 
with the plastic football that they had found. Thus the first series of contortions (known 
more technically as reels), and an essential communication was established; by the end 
of the first session enthusiastic couples were emitting spasmodic "Och ayes" in passable 
imitations of yodel. 

The course went from strength to strength-wrestling, and fighting and praying as 
the hymn has it-and although the clientele remained essentially the same, (a contingent 
from School House, and the rest) the numbers did not drastically shrink, apart from 
those dancers who 'fell-out' from nervous exhaustion. 

It has proved a most entertaining variant on the usual Saturday evening pastimes, 
one of a host of activities where the two schools have found co-operation to be of mutual 
benefit, and we hope that this state of affairs will continue and thrive on the success it 
undoubtedly merits. Our sincere thanks to Mc.Higginbottom, Mc.Grant, and 
Mc.Robertson (of the Girls' School) for initiating this course and supplying the many 
necessary demonstrations. Those who attended will all have gained some knowledge no 
doubt of great value when the days of 'groovin' are past and Hunt Balls are 'in'. 

C. D. SHEAF 

KING LEAR 
A. C. Bradley's opm10n that King Lear is "too huge for the stage" has often been 

echoed by other Shakespearean critics; the play's universal quality and the suggestive 
compaction of its language, as well as the difficulties of staging, have, it is argued, made 
it a fine subject for the study but unsuitable for performance. But King Lear is essentially 
a play, and it as a play that it must be judged. 

The physical effect of the set and costumes was immediate; the cleverly devised 
post-Cezanne landscape was wholly appropriate, representing especially well the heath 
and the scenes near Dover. The split stage was used flexibly and subtly-Cordelia, for 
example, appeared 'on high'-stressing the hints of religious imagery that surround her. 
I'm told that on the night I attended the lights didn't always behave themselves, but 
nothing untoward was noticeable, and some of the effects were beautiful. The costumes 
were impressivly varied and opulent. Their effect-combined with a that of the skilful 
musical accompaniment-in the moment of ritual martial stasis after the capture of Lear 
and Cordelia was unforgettable. 

But more importantly what of the acting? Alexander was a very fine Lear. Although 
I felt he didn't fully attain to the wilfully proud and senile intolerance of the first scene, 
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he was first rate thereafter. Racked by impotent rage, he delivered a truly shrivelling 
curse against Goneril from the front of the stage; his treatment of the universal curses in 
Act III Sc. ii and his entry with the dead Cordelia, especially the latter, gave me that 
particular thrill of emotional excitement always experienced during a fine performance. 

However, it was during the King's appearance "fantastically dressed with wild 
flowers" that he was supreme, catching exquisitely the delicate and moving pathos of 
the moment. Dyke played Gloucester very well, rendering precisely the concerned, but 
fretful, self-importance and naive gullibility of the early scenes. If his limp faltered a 
little, he maintained the stature of his Gloucester during and after the "enlightenment." 
Almy, in a fine performance for such a young actor, gave Goneril a particularly effective 
trick of moving the head which emphasized her cold and unnatural distance; he was 
well-supported by Tudor-Williams, who demonstrated his experience by the skill with 
which he suggested the gradual emergence of Regan from the domination of Goneril. 
Treadwell, another surprisingly young actor, was perhaps insufficiently demonstrative 
as Cordelia, but the part with its combination of the quintessentially and extra-human 
presents particular difficulties. Nonetheless, he was notably successful in rendering the 
tenderness of Cordelia to the mad seated Lear. It was a notable Edmund-attractively 
ebullient and energetic in his pursuit of evil. But Braddock himself is too genial to convey 
fully the cold-blooded cunning necessary for the fulfilment of Edmund's Machiavellian 
schemes. Merry was a creditable Edgar, especially when one takes into account the fact 
that he has never acted before, but he was only able to use his talent to the full in the 
freer and more rewarding "Poor Tom" scenes. As the Fool I thought Dewar was miscast; 
he's a good deal too strapping, well-balanced and extravert to shine in the ~rle. I felt we 
wanted someone much more pinched, wan and melancholically diminutive. The thought
ful features and slighter build of Butler, whose Oswald was competent, would have been 
much more appropriate. Nonetheless Dewar delivered the Fool's pithy criticisms of Lear 
and his gnomic riddles with clarity, and moved with ease. Grey made a suitably worthy 
Kent; he was sound throughout. McCrum played Albany, a man of words rather than 
actions, with characteristic verve. Allatt, in a sound performance, did not always convey 
the full authority of Cornwall, although in the blinding of Gloucester he hit exactly the 
right note of petulant sadism. 

What did I carry away from the production ?-First a renewed sense of the play's 
overwhelming inclusiveness; new connexions between the striking image-patterns were 
forced. I responded fully for the first time to the significance of Kent's superb reply to 
Lear's "How now! What art thou?"-"A man, sir." and to the common-but here how 
telling !-pun after the blinding of Gloucester: 

All's dark and comfortless. Where's my son Edmund? 
I took away with me too an awareness of how badly Shakespeare can sometimes 

write: the bathos of Albany's "0 poor Gloucester/Lost he his other eye?'', the 
unlikelihood of the concluding scene's business with Edmund's fustian dying speeches 
and the vision of McCrum like Batman disconcerted, snapping "Great thing of us 
forgot!" 

But these are minor blemishes which are in the play and not the production. 
Mr. Glen is to be congratulated for a fine production and a major aesthetic success. 

H.0.-L. 
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King Lear and The Tempest at Sher borne: a postscript. 

The recent production of King Lear at Sherborne was an outstanding success. It 
impressed, delighted and moved a widely varied audience. On the other hand The 
Tempest, though a play of comparable greatness, though performed by many of the 
same actors and produced by Mr. Glen with his usual inventiveness and understanding, 
evoked little enthusiasm. If the difference in impact cannot be accounted for in terms of 
the play, nor of the production, what was the factor that made the difference? It is 
worth considering whether it was not the approach of the audience. On the final night 
of King Lear, as the drums announced the beginning of the tragedy one could feel in the 
audience a mood of eager expectancy which, as the play progressed, turned to warm 
encouragement expressed in applause; naturally they were rewarded by heartened and 
confident performances. But last year for The Tempest this mood of expectancy and 
responsiveness was absent; a dead audience seemed to take the heart out of the players. 

It is not being suggested that the school should applaud even if it does not appreciate: 
the mechanical operations of a claque are almost as chilling to actors as silence; nor 
should critical intelligence be laid aside: it would be no compliment to the many 
distinguished and imaginative productions that we see to treat them as mere juvenilia and 
pretend that they were faultless. But we should always remember the immense difficulty 
of performing in that wind-tunnel, the difficulties of achieving a visual impact on that 
confined and poorly lit stage, the greater difficulties of conveying not merely a voice but 
a personality down the long reaches of Big School. Once we bear in mind these difficulties 
(and there are others too) we shall be far more ready in our admiration for what is 
achieved. When such readiness to respond makes itself felt the actors can confidently do 
the rest in bridging the gap between stage and audience. Then, and only then, can occur 
the real excitement of a dramatic occasion such as made itself felt in this final performance 
of King Lear. 

L.E.C.B. 

The Bard of Avon 

Although it would be unfair both to the Middle Ages and to ourselves to suggest 
that we are still living in medieval times, yet there is something sinister in our worship of 
W. Shakespeare; our frenzied 'bardolatry' may well be the other side of the coin of mass 
stagnation and lack of imagination: Shakespeare is remote enough to be celebrated and 
admired, and remote enough, too, for the essence of his thought to be ignored. 

In this respect the school production of 'Lear' was excellent, as the essence of hope 
in the play was expressed by the actors and received by the audience. But as well as this 
there was the feeling that a richness in the play was losing itself on the rows of coughing 
and straining faces; it is a sad fact that our modern ideals of productivity, profit and 
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progress have left our imagination behind, in all the hurry of rampaging technological 
advance money fills our minds as well as our pockets. 

Perhaps we need something closer to us than the Shakespeare who forms the basis 
of academic examinations, the Swan who always laid golden Eggs, for coupled with this 
adoration comes the suspicion that ultimately 'Macbeth' belongs to Celtic fringes of the 
past, 'Lear' to a medieval madhouse and 'Othello' to Freud, or possibly the race relations 
board. (Although it is rumoured that William was educated in a grammar school, this 
assessment is probably ~nfair!). Our appreciation might, however, be improved if we 
could gain a grasp of the essence of drama through seeing it expressed differently by 
other playwrights: if not by the moderns, who devote their energies to saying nothing 
extremely well, by then such men as Shaw, Ibsen or Chekov. Then Shakespeare will 
appear amidst us, rather than look down on us from a pedestal, and the golden eggs 
the swan laid will no longer be inedible. 

A. R. ATTWOOD 
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Challenge to Industry 

"Sir, how would you justify political strikes?" . 
. "Well come cin, what is a 'political strike'? Surely all strikes inevitably have some 

form of political context." 
This was but one of the many ways Mr. Nethercott slipped out of some rather awkward 
questions posed by sixth formers who had spent much of the morning concocting them. 
Few people attempted to pin him down on any one point where the T.U.C's role has 
been criticised, and taking the meeting very much as one would expect him to treat a 
meeting in the Bristol docks, Mr. Nethercott managed successfully to shout down many 
questions. Nevertheless his earlier speech on the role of the Trades Unions in Industry 
proved him a dedicated union leader, and succeeded in undermining many of the highly 
critical images built up by the Press, which, he pointed out, will always choose to exploit 
the actions of a minority to provide more 'attractive and' 'suitable' reading. 

Mr. Wright, representing the management of Industry, was obviously as intelligent 
a personality, but obviously less used to such public speaking, and remained calm 
throughout. 

The conference was hampered by the varying degree of knowledge of economics 
and industry among the various disc;ussion groups, but these proved very productive, and 
revealed the great difficulties that modern industry is faced with in an age of mass 
production. 

The conference was riot without its amusements; one boy could not help thinking 
that it was a reflection of British industry that the conference was· twenty minutes late 
in starting, the various badges worn for identity themselves soon became a source of 
amusement, and the general atmosphere was one of relaxed discussion. 

The difficulties involved in organizing such a conference are obviously numerous 
and great, and much praise must go to Mr. Higginbottom for all his efforts. Boredom, 
which no doubt could easily have set in so late in the term, and among those who pro
fessed no interest in Industry, was avoided by the balance of discussion with lectures, 
films, and the Panel-session, though the latter proved all too short. 

Though many remained uninterested in Industry as a future, it would appear that 
if public schools are to continue to produce 'leaders' for this country, and there is no 
revival of the demand for polo-players with impeccable manners, one of the important 
fields open is management, and certainly Industry is faced with problems that ultimately 
effect all modern society. 

Many thanks to the Industrial Society who organized the various speakers and 
representatives of Industry and laid on such an interesting conference. 

W. B. ANSON 
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Under Milk Wood 

The strength of this production by the Salisbury Playhouse lay in the recognition 
of the subtitle "a play for voices". The emphasis was thus more easily placed on the 
qualities of the prose itselfrather than the exposition. There is indeed very little "action", 
the whole being a series of pointilist descriptions set in the day and night of a Welsh 
village. The characters are presented through subjective impressions and dreams, always 
coloured by their occupations : 

"I will warm the sheets like an electric toaster, I will lie by your side like the Sunday 
roast". Their dreams afford another reality, "Miss Price, dressmaker and sweetshop
keeper, dreams of ... her lover tall as the town clock tower Samson-syrup-gold-maned, 
whacking thighed and piping hot ... scooping low over her loving hot water bottled 
body." These are representative people, aspects of human nature to which Thomas 
shows a warm sympathy. Thomas can see good in all life; even Polly Garter with her 
easy morals is presented as maternal and innocent. This glorification of life is in the 
language itself: "There's the clip clop of horses on the sunhoneyed cobbles of the humming 
streets." All is contained in "a greenleaved sermon on the innocence of men the suddenly 
wind-shaken wood springs awake for the second time this one Spring day." Most striking 
of all were the music and humour of the play. The production was appreciated-even 
by those who laughed so heartily to register their understanding of the more salacious 
aspects of the interpretation. It is not about gnomes. 

J. M.J. DARKE 

English Theatre through the Ages 

The reviewer of this 'first' on the Newsboard was impressed by the quality of the 
acting, but 'irritated' by the 'nightmarish' approach to the History of Drama. However, 
despite the shortcomings of the objective, the evening must be judged a success; the 
scenes succeeded each other at times with bewildering rapidity but they were undeniably 
well performed and produced. 

The difficulties of the last six weeks were never apparent. Somehow, the objections 
of members of both staffs were satisfied and the question of 'priorities' settled amicably 
by Mrs. Pentney and Tim Dyke. It is unfortunate that both are leaving Sherborne soon 
and it is to be hoped that someone will take up what they have started. The fine quality 
of all the scenes, but in particular of The School for Scandal and The Devil's Disciple show 
how much better it is not to have single sex plays all the time. What boy could have 
captured the feelings of Judith Anderson as played by Jane Halsey, or the superb style 
of Clare Rankin's Lady Sneerwell? 

A review from the Girls' School itself began with the immortal words, '\Vonders 
will never cease'. At any rate, I hope this will not be an unique occasion in the history 
of the School. 

T.D.D. 
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Lyon House Play 

Lyon house gave an extremely entertaining evening with that appalling melodrama, 
"The Rope". The pace was maintained throughout, though often at the expense of the 
author; as when the intended profundity of James Clarke's soliloquies was prevented 
from falling into bathos by a tongue-in-the-cheek delivery. Indeed overplaying of their 
character was the keynote of Andrew Petit's and of James :Maxwell's performances. 
Both were superbly loathsome as a well-suited and equally aimless pair. William Clark's 
and Andrew Mitchell's ability to look their parts and appear feasible enough to hold the 
play together is sufficient commendation in itself. Other parts did these credit, but the 
accolade must be given to James Clarke whose performance was as amusing as it was 
endearing. And so by the end of the play, and the cigarettes, all had enjoyed themselves. 

J. M. J. DARKE 

"Our Town" performed by 3c 

Several events this term have taken place in which the initiative has been entirely 
from the junior part of the school. Apart from the recently-founded 'Chataway Society', 
and the enthusiasm shown in the junior chapel services, they also took on the difficult 
task of a play. 'Our Town' was received very favourably by an audience which though 
perhaps laughing occasionally at the wrong moment, did appreciate the evening. It 
would be unfair to single-out any one person for praise as it was obvious that all involved 
had taken great care and effort to learn their parts well, but certainly thanks must be 
given to Mr. Harvey for organising and Mr. Glen for helping the production. Let us 
hope that the junior part of the school, unbefuddled with exams as it is, will take the 
opportunity as much as possible to remind the senior school of its apathy. 

w. B. ANSON 
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The Sea Storm CHARLES BAUGHAN 

The pent up fury of the ocean was released upon the rocky cliffs, with their screaming 
wheeling seagulls. The spray smashed against the cliff bases and crept up the towering 
escarpments of rock. The spray was flung from the waves like rain, the ships raced for 
sheltered bays. Curling, swirling, boiling, and breaking the waves ran in between the 
rocks, bubbling like a witches' cauldron. Others crashing against the sharp rocks sent 
off sheets of spray. The grey clouds hurried over the angry surf and the wind whipped up 
the sea into white horses far away from the shore. The lighthouse sending out its urgent 
warnings was at times completely veiled by the surging waves determined to bring the 
beacon down to its raging waters. The surf rumbled, the waves crashed, the wind howled 
a rising and falling crescendo of sound, frightening in itself. 

Gradually the raging torment grew less until only a long swell, then as though 
slowly forgetting its rage, turned into a gentle sea as flat as a mill pond, and man came 
out to play. 

Dream of Horses 

Alone. 

Alone, cold clammy mist clutched me. 
My breath hung like smoke in the raw air; 
Then I saw something, 
As silent as a stone statue, 
His faded eye was deep with age, 
His chest was ripped with forgotten battles, 
And his legs were a battery of power. 
He snuffled and snorted warily. 
I was an intruder. 
He circled me leaving a trail of sparks on the rocks, 

j AMES DEVITT 

His tail arched in a plume and he rang out his challenge 
The peal bounced round the rocks like a rubber ball; 
Then, as if impatient, he snaked forward. 
His bared jaws weaving viciously. 
I rose and fired. 
He shuddered and collapsed, 
His eye flickered and went out. 
Alone, the cold clammy mist clutched me. 



Armageddon NICHOLAS CROCKER 

A thunder like the roaring of ten thousand waves on a rocky strand: an aching sighing 
like the west wind through the unfeeling pines. My sight shades vermilion as the sun 
swallows my consciousness; I am lost in nothingness, stealthily enveloping, greedily 
clutching. I sink and float in the land of wandering spirits drifting, drifting. I know where; 
yet expression is a thing of the past and I know no more. We have destroyed ourselves in 
our own futility. 

]AMES FERGUSSON 
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You sit so lovely 
by the stream; 
sunbeams 

ROBERT NARRACOTT 

running through your mind 
and softly washing down your hair. 
Dancing flowers 

flowing all around you, 
spinning round inside your head. 
A chorus of angelic birds, 
weaving fresh patterns of delight 
in their flight through your freedom, 
call so sweetly to your tears, 
even the trees echo your name 
blending resonantly with the sun, 
as a breeze raises the anthem on high. 
You sit so lovely 
by the stream; 
your dress flashing 
astonishing white in the sheen, 
fading the green that surrounds 
wherever you turn through the haze. 
You watch the waters 
silently 
passing away 
and reflections being thrown to the sky, 
animals scurrying, 
as a myriad of beautiful songs 
crowns your day. 
And soon 
the harmony of life 
falls softly asleep on your lap. 
You sit so lovely 
by your stream, 
whispering a hymn of adoration. 

• 
I 

1 ' 
' •. 



NIGEL DOUGLAS 

The birch stood alone, branches swaying in the moonlight, 
'With a sweet, gentle nestling of leaves, dancing with the fireflies, 
And the roots entangled with the heather, 
And the moonbeams casting quivering shadows. 
The stars twinkle like strange Eastern jewels 
While the sun shines on far-off hills, 
And a merry band of joyful folk 
Sharing many a cheerful joke, 
Spring from rock, from streams, from trees, 
To feast together in the evening breeze. 
Upon that green and level place 
The Elves robed in milk-white lace, 
Did dance and sing to the merry flute 
The gentle lyre, the carefree lute. 
The lanterns lit that midnight dance, 
That awaiting feast, that merry prance. 
But high above a mountain peak 
Iscarion, the war-eagle, hovered. 
The mother squirrel guards her young with a wary eye, 
As Iscarion screams and crosses sky. 



to be happy: winter 1970 

I am the slender pole whom the unkind wind trembles: 
I the precocious child by unfeeling time 
condemned to roost 
on a buttressed tower, wielding my colours 
(just this) before the airs: 

this is my House, my majestic dwelling-place, 
these below, my charges, to whom 
on saints' days I am mentor 
( & when the mitred bishop pays his visit): 

here-God help us-I am tied, the lonely audience of 
ten thousand humans' 
dreary bustle: 
ignored by the friendly fluaria of generality admiring 
(with phrases of juste appreciation) 
this pile of hallowed history: 

I the snow-flecked post, weeping bitter icicles, 
whom the duffiecoated 
slaves of tyrant Boreas 
(gloved & muffled) 
in the crazy drifts of the close 
pass by 
(heads sunk 
to the shivering cobbles) 
thinking 
their own grey, blustery troubles. 

But I do not complain: 
for I alone live less, each day less, 
suffering the interminable batter of decay, 
the elemental nibbling 
of the winds, 
whilst they do, thriving, 
content themselves 
with friendly postcard-vendors 
& oblivion. 

j AMES FERGUSSON 



Thrice SCHOOL HOUSE INTELLECTUAL TRUTH 

Thrice cartographic palimpsest smitten with decay, 
Thrice ptarmigan mouthed its hellish graves, 
Thrice mourned the cypresses in haunting oblivion, 
What use to thee, 0 cadaver, now that thou art 

Departed? 
Methinks thou frolickest in one extreme or t'other, 
Those cylindrical shadows of the mask of time, 
Your cruise of life hath o' erspilled been
Bespangling the celestial fires 
Or befouling all the denizens o' Beelzebub's realm 
With thy besottedness? 
Whether 'tis by the hangman's sweaty gibbet 
Or by th' ecclesiast's platitudinous ponderosities, 
We, like shells incorporeal, like Mithradates, 

We die old. 
When that consummation jars the harmony of our swift being 

When the inner 
Caverns of our smoky souls are 
Revealed to the shepherd of our lives, 
And Players please no longer: 
Then waxeth the pole star cold 
And homes 'come sterile wombs again, 
Oh why didst thou, Ying Tong, desire it thus? 



each alone PETER NISBET 

With moonbeams struggling to get past the flicker of cobwebs, we sat in complete ignor
ance and silence. The room was empty apart from us and the moon. Each time that I 
looked up I saw that ridiculous clock hanging until it should die on the wall opposite. 
Why did time go so slowly? Why did time go? Keeping any fatuous comment to myself 
I caught my partner's eye. She cracked her sullen face into a gentle smile and then dropped 
her head in disgrace. Turning my eyes on myself, I saw for the first time a shattering 
reflection of her. She was crying, ever so softly and secretly. In her tender hands she was 
turning a faded photograph. Golden strands of moonlit hair hung mournfully about 
her face. Yes, her face. Sadly remembering eyes deepest against a blank and uncaring 
face; her mouth creased just enough to make sure that I realised her agony-and I did. 

HAMISH DEWAR 

Circles turning 
through screaming passions. 
Pain injected 
like hell's syringes. 
Love burning 
like crackling forests. 
Love hurting 
like jaded spears. 
Love creating 
like an artist's brush. 
No peace, 
No Silence, 
always on, on, on 
never stopping or believing. 
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• music 
The Concert Club 

Sherborne music seems to be ever-increasing in quality and quantity. Alongside 
the framework of the Concert Club, the Music Society, the Music Club, the Orchestra, 
the Second Orchestra, and the Band, there is the Junior Band, formed recently by 
Mr. Shelley, and several house concerts being given at the end of term. The scope of 
Sherborne music will be even further increased when Abbot's Acre is adapted to its 
proposed new use, as second music school. 

Paul Tortelier and Maria de la Pau, his accompanist, gave the term a lively 
start on January 23rd. His enthusiasm in explaining 'to the little ones' about the intricacy 
of Brahms' melodies was so great that he forgot to speak English: consequently few of 
us were any the wiser. But throughout the performance he kept the audience's attention, 
swinging his 'cello round as if it were a dancing partner. Having given two encores he 
would have presented us with a third, but the Director of Music stopped him, saying he 
had to fly to Germany the next morning; he then went off to eat and talk hugely at a 
'reception' given by the Headmaster. 

Anthony Brown gave a recital to the Music Club on February 1st which suffered 
from the clumsiness of the size of the Big Schoolroom, which for such a small audience 
was impractical. Mr. Brown confessed a bias for Bach, and proceeded to devote half an 
evening to him; what I found remarkable was the informality of it, the soloist's intro
ducing his choice with explanations, which established a very firm contact between the 
piano and the audience. 

The British Intimate Opera Company gave a not very profound, but very 
enjoyable evening on February 13th, performing three operettas of varying quality: the 
first, 'Thomas and Sally' by Arne was not exceptional, but it had some charming points, 
and prepared the audience for the next two, which were both modern and amusing, the 
most remarkable feature perhaps being the one-sided telephone conversations in 'The 
Telephone' by Menotti. 

The Informal Concert was again well attended. I thought the overall standard 
was higher than previous terms. The Second Orchestra played two pieces which were 
simpler, but perhaps more in tune than usual, and a Brass Group ended the concert 
with two light-hearted pieces from Horovic's 'Les Girls Suite'. 

The Music Society this year sang Bach's Mass in B minor, a difficult \vork, but an 
immense amount of work was put into it by the Chorus and Messrs. Ferry and Venning. 
The soloists were all good, if the Soprano's voice was a bit weak. Perhaps the professional 
musicians in the orchestra could have been better, in that they rather let down the vocal 
sections; but it is a great tribute to Sherborne that it can provide enough talent, gather 
together and organize so many enthusiasts, to perform such an ambitious work: the only 
natural advantage we have is the Abbey. And anyone who went there on the evening of 
March 10th will have come away with memories of a fine performance of one of the 
greatest of choral works, the sound of the Sanctus ringing in his ears. 

The Band spread the fame of Sherborne this term, giving concerts at Leweston, 
Herrison House (a hospital), and Chaffyn Grove (a prep school), under the pretext of 
keeping in trim for the Commemoration display. The performances were competent, but 
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lacked the professional polish, especially so in dynamics, where there is a tradition of 
varying only from fortissimo to forte, and nothing less. All the same the concerts were 
appreciated. Mr. Shelley's second care, the Junior Band, having existed for two terms, 
has not yet performed in public. There is certainly enthusiasm in it, and we hope it will 
soon bless the school with the fruits of its labour. 

Q. j. BRADDOCK 

Music Society 
On \Vednesday 10th of March, a performance of Bach's Mass in B minor was given 

in the Abbey by the Music society, and sundry otl1er groups from other schools. The 
technical problems of this work far exceed those of the Handel performed last year; on 
the other hand the work has considerably more genius in it, enabling the singers partially 
to ignore some of the difficulties. 

The skill and patience of Mr. Ferry and Mr. Venning enabled these technical 
problems to be overcome: only in the 'Et Ressurexit' was the performance lacking the 
crispness that can make it so exciting. The extremely difficult runs in the second half of 
the 'Sanctus' worked with perfect ease. 

The orchestra too had no easy task; the solo violin, flute and oboe parts are all very 
hard, yet need to sound effortless, and were performed with great success. The soloists 
were perhaps the most uneven part of the Ensemble, but the Contralto was entirely 
excellent in both voice and interpretation. 

I have heard the remark that the second half of the work was disappointing: not 
apparently because of the performance but because, in some obscure way, it sounds as 
if it is tacked onto the end of the 'K yrie' and 'Gloria', almost by way of an afterthought. 
This is an unfortunate impression, and may not be entirely due to the rather unfortunate 
programme note. The problem is that the second half cannot carry itself off by sheer 
excitement alone, as can the first half. The. 'Qui Tallis' and 'Crucifixus' need to com
municate deep emotion and it may be that this is what a School chorus cannot give. 
I hope that this performance will not have blinded people to the fact that the 'Dona' is 
one of the profoundest pieces in all music. 

c. P. HANCOCK 

Staff Concert 
On the last Tuesday evening of term, the music staff gave the long awaited proof of 

their performing ability. My first thoughts on glancing at the programme was that it 
consisted to a large extent of nondescript music; fortunately this initial impression 
proved wrong. 

The first item was the main cause for this change of attitude. The Mozart Piano and 
Wind Quintet must be one of the greatest works of chamber music. The beautiful balance 
of the piano and the wind, the use of exactly the best register of the wind instruments: 
unlike many wind works, the texture never sounds lumpy or crude. 

The performance matched the work entirely adequately. The Piano playing was 
truly Mazartean, full of great delicacy and charming nuance. The wind as a group 
played beautifully, so much so that one could heardly distinguish any one individual 
player. The ending perhaps lacked bite, but the handling of the slow movements was 
outstanding. 

The next two works were modern French pieces. 'The Durufle' is pleasant, and the 
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performance was excellent, notably the work of the Viola, the flute and the piano, which 
faced with a very complex piece, was played excellently by Mr. Knott. 

The Poulenc Clarinet Sonata gave Mr. Shelley his moment: such a work as this 
sounds exciting however it is played, but given such an excellent performance as it was, 
it is one of the most attractive works of the century, notably the lyrical quality gained in 
the slow movements. 

The rest of the performance was perhaps rather disappointing after such a mag
nificent start. The performance lived up to expectations, but both the Gluck and the 
Milhaud proved rather low quality music, and did not allow the performers to give of 
their best. 

A light hearted rendering of some Debussy ended the evening on a spirited and 
popular note. 

C. P. HANCOCK 

The Band 
During the Lent Term the Band gave three Concerts. These were undertaken to 

keep the Band going during the Winter months, when outdoor displays are impossible, 
to give more point to the practices and to give the Band experience in playing before 
different audiences and in different surroundings. 

The first Concert was at Leweston Manor. Despite a disappointingly small audience 
and a false start with the encore, things went well and afterwards we were entertained in 
fine style to tea. 

The second Concert at Herrison House Mental Hospital was the least successful of 
the three. Again, though enthusiastic, the audience only filled half the Hall, the accoustics 
were totally different to the Big Schoolroom and "The Swing March" nearly came to a 
grinding halt. However ourvisit was obviously appreciated and wewere given a marvellous 
spread afterwards. 

The third and last Concert took place on the last Sunday of term at Chafyn Grove 
Preparatory School in Salisbury and was definitely the best. The accoustics were not 
easy, but the Hall was full, and this seemed to inspire the Band to give a much higher 
standard of performance than hitherto. In every way the visit was a success, and we are 
grateful to Mr. and Mrs. Galloway for so kindly giving us tea afterwards. 

In all three concerts, the Band was strengthened by the inclusion of Mr. Dams on 
the trumpet and was conducted by Mr. Shelley. The repertoire· included some well
known marches like "Colonel Bogey" and "The Stars and Stripes Forever" to hit tunes 
like "Mame'', "Hello Dolly" and "vVith a little bit of luck". 

Some of the numbers featured individuals. "The Clarinet Polka" featured M. J. 
Marriott,]. P. S. Burn, N.J. C. Matthews and C.R. V. Tomson on clarinets. "Music to 
Watch Girls by" had saxophone solos from Q.J. Braddock and C. F. McCarraher. The 
popular "Afrikaan Beat" featured P. D. Wilford (trumpet), and J. H. Candler (trom
bone), and in the final concert that was replaced with "The Soft Shoe Shuffle'', played 
by Mr. Dams (horn), P. D. Wilford and D.J. Wilson (trumpets),]. H. Candler (trombone) 
and A. D. L. Stebbings (tuba). 

In the summer term it is hoped to increase the size of the Band to around 60, including 
two' rows of drums, and most of the term will be taken up preparing for a marching 
display to be given during the Floodlight Tattoo over Commem. 

M.R.G. E.-D. 



games 
HOCKEY 

lsT XI 

v. Taunton Won 
v. Dorset 'A' Won 
v, K. S. Bruton Won 
v. Bryanston Won 
v. Dauntseys \\ron 

2 : 0 

Io: 3 
II : 4 
Io: 2 

3 : I 
v. Monkton Combe Cancelled 
v. Canford Lost I : 2 

v. Pilgrims Drew 2 : 2 

The sun has shone and the pitches for the most 
part have been firm and available for more or 
less the whole term which naturally precludes all 
excuses for a poor season: fortunately none has 
to be made as it has been moderately successful. 
As the season progressed, the standard of hockey 
inproved but a much higher standard could have 
been achieved had the basic skills been there. 
When left to practise on their own the only aim 
of most of the team was to blast the ball past the 
goalkeeper and they usually only succeeded in 
removing large quantities of turf. Consequently, 
too many moves both in practice and in matches 
broke down because the ball was not brought 
under control sufficiently quickly to prevent 
players being dispossessed. Taunton were defeated 
in the pouring rain in the opening match and the 
following week the school put up a very creditable 
performance holding a strong Dorset 'A' side to 
3 goals in a game which produced some very good 
hockey. 

King's School, Bruton with more experience 
behind them were quicker to the tackle and had 
better control, but the school had its chances. 
An unlucky defeat at the hands of Bryanston 
marked a turning point in the fortunes of the XI 
and Dauntseys were beaten with comparative ease. 
This was followed by a most enjoyable game 
against a fairly strong Pilgrims side which the 
school were fortunate to draw. 

There has been a good spirit in the side this 
term which has been mainly due to the leadership 
and example of Cowl both on and off the field. 
He and E. D. Fursdon (though not always very 
quick on the turn) were very sound in defence 
which was essential in front of P. Redfern, in goal 
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who almost made up for lack of experience by 
strength and determination but was prone to 
error of judgement. The half back line of Hudson 
Wilkinson and Grey or (Keable-Elliott) did not 
dominate the midfield as they might but the 
insides Lough and Wilson did sterling work 
tackling back which eased many tricky situations. 
Carey at centre forward had plenty of spirit 
but tended to wait for the ball to arrive instead 
of creating the openings himself. The two wings 
Wardlaw and Currie played well when all too 
rarely they were given good support. 

So, all in all, this has been a good ride and we 
go to Oxford for the hockey festival full of 
optimism. 

C.M.G.H. 
Team: 

P. W. Redfern 
E. D. Fursdon 
M. C. Cowl 
M. E. Hudson 
J. A. Wilkinson 
T. G. Grey (D. A. Keable-Elliott) 
J.P. Wardlaw 
D.J. Wilson 
J. D. G. Carey 
P.J. Lough 
P. M. Currie 

2ND XI 

Played 4 Won2 Lost 2 Drew o 

The season began with rather more hockey 
players to choose from than usual. This meant 
that the defence was sound and quickly learnt 
to support the attack. The halves-Ball, Merry 
and Marriott-were particularly effective. Con
sequently a forward line that had seemed tentative 
in practice proved to be capable of well constructed 
attack, resulting in some good goals, particularly 
in the matches against Taunton and Bruton. 
Parker-;} ones did well in the forward line and the 
wings were effective spearheads. 

The team played poorly against Bryanston and, 
apart from a solo effort by Yates, found the 
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Pilgrims too strong in defence. It was a great pity 
that the last two games were cancelled as the 
team was capable of doing really well. 

Team: Manning; Lawson, Spickemell; Merry, 
Marriott; Ball; Macdonald; Parker:J ones; Yates, 
Cherry; Nelson-Smithj acob. 

3RD AND 4TH XI 

This was a year when there seemed to be more 
players to draw from for the 3rd and 4th Xis. 
A welcome new fixture at Taunton provided a 
good early season match, and we lost by narrow 
margins, but it was a disappointment not to be 
able to meet Monkton Combe and Canford in the 
last week when we were much better organised. 
The mid-term fixtures with Yeovil and Chilton 
Cantelo gave us some victories with both teams, 
so that the 4th XI emerged winners of both their 
games and the 3rd XI won 2 and lost I. Practice 
games on the Lowar were usually of a fair stan
dard and showed a potential for good hockey if 
more time was available. 

P.R.S. 

COLTS 

The side was potentially the best for some years, 
but once again lack of time prevented the team 
from realising its full potential. 

In the first match of the season lack of experi
ence in defence allowed a Taunton side to score 
5 goals, while in the second game lack of bite in 
attack prevented the team winning by more than 
I goal. 

After these two games, the standard of hockey 
improved considerably and the matches against 
Bryanston and Dauntseys both produced fine 
games. Against Bryanston, an undefeated team, 
a creditable draw was achieved and a win would 
have resulted against an unbeaten Dauntseys 
team, but for two inexplicable defensive errors. 

Throughout all the matches, the team showed 
commendable spirit and willingness to try to do 
the right thing, but so often lack of basic individual 
skills in the controlling of the ball let the side down. 
If, in future years, these boys have the time and 
determination to practise, the future prospects 
for senior hockey should be rosy. 

I.R.E. 

Team.:. Pertwee; Alan-Williams; Floyer; 
Howard; Rosser; Davies; Wallace; Burridge J. 
(capt.); Power; Wardlaw T.; Stebbings, C. 

JUNIOR COLTS 

Team: Blackwell; Cuthbert; Tobay; Rix; Powe; 
Ranken; Sugden; Holman; Bensted-Smith, Sim; 
Norman; Hussey (capt.). 

Bryans ton: Lost 2 : o. 

An excellent game on an excellent pitch where 
the opposition's superior and exceptional indi
vidual skills upset the not yet very smooth working 
of our team skill, Both sides were on top at different 
times, Bryanston perhaps for longer and looking 
more dangerous. This was undoubtedly the best 
Bryanston team I have ever seen and ours was 
not a shameful performance at all. 

Dauntseys: \Von 2 : o. 

Sherborne quickly get into their stride and tore 
Dauntseys apart. All the direct pasess were finding 
a stick and the endless square passes between 
insides split the defence over and over again. 
Sherborne were in Dauntsey's half almost 
throughout (our goalie had one half-shot to cope 
with altogether while theirs did well to keep the 
score to this, nobly assisted by some fairly crooked 
shots at his goal). This permanent pressure meant 
that their circle was usually pretty crowded 
making scoring difficult. 

The important thing in this match was the 
way the game remained so fluid, passes kept 
finding their way into the circle and, despite the 
crowd there, there were shots at goal all the time. 
It was a thrilling example of what exceptional 
hockey one can expect from this junior part of 
the school when everything clicks and the 
grounds run true. 

G.).l.G.H. 

FOOTBALL 

TnREE CocK 

This season's final was played in weather almost 
as traditional as the final itself; cold and windy, 
with the easterly zephyrs whipping around the 
trench coats of those who braved the elements 
"for a dark hour or twain." It was a near-classic 
occasion; School house, with a particularly proud 
record of Senior triumphs, and victories over 
Lyon, lived up to its billing. Those who turned 
out saw an excellent game, hard but clean, with 
plenty of good stuff from both sides. 



Undoubtedly Lyon were favourites for the cup; 
they had played a hard series of preliminary 
games, narrowly defeating the Digby. School 
house on the other hand, had only played one 
match of any test to their mettle, and many saw 
this as a ten-point disadvantage. However the 
astute who had watched earlier games were not 
so certain; Lyon were very competent but highly
strung, and it was only when they stopped arguing 
amongst themselves that their real ability, 
nurtured by many hours of training, was made 
clear. School House, with virtually no team 
training, repeated common history by playing 
very much as a team, treating the match much 
as the Fijians treat their opponents, and it was 
this driving unity of the forwards which led to 
victory. 

School House started with little co-ordination, 
and a penalty enabled Lyon to take the lead; 
this seemed, paradoxically, to settle the House 
and a rather nonchalantly taken penalty-kick 
from Garrard equalised the score. It was not 
until just before half-time that Sheaf scored the 
first try for School House, after some excellent 
play. 

So into the second half and School House 
increased their lead to 23 : 3, when the final 
whistle left them unquestioned and fully justified 
winners. 

C.D.S. 

CROSS-COUNTRY 

This could be described far better as an obituary. 
Theoretically, we had a good if not brilliant 
team, in practice it was not above passable. The 
five of last year's Ist viii were never able to turn 
out together, a fact attributed always to 'flu. In 
fact only two runners, MacAndrew and Burt 
ran in all six matches, and the best of the Colts, 
Stephenson, Hargreaves and Warton, were more 
often than not the backbone of the seniors. 

But not all was so bad. Stenton amassed three 
wins, Sewell was selected for his county twice, and 
several young runners showed outstanding 
promise. Next year will show Sherborne Cross
Country raised above the mire of mediocrity that 
has beset if for so many years. 

Colours: Renwick, Sten ton, Sewell, Sargent, 
Lovell, MacAndrew, Burt, Hall. 

Colts Colours: Stephenson, Hargreaves. 

A. N. Renwick 
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SQUASH RACKETS 

We ended the Michaelmas Term with A. D. 
Leakey firmly established as one of the best of 
many good squash players the School has produced 
over the years, and with a convincing victory 
over Canford in the final to retain the Dorset 
Schools Cup. 

The prospects in January were, however, not 
much brighter than the weather: Leakey had 
left, there was a lack of experience below the 
third string and a tough programme ahead. 

The start of the term was inauspicious. Millfield 
cancelled the fixture at less than an hour's notice 
and, short of match practice, the team went to 
King's Taunton for the first match. Here the 
Captain learned that it does not pay to fiddle the 
order and we narrowly lost a match we should 
certainly have won. Morale was not high as we 
went to Blundells, but we emerged the winners 
of an exciting contest by four ties to one, two of 
them going to five close games. \Vith this prized 
scalp in the bag we set off for Winchester opti
mistically, but were just pipped 3 : 2 in a real 
cliffhanger. All depended on the game between 
the first strings. Garforth-Bles, playing really 
well, looked to have the match won in the fourth, 
but he had burst his boiler in the effort and 
finally succumbed in the fifth. 

Following this we again lost 2 : 3 to the 
Mercurians, a club side from Somerset, and also 
by the same narrow margin to the R.M.A. 
Sandhurst, who paid us the compliment of 
sending down their best team, so it was quite a 
feat to run them dose. 

The inter-School matches ended with the 
Marlborough fixture. Beforehand we were Ioo-I 
against with no takers, as Marlborough were 
unbeaten and our Captain was in bed. First 
Gordon and then Garforth Bies got home, the 
latter playing with great determination against 
a talented but temperamental Marlburian, and 
everything was left to Wallis. He never looked 
like dropping a game, and to our delight and 
Marlborough's chagrin we had won an immensely 
satisfying victory. The season ended the next day 
with a match against a strong Pilgrim's team 
which we lost I : 6. 

At first string, J. Garforth-Bles shows immense 
promise for one who is not yet sixteen. Once he 
had his temperament under control he went from 
strength to strength: his win over R. M. Jones of 
Marlborough, a better stroke player, proved his 
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determination, a_nd pro_lJably his •fines!. ach.ieve
ment was to keep the Sandhurst first string, 0 C 
N. H. Stewart, an Army Semi-finalist and a 
regular member of the Army first team, iri the 
court over half an hour in a match that contained 
many fine rallies. He just needs a greater variety : 
of strikes to become really good. 

T. R. Wallis, at second string, started the term 
with a lack of moral fibre and of team spirit that 
were most un-Shirburnian, but he finished with 
two vital wins that showed a much more positive 
approach. He should do well next year. C. I. F. 
Russell proved an efficient and conscientious 
Captain and a much improved playerwho won. 
several matches against better players by sheer 
refusal to give in. P. G. N. Morant has still a lot 
to learn but was improving all the time .. C. R. C. 
Gordon lost several matches he should have won : 
through lack of concentration but more experience 
will put this right. I. S. Cameron and R. A. L .. 
Leach also played. 

Our thanks go first to Major C. S. Clarke, whose 
coaching in past seasons had been responsible for 
the development of the whole team, also to 
l'vlr. Hunter who, in spite of being in charge of 

the Hockey XI, managed to find an immense 
amount of time ·for coaching and to Mrs. Hunter 
for entertaining the teams to tea after the Sunday 
matches. 

Finally it is nice to be able to record that 
Lt. I. C. Mackay-Dick (h1959-1963) won the 
Army Championship this season. 

Results: 

v. Bryanston (semi-final of' 
Dorset Schools Cup) \Von 5 : 0 

v. Canford (Final of Dorset 
Won Schools Cup) 4:1 

'v. ·King's School, Taunton · Lost 2 : 3 
v. Blundells Won 4:1 
v. Winchester Lost 2 : 3 

· · · :v. Mercurians S.R.C. Lost 2 : 3 
v. R.M.A. Sandhurst Lost 2 : 3 
v. Marlborough 'Von 3 : 2 

. v. Sherborne Pilgrims Lost l :6 

:VLR.G. E-D 



5 0-levels 
acceptable subjects • •------.... 

including English language 
and maths 

A-levels A-levels 
on an RAF 

Scholarship worth 
up to £385 a year 

a valuable asset 

University 
reading for a degree 
on a cadetship worth 

University 
reading for 

£1059 a year 
a degree on a County 

grant 

If you are interested - in flying, 
engineering, logistics or administra
tion - now is the time to do some

thing about it. Your careers master has full 
information and, if you like, he can arrange 
for you to meet your RAF Schools Liaison 
Officer; this is quite informal, and an excel
lent way to find out more about the RAF. 
Two more ideas: Write to Group Captain 
E. Batchelar, RAF, Adastral House (25ZD1), 

Direct 
Entry 
Over17 

London WCIX 8RU, giving your date of 
birth and details of your present and expected 
educational qualifications; or pick up some 
leaflets at the nearest RAF Careers Informa
tion Office - address in phone book. 

Royal Air::a 
8t-s; 

4 ' 
I 



Two essential books 
for sChoolleavers 

A Lloyds cheque book 
\Ve'll give you one when you open a current 
account at Lloyds Bank. This is an important 
step when you leave school because, whether 
you're starting work or going on to college or 
university, you'll need to manage your money 
more carefully than ever before. 
'The many ways you can bank on Lloyds' 
This 'easy-to-read' booklet details our wide 
range of services and explains how much we can 

help you in the years ahead. Whatever you make 
of your life-Lloyds Bank can help you make 
the most of your money. 

Why not drop in and have a chat with the 
friendly people at your local Lloyds branch? 
Bring your parents along too, if you like. We'll 
explain how easy it is to open a current account, 
and we can give you a free copy of our informa
tive booklet, too. 

Lloyds Bank looks after people like you 



Make 
the r.....-

S peci ol Grode 
with the Midland 
It'll pay you handsomely If you are a personable young man with 
good 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 £246 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 this in your early 
30's, earning at least £2,784~ rising to £6,000 and more. By becoming a 
marked man at the Midland, you can make your mark early. 

Find out more about us Write to: 
The District Staff Supt., Midland Bank Ltd., 
P.O. Box 125, 5 Broad Street, Bristol, BS99 7DF • 

• !i······ • • • • • • • • •••••• 
Midland Bank 
A Great British Bank 

\, 



This is a 
formal invitcition 

to an informal 
chat. 

You can find out about careers 
with Barclays simply by dropping in 
at your local branch. 

We'll tell you all about the opp
ortunities for both boys and girls. 
Especially about the promotion pro
spects. 

We'll discuss our new salary 
structure and explain what it could 
mean to you. · 

What's more we'll describe our 
generous fringe benefits. And all 
the other extras that make Barclays 
a better place to work. 

So call and see us. Or write to 
this address and we'll send you a 
booklet telling you all you want to 
know. 

Write to: The Local Directors, 
Barclays Bank Limited, 
5 Bedford Street, Exeter; EX11 LN. 

BARCLAYS 
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