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2 THE SHIRBURNIAN 

sherborne 
A hundred years ago in the Shirburnian, out of the editorial came this exhortation to 

the potential contributor: "We would remind him of the old proverb 'Variety is 
charming'; so that when he determines to write something for us, he need not feel com
pelled to sit down with the resignation of a fellow about to do a copy of Latin verses, and 
wring himself to death by trying to arrange a few mild ideas into milder verses; but if he 
is not of a poetical turn of mind let him try to produce something of a more lively strain 
than sentimental poetry, and serious essays; for this is the style of writing we are most in 
need of; though of course we must have some admixture of the serious." 

The serious, in 1871, meant articles on Ignatius Loyola and the Jesuits, the Birds of 
Sherborne, or Sophocles' Oedipus. In 1971 we do without these. It may be a crime to 
be serious-in print. But we don't actually print many letters now, not even unserious 
ones. ("Surely out of 250 fellows there can be found enough good voices to form one" 
[a Choir] etc.) because people simply don't write them. We haven't yet received a letter 
along these lines, for example, about an all-weather hockey-pitch: 

Dear Mr. Editor, 
There is a rumour afloat in the School that it is intended to build a Gymnasium for 
the benefit of the fellows ... should [it] be built, we can all be quite sure that under 
the present regime it will be of a first-rate character. . . . But ... this question 
occurs to one's mind: should we obtain in return a result adequate to and justifying 
the outlay and trouble which had been expended on the building &c? ... a covered 
fivescourt would be much more acceptable to the School than a gymnasium .... 
your humble servant, ANTI-GYMNASIUM 

Perhaps we should take to printing the Football rules, as the Shirburnian did in October 
1871, to give a proper air of seriousness to the proceedings: "No player shall wear pro
jecting nails, iron plates, or gutta-percha, on the heels or soles of his boots." The day a 
member of the XV goes onto the field of glory armed with gutta-percha will be a serious 
day indeed for the School. The mind has a right to boggle. 

A certain amount of history is made each term. At Sherborne, inevitably, the process 
of change is gradual: rightly so, too, if only for the sake of that poor derided sickly youth, 
our founder, King Edward VI. The function of the Shirburnian is, first to detach itself 
from the termly events, and pretend to record them as history, and second, to serve as a 
literary mouthpiece to convey onto paper some of the life of the School: this last should 
need no pretence, but often does. 

This is a larger magazine. It has more traditional substance than of recent years, 
which is an experiment. It could also be a better magazine, but this will take time: 
more imaginative use of photographs and format is perfectly feasible, if anyone is 
sufficiently interested. Artists, photographers, administrators, experts with the scissors 
and paste, litterateurs, buJJies, all are useful and needed and at present non-existent in 
the Shirburnian power-structure. The magazine is in your hands. 
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We say farewell to Mr. Door, who came to Sherborne to teach Mathematics in 
I 964, though he disappeared for two years to America. He will be remembered for his 
Bridge, for his Golf, and for his wry sense of humour. He takes all three to Edinburgh, 
where he will lecture at Moray House teacher training college. We wish him luck in 
Britain's most beautiful city. 

Two other sad departures are from the ranks of our medical pastors: Dr. J eaffreson 
Harris, for 35 years School Doctor, and Nurse Thomas, whose iron hand at the Sanatorium 
was for many years exerted tactfully and unobtrusively in a velvet glove, both retire. The 
Shirburnian is very ungrateful for its medical care: we are ashamed to note that Mrs. Green 
slipped away unnoticed from the Sistership of the Sanatorium, and that the new Sister, 
Miss Siderfin (formerly of Liverpool Royal Infirmary and St. Thomas' Hospital), came 
unhailed. The Greens, too, have finally slipped away from Sherborne, to live near Wells: 
their loss, together with ABG's to Putney, is a great one for Sherborne. 

We are happy to welcome, however, as Chaplain the Revd. K. Anderson, formerly 
chaplain at a Norwich hospital, and most recently Priest in charge of Sandford and 
Curate of Wareham; Mr. S. M. G. Gates, to teach Biology; Mr. P. M. Knight, to take 
charge of the Gym (and to join the growing numbers of School staff playing rugger for 
Bristol); Mr. P. M. H. Wellby, to teach English; Mr. P. J. Witchell, to be Assistant 
Director of Music; and M. Francois Busson, to teach French and learn English for a year. 

A former head of house of the Green returns to Sher borne: for we are privileged to 
welcome in the person of our new Bursar, Major-General J. E. Cordingley, an Old 
Shirburnian (born in Blandford) who is eminently well-qualified to handle the complex 
administrative affairs of the School. Son of an Air Vice-Marshal, when he left the Green 
in 1934 he went to R.M.A. Woolwich, and from 1936 until last year he served in the Army. 
He is experienced in the field of Personnel Administration (responsible for 30,000 soldiers 
and their families rather than 600 boys); he raised, formed, and trained the first British 
Guided Weapons Regiment, armed with surface to surface tactical nuclear weapons (on 
which he talked to the United Services Club during the term); he was an Olympic 
Games official when the Games were last held in Britain in 1948; he is a Member of the 
British Institute of Management, a Fellow of the Institute of \Vork Study Practitioners, 
and an O.B.E.: is married and has two grown-up sons, both Old Shirburnians, and two 
step-daughters, and will live at the Manor House, West Camel. 

We welcome into the world a daughter for Mr. and Mrs. Hatch, a daughter for 
Mr. and Mrs. Wilkinson, and a son for Mr. and Mrs. Rosser. 

Also, incongruously, we must welcome John Fox, here from Detroit for a year on an 
English Speaking Union Exchange. 

We must congratulate the Sherborne classicists who cleared the board of prizes at 
the Wiltshire Classical Reading Association annual classical reading competition, held 
this year at the South Wilts Girls Grammar School in Salisbury. First prizes were won 
by the following: P.A. Almy, J. D. Halford, C. M. Jarman, C.R. Mills, E. C. Stenton 
and E. A. Stigant. We should doubly congratulate E. C. Stenton, who has also won an 
open archaeology essay prize awarded by Oxford University. 
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The School has been regaled with the following films this term: "The Italian Job'', 
"Oh What a Lovely War'', "The Sheriff of Fractured Jaw'', "Monte Carlo or Bust", 
"True Grit", and "Custer of the \\Test". It has heard a wide-ranging batch of sermons, 
from the Headmaster, the Chaplain, the Headmaster of Chafyn Grove, the Revd. Frank 
Short (the Congregational Minister), the Headmaster of Winchester, the Archbishop of 
Nigeria (answering questions from Mr. Anderson), the Bishop of Sherborne ("truly 
Wesleyan" said the Newsboard), the Revd. P. Oestreicher (the Remembrance Day 
preacher-"the longest sermon we have had this year ... the only one to have held my 
attention throughout ... he wanted to see the abolition of the attitude of '\\That is good 
for Britain is good for the rest of the world',") and the Headmaster of Malvern. 

It has debated. (In 1871 among other motions it denied ( 10-3) That a Democracy 
is the best form of Government, and (7-3) That Public Amusements are too confined to 
the rich, while it strongly confirmed ( 13-2) That the Franchise ought not to be extended 
to Women.) The junior Chataway Society has been much better patronized than its 
great-uncle, the Wildman. The report on the latter we owe to Malcolm Crow; the report 
on the Chataway is derived from articles by C. K. Forbes, N. M. Jacobsen, and W. L. 
Treadwell. 

The Wildman 
Regretfully, the society cannot in any way be said- to have been flourishing this term, 

as turn-out for the two debates was at the lowest it has ever been. The blame for this may 
partly be laid at the door of the Hon. Secretary, where the problems of the society were 
Jost amidst the welter of life, but the fact remains that enthusiasm is lamentably lacking 
amongst members of the upper school. 

However, the first debate of the term, under the auspices of our new Chairman 
Dr. Russ (who has ably stepped into the gap left by the resignation of Mr. Barker), was 
the occasion of some rousing speeches from Messrs. Starkey, Lawson, Crow and Allatt 
concerning whether demonstrations do more harm than good. It was decided after lively 
discussion from the floor by 18 votes tog that they did. The second meeting was equally 
entertaining, the house believing ( 16-1 1) that foreign aid should be discontinued, with 
the opposition (Mr. Facer and Mr. Halford) struggling gamely against the overpowering 
rhetoric of Mr. Stephenson and Mr. C. Ash. 

We were also invited to a debate at the Royal School of Bath, and a party accordingly 
debated over the question of Womens Lib., headed by Messrs. Fox and Pertwee. 

It is to be hoped that attendance will rise next term, with the advent of new blood 
and enthusiasm. It would be a sad fate to see the once ebullient Wildman sink beneath 
a rising onslaught of apathetic sleeping sickness. 

The Chataway Society 
The Chataway Society debated first the motion "This House believes the country 

is too soft": Mr. Whelan, together with J. A. Robertson, proposed the motion, citing the 
comfortableness and permissiveness of life, and strikes, and Northern Ireland, while 
Mr. Anderson and D. H. Wilson championed the responsibility of youth. Fortunately 
the motion was lost by 20-30. 



Harper House Extensions 

The second meeting was a balloon debate, Bismarck, Freud, Schweitzer, Beethoven, 
and Tolkien competing for the parachute. Bismarck (H. P. Bray) claimed to have set 
Germany to rights single-handed; Freud (R. G. Humphreys) said he was a genius and 
had solved man's greatest problem; Schweitzer (R. N. MacLeary) claimed he was an 
all-rounder, humanitarian, writer, musician, doctor, and philosopher, who had won the 
Nobel Peace Prize; Beethoven (W. D. H. Carey) said that the theme of his fifth symphony 
reached the depths of the human soul; and Tolkien (:\f. P. Ripley) advanced his claim 
as an entertainer, whose books had "given pleasure to millions". "rhen it came to the 
vote, the parachute was narrowly won by Freud. 



\V .. .\.C. held a successful exhibition at Drian Galleries 

At the last meeting, to debate "This House believed that a wider interest should be 
taken in sport'', l\fr. Knight, supported by P. C. G. Donald, defended the motion against 
("trendily attired") ~fr. Barker with J. P. Foster. "Competitive attitude" was however 
encouraged by sport, sport was "a good way of livening up life'', and the motion was 
carried by 28 votes to 6. 

The Newsboard, from whom we have freely borrowed, has featured many bizarre 
and some entertaining articles amongst the necessary plethora of reports on games, films, 
music and lectures. It has carried newspaper-cuttings: Daily J\fail 29 September, under 
the heading "\Vell done, Old Boy"-"In the midst of details about dreary deans and 
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creaking brigadiers [our O.S.S., forsooth!] comes the entry: 'J. Le Mesurier (Lyon House, 
1926-30), then J. E. Le M. Halliley, has been prominent for some years in British film 
and television parts, including that of the Sergeant in the TV Dad's Army.' " It has 
carried an impression of American schools, by Mr. Daniels, just returned from teaching 
at Oak Park/River Forest High School ("Take attendance, check identity cards, insist 
that everyone wears shoes: curious instructions that Art Al bores, the Mexican/ American 
teacher of Spanish gave me as we went up in the elevator to begin \\Tinter Semester .. .'') ; 
an impression of English Schools by Mr. Ben M. Snyder, Headmaster of Cranbrook in 
Michigan, U.S.A. ("Sherborne ... an ancient and honourable school which is one of the 
loveliest and most memorable places that we have seen in England's green and pleasant 
land"); and impressions of impressions by John Fox, his erstwhile pupil. The only three 
items which approached controversy or attracted correspondence were Hans Keller's 
Plink-Plonks and Peter Rain's Liberalism (covered elsewhere) and an article by the 
Captain of Football vainly tilting at anti-rugger windmills found in some obscure 
American magazine. He was deservedly and ruthlessly defended by two other enthusiasts, 
one of whom quoted a colour supplement ("It is a game suffused with fury, poetry, action 
and drama; a game made in heaven"), the other the now redundant Rhoades Rugger
song, whose strains, along with those of the Carmen, after go years of continuous perform
ance, may never be heard again: 

"Conquer or die", growls the Viking within us, 
"Ay", quoth the Saxon, "but keep the nerves cool"; 

"Fight, but with chivalry", chimes in the Norman, 
"Each play for honour, and all for the School!" 

The Captain of Football ended by proffering his post to the Editor of the Shirburnian, 
who promptly and altruistically accepted; and there the correspondence sadly ended. 

There were eight Senior Students this term. "Senior Students," runs their Charter, 
"are those who, by virtue of distinguished service to House or School, are permitted to 
live out, and thus to be relieved of the pressure of House life and administrative responsi
bility, in order to devote more time to Oxbridge or other examinations," Whilst this system 
had been informally in effect in previous Oxbridge terms, this was the first time that it 
was regularized. Students' basic remaining connection with their Houses was Lunch; 
otherwise they were happily cosmopolitan. In the town they fell under the applicable 
School rules, but out of it they were their own masters. The fact that no student crashed 
his car/motor-cycle, died of lung cancer, or drank himself to death is a signal tribute to 
human nature, and bodes well for the continuation of the scheme: it could be the tentative 
approach to a small and exclusive sixth-form boarding house. 

Headmaster-Vlth form talk-in: on a Thursday afternoon in November the 
Headmaster was brave enough to summon the sixth form together to discuss improve
ments to the buildings_ of the School, with the prospective Appeal in mind. The sixth
form was amazed by its own fecundity of ideas: on the destructive side, a large majority, 
probably suffering from Three Cock withdrawal symptons, cried down an all-weather 
hockey pitch. The rugger stalwarts would prefer another squash court or two (squash 
being a minor sport, there was presumably less fear of competition). More constructively, 
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some better sixth-form facilities were in demand; the Lower Library was suggested as a 
central enough common room, more spacious than theJ.C.R. All library-books meanwhile 
would be centralized in the Chapel, with a permanent Librarian to count them, and 
Services would take place in an all-purpose Globe Theatre, along the lines of Mr. Glen's 
presently shelved plans, which would also serve as a lecture and concert hall, more 
suitable than the Big Schoolroom. Around the Globe Theatre (in School House Garden), 
perhaps, would be landscaped a small park, and a further sixth-form classroom complex 
would be constructed, composed of cheap terrapin units. William Anson was-and still 
is, see later-persuasive in favour of a sixth-form house in the present School House, 
which met of course with howls of righteous disapproval. More soberly, all concurred 
over the necessity first and foremost for improvements of accommodation in present 
Houses, perhaps with a view to incorporating a certain number of bedsitters in each 
House. 

Immediate alterations of fabric have taken place in the private sides of Abbey House, 
with the advent of a new housemaster, and the Green, where fatal dry rot was diagnosed. 
The school workshops have completed their move to the area behind the Bursary; and 
the technological workshop in the Devitt Court will open in January. So will, all other 
things being equal, a block of six studies built on top of the existing outer block of studies 
at Harper House. Heating has at last been installed in the Swimming Pool. 

The days at weekends that junior boys used to spend cavorting in the countryside 
on some bicycle spree, or hiding in some quiet corner of the Upper Library over a book, 
or healthily beating each other up to the sound of Pick of the Pops on the dayroom radio, 
are apparently over: weekend halls, i.e. work set to be done over the weekend, have 
been introduced, to counteract prevalent boredom. N. M.Jacobsen supplies the following 
Progress Report: 

This move was not welcomed by the Shirburnians whom it affected. Keen workers 
though they are, they resented the invasion of their previously uninterrupted weekend. 
From the authorities' point of view, the halls are successful. They help us to occupy 
ourselves on Sundays, which would otherwise have been spent in the Toey, watching 
television. Also, by ensuring that our spare time is cut down, they prevent us from getting 
into trouble and, horror of horrors, otherwise breaking the School Rules. They are 
unsuccessful, in that having work to do anyway over the weekend there seems little point 
in giving us more. Also, they are rarely, if ever, shorter than 35 minutes. One can 
sympathize with the masters' point of view: after all, how can one be expected to do a 
reasonable amount of work in 30 minutes. 

Art. At the end of the term, a third of Mr. Cooper's collages on exhibition in London 
(Drian Galleries Nov. 29-Dec. 18) had been sold. The second exhibition in the Tuck 
Shop Gallery was one by Reg Gammon. A. J. Forbes, who has established himself as 
the Newsboard's art critic, saw its message thus: " ... we must try to preserve our own 
integrity as human beings and this must involve the understanding of the peasant's 
way oflife, his joys, his sorrows, his culture, and his ideals. It is this love oflife rather than 
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living that has inspired, and in turn should be appreciated, in Mr. Gammon's work. I 
personally detest Mr. Gammon's emerald green, I think the figures have become too 
statuesque in some of Mr. Gammon's larger paintings, I also dislike some of the larger 
paintings' obvious darkness. It is all irrelevant compared with this inspiration which he 
successfully does share with us if we accept the offer." The third exhibition, of paintings 
by Anthony Bamber, did not agree with the Forbes taste: "Mr. Bamber seems to be 
heading nowhere and creating pictures that are neither naive nor matured in style, just 
repulsive to the eye to no purpose." 

Adrian Everitt sold a picture at the Sherborne (town) Art Club Exhibition; eight 
artists' work goes up to the Public Schools Art Exhibition in London. 

SHERBORNE SCHOOL DANCE-6th November 1971 

The dance finally got under way in September, after many false starts, and there 
emerged a committee which undertook the organization, to which I would like to record 
thanks-Mr. Hatch, Tom Till, Tim Dyke, Chris Ash and Hamish Macdonald. There 
were others also to whom we were very grateful-the flower arrangers, the food preparers, 
the decorators etc. 

In retrospect, I think the majority of the members of both schools enjoyed the 
occasion, although some felt, amidst the chaos of the following morning and the queues 
for flu jabs that it was a lot of effort just for the one evening. Perhaps in the future there 
could be more dances, making them less formal. This, too, might enable many boys to 
get to know more than one girl and vice versa. If the dance was marred at all, it was due 
both to the discotheque operators with a chip on their shoulder about public schools, and 
those boys who were perhaps too immature to have been invited to a dance where ample 
drink was available. However, relations with the Girls' School survived it all, and I hope 
we will see more dances in the future. 

WEDNESDAY AFTERNOON ACTIVITIES: towards a round-up 

Ornithology 

David Fursdon 

Mr. ·Wilson escorts eight bird-watchers to the Yeo, Sherborne Park, even as far as 
Sutton Bingham, pointing out common birds and a few rarer ones: "finds" have included 
a kite and a dead swan. 

Surveying 
The Biology Department has persuaded four fifth-form Geographers to make a 

contour map of Holway \Vood-maybe even the beginnings of inter-departmental 
co-operation! 

Archaeology 
Five boys with l\Ir. Gibb and Mr. Leach have unearthed various fragments of 

earthenware by the Lower Library and pieced them together: but nothing of special 
interest has been found. Yet. 
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Police Course 

The fourteen boys taking advantage of this course have heard lectures from Police 
social workers, been shown relevant films, and have attended a Session in the public 
gallery. 

Community Service 
The afternoon is spent clearing old people's gardens, working in the almshouses, 

and the like. Eight take part under the joint supervision of the Chaplain and Mr. Morton. 

Beekeeping 
Mr. Gates seems to have started a profit-making organization, whose eager members, 

glad to down tools (they are laying concrete to protect their hives against mouse attack), 
request one to disregard the ubiquitous dead bees, and tell one proudly of their expedition 
to South Wales, where they have part ownership of some hives, which yielded them 28 lb. 
of honey. 

Fly Tying 
Mr. Gallia teaches six keen fishermen how to save 5!p per ordinary fly, or 35p per 

salmon fly, having first invested £r .25. The art involves considerable finesse ("take 4-5 
strands golden Pheasant feather ... " etc.) and a great deal of time. 

Bridge 
Bridge has been turned into a sociable game by the 20 or so taking part. Mr. Door 

has coached all to a medium standard, and a few to something better. 

Other activities 

Chemists make perspex, terylene, and cellulose, physicists make themselves amplifiers, 
biologists water seeds on cotton wool; many draw, paint, make pots, and print, musicians 
practise, and a few wet-suited canoeists turn turtle in the swimming-pool. Railway 
modellers send up hot air balloons ( !), the School's boats are maintained and canoes are 
built, and trees are planted in Holway Wood. 

Mr. Leach would welcome any constructive ideas for additions to the already 
comprehensive list of Wednesday afternoon activities. 

Charles Tomson 

The C.C.F. 
It is now two years since the C.C.F. became voluntary. That time has not been 

without its difficulties, but a clearer picture is beginning to emerge of what can and should 
be done within a voluntary organization. 

Dealing only with the past term, Wednesday afternoons have been used for basic 
training in drill, map reading, shooting and weapon handling, self-reliance, battlecraft 
and signalling. This led to some successful tests at the end of term, despite the few who 



THE SHIRBURNIAN 9 

spent 3 hours lost, orienteering on Bovington Heath. There was a hundred per cent 
success in Battlecraft, aided no doubt by a thick mist which effectively prevented the 
enemy from being seen from more than 25 yards. The R.N. section also had considerable 
success in Proficiency. 

Field Day weekend was seriously upset by the games programme, but a fairly large 
party went to Dartmoor camping, climbing and trekking. Others tackled the rope 
course and assault course at Bovington. The Royal Navy went to Portland and the 
R.A.F. went flying at Lyneham. 

Visitors have included a troop from 5 Light Regiment, Royal Artillery, and a R.N. 
party of underwater demolition experts. Both gave interesting and professional demon
strations, which were much appreciated. The R.A.F. have also been visited by the 
British Aircraft Corporation training team. 

On Sundays a keen group of about a dozen have continued parascending training at 
Henstridge. Despite the odd casualty, it has been greatly enjoyed. A C.C.F. shooting 
team has been re-formed and have been practising most half-holidays with the aim of a 
return to Bisley at a later date. 

Further activities are planned for the future, of which it is hoped boys will take 
advantage by joining the C.C.F. for a short or long time as the case may be. 

].P.R. 

COMMUNITY SERVICE 

Community Service at Sherborne has not been as successful in the field of visiting 
in the past year as once it was. There are, however, some 30 elderly people being visited 
1n the town by boys from the School: though even more boys are required since new names 
are added to the list and visitors leave. \Vork with Coldharbour Hospital has gone very 
well. The Handshake Club, which takes place every Saturday afternoon in the \Vestbury 
Hall, was well-attended: the Club provides a good opportunity for people from all the 
local schools to meet and mix with some of the less privileged members of the community. 

This term has seen the breakthrough, after many months of delay, of the Neville 
Society. This Society was formed by the Schools of Sherborne to encourage discussion 
by a larger number than merely the school representatives on S.Y.C.O.S.S. of problems 
in social work. There will be the occasional open meeting with a talk on some general 
aspect of the work, which, it is hoped, will be well-attended. 

A Sponsored 'Valk is being planned for next Summer Term, in aid of Coldharbour 
Hospital's Swimming Pool Appeal and the Save the Children Fund. Those who went 
on the last walk in 703 will be interested to know that the Minibus for Coldharbour, 
bought with £moo of the money raised, was eventually delivered and presented in 
December. 

Finally: social work is not merely an occupation for freaks, everyone can play some 
part. Community Service is on the way back up in the School, but it does need support. 

Nigel Williams 

SOCIETIES 
At the Biology Society Dr. Penman, sometime ophthalmic surgeon, talked on The 

Eye, and Dr. Butler, from the Institute of Marine Biology's Research Station at Plymouth, 
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on Marine Biology; at the Duffers J. M. J. Darke interpreted Don Juan, Mr. Omar 
Pound Some Persian Poetry, and A. R. Attwood Lewis Carroll; the Geography Society 
was addressed by Dr. Ian Scargill, of Oxford University, on the Common Market and the 
geographical implications of Britain's entry, Mr. Curtis, of Bristol University, on Drainage 
and Irrigation in Holland and Iraq, and Mr. Barrow, Chief Planner, Hampshire County 
Planning Department, on Planning in the Southampton region: T. J. G. Ash and 
J. M. C. Jefferies also led a discussion group on The Environment as Perceived; at the 
Green Ribbon Club Dr. Serge Wolff spoke on Mongolia, A. T. Hopkinson gave a 
Commune Centenary Lecture, M. L. Bridges spoke on Herbert Spencer and Mr. John 
Myerscough, of Sussex University, on The History of \Vhat Didn't Happen, Monsieur 
Busson on the 1968 Revolution, R. M. Constant and W. B. Anson on De Gaulle, all 
finally pooling their efforts and creative talent for An Imperial Evening; apud lnterpretes 
autem facundissime contionari domm. T. J. W. B. de Stoicis, C. W. M.-I. (vir doct.) de 
Demosthene, C. M. J. de imperatorum cultu N. J. D.-que de Phoebo; at the James 
Rhoades there was a play-reading of Chekhov's The Bear and A Jubilee, J. R. L. spoke 
on Australian Education, and J. Parker-Jones, J. K. Selby, E. D. Wilson, and D. J. 
Wilson gave an illustrated talk on the School's Trip to Russia 1971; at the Music Club 
Mr. Patrick Heazell, Headmaster of Hazelgrove, talked on Britten, and J. J. C. Coldwell 
on Mahler, and fourteen members gave a concert in the Old Music School; at the 
Philosophes R. S. G. discoursed on Trollope, J. D. Fox on America, and A. R. Higgins 
on Ulster with J. M. C. Evans on Corsica; at the Polyglots M. G. W. spoke on 
Georg Buchner, S. F. W. on Ionesco's La Le;on, and A. E. R. on Anouilh's Antigone; at 
the United Services Club, N. J. Danell spoke on the Battle of Jutland, and General 
Cordingley on Nuclear Warfare; and at the Whitehead Society N. D. Miller spoke on 
Science and Metascience, NL J. H. on the School's new computer, Mr. Lans Aleeson of 
the Open University on Problem Solving, and George Polya's film Let us Teach Guessing 
was shown. 

THE DUFFERS 

The oldest and-unmistakably-the most distinguished of societies has yet much 
life, vigour and enthusiasm in it, which are based as much on informality and a convivial 
atmosphere as on the formal tradition of an institution with roots deep in the past. The 
continuing development of the society has been insured not simply by the increasing 
informality of the papers that have been delivered (Latin tags have gone-and no-one 
in 1900 could possibly have given a paper on Edith Sitwell) but also by the movement of 
the society away from an official school basis and into an increasingly independent 
position; formerly the society moved from House to House for its meetings, but now it 
gains both continuity and homeliness from its setting at Holm Oak in Tinney's Lane. 
Instead of sumptuous feasts laid on by the Houses in their rivalries, coffee is served; but 
nonetheless a faint tinge of the Victorian and Edwardian ages still colours the atmosphere, 
if only because all present are expected to speak coherent English rather than indulge in 
more modern forms of communication. 

Long may the society benefit in the future from such standards, derived from both 
past and present. 

Antony Attwood 
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features 
THE BECKETT ROOM 

by G. G. S. 

II 

Here repose about one thousand old volumes many of which have been in the 
possession of the School since the seventeenth century. \Ve have a bill to prove it: 
"London, June 28, 1687'' and at the end of a long list of items Robert Clavell, the book
seller, adds a paragraph about the unaccountable doings of James II. The most expensive 
purchase was "I K of Spain's Bible 8 vols. folio ... £14 o o". This magnificent polyglot 
Bible (printed by Christopher Plantin, Antwerp 1572) is as rare as it is handsome: most 
of Plantin's folios were drowned on their way from Antwerp to Spain. We have many 
other Bibles and Bible Texts: a "breeches" Bible "imprinted at London by Christopher 
Barker, printer to the Queene's most.excellent Maiestie, 1586". On p. 435 a seventeenth 
century hand has recorded: "The King came through the Narnpwick [Nantwich] 
August the 17th, 1651". A few days later Charles II was defeated at Worcester and 
afterwards hid for a time at the village of Trent, a couple of miles from Sherborne. There 
are other connections with the Civil War. A slim volume is entitled: "Militarie instruc
tions for the Cavallrie or rules and directions for the service of Horse ... Cambridge 
1632". The date "December 2, 1641" suggests that the owner, judging that war was 
inevitable, decided to give himself appropriate instruction. The student can follow the 
course of the war in a magnificent three-volume first edition of Clarendon's "History of 
the Rebellion", Oxford, 1704. \Ve have a large collection of books about travel. 
"America, being the latest and most accurate description of the New \Vorld ... Adom'd 
with maps and sculptures by John Ogilby Esq. His Majesty's Cosmographer, Geographick 
Printer and Master of the Revels in the Kingdom of Ireland ... London, 167 r ". This 
volume, in fine condition, would be enviously sought after in the New \Vorld. Our 
indefatigable (I checked the spelling in our first edition of Johnson's Dictionary) Master 
of the Revels also produced companion volumes on Africa and Britannia-the last is a 
seventeenth century AA book: "Sherborn, A. S. Scire burn, hath a good Free-School, 
Founded by King Edward the 6th ... Nigh unto Evil [Yeovil!] is Camalet Hill of a 
steep and difficult access on whose top is the ruins of an Antient Castle with triple Rampiers 
and deep Ditches, call'd by the People King Arthur's Palace". If you get tired of travel 
you can read about witches: "The displaying of supposed Witchcraft, wherein is affirmed 
that there are many sorts of Deceivers and Imposters and divers persons under a passive 
Delusion of Melancholy and Fancy. But that there is a Corporeal League made betwixt 
the Devil and the Witch or that he sucks on the Witches Body ... or that Witches are 
turned into Cats, Dogs, raise Tempests, or the like, is utterly denied and disproved. 
\\Therein also is handled the existence of Angels and Spirits ... the force of Charms and 
Philters; with other abstruse matters, by John \Vebster, Practitioner in Physick, London 
r 677". When you have settled your mind on the subject of witches you might like to 
study one of the earliest books on what is now called "communication": "An essay towards 
a real character and a philosophical language by John Wilkins ... for the Royal Society, 
London, 1668". A little philosophy? What about Bodin, "De Republica", Paris, 1586: 
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or Locke, "An Essay concerning Humane Understanding", London 1695. Some poetry? 
"The works of Mr. Abraham Cowley, London 1681" or "Poems ... written by the thrice 
noble, illustrious and excellent princess the Duchess of Newcastle, London 1668", one of 
the first volumes of verse published in English by a woman. You wish to strengthen your 
protestant convictions? Try Philip Marney, "The Mysterie of lniquitie, that is to say 
the Historie of the Papacie Englished by Samson Lennard, London 1612". Exhausted 
by all this study (although you will have hardly scratched the surface of the resources of 
the Beckett Room) you will need a little light refreshment. This (according to taste) you 
might find in the saucier passages of Creech's Lucretius, in the twelve volumes of the 
State Trials, in Ackermann's "Public Schools": or possibly, in the company of musical 
friends-Altus, Discantus, Tenor, Bassus, Quinta Vox, Sexta Vax-you might like to 
sing some of the "Selectissimae Cantiones, quae vulgo motetas vacant ... per excel
lentissimum Musicum Orland um di Lassus", printed in Germany in 1588. What offers? 

PROPOSAL FOR A SIXTH-FORM HOUSE 

The personal view of William Anson 

· FoJlowing the article for the Newsboard, I wish to reiterate some of the arguments 
for a sixth form house at Sherborne. The idea is not original; I understand that it has 
been pressed for a long time through antiquity. The ease of a further conversion of School 
House, probably costing £20,000, admirably placed for libraries, classrooms etc. is never 
so apparent as now, at the beginning of what should be a massive capital influx. 

The reasoning for the House is largely defensive, in as much as it will be external 
events that will force the pace of change in Sherborne. The new pattern of education 
emerging--of sixth-form education in colleges whose academic strength could be com
parable with ours-is bound to reflect on the approach that the school takes to further 
development. I don't doubt that this sixth-form education will be inferior to Sherborne, 
but it will be bound to be more attractive to the exam-/inflation-conscious parent. 

Sherborne is flushed by the waiting-list figures and has the sure belief that £200,000 

is needed for it to be the nearest thing to heaven yet invented. It might fail to see that it 
survives on a brilliant academic staff, that Oxbridge awards are its strongest contribution 
to national education, taking into account the kind of atmosphere necessary to those gains. 
Public School be damned! It is the intellect displayed here that is most important. If 
the sixth-form were to dwindle in size and the working atmosphere were to drift off to 
a big flashy block in Yeovil, Sherborne could find itself with 70 Physics Laboratories and 
15 underground swimming pools and yet a "For Sale" notice outside. 

Intelligent men will only remain attracted by one asset. Not the fine old hamstone 
but the few brilliant boys that act as catalysts for thought that stir the minds of many 
whose capacity for original thought is small but desire to learn is great. These boys often 
have a tiresome habit of provoking criticism of the School-a phenomenon which is often 
confused with revolution etc-but their loss wiJI mean a depressing decline in Sherborne 
thought. It is against the interest of the majority that these boys should leave, through 
request, compulsion, or desire, for the mass of minds is nothing without those who, in a 
few words, can stir us from our routine. Some, believing in the necessity of stability and 
order, forget that this is nothing without the vitality of the few to offset it. It is the duty 
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of those who maintain the structure never to forget that they run the School as much as a 
stage staff runs a play. That fact has been forgotten in the past to the great detriment of 
the members; many who had proved themselves highly capable of continuing this, the 
only important, the intellectual tradition, continued their education elsewhere. 

The Sixth Form House will come of necessity. It is the only way of maintaining the 
five year age span as harmonised to the necessity of sixth-form privilege. The site should 
be chosen so as to accommodate most of the sixth-form, the remainder being the link 
with the Houses and fulfilling the prefectorial role by rota. The position chosen should 
be as central as possible for convenience and to prevent any split developing with the 
School. 

As an integral unit, whose principle would be pre-university and not post-common 
entrance, it would be able to conceive a system of regulations more suited for the future 
situation of University. This difficulty could not be solved by the ordinary House at 
present. 

The effect would be as extraordinary as one wished to make it. The sixth-former 
could be allowed the same ruling as the University student with little chance of harmful 
effect. He could be allowed to indulge in those habits peculiar to the ].C.R. and most 
housemasters, to abandon his highly expensive uniform, to organise his own time according 
to his particular work programme, in fact to act in a similar fashion to the university 
student, and, dare I say it, to make some decisions. 

It would appear that I am painting a vision of freedom gone wild despite the fact 
that these are the conditions under which most people, not just students, live; namely 
the overriding necessity of work but the freedom to organise in accordance with one's 
individual characteristics. In fact I am only suggesting a type of education designed for 
the typical conditions which most will live under, and one which is extremely feasible. 

I hope that the idea will continue to be thought worthy of discussion even if this 
particular article proves to be an unrewarding approach. 

HALF-TERM PARIS TRIP: Oct 27-31: TWO VIEWS 

I 
Leaving Sherborne by train about twenty minutes after the official School Train, 

we had an hour to spend in London before the departure of our "connection" from 
Fenchurch Street. The Tantra exhibition was recommended: the art and habits of the 
Tantrika-a man who regards "human ecstasy" as the summum bonum, the catalogue 
said. 

Fenchurch Street was a disappointment, but the Kia-Ora Hotel, at 'Vestcliff-on
Sea, was not: it was "provincial", perhaps-plastic doilies and Aspidistras-but very 
clean, and well-kept. Then came the first petty excitement: tension mounted and almost 
turned to hostility as the members of the party were allotted to rooms (no-one wanting to 
display any enthusiasm to share a room with anyone else). 

At eight o'clock the next evening we were in Paris, after a flight from Southend and 
a train-journey from Le Touquet. After unpacking in the nineteenth century Parisian 
hotel, it was off to Notre Dame, floodlit (in fact the discretion of this lighting demonstrated 
well how gaudy are the Sherborne Abbey lights). 
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At a quarter to twelve on the Sunday, we assembled at the Hotel, and took a bus to 
the Station, and flew back. In Le Touquet airport there was rather a shortage of francs, 
until it was discovered English Currency could be used, when there was also rather a 
shortage of shillings. 

And for the two days between, there was Paris. Little can be said about this, for the 
party split up, and scattered to the various exhibitions and sights, or cafes and restaurants 
in the evening. There were extremely helpful tours of various places, for instance part of 
the Louvre with Mr. Clark, or Versailles with Mr. Barker. And what can be said? That 
the Louvre was very big, and had a beautifully decorated exterior. That parts of Versailles 
were grander than Nancy Mitford seemed to make out, and that the gardens with their 
classical statues, as we saw them, in an autumn twilight, demonstrated well that grandeur 
can be beautiful. Our thanks to Mr. and Mrs. Clark, and Mr. and Mrs. Barker, for 
organizing a very enjoyable holiday. (A stranger on the train from Le Touquet was 
heard to declare "Really, taking a party of schoolboys to Paris for a weekend can't be 
much of a holiday".) Suffice it to say that 32 or so boys who spent their half-term in 
Paris, speaking French like Chaucer's prioress-"after the scale of Stratford atte Bowe, 
for Frenssh of Paris was to hire unknowe"-did have a holiday, and we hope their guides 
did too. 

G. M. ]. Taylor 

II 
Last summer I learnt how only half the museums in Brussels are open per day. I 

didn't expect the same situation in the Louvre, however I found the Louvre Oriental 
Department, which is both large and famous, closed. I was surprised when I fell into 
crowds of policemen emerging into the crisp morning mist, still chewing their breakfasts, 
from the side entrance to the Oriental Department and walking away to squadrons of 
buses and army trucks drawn up in the back yard of the Louvre. ·walking past the other 
entrance to the Oriental Department I saw inside not the Samurai armour but rows of 
riot helmets and shields on pegs surrounded by benches laden with corps boots. The 
Oriental Department of the Louvre and, as I later found out, the under half of nearly 
all the large buildings in the centre of Paris are no more than huge police barracks, 
arsenals and storehouses. All down the Champs-Elysees mysterious dark-blue buses 
(National police, the back-bone of the French counter-riot forces), smaller light-blue and 
white buses, army trucks, detention vans, landrovers, radio-cars, motorbikes all haunt the 
kerb-sides. 

"What are you waiting for?" 
"For the students, for a fight." 
''"Who are they protesting against?" 
"The government, don't blame them." 
"When are they planning to come today?" 
"Not at all, just waiting in case they do." 
"Every day?" 
"Every day." 
Inside the buses just a quantity of bored fed-up "policemen" drinking coffee out of 

flasks. There are, of course, also rifles for everyone, shields, helmets, gas and gas-masks, 
ammunition-crates, water-cannon etc. Who for? To direct the tourists? Is that who they 
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are all ready for? Is there something rising up again under the the smooth face of the 
centre of Europe, or is it just that the authorities have got a 1968 complex? 

Part of the force I saw on the Champs-Elysees was there for Breznev-" ... Leonid 
Breznev n'est pas le bienvenu en Paris: 30 compagnies de C.R.S. 15 brigades de 
gendarmes-mobiles et ]'ensemble de la police parisienne--c'est beaucoup pour proteger 
sa Limousine .... " 

However what I saw later had nothing to do with him and is likely to happen some
where in the Latin Quarter every evening. 

Lights shone out onto the pavement from the warm sparkling centre of the cafe. 
Then, turning into the block of the alleys around the church of St. Severin the black hills 
of appartements suddenly rise above the narrow pathway. The tall obelisk of the book
shop, Gerard Jeune, looms over on the right. Only the bottom, political objects, floor 
and the basement record department are open. The lines of Marx, Lenin, Ho Chi Minh, 
Mao, those about Dreyfus, the morale of the French Army in the Second World War, 
Bolshevism, Bolivia, Chile, etc., spew onto the pavements of the Place St. Michel. Even 
children's books are filled with anti-imperialism/pigs/establishment tints. Turning again 
to the alleyways, suddenly I am hit by a man with a child. "Oh la la" he murmurs and 
rushes on with his child. "Oh la la" repeats itself down the two pavements either side of 
the deep alleyway stretching into the maze on the St. Severin area. A Blue Streak 
marches down the centre. Vizors down, truncheons and shields ready, the corps boots 
stamping the ground, rise above the noise on the two pavements, either side fleeing out 
to the Boulevard St. Michel. The deep smoking restaurants, Chinese and Far Eastern, 
suddenly fill with standing fugitives. Ten newspaper sellers from the Le Harpe-St. 
Severin crossroad wander up between the two crushed pavements. They turned for no 
reason at all, and waddled slowly back to their buses in Place St. Michel. Once again 
the streets filled and the newspaper revolutionaries carried their papers high above the 
swirling, head-filled crossroads. Their voices rise above the crowd like those of chanting 
Buddhist monks, somehow totally contrary to the hot static spirit of those cramped spirits 
of the Latin Quarter. Beside the church of St. Severin and the cinema showing a film 
about Algiers. Eggs suddenly hiss through the air and land splattering on the clean blue 
uniforms pushing up the alley. This time the crowd is in the middle, blocking the alley. 
The blue mass momentarily enters the other mass and then recedes under jeers and hoots, 
with two prisoners. Hoarse shouts, police sirens and scuffling running lights fill the street. 
All this under the roof of the church of St. Severin, which commemorates the 6th century 
hermit who lived here in the countryside by the slow-flowing River Seine. 

"Now, put on your coat and make for the nearest cinema: look at their deadly love
making on the screen: isn't it better in real life? Make up your mind to learn to 
love. Then during the interval, when you see the first advertisements come on, pick 
up your tomatoes, or, if you prefer, your eggs, and chuck them, then get out into the 
streets, and peel off the latest Government proclamations until underneath you 
discover the message on May and June 1968. Stay a while in the streets. Look at 
the passers-by and remind yourself the last word has not yet been seen. Then act. 
Act with others, not for them. l\fake the revolution here and now. It is your own. 
C'est pour toi-meme que tu fais la revolution." 

Cohn-Bendit brothers: Obsolete Communism-the Left Wing Alternative. 
A. J. Forbes 
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• music 
Niall Hoskin 

Music this term has infiltrated several areas of the School hitherto deprived of such 
influences. One need only think of items, strictly out of context in this report, such as 
the production of the Fantasticks, where words (and music) spoke as loudly as actions; 
or the new trend of music being "commissioned" for School occasions, as with Mr. Davies' 
songs in the post-Oxbridge plays, or Mr. Witchell's "March Imperial", which had its 
premiere at a meeting of the Green Ribbon Club. But, on the purely musical scene, the 
variety of music has been bewildering, ranging in content from Stockhausen-like per
cussion music in the Informal Concert to some of the best Beethoven playing the School 
can have heard, from the Amadeus Quartet. 

Malcolm Binns' piano recital began the term, with a catholic programme which 
mercifully avoided Bach and Scarlatti. He showed himself more than equal to the techni
cal difficulties of Beethoven's "Tempest" Sonata, with its swift alterations of reflective 
Largo with impetuous Allegro in the first movement. If the slow movement showed up 
his tendency to over-indulge in rubato, he otherwise showed great perception. Schumann's 
brilliant early "Carnival" was played with great intensity, and among the episodes 
"Valse Noble" and "Papillons" stood out as receiving a sympathetic reading. But a 
scene such as the final "Marche des Davidsbtindler contre Jes Philistins" surely demands 
of the listener an appreciation of Schumann's philosophy, a fact which tended to make 
the work a little inaccessible. Debussy's "Children's Corner" Suite afforded an amusing 
contrast and although I felt rather uneasy after three of these pieces, with their quizzical 
syncopations and enigmatic endings, I came to appreciate the underlying quiet lyricism. 
Mr. Binns' virtuosic rendering of Liszt's Two Legends did not conceal the fact that they 
are rather a lot of trees and very little wood. He had already proven his digital agility 
to us, and I felt we could have done without the Abbe's pseudo-\Vagnerian rantings, even 
if they were played impeccably. However, pianist and audience enjoyed the final Hun
garian Rhapsody, as well as a Chopin Nocturne played as an encore, where Mr. Binns 
seemed finally in his element. 

The Bournemouth Sinfonietta concert on October I 4th suffered principally 
from the vagaries of an abstruse programme planner. The orchestra, under George 
Hurst, played with great technical ability some well-defined string ensemble and attractive 
wind tone, apparent in the Mozart and Haydn works, even if it was veiled by the B.S.R. 
acoustic. The viola concertos themselves presented a problem, considering the instru
ment's tonal qualities. This was not helped by a soloist who, used to orchestral playing, 
was unprepossessing to the point of reticence. Peter Lamb's concerto, a recent work, 
is written in a style reminiscent of Malcolm Arnold, leaning heavily on the dramatic 
aspects of the concerto style, such as contrasts between solo and tutti passages. Telemann's 
beautiful G major concerto demonstrated Anthony Byrne's admirable tone, and the 
orchestra closed the evening with a performance of Haydn's Symphony No. 86 which 
justified this unassuming choice. On the whole then, an enjoyable concert, if a little too 
diverse for some. 
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Only a few members of the School attended a concert given to the Bournemouth 
branch of the Incorporated Society of Musicians on Saturday October 16th, and it 
became rather a select affair. Some items had been performed successfully before: such 
were the Beethoven clarinet trio or the quintet for piano and wind, or the Poulenc 
clarinet sonata. But there was some fine oboe-playing from]. F. G. Booth in the Marcello 
concerto. The high-point was indubitably the first movement of Shostakovich's sonata 
for 'cello and piano, played by A. T. Hopkinson and Mr. Witchell, where virtuosic 
demands remained nonetheless compatible with a lyrical melancholy atmosphere. It is a 
pity such a concert was not better supported. 

Considerations of attendance were of a different importance at the International 
Evening of Dancing and Music, when members of the School abetted a group of 
Indian, Tibetan, and Thai children from the Pestalozzi village. An over-full Big School
room witnessed dancing which I feel unqualified to judge, as it constitutes part of a 
culture so alien to our own. As for the "European" part of the programme, it ranged from 
premature airings of two House part-songs, one by Handel, to pseudo-Bach on four 
clarinets; and from a blues for clarinet, tenor sax and bass to parts of Joseph Horovitz' 
Music Hall Suite: perhaps this was no comprehensively international mixture, but 
certainly it afforded the greatest possible contrast with the dancing. 

The House Singing Competition on Monday October 25th was less of an amateur 
affair than usual: some members of the School even claimed to enjoy other houses' 
efforts. Mozart, Bizet and Gershwin were plundered for the House Unison Songs, which 
also included a couple of inevitable Sea Fevers. The part songs varied from the sixteenth 
to twentieth century. In a field far from closed, the judges finally awarded the Glee Cup 
to the Digby's very musical rendering of Orazio Vecchi's "Canzonetta". Their 
"Ethiopia Saluting the Colours" (surely the most rambling song ever to have been placed 
in the competition?) shared the Shout Cup with Abbey House's "The Roadside Fire". 
It is to be hoped that the trend away from Ireland and Co. will be continued in later 
competitions, for, to quote Orazio Vecchi, "Sweet are the sounds that music can awaken". 

The Informal Concert on November 15th was opened by the Second Orchestra, 
a string body of relatively inexperienced players. It is to Mr. Davies' credit that their 
playing is of a high standard. They played the melancholy passacaglia from Walton's 
"Falstaff" music-here the practice of playing second violins opposite firsts afforded 
great clarity in the inner parts, thickened out by a continuos piano-unspecified in the 
programme? Insistence on individual parts also helped in \Voodhouse's "Humoreske", 
where the lower string's pizzicato formed a solid basis for another "dialogue" piece. 
Among the pianists, D. B. Tyrrell stood out with a very perceptive reading of the first 
movement of Beethoven's sonata Op. 27 No. 1; while J. M. Foster's technique coped 
effortlessly with Beethoven's Rondo in C, a tumultuous work of the middle period, which 
virtually amounts to a set of variations. A. L. James presented us, without apparent 
comment, with Debussy's "Serenade lnterrompue'', an enigmatic work combining 
orchestral registrations reminiscent of "Soiree clans Grenobe" with a sardonic sense of 
humour. Wind players demonstrated the possible variety in the tone of their instruments. 
The two flautists were C. V. Howard, who played parts of Bach's Suite No. I with 
delicate phrasing, although his lower register was swamped by the accompaniment; 
while]. E. Bridger's playing of Mozart's Andante in C was more tentative, although he 
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gained confidence for the cadenza. J. P. S. Burn and N. P. Hoskin vied with each other 
in producing fireworks on the clarinet in Rimsky-Korsakov's "Flight of the Bumble Bee" 
and Weber's Grand Duo Concertant-a consideration the present reviewer necessarily 
finds it difficult to resolve! The concert ended significantly with experimental music for 
percussion. T. G. Tudor-Williams' rather disparate "Annihilation" served to emphasise 
the tight rhythmic control and well-d@'fined tonal effects of George Self's works. Can we 
hope for more admission of such less traditional items into later programmes? 

Opinions about the Amadeus Q.uartet's concert on November 27th are still 
contradictory. I found the evening uneven mostly because of the programme imposed 
on the players. The tensions within this ensemble are infamous, and eminently suited 
the quartet to Haydn or Beethoven, but surely not to such a potently homogeneous work 
as Dvorak's "American"? Norbert Brainin's dominant character showed through in 
Haydn's quartet, but it was this same near antagonism which catalysed an electrifying 
performance of Beethoven's Op. 18 No. 4. Their style of "point-making", by excessive 
rubato and operatic pauses did not, however, suit the Dvorak work, which for me too 
closely resembles the gth Symphony anyway. But beauty of tone reigned supreme at 
least in the cantabile passages of the lento. Their encore item, a Haydn minuet, tended to 
justify the suspicion that the quartet had been playing for themselves rather than for an 
audience. 

The final event of the term was home-grown: the School Concert on December 4th. 
The orchestra, once again augmented, performed two concerto movements and a suite 
of light music by Malcolm Arnold, under the baton of Mr. Ferry. The Haydn 'cello 
concerto, with A. T. Hopkinson as the accomplished soloist, seemed to put more strain 
on the orchestral sections than was evident in the solo part, which was played with 
considerable verve. (Incidentally, a plea from a purely technical point: could not some
thing be arranged to make the wind parts audible? This shortcoming, first evident in 
the Haydn, also dogged later items.) The Arnold suite was very enjoyable to play, and 
seemed to carry the audience with it, possibly by virtue of the prominent appearance of 
unexpected instruments in the kitchen department. Mr. Knott's playing in the Grieg 
piano concerto deservedly outshone all preceding it, reaching its climax in the brilliant 
cadenza, with its fiery Lisztian leaps and rich harmonies. The band supplied the latter 
part with a very ambitious programme. Although the two chosen "Pictures at an 
Exhibition" are not the most exciting of the collection, the attack of the brass-playing in 
"Promenade" was admirably crisp, while the euphonium section (L. E. Randolph and 
Mr. Knott) excelled itself in the lumbering solo in "Bydlo". The theme from "Love Story" 
may have sounded less nostalgic on clarinets than violins, but it was nevertheless sym
pathetically performed. It was a pity for the sake of the Band, which has obviously put 
in a lot of work on this well-presented programme under Mr. Shelley, that "Minuteman" 
is not the most memorable of marches, and at times sounds disjointed. This did not 
detract from some good sectional playing. Overall the concert brought an effective close 
to what has been a very musical term. 
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plays 
The Fantasticks (November 18-20) 

There was this girl, woken each morning by a lark, (or was it a peacock?) and this 
boy who knew the way things were-he dissected violets. 

"The Fantasticks" was unusual, as its title implied, mocking itself and its genre, yet 
with a serious vein in the second half. The resolution of the first act, the Happy Ending, 
was the starting point for a very different mood in the next act. The boy, Matt, learns 
that the lights of the shining world burn when one is too close and the girl, Luisa, is sadder 
and wiser, when El Gallo leaves her, taking with him the mask of romance through which 
she could ignore the suffering of the world. 

A musical such as this depends on two things for its success: firstly an unusually close 
rapport has to be established with the audience, so thay will accept this world of fantasy 
and sentiment and secondly the personalities of the actors become almost as important 
as their ability to act or sing. 

In "The Fantasticks" the principals had sufficient stage-presence to allow the 
necessary relaxed relationship with the audience to be established. 

El Gallo (Niall Hoskin), was outstanding in this respect, a valuable and easy player, 
with a pleasant singing voice, an entirely sympathetic choric bandit, who suffered from 
saddle-rash. His variations on a theme, "It depends on what you pay", were carried off 
with entertaining vigour. 

He had more than capable support from his henchmen in the attempted abduction 
of Luisa. Mortimer (Stephen Latimer), a gangling, lugubrious Indian, performed a 
hilarious, epic death before his master, the posturing Ham Actor (Gareth Tudor-Williams), 
who played with great assurance. 

The two fathers, (Quentin Braddock and Luke Randolph), were both convincing, 
also acting with much verve, while remaining unmistakably Luke Randolph and Quentin 
Braddock. 

Lastly Matt (Martin Garrard) and Luisa (Isabella Jones) extremely difficult parts 
to play, were competently handled, though both appeared slightly tense when singing. 
Luisa deserves great credit for the way she sustained her freshness and ingenuousness. 

The whole cast played with evident enjoyment which, after a somewhat uncertain 
start, soon communicated itself to the audience, aided by tunes many familiar and 
almost all attractive. 

The audience varied intriguingly from night to night; Friday's were entirely res
ponsive, while Saturday's had a keener ear for the innuendo, often unintended. 

It was a new departure for the School. It seemed to be in a direction of which the 
audience approved. The cast and director (R.S.G.) must be congratulated on its success, 
may this lead to further experimental ventures in drama. 

P.M.H.W. 

Post-Oxbridge Plays (December 8) 

The hall was packed and the audience expectant of a frolicsome end of term enter
tainment. Under these circumstances the ambiguous nature of the programme in its 
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contrast between the serious and the sublimely frivolous was destroyed by the determin
ation of the audience to find amusement in every action. The first play-Sweeniy Agonistes, 
produced with serious intellectual insight by Jamie Darke-was appreciated without 
being really understood. The uncompleted play is in fact a concise but expressive por
trayal of lack of communication and accompanying themes. The reaction of the audience 
can either be interpreted as affirmation of the theme or else an optimistic reassessment of 
life in comic terms. The sketches, including Breath by S. Beckett, intended to be comic, 
were accepted as such and were well done. The Pantomime, entitled Jack and the 
Genestalk, having its first and probably its last performance, was a triumph of modern 
tongue in cheek comedy. Unfailingly amusing or "sick" with some good acting it deserved 
its rapturous reception. In future, however, the spirit of the Post-Oxbridge plays will 
have to be more clearly defined. 

A.T.H. 

Other plays performed on the Big Schoolroom Stage were La Leyon and Antigone, pre
sented on their annual visit by the Troupe Francaise (November 30), but apparantly 
not up to their usual high standard of performance. On December 8, three more "comical" 
plays were presented, this time by members of the Lower School, and ably produced by 
Messrs. Glen and Wellby, descriptively enough entitled It should happen to a dog, about 
Jonah, A Resounding Tinkle, about a play, and Shaw's Passion, Poison and Petrifaction. 

lectures 
Peter Hain and the Role of Liberalism 

23 September 1971 (Adrian Hopkinson) 

In view of his calm and rational approach to problems for which he has rational 
solutions, it is surprising that Peter Hain did not seem to win more converts in the School. 
He spoke fluently and held the attention without relying on sensationalism. His panoramic 
view of politics ranges over all the topical issues from apathy of the voters towards central 
politics through ideals of a more popular approach to capitalism-capitalism and 
mutualism-to consideration of the ironies of progress as demonstrated in the cut-backs 
on public transport. Many of his ideals were universally acceptable although their 
practicality was more open to question. For example, he expressed his wish to revitalise 
democracy by informalising power and bringing more issues down for regional discussion 
by the "people"-in other words, "popular politics", instead of a consultation once 
every five years, depending on whether it is "stop" or "go" at the time. However, to 
accept such a recipe curtails the likelihood of government initiative, in many ways 
curtailed enough already: similarly, with his scheme for mutualist investment societies, 
a possible replacement for the stock exchange. It was quite clear from what Peter Hain 
said later on that evening that he had not himself worked it out, and that the scheme 
was in no way workable. 

The discussion was lively, particularly in the question of whether the Liberal Party 
was dead. Peter Hain revealed himself as adept as other politicians at side-stepping 
questions rather than admitting he didn't know the answer. Ideals shone brightly through 
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his talk, but practicality was lamentably lacking-but then he sees the Young Liberals 
as a ginger group and not an alternative government. As such he was very welcome in 
Sherborne. 

Sidney Harrison: The Fingerprints of the Great Composers 
30 September 1971 (Adrian Hopkinson) 

Although delivering a supposedly junior lecture, Sidney Harrison gave some insights 
into piano playing valuable for any musician. His quick guide to recognition of "finger
prints" of the masters was lucid and entertaining: Beethoven's dramatic openings, 
Mozart's accompaniment figures, Chopin's harmonies and Liszt's trills. The imitations 
of his own pupils which interspersed the talk came as second nature to him. Particularly 
revealing, though I suppose obvious when one thinks about it, were his remarks on 
"beautiful touch" and "beautiful tone"-timing is the all-important factor, nothing 
else, besides the mechanical effects of the hammer hitting the strings. 

Among the pieces he played to illustrate his lecture were de Falla-"Ritual Fire 
Dance", and the lst movement of Beethoven's "Pathetique" Sonata. 

Hans Keller: Plink-Plonk Music 
7 October 197 l (Adrian Hopkinson) 

Hans Keller's lecture was excellent for the following five reasons, all of equal impor
tance and which pervaded his forty-three minute talk: intellect, sentence structure, 
content, authoritative approach, and entertainment value; with only one factor telling 
against, namely, a loose use of language in a rather poetic style, which would have 
enabled Hans Keller, if he had so chosen, to prove that black is white and white black. 
The reviewer 1s left struggling to trace the thread of reason which must originally have 
linked the whole series of outrageous remarks together. Complication was piled upon 
complication by a refusal to define "Plink-Plonk" music, justified by the assertion that 
definition destroys thought. In sentences which lasted five minutes and which were syn
tactically perfect in a Germanic way, with the added punctuation of the flick of cigarette 
ash, we were led, in inverse chronological order, most of the way to consideration of the 
thematic concentration of\Vebern-Plinks with very few Plonks-and the senselessness of 
Stockhausen. The wonders of the latter were lucidly explained-the attempt to be new 
conflicting with the necessity of using an old idiom of communication for communication 
to take place at all. Communication has developed in turn into stimulation: witness 
Stockhausen's attempt to stimulate individual responses to distorted Beethoven. Although 
the response of many people would be to tum the gramophone off (there are quite a few 
Stockhausen admirers in the School), Hans Keller did persuade me at least that this 
would be "three-quarters unreasonable". ·Modern creators of music are in the gargantuan 
process of giving birth to a new musical era. It is not really surprising that sounds of 
musical agony are emitted during this monstrous pregnancy. Hans Keller's explanation 
is intellectually stimulating and we do now have certain very valuable pin-pricks of 
understanding. 

Professor Manning: The Case for South Africa 
21 October 1971 (Christopher Ash) 

Professor Manning served as an antidote to Peter Hain, and spent the first twenty 
minutes of his talk entirely on the defensive. He took the line that, since none of us knew 
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enough about, or had direct experience of, South African affairs, we must not pass 
judgement on the South African government. The function of government was to "keep 
the ship of state on a steady course"; to this end, it appeared, social justice and the long 
term stability of the African continent were secondary. 

He approached the South African question from an historical point of view, tracing 
it back to Boer nationalism. This was the most interesting part of his talk. It brought the 
problem of whether to persuade, coax, or force the Boer minority into acceptance of the 
ideal of racial integration (even assuming integration as the correct aim) into clearer 
perspective. But this was about as far as he got. Never in what he said did there appear 
any convincing reasons that the government was right. It was a pity that none of the 
questioners had a detailed enough knowledge of South African affairs to take Professor 
Manning on equal terms. 

Mr. Crocket: Oxfam in North-East India 
(Richard Millen) 

Mr. Crocket had been to India before the recent disastrous events, particularly the 
Civil War, so the lecture was unfortunately dated, and did not give a very good general 
picture. He illustrated his talk with slides, usually only of the happier aspects of the 
situation, and tried to bring across the harsher, more general facts by power of speech. 
The contrasts of this approach made it difficult to appreciate the reality of the situation. 

However, he brought over well the simplicity of the people, and their generosity, 
though they had little enough to give. He emphasised the need for tractors and similar 
equipment, and for technical training, rather than food and more immediate require
ments. He concentrated throughout on description of Oxfam people and their work, 
without expanding on the general situation, which might have been more informative. 

Commander Youlten: The Attack on. the Zeebrugge 
2 December 1971 (Mark Francis) 

Commander Youlten, aged 78, is one of the only survivors of one of the early naval 
operations in '\Vorld War I. He started his lecture by giving us brief and rather unsure 
reasons for the war; then he seemed to get side-tracked on the history of submarines, 
which I felt had not helped much when he came to his main lecture. 

The aim of the operation was to put the largest German submarine base, at Brugge, 
out of action. The Germans had been attacking and destroying all ships entering Great 
Britain in an attempt to starve the nation out. The harbour was protected by a wall
the Mole-and a strong net. The Mole was packed with guns, and if there was any 
trouble any of the 10,000 troops on shore could cross an aqueduct to the Mole to assist. 
Thus they had first to blow up the aqueduct, second to destroy the Mole, and third to 
block the harbour. 

Commander Y oulten served on the "Vindictive", one of the two ships to assault the 
Mole. In describing the operation he told us everything in relation to this ship, and little 
about the submarine-to blow itself up under the aqueduct-or the three cruisers, which 
were to sink themselves in the mouth of the harbour. So we were not given an altogether 
clear picture of the success of the operation, and many afterwards still seemed to be 
wondering about it. 



DOCTOR REINSHMIDT, I PRESUME 

(an opening extract) 

literary 

H. Salvage 

My story started in London, at the office of the Daily Herald. The wind was blowing 
in fierce gusts, laden with snow, and each step that Evans took, brought in another gush 
of slush through the hole in his left shoe. He shivered as the fresh wave of dampness hit 
the already tingling flesh of his foot. Now he was in Kings Road, and with a sigh of 
relief he dashed across the street and thrust his small, wiry frame at the swing doors in 
a desperate attempt to reach the warmth and safety of the office. Unfortunately things 
did not happen that way, for as he lunged, a rather large and portly gentleman was 
leaving. The door was pushed open just as Evans connected, with the rather alarming 
result that he was flung down the six marble stairs straight into a remarkably full and 
swift-flowing gutter full of water and London muck. He sat up, dazed and muddy, just 
in time to sec the large gentleman hail a taxi, and go cruising gently into the dark. He 
stood up and staggered in, leaving a trail of slime over the plush and rather expensive
looking carpet. An attendant came up to him, and not recognising one of their main 
reporters through the layers of mud, asked him to leave in a rather unpleasant and 
threatening voice. (It was he who would have to clean the carpet.) Oblivious of every
thing Evans swept on having crushed the attendant with a withering glare, and was now 
concentrating on the daring blob of water which trickled down his nose, dropped onto 
his trouser leg, and scampered with juvenile delight down the crease and into the already 
overflowing turnup. He staggered up the stairs and with a sigh of relief flung open the 
door and collapsed onto the bed breathing deeply and clasping his twitching left thigh in 
a desperate attempt to pull himself together. 

Suddenly the telephone shrilled, its raucous jangle sounding vulgar, alien in this 
messy little box of a room. Evans twitched, spilling the water from his left turnup out 
and onto the sheet (he was lying the wrong way round). Dolefully he watched it seep 
through this and into the mattress below. Seconds later all that was left was a dirty 
patch where the dirt was too thick to get through the fine mesh of the sheet. And the 
telephone, the bloody telephone. Suddenly something clicked in his mind, and with a 
wild blow he blindly aimed a massive blow at the unfortunate instrument, with the very 
fixed intention of mashing it to pulp. But for some reason or other, things were just not 
going Evans' way. True, he did hit the telephone; and very hard, but it did not produce 
the desired effect. The instrument was not reduced to a mass of nuts, bolts, springs and 
crushed plastic as he had hoped. Indeed, the ringing did not even falter. Evans, not the 
most intelligent of men, had slightly miscalculated on the strength of the receiver, and now 
he rolled on the floor, clasping his throbbing hand and cursing the day that Alexander 
Graham Bell had even thought of being born. He picked himself up, still nursing his 
injured hand, crossed purposefully over to the telephone and shrieked loud and long into 
the receiver. 

There was a stunned silence at the other end of the line. 



NOTHING 

Crisp snow crunched beneath my sodden shoes. 
My feet made green marks in the crystallized carpet, 
While the river slipped sluggishly by 
Under plates of ice, nonchalant, 
Green grey movement through glass. 

The landscape was blank, 
But bare stark trees pointed dead fingers 
Skywards. 

I waited patiently for something to stir 
In that bleak world 
Outside the warmth of thick clothing 
Spattered with slowly motled snow. 

But nothing happened 
Boredom pressed down on me 
And loneliness swept my mind blank. 

The sky was a grey sheet 
Draped over me 
Without a wrinkle or crease 
Featureless. 

The cold smarted on my face 
And snow slid off stiff gorse 
Pattering on the ground behind me. 

I turned, tense, 
Half expecting something to occur . . . 
Silence. 

The dead landscape seemed to have stopped in time. 
I felt a sense of foreboding, 
And ran. My footsteps echoed on the dead trunks 
But nothing stirred. Nothing ... 
Silence. 

D. H. Wilson 



THE SWAN 

On the lake, all was silent. 
The flies darted and jumped 
In swarms and hazes. 
The sun fell upon the water 
Turning its green, slimy weeds 
Into a palace of glistening velvet. 
The flies were courtiers, their buzz 

C. ]. S. Maxwell 

vVas the hum of conversation in the court. 
As if in fanfare, two ducks sped across the lake 
With flapping wings and eyes wide. 
Then was the King. 
Graceful, majestic, the swan flowed across the sea of flies, 
Who, like humble ants, parted, bowing low. 
The swan's body glistened, white as snow, 
Then the swan had passed, the pond returned. 

THOUGHTS OF A DISABLED ::\JAN 
(inspired by Owen) 

N.]. P. Williams 

It gets dark quick now, it's like that time the curtain blew into the room and made 
me think there was a burglar-the bedclothes protected me though, they were strong, 
they were my pill-box .... 

It was that pill-box that got me here, stuck in this damn chair; those boys sound like 
me-damn legs, you will keep me from a football pitch for ever now .... 

Legs, do you remember the goal against that factory team? Meg was so pleased
she let me kiss her that night, but now she will have to get onto her knees to kiss me .... 

Look at those girls, they are just as pretty as Meg-they haven't got eyes for a cripple, 
and if they did it would only mean they were sorry for me. All right! Take your whole
some men, sleep well tonight-it's not your love or sorrow that is needed; oh but God 
it is .... 

That Sunday School in the glen, a prim lady telling us not to take the Lord's name 
in vain-Meg used to give me all the answers to the questions .... 

They didn't ask questions when these damn legs took me to the recruiting officer; 
Lie, Sign, Drill, Shoot; all so fast .... 

The noise was great, rifles all round crackling like fat in a pan-like Mum's 
sausages .... 

The thick tweed skirt where my eyes used to weep when things went wrong; the 
worn hands that stank of fish, that stroked my tousled hair; the soothing voice .... 

The voice drifted across the narrow gap between the pill-box and the trench. They 
said they were coming to get me, "lie still" they said. Four hours they took to crawl 
three hundred yards. They said "brave'', but damn that, tell that to my legs .... 

My God it gets dark quick now, someone ought to come and wheel me away .... 



EYE WITNESS ACCOUNT R.J. Millen 

It had all been heard from the watchman that morning. As he marched around the 
streets ringing his bell he had announced over and on top of his usual monotonous "It's 
eight o'clock in the morning and all's well" this message: "Jeff Tyson to be hanged this 
morning at twelve o'clock at Hammersmith-the cart leaves Newgate at eleven-thirty. 
See how bravely this highwayman faces his last moments." So his cries faded into the 
distance. I stretched and got out of bed, this was something I did not want to miss and 
for a good view and a chance to get at the body after it had been cut down I needed to 
get there early. 

I had seen many executions before and I was always eager to find who was brave to 
the last and who cringed, wept and pleaded to the crowd drawing only from them insults 
and curses to the effect that by these actions he had ruined the sport and enjoyment of 
the occasion. At such times very few people pressed to touch the body afterwards but I 
always cut off a lock of hair whatever happened and I had ten specimens to prove it up 
to that time. 

At eleven-fifty I stood shivering and damp, but in a prize position, before the scaffold. 
Two men were busy up there checking the efficiency of the trap, etc. One wore ti~ 
traditional black mask of the executioner. Along the road behind me I could hear the 
mounting cheers as the prisoner drew near. Then the cart came into view with the man 
on whom all eyes were glued sitting complacently in one corner. A young girl ran forward 
and tossed a pink rose at him. He caught it, sniffed its petals and pushed it into the button 
hole presented by his open-necked shirt. The cart halted no more than ten yards away 
from me. The backboard was thrown down and a plank leant against the cart for the 
prisoner to walk down. He scorned this and skipped down onto the road walking slowly 
round to pat the two steaming, sweating, nervous horses who had brought him on this 
his last journey. The two soldiers who had been with him in the cart came and stood one 
either side of him as if to escort him up onto the scaffold. He denied them this however 
by going up of his own accord ahead of them. He blew kisses in all directions to the crowd 
and then, as the executioner bound his hands he spoke quietly to him. Gradually the 
crowd fell silent-hushed with expectation. The prisoner stepped onto the trap and the 
noose was placed round his neck. A fat man in a red costume droned in a pompous voice: 
"You, Jeffrey Tyson have been sentenced .... " He finished and turned to the prisoner 
who nodded. The three drummers stood with sticks poised. The highwayman grinned, 
a pretty girl who stood amidst the throng was weeping openly. Suddenly the executioner 
cut the rope-the trap fell-the highwayman jerked-the drums rolled. Slowly the 
corpse twisted round, then it was cut loose and the crowd surged forward hoping to gain 
some souvenir from the body or at least to touch it. I got a lock of hair and in the scuffle 
saw a young girl lay the dead man's head on her bared breast ""ith tears trickling down 
her face. 

Usually the crowd drifted away after a while but this dead man had been too noble, 
too brave, even till the last. His body was lifted up and taken away. The soldiers 
threatened to fire, did so, were overpowered by the mob and beaten to death. What could 
such a small troop, ten men, do against such feeling? 



The body was lain on a door torn from a nearby house and then placed in a coffin 
stolen from a carpenter. As large a pyre as could be mustered in half an hour was built up 
outside St. Paul's and to the great rejoicing of the mob the body was burnt as if the man 
had been a public hero, which indeed he had. 

Up to this day (May 18th, 1865) above everything else I still treasure that lock of 
hair and the memory of having been an eye-witness at that great execution and cremation 
which people, even now, ten years later with our roads almost completely clear of 
highwaymen, still talk about in awed whispers. 

A LEAF 

This, of wood and treelet, 
A leaf of root, set in earth, 
A new birch; the soil 
And toil, the trunk and ting, 
A fragment of use; but a leaf: 

The Archer carves the supple wood-tree, 
Blending, and couple yew with vine, 
And quail feather. 
The Yeoman hacked, slow to pine 
And slew, the tree-wood 
Bark and hewed. 
At river-reed, the willow, arching sun-hair, 
Stood wood-nymph's dwelling rock 
Damp of moist. 
The carver smoothes the rose wood 
Curve, the wood to serve 
Hands to form and shape. 
The wood upon the hearth, 
Aflame, grew of the earth, 
Peat and ash, lash and lick, the flame, 
Tame the mellow woodliness. 

Nigel Douglas 

Unknown, unsung, of tender seed, reed and billowing cloud 
wind-scattered buds, in ages past; the Forester. 



(A) 

Have you ever met someone that gave you a chance? 

have you 

have you ever met someone, 
have you ever met someone, 
have you ever met someone; 

has anyone ever given you a chance 

tried to believe in you 
have you given them a chance; 

Has anybody ever tried to believe in you 

tried to believe in you. 
Does anybody believe 
does anybody believe in you, 

does anybody love, 
love you 

does anybody know how to love, 
have they ever learnt to love 
have they ever learnt what love is 

have you 

have you ever met someone 
someone that knew how to give you a chance. 

(B) 

Jes us died for you; 
he let you crucify him. 

Robert N arracott 



He died for love; 
he died for love of you 
and only cried for love in return. 

But you don't love; you've never tried. 

You don't feel; you've never cried. 
You don't give; you've always denied. 
You don't know; you've always lied. 

You don't live for you've never even tried. 

Flowers die for you, 
trees die for you. 
life dies for you. 
Jesus died for you. 

You're dying too, 
but not for love. 

(C) 

I've seen you near and I've seen you far, 
bm though I can say this, 
I've never seen you here 

every morning, I can see your face 
smiling through my windows, 
misty but so clear. 
Every evening I can feel your love, 
staring at me through the darkness, 
unseen, yet so strong. 
When is it going to appear. 

I've seen you laugh and I've seen you cry, 
but though I can say this, 
I've never seen you laughing here. 



THE BRETON GIRL 
(inspired by one of Reg Gammon's paintings) 

He is laughing at her. 
The over brought out nose, 
The exaggerated lips, 
She looks on in amazement 
As if she doesn't understand 
She thinks she is being flattered 
But instead she is being ridiculed; 
Her lovely Breton features 
Her traditional dress 
They are being made gross 

She has no hair. 

SKULL 

It lies there in the sand, 
Surrounded by dry grass. 
The blazing sun beats down 
On that, thing there in the sand. 
It looks like a large grey pebble 
With two dry sticks sitting helplessly 
At an angle on the top. 
It resembles a wrinkled, worn out 
Potato, its every bit of final strength 
Spent, as two shoots search helplessly upwards. 
The picture is death, dryness and drought. 
The skull is haunted there still ... 
An ant busily scrambles out of one eye socket 
And disappears as suddenly as it came 
Into its nose, a labyrinth of bone fibre. 
A tooth lies deserted, away from the skull; 
I look again and see its watchful stare. 

J.P. Cobb 

D. B. C. Evans 



EVENTIDE 

A rustle of reeds, 
Then Silence. 

Nothing but the Sun: 
And the deafening Silence 

R. J. Dampney 

A gust of wind, the beam of light shimmers, 
Silence. 

More wind, a boat rocks its mast swings 
Like the pendulum of a clock then it stops ticking. 
More Silence. 

The Sun sinks into the water, the beam lengthens, 
But still Silence. 

The Sun goes down: 
A gull lets out a wail, as if to mourn the death of the Sun. 

But Silence soon reigns again. 

A MISSION-FAREWELL Malcolm Crow 

"Right ~fen" 
-The words rang crisp and clear, tearing into the buzz of expectant conversation, 

which died down to an awed silence. A hundred faces were upturned towards our leader, 
and a hundred hearts struggled to master their emotion. \Vho knows what thoughts sped 
through those hundred brains, turmoiled by the events of the preceding weeks. 

"There are times in a man's life when he must face the inevitable. At such times he 
must remain unflinching, and take what's coming to him without blenching" -the 
beloved commander gestured, his glasses glittering under the powerful lights. 

"Oh we've fought battles before-we've defeated the Utter Cads Crack Army, 
known to most of you as U.C.C.A., and we've struggled nobly with the dons of Oxbridge. 
And, on the whole, I think it's only fair to say that we've won through, with only a few 
casualties"-his voice trembled with emotion at the memory. He gritted his teeth. 

A hundred minds remembered those few who had not made it safely home again, 
and whose minds had been turned by the fray. It thought of good old who had 
fought a noble fight, and failed. \Ve will remember him: he will not grow paunchy as 
we who are left grow paunchy. 

"Yes, there are a few who haven't made the (A) grade, but we must also remember 
those who have received decorations. Their names ,.,,.ill be inscribed in the registers and 
on the boards. 

"However, all that's behind us now. \Ve have a much more terrible battle to fight, 
from which none of us will emerge alive. A battle which will call upon all your skill and 
knowledge, and for which your training here will stand you in good stead. I can only 
wish you good luck, God speed, and advise you not to succumb to the forces of women 
and wine. The ball's in your court now men, play the game fairly, and play it well." 

We rose as one man, and a hundred voices hammered out the old song, the words 
ringing with patriotic fervour. A hundred men turned about, and a hundred men marched 
out, through the doors to face the life ahead of them. 

Lists, and another term was over, and with them a hundred school careers. 
Farewell Sherborne, long may you live in our memories. 



TE DUCE, CARE PUER, PUERI CUM LUSIMUS OLIM 

OPTIMUS IN CURSU QUEM SEQUEREMUR ERAS. 

CAELESTEM EXACTO TETIGISTI LIMITE METAM: 

FRATRIBUS, AH FRATREM DETUR AD ASTRA SEQUI. 

With the temporary demise of the Three Cock pass a great many memories and 
traditions for generations of Old Shirburnians. One Shirburnian, however, who never 
lived to tell the tale was WilliamJevon Harper-son of the great (former) headmaster
who died on 18th December 1881, of injuries sustained on the field of rugby. 

He was not kicked to death in the grovel (as it was then ironically called), but died 
after a long and tragic illness. In I 880 he had been appointed Captain of Games, the 
successor to one Alfred North \Vhitehead ("the best forward the School has ever had", 
and "a capital long stop and good field generally"), and had performed valiantly for the 
XV in the winter term: he was a three-quarter, "a perfectly sure collar and never missing 
his drop'', he "answered all expectations formed of him". In the Easter term of 1881 he 
showed equal prowess in house games, and was the leading light in the Three Cock match: 
but at some stage in the second half, the Shirburnian of April 1881 records that he "was for 
a short time disabled by a .severe kick on the head". He played on, however, and School 
House won: but it was a Pyrrhic victory. 1881 was a very bad cricket season; Harper 
never played a game. In June he finally left Sherborne, and in December died at Jesus 
College, Oxford, in the Master's Lodgings. Canon Young, the headmaster and author 
of the Carmen, inscribed to his memory these lines: "Ah playmates, the hand that bereft 
us/ While yet there are goals to be won,/ His gallant example hath left us/ To nerve, 
and to beckon us on". "Never, probably", recorded the Shirburnian, "has the School 
sustained a loss that seemed so irretrievable." To his memory too his playmates-the 
fierce rivalry of house competition for the moment put aside-united in erecting in the 
Chapel a brass plate, on it these words inscribed: 

Dear boy, when as boys the game we played, 
you led, were the fastest, the one we followed. 
Now the line you've crossed, reached the heav'nly post: 
brother, may your brothers follow you starward ! 
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games 
FOOTBALL 

THE XV 
This year's XV held out a good deal of promise at 
the start of term: it seemed likely that the forwards 
would at least hold their own and that the 3 old 
colours behind the scrum would form the basis of 
a free running and perhaps high scoring set of 
backs. However even the best sides need luck and 
the team were sadly short of it; by the end of term 
results had fallen to the relative modesty of 7 
victories and 3 defeats. Vincent's serious illness 
in the Summer prevented his playing at all, then 
Millard, by far the most elusive and imaginative 
of our midfield runners, had to miss the majority 
of the School games after an operation; further, 
more temporary, injuries meant that the same XV 
scarcely played in two consecutive matches. The 
backs for most of the season worked very hard but 
lacked both pace and experience, apart from Grey 
who had to contrive to work the ball from blind 
side situations. Ironically this uncharacteristic 
ordinariness in the backs coincided with unusual 
strength in the forwards who played much 
positive and exciting football, especially in the 
first half of the term and right at the end; they 
played intelligently and aggressively in most 
games, and it was significant that the three 
matches in which they failed to impose themselves 
on the opposition were lost. 

Blundell's came to Sherborne with a pack that 
won enough ball in the lineout to give their 
strong three-quarters every chance to run, which 
they did spectacularly. In the end, though, 
thanks to tireless cover dcSence by the School and 
their own lack of subtlety they could score only 
one try and depended on the referee's imaginative 
interpretation of the laws to bring them as close 
as 16-13. A polished display by the forwards and 
workmanlike tackling and running in the backs 
brought the win against Taunton; l\ferry came 
into the side late on Friday when Millard dropped 
out so smoothness in the threequarter line was 
understandably lacking. :\ferry performed con
scientiously and wholeheartedly in the several 
games he played but the outsides in this game 
clearly lacked incisiveness and the tries that 
brought another deserved victory were scored by 
\Vardlaw and by Richards who played a splendidly 
robust game; Garrard kicked two penalty goals. 
The Cheltenham game ended in a comfortable 
victory but that sense of comfort came only in the 
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last minutes when Richards scored the decisive 
try; Wardlaw scored a surreptitious try, stealing 
quietly away from the blind side of a ruck, and 
Grey ran a long way for his score after being put 
away by Burridge's delicately timed pass, again on 
the blind side. The following two games against 
King's Taunton and Canford were remarkable 
only for thto closeness of the scores and for a flow 
of possession from the forwards that became 
frustrating and even embarrassing, though 
mention ought to be made of Redfern's extra
ordinary effort in scoring his try against King's. 
He played his usual stolid game here, as he did 
throughout the season, and cheered everyone 
watching by catching a clearance kick on the 
King's '25', putting his head down and guilelessly 
ramming his way along the touchline to barge 
over in the corner. Unhappily, at this stage of the 
term spectators only rarely saw running of this, 
or any, kind of penetration. 

All the School's limitations in scoring power 
were revealed against Downside when the home 
team, having scored 12 points in the opening IO 

minutes were never in danger of losing; with two 
wing forwards injured and a new scrum half 
(Parker-Jones, who was in turn injured in this 
match) the XV could only defend spiritedly and 
concede the match without disgrace. The next 
game, played in the cold and wet, was rigidly and 
efficiently controlled by the pack who pushed the 
~farlborough forwards spectacularly in the tight; 
the lineouts were won consistently by Harvey 
who jumped and caught superbly at number two, 
and this possession was very sensibly used by the 
halves to keep play close to the scrum and mostly 
in the ~farlborough half. This was a compre
hensive victory in which the backs played a 
subordinate role, though Grey and Tillyard both 
ran elusively for exciting tries. 

Against Radley and Clifton the forwards were 
under severe pressure facing packs at least as good 
as themselves on the day; Radley even inflicted a 
pushover try. The Radley game might have been 
won late in the second half but on the whole there 
was no injustice in either of these results. But, 
gratifying to those who watched, against the useful 
and successful Cranleigh team the XV as a whole 
integrattd to play some of the most stylish football 
of the term, though they made a slow start and 
were behind twice in the first half. All played well 
at some stage of the match and it was fitting that 
Clark, who had worked tremendously hard over 
the term, finally scored his try (Fursdon had 
achieved the feat against The Pilgrims); Wilson 
and Darke, too, foraged energetically in this 
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match, and Wilkinson and Donnell (who per
formed with great credit in the last two games) 
played a most effective game in the back row, 
together with Richards who recaptured his 
earlier fine form. In the backs Millard was back 
to something like his best form, scoring one try 
and making another for Macdonald, and 
Humphries did a good deal to curb the dangerous 
Cranleigh threequarters. Grey had laboured all 
term to keep his side buoyant and, though he 
didn't score in this match, the style of the victory 
says much for his leadership in what was a 
difficult year for the captain. 
Results: 

Blundell's Won 16-13 
Taunton \Von 14- 6 
Cheltenham Won 14- 4 
King's Taunton Won 4- 3 
Canford ·won 4- o 
Downside Lost 3-22 
Marlborough \Von 13- o 
Radley Lost 6-10 

Clifton Lost 6-13 
Cranleigh Won 17- 7 

Colours: T. G. Grey (Captain); E. B. Wilson 
(Secretary); P. \V. L. Redfern; I. T. Millard; 
G. H. Humphries;]. H. H. Tillyard;J. G. St. P. 
Burridge; T. P. Wardlaw; R. K. L. Harvey; 
J. M. J. Darke; W. R.H. Clark; E. D. Fursdon; 
M. de C. Richards; R.J.J. Ellis;J. A. Wilkinson. 

D.W.A.R. 

2NDXV 

This has been another very successful season for 
the wd XV. The basis of this has been laid by a 
large and very hard working pack who always 
managed to match the opposition and occasionally 
to overwhelm them completely. Behind them the 
threequarter line never fully settled down, 
because, as far as I can remember, the selected 
line never actually played together! 

The victory over the all-conquering Downside 
2nd XV was undoubtedly the best performance 
of the season. The opposition had swept all 
before them, including a comfortable victory over 
our conquerors Canford. However, on the day, 
Sherbome were the better team in almost every 
department and only a series of stupid over
enthusiastic errors prevented us from winning by 
a larger margin. 

Of the individuals in the team, Garrard 
produced some magnificent place kicks, but 
occasionally had phases of peppering the corner-
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flag. Wilson D. had the ability to run through a 
whole team, but often found the comparatively 
simple task of catching the ball beyond him, and 
Crow led the forwards with a friendly belligerence 
and a surprising control of language! 
Results: 

Blundell's 
Taunton 
Hardye's 1st XV 
Can ford 
Milton Abbey 1st XV 
Clayesmore 1st XV 
Downside 
Clifton 

'Won 13- 7 
\Von 21- o 
Won 15-14 
Lost o- 7 
Won 58- 3 
\\'on 32-12 
\\'on 9- o 
Lost 6- 8 

Pilgrims Won 18- g 
Team: MacAndrew; Sweet; 11erry; Garrard; 
Macdonald; Wilson, D. J.; Parker-Jones; Todd, 
D.; Crow; Anson; Odgers; Danell; Lowe; Evans; 
Saville. Wilson C. G. T. and Jones also played. 

I.R.E. 

3RD XV 
Team: Jac.kson, Donald, Reynolds-Captains; 
Handcock, Hammick, Leach, Redgrave, Noyes, 
Sinclair. 
Colours: Braddock, Till, \Vebb-"'are, Parker, 
England, Whiteley, Smith, Constant. 
Also played: Morant, Goddard, Kettle, Jacob, 
Yates, Fitzgerald, Smorthwaite, Roberts, Alan
\Villiams, Spickernell, Leman. 

Played g \\'on 4 Drawn o Lost 5 
On results, a less good season than usual, but 

nonetheless an interesting one involving more 
than 30 players. In this connection, the fact that 
the 4th XV had an outstandingly good season 
made the task of replacing injuries an easier one 
than usual. 

The first part of the term consisted of a number 
of close games, all of which were lost. The team 
found difficulty in playing well together and at 
this stage the outsides were wasting a great deal of 
good work by the forwards. This was certainly 
the reason for losing to Blundell's-a match which 
should have been won. 

At last, the week before half-term, we won 
against a weak Taunton 3rd XV but any feelings 
that the side would now move confidently forward 
to victories in the second half of the term were 
dashed by a strong Crewkerne side, against whom 
we did not play well, and a very strong Yeovil 
side. This last game proved to be a good one in 
that the team played hard and well together in 
an attempt to restrict Yeovil's scoring; building 
on this the term finished with two good wins 
against Downside and Shaftesbury. 
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Jackson was a good captain and dangerous 
outside centre until we lost him to the 2nd XV. 
Leach and Donald were notable for their tackling, 
the latter captaining the side well at the end o(the 
season; Sinclair was a good scrumhalf and Noyes, 
although a bit slow in getting his backs moving 
handled very well and was constructive in attack. 
In the pack, Till was only outhooked in one match, 
ably supported by Braddock and Webb-Ware, 
who also played their full part in the loose. 
Parker was invaluable in lineouts and in the all 
important loose rucks. Reynolds led the pack 
well until he injured a wrist and he and \Vhiteley, 
Constant and Smith were an effective backrow
in various combinations. 

My thanks are due to all who have played, for 
much good rugger and continued effort and 
cheerfulness in, for us, unusually adverse 
circumstances. 

;\l.H. 

4TH XV 
Team: Rugg-Gunn, Kettle, Darling, Power, Yates, 
Stenton, Smorthwaite, Hunter, Fitzgerald, 
Maconchy, Alan-\Villiams, Roberts, Holborn, 
Edleston, Spickernell, also Lovell, \Vhite
Hamilton, Leman. 

The season began disappointingly, and two of 
the first three matches were lost. This was partly 
due to a lack of match experience and to a lack 
of determination to win. 

The turning point came in the match against 
Canford when a very good victory was achieved 
as a result of some fast open rugby. The team 
having decided that it was more enjoyable to 
be on the winning side, the season was completed 
without defeat in a series of high scoring games. 

Although there was as usual a fairly large 
turnover of manpower caused by injuries in the 
other School teams, the standard of play was 
high. The team, ably led by Rugg-Gunn may be 
satisfied with the fact that it has been a successful 
season. 

A.R.G. 

COLTS 
This has been a most enjoyable season, and some 
of the rugby played has been excellent. The 
nucleus of the team has been the combination of 
an intelligent and strong-tackling back row with 
a competent pair of halves. Rosser captained the 
side well from fly-half, and usually played at his 
best in matches. His place-kicking was sound. 
Bown played well throughout the season, carrying 
out all the functions of a prop-forward with 
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determination, and Owen pushed the laws to 
their limit in hooking us a large proportion of the 
ball from the tight. 

Among the rest of the backs Symondson 
represented our main scoring potential until he 
was stolen away to join Burridge]. in the lst XV. 
He was supported by players who, while lacking 
subtlety, always ran hard, and usually tackled 
well. 

The weaknesses of the team lay in the lack of 
that necessary ruthless streak amongst the heavier 
forwards, and an inability to produce enough 
shove in the tight. After losing Symondson the 
outsides lacked real penetration. 

The coaching team has been much invigorated 
by the welcome arrival of Mr. Knight-he has 
brought with him considerable expertise from 
both St. Luke's Exeter and the Bristol Club, and 
we hope that he in turn will pass on what he has 
learned from the Colts to the England squad! 
Team: Edwards, Dickens, Symondson, Stephenson, 
\Velis, Rosser (Capt.), \Vaite, Bown, Owen, 
Harvey, Fox, Crocker, Ingram, Roome, Bradford. 
Also played: Burden, Burridge S., Gibson, 
Holman, Sim, Sugden. 

Record: 
Played 6 

'A' XV 
Played 3 

Won 4 Drawn o Lost 2 

\Von l Drawn o Lost 2 

J.R.L. 
P.M.W. 

JUNIOR COLTS 

Until half-term, against some weak oppos1t1on, 
the side played well winning their four matches, 
scoring 140 points against 3. Unfortunately the 
cohesion of the team was badly affected by injuries 
to key players in the second half of the term. The 
loss of Rankin in the centre reduced the scoring 
power of the team so much so that in the last five 
matches we scored only one try. The drive in the 
forwards suffered when Nicoll broke a bone in 
his foot and Haley, one of the most improved 
players in the side, missed two matches through 
illness. Altogether 22 players represented the 
school at U-15 level and in the long term this 
must be a good thing. However, with little time 
for practice during the week and with many 
fonvards playing in the threequarters for their 
Houses many of the individual skills required 
were lacking in certain positions. If a couple of 
large fonvards can be found for next year then 
this side could still form the basis of a very good 
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Colts team. 
Played g 'Von 6 Drawn o Lost 3 

M.J.H. 
MINI-COLTS 

Played 6, beat Blundell's, Downside and Canford 
lost to King's Taunton, Taunton and Bryanston. 

This was a disappointing season. After an rasy 
victory over Blundell's the team's lack of drive 
and cohesion were exposed particularly by 
Bryanston. In this mid period of 3 matches 
played and lost the team looked very ordinary. 
But gradually the pack began to play as a unit 
and drove into the rucks and mauls and so gave 
the backs some good ball. Farrer as captain 
began to impose his personality on the team and 
suddenly they looked a good side. The outsides 
were not able to pass the ball smoothly enough 
to bring out their talents of running and Pascoe 
on the wing was not given enough of the ball. 
Bennett, who was new to the game, improved 
rapidly and in the last match, Mills showed that 
he was a better fly-half than centre. The pack 
was led by Dampney who was always to the fore 
and he and Lloyd-] ones were the best of a 
potentially good eight. 
Team from: Cockman, Pascoe, Farrer, r..Iills, 
Davies, 'Valkey, Bennett, Tomson, M:artin, 
Griffiths, Dampney, Hannay, Mackeith, Lloyd
] ones, Cobb, Swallow, Lane. 

G.H.J.F. 

GOLF 
The loss against Millfield was the first for four 
terms but overall this was a very successful term 
with every member of the team developing his 
game, especially \\'hateley-Smith, who made his 
first appearance this term. The team is a young 
one and holds great potential for the future. 

'Ve are grateful for the work of :Mr. Door in 
the cause of Sherborne golf, and wish him 
happiness in his new post. 
Results: 

v. Downside 'Von 2-1 
v. Allhallows Won 4!-1! 
v. Milton Abbey '"'on 5--0 
v. Sherborne Golf Club Won 3!-2~ 
v. Millfield Lost 2!-3! 
v. Staff \\'on 3--0 

R. Francis won the Kemp Cup. 
Team: C. Nevill handicap 7 

R. Francis 
I. Rosser 
M. Farley 
]. 'Vhateley-Smith 

" 

" 

I I 

12 
19 
18 

C. G. Nevill 
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SQUASH RACKETS 
Squash in the Michaelmas Term has two main 
functions. First to build a team for the Lent Term, 
when most of the important matches are played 
and, second, to try to win the Dorset Schools' 
Cup-a tournament held on the first week-end of 
December. 

The matches played this term, all of which 
with one exception were won, give grounds for 
hope for next term. J. R. Garforth-Bles and 
T. R. Wallis look as if they are going to be hard 
to beat at 1 and 2: C. ,V. E. Hume, C. R. C. 
Gordon and R. A. L. Leach all have now had 
experience, and if one of them can turn into a 
good third string we could do well. 

\\'e managed to win the Dorset Schools' Cup 
for the fourth succ,essive year. In the semi-final 
we overcame Canford easily, but in the Final had 
a harder battle with Bryanston than the scores 
suggest. 

There were also two Colts matches played, and 
there will be more next term because these are 
most valuable in giving young players match 
experience. On this term's evidence, J. Powe and 
P. J. Tomlinson should turn into good players. 

Abbey House won the House Competition with 
considerable ease and were undoubtedly the 
strongest team. As we go to Press, the Open and 
the Novices Competitions have still to be com
pleted, and the 11asters' Competition was won by 
Mr. Hunter. 
1st TEAM 

v. Mercurians S.R.C. 
v. Taunton School 

Lost 2-3 
Won 4-1 

v. King's School, Bruton 'Von 5--0 
v. Canford Won 5--0 

(Semi-Final, Dorset Schools' Cup) 
v. Bryanston Won 4-1 

(Final, Dorset Schools' Cup) 
The team which retained the Cup was: J. R. 
Garforth-Bles, T. R. Wallis, C. W. E. Hume, 
P. G. N. Morant and C. R. C. Gordon. 
COLTS 

v. Taunton 
v. Bruton 

HOUSE COMPETITION 

\Von 2-1 
\\'on 2-1 

FINAL: Abbey House beat \\'estcott 4--0, with 
one tie unplayed. 

M.R.G.E-D. 

FENCING 
The team's otherwise successful term was some
what handicapped by a number of fencers who 
were playing rugger. As a result only 5 out of 9 
matches were fenced and the second Foil only 
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played twice. Despite this the first Foil pulled off 
4 victories, only losing to King's Bruton. The 
three fencers who entered the Somerset Individual 
School-boy Championship all reached the quarter 
final which was a better overall standard than 
last year. 

The highlight of the season was undoubtedly 
the match against Kingswood, whose captain 
was the number two Somerset Schoolboy Foilist. 
In a very close match we beat this school for the 
first time since fencing was introduced in 
Sherborne. 

1st Foil Won 4 
1st Sabre ,, 
2nd Foil ,, 

Lost 1 

" 
" I 
D. A. B. Smith 

THE SHERBORNE PILGRIMS 

At a recent Committee meeting, the following 
were elected members of the Club. 
I. THROUGH QUALIFYING 

Golf: Major General J. E. Cordingley, 
O.B.E. (c. 1930-34) 

R. J. Summerscale (h. 1948-53) 
Cricket: A. C. \V. Peck (g. 1962-67) 

S. W. de M. Leathes (a. 1961-66) 
2. As LEAVERS T. G. Grey P. \V. L. Redfern 

E. D. Fursdon I. T. l\fillard 
The Sherborne Pilgrims' Club exists to promote 

tours, to encourage all forms of games for Old 
Shirburnians and to keep members in touch with 
one another and with the School. Its members 
have all made a major contribution to Sherborne, 
or to Old Shirburnian, games. 

Membership is in the hands of the Committee. 
The normal method of election is through playing 
qualifying matches, but certain boys with an 
outstanding games record at School are absolved 
from qualifying and are elected as leavers. 

ALL Old Shirburnians, regardless of their 
prowess at School, may apply to play in ANY of the 
cricket, rugger, golf, hockey, squash or lawn tennis 
matches promoted by the Club and so eventually 
qualify for membership. Anybody interested 
should get in touch with the Hon. Secretary, 
M. R. G. Earls-Davis, who will forward their 
name to the match manager concerned. 

THE PUBLIC SCHOOLS CLUB 

Attention is drawn to the facilities at the above, 
which are available to all members of the Old 
Shirburnian Society. 
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The Public Schools Club is situated at JOO 

Piccadilly, London, W.1., and in addition to 
luncheon and dining facilities, overnight accom
modation is available for members at very 
reasonable prices. 

The Club rooms comprise a bar, smoking-room, 
dining-room, television and wutmg-rooms, 
together with a Ladies' Annexe with a separate 
entrance in \Vhitehorse Street. There is an active 
Club Golfing Society, and under reciprocal 
arrangements, members may use the squash 
courts of the Naval & Military Club, 94 Piccadilly, 
W.1. 

Full details, Club brochure and forms of 
application for membership are available from 
the Hon. Secretary, Old Shirburnian Society, 
Old Shirburnian Office. 

The attention of school leavers is particularly 
drawn to the special 'Junior' membership, under 
which on reaching the age of 18 and within 
six-months of leaving school, for a single payment 
of 7 gns. benefits of full membership are covered 
for seven years. 

Departures 

School House 
D. C. Allen 
W. B. Anson 
C. G. Bulbeck 
R. :NI. Constant 
J. P. Douglas 
R. ]. Fuller 
C. V. Howard 
C. G. Johnston 
H. M. Lawson 
A. C. Leslie 
J. R. Lowe 
R. A. Narracott 
N. P. Sweet 

Abbey House 
L. E. Randolph 
T. G. Webb-Ware 
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The Green Arrivals M. J. F. Tomson 
T. J. W. Barnard P. V. Tyson 
D.J. Lower School House R. W. Vorley 
D. M. Todd J. H. Barton ( e) M. R. W. Warren 

]. D. Brice (e) P. J. Wilcox (e) 
Harper House G. W. F. Chadwick 
A. R. Attwood J. P. Cobb (e) Abbey lands 
C. B. Berkeley M. S. Davies ( e) R.H. Green (e) 
C. M.Jarman J. D. Fox N. A. Lavender-] ones ( e) 
R. M. Macandrew C. J. Homfray (e) S. N. M. Leasor (e) 
C. G. Scott C.R. Mills (e) D. A. Murdoch 

M.A. B. Price (e) S. D. Palmer 
Abbey lands N. K. Whalley (e) J.E.]. Rogers (e) 
I. T. Millard E. M. K. Shaw 

Abbey House C. R. B. Simeon ( e) 
Lyon House J. G. Byron A. P. T. Tresidder 
N. J. Donell A. R. Cole \V. F. D. Wotherspoon 
H. L. A. Macdonald I. G. Craig 
G. C. M. Merry C. Lloyd-Jones Lyon House 
P. G. V. Morant N. W. Morgan J. N. Brown 
D. H. F. Odgers C. C. T. Mumford D. H. L. Clayden 
M. J. Rugg-Gunn P. A. T. Rawlins M. W. A. David 
T. L. Till A. J. G. Symondson R. P. F. Ellis 
S. J. Trahair J. C. H. Wightwick R. M. Hall 

R. M. Holman 
TVestcott House The Green A. K. Mackeith 
N. J. Donald C. G. B. Baker (e) R. R. Montague-Jones 

R. V. Bravery (e) M. H. Paine 
The Digby M.J. Carey S. D. Wood 
M. L. Bridges C. G. W. Diehl 
I. S. Cameron J. L. Landsberg Westcott House 
E. D. Fursdon A. J. D. Sampson R. G. Cook 
P. W. L. Redfern A. J. M. Sinclair ( e) D. C. P. Martin 

J. F. R. Wilson A. W. J. Morgan 
Senior Students M. A. Wippell P.R. Saunders 
R. B. Ball (h) ]. R. Swallow 
W. H. C. Boyle (g) Harper House G. C. B. Thomson 
J. J. C. Coldwell (f) R. F. Bissett R. A. L. Vipan 
J. M. J. Darke (h) A. J. Christodolo (e) 
T. D. Dyke (d) A. N. Clark (e) The Digby 
J. D. Fergusson ( d) R. A. Cockman C. B. Blackshaw 
T. G. Grey (b) P. E. Dowding (e) M. A. Hopkins 
A. T. Hopkinson (m) C. M. Ferguson A. E. Lee 

C. W. Lush M. N. B. Thompson 
M. J. McGougan J.C. Wright 
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