




Midland Bank 
believes that only the early and practical 

encouragement of first-class recruits can produce the 
future Managers and Senior Officials it needs. .· 

Special Grade Potential in men and women is 
recognised by selection in their early twenties for 
Special Grade. This scheme, open to all recruits, 
ensures additional financial remuneration and appro
priate career planning of staff who have both the 
character and personal attributes for top management. 
Graduates on entry are automatically placed into 
Special Grade and are given a three/four-year 
accelerated training programme. 
University Sponsorship Outstanding 'A' level 
recruits, after one year's accelerated training in the 
Bank (on full pay), take part in a sponsored three-year 
degree course in banking and finance at Loughborough 

University. That course is then followed by a two/ 
three-year accelerated training programme. 
Study Leave Entrants with G.C.E. 'A' levels (or 
equivalent) are among those eligible for Study Leave, 
to assist with their professional qualification, the 
diploma of the Institute of Bankers. 
In Midland Bank responsibility and challenge come 
early. An executive appointment can be reached in the 
mid-to-late twenties - this being a first step in a 
worthwhile and rewarding career. If you would like to 
know more, please write to: 
The District Staff Supt., Midland Bank Ltd., 
P.O. Box 125, 5 Broad St., Bristol BS99 7DF • 

•••••• 
i~l Midland Bank .;n. •• A GREAT BRITISH BANK •••• 
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THE CROWN HOTEL 
SHERBORNE 

Phone 34 72 

Hotel dining room, with a large choice of A la Carte dishes. 

The dining room is available for private parties up to 50 people. 

Attractive snacks and salads served in the Lounge Bar. 

Residential, with H & C and television in all rooms. 

\!Cbe 
~oi.1.lnbouse l\estaurant 
~turminster .Jlewton 11Borset 

l)roprietor~ 

DEREK j. HOWELL 
MARGARET J. HOWELL 

m:elrp!Jone 
STURMINSTER NEWTON 

72874 

An interesting Georgian building which has been converted into a 
sophisticated restaurant. Aperitifs are served in an attractive 
cocktail bar, followed by a leisurely dinner in an elegant dining 
room. 

An extensive list of wines is offered including fine wines for the 
discerning guest. 

Comparable to this, a variety of speciality European dishes are pre
pared, together with alternative A la Carte menu which is also 
available for luncheon and dinner. 

Table d'Hote luncheon available including Sundays. 

For reservations please telephone. 



One of the great things 
about leaving school is 

• managing your own money. 

Whatever you're going to do 
-start work, go on to college 
or university - one thing's 
certain, you're going to have 
to look after your money 
more carefully than ever 
before. We think that you'll 
find a bank account very 
useful. 

With a Lloyds Bank 
cheque book you can deal 
with all your expenses. You 
can cash cheques, and any 
regular bills, like club 
subscriptions, can be paid by
standing order. You'll also 
receive regular statements of 
your account so you can keep 
trackofexactlyhowyoustand. 

And if you're thinking of 
saving some money, why not 
open a savings account? 
We'll pay you a good rate of 
interest. 

Drop in at your local 
branch of Lloyds Bank and 
talk things over. We'll give 
you a copy of our booklet, 
'Leaving school?'. As well as 
providing a valuable 
introduction to Lloyds, it 
explains how we can help 
you in the years ahead. 

Lloyds -where banking cotnes to life 



IV 

ADVENTURE 
P .G.L. Adventure-

Our unique adventure combines in one week sailing, canoeing and pony trekking with a 
varied programme of evening entertainments. There are no areas in the U.K. more ideal than 
the Black Mountains for pony trekking and Lake Llangorse for dinghy sailing. Add the Wye 
canoe trip on Britain's most famous salmon river and you experience what is probably the 
most imaginative and exciting introduction to these popular outdoor activities in Europe! 
NO PREVIOUS EXPERIENCE IS NEEDED. In 1973 over 10,000 schoolboys and girls were 
booked and, with very few exceptions they were all beginners. 
Our outstanding adventure tour in the sun combines in 10 or 15 days Mediterranean water 
sports on the Cote d'Azur near St. Tropez with the thrilling canoe trip down the Ardeche 
canyon. There is no background to equal the Meditteranean for sun-bathing, sailing, snorkel
ling and swimming. Add to this the really safe but exciting canoe journey down the spectacular 
wooded gorges of the River Ardeche (Europe's answer to the Grand Canyon) and you have 
an adventure tour that would be difficult to surpass at any price! 
Whether you call our adventure tours a holiday or training course is a matter of 
opinion. But that they are unforgettable experiences of educational value is a 
matter of fact. 

For brochures on all our Adventures, Canoe Hire Service, Field Studies, 
RIYIAI Sailing School and Adventure Weekends, please write to:-

STATION STREET, ROSS on WYE, HEREFORDSHIRE HR9 7AH 
Telephone: Ross on Wye (9089) 4211 /5 

A GRACIOUS GEORGIAN HOUSE 
WITH EVERY MODERN COMFORT 

Cocktail Bar 
Functions 
Receptions 

Luncheons 
Dinners 

Teas 

Eastbury Hotel 

A.A. 

Long Street 

SHERBORNE 

** R.A.C. 
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Editorial 

'A newspaper article written by, or by the direction of, an editor-1864' 
So runs the definition in the Oxford English Dictionary, a definition that became 

recognised only eight years after the first edition of the Shirburnian appeared. That 
particular edition also carried the quotation from Bacon on its front page. 

From the definition, to the editorial itself, concerning a series of plans afoot, which 
are always being reviewed. However, I hope I have given the facts and an opinion you 
will find of interest for debate. An opinion on .... 

Centralisation 
The over-riding reason for introducing central feeding is one of hard economy, and 

there is a risk that when it comes down to money all other considerations will be thrown 
out of the window. 

The plan is for central feeding on a cafeteria basis, which would allow for economy 
and rationalisation in house staff to a drastic extent. Originally the site suggested was the 
B.S.R.-one of the more unsuitable buildings in the school, being situated directly on the 
courts. Having the Courts and Cloisters forever smelling of cooking oil, and Carrington 
lane a row of garbage cans, is not an altogether appealing prospect. But, if the B.S.R. 
were to be used, savings would allow for the building of a new theatre and assembly hall, 
which the school is in great need of. However, this idea has been temporarily shelved, 
and the Gym suggested. Being built of wood, how the fire chief would react i~ left to the 
imagination of those who have seen how extensive the fireproofing of School House has 
been. If it was used, what would become of the B.S.R.? Does the amount of gymnastic 
activity in the school justify the utilisation of such a large volume of space? 

Much more important of all, to make the system work-all meals would have to be 
served in the cafeteria. Houses such as Lyon cannot be expected to walk to breakfast, 
necessitating house kitchens remaining there, and making nonsense of the whole system. 
If house kitchens went, what would become of the space? Many houses are overcrowded 
and the extra space would be welcome-would societies transfer to permanent rooms? 
Does anyone remember what became of the last society room in Greenhill House? It is 
now The Green's games room. Anyway, this would cut off societies from the more 
personal atmosphere of masters' houses-which is obviously an important part of 'society 
life' -meeting the opposition on home ground! 
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I feel that, while economically a necessity, central feeding is not an attractive prospect. 
If neither the Gym, or the B.S.R. can be used the building of a special centre cannot be 
justified, since the school is in more desparate need of a new drama centre and assembly 
hall cum chapel, if that is turned into a library as has been suggested. 

Second institution to go under the hammer of centralisation is the library. The 
school has advertised for a full time librarian, and it would appear that he will be kept 
fully busy if the plans suggested at the moment come to fruition. 

Faculty libraries are to be centralised, and the library to be recatalogued and cross
referenced. Would the Lower Library, beloved of our flourishing debating society 
-The Chataway-(who, incidentally this term adopted the motion that 'This house 
would regret the introduction of central feeding') be turned into a faceless bookstack 
with shelves from floor to ceiling, making browsing, the most absorbing of library 
pursuits, impossible amongst shelves where a Homer is confronted by a thesis on town 
planning, and a Shakespeare by Organic Chemistry? 

Once again, there are advantages. With a controlled system of checking books out 
and in fewer volumes would be lost, and the purchasing power for new books expanded. 
But, all faculty libraries would be removed from the pleasant atmosphere of the classrooms 
that have housed them for many years, to a bookstack in a room hardly conducive 
to literary sympathy. The Lower Library would no longer be availible to societies. (But 
one assumes that this project would be carried out at the same time as central feeding .... ) 
Hopefully, the Upper Library would remain the same, but the scholastic atmosphere 
would be destroyed by the impersonality of a rigid system. A new catalogue is desirable, 
but the removal of faculty classrooms can only herald an age of bare classrooms with 
empty bookcases, and no atmosphere at all. One only has to look at the :Modern Language 
classrooms to see how unpleasant this effect is. Surely the whole pleasure of working in 
a faculty library is knowing where to find a book immediately, and being surrounded by 
others of the same spirit-although some will find this idea hard to grasp. 

There is a great danger that with the introduction of the two projects mentioned 
a great deal of the atmosphere in the school, both personal and scholastic, which has 
existed as a fundamental part of a place of learning, will be destroyed in the interests of 
cold economy. 

Notice .... 
Performances of " The Bartered Bride " by Smetana will take place in the B.S.R. 

on Saturday (Gala Performance) Sunday and Monday 14th, 15th, 16th September, 1974. 

Professional Soloists will be accompanied by the English National Orchestra. 
Tickets and Information from G. H.]. Facer, Esq. 
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A Few-

Introductory 

Lines 

The Shirburnian is a paradox. It has to be a record of the school since it is the school's 
magazine, but is should reflect the way members of the school think and write, if they ever do 
either, and include articles of interest to as many as possible. I hope no one would ever suggest 
that the magazine should be merely a record. The fact that many find the Shirburnian of little 
interest is significant of the fact that it is a record-the other articles cannot hope to appeal to 
all, since the magazine has such a varied readership, but if you find one article of interest the 
object will have been achieved. Do not reject the magazine on the grounds that it is merely an 
official record. It is not only that, it aims to be more. Do not on the other hand expect it to be 
a rag, because its not that either. Criticise by all means, but NEVER put yourself in the position 
that when challenged you cannot suggest a constructive alternative. 

The features of this edition centre around articles oflocal interest, which I hope our readers 
in the town, as well as the school find absorbing. I thank local shopkeepers for allowing me to 
advertise, and welcome those who have not taken the magazine before. 

My thanks are due to Mr. Harvey and the Editorial Board, who have listened patiently 
to my schemes, and made many valuable suggestions, to Charles Mills, Charles Dowding and 
Nicholas Nisbet, without whose help ... , to Simon English, Ian Craig and Piers Marmion for 
their illustrations and doodles and to Mrs. Heseletine for her help and sympathy in dealing with 
::orrespondence. Colin Forbes resigned as advertising manager after a difference of opinion with 
the Editor, whose temper leaves much to be desired, nevertheless he continued to lend advice 
for which I am grateful. 

Once again minor changes have taken place. The literature section re-appears, and 
hopefully it reflects the standard of creativity in the school. I hope the features section will be 
able to interest most readers in some way or another. The next issue will appear in September, 
and all the literary contributions should be submitted before July 7th, and all others by the end 
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of term, when, unfortunately, we are to loose Mr. Harvey, who goes to Hertfordshire to take up 
his appointment as Deputy Headmaster of the Ward Freman School. He is to be succeeded 
as master in charge of the Shirburnian by Mr. Nfren. 

The Bursar, Major-General Cordingly, to whom I am grateful for his generosity in financing 
the Literature Prizes, is to be succeeded by Mr. N. C. Kerr, who is at present Bursar at Bryanston. 

Congratulations to L.E.C.B. and Ariel on their marriage. 
Congratulations to Mr. Higginbottom on being awarded a Sloan Fellowship at the 

Massachusetts Institute of Technology, Boston, U.S.A. for a year from this Summer to read for 
an M.Sc. Degree in Management Studies. 

Also to Nick Crocker, Paul Almy, Neil Jacobsen and Richard Bett, who carried off seven 
prizes in all from a Classical Reading competition held in Salisbury. 

The term itself ground slowly into action in horrendous weather which even those members 
of the school spending the term in France and Germany were not able to avoid. They return in 
April to the more rigorous demands of Sherborne discipline, with memories of lethargic days 
in European classrooms, grappling with the language and the cigarette smoke. 

Slowly the term gathered speed, as the scholastic machinery trundled onwards to Half 
Term, where it stopped for a breath of fresh air, whether in Paris or at home. Then, like a 
steamroller, flattening all creativity, onwards to the Mock A & 0 exams, then a rash of house 
plays in the Blue Book-expeditions to the Ashmolean, Oxford, tedious field days, counting 
chemists' shops in an obscure part of Somerset, or drinking in the aesthetic delights of Bristol 
dockland or Georgian Bath, with the odd pint here and there. 

Confirmation was carried out on the 2nd March by the Bishop of Sherborne, who delivered 
a spirited address on fulfilling the role of godparents and the meaning of confirmation. 

The Lenten talks were given by Tony Bridge, Dean of Guilford, and he achieved what he set 
out to do-provide food for thought and put things in the correct context. We much enjoyed 
his company. 

So-after ten weeks preparing the newly-rolled road of academic aspiration, thankfully 
someone came along with two white lines and a message-'THE END, individual labour required 
for completion by July 1974 ... ' 

And so it is that, while Summer beckons, so does the revision for those all-important pieces 
of paper-the sweat on the brow, not from heat, but from mental exhaustion. The glazed look 
of fanatical determination-the strained laugh-housemasterly concern, and when The Day 
arrives, plunging into examination halls, like depressives into darkened rooms, a sudden realisa
tion that eight weeks have passed since the beginning of term-and you cannot actually remember 
having done anything. Do not be mistaken, time is not given merely for revision. If you must, go 
tell a cow Newton, go read a tree Shakespeare. Economise to a swallow, recite formulae to the 
grass, throw Voltaire at the clouds. You will find study walls much less appreciative. 

John Hubbard 

We say farewell to ... 

The Headmaster, who has been granted a sabbatical term before he finally leaves us. 
On entering and leaving lists, and when he attended the masters' play with his wife, 

on the last evening of term he was given ovations by the members of the school. A true 
reflection of the gratitude felt here for all he has done for Sherborne. The thanks, respect 
and good wishes of all Shirburnians go with him, his wife and family into the future. 
(Tributes will appear in the September issue). 

Alistair England, Andrew Bown, Nick Crocker and Mike Higgins of School House, 
Andrew Marriott and Luke Bazeley of \Vestcott, after a fulfilling post-Oxbridge term, 
studying almost everything from county archives and antiques to spoken French, and 
History, with a touch of typing here and there. We wish them an enjoyable term's 
respite away from books. 
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It was a hasty term. The dress rehearsal 
for getting those embossed certificates took 
most of the vigour out of the Upper Sixth, 
and if John Hubbard ran, editorially 
shrieking, about the school scattering enticing 
posters, it was mostly a one-man performance, 
modestly applauded by some of the exam
ination fodder. 

If John Hubbard shrieked, somebody 
else streaked, and was subsequently chastened 
by Mr. Walford. There were thoughts of 
doing the same across the Sixth Form Green, 
but the state of that lawn was not salubrious 
owing to its largely canine fauna taking 
advantage of the flora. It is questionably 
reported that a Gallia memorial convenience
for-doggies is to be erected in Room 1 1. 

There was a National election this term, 
and the Opinion Polls just scraped home, 
in this constituency. When it was realized 
that the old Friendly Faces were triumphing, 
the excitement became so great that people 
who were lurking in the studies were unable 
to go to bed till about five o'clock and sub
sequently did very badly in next day's exams. 
It is understood that a Government has been 
arranged by kind permission of the Oxford and 
Cambridge Board, and will be maintained 
until after A levels, when it will be exchanged 
for Certificates. Previous to the election large 
quantities of stickers had been spirited from 
the Conservative Association, but Phoebe 
Winch guarded the Liberal ones more 
zealously, and was very stern with lads trying 
to decorate their studies. Thereafter, the 
Conservative campaign in Sherborne ground 
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to a halt, and could not be awakened even 
by a massive transfusion ofWessex Nationalist 
posters, which were stuck by an acquaintance 
of mine on embarrassing portions of the 
Association building's anatomy. They were 
very beautiful posters, and how to make 
them will be revealed in next term's article 
on screen printing. Even while dormant, 
the Tories presented a formidable obstacle to 
the Liberal upsurge, which came the all-too
familiar second place, though some day it 
will overcome, have no doubt. SPICER 
labels turned very nicely into PRICES 
stickers, though this turned out to be illegal. 

Under the New Government Sherborne 
has not yet been abolished, and tax increases 
will benefit the Appeal, unless a rise in the 
price of cigarettes spoils that lucrative source 
of income. 

There was another election too, and 
Mr. Barker ended up on the soon discharged 
U.D.C., though he is very sanguine about 
the potentialities of the new flea-bite parish 
councils. The council is in fact now composed 
of many able men, and we may be treated 
to an unnaccustomed display of local 
independance. Two good quotes emerged 
from Mr. Barker's elevation: 

1 'Why do they think this Other Election 
is so important?' J. Barker. 

2 'We may have lost the Constituency, 
but we have gained a parish'. Phoebe Winch. 

We wish Mr. Barker and Mr. Morton 
all the best in their political careers. 

About election time, some military men 
came from Northern Ireland, not to learn 
about coups d'etat, but to lecture on the 
current terrorism. They were very pleasant 
and instructive, and if their policies were 
open to debate, their courage was not. 

The Bursary, though suddenly so lavish 
with the various literary prizes ,has been a 
little less discriminating about the central 
buildings. The old Notice boards have been 
replaced and supplemented by revolting 
grey-brown, hastily constructed hard-board 
items, which wreck the architecture and 
give a feeling of a badly padded cell. No 
doubt the elements will make short work of 
them. I particularly mourn the passing 
of the old Drama board, which was at least 
a nice piece of wood. 
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Mr. Facer's new laboratory is in use 
and the design has taken everything into 
account except the atrocious quality of 
modern woodwork. It comes in time to 
relieve the over-used Turing laboratory, 
which is poorly constructed and tends to 
fall to pieces, despite being the youngest of 
the Chemistry laboratories. Mr. Facer was 
observed on the 16th of March in a pair of 
black tights and a sackcloth jerkin, giving 
the enigmatic explanation that he was 'a 
serf'. Accused later claimed he was going to 
a Medieval Banquet, and was distant when 
told he made a good serf. 

The governors also tackled the thorny 
problem of central feeding. A decision was 
taken to explore the possibility, which would 
necessitate abandoning the beautiful and 
historic Dining Rooms, together with their 
newly refurbished kitchens, and migrating 
to a new site. Candidates for the latter 
include the gym, which apparently is very 
lovely under its modest veil of indescribable 
corrugated iron. There are suggestions that 
once gastronomy is centralized, customers 
should eat arranged in houses. This fatuous 
idea ignores the experience that, at Sherborne, 
economically sound change is usually for the 
worse unless accompanied by social progress. 
Anyway, it seems the Appeal is permanently 
stunted, despite a great deal of smoking, so 
the debate may be purely abstract. 

Talking of social progress, the Wildman 
Society remained in abeyance, and with it 
the only opportunity for ordered and enlight
ened discussion apart from one or two 
esoteric and sublime closed societies. After 
its brief frolic oflast term, the Society is to be 
ceremonially reborn at the beginning of next 
term, with the Girl's School Debating 
Society acting as midwife. Hopefully, this 
will introduce a new era of earnest and power
ful debating, after the Society's catastrophic 
decline over the last three years. The fact 
that this submersion has encouraged the 
utter collapse of mature political awareness, 
should leave nobody in boubt of the absolute 
necessity of a vigorous, sincere and intrepid 
debating Society. 

The Upper Sixth is now strictly for
bidden to eat tea in the town. This privilege 
was tacitly asserted and provided an in
nocuous social outlet for those elements 
obstructed by the clog of prefects, who 
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misfired in their A levels last summer. The 
former are consequently robbed of the 
delights of the J.C.R., among which may be 
numbered the right of 'Tea In The Town'. 
As for the J.C.R. itself, it is no longer 
democratic in constitution, so there is no 
chance of relaxation, in pleasant sur
roundings, for youthful intellectuals. Society 
meetings must end by the preposterously 
early hour of ten o'clock, the society 
authorities being considered incompetant to 
decide this matter themselves. 

In general, however, relations between 
masters, the establishment, and boys have 
been excellent, and provide great hope that 
Sherborne can avoid the tedious and boring 
bickering that marks education in the 
repulsively trendy seventies. 

The master's play provided a delightful 
view of the talents of the staff, and was well 
up to professional standards allowing for the 
special relationship that exists between the 
audience and the players. Dramatic life is 
flourishing and provides a fine answer to those 
who argue that without compulsory games 
students would become ennervated and 
surly; the dramatic achievements of the 
school can never have been greater. 

The Challenge Of Industry conference 
was a great success, a tribute to the dedication 
of Mr. Higginbottom; and just to show that a 
future in industry is far from essential, Mr. 
Barker et al. took a group to Paris, where by 
a strange coincidence they visited all his 
favourite art galleries. 

The Senior Film Club was launched 
triumphantly, to provide something superior 
to the vapid if entertaining shows in the 
B.S.R. The programme was broad and ranged 
from a Japanese Macbeth to the Spanish 
'Criminal life of Archibaldo de la Cruz', 
a poker-faced study of frivolous insanity, 
not to mention the hilarious French ab
surdity. The society will thrive. 

Mr. Yorke's magnificent expeditions to 
concert performances continue, though less 
frequently than last term. 

An upsurge in academic activity has been 
accompanied by a more sane attitude 
towards the theology of Games. Perhaps the 
intellectual sterility of the past four years is 
over, and the brilliant composure formerly 
associated with the School is returning. 
God be with it. 

Nebulus. 
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The opening scene of this play stands 
like a dragon to frighten off any inexpert 
producers; for the 'comedy' begins with old 
Egeon bewailing his tragic history to the 
Duke of Ephesus who is sentencing him to 
death. But in this production this scene was 
placed in the middle of the auditoriums, thus 
distinguishing it from the rest of the play 
and also making more acceptable Egeon's 
lengthy speech of explanation. The clear, 
contrasted diction of Paul Almy and Robin 
Taylor completed the effect, compelling us 
to take the situation seriously and yet to see 
the absurdity of the story of the mighty rock 
which split the abandoned ship in the middle 
and thus divided parent from parent, and 
twins from twins. And so we are led to the 
main element of the play-the story of the 
double pair of identical twins, each unawares 
of the others existence, and hence falling into 
a series of misunderstanding which start 
slowly and fairly simply, rapidly expand in 
detail and complexity, and finally reach a 
whirling climax when the stage is crowded 
with the entire cast, mystified, hopeful, or 
irate and the two pairs of twins at last con
front each other, and their parents are re
united in peace and the prospect of wedding 
bells. 

THE SHIRBURNIAN 

Dra01a 

Comedy of 
Errors 

The great success of this production 
stemmed largely from the two pairs of twins. 
Not only had they been made-up to be so 
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identical that many of the audience were 
almost as mystified as the citizens of Ephesus, 
but the similarity extended to mannerisms 
and characteristics. Luke Treadwell and 
Peter Lane as the two servants rivalled each 
other in their 'cockney' and exuberance; 
they had the best of the humour and they 
made the most of it. On the other hand, 
Mark Francis and Richard Gillingham as 
their two masters, though proving an admir
able pair ofhigh-spirited Renaissance gallants, 
yet showed appropriate slight differences,
the married twin a shade more sober, the 
bachelor a shade more sentimental. Around 
these two circled accelerando the other 
varied and entertaining figures of the play, 
too numerous to be mentioned by name
with one exception: when all the potential 
complications of the plot have been developed 
to the full and each of the pairs of twins, 
still ignorant of the other's existence, are 
ready to be united, Shakespeare produces as 
catalyst for the occasion the Abbess, the 
long-lost Mother, old Emilia; and Jennie 
Campbell well exploited the possibilities of 
this role. At once fluttering and forceful, 
skittish and severe, she helped to resolve the 
play in a final welter of absurdities. 
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To condense much that might be said 
at length: we are grateful to Eric Baker and 
his staff for their attractive and authentic 
set, to Alan Wieman whose singing provided 
such a delightful prologue and epilogue, 
to Peter Wellby for the speed and polish of 
the production, and to the whole cast for 
showing us so clearly how enjoyable a Shake
speare comedy can be. 

L.E.C.B. 

In choosing a school play the primary 
concern is, sadly, to find one which will come 
over in the Big School Room. 

Until the school builds the desperately 
needed Theatre-Lecture-Concert Hall, this 
will always be so. Many excellent plays, 
particularly more modern plays, stand no 
chance of adequate presentation in a struggle 
against the prevailing conditions in the 
Big School Room. 

"The Comedy of Errors" is the shortest 
of Shakespeare's plays and very light in tone, 
though there are traces of many ideas which 
are to be developed more fully in his mature 
comedies. The play is based on a play by 
Plautus, though Shakespeare has doubled the 
number of identical twins found in his 
original. 

\Vhat a modern audience may see as 
faults in Shakespeare's play are borrowed 
from his classical original-the massive 
expository speech of Egeon, where the 
audience is informed of necessary facts in a 
way which may seem crude is Plautine in 
its honesty of design, as is the extended dying 
close of the fifth act, where there is much 
recapitulation. 

The play is basically escape and enter
tainment and pretends to be no more-a 
sad tale's best for \Vinter and a light tale for 
Spring. 

P.M.H.W. 



IO 

House 
Plays 

Lyon-Ten Little 
Niggers 

Digby-Andorra 
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QU£stioning looks from members of the cast of 'Ten Little Niggers'. 

The efforts of Mr. Harvey and Lyon 
House created another laudable and very 
entertaining play. 

The choice of a play by Agatha Christie 
had the disadvantage that several members 
of the audience had already read the novel 
and so knew who the guilty member of the 
party of ten stranded mysteriously on 
Nigger Island, was. Also the out-dated 
expressions caused hilarity and tended to 
break the tension down before it had a 
chance to build up. On the other hand the 
Christie novel has strong characterization 
that inevitably helped the acting in a pro
duction of this kind. Some of the actors 
seemed uncertain as to what degree they 
should be acting the parts, but the result was 
convincing though some of the many 
pointed and loaded remarks were understated, 
leaving aimless pauses. 

The length of the play was too short for 
tension to build up fully and the interest 
required by a thriller was concentrated less 
on the reason 'why?', but more on 'how?' 
and this was answered only hurriedly and 
not very clearly in the closing lines. 

The acting was (indeed) good; to choose 
a better from a cast of ten is difficult and 
unfair. The casting was excellent and led 
to a visual as well as aural impression. 

The set was almost the same as previous 
years and again proved the versatility of the 
Lyon House Stage. 

Lyon House should be congratulated 
yet again. 

Steve Fraser added his name to the list 
of Producers through his piloting of the 
Digby House play. That it was a House play 
was not very important; it reduces the 
catchment ground, it intensifies the search 
for undetected talent. This was indeed 
found; to carry off a deeply symbolic play 
in front of an audience arranged on hard 
benches is no mean feat. 

The set was simple, which is correct 
for a play like 'Andorra'; it would give 
cause for surprise if Hollywood tried to 
turn it into a musical. 
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The plot of the play is simple; it is 
concerned with a non-Jewish boy who 
becomes convinced through years of per
secution that he is Jewish, as is generally 
believed. When the truth emerges, he is 
unable to believe in or adapt to it, having 
grown into Jewish idiosyncrasies and paths 
of thought. The lesson of this is plain, that 
Jewishness is a matter of the mind. 

Nick Colfer as Andri in 'Andorra'. 

But the situation is further explored 
through the device of 'after-thoughts' on the 
part of each of the major characters. This 
being an amateur performance, such devices 
tended to sag, as did most of the whimsical 
asides and symbolic misunderstandings. Yet 
the actors managed to portray a shrugging 
off of responsibility in an authentically 
horrible way; and this together with the 

II 

genuinely vile scenes with the Jew-detector, 
and then 'Going Too Far' with the detected 
Jew, projected the required tension. 

In this way, the play was done justice; 
the pedestrian nature of the earlier scenes 
questions how sensible it was to chose so 
metaphysical a play for a House enterprise. 
I sense that it only just came off, but that 
it did so is an enormous tribute to the actors 
and the redoubtable Steve Fraser. 

Jim Robertson 

Theatrescope 
Theatrescope, the touring company of 

the Salisbury Playhouse visited us once again 
this term and performed "Look Back in 
Anger", by John Osborne, which acted as 
a complementary production to "A Taste 
of Honey" which they staged in the BSR last 
term. 

The common goals of the war years 
have been achieved and all that remains 
is a lethargic and aimless stability in society. 
Against that background we see Jimmy, 
a potential revolutionary longing for a 
heroic role in society-in a society which 
will never supply this opportunity. Materially 
he is content, but frustrated that he cannot 
conform with this as fully as Cliff, Alison 
and Helena appear to do. 

In Sunday afternoon lethargy, symbolic 
of the whole period, Jimmy tries to conquer 
his feeling of inadequacy with abuse-insulting 
his wife Alison about her middle class family, 
all the time exhibiting a bitter jealousy at 
the content which her background epitomises, 
while his sexual desire for her can only be 
pacified by a victory on her part. Thus the 
basic barrier of hatred and abuse is retained 
to protect his superiority. His experience 
of death helps add to his need for discontent. 

At the end of the play, when he has lost 
Cliff, his contented fellow commoner, and 
Helena, who almost assumed Cliff's role of 
impassivity, and Alison has returned with 
pain to match his experience, Jimmy is 
afraid for his superiority-and so, to stop 
Alison conquering him sexually he retires with 
her into the fantasy world of 'poor squirrel' 
and 'poor bear'. 
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The performance was impressive, 
although a little slow to start with, but this 
can be put down to the fact that this was the 
first night. However the action soon warmed 
up and carried the audience with it and its 
intense emotional surges. 

Jimmy's childish lack of security was 
well portrayed, and Cliff's passive role 
achieved a balance between Jimmy and 
Helena and Jimmy and Alison. Helen 
was seen as little more than an easy conquest, 
leaving Jimmy, taking warning from Alison's 
fate, and her coldness and almost clinical 
adaptation to Alison's position, was played 
to great advantage. Jimmy was born out 
of his time, he was born to an age unsuited 
to his vitality and enthusiasm. Sometimes 
afraid he is content, and always confused, 
stringing many ideas around two basic 
frustrations, his sexual inferiority to Alison 
and the feeling that there should be a higher 
cause for his vitality. 

If any measure of devotion to the pro
fession is required of the staff, it can be found 
in the self-effacing and excruciatingly amusing 
performance given in the B.S.R. of the much
loved play 'Arsenic and Old Lace'. 

From 7.30 to 10.00, the entry and exit 
of familiar faces onto and from the B.S.R. 
stage brought waves of applause and hoots of 
laughter from the audience. The prize for the 
best entry must go to D.O. who played a 
police lieutenant, and whose pose and ambling 
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gait resembled his most vivid and well-known 
descriptions of Mussolini. C.H.R.N. excelled 
once again, and his collapse was one of 
the best I have ever seen, but one was not 
sure exactly who it was, since his bonny 
features were covered with gruesome grease
paint and his accent was so convincing. 
A.R.G., typecast as a Dr. Einstein (this one 
a plastic surgeon, which is why C.H.R.N. 
had to wear so much make-up) gave an 
appealing rendering of a German doctor, and 
I am sure the audience found the glasses most 
becoming. 

].P.R. charged around in a most 
militaristic fashion, imagining he was the 
President of the U.S., and indeed looked 
most distinguished (as ever) in his frock coat. 
M.J.T. with immaculate American accent, 
and white dinner jacket embraced Mrs. 
Hatch most convincingly, and they both 
looked a very happy pair and acted with a 
great degree of accomplishment. Mrs. 

Turner, incidentally, sat composedly in the 
wings keeping one eye on her husband and 
the other on the copy of the play, acting as 
prompter. 

One must not fail to mention the 
endearing performances given by J .J.B. and 
R.A.H. as the dear old Brewster sisters. They 
played with devotion and truest character
isation and held the play together. W.A.C. 
with hair well displayed played Dr. Harper 
(D.D. that is.) and waggled his head and 
was most gracious. 
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Well, what more can be said, save thank 
you to all those and to L.E.C.B., J.I.W.D., 
C.W.M-1. and J.H.D., not forgetting the 
producer J.H.P.G., who all contributed to 
make this an entertaining end of term play. 
Again congatulations to E.B. and D.W. on 
another brilliant set, and indeed to all 
the members of the staff who were good 
enough to make fools of themselves for our 
benefit. Lessons will never be the same again. 

Amateur 
Players 

Stewart Butler 

The use of a thrust stage with a screen 
behind on which was projected a backcloth 
was used to a great advantage. The back
cloth suggesting the scene rather than forcing 
it upon you. It gave the audience a greater 
feeling ofinvolvment and contact. That this 
contact brought reaction from the audience 
is also a credit to the universally high standard 
of acting. 

The entertainment itself is a series of 
sketches linked by monologue, which trace 
the course of marriage, starting with the 
nervous newlyweds on the way to their 
honeymoon, and ending with the old couple 
sitting in the peace of a cemetary before 
returning home to tea. Much of it is amusing, 
much is startling, and much has a pathetic 
note, all reflecting the stages of married life 
and the change in the relationships between 
husband and wife. It is not entirely comic, 
and the audience made the mistake of 
assuming that it was. 

I feel that the production itself was much 
too closely tailored to the director's idea of 
an easily shocked, very reserved Sherborne 
audience. Therefore much of the hilarity of 
innuendo was played down, and was 
subsequently lost completely. In many cases 
brilliant dialogue was wasted, and laughs 
were lost in an attempt not to offend the 
audience. However, the evening was enter
taining, it did have moments of humour, 
and above all it showed off Sherborne's 
acting ability extremely well. 

MIXED DOUBLES 

The cast all deserve special mention, for 
fitting into and playing the varying roles 
with such accomplishment, and for establish
ing exactly the right mood for each piece. 
l\feg and Ernest Hulme's performance as the 
old couple captured the audience with their 
wonderful portrayal of a happy pair in the 
Autumn of their years, secure in a deep 
friendship and companionship, while Colin 
Niven and Pam Hall carried the spectators 
with them in their row on their silver wedding 
night. Colin's vocabulary of facial expression 
was used to great advantage, so much so 
that members of the audience were heard to 
exclaim on the line 'because I hate you 
darling'. 

Once again Anna Newton, Tony 
Coldwell, and Nigel and Anna Paren, 
captured the atmosphere in their respective 
pieces 'Permanence' and 'Countdown', as 
did Angela and Nigel Paren in 'Norma'. 
Peter Wellby and Christine Batch's per
formance was the most lively of the evening, 
scoring points off each other while loosing 
their game of tennis against their opponents, 
who are happy and have everything-but, 
they conclude, there is more to life than 
that, as Janet Vincent and Alan Howard, 
were about to discover on the train to their 
honeymoon hotel. 

The linking sketches gave continuity, 
and were well delivered, but I feel that the 
Amateur Players must be a little less reserved 
if they wish to handle material of this nature 
again. They may even discover that their 
audience enjoys it. 

An Entertainment 

on Marriage 

J.B.S.H. 
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'Music has charms to sooth a savage 
breast', said Congreve and of course he 
was right. What he omitted to explain 
was that the average unsavage Sherborne 
musician's breast will (with exceptions 
of course) be not only charmed but 
positively drugged . . . Thus for his own 
failures and those of his 'prospective' 
contributors, the music correspondent 
will have to apologise; it would, by the 
rules of destiny, be one of the most 
conspicuous of the term's concerts, that 
of the famous Gyorgky Pauk and Peter 
Frankel, that slipped through our fingers. 
Needless to say it was a magnificent concert 
and all we can say is sorry to the offended 
parties. 

The Mussoc orchestra rehearsing diligently. 

Gounod-
St. Cecilia Mass 

Dvorak
Te Deum 

Mus. Soc. 

The deficiency of numbers in the audience must only have been due to the unfamiliar
ity of the program, Gounod's St. Cecilia mass and Dvorak's 'Te Deum' (Op. 103). For 
there could be no doubt of the competence of the orchestra, the soloists, the chorus, 
consisting of the Musical Society assisted by members of other schools in Sherborne, or 
the conductor, Brian Judge, supervising for the first time this annual production as our 
new director of music. 

The St. Cecilia Mass came first. The opening 'Kyrie' was smooth crisp and clear, 
with the lilting melody of the orchestra easily audible under the choir. The 'Gloria' led 
onto the central pillar of the work, the powerful 'Credo', firm and massive, grand in its 
simplicity. Saint-Saens wrote' ... at first one was dazzled, then charmed, then conquered' 
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and so indeed it was. Special mention must be made of the soloists-Anne Bartlett 
(soprano), Alistair Thompson (tenor), and Anthony Holt (bass)-who coped admirably 
with the resonant acoustics of the Abbey. 

After the orchestral offertory, the soloists were at their best in the 'Sanctus' and the 
'Agnus Dei'. The movement, the 'Agnus Dei', is an example of Gounod's liberties with 
the standard liturgy, and demonstrated well the capabilities of the chorus as they progressed, 
first unaccompanied, then to 'drum and fife' and finally in broad majestic tutti, through 
the chorus. 

Dvorak's 'Tc Deum' is an invigorating piece, as the opening timpani solo indicated. 
The firm orchestral playing did much to aid the chorus, slightly weaker than in the Mass, 
but the effect was pleasing, especially at 'In te, Domine .. .' 

As is usual on these occasions, the performance was of a professional standard, a 
reflection of a long winter's rehearsal. The annual miracle of uniting chorus and 
orchestra in a single session never ceases to amaze me, and much credit must go to l\fr. 
Judge for his skill and enthusiasm. 

Colin Forbes 

New London Wind Ensemble 

Oh, how encouraging it was to listen to an accomplished wind ensemble-an experience 
we rarely have at Sherborne. This was the New London \\/'ind Ensemble, entertaining 
the concert club to an inspiring and enjoyable evening. 

The 'Earle Of Oxford's March' by Boyd, which the Ensemble warmed up with, was 
pleasant though perhaps not as suitable to begin the concert as the following work, 
Haydn's Divertimento in B flat, which with its well known second movement, the St. 
Anthony Chorale, was recognised as a beautiful piece and played as such .. 

A more modern contrast, Hindemith's Kleine Kammermusick, to follow, consisted 
of five movements-Allegro, Waltz, Andante and Scherzo leading up to a lighthearted 
finale incorporating much virtuoso playing. Standing out in the Andante movement was 
an inspiring passage involving Neil Black on the oboe together with flute, clarinet and 
horn accompaniment. One could detect some Mahlerian influence here. 

After the interval, we were presented with a quintet in B flat by Danzi, attractive 
especially in its passage for Bassoon (Deirdre Dundas-Grant) during the slow movement. 
The trio by Malcolm Arnold for flute, oboe and clarinet contained six movements full of 
wit, charm and vigour, while the closing r 7 variations by Damase combined ingenuity 
and originality-notably in the movement for solo bassoon. 

So ended an outstanding concert and a well-spent evening. 

W. D. H. Carey 
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Informal Concert 

One never knows about informal concerts. Always the size of the audience is some
thing of a surprise. It would be illogical to say this was no exception because, in necessity, 
an exception in this case, however exceptional, could never be said to be an exception. 
Suffice it to say, the Old Music School today was full-there was scarcely bowing space. 

The violin soloists nevertheless flayed their elbows with confidence, a trait incidentally 
that was outstanding in most of the performers. Especially impressive were the four 
piano solos, all vigourously played and professional throughout. Pryor and Davidson 
introduced well the necessary menace into their respective pieces, Chopin's Prelude in 
D flat (Op. 28, No. 45) and Kodaly's '11 pleur clans mon coeur', the one with definite 
crescendo over the steady accompanying chord, the other with apparent increase and 
decrease of speed. Leece retained the rippling background effect in his 'Song without 
words' by Mendelssohn (Op. 53, No. 3) and brought crispness into the dominant chords, 
while Matthews, having convinced himself that hi~ zestful and admirable performance of 
Beethoven's Sonata in C minor (Op. rn) had been ruined by the omission of a single 
note drew a picture of Hitler on his programme and vented his fury on that. 

To follow was Carey's oboe solo, a Sonata by Boni, played with a resolution that 
brought pleasing results. Similarly Mumford on the cello thrilled us all with his intense 
physical effort and determination in a very accurate 'Kol Nidrei' by Bruch. 

The trio sonata by Corelli on the other hand was uninspiring as a piece, though well 
played, and perhaps marred by a rushing of air from the flautists. 

And talking of air, the lack of circulation among the multitude had made it stale to 
say the least. The Madrigal Society, without opening the windows, remedied this, 
filling the Music School with a lusty blast of fresh air controlled by Peter Witchell. 
After heralding May (the threat of cricket?) with Brahms' 'O lovely May', we were bidden 
'Come to the fair' . . .. So we all went home to bed. 

Charles Mills 

Concert Club 

For a Scotsman he really spoke quite good English and for a bass baritone his voice 
was pleasingly clear and free of vibrato. In fact it was the latter quality that enhanced 
the performance when Ian Wallace-not Moira Anderson-entertained the concert club 
to a novel, culturally quite unacceptable evening. 

Flanked by his pianist, Mr. never-been-quite-the-same-since-decimalisation Money, 
and a glass of water, he presented an amusing if not entirely comprehensive selection 
of songs ranging from the usual Mozart operatic arias (each introduced with a lengthy 
operatic joke) to 'Fair fickle Phyllis', a love song of little note. The second half brought 
lighter entertainment, including a musical version of John Betjeman's 'The Liquorice 
fields of Pontefract' and ended with the rousing chorus of the hippopotamus 'Mud, mud, 
glorious mud' dedicated to Ian Wallace himself by Flanders and Swann. 

M. Tomson and C. Lush 
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Christopher Knott (Piano), Jan Davies (Viola), Jill Riley (Flute). 

Until recently the French have had a reputation for composing music that is pleasant 
to the ear and undemanding for the brain. 

Three of the four works performed, Milhaud's Sonata No. I his 'Quatre Visages' 
and Durufle's 'Prelude, ReLitatif et Variations' emphasised this trait. The first two, 
though played with the necessary mellowness of tone, showed lack of enthusiasm on the 
part of the composer himself, while the last was again undistinguished, the interest lying 
in the performance. 

The highlight of the evening was two movements from Ravel's Suite, 'Gaspard de 
la nuit' played by Chris Knott on the Piano; in 'Le Gibet' (the gallows) the represent
ational emotion of the composer was conveyed with power, while in 'Ondine' the nebulous 
texture conjured up the picture of a water sprite with delightful ease. 

Orchestral Concert 

The School Orchestra 
B.R.J. 

David Tyrrell 

The Mini Band 
P.J.S. 

So, at last, arrived the most exciting of all the concerts given by the school this term, 
featuring (as advertised in large green capitals) the School Orchestre. And with the School 
Orchestre came the long-awaited first movement of Beethoven's third piano concerto 
(in C minor) with Malcom Pryor as the soloist. Though the movement is a long one, 
there was (to use a cliche) never a dull moment. The soloist prevailed as energetic 
throughout, displaying his skills especially in the unaccompanied passage at the end, 
while the instruments of the orchestra provided a soft and effective echoing of the theme. 
In all, this was one of the most laudable pieces performed by the orchestra for a long time. 

The Ravel, 'Pavane pour une infante defunte' which followed, was almost blatantly 
evocative of the composer's sentiment, while Verdi's Overture to Nabucco, which was 
inevitably condemned as vulgar, made an enjoyable and rumbustious contrast. 

A String Nonet by Stone emerged next (we were expecting the Chapel Choir) 
and favourably: the lightness effected in the two Allegro movements stood out in particular. 
On the other hand the smoothness, essential in most pieces for brass ensemble, was 
satisfactorily dealt with by Mr. Dams and company, playing the overture to Handel's 
opera Berenice. 

Finally the audience was faced with the mysterious Mini Band which turned out 
to be the Band, only much more entertaining, in its first appearance. l\fr. Shelley, 
sporting an unsuitably neat little haircut, whisked us and his men through a selection 
of four lively 'hit' tunes, starting with 'Windmills of your mind' which sounded infinitely 
more substantial than it ever did on 'Top of the Pops', and ending (twice) with 'So what's 
new?', whose infectious speed and rhythm everyone recognised. 

Charles Mills. 



THE SHIRBURNIAN 

Of Local Interest • • • 

Dorset cannot compete with Somerset in 
splendid towers or with counties farther west 
in mediaeval screens and bench ends; sadly, 
too, it has only fragments of ancient glass to 
offer. Dorset churches can, however, properly 
boast of the variety of local materials used 
by ancient builders-and the comeliness of 
those materials. At this end of the county, 
we have honey-coloured splendour of Ham 
stone, shown to perfection in Sherborne 
Abbey and repeated on a smaller scale at 
Bradford Abbas. Eastwards, Shaftesbury 
St. Peter's is built of the gentle, green, 
limestone of the district; go south to the 
heathlands and, at Wimborne and Canford 
l\1agna, the red-stained ironstone predomin
ates. On to Purbeck, where fine-textured, 
grey, stone gives character to the weather
beaten churches of the coast. Purbeck once 
was the source of the great purple-black 
shafts, which in the 13C were 'exported' all 
over the country-and Salisbury Cathedral 

Dorset Churches 

is a classic example of their use. The chalk 
heartlands of Dorset had no ready supplies 
of building stone and here the builders turned 
to napped flint, varying their designs with 
bands of ashlar or chequer-board patterns. 
Farther west, the silvery Portesham church 
is built from a local variant of the famous 
Portland stone. 

Dorset can further claim exqms1te 
'period' churches, beginning with Studland, 
which examplifies the conversion of a 
Saxon church to the austere concept of the 
early, post-Conquest, era. Tiny Winterborne 
Tomson is a minute gem of the I 2C, with 
its apsidal end (and Georgian box-pews). 
Whitchurch Canonicorum is mainly early 
13C and can boast one of the few surviving 
shrines to a local saint. Milton Abbey, 
only half-built at the Reformation, ex
emplifies the splendour of the 14C. 15C 
building (and re-building) is everywhere 
evident-notably in our own Abbey. From 
the 18C we can rejoice in the great town 
church ofBlandford, built after its predecessor, 
along with most of the town, had been 
burnt down in I 73 I. Finally, lovers of I gC 
churches could find nothing better than 
Kingston in Purbeck, built in 1880 by estate 
craftsmen from materials that were dug, 
carved and cut from the surrounding 
Encombe estate. 

Small treasures are legion-often housed 
in unexpected places. Thus, at Durweston, 
we find a carving of St. Eloi, patron saint 
of farriers, shoeing a horse, with the leg 
conveniently detached, while the three-legged 
beast stands patiently by. Saint George, 
winning the battle of Antioch for the Crusaders 
in rngo, stands guard over the door of Ford
ington, St. George, Dorchester, carved 
perhaps ten years after the battle. Occupants 
of the splendid I 7C pews at Puddletown are 
reminded, in Latin: 'You are not here to be 
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seen, but to listen and pray'. Finally, 
readers might like to find for themselves the 
charming memorial brass to a be-ruffed, 
Elizabethan lady, which is housed in a 
small Victorian church, IO miles south of 
Sherborne: 

~·········~·······················································~ 

Here lyeth ovr Landladie, loved of all, 
Whom Mary Argenton last wee did call, 
But formerlie Thornh"11, of Thornhvll she hight 
Yet Sister to Williams of Heringston Knight, 
But Thornhvll did leave her, in Ioynctvre most svre 
This Mannor of******* whilst lyfe did indvre: 
The Revenew wherof she freelye did spend 
In good Hospitalitie vntill her lives end: 
Her prayers to God .she never neglected, 
Her life with Infamye never detected. 
Then rest wee assvred, through Gods good grace, 
Her Sovle in ye Heavens hath taken her place. 

••••r••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••..,. 
February, 1974. 

The Reform l{iots 
From obscure history-evidence that Sherborne has 
not always been a docile Dorset town. 

Sherborne of 183 I was something of a 
centre of radicalism in North Dorset, 
supporting the radical 'Journal' and also the 
amalgamated 'Western Flying Post and the 
Sher borne and Yeovil Marcury', an organ 
of more moderate convictions. 

The actual riots were occasioned by the 
final result of the county election in which 
Lord Ashley, the Tory, standing against 
reform with all the powerful backing which 
the landed wealth of his family-The 
Shaftesburys-could give him, defeated his 
opponent, one Ponsonby, by a narrow margin, 
perhaps assisted by the disqualification of 
some eighty more of Ponsonby's supporters 
(for not reaching the required property 
qualification) than of Ashley's. 

The basis of the rioting mob were the 
stragglers remaining from the afternoon 
following the fair on the day the result was 
announced, who were encouraged by a 
trio, bearing a flag, drum and pipe to break 
the windows of the local gentry known to 

K.G.S.S. 

have cast their vote for Ashley. Starting at 
the town hall they set off down Newlands 
to the Castle, breaking windows as they went. 
They were driven from the castle, having only 
broken windows on two sides. They returned 
to vent their anger on John Parsons, the 
recently appointed incumbent who tried to 
read the riot act. He writes to a friend m 
a letter, of his house: 

They have entered and destroyed, 
and carried away much furniture 
and have broken every window and 
windowframe before, and towards 
my garden. They have entered the 
cellar and having drank their fill 
left the barrels to empty themselves. 

After this the rioters saw fit to retire for the 
night. 

The day's events shook the local 
grandees into action, panic-stricken, letters 
were sent to the Yeomanry colonel-in-chief, 
James Frampton asking for a peace-keeping 
force. He in turn wrote to the Home 
Secretary asking for regular troops to be sent. 
Eventually the Yeomanry were mustered, 
too late for the first day of the rioting, but, 
showing the great feature of moderation they 
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succeeded after a few hours in persuading the 
mob to go home-aided by the fear aroused by 
the issue of ball cartridges to the ranks. 
The casualties for the second day included 
several damaged Yeoman, who were either 
hit by stones or unseated from their horses 
when charging the mob, a horse which 
slipped and fell on the cobblestones, and the 
Revd. John Parsons, who again attempted 
to read the riot act without a bodyguard. 

That evening a troop of regulars arrived 
and there were no further disturbances. 
The Sherborne Mercury naturally denounced 
such bad behaviour in its editorial. The 
editor, John Perry, resigned the Yeomanry 
under pressure, because he had failed to 
turn out (though he had an excuse). Re
criminations were few-only three men, may
be the bearer of the flag, drum, and pipe, 
were sentenced to two years of hard labour. 
Six others were acquitted. The event faded 
swiftly into obscure history as Colonel 
Frampton fought a battle of paperwork to 
get renumeration for surgeon's fees for treating 
the injured Yeomen, and compensation for 
the horse now seconded to agricultural work. 

J. L. Bazeley 

The Coombe Stream 
Sherborne has had its Prehistoric, 

Romano-British and Saxon residents, evidence 
is forthcoming from finds of weapons, 
agricultural implements, foundations of 
buildings and coins. Thereabout was, and is, 
Wessex. 

In A.D. 705 the See of Winchester 
became unwieldy. A new Diocese was 
needed to serve Dorset, Devon and Cornwall. 
Sherborne was to be the place, and a fiat 
shelf of land facing south and well above the 
river Yeo (or Ivel) was the site chosen. 
There the Abbey, Monastery and later the 
King's School arose. 

To the builders of this new settlement 
the great advantage of the site was the 
pure clear stream by which it was watered. 
Known from early Saxon times as 'Scirburna' 
clear stream (Claros Fons in monastic 
documents), the Combe Stream rises in 
springs in Overcombe, joining its small 
tributary the Dymore Stream it flows south 
along the bottom of the valley and across the 
old road from London to Ilchester at 
Nethercombe near the foot of Greenhill. The 
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road from Londo~ anciently entered the 
Green from Newland and came down 
Greenhill by Back Lane. The combined 
stream crossed the road by a ford (now in a 
covered culvert below the A.30) continued 
in its own bed along the western side of 
Kennel Barton forming in its course a 
number of ponds used by the Monks for 
storing their fish. The Stream's most 
important service was to supply power to 
the Abbey Mill so vital for the Monks and 
their tenants. It stood where the Science 
Block is now and during slack periods water 
was diverted from it to flush the Monastic 
drains. After skirting the Western side of 
the Churchyard and the east end of the 
Almshouse the stream found its way to 
Westbury, at the corner of Cook's Lane and 
thence to the Yeo just below The Digby. 

The Combe ponds inspired Dr. Harper 
to plan the first School Swimming Bath. 
The venture was not a success. Mr. Gourlay 
tells the story in his 'History of Sherborne 
School'. Now to return to the place where 
the Combe stream crosses the London Road. 
In the high ground of the garden of Newell 
Grange (Bow's) a strong fine spring rises. 
Naturally it would unite its water with the 
Combe but the Monks led it to a well, or 
"Conduit Head' in Kennel Barton east of 
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that stream and from there the New Well 
water was channelled in stone and lead pipes 
to the Cloisters on the north side of the Abbey. 
There Abbot Meare (1505-1535) built a 
'Fair Castel' where the Monks could wash 
before going into the Refectory. Later 
removed to Cheap Street, it is this 'Fair 
Castel' we know as The Conduit. 

After an outbreak of Typhoid in 1867, 
the School Bath Water was suspect so steps 
were taken to convey the pure water direct 
from the spring to the Bath. It crosses the 
Combe Stream in Kennel Barton by a pipe 
recently visible, and follows that stream's 
right bank to the Swimming Bath at the 
Lion's Head. 

The Combe Stream is a sad little rivulet 
now and its companion, the New Well Water, 
hardly traceable, but Sherborne still 
remembers that to the 'Scirburna', the Clear 
Stream, it owes its riame and so much of its 
history. 

M. L. M. Thornton 

Yeo Ho Ho! 
The treasnres of the river and other objects 
d'intfret by Duncan Wilson. 

If you were to pass the River Yeo some 
damp aftern'.lon, and, on looking over the 
bridge, see some roughly clad figure wading 
in the middle of the stinking stream brandish
ing a viscious-looking rake fitted with six 
inch nails you would not be misled if you 
thought he was deranged-but you would 
probably not guess that he was collecting 
Victorian bottles from the stream bed. 

Peter Kent and I have been collecting 
bottles from the Yeo river bed for almost a 
year, with an estimated haul of 300 bottles 
and stoneware jars, ranging in value from 
lop to £25 each. Some of the most spectacular 
are Codd's bottles-Victorian Lemonade 
bottles, with a marble incorporated in the 
neck, which effectively stops it when the 
lemonade is put under pressure. They date 
from 1870-1920 and are worth over £1 
each-we have so far dredged up fourteen 
from the bed of the river. 

Other members of the collection have 
-such peculiar sounding names as applied 
lip sauce bottles, Hamiltons (An oval 
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L to R Small medicine bottle (Kay's Coaguline), 'Sheared 
lip' pill bottle, Trasks of Yeovil 'Table waters' codds bottle 
and Eiffel Tower Sherbet crystal jar. 

Victorian lemonade bottle which cannot be 
stood upright, designed so that the bottle 
would remain on its side, and the cork 
moist) and even a case bottle. 

The case bottle was the most valuable 
of all the finds-it is an eighteenth century 
gin bottle, entirely hand made, and somehow 
miraculously preserved. 

The colours of glass range from deep 
'cobalt' blue to opaque white, the former 
being used for poison bottles, although in 
the eighteenth century they tended to have 
a dark green or black tint. The stoneware 
is easily recognisable on the river bed from its 
more regular shape. Stoneware was used for 
gin and ink alike-a fact which many 
ancient members of the school probably 
took advantage of. Its use was phased out at 
the turn of the century and is found in the 
Yeo far more often than glass. 

\Ve also have a small collection of 
clay pipes-some found in the gardens of 
\Vestcott House dating from the seventeenth 
century, and another, still reeking of tobacco 
when it was uncovered in the School House 
garden. 
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William Sharpe & 
The search for coal 

near Sherborne 

by Dr. H. S. Torrens, 0.S. of the Department 
of Geology, The Universi£v of Keele. 

Writing this with a national coal strike 
recently ended it seems strangely appropriate 
to discuss Sherborne's connection with the 
coal industry. The nearest coal mines are 
those in the Somerset field, centred on 
Radstock, some 26 miles to the north, this 
being the nearest place where corre~t 

geological conditions are found. Coal m 
England is found mainly in rocks of the 
Carboniferous period formed over a period 
280-325 million years ago; whereas Sherborne 
is built on, and largely from, much more 
recent Jurassic ro~ks formed a_bout r ?o 
million years ago, with no economic deposits 
of true coal anywhere near. 

Ifwe project ourselves back two centuries, 
we see coal in quite a different light. In the 
first place there were no geologists. The 
word geology dates from r 778 but the ability 
of geologists to predict with accuracy where 
coal would be found only developed slowly 
after r 800 although the engineering skills 
needed t~ explore beneath the Earth's 
surface were already surprisingly well 
developed. In the second place there were 
few roads, no railways or even canals. The 
projected Dorset & Somerset Canal of r 793 
which was never completed was largely 
intended for coal traffic. As a result the 
cost of coal reflected not the cost of winning it 
but the cost of transporting it. The price 
of coal at the pithead in North Somerset 
was 4d. a bushel in .r79r, but in B:ith 9d. 
in r 792. In Dorset m r 793 the pnce was 
2od. a bushel, a bushel being approximately 
one hundredweight, and this for coal that 
came by sea from Newcastle-on-Tyne to a 
Dorset port, since the Somerset c<;>alfield was 
land-locked. With coal five times more 
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expensive in north Dorset than north Somerset 
it is small wonder that people should search 
for local supplies of coal. In fact there were 
determined efforts to find coal in the 
Sherborne area for over a hundred years. 

We know of most of these attempts from 
a contemporary writer William Sharpe. 
He was born in r 724 at Houghton-le-Spring, 
Co. Durham, the son of a working man 
(perhaps a Durham miner). However he 
entered University College, Oxford where 
he matriculated in r 743 and graduated 
as M.A. in r 749. He then disappears from 
view, but it is certain that he was curate of 
Leadon Rooding in Essex in r 755. 

In r 760 he became Usher (Second Master) 
at Sher borne. In r 763 he took the additional 
post of vicar of Long Burto? wit~ Hoh;est 
and in r 766, probably findmg his clencal 
duties, which he took seriously, unlike some 
Dorset contemporaries, too onerous he 
resigned his ushership at the scho~l. He 
remained vicar at Long Burton until r 783 
when his burial is recorded at his Durham 
birthplace on December 7th. 

Having been born in a mining com
munity Sharpe was obviously anxious that if 
coal existed in Dorset it should be found. 
In 1169 he published a r ro page 'Treatise 
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upon Coal-Mines, or, an attempt to explain 
their general marks of indication, acknow
ledged and probable.' In this Sharpe 
discusses the advantages of coal mines and the 
following disadvantages of life in Dorset 
without cheap coal: 

1 Loss of time spent hunting for firewood. 
2 Resultant demolition of trees and hedges. 
3 An eight times higher incidence of agues 

than in Durham from lack of warmth to 
dry clothes etc. 

4 Long winter evenings spent in a public 
house 'wasting the profit of their work for 
the sake of a warm fire side'. 

When discussing how one might discover 
coal in Dorset Sharpe displays the contem
porary ignorance of any geological reasoning. 
He knows nothing of the regular stratification 
of rocks and the inferences possible from their 
orderly sequence. He is misled by the thick 
blue clays ('a pregnant mark of coals below') 
and the 'hard blue rock impenetrable to any 
utensils which workmen (mending the turn
pike road) are obliged to blow up with 
gunpowder' found ascending \:Vest Hill into 
thinking them the same as is found with coal 
in Staffordshire or Durham with the obvious 
result. His general conclusion was, in 
anothers words 'that coal was certainly to be 
found in this and neighbouring parishes if 
proper measures were taken in searching 
for them'. 

The year after the appearance of his 
treatise Sharpe published a pamphlet as an 
'Appendix to a treatise on Coal Mines, 
containing an historical account of the several 
attempts formerly made to find coal in the 
environs of Sher borne. 'No copy of this seems 
to have survived but luckily a reprint was 
made in 1791, eight years after Sharpe's 
death. In this Sharpe documents the eight 
attempts to find coal here between around 
1690 and 1 770. 

The first was based entirely on word 
of mouth, according to which the Earl of 
Bristol (probably the third Earl c. 1635-1698 
since Sharpe says it was 'much beyond the 
memory of the present generation') tried 
to find coal at Pinford Hill-today's High
more's Hill (ST 666180) near Milborne Port. 
The geological horizon which misled them 
is the Forest :Marble or upper fuller's earth 
clay of todays nomenclature. The former 
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is in parts a polisheable limestone hence 
Marble, which has been used in the fabric 
of Sherborne Abbey from this locality. 
The limestone and clays beneath can contain 
a large number of small fossil wood fragments. 
Sharpe's account suggests that 'coal' may 
have been found, and it is conceivable that 
some of the clay at the bottom of the hill 
where the attempt was made could be 
persuaded to burn. Sharpe also speaks of 
shady dealers from the Mendip mines coming 
down to fill the pit in case coal was found
early testimony of the link between coal 
mining and industrial action. 

Highmores Hill seemed a highly favoured 
spot for four more attempts were made here. 
The second was about 1705 when the gentle
men of Sherborne and Milborne Port 
subscribed to a trial pit which found nothing 
but blue clay. The third attempt was by 
boring for William Digby, 5th Baron who 
lived c. 1662-1752 and who owned coal 
mines in Warwickshire. This attempt 
presumably between 1715-1 720 was likewise 
unsuccessful. The fourth followed soon 
after, undertaken by some Mendip ad
venturers using the divining rod (showing 
how much even the mining community of 
the time knew of geology) again they were 
unlucky and again industrial action is 
blamed, for one account says the work ceased 
so that the :Mendip miners 'might not 
injure their own country'. The last attempt 
here about 1 740 was again by local sub
scription, work started, but their courage 
failed before they had got very far. 

The next locality is one familiar to many 
Shirburnians-\Vest Hill (ST 641150). Here 
near the top of the hill a pit was sunk about 
75 feet down in around 1740. Here Sharpe 
records 'a foul kind of coal was found and 
carried to Sherborne and burnt upon the 
hearths'. Some found the smell intolerable 
but there seems little doubt that even if 
it did burn it didn't produce much heat. 
Fossil wood is again not uncommon here 
because the Forest l\!Iarble was formed in 
shallow water whence the wood was derived, 
and it is this factor which possibly encouraged 
the coal hunters to try at this level more 
often round Sherborne than at any other, 
and also which enabled them to claim it could 
be persuaded to burn. 



So desperate was the need for cheap 
coal, or so great were the expected profits 
that two more attempts were made before 
l 708 by Henry Thynne, son and heir apparent 
to the first Viscount Weymouth of Longleat, 
but who died in the same year aged 33 
before he could ·inherit. He was at the 
time landlord of Leweston and chose to 
explore in this area south of Sherborne. 
One trial was at Dikehead (ST 64 l l 20) 
near Leweston which was unsuccessful, 
but which Sharpe himself thought very 
hopeful since 'on either side of the road [to 
Leigh] there is a token of coals, apparently 
as probable as any in these environs, that is 
the schistous earth' (i.e. fissile shales). This 
is yet again set on the Forest Marble. 
The other attempt was on Holnest Common, 
probably, but not certainly, what is now 
called Great Common (ST 636096). The 
Holnest attempt is more interesting for 
two reasons. Firstly it is the only one of those 
chronicled by Sharpe not exploiting the 
clays of the Forest Marble. Instead this 
one started in a higher horizon called Oxford 
Clay, which is outwardly similar to that 
below and thus giving similar promise of 
coal. Also the families involved were not 
put off by the failure of these attempts. 
When Henry Thynne's wife, who had 
inherited the manors of Holnest and Long 
Burton, and Long Burton, died intestate 
in l 729, her two daughters equally divided 
the estate, confirmed by Act of Parliament. 
But the division of the undiscovered (and 
non-existent) coal proved more difficult, and 
it had to be agreed that the daughter who 
did not inherit Holnest Manor should be 
entitled nevertheless to one half of any coal 
mining proceeds, paying one half of the cost 
of sinking for it there. 

These eight attempts, all to no avail, 
should have taught a well learned lesson 
in the area. But hope springs eternal and the 
local land-owners had not obviously exhausted 
their money. In l 79 l a mysterious second 
edition of Sharpe's anonymous pamphlet 
appeared but this time with no details of 
printer or publisher either. Sharpe w:is 
obviously sanguine about coal prospects m 
the area, and I feel sure the pamphlet was 
printed locally as an incentive to yet more 
attempts. The unique copy of the reprint 
was provided by William Cruttwell ( 1741-
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1808), printer, newspaper proprietor and 
Sherborne school governor. Early in this 
same year a project was afoot to find coal 
near Shaftesbury. This one exploited another 
geological horizon, the kimmeridge clay, 
which at Kimmeridge itself does contain 
a one metre thick band of bituminous shale, 
long worked as local fuel. A writer recording 
before 1675 that it burnt 'so well that Mr. 
Clave! does not only boile his salt with it, 
but useth it for the melting of glass in his 
reverber furnace: it is a fierce fire but 
stinks'. This, though not a true coal, is well 
known as the Kimmeridge coal and cost, in 
l 768, 6d a tun. 

But this bed of Kimmeridge coal has 
not been recognised near Shaftesbury. The 
upper Kimmeridge clay here is however also 
bituminous and can be persuaded to be 
burnt with an 'intolerable smell'. The 1791 
adventures planned a boring two miles 
south of Shaftesbury. Earlier explorers had 
tried here over sixty years before and found 
nothing but the new attempt, encouraged 
rather than dismayed by this, projected a 
bore 150 feet deep financed by subscription 
among the local gentry and urged on by 
some of the same signs at outcrop that 
Sharpe had also found encouraging. All 
the known subscribers seem to have been 
connected with Shaftesbury, though one had 
strong connections with Sherborne. Dr. 
Richard Pew, a Shastonian who died in 
1834, had a book printed and published 
there in l 785 by William Cruttwell and 
married a Sherborne banker's daughter in 
l 786. He or another Sherborne subscriber 
may have asked Cruttwell who was a named 
agent for Sharpe's last book and who 
advertised in his newspaper 'Printing in 
general performed in a neat and correct 
manner at the shortest notice on reasonable 
terms' to reprint Sharpe's encouraging 
appendix. 

But they found nothing as the earlier 
trials on the same site had. The most 
remarkable aspect of these coal trials is the 
persistence at already tested sites. Dr. 
Richard Pew, one time school governor, 
philanthropist and optimist certainly did 
not learn by experience. Five years later he 
published 'Observations on the art of making 
Gold and Silver or the probable means of 
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replenishing the nearly exhausted mines of 
Mexico, Peru and Potosi.' Three years after 
this finds him on the committee of the ill
fated Dorset and Somerset Canal, promoted 
to transport coal from the Somerset coalfield 
to Dorset, but which ran out of money in 
1803. In 1826 when a railway was instead 
projected, he served on that committee 
too. It foundered as well. 

l 791 was also, the year William Smith, 
the acknowledged father of English geology, 
arrived in the north Somerset coalfield and 
started making observations which proved 
the orderly occurrence of rocks and opened 
the way to accurate prospecting for coal. 
He 'brought to light hundreds of instances 
where sinkings for coals had been undertaken 
in the southern and eastern parts of England', 
with prospectors misled by superficial signs 
'and attended with ruinous expenses to the 
parties though a source of profit to the 
pretended coal finders who have in many 
instances been able to return to the same 
spot or neighbourhood and persuade a new 
proprietor to act again the same farce and 
squander his money on an unattainable 
object.' In 1805 he strongly advised against 
a project started in l 803 on the Oxford clay 
near North Brewham, Bruton but he was 
ignored; well over £2,ooo was spent sinking 
a shaft over three years to 650 feet. After 
Sherborne School complicity in such schemes 
it is nice to be able to report the sister school 
at Bruton also was involved in such things, for 
this was on their land. Nor was this sort 
of expense exceptional. On Canford Heath 
before l 797 a search costing £ l 5,000 was 
made for coal involving boring through 
solid chalk for 300 feet. In 1804 at Bexhill 
in Sussex £30,000 was spent on another 
futile attempt. 

With this experience one would have 
hoped that Shirburnians would have learned 
their final lesson. But in a book published 
in 1815 we read: 'Some gentlemen have had 
it in contemplation to seek for coals with 
Lord Digby's permission at Sherborne, as a 
person skilled in mineralogy had observed 
the crop of good coal appear to the day near 
that town but his lordship has not made a 
grant of the land, so that work has not yet 
begun.' 

One hopes it never did. 

Slow and Dirty 

or Swift and Delightful? 

l 
! 

R. Blenkinsop 

Over at Stalbidge (where the chemist 
Robert Boyle lived) one can still see and 
walk along the remains of a once-great plan 
to link the Bristol Channel with the English 
Channel by railway, and provide a quick 
route from South \Vales to the south coast. 
The Somerset and Dorset Joint Railway came 
into being with the amalgamation of the 
Somerset Central and the Dorset Central 
railways in 1862-but its great plans never 
really came to anything because of 
uneconomic policies, poor organisation, and 
very difficult country particularly over the 
Mendips. 

Burnham was to be the 'northern' port; 
the pier and some of the rails are extant, 
though it was found that it would be too 
expensive to deepen the estuary, and so 
goods traffic from South \Vales was never 
great. The principal freight was rails for 
the S & D, rolled in the South \Vales rolling 
mills, a sample of which can still be seen on 
the remains of Stalbridge station with the 
inscription S&DJR. Unfortunately the line 
also ran through predominantly rural country, 
and there was little indigenous freight 



traffic to be had; the railway had to rely on 
freight from the North and Midlands brought 
by the Midland railway to Bath. The 
Company was nearly always on the breadline. 

The Mendips represent a formidable 
obstacle; trains don't like inclines much 
steeper than I in rno, but the S & D had large 
sections of the northern part of the line with 
gradients of I in 50 over sizeable distances. 
Much of this section was built with single 
track, and was never doubled since no cash 
was available. Thus large, heavy, slow
moving trains on these sections limited the 
amount of traffic which could be handled. 
The situation would not have been too bad, 
had the motive power available matched 
the character of the line, but apart from a 
very successful series of engines built specially 
for the company (one of which is preserved 
at Radstock), the line was the victim of the 
policies of another railway, the Midland. 

Midland engines were built at Derby, 
and the S & D used Midland engines after 
the grouping of 1923 when the multiplicity 
of small companies were amalgamated into 
the 'Big Four'. It is often said that the 
Great Western was the only company to 
survive grouping with its pre-1923 name 
(and consequently thought to be the most 
arrogant!), but the S & D was not fully 
amalgamated into the LMS until 1930. 
Until then it returned its own livery of 
Prussian Blue. The Midland had a policy 
of building small engines, and they could 
not cope with the gradients of the line and 
double-heading (two engines on the front) 
or banking (an engine attached temporarily 
at the rear) had to be resorted to. At 
Evercreech Junction on summer Saturdays 
there was a line of engines waiting to bank 
the northbound expresses up the I in 50 
to Masbury summit, and whilst this was a 
fine sight for enthusiasts, it doubled mainten
ance and staff costs. Just before the war, 
a new class, the 'Black Five' made its 
appearance, and these engines were very 
successful, but they were never numerous 
enough to eliminate the need for bankers. 

In I 963, under Dr. Beeching, the line 
was scheduled for closure; ironically, at 
this time the new BR standard engines made 
their appearance, and these for the first 
time showed themselves capable of handling 
the traffic. But it was too late, and after a 
process of attrition which angered local 
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people (who recognised the necessity for 
closure but disliked the method) the line 
closed on March 6th 1966. Now, much of it 
has been ploughed up and cuttings are being 
filled in. 

Even ifit was never run too well, though, 
the line had immense character. It ran 
through some of the best and most varied 
scenery in the country, many of its characters 
were very unusual, and it was very affection
ately regarded by people who had no 
connection with Somerset or Dorset. This 
was unusual, particularly as it was a relatively 
small concern. 

Two stories suffice to give some idea of 
the S & D. At Templecombe the S & D 
passed underneath the L & SWR main line 
(which still serves Sherborne), and had a 
connection with it and running powers into 
its own platform at Templecombe Upper 
Station. Since the upper station was at 
right-angles to the S & D line, S & D trains 
had to run into the station, shed their load, 
and then reverse a half mile or so back on to 
S & D metals to continue the journey to 
Bournemouth. This performance, sometimes 
with l 7-coach trains, occupied about I 5 
minutes and would never have been tolerated 
by any other company! A personal story 
concerns a Templecombe driver, one George, 
who bought some goslings at Wimborne, and 
brought them back to Templecombe 
swimming in the tender tank of his loco. 
The same man came to work in a donkey 
cart, rode it onto the turntable, turned it, 
and sent it back home on its own. 

Personally I never knew the S & D. In 
the late fifties I spent hours on Birmingham 
New Street, and often watched the 'Pines' 
depart for 'Bath Queen Square, Temple
combe, Blandford and Bournemouth West', 
and tried to imagine what those places were 
like. Now the line is dead, killed by transport 
which has little character and no compassion; 
but if you go to Masbury summit, amidst the 
old ballast and the overgrown cutting, you 
can still hear the sharp crack of the exhaust 
from a very elegant blue machine, bouncing 
off the cutting; or to Sedgmoor, where the 
connecting-rods drum on the waters of the 
flooded moor; or to Evercreech, where on a 
fine summers night the whistles of the 
banking engines returning from Masbury 
echo around the hills. 

Rod Beavon 
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Country Houses 

Purse Caundle Manor 

'Here in the valley, the world seems to 
be constructed upon a smaller and more 
delicate scale', said Thomas Hardy of the 
Vale of Blackmoor, in which we live. The 
same could be said of its manor houses
and those of Dorset as a whole: those who 
require flamboyance, sheer magnitude, or 
scenes of violent royal death, before they 
will part with their entrance fee must look 
elsewhere. Indeed entrance fees in Dorset 
are generally an irrelevance, for most of 
its houses are still privately owned and the 
owner will be delighted to show you round 
gratuitously if you have first written to him; 
on the other hand he may not. 

There is nothing in Dorset to compare 
with the splendour of Chatsworth or even 
the stern authority of Montacute. Only two 
or three of its houses even approach monu
mental proportions. This is an advantage, 
for visiting Americans tend to take .their 
expensive Japanese cameras to Prescribed 
Places, whilst the Japanese are too busy 
snapping Stonehenge with Instamatics to 
notice Dorset at all. The real delight of 
Dorset houses is the way they blend un
assumingly into the background of wooded 
valleys and rolling downland; yet at the same 
time giving the landscape a distinctive 
quality, as though they had always been 
there. Hence, possibly the best way to see 
them is to walk upon the uplands in winter, 
when foliage does not black the view. The 
sudden glimpse one gets, for example of 
Minterne House from the escarpment to 
the east is perhaps more impressive than 
a close-quarter study. The typical honey-

coloured stone, too, gives these houses a 
vitality that is sometimes missing in the 
austere grey of north Somerset, and has the 
characteristic of changing its tone with 
varying light. 

The reason for this wealth of smaller 
country houses seems to be that Dorset is not 
on the way to anywhere, and thus remained 
unnoticed and unfavoured by those aristo
crats in the Eighteenth Century and the 
Plutocrats of the Nineteenth Century, who 
destroyed the old manor houses and their 
way oflife, to make way for their own formal 
and sumptuous houses. Consequently a 
large number of early manor houses remains 
in the county, built when the Tudors gave 
England stability and the powerful no longer 
needed to lurk in chamfered corners behind 
portcullises. 

We are lucky enough to have two, if 
not on our doorstep, at least within bicycling 
di~tance (for most). Anyone who has not 
been to Purse Caundle Manor (just beyond 
Milborne Port) should loose no time in 
doing so; nor should he be prejudiced by 
Pevsner's rather jaundiced view of it as 
'stimulating as an archaeological puzzle, 
but oflittle purely aesthetic merit'. It has a 
serenity about it and its shape is pleasing. 
Besides, you can see round the interior if 
you go on a Wednesday, Thursday or Sunday 
afternoon. The 'puzzle' is why William 
Hanham, whose initials appear in it, should 
have turned the Great Hall completely round 
and thus re-oriented the house. The 
Hanhams received the house via the Long 
family, their cousins, who had completed 
it under the early Tudors. But what provides 
its individuality are the three Jacobean 
projections, which give the southern length 
an E shape and can be seen from the small 
wooded garden. The Great Hall is lit by a 
magnificent window looking out onto a 
delightful little courtyard, and has a gallery 
with a lute in it. Amongst other attractions 
are some ancient carved beds (one belonging 
to the Bishop of Ely and dated 1508-, some 
original glass, which is difficult to see through, 
some Sixteenth Century shoes (found in the 
roof) and some furniture beautifully inlaid 
with mother of pearl. It also has-or used to 
have-a benign ghost, which appeared to 
people ·on the old stone staircase, until it 
was frustrated by the simple removal of the 
staircase. 



There is also a ghost at Sandford Orcas 
Manor, for which you have to journey the 
other way. This one is more sinister as it 
pushes people into fires, and has been 
noticed, if that is the right word, in the last 
few months. This house again is privately 
owned, but is well worth a trip just to see 
it in its setting in a fold of the hills just to the 
north of Sherborne. If you climb the hills, 
you can see the manor beneath you, and 
beyond, a vista stretching far to the west. 
The house itself is jauntily assymetrical and 
has been little altered since the reign of 
Henry VIII, when it was probably built. 
It is similar in style to its contemporary, 
Parnham House, near Beaminster, for which 
a car is needed, except by the lusty cycling 
enthusiast. Parnham enjoys a similar valley 
setting, but is a rather more imposing 
building. During the last war Eisenhower 
held a conference here to plan the invasion 
of Europe. It is now a home for elderly 
ladies, but is open in the summer on Thursday 
afternoons. A final-and fine-example of 
these early Tudor manors is Athelhampton 
Hall, on the A35 near Puddletown. Only 
two of its ranges are original, but they 
comprise a romantic picture, especially with 
its stream nearby and its formal gardens. 
This Hall can be visited in the summer, 
and is signposted on the main road. 

These few buildings are a small sample, 
although representative, of the many manor 
houses with which this countryside is studded. 
They might well be a starting point for 
visits to others, because of their convenience 
and particular qualities. But for all of 
them it is necessary to know where to look; 
for most of these houses do not flaunt 
themselves: they withdraw discreetly in some 
valley, the architecture complimenting the 
terrain; that is their peculiar charm. 

C.W.M.I. 
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·rrent in Dorset 

I discovered Trent last summer, when 
on a fine day I wandered that way and reached 
something like the sixth heaven of delight. 
On an azure day, the village makes a stunning 
new acquaintance, though with familiarity 
the magic tarnishes, there being less attractive 
aspects to modern rural life. 

I could recite the history of Trent, but 
it might miss the point. To know the story 
of such a district in depth is intensely in
structive of pre-industrial England, but the 
significance of the knowledge grows only 
with experience. Enough to say that if you 
want to get the feel of the existence of our 
ancestors, Trent has the essence encapsulated 
-but it is necessary to walk abroad, end to 
end of the parish. 

The buildings are mostly old. New 
developments are supposed to harmonize: 
in one case they have gone to the extent of 
thatching a new house, but the structure 
is too rectilinear to come alive. The genuine 
Stuart buildings live more than their 
inhabitants, exhausted second-homers or 
Yeovil capitalists fleeing from the mess they 
have made. The new estate has built in the 
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correct brick, but with the wrong windows, 
and to emphasize the crassness of planners, 
every house is identical, the most foul 
trade-mark of our debased culture. 

But there is enough ancient construction 
and Victorian ornament to survive modern 
dilution. The Church is transcendentally 
peaceful, its East window a blaze of medieval 
coloured glass. Yet such conventional tourist 
targets are not quite the quiddity. A parish 
is more than a village, by virtue of its 
original constitution. The land itself was 
very pleasant up till last summer, and the 
parish was heavily dotted with congenial 
trees. Most of these were unfortunately elms; 
more than half of them have consequently 
been exterminated by the Disease, and many 
of the remainder are falling victim to 
agro-technology and the New Barbarism. In 
a couple of years the district will be as bare 
and featureless as all too much of agricultural 
Dorset, which is a most potent argument for 
visiting the land in its final flowering this 
summer. I suspect that what remains of the 
parishes beauty will then become as fossilized 
as in the bulk of rural England, so sadly 
abused as the townsman's playground. 

Tweed 

The Spirit of Sherbo me? 

WE TAKE OFF OUR HATS TO :-

29 

The member of The Green who 'streaked' round his house in the dead of night for an 
unconfirmed amount of money. l\1ay we wish other members of the school who wish to 
enliven school life every success. 

The English Specialist who, when asked to comment on the line 'London Bridge is 
falling down_ falling down, falling down' replied, 'This gives the impression that London 
Bridge is falling down'. 

Our school and the Girls' School on the choice of plays for coming commems. 

Girls' School Play: A MAN for all seasons. 

Boy's School Play The LADY'S not for Burning. 

The member of the school who, in reply to another saying 'You'll take off soon' to 
a prefect who was skipping down the stairs in a noticeably airy manner, observed 'If pigs 
had wings .... ' 
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Of General Interest • • • 

Science and l~echnology Review 

Did you realise that your life's history 
is inscribed in your scalp? ST AR TLING 
NEW REVELATIONS indicate that 
dermatology is none less than the prodigal 
brother of psychology. \\Tell, hardly revela
tions, as they emerge, blinking, to light for 
the first time on these pages; in this very 
paragraph, before your eyes shimmers the 
sublime secret. 

When I first made the historic discovery 
my ecstasy knew no bounds. '\Tithin the 
confines of my cranium lay the potentially 
fortune-making science of dermatopsychology. 
I would put an advertisement in the national 
papers, or perhaps the Western Morning 
News to start with, declaring my ability 
to Tell All from a glance at a photograph of 
the rear of the head. 'Private detection 
While-U-Wate' I would call myself. No 
need to get that A-level, now that fame 
beckons. 

To get a little practice, I applied my 
secret omniscience to the members of the 
school. It confirmed what I had always 
suspected; that the institution consists of 
various groups of identical individuals. The 
existence of hair regulations is a well-designed 
hurdle for the application of collective 
ingenuity. The results are fascinating. 

r The Newcomer. 
Just arrived from prep. school. Was captain 
of first eleven, top of top form, most acclaimed 
scholar in history (if you believe him). Is 

consequently cowed by all rules, and scalp is 
as bushy as a primrose at Paschendaele. Due 
to excessive trepidation has three haircuts in 
first month to hilarious approval from 
superiors, then lets it lapse. 

2 The not so new. 

Nothing else to say: a corrupted version of 
the above. Add on two inches to all measure
ments. 

3 The bootlegger. 
An expert at evading regulations. This is 
achieved by beating the hair behind the 
ears. Although the result is distasteful to the 
extreme, such details are trivial compared 
with the image of ideal length. On Saturday 
nights a ritual covering of the ear-lobes 
occurs. The ideal is completed by the utter
ance of gutteral sounds and meticulous 
abasement of the language. The subject 
complains loudly about school authorities, 
pretends to inhale by shoving smoke through 
the nostrils, is extremely foolish and on the 
third fifteen. Centre parting. Lank and 
disgusting. 

4 The fuzz. (see over) 
Almost the opposite of the above. Intelligent 
in general, and on account of this fluffs the 
hair back to make it look as though it 
wouldn't grow any other way. A bit '50s' 
in a sense. Complains loudly and inhales. 
Works continually and not very intently. 
Indistinct parting, unconventionally creative. 
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4 The Fuzz 

5 The full frontal assault. 
This one gets results: hair is longer than 
either of the above, because the regulations 
give a bonus for honesty. Does not work 
very hard. Describes self as an intellectual 
and sits on creative boards in an advisory 
capacity. While the fuzz is apparently 
academic, this one is the power behind the 
throne, together with the pragmatist. This 
coalition is responsible for most of the creative 
writing in the school, or rather the established 
and traditional part of it. 

6 The pragmatist. 
Does not bother about hair, is more interested 
in the esoteric delights of mind. It is not 
possible to draw this one, as it varies from 
short back and sides to the same whichhas 
had no attention for two years. Verges on the 
full frontal assault, though possibly in neutral 
or negative manner. Responsible for art, 
music, writing. Together with class 5. 

7 The fringe. 
This one is lost in a world of its own creation, 
and cannot see further than an inch and a 
half. An inability to get hair to grow at the 
back, where it should be, makes it compensate 
at the front, with disastrously successful 
results. Drawback is that it only has one 
hand free to do anything that requires 
leaning the head forward, or SWOOSH, 
down comes the sacred lock. Is good at 
games, though erratic athitting the ball, 
and has tendencies towards indolence and 
illiteracy. Life is difficult for this protected 
species. 

Whether hair causes character, or vice 
versa, I cannot say. Some day I will produce 
statistics to help deduce results. What? Oh, 
I thought that you might think that. But 
most historical discoveries have had difficult 
infancies-you wait: In fifty years time, I will 
be a second Freud. 

Drawings by Paul Rawlins, discovery, words, 
and observations by somebody completely 
different. 

7 The Fringe 
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THE SHIRBURNIAN No. III. 

A SHERBORNIAN ABROAD. 

I AM off for Paris with the Gov'nor and the 
Ma:ernity. I do not mean to be disrepectful to you, 
my dear Father, nor to her whom I call Mamma when 
at home, but I am bound to conform to school etiquette, 
which strictly forbids any allusion to one's earthly 
parents under any other name, and positively excludes 
the most indirect mention of one's sisters unless they 
are decidedly pretty and have made their 'debut.' 

\\'ell, I am off for Paris. The sea is crossed already 
and we are rolling off in a heavy, lumbering diligence, 
torn along by five sturdy little horses with bells 
jingling about their necks. The driver's whip, ever
lastingly cracking over their heads, the angry shouts 
and opprobrious epithets that are hurled at them and 
their ancestors, keep them at a round trot on the 
undulating roads of Normandy. Peasant women in 
cotton night-caps terminating in a tassel, rush to the 
rude doors of their ruder dwellings to give a nod to the 
gallant Jehu, who has a word for everyone and deals 
out his gross wit with a prodigal tongue. 

Pa-Gov'nor, I mean, is to be met at Vitre by 
some French avocat who has been apprized of our 
intended passage and no doubt means to be very 
civil. Here we are rolling into the yard of the coach
office. A bonne, as the French call their maidservants, 
the most roguish creatures in the whole petticoated 
world-bonne forsooth, a lucus a non lucendo; did ever 
politeness invent a more complete misnomer? \Veil, 
never mind; a bonne with a white apron and an impudent 
face singles out the Governor and insists upon our 
going to the avocat's domicile. The bland and affable 
lawyer, with tremendous gesticulations, bids us welcome 
to his house, and seems disposed to embrace us all, 
a climax which the Maternity and the Sisters evidently 
dread, for they look very ill at ease. But our French 
friend, if the word friend be proportionate to the 
exuberance of his zeal for our welfare, our French 
friend of five minutes' acquaintance, is ordering a 
cup of tea to be prepared at once for his chers amis. The 
bonne rushes to the chemist over the way and returns 
with a small paper funnel, containing half an ounce 
of dry leaves. 
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On a fine Valentine's Day morning 
].J.B., C.H.R.N. and P.M.H.W. heroically 
set out with a quantity of Shirburnians for 
Paris. On reaching London the party 
separated-some to the Hayward to an 
exhibition of Munch and Freud, and others 
to do some last minute shopping. The winds 
of the last few days had led all to believe that 
the crossing would be rough, and all set 
ab::mt trying to counteract this. J.J.B. & Co. 
dosed themselves with 'sea legs', while 
others, during their brief sojourn in London, 
made sure they would roll with the ship. 
Subsequently three members ofthepartywere 
left behind when the train pulled out of 
Victoria for Folkstone. The crossing was 
moderately calm, and from time to time 
].J.B. could be seen pacing the decks, 
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at Half Ter01 

hands thrust deep into the pockets of the 
familiar raincoat, smiling stoically, while 
C.H.R.N., his hair blown by the wind, 
leant on the railing staring at the receding 
shoreline in the distance. Meanwhile 
P.M.H.W., detached the hood of his 
duffiecoat, covered his eyes and sank into 
varying degrees of oblivion all the way to 
Calais. 

Calais reached, the party discovered that 
French was not so easy after all, especially 
at speed and by irate porters and station
masters. However, Paris was reached after 
a long train journey, most of which was spent 
chasing the buffet trolly up and down the 
train for a bite to eat. From the Gare du 
Nord, a Metro journey to Place :Monge, 
and at last to the hotel. At eleven fourty
five a final spurt of energy in search of a 
final 'sandwich avec jambon' and so to bed. 

The ensuing days all started with coffee 
and croissants, and all ended footsore and 
happily. The members we left in London 
joined us at ro.oo the next day. Everything 
in Paris that a tourist 'does', was done. Les 
Invalides, Notre Dame, Eiffel Tower, Opera, 
Montmartre, The Louvre, The J eu de 
Paume, Champs Elysees and Arc de 
Triomphe. The most memorable day was 
spent at Versailles, when we were lucky 
enough to be blest with some sun. The size 
rather alienated the onlooker, which is why 
the author found the Trianon and the 
farmhouses more attractive than the almost 
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vulgar, but beautiful palace. The Louvre 
and the Jeu de Paume were breathtaking 
althou15h the .M?na Lisa was very badly hung'. 
and disappomtmg, the impressionists made 
the greatest impact. 

So it \~as that after three days of using 
(and re-usmg) Metro tickets, persuading 
the clerks at the ticket machine entrances 
to museums that we were students (mainly 
for J.J.~.'s benefit, who invariably got in for 
half pnce too) and renewing old friendships 
~hat we rose at six on Monday for the return 
JOUrney, all together this time. Our passports 
'o'er glanced with a cursory eye' we were 
back in England once more. J.J.B. & Co. 
breathed a sign of relief, and assumed once 
again their familiar poses as the train drew 
out from Waterloo to bring us back to a 
wineless existence in Sherborne where the 
nearest thing to a croissant i~ a Danish 
Pastry. 

J.B.S.H. 

New Issues from the 
Halls of Learning 

His previous books have all been 
informative, while his latest demands the 
~nformation back. The problems book is 
mseparable from the book it accompanies. 
This is not only shown by the exactness of the 
chapter and paragraph numbers, but also 
by the fact that when the publication of the 
b?ok was delayed, Mr. Whelan infringed 
his own copyright by duplicating all the 
proofs and handing them to his sets. 

To describe it as his book is sin of sins a 
little INACCURATE. His co-~uthor, M.'J. 
Hodgson of Canterbury school clearly played 
a large part in the construction of both 
volumes of 'A' level fodder. But all who 
know Mr. Whelan will recognise the dogmatic 
use ~f '.SI' units and the scrupulously tidy 
descnpt10ns as the stamp of one is always 
awake to the slightest of lapses in academic 
discipline. 

Though rigid and inflexible in his 
principles, Mr. W'helan is intensly human. 
The corybantic drive of his twin books toward 

THE SHIRBURNIAN 

II
~··. 

. 
. 
' 

. 
. 

universal grade A Physics 'A' level is 
r:ioder<1;ted by the inclusion of wide reaching 
httle diagrams, notes and reminders on all 
the. trickier problems his disciples face. 
This can be accounted for by his determination 
to get at the foot of the problem in all cases 
be it by refresher courses over a couple of 
te~ms, or a .searc~ for a dictionary for an 
epith.et to illummate the atrocity of a 
Physics Hall. (For which activity I have less 
evidence than suspicion). Thus no student is 
likely to be left floundering in some in palpable 
problem if they refer to his set of books. 
In fact there is little to say, save that the 
books are excellent, the recent one neither 
more nor less so than its predecessors. 
One may be inclined to make jokes about 
the. lack of any discernable plot or story, 
unlike those tomes which describe the 
construction of a motor car in detail; or even 
sneer at the somewhat gratuitous inclusion 
of selected Essay Titles. 

. But if you k.now little about Physics and 
wish to learn, or if you require some backbone 
to your 'A' level course, there can be no 
alt~rnative. They may not be books with 
:vhich to read round the subject, but that 
is not. what they are for. The only remaining 
quest10n I have is, what will he write next? 
Perhaps a childrens' bedtime story book in 
which the microfarads knock top hats off 
the kilocalories, but it is hard to say. 

Jim Robertson 

Essential Pre-University Physics. 
Questions and Problems for Pre
University Physics. P. M. Whelan 
and M. J. Hodgson. 
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Literary 

The Sporran Pea God 

Grinding, growling, greedily grasping. 
Gasping, gobbling-The Pea Green God. 
Dreaming and gathering, stroking the sky 
The Island of Sporran, the pea and his pie. 

Roman Nominee 

Thumb-flecked pages: 
Letterstrailingacrossspacesendless. 

Senseless. 
-Breath vanished, 

Life in a foot-Note: 
" 

Hugh Salvage 

,, 

Phraates 6, Roman Nominee, King of Parthia 35 AD. 
Emperor alone on the balcony of his palace. 
Lilac lifted purple passion wafts round him, 
Smoke and incense. Rolled-gold marble. 

Shifting cedarless expanse. 
Hands clasp glitter-glass, dull red wine. 
Lips sip, throat gloats. 
Eyes shadow deep, weeping cheeks. 
Beyond the collonade crowds kneel, 

worship: 
Lord of the East, Phraates 6, King of Parthia . 

. . . Roman Nominee. 
l\Iouth sneers, cholic cough. 
Crystal splintered poisoned wine flows, 
Weeping cheeks dry. 

Alistair Morgan 
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Tone Poem. without Title 

She gave a critical pat or two to the 
handsome cherry bow, turning her head this 
way, then that, as she did so; pulled bal
loonishly out its dainty loops; then once more 
twisted round the small figure with its dark 
little face and dancing burning eyes, and 
scanned the home made party frock from the 
front. 

'What does it look like, mother?' the 
small creature cried in the voice of a mer
maid: then tucked in her chin like a preening 
swan to see herself closer. The firelight danced 
from the kitchen range. There was an inch of 
snow on the sill of the window. 

'Please, mother-What do I look like?' 
the chiming voice repeated; 'my frock?' 

'Mother?' said the little girl whose eyes were twinkling as the 
light from the snow caught her eyes once again. 

The black-haired head still stared at the firelight, but no recognition of the voice 
appeared from the head. 

The small girl's inquisitive, puzzled smile broadened as she realised that her mother 
was playing a game with her. She crept up behind the chair slowly and shouted, as loudly 
as she could-'BOO !' 

The curly haired head drooped forward, only slightly, but very noticeably. The 
little girl's eyes were going mad with delight, but she was determined not to lose this game, 
just before her party, so she thought of a new idea. 

She decided that she would run to the door and push the letterbox open so that 
it made a rapping sound, and then she would run back into the kitchen and say 'There's 
someone at the door, mother.' 

The little girl, delighted with her clever idea, tiptoed off to the door and pushed the 
flap of the door open from the inside. The spring pushed the flap back into position quickly, 
and a loud, hollow bang came from the door. 

The noise seemed to echo round the porch as the little girl looked round, echoing 
high over the picture of Aunt Lucy, who had been dead for seven years, rising up to the 
dirty coloured ceiling which hadn't been painted for many a day, down the wall again 
and past the little girl's drawing of snowmen, rather primitive thought the little girl, 
but her mother adored it. Down to the floor came the echo, finally hitting the 'Welcome' 
mat, which was so worn out that it no longer 'Welcome'-ed anyont', itjust got trampled 
upon. 

She so engrossed in the porch that she forgot all about her plan to come into the kitchen, 
but somehow it didn't seem to matter; it just seem~d terribly, terribly irrelevant. 

A pink balloon came floating down from the roof of the porch, and hit her gently 
on the nose. Awakened from he1 reverie, the little girl walked bac'.c inside, but her feet 
seemed to drag, they didn't seem to guide her. 
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She was overcome by a terrible sense of dread. She felt that she was boxed in, couldn't 
get out. She sank dowly to her knees. What had she learnt at school that week? When 
you're afraid, you must always whistle. 

She pursed her lips together and blew, and suddenly she remembered that she 
couldn't whistle, her fear had boiled over. 

'Mummy, mummy' she shouted as she ran into the kitchen, but her mother was still 
in her chair; the little girl knew she was safe now. She stopped running and walked 
slowly over to the chair. 

The chair was a high backed one, with a curious ro5e design on the cover. The little 
girl came round the side of the chair and saw her mother sitting there quite peacefully, 
but the little girl noticed that there was only one thing wrong; her face was contorted 
with lines of agony, and a bread knife was sticking into her heart. Morbid curiosity 
overcame the little girls fear, but she soon knew, and she hammered at the stone kitchen 
floor, shouting 'Hell. hell', the only bad word she knew. 

The Death of An Era or Veluti Folia 

Melancholy mingled sweet 
with perfumes' prolific scent. 
Wind hung in branches, still 
The day was water-smooth. 
Branches weaved, roots writhed 
through gossamer and grass 
dew wept and trickle run. 
Warm silence the wooded land sighed 
soundless through slanting gold, 
splintering to sun blocked ground. 

Jonathan Beazley 

But leaves now fall from the withering garlands, 
vclutia folia sedes 
you see them float 

quae passim calathis strata natare vides 
Slagg 

The End of the Roman Empire 

Murder as a Fine Art 

In the water butt to the left of the conservatory door and to the right of the dahlia 
bed a finger is partially immersed. It is rotating in modest slender ellipses, making little 
waves pat the side restrainedly. Gerald thinks. 

When Gerald has thought he will translate thoughts into typewritten agendas with 
his address and telephone number at the top, until then he will twirl his finger. 

'Why twirl you your finger?' We ask him. He looks up like a covetous ape and jerks 
his head backwards and forwards very quickly. 

'It is an aid to creativity.' He replies, his neck clicking back into a normal forward 
position. 

cont'd ... 



38 THE SHIRBURNIAN 

'What create you with your finger twirling thus?' 
'A sudden cessation, or rather, extinction of life.' He replies. 
'Shall we go in now?' He withdraws his finger and passes it across the scat of his 

trousers. He opens the conservatory door. Since we do not know the way, he shall lead 
us to the drawing-room where he sits at the pianoforte and begins to adjust the metronome. 

'Adagio for Sally's birthday party?' He wonders. He has a red rectangular manu-
script before him, 'Teaching little fingers to play'. 

'When does it happen?' We whisper, like emery paper. He tilts his head and does 
not answer, because of course he is about to play 'Sally's Birthday Party' and here there 
must be concentration. First he shall exercise his little digits. Some he shall draw to 
and fro across his spherical pate. Others he shall place in his mouth and chew; what a 
pleasant scene, so innocent, almost pastoral as the wind begins to crackle through the 
Wisteria outside. The sun glitters yellow through the french windows as it sinks below the 
upper branches of the Holm oak by the gate. The shadows stretch long and classical like 
corinthian columns. The air is warm and sugary at the end of the day. 

'Come, I have played 'Sally's Birthday Party' long enough. We shall walk into the 
kitchen and murder my wife.' 

'Ah!' We rub our hands. He swings his legs around the piano stool and pulls up 
his dark green socks. When he sits, there will be no longer an untidy rim of bleached 
ankle below the bottom of his trousers. He loosens his tie, his noble Royal Academy tie 
and folds it carefully. 

'Why take you off your tie?' We pray him. He does not answer but lifts a cushion 
from the comfortable sofa. There is a long sleek glistening silk black tie beneath and he 
lifts it tenderly. 

Outside the sun is spotted with the rattling leaves of the Ilex tree. The family whippets 
shiver happily among the roots of the lustreful copper beech. The tennis net has been 
slackened by Gerald, Gerald's son. 

'Come Gerald. You must hurry with your murder it is nearly time for the Pallisers.' 
He mists the gleaming brass door handle slightly with the palm of his hand as the 

noble oriental mahogany door glides back against th~ doorstop. We cannot stop to 
admire the moulding of the cornice in the hall, nor the grandfather clock embellished in 
oils with the four continents personified, Europe, Asia, America and Africa, nor the inlaid 
rosewood tallboy to the right of the telephone, nor the cluster of Wyllie marine water
colours above the spinnet. We cannot stop to admire all this. Perhaps we will come back 
tomorrow. 

'Gerald?' We whisper. Where is Gerald? We cannot see him. 
'Gerald!' We call much louder. We must not call very loud lest the Capodimonte 

cornucopia fall to tbe Wilton carpet from its noble classical niche. 
We scout through the halls and among the clocks which all show different times, 

among the Chippendale commodes to the kitchen. 
'Gerald?' We sigh in relief. 'You haven't done it?' 
He is replacing the eighteenth century duelling pistol in its blue velvet lined black 

leather case. 
'Hallelujah.' He mutters and begins to twang on his Jew's harp. 

Charles Mills 
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What is it? 
-A noise outside 
Where am I? Cannot remember 
Why is my darkness invaded so 
Leave me alone. 
Gone-quiet again-
Safe? 
Do you think I could ? 
Still Quiet 
Anybody there? 
Dare I? 
Push 
Push out nervously, slowly, scouring the air 
Feeling the slightest breath of wind or tremor of ground. 
Nothing? 
Now-Away from this darkness, -:-this tiny area full of me. 
Can't breathe, must get .... 
Free, -bright, dazzling, -can only feel. 
Feel the breeze, the grass, the light. 
Now-to see, inching round corners, -waiting to return to the darkess. 
Sliding over my nervous shimmering trail, -not slipping 
More bold, can enjoy the world, my freedom, 
The heat, the sun. I can feel all .... 
Darkness 
What is it 
-A noise outside 
Where am I? cannot remember 
Why is my darkess invaded so? 
Leave me alone ... 

The Snail-Michael Chambers 

Figure on Sunset 

A dark figure silhouetted on the deep orange sun 
Slowly moves down a snowy hill 
Which towers up in the sky reaching for the heavens. 
And, bit by bit, consumes that fiery mass 
As if it was a huge orange. 
The figure still silhouetted takes one last look at this heavenly scene, 
The glittering surface of the ice-covered river, 
The deep orange sky with the dark outlines of the hills 
And the long evening shadows that twist about the slippery ground 
Before he too is concerned and the painting is gone. 

Peter Farley 
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The Raimnaimgame 

Grey slate, 
Weight on roof 
With water rate. 
White reflection of 
Light 
Height of grey cloudliness. 
Purple nuance of 
Slide slime 
Time immemorial on 
Rafter constitutional 
Iron nail 
Rail the wind. 
Green grass 
Slipshod by passing people 
Gushing gargoyles 
Steeple water 
Daughter innocence 
Highlighted by droplets 
Splashlets 
Bouncing from 
Brown cobbled 
Cutstones 
Covering Churchyard bones 
Sodden till summer 
Hardens the earth 
And the drummer 
Sounds with crunching feet 
The new campaign 
Bloodstain 
Pain 
Rain. 
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Stewart Butler, 24-26, i, 74 
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car/inferno poem 

cars 
going down west 
tyres hissing in the rain 
headlights glare 
eyes staring 
going down west 
going down 
tyres hissing in the 
headlights staring 
rain going down 
going down 
eyes glaring cars west 
hissing in the tyres 
headlights going down 
eyes going staring 
hissing in the rain in the 
west going down 
tyres glare staring in the 
headlights hissing 
going down 
going down in the rain 
in the west 
glaring eyes headlights in the 
tyres down cars hiss 
in the rain stare 
eyes cars headlights west 
raining in the going down 
down in the hissing 
headlights staring tyres 
cars going down down 
down 
eyes hissing 

s.l.f. 
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My First Crime 

'Dad, what does it taste of? Please can I have some?' 
He laughed. 
'Why not, Dad?' 
'It's bad for you' 
'But why are you drinking it if it's horrible and bad?' 
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He turned away and started typing again. Right, I thought, if it's there for drinking, 
I was going to have some. 

I went to the kitchen to secure the timer. l\fom asked me what I wanted it for: 
I replied, as guilty as a hand caught sniffing a joint, that I was only looking. 

It was starting to drizzle outside and Mum went out to gather in the washing-I 
grabbed the timer, neatly by-passed the dog, who thought it was a biscuit, and dashed to 
my sanctuary, my room. 

Safe at last, I locked the door by putting a chair under the handle: I then hid the 
timer in the secret draw Dand had made for me. Now for the bottle. 

I crept downstairs to the chapel, (now Dad's study)-the stair creaked and I froze. 
After a minute I deemed it safe to proceed. I twisted the handle and staggered in (not 
wishing the handle to spring back, I was in a sort of half-nelson) I could hear the clatter 
of the keys of the typewriter, but could see nothing, as the bookcase was in the way. 

I tiptoed on, into the unknown. I felt like a shrivelled ball of nerves, and one hand 
clutched the other-to steady it. I had just painstakingly crossed the half way line when 
my ear picked up a few unexpected sound waves. 

I dutifully went back, shut the door, and restarted. I grasped the key of the drink 
cupboard-this was a great comfort, since it appeared to be as nervous as I was, going 
clink-clink-clink, clink-clink-clink in very good time with my hand. 

I synchronised the turning of the key with one of the spasmodic bursts, from the 
typewriter, reached in, snatched a bottle, closed the cupboard, and locked it. So far so 
good. 

Looking at the bottle, I realised that when my father said, 'Shut the door' he must 
have realised that someone was in here. 

I started to whistle, and debated what to do. Dad continued to type, and even as a 
last resort Tchaikovsky failed to help me. Eventually I stamped out the beat of last 
week's number one. I was half way up the stairs again, when I realised that I hadn't shut 
the door. I went back and shut it to the tune of a soft 'Thank you' which wafted back 
from nowhere. I rushed up to my room, and put the chair under the handle again. 
I rolled under my bed and took a tentative peep at the label on the bottle. 

'Brazilian Bitters' it read; I thought what Dad drank was golden, but this was black. 
Anyway, I took it and swapped it with the timer in the drawer, and closed the latter-I 
set the timer for five hours and put it under my pillow. I then undressed and tried to 
sleep. I was just dropping off (the timer was ticking loudly and not helping much) when 
I heard: 

'Have you seen the bitters about?' 
'No, have you tried the larder?' 
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My heart beat faster. Was he going to come up or not? My adrenalin came to the 
boil after about a quarter of an hour and my eyelids closed once more. 

What was it going to taste like? Orange juice? Lemon juice? Shandy? I was very 
excited and could hardly wait. 

In fact I couldn't. I switched on my torch, brought out a toothmug (which was 
permanently hidden as an excuse for not brushing my teeth) and the bitters. I tried to 
pour the bitters in the toothmug. It came out drop by drop, and took a long time to fill. 

By then the bottle looked very empty, but I didn't worry about that. I smelt the 
liquid, mmm, very curious, but I took a gulp. 

If I had had a mirror I would have expected to see several strange things, partly 
because of the feeling of pink to puce, but mostly because of the ogling, smarting con
tortions of my eyeballs. I'm glad I didn't, because seven years bad luck would have 
ensued in the mad rush to the bathroom. 

Two pints of water later I reviewed the situation. Did Dad drink that for fun, or just 
to look grown up? But he was right-it was bad and horrible. 

It took half an hour to rid myself of the last traces of the fluid. I returned to my 
bedroom; there was the toothmug, still full of poison, and the bottle. Somehow I had 
decant it back. 

The neck of the bitters bottle is no easy task to tackle, even without a regulator. 
I tried to pour it in-this resulted in a foul stench and a stained carpet. No good. l 
dripped it very slowly. Same result. I poured a little down my teddy bear's throat, 
firstly by mistake (bad light) and secondly deliberately. He seemed to be laughing at me 
through his bitter grin. 

I gave up. I crawled into bed and went to sleep. 
At midnight the timer went off. 

Hugh Pope 

The Sherborne Voting Song 

Blue is the colour, 
Righteous is the game 
We'll smash the miners 
And make them think again. 
We'll extol our country's glory 
(Though it favours us alone) 
We'll make it clear we're Tory 
And make the 'thinkers' groan. 

We'll say we hate inflation 
Though it benefits our class 
We'll claim that all the nation 
Has rallied round at last 
We'll call upon the workers 
To bear the power cuts 
So that when we've ruined all the rest 
The money runs to us. 

And in coming years we'll make it plain 
That Communists take all the blame 
That though the people are suppres5ed 
Tory rule is for the best 
So gather round, ye men of iron 
Stand behind the British lion 
Proclaim the word, foreswear the thought 
That Ted has not done all he ought. 

Published by 'The Cadbury Circle' who will be 
pleased to reunite at High Summer in sight of 
Camelot. 
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Duffers 

The society had three meetings this term 
on a variety of subject matter, and whilst 
the secretary's paper on Auden's longer works 
(which was the first meeting) should be 
mentioned and then forgotten, the other 
two deserve (and deserved) more attention. 

Andrew Harvey, recently elected a fellow 
of All Souls, came to talk on his own poetry 
and kept his audience's full attention. His 
precision of imagination, vivid evocation of 
mood, formidable vocabulary and economy 
of style are particularly satisfying. Further
more the discipline he imposes on his poetry 
is complemented by the variety of formal 
style at his control, which is in turn comple
mented by the variety of his subject matter. 
Above all, the strong personal involvement 
which was demonstrated in the reading of 
his poems made this a thoroughly enjoyable 
meeting. 

The final paper of the term, 'The 
Literature of Decline' was delivered by Nick 
Crocker, in which he revealed his erudition 
by threading his way from Theophrastus and 
Ecclesiastes to Claudius Claudiamus and 
Rudentius, pointing out variously their 
irreverance, sentimentality, elitism, romantic
ism and vulgarity. This scholarly paper 
provoked much lively discussion and brought 
the term to a most fitting close. 

Our thanks to Mr. Bruce for his generous 
hospitality, and warm encouragement. 

R. J. Kendall, Hon. Sec. 
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Societies 

James Rhoades 

A varied and exc1tmg repertoire this 
term culminated in a fascinating talk on the 
history and complexities of Traction Engines, 
beloved by all as a reminder of a real 
mechanical age, but unfortunately it was not 
possible to have one present. 

Prior to this, following the more 
traditional lines of the society, the term's 
proceedings had commenced with a reading 
of Sean O'Casey's 'Cock-o-Doodle-Dandy'. 
This was an entertaining introduction for 
new members-the accents ranging from 
Cockney to Welsh during the course of the 
evening. 

Mr. Howard, accompanied by numerous 
visual props, led us deep into Iran and 
explained the 'conflict' of development in 
this emergent nation. 

A most successful term's proceedings, 
and it only leaves me to thank Mr. Harvey for 
presiding most diplomatically over the 
meetings, both this term, and in the past. 
He hands over to Mr. Howard in the summer 
term, since he has to prepare for his imminent 
departure to loftier heights. 

Andrew Bown, Hon. Sec. 

lnterpretes 

Primum convenerunt in Schola Musicae 
Antiqua symposii habendi causa: ibi modulati 
sunt, cecinerunt, narrationes fecerunt et vino 
absente, omnes nihilominus maximam 
voluptatem ceperunt secundo conventu dom. 
Simon Garlick, vir eloquentissimus, nos 
delectavit simul ac de Epicuro certiores 
faciebat. Denique logothes ipse, Malcom 
Pryor, de Religione Romana verba doctissima 
apud nos fecit. Omnes oblectati, omnes 
informati sunt gratias tibi agimus R.S.G. 

Neil Jacobsen 
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Green Ribbon Club 

This was a term full of meetings and 
notable for the eminence of our speakers. 
The high standard for the papers was set 
by Duncan Wilson's talk on Proudhon, which 
revealed the generally lightweight case 
presented by nineteenth century French 
thinkers as well as the interesting genre 
of spelling used by the Blue Book calendar, 
which, having called Proudhon 'Prondhor', 
proceeded to spell ideology as 'idealogy' in 
the title of Malcom Matson's paper on the 
bankruptcy of contemporary American life. 
The ensuing discussion helped to search 
deeper into the reasons for the emergence 
of Watergate, and the anachronistic position 
of the President. 

The third paper was given by General 
Clutterbuck of Exeter University on 'the 
IRA as Urban Guerillas'. This was a most 
stimulating talk which succeeded in creating 
some furore. General Clutterbuck made some 
fascinating revelations about Bloody Sunday 
as well as describing the Sunday Times as 
the best propaganda organ the IRA ever had. 
Our next speaker, Dr. McCauley of the 
Institute of East European and Slavonic 
Studies, talked on the significance of the 
Russian Revolution. The conclusions that 
he drew mainly concerned the rise of the 
Nazis, the third world, and Lenin's adaptation 
of Marx's thought. He then showed slides, 
mainly on agriculture, on which he is an 
expert, and on central Russian cities. It 
would seem that Russia is now without 
doubt following the capitalist pattern; it 
is now experiencing a boom in motor cars 
so that by the time each family has one there 
will be an acute need for a different fuel. 

The final paper was given by Dr. A. 
Mason, on 'Cholera in Victorian England', 
and proved most informative if not slightly 
lurid. The questions which followed did 
much to show up the reasons for the emergence 
of this foreign disease on our island, and 
reflect the inadequacy of town planning of the 
day. 

Finally, thanks to Mr. and Mrs. Barker, 
for their hospitality in allowing us to use the 
most eminently suited room in Sherborne 
for our meetings. 

R. J. Kendall, Hon. Sec. 
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Les Polyglottes 

'Les Polyglottes' has at last been dug up 
from its decadent past, and thanks to the truly 
dynamic partnership of Mr. Niven (le patron) 
and more especially Mlle. Cheminaud (la 
presidente) it has been made to flourish this 
term. They have 'attracted' both excellent 
speakers and the exodus of about forty 
modern linguists to various distant parts of 
Sherborne every other Thursday evening. 
No longer is the lingual 'thing' restricted 
to the upper sixth clique; for the lower 
sixth has been taken under the society's 
wing, and in the lower part of the school, 
it seems that 'The Miniglots' is flourishing 
under the leadership of Fraulein Dedek. 
Often sneered at by the intellects, we hope 
that, with this support, we shall be able to 
permeate the circle of the more 'acceptable' 
societies (unless crushed in our infancy by 
the already threatening administration). 

We have had five meetings this term, 
two of which have been musical. The first 
of these was held to listen to Monsieur Ian 
Rosol sing many a French folk-song; with 
Brigitte, his 36-22-34 guitar, nestling on his 
knees, he took us on a 'tour' of France, 
enjoying immensely his more 'risque' lines 
and changing his facial expressions from the 
sentimental to the blatantly seductive. It 
was a memorable evening. Here is a typical 
verse from one of his more light-hearted 
songs: 

'Au cinema 
Dans le noir on fait des agaceries 
Et c'est pour c;a qu'elle s'appelle 

Mamille!' 

The other evening of music was provided 
by Mrs.Judge and Alan Wieman, who, with 
accompaniment and explanation from the 
farmer's husband, used their beautiful voices 
to sing two song-cycles, one early Beethoven, 
the other by Schumann. It was an enjoyable 
evening for all. 

Two of the remainder were concerned 
with a particular country. The first of them 
was addressed by Tony Rich, who, with 
the help of his big brown bag, multitudinous 
notes, and G.G.S.'s map, drew a very 
impressive picture of Czechoslovakia (drawing 
our attention especially to the 'unique' 
Czech habit of building upwards). The other 



was addressed by Mme. Wilmott, who talked 
on Portugal and gave a detailed history of 
the country, from an apparently inexhaustible 
pile of slides. It was perhaps a little dis
appointing that she did not go into the present 
political situation. 

The fifth meeting was perhaps the most 
valuable. A.E.R. read a paper on Sixteenth 
Century France, in which he discussed the 
literary movements before the accepted 
'beginning' of successful French writing in 
1636. With the assistance of Mlle. Cheminaud 
and his tape recorder, he drew our attention 
to the works of Ronsard, Du Bellay, Marot, 
Rabelais, and Montagne. 

So it has been a successful and promising 
beginning for the new society; but let us hope 
that, with that basis, we can become more 
ambitious in the future. Our thanks go to 
all the masters and their wives who so 
kindly entertained us, and to Mademoiselle 
Cheminaud for being such a dynamic and 
well-loved 'presidente'. 

Julian Powe, Hon. Sec. 

The Miniglots 

The most recently formed ofSherborne's 
many societies, The Miniglots, started this 
term with the aim of improving the limited 
knowledge on foreign countries of the lower 
school, and also perhaps to keep some 
members of the school away from the box on 
Sunday evenings. 

The name 'Miniglots', as some may have 
already realised, is a corruption of the school's 
senior Mod. Lang.s society Les Polyglottes 
(though not everybody was in agreement 
over this choice of name, no better alternative 
was put forward). 

The society got under way with an 
illustrated talk on Berlin by Mr. Howard. 
This was very well received by the audience 
as was Fraulein Dedek's talk on Munich, 
though the attendance, as might be expected 
for a new society, was a little disappointing. 
Mr. Barker concluded this term's talks with 
a paper on Versailles. Was the large 
attendance for this talk due to refreshments 
being served for the first time? No, don't 
get the wrong impression. We're not trying 
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to increase attendance by bribery and 
corruption-this treat was not mentioned 
beforehand. 

These three excellent talks have launched 
the society with gusto, and we should like 
to thank all three speakers. We especially 
thank Fraulein Dedek for devoting so much 
of her free time to the Society. 

Finally, next term we are hoping to 
have members of the lower school giving 
their own papers with copious illustration. 

J. C. V. Thomas, Hon. Sec. 
M. G. Chambers, Committee Member 

T!-\Q OrclH\().t"J 
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Lectures 

The term's lectures were of an extremely 
high standard, starting well with arguably 
the best film Charlie Chaplin ever made, the 
Great Dictator. Stuart Keen gave a brief 
introduction, and then showed us this 
wonderfully funny film. There are many 
hilarious sequences in this superb take-off of 
Hitler (called Hynkel), such as him and his 
entourage waiting at the railway station for 
Mussolini (here cast as Napolani, the 
fascist dictator of Bacteria). From railway 
station antics to antics at a greater height. 
Tony Smythe came and talked about the 
conquest of the hitherto unclimbed 'Vangyal's 
peak. Mr. Smythe's party were originally 
going to climb a different mountain, but 
since permission was not forthcoming they 
decided to climb another until it was. The 
peak was unnamed, but on its conquest it was 
named after the porter \Vangyal who had 
over fifty 'firsts' to his credit. The talk was 
well illustrated by very clear colour slides, 
and gave interesting second-hand experience 
on this unusual type of dangerous living. 

From one uncommon sphere of life to 
another: in the third lecture of the term, 
Peter Maxwell Davies talked impressively 
about 'Making a Living by Composing'. As 
well as playing some examples of his own 
music, he talked about composing in other 
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countries. In America, for example, even 
the most famous composers have to teach at a 
university to support themselves. 

We now turned to adventure, John 
Earle delivering an exciting account of his 
expedition to Tierra del Fuego, in the most 
southern part of Argentina. The object was to 
climb mountains never before conquered 
by man. These are called 'The Mountains 
of Glass', due to the great amount of ice 
covering them. However, after successfully 
climbing two, the party was forced to turn 
back due to a shortage of both time and food. 
The account was well put across, on the 
whole, despite the continual breaking of the 
film. 

This exciting lecture was followed by a 
less absorbing one by Ian Jeffery, on English 
Art and taste in the 40 years after 1 goo. 
He made the interesting point that many of 
the painters of the time were, strictly speaking, 
not English born at all, but had chosen to 
come and work here (e.g. Mark Gertler). 

Now came a topical and much more 
interesting lecture on Ulster. After a brief 
introduction by Lt. Col. Dunphie, two 
soldiers gave their experiences of everyday 
life in the troubled area. One was a Platoon 
commander, 2nd Lt. Kerr, the other 
Cpl. Tompson. These two have both had 
vast experience of life there, and their 
accounts were varied and amusing. 

In the last lecture of the term, l\fr. and 
:Mrs. 'Vatney gave an absorbing account 
of England in Horse-Drawn Days. Besides 
the fact that the lecture was illustrated with 
slides, the two talked with much elegance
a good ending to the term's lectures. For 
these, many thanks to :Mr. Barker and all 
those who spoke, as well as to the many 
contributors who made this report possible. 

Charles Dowding 



Paco Peno 
Flamenco Puro 

reproduced by permission qf Basil Douglas Ltd. 

A large proportion of the upper school 
attended this lecture-cum-recital, and were 
well rewarded for their effort; it was good to 
see Shirburnians turning out in such numbers 
to such a function in the light of the poor 
attendance to the Christopher Daly recital. 
The lecture was an interesting way ofbroaden
ing cultural horizons, which are sadly ignored, 
perhaps because they are not imperative 
qualifications for UCCA forms. 

Paco's monologue was quiet and re
assuring, and he contrasted as a character 
quite remarkably with his sure, flowing, 
strong and rythmical playing. He did not 
force himself on the audience, but simply 
played and drew your attention to the music 
and hence to the emotions it evoked in you. 
As a classical guitarist myself I was always 
under the impression that Flamenco styles 
are limited, in comparison to the classical. 
Paco introduced the styles of the periods as 
well as making us clearly aware of the vast 
range of pressures and emotions in the pieces 
to which the inexperienced listener would 
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not have been perceptive. In short he guided 
us through the development of the Flamenco 
style, from the stamping and clapping of 
Fourteenth Century peasants to the highly 
stylised recitals of the Nineteenth and 
Twentieth Centuries. I think there is little 
point in commenting laboriously on each of 
his pieces: he evoked emotion by his humility 
toward the audience, and they softened and 
responded with intense involvement. His 
playing was a pleasure to watch and listen 
to, and provided one of the most enjoyable 
evenings entertainment this term. Thanks 
to Mr. Barker for arranging his visit, and good 
luck to him in trying to entice more lecturers 
of this calibre down to the depths of Dorset. 

Richard Farrer 
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Ga01es 

'Sc.'100/ 1•. Dorset 'A ' 

lst XI 

Despite the fact that only 2 old colours 
remained from the all-conquering 1973 team, 
this has again been a very good year for 
Sherborne hockey. 

Before term began, l 7 boys came back 
voluntarily for a 3-day hockey course, 
which included a 'mini-tournament' on the 
Houndstone Camp all-weather pitch and 2 

matches against Monkton Combe on their 
hard pitch. This provided a useful basis 
on which to build the team and proved to 
be particularly valuable in view of the 
subsequent bad weather. 

The first two matches brought competent 
and deserved victories, but even at this 
stage it was obvious that no-one in the upper 
half of the school was a natural inside 
forward. Although these two positions were 
eventually filled by able hockey players, 
they were a converted outside "left and a 
halfback, and this meant that the link 
between the attack and the defence was the 
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main weakness of the team. Nevertheless, 
the XI continued to achieve good results by 
sheer hard work until the match with 
Taunton. This produced a great feast of 
hockey but victory went to the opposition, 
who were a very skillful side. It is perhaps 
significant that in the last two years both 
Sherborne and Taunton have only been 
beaten in one school match: Taunton lost 
to Sher borne in l 973 and Sherborne lost to 
Taunton in 1974· The last match against 
Canford produced a great performance by 
the XI and with a bit more luck, the score 
would have been a lot larger. 

The success of the team can be attributed 
to two factors: firstly the willingness of 
everybody to run until they dropped and 
secondly that we were able to fill the 3 most 
important positions on the field with the 3 
best players; Blackwell in goal, Rankin at 
centre half and Sellers at centre forward. 
Rankin often totally dominated the centre 
of the field while Sellers scored 15 goals with 
his own highly individual and skillful method. 



Results in 1974 Results up to 1974 
P W D L 

v. Dorset 'A' Won 4-2 
v. Downside Won 2-1 11 9 2 o 
v. King's Taunton Drew o-o 3 2 o 
v. Bryanston Drew 2-2 27 11 5 11 
v. King's Bruton Won 3-2 29 15 5 9 
v. Taunton Lost 1-3 6 2 3 
v. Monkton Combe Won 4-2 4 2 o 2 
v. Pilgrims Drew 3-3 
v. Canford Won 6-2 32 11 4 17 

Team: C. Blackwell, M. Haley A. Rix, 
R. Williams, C. Rankin, J. Powe, J. Sugden, 
H. Salvage, R. Sellers, M. Hussey, R. Farrer, 
P. Marshall. 

Oxford Hockey Festival 1974 
As we had done resonably well in the 

festival in 1973, we were given stronger 
opposition in 1974 and the results were again 
very encouraging. The final match of the 
tournament against a strong Repton team 
was the best of the whole season and the 
international umpire who officiated said 
that he hadn't seen a better game in this 
year's festival. 

Results: 
v. Magdelene College School Lost 0-3 
v. Gordonstoun Won 4-1 
v. King's Canterbury Won 3-0 
v. Bromsgrove Won 2-0 
v. Repton Drew 3-3 

Milifield 6-a-side tournament 
1974 was the inaugural year of this very 

big tournament. 
Results: 
v. Dean Close Won 2-0 
v. B.G.S. Won 4-0 
v. Hardye's Won 2-1 
v. Kingswood Won 1-0 
These results took us to the semi-final in 

which we lost 0-3 to Millfield who went on 
to win the tourament. 

I.R.E. 

2nd XI 
The 2nd XI had an enjoyable, cheerful 

and sometimes successful season. The 
monsoons of January and February inter
rupted early preparations, and thereafter 
the side was necessarily in constant 
state of change as Haley, Williams and 
Salvage were promoted to the 1st XI. 
However cohesion and just the right atmos-
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phere was maintained by the sensible 
captaincy of Higgins. 

The highlights of the season were some 
courageous goalkeeping by Madley, many 
well-timed tackles from the full-backs 
Craigen and Brennan, a determined fight
back against Downside, the sound play of the 
left-wing trio Donald, Hughes and Wilson 
and seven good goals against Bruton. The 
troughs are best left unrecorded but amongst 
them was the inability to convert opportunities 
created by Whiteley and Higgins into goals 
and two resounding defeats by Taunton 
and Canford. 

The most obvious weakness of the team 
was the inability to pass the ball. The 
defence found themselves under pressure 
because they could never clear the ball to 
their own team, whilst the forwards lost 
possession because their passing lacked 
thought and accuracy. Maintaining 
possession, no less than stopping and hitting, 
are crucial skills of Hockey. 

D.F.G. 

Team: Madley, Craigen, Brennan, 
Hardy, Punter, Hughes, Higgins (Capt.), 
Strong, Whiteley, Donald, Wilson. 

Also played: Williams R., Salvage, 
Hailey, Jackman, Tompsett. 

Colts 

Results: 
v. Downside 
v. Milton Abbey 
v. Bryanston 
v. King's Bruton 
v. Taunton 
v. Monkton Combe 
v. Canford 

Drawn 
Lost 
Won 
Won 
Lost 
Drawn 
Lost 

3-3 
1-3 
3-1 
7-1 
0-4 
3-3 
0-5 

The Colts had a successful season being 
undefeated until the last hurdle at Canford 
where they lost a closely fought game 0-1. 
The early part of the season was frustrating, 
having the first two matches cancelled, but 
eventually Bryanston were comfortably 
beaten in the first match. A peak was 
reached against Taunton where after a poor 
first half ( 0-2 down) they played with tre
mendous enthusiasm and skill to go 3-2 up 
and then conceded a goal in the last minutes. 
After that, although they continued to play 
hard they lost cohesion as a team mainly 
because individuals were too keen on keeping 
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the ball to themselves and passing became a 
lost art. 

Mumford led the side competently and 
set a good example as a player: Moorhouse 
was the most outstanding forward making up 
in vigour what he lacked in skill, and 
Martin was usually solid in defence. 

Results: 
v. Bryanston 
v. King's, Bruton 
v. Taunton 
v. Monkton Combe 
v. Hardyes 
v. Canford 

C.M.G.H. 

Won 5-1 
Won 3-2 
Drawn 3-3 
Won 2-1 

Drawn 2-2 
Lost 0-1 

Team: A. Childs, J. Cobb, R. Cockman, 
D. Martin, G. Moorhouse, N. Morgan, C. 
Mumford, J. J. Powe, P. Saunders, G. 
Thomson, B. Williams. 

Junior Colts 

The Junior Colts enjoyed a fruitful 
season, quickly settling into a fluent team. 
Gates proved an excellent captain at wing
half, and his side won four of their six matches 
in a season severely curtailed by rain. Each 
game was won or lost by the odd goal, and 
none more dramatically than the first, for 
with the lead constantly changing hands, 
Sherborne beat Bryanston 5-4. 

King's Bruton deservedly beat a side 
weakened by calls of confirmation, but a con
vincing win was registered over Taunton. A 
two-goal lead was frittered away against 
Monkton Combe, but the season ended most 
positively with a vigorous win over Hardye's 
and the better of a really excellent match at 
Canford. King and Wilson crossed well from 
the wings, Fish and Peters schemed in
telligently at inside forward, and Madley 
scored several goals, playing with penetration 
and control at centre forward. Gates, 
Homfray and Mackean not to mention the 
unlucky Iles, were a strong half back line. 
Mullins' stick work, Sole's gargantuan hitting 
and Palmes' courageous keeping completed 
a very cheerful and competent eleven. 

My thanks finally to the unfailingly 
enthusiastic R.A.H., as fine a rugger player 
as ever graced the hockey field. 

C.H.R.N. 
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Under 14 XI 

In a season inevitably marred by the 
weather, we were never able to play enough 
hockey. The relative inexperience and lack 
of skills showed in particular against schools 
like Taunton and Canford. However the 
intrinsic ability of the team was higher than 
usual and there are a number of players 
who should develop well in the future. 

The team really began to play well 
together in the last week of term with a good 
win over Monkton Coombe and an exciting 
spell of Sherborne pressure in the game 
against Taunton. They finished on a very 
high note against a good Canford team, 
using the wings well and for the first time 
looking composed and effective in defense. 
It was encouraging to see hitting and stopping 
of a universally high standard. 

While there were obviously individual 
strengths in the team and notable per
formances by particular players in particular 
matches, I would really pay tribute to their 
ability to play together and to work for 
each other under Archer, the captain. It 
would be fair too to mention the two new
comers to hockey, Toomer who improved 
with every game at right half and Cooke 
who made some very good steps in goal 
and is beginning to learn the art of the most 
difficult position on the field. 

Team: Archer (Capt.), Cronk, 
Blackshaw, \Vilson, Lee, Thomson, Milne, 
Toomer, Bennet, Bruce, Cooke. 

M.H. 

Cross Country 
This term we had a much weakened 1st 

VIII with nearly all of last season's runners 
having left, but we had a potentially strong 
colts team, with some good young runners 
emerging. 

In the end it was a term of mixed 
fortunes due to the fact that we were rarely 
running with two full strength teams. We 
started off the season with a match against 
the student's of St. Bartholomew's and 
though we lost we aquitted ourselves well, 
having only been back for a week. 

\Ve easily won all three levels at the 
North Dorset Championships and so provided 



a good many runners for the county 
championships. Four runners were con
sequently picked to represent the S.W. 
Counties, but Somers-Cocks went ill and 
was unable to qualify for the All England. 
Abel, having qualified, broke his foot so was 
unable to run, Kerr and Stephenson came 
115th and 58th in the senior race. 

The county commitments detracted 
from our inter-school performances but we 
convincingly beat Bryanston and Downside 
and beat Millfield at senior level. 

With a lot of young runners coming up 
the future looks good for Cross Country at 
Sherborne. Many thanks to Mr. Harris 
and Mr. Gibson for their enthusiastic 
training, and to Mrs. Harris for her many cups 
of welcome coffee. 

Simon Stephenson 

Team: Senior-Stephenson, Kerr, Lane 
C., Lane P., Samler, Moseley, Salkeld, 
Ripley. 

Colts-Tomson, Somers-Cocks, Abel, 
Lloyd-Jones, Carey, Pocock, Sylvester
Bradley, Keeble. 

Fencing 
Considering the experience of the team 

this season, we feel that a good foundation 
for the future has been laid. We were well 
beaten by Taunton School but the number of 
hits for and against was much closer than the 
score of fights indicates. We also lost to 
Dauntsey's. 

The School's first team reached the 
third round of the South West Team Foil 
Championships being beaten by the winners, 
Millfield. In the Individual, our Captain, 
A. J. May (c) and M. Davies (a) both 
reached the semi final of the County Junior 
championship and M. Belbin (m) and 
C. W. Lush ( d) also did well. We were sorry 
to loose the support of B. Nelson (b) due to 
illness but we hope he will be able to continue 
his fencing next season. We are much 
indebted to our professional coach, Mr. 
M. J. R. Webster, for all his help and 
encouragement. 

J.C.C.H. 
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Squash 
This term the squash team, and the 

whole school, laboured under the handicap 
of only having one court in operation until 
half term. In spite of this handicap the 
results have been remarkably good with 
one or two notable exceptions. 

We have laboured again, with difficulty 
to put out a steady team. Unfortunately 
this was difficult with the pressures of hockey 
and other sports. The only way squash 
is going to improve is first to have some more 
courts and secondly to have a professional 
coach, I hope these will both be forthcoming 
in the near future. 

The following represented the 1st team: 

J. Benstead-Smith, P. Tomlinson, J. Powe, 
J Cobb, B. Symondson, R. Symondson, 
R. Hamilton-Fisher, R. Griffiths, N. Walsh. 

Results: 
v. Merriott S.R.C. Lost 2-3 
v. Milton Abbey Won 3-2 
v. Clifton Won 5-0 
v. Blundells Lost 1-4 
v. Downside Lost 0-5 
v. Winchester Won 2-1 
v. Mercurians S.R.C. Lost 2-3 
v. King's, Bruton Won 2-1 
v. Pilgrims Lost 1-4 
v. Marlborough Lost 0-5 
Despite there being only one court the 

Colts functioned on Tuesday and Thursday 
afternoons. It was enjoyable squash, and 
the results show that there is a good nucleus 
for the future. 

Those who represented the Colts were: 

D. Martin, A. Symondson, H. Lonsdale, P. 
Toomer, T. Edwards, M. Iles, A. Prentice, 
N. Whalley, J. Smith, S. Samoilys. 

Results: 
v. Milton Abbey 
v. Blundells 
v. Winchester 
v. Downside 
v. King's, Bruton 

Won 
Lost 
Lost 
Won 
Lost 

5-0 
0-3 
1-2 
3-2 
2-3 

M.J.C. 



THE SHIRBURNIAN 

Fives 
As results indicate, this was not a very 

successful season. Again, as last year, we 
failed to beat school sides and we only 
really showed our strength as a team against 
R.]. Knight's four and the Bank of England. 

Basically our main weaknesses were 
twofold: the singles play of our numbers 2, 

3 and 4, and the doubles play of our second 
pair. However two members of the side were 
colts age and still have another two seasons to 
go, and will, I am sure, build up their 
confidence in the seasons to follow. 

But our first doubles pair proved to be 
strong and showed extreme confidence and 
forcefulness, especially against the Rugby 
Fives Association at the end of the season. 
Our number one string, who was undefeated 
all season in singles, gave the side a good 
boost each match. 

The Colts played three matches, and 
were unlucky, like the First IV, to have 
matches cancelled. The standard of play 
and the number playing has increased on 
the Colts this year and prospects for next 
year look very good. 

All things taken into account, this was a 
most enjoyable season. A great deal of 
praise must go to C.J.H., P.M.W. and M.J.C. 
who have encouraged, supported and guided 
us. Special thanks to C.J.H. for his past 
service and I am sure you will all join me 
in wishing his wife and himself (and family) 
all the best in their new job. 

Team: Ist IV-R. Knight (Capt.), 
M. Alexander, M. Hopkins, R. Green and 
C. Ferguson. 

Colts IV-S. Brauer, J. Rogers, C. Lee 
and S. Ellyatt. 

Also played: M. Hopkins and R. 
Cockman. 

First 4 Second 2 Colts 4 
matches IO 4 5 
won 2 I 0 

lost 5 I 3 
cancelled 3 2 2 

Richard Knight 

Public Schools Fives 

TVhitgijt I-6th April 
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Played in wonderful weather, this tourna
ment so nearly ended with a Sherborne 
victory. 

In the Doubles, Knight and Alexander 
beat Clifton I in a close, fluctuating match 
2-1. This reversed our defeat at Clifton in 
January. Against the harder hitting St. 
Paul's first pair, we let ourselves be chased 
off the court 2-0. 

Meanwhile the Singles had been going 
on in the mornings. Alexander lost in the 
First Round 2-1, a match it sounds as if he 
ought to have won. Knight having been 
seeded, had a Bye. He beat Welford (Blun
dell's) 2-0 in a tense game. Encouraged, he 
lost one point in the next round when beating 
Murch (Tonbridge). In the Quarter Finals 
he beat Peck (Bedford) 2-0, wearing down a 
steady opponent. He had a Clifton opponent 
in the Semi-Finals: Cates, whom he had 
narrowly beaten in January. This time he 
won comfortably 2-0 in a match full of long 
uneventful rallies ! 

The Final also had long rallies but they 
were always interesting. His opponent was 
Pattison (Bedford) the No 1 Seed, whom no 
one had troubled. Knight's only chance was 
to prevent Pattison from playing his attack
ing, placing game. And he nearly succeeded. 
The opening skirmishes over, both players 
settled to a good length and some exciting 
rallies. Excellent finishing by Pattison put 
him 8-2 up, and then 9-3. Knight suddenly 
found a winning streak. Steadily, un
hurriedly, he drove Pattison back, lobbing 
sensibly and keeping him running. From 
3-9 he went to w-9. Game Ball. However, 
Pattison rather luckily put Knight out, and 
won the next three points for the crucial first 
game 12-IO. Could Knight continue to tire 
him ? The new ball, a very fast one, led to 
some glorious attacking play with the ball 
pinging sweetly up and down the courts and 
the spectators gasping with admiration. 
From 2-0 Knight quickly found himself 
trailing. Very tidy footwork, beautiful timing 
and the crispest possible right hand shots, put 
Pattison into a commanding position. He 
won the second game 11-4 and with it the 
Jesters Cup. 
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Knight has the satisfaction of being the 
second best player in the Competition and of 
having gone further than any other Shir
burnian (so far as I know). We congratulate 
him. 

C.J.H 

Rugby Sevens 
This term the school entered four 

tournaments and whilst not excelling in any, 
it was apparent that the various teams had 
an abundance of talent although to a certain 
extent, lacking in direction and initiative. 
The attitude towards '7s' this year has been 
constructive and many 'new' faces have taken 
the trouble to practise and train. In retrospect 
however, it appeared that a more positive 
approach to fitness training will be necessary 
if a side is to come through any tournament 
successfully. 

As far as the tournaments were con
cerned, Clifton was the least successful but 
much was gained from watching the technique 
of several schools, notably Monmouth. At 
Esher, the 1st VII promised much and played 
well to reach the quarter-finals but were 
then beaten by a much bigger and more 
physical side. The best '7s' were at Oxford 
where the senior side played with far more 
flair to reach the semi-finals and the junior 
side, playing confident rugby, were unlucky 
to meet the eventual winners in the second 
round. 

And so to Rosslyn Park. High hopes 
abounded and it seemed that Sherborne 
might do extremely well. To play in five 
matches is all credit to the side but to be 
honest, each member of the team knows that 
they could have been worthy semi-finalists 
instead of rather moderate quarter-finalists. 
Only once, against St. Pauls, did the side 
fulfil its potential when it played attractive, 
constructive and aggressive rugby. 

Nevertheless, effort cannot be faulted 
and every member of the '7s set-up' is to be 
thanked for helping to create the sides and 
provide worthwhile opposition. We look 
to next year with confidence. 

Congratulations to Bev. Symondson upon 
making the England U. 1 g team and we look 
forward to the news of his first cap. 

P.M.K. 
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Soccer 

Soccer has finally gained recognition at 
Sherborne, being officially classified as a 
minor sport, and has had much success, 
thereby subduing the sceptics. The standard 
of play was hampered by a relatively weak 
squad and a lack ofbasic skills (many members 
not having played for three years) which 
had to be made up for by hard work and 
agression. 

Our matches against good opposition 
at Clifton and Crewekerne were the two 
best team performances and had the fluency 
we were to search for for the rest of the 
season. One cannot fairly single out 
individuals, but there were groups that 
deserve mention, such as the solid defence, 
marked by Dampney's power in the air, 
Curnow's tackling and Whately-Smith's 
shrewd positioning. The team only got into 
their stride when the halves, usually the 
industrious trio Greenhill, Mackean and 
Maxwell. Davies and Beazley on the wings 
provided most of the attacking and goal
scoring power, and were well supported by 
the insides, who were formidable in the air 
but on the whole well-marked. 

This year has shown great potential 
and with a possible eight of this season's team 
available next year the future for soccer 
looks bright-but greater is support needed. 

Team from: 
D. Hoare, T. Curnow, R. Dampney, J. 
Whately-Smith, A. Smith, P. Greenhill, J. 
Maxwell, A. Mackean (Capt.), S. Davies, T. 
Beazley, J. Edwards, M. Alexander, R. 
Bennett, R. Francis. 

Results: 

v. Clifton (A) Won 2-1 
v. Crewekerne (A) Won 3-2 
v. Sherborne Youth Club 

(H) Won 4-1 
v. King's, Taunton Lost 1-2 
v. Beaminster (H) Lost 0-2 
v. O.S. XI (H) Drawn 4-4 
v. The Common Room 

(H) Won 3-1 
v. Sherborne Youth Club 

(A) Won 7-1 

Andrew Mackean 
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Golf 
The highlight of golf this term was the 

Southern Region qualifying round of the 
'International Schools' Team Golf Champion
ship', and, because of this, a competition to 
improve medal scoring with substantial 
prizes at the end, for full-time golfers, was 
organised. The scratch section was won by 
Rhys Francis and Mike Wilson won the 
handicap prize. In the actual competition, 
played at East Devon Golf Club, Budleigh 
Salterton, Sherborne came third equal out 
of 14 entries, being beaten by Millfield and 
Bournemouth School. 

The house competition was also held 
this term, (knock-out and not off handicap) 
but at the time of writing the result was not 
known. It is hoped to hold another house 
competition off handicap next term. 

Quite a few new faces were seen in the 
school team this term, and nearly all of them 
have proved their ability by winning their 
respective games well. 

Two coaching courses were also organised 
in the second half of the term, one for 
complete beginners and one for those with 
some idea of the game, which seem to have 
been very successful for those partaking. 

Team picked from the following: 
M. Farley, N. Whalley, R. Francis, M. 
Wilson, J. Whatley-Smith, M. Pryor, R. 
John, D. Martin, D. Haley, J. Mason. 

Budleigh Salterton team were: 
M. Farley, N. Whalley, R. Francis, J. 
Whately-Smith. 

Results: 
Bradfield at High Post Won 5-r 
Marlborough at High Post \Von 4-2 
Canford at Sherborne \Von 3!-2! 
Charterhouse at High Post \Von 2!-2! 

M. W. Farley (Capt.) 

Gymnastics 
It has been a pleasure to work with the 

gymnastics squad this year, not least for the 
effort which has been put in by each and every 
member. This term in particular has seen 
a significent improvement in the level of 
ability, based solely upon constant practice 
to improve routines and from coaching 
within the squad. I have been very pleased 
at the way in which individuals have helped 
each other and it is apparent that the 
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awareness and appreciation of each routine 
is beginning to be highly perceptive and 
above all, constructively critical. 

This season has witnessed four matches 
and one very enjoyable and rewarding 
display with Allhallows School. Two wins 
and two losses is a fair reflection for after a 
very promising start, injuries and loss of form 
greatly affected the performance of the team. 

Mark Dickens has been an extremely 
helpful and efficient captain, although 
occassional bouts of amnesia and wayward 
'flik flaks' have sent the squad into fits of 
hysterics! Robin Symondson and Willy 
Randle in particular have been the 'ideas
men' and I thank them for their advice. 
'Tic' Williams has often put the ideas into 
practice when tempted from off the tram
poline! 'Clarke' continues to astound us all 
and I thank him for putting into practice 
many of my verbal suggestions. (It's about 
time P.M.K. did a demonstration!). Michael 
Elliott, practices permitting!, has improved 
greatly although he still requires far more 
polish. A mention also to young Stephen 
Samoilys who has been a real find and will 
be a great help in the future. 

The resurgence in gymastics will hope
fully be rewarded with a special display at 
Commem. 

Squad: M. Dickens, W. Randle, R. 
Symondson, M. \Villiams, A. Clarke, M. 
Elliott, S. Samoilys, J. Craw, C. O'Brien. 

Match Results: 
v. Bryanston School. 
v. Kings School, Bruton. 
v. Downside School. 
v. Bryanston School. (A) 

Obituary: TV. L. Crease 

Won 
\Von 
Lost 
Lost 

P.M.K. 

Those who were in the school cricket 
teams in the immediate post-war years, 
and all those concerned with cricket at 
Sherborne, will learn with very real regret 
that Len Crease has died. He came to the 
school as cricket professional and head 
groundsman succeeding Ted Freeman, who 
had held the post for 37 years. No easy task 
to follow that reign, but \Viii was such a fine 
cricketer that he fell naturally into the role 
and made a very significant contribution 
during the 7 years he was here. His approach 



to coaching, and to the game as a whole, was 
direct and uncomplicated, and his own high 
standard of play was achieved on a basis of 
doing simple things supremely well. This 
not only made him a force for Hampshire in 
the pre-war years, and a tower of strength 
for Dorset, but it enabled him to become 
an extremely effective coach. In addition a 
salty wit was sometimes used to make more 
effective, for example, the message that a 
half-volley was there to be hit. Will did a 
very good job at Sherborne, and he played 
a full part in the producing of the five sides 
that represented the school in those years. 

D.J.W.B. 

IAN and VIVIEN BROWN welcome you to 

The Swan Steak 

and Sherry Bar 
Cheap Street, Sherborne (ring 4129) 

-Where you can wine and dine in 
comfort 

-Excellent food at reasonable cost 

-Badger Beer available at our well

appointed bar 
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C.C.F. 
It is unusual for the weather to get the 

better of us but it certainly did during the 
first half of the term. Night Ops. were 
cancelled (except for the intrepid Com
mandos) and over fifty new recruits were 
prevented from doing much drill. This, 
however, did not seem to affect their 
standard by the end of the term, thanks 
largely to the efforts of Sergeant Major 
Chatwin (late Royal Hussars) whom we 
welcomed into the C.C.F. this term. He is 
at present working on the Bursar's staff. 

Visitors have included a team from the 
Royal Artillery, the Royal Green] ackets team 
oflecturers on soldiering in Ulster and Captain 
V. A. M. Hunt (O.S.), until recently the 
Chief Inspector of aircraft accidents. All 
gave most interesting talks for which we are 
most grateful. 

Visits have been made to Larkhill for 
one of their Firepower demonstrations. 
This was as excellently organised and as 
impressive as ever even though the driving 
rain restricted the visibility. A party of forty 
visited the Royal Irish Rangers on Field Day. 
Several thousand rounds of G.P.M.G. 
ammunition were fired from Armoured 
Personnel Carriers at old tank hulls and 
everyone had the chance to fire the Karl 
Gustav anti-tank weapon using sub calibre 
ammunition. On the same day the R.N. 
Section went to Plymouth and the R.A.F. 
Section to Bascombe Down. 

The Parascenders have had a thin time 
of it this term due to the weather and for 
other reasons. On the other hand .22 
shooting has made a very welcome comeback 
and for the first time for many years we 
competed in the Country Life Competition. 
At the time of writing the result is still not 
known. Space prevents a fuller report but 
it is hoped that the second edition of the 
C.C.F. Magazine will be on sale at Commem. 

].P.R. 



Report on Brian's 
first v.earwith 

National 
Westminster 

Brian joined us straight from school 
with 4 'O' levels. What decided him 
lo go NatWest was the interview, 
"They talked my language" he says. 
Brian admits that his first fortnight 
was quite an eye-opener, "From 
being fairly senior at school I was 
suddenly the most junior person in 
the place", And the intricacies of 
bank procedures took a little time to 
fathom. But a talk with his sub
manager soon reassured him that 
he was appreciated. 
Brian is now number 2 in the 
Accounting Section at his large 
branch. He has also attended a 
special three-week course in London. 
Brian has benefited from National 
Westminster's general upscaling in 
salaries. And has collected a merit 
rise, and birthday increase into the 
bargain. 

Get the whole picture I Post this coupon now for our booklet. ft will tell you 
all about your opportunities with us, plus the many fringe benefits with the Bank 
such as our proposed profit-sharing scheme for all staff, a special house purchase 
scheme and interest-free loans for season tickets. 
To: Malcolm Fortune, National Westminster Bank Ltd., P.O. Box 297, Throg
morton Avenue, London EC2P 2ES. 

Name .......................................................................................................................................................................... .. 

Address 

................ Tel. No ............................................................. Age ................................... . 

I amtaking/havetakenthefollowing number of D '0' D 'A' D CSE 

ANational Westminster Bank 



Harrods-your official 
School Outfitters. 

Knightsbridge, London SW!X 7XL. 01-7301234 
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' Art and Design ' is the theme for the September issue. Final Copy date -one week 

prior to the end of Term. 
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Inf or01ation 

I 

'The Shirburnian' appears three times yearly, once in each 
term. The process used is letterpress on art paper to accept 
up to r 20 screen in halftones and stereo. 

Cost of Advertising Space 

Full Page 

Half Page 

Quarter Page 

Copy should be sent to : The Editor, The Shirburnian, 
Sherborne School, Dorset, not later than 7th July. 

\Ve acknov. ledge receipt of magazines from our contem
poraries, who are too numerous to mention individually. 

THE ABBEY BOOKSHOP 
(L. COLDWELL LTD.) 

The Sherborne Rendezvous for 

Books, Stationery and 

Scholastic supplies 

THE PARADE, SHERBORNE, DORSET 

I 

I Tel. 2367 _J 
~----

'The Shirburnian' is made and printed in Great Britain by 
The Abbey Press, The Parade, Sherborne, Dorset. 


