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By the time these lines appear in 
print, the warmth of the School's welcome 
to Mr. R. D. Macnaghten, on his appoint
ment as the School's 35th Headmaster 
since 1550, will have already been expres
sed in a wide variety of practical ways. 
The Shirburnian can thus do little more 
than fulfil its very proper function as the 
re~order, for posterity, of the School's 
delight at seeing him, and Mrs. Mac
naghten, move into Abbey Grange. The 
position of Headmaster has always been a 
demanding one; but there may well have 
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never been a time when the nature, and 
the variety, of the demands made on him 
have been so great. Mr. Macnaghten 
comes to us at a time when 'Education' 
is a vogue subject, with a remarkable 
variety of notions about its true nature; 
at a time when Independent Schools are, 
especially, a live political issue; and in a 
period of economic uncertainty that has 
thrown up its inevitable prophets of doom. 
The many people who have faith in the 
School's ability to surmount these prob
lems have been immensely heartened by 
Mr. Macnaghten's appointment. His 
distinguished academic record, his wide 
experience at Eton, his devotion to family 
life and the warmth of his personality have 
already earned him a lively and well
deserved reputation. In his coming years 
at Sherborne, these qualities, and many 
others, will assuredly meet a whole
hearted response from our community. 
We are indeed fortunate that he has 
moved from the foundation of Henry VI 
to that of Edward VI; and it is our 
confident hope that he, with his wife and 
children, will have a long and happy time 
among us. 
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Editorial 

'Examinations are formidable for 
even the best prepared, for the 
greatest fool may ask more than 
the wisest man can answer ' 

-Charles Colton 

Education today-for better or worse ? 
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The question above does not suppose that anyone would be better off without 
education at all. Education has now come to be regarded as a Social Good, even though, 
in the words of Mr. G. M. Trevelyan it has 'produced a vast population able to read, but 
unable to distinguish what is worth reading.' Perhaps when the population can dis
tinguish what is worth reading it will be truly educated? 

Education is not merely learning to read; if this was all that is required there is no 
reason why pupils should not leave school immediately after that ability ha5 been aquired. 
There must be something more, which is the reason for continuing. Having learnt to 
read the gateway to volumes of knowledge and literature is open, and therefore the rest 
of one's time being educated is spent absorbing these writings and learning how to enjoy 
them. This is education-the bookcase full of writings which you have the ability to 
appreciate, learn from and enjoy, because you have the ability to read, know what to 
read, and how to read it, that is, at leisure, and you can do this because you have been 
coached by people who have done the same thing and practiced it during their lives. 
This must be the very essence of education, time, appreciation, and above all a natural 
sympathy for literature and learning which you can absorb, slowly, throughout your life. 

However, this education which does not and indeed cannot stop once school and 
university are quit, seems more and more to be getting off to a bad start, because of the 
change of emphasis in modern education, and a change of demands from employers. 

The above portrait of education may seem romantic and idealistic to many, but this 
has surely always been the high ideal behind classroom education-its perpetual and 
continued application outside it, drawing on other's experience and accumulating more. 
From the ideal to the more mundane side-education in practice today. 
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The 'high ideal' still exists, but it seems to be being obscured by the pressures of the 
more immediate demands made on pupils by the outside world and by the new angle on 
the purposes of education. It seems that in the unseemly but sadly necessary rush for 
qualifications, which are demanded as proof of schooling, a great deal of the breadth of 
education which is desirable is lost, because there is not the time to pause and enjoy as 
much as possible. The argument is that in the final years of school education a dabbling 
into every aspect of the subject, a broad research would lead to superficial and sketchy 
knowledge-but here the 'ideal' collapses. Surely a broad base would allow the pupil to 
choose that section of the subject or wbjects he is most interested in, and therefore persue 
it with more interest and genuine sympathy, rather than forcing him to study certain 
aspects only, which he may dislike. This broad education would prove an enviable base, 
from which a pupil can select and enjoy his work and, at the end feel confident of his own 
education, instead of relying on certificates of a highly specialised education which he 
may not have enjoyed or benefitted from. 

These certificate exams are, or seem to be, necessary, and the opportunity of a gen
uine education is missed because of the need to follow set and rigid syllabuses in order to 
be 'compared' on uniform lines, weighed in the examination balances and not found 
wanting. They offer only one incentive, to learn fact, and even opinion, which is not a 
sound base for the continuing education outside schools. The modern world seems no 
longer to care for academic standards. It prefers qualifications and authority-hence 
the recent advertisement in the national press beginning 'as far as we're concerned three 
years in the army can equal three years at university ... ' 

Many questions are posed. If you pass exams, are you educated? The answer today, 
because of the change in emphasis, is difficult. The change of emphasis sadly, however, 

does not come from the inside, and there seems little that can be done. The learning for 
qualifications produces the required result, but afterwards, in retrospect it is easy to see 
how much education has been sacrificed for these pieces of paper. Not only is there a 
danger that you have lost opportunities for education in the past, you may have lost them 
for the future. 

The time has now come to ask 'Are we abandoning true education in order to join 
the competitive ratrace?'. The time when the answer was a firm 'No' seems to be coming 
to an end. Should the answer ever be 'Yes' it is up to those who believe in the 'ideal' to 
take action, and replace education on a firm and high pedestal above the corrupting idol 
of mere examination success. 

In the Summer Term we received correspondence suggesting: 

-Another tennis coach for Junior Colts and more full-time professional coaching. 

-Colts colours for athletics (now a major Sport) since there are colours of this sort 
for Cross-Country. 

and a plea from F.C. and S.L.F. to 6th formers to: Join the Senior Film Society, 
which is showing 'If', 'Family Life' and one other excellent film in the Michaelmas Term. 
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Hail and Fare well. 
D.A.E. 

Four years less one term is a short stay 
for a Headmaster but David Emms, in that 
time, seemed to achieve what might have 
taken another man twice as long. 

Though his time may have been short he 
will not be forgotten and he has left a number 
of additions in the School which could bear 
his name. He saw the opportunities for im
provements to both the teaching facilities 
and the boarding houses and the need for 
money to achieve these. He accepted the 
main burden of travelling the country to 
meet parents and O.S.s and put before them 
the needs of the School. The generous 
response to the 2nd Phase of the XXth 
Century Fund was the result. 

He introduced Parent/Staff meetings 
and this closer association between these two 
essential agents necessary to education has 
been appreciated and borne fruit. 

He saw the need for a more adequate 
Common Room for the Staff and the altera
tions to Bow House are generally acclaimed 
to be an outstanding success. 

He was the first Headmaster to occupy 
Abbey Grange and this allowed Abbot's Acre 
to be converted to a much needed extension 
to the Music School. He and Pam Emms 

entertained generously and took great trouble 
to invite to the School and entertain Prep
atory School Headmasters and others whose 
regard for the School is an import:::nt factor 
in its wellbeing. 

Although the date of his resignation was 
July 1974, he asked for, and was granted by 
the Governors a Sabbatical summer term for 
which he felt the need after 14 continuous 
years as Headmaster first of Cranleigh 
School and then Sherborne. 

H.R.L. 

From the first, despite circumstances not 
always entirely obliging, he displayed a 
notable enthusiasm on behalf of the School 
and its various activities: whether it was his 
eager appreciation of the School's dramatic 
performances, or his suggestion of an all
weather pitch, which has passed into the folk
lore, there was the same wish that the School 
should thrive and prosper. His eagerness that 
the School's activities should be wide
ranging was balanced by his wish to take 
part: the Appeal, on which he spent much 
time he would rather have spent at School, 
or the occasional refereeing of a game of 
rugger, illustrate the same keenness to be 
involved. 

He had the eagerness of those who have 
avoided world-weariness: this eagerness was 
supported by his energy, exemplified by the 
sight of a figure walking briskly past the 
Sixth-form Green, and by the distinctive 
vigour of some ofhis remarks, several of them 
thoroughly memorable. 

One facet of this energy was his wish for 
personal contact, a field in which he apprecia
ted the small things. He was perhaps a shy 
and sensitive man, which in some ways 
made him more approachable, and by no 
means deprived him of a sense of humour, 
for he enjoyed a capacity, shared by Mrs. 
Emms for uninhibited entertaining at Abbey 
Grange. And I have pleasing memories of 
their presence at a study tea. 

So, he will be remembered for, above all, 
his wish for personal contact, his energy and 
turn of phrase, and his aspirations for a well
equipped and successful school, demonstrated 
by his tireless advocacy of the idea of excel
lence. Vale; and good fortune. 

Nick Crocker 
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C.J.H. 

To have applied for and obtained the 
post of Deputy Headmaster at the growing 
comprehensive school at Buntingford was not 
the kind of thing which those who did not 
know him well expected of Jeremy Harvey. 
Deputy Head Boy of Marlborough, a 
distinguished member of New College, an 
active commissioned officer during his Nat
ional Service, he seemed to have all the 
credentials for a lifetime of teaching in 
independent schools-and all the hallmarks 
of the role too: godliness and good learning, 
good games, good appearance, and-not 
least-good manners. For no-one could 
doubt that Jeremy is, in the old-fashioned 
way, a gentleman, always considerate of 
others, especially of the weak, acting on the 
maxim that noblesse oblige. Besides, in true 
amateur fashion, he does so many things well, 
whether it be coaching school tennis and fives, 
leading a school expedition to Jordan and 
Israel, or editing a book of poetry and, more 
recently, acting as master in charge of The 
Shirburnian. Everyone will have fresh in their 
minds his lively production of Lyon House's 
Ten Little Niggers, while those with longer 
memories will not forget seeing Jeremy and 
Sheila in the lead roles of the town produc
tion of Free as Air. He has played tennis for 
Dorset and served on the Diocesan Synod. 
Why, with all this to offer should he want to 
leave comfortable, distinguished Sherborne? 
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Possibly for two reasons. His new post is an 
important and demanding one: The Head
master there is going on to be Head of an im
portant independent school, and Jeremy's 
predecessor is going to be Head of Hardye's. 
And Jeremy has the qualities needed for such 
a taxing post: the administrative ability 
shown in the smooth running of all that he 
has organised, the concern for other people 
which shows itself, not in bonhomie, but in 
the effort to meet and understand them at a 
deeper level, the steady pertinacity which 
goes on taking trouble until the goal set has 
been achieved, and the energetic optimism of 
one whose Christianity is not a mere form of 
words. Those privileged to know Jeremy 
well and get behind his modest manner, 
especially those who have seen him when he 
is most himself-with his family, are not 
surprised that he has dared to undertake this 
new job. All of us wish him years of difficult
ies overcome, friendliness repayed, and the 
exuberance of a happy home. 

J.C.C.H. 

J.C.C.H. came to Sherborne in 1967 to 
take over Departmental responsibility for 
Economics and he now leaves to continue his 
career at Radley. The fact that his seven 
years here have seemed much longer is a 
measure of the contribution which he has 
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made and of the firmness with which both he 
and his wife, Joanna, have established 
themselves. First hand knowledge of the 
service life, of finance and of the City provided 
him with splendid experience for a career in 
teaching and, after a temporary post at 
Lancing, he was appointed to Sherborne as 
potential Head of the expanding Economics 
Department. His contemporary ideas chang
ed the image of the subject very quickly. He 
initiated an Economics 6th Form group which 
has consequently listened to speakers from all 
branches of the country's financial and in
dustrial life: the visits which he arranged to 
the city, to industry and even to a coalmine, 
have become an accepted part of the curri
culum and Sherborne rewarded his interest 
and efforts with its first Oxbridge Award in 
Economics in 1972. 

John Holder's career here has not, how
ever been confined to Economics: he has 
been an academic Tutor in various Houses 
and he has been master in charge of Fencing. 
The Common Room too will always be 
indebted to him for his work as Secretary, as 
Treasurer and finally as a most important 
figure in the Committee which steered 
through the great improvements which are 
now enjoyed. He proved to be an expert in 
interior decoration, and visitors to the 
Common Room as well as the Staff will long 
enjoy the results of his care and planning. 

Throughout his time at Sherborne, 
J.C.C.H. has commuted from his home at 
Rimpton: this, combined with his experience 
outside the School world, has given him a 
certain detachment which has been most 
refreshing both for his colleagues and for his 
pupils. Radley's shrewd gain is our loss: 
we shall miss him as much as he will surely 
miss his village house where, he, Joanna and 
his children have entertained so many, so 
warmly and generously. 

P.M.K. 
Peter Knight arrived at Sherborne in 

September 1971 via Durham University and 
St. Luke's College. Already an international 
rugby player he made an immediate impact 
on rugby within the school, but more im
portant, and it is for this that he would like 
to be remembered, he made a great impact 
on the variety of games played in the school. 
A great believer in ihe educational value of 
games he felt deeply that every person 
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ought to have not only the opportunity to 
develop some sporting skills, but also their 
chance to fulfil their potential to the maxi
mum. Towards this end he introduced Judo, 
Badminton, Weight Training, revived a 
flagging gymnastics team, arranged more 
athletics matches, and typically modified 
the Standards competition so that every boy 
in the school had a chance to contribute 

something to his house athletics team rather 
than the select few on sports day. 

Peter was a great disbeliever, even an 
heretic when it came to an isolationist games 
policy and felt that standards were raised 
immeasurably by competition and pursued a 
policy unpopular with some, that school 
games were more important than house 
games, and in turn were only a step towards 
higher achievements in County and National 
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competit10ns. He himself was a keen 
competitor and instilled that quality-vital 
to success in modern games-into many of 
those fortunate enough to be coached by him. 

There are perhaps three things we would 
want to remember him for. Firstly, a series of 
immaculate tracksuits! Secondly, tremen
dous pace that not only proved invaluable to 
England in South Africa and New Zealand, 
but also saved the Staff XV in a number of 
close matches; and thirdly a great dedication 
and humility that may not be missed until 
he has left us. We therefore thank him for 
what he has done for the school and wish him 
and his wife the very best of luck in his new 
post at Clifton. 

The Bursar: Maj. Gen. Cordingley 
Most people who have seen from close 

quarters what is involved in a School Bur
sar's job would, above all, feel grateful that 
they have never been called on to tackle it 
themselves. But, to all appearances, such 
reservations never occurred to John Cording
ley. Throughout his time as the School's 
Bursar, he never failed to convey a feeling of 
joie de vivre, and a cheerfulness in the face 
of problems that was a tonic to all those, at 
every level of the community, who came in 
contact with him. 

Few Bursars, one suspects, have had a 
more difficult assignment. He arrived in 
Sherborne straight from the Army, at a time 
when there was not only a new Headmaster, 
but also in a situation which had been sadly 
disrupted by the tragic death, several months 
previously, of his predecessor. To pick up 
the reins, in such a situation, was a daunting 
prospect. His Army career had no doubt 
given him plenty of experience of demanding 
circumstances; after all, he had (among 
much else) formed and trained the first 
British Guided \Veapons Regiment, and later, 
before being promoted Major General be
came the youngest Brigadier in the Army. 
But he achieved his many successes quite as 
much through his personality as by his 
qualifications (represented by the large 
number of letters which, had it not been for 
modesty, he could have written after his 
name). · 
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Throughout his time at the Bursary, his 
unending capacity for concern for his fellow 
men, at every level, made him not only 
approachable but genuinely sympathetic. If, 
at times, this led him to say 'yes' when a more 
ruthless Bursar would have said 'no', this 
characteristic was a major factor in keeping 
nerves soothed and anxieties muted at times 
when a different approach could have caused 
hurt and distress. No doubt he would claim 
that his love for the School, to which he first 
came, as a boy, in 1930, was the motive 
force that enabled him to cope so successfully 
with the astonishing variety of demands and 
problems that reached him week by week 
(or, more accurately, hour by hour). But his 
genial good nature is what will probably be 
best remembered (though the School's golf
ers may recall his period as 'master in charge' 
with equal gratitude). 

During his time in the School, he had 
the distinction of being appointed a Colonel 
Commandant of the Royal Artillery. Not 
surprisingly, the claims of this made it 
increasingly difficult for him to find the 
amount of time he felt should be given to the 
School; and having typically 'soldiered on' 
until the Governors found it convenient to 
release him, he now returns to a full range of 
Army commitments. 

We hid farewell and good luck to 
the following gentlemen; Messrs. Haines, 
Markiewicz, Driver, Francis, Brewer and 
Chadwick ofSchool House; Baughan, Butler, 
Cole, Craig, Dickens, Lloyd-Jones, D., 
Sugden, Symondson, Tomlinson, Verkerk, 
Walsh and Watson Smith of Abbey House; 
Clay, Kennard, Rankin, Stephenson, \Vei
man, Williams and Wilson of The Green; 
Berkeley, Coggins, Curry and Knight of 
Harper; Alexander, Allen, Bennetton, 
Clarke-Jervoise, Edwards, \Vear and Dawson 
of Abbey lands; Birkill, Blackwell, Foot, 
Hammersley, Hesse, Hemsley, Holman, 
Kingston, Warrick and W'ilson of Lyon; 
Baldwin, Ball, Bradford, Gates, Gibson, 
Hussey, Ingram, Kent, Roberts, Russell
Brown and Paddock of \Vestcott; Brennan, 
Gordon, Sampson and Whately-Smith of 
The Digby. 
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The Bursar: Mr. Kerr 

In June, the School greeted Mr. Norman 
Kerr as the new Bursar. He came to us from 
Bryanston, where he had been Bursar for the 
previous three years. Before that, he had 
considerable industrial experience in his 
native Scotland. The range of his qualifi
cations is exceptionally wide, and the School 
will greatly benefit from his expertise in many 
fields, at a time when wise financial and 
administrative guidance is of prime import
ance. 

Apart from his many bursarial skills, he 
is well known in Dorset Rugby circles; and 
he has already been elected Secretary of the 
newly-formed local branch of the Sports 
Council. 

The school is remarkably fortunate to 
have secured his services. Knowing the 
endless hazards of a Bursar's life, it would be 
unrealistic to express the hope that his time 
with us will be free from troubles; but it is 
already clear that he will meet all problems 
with cheerful and infectious confidence, and 
we extend to him and Mrs. Kerr a very warm 
welcome. 

We welcome the following further members of the 
staff; · 

Mr. Chandler, to teach History 

Mr. Childs, to act as Librarian 

Mr. Davis, to take over the P.E. Department 

Mr. Danger, to teach English 

Mr. Morgan, to teach Mathematics. 

We also welcome 98 New Pupils, and 
wish them a profitable and enjoyable 
sojourn at Sherborne. 
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Has Sherborne, leaderless, careered its 
way through another hectic Summer Term 
in a state of panic-stricken frenzy at the 
thought of those dreaded gym-confined 
hours which would bring the academic 
climax to 1974? Actually that's not what 
happened at all; it was a pleasant, lingering 
term, during which people played cricket, 
swam, threw javelins, and did a little revision 
for those 'A' and '0' levels now and then. 

The weather left much to be desired, 
the only prolonged dry patch being in the 
middle of term-however this short spell 
provided ample opportunity for the broad
chested among us (not speaking personally 
you understand) to shed our upper garments 
and bronze our muscles ready for St. Tropez 
in August. When it rained, though it poured, 
happily not affecting the school's cricket 
unduly, though Mr. Niven was heard to 
remark somewhat disdainfully, as he trudged 
after the 4th XI into the pavilion during one 
downpour 'we battled through worse than this 
in Scotland', and we hope your kilt didn't 
shrink as a result of it, Sir. 

It was nice to see Mr. Bridge back on 
the Upper, and a very successful term we had 
too, with the first unbeaten, despite some 
rather rude criticism of the Radley game in 
the Daily Telegraph. M.M.W. was his usual 
cheerful and robust self as he stalked the nets 
looking for some poor devil of a Mini-Colts 
batsman to deflate with his customary 'Good 
God boy, look where your front foot is!' 

Tennis was equally successful under Mr. 
Harvey's paternal eye-the most noticeable 
( ?) event being Mr. Wellby playing for the 
Colts team on the quiet. The Athletes will 
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miss Mr. Knight's guiding influence, but he 
left them with a fine record of wins and lost 
shot. Mr. Harvey will also be missed by 
those people with rackets. 

There was much renovation of heating 
systems going on about the place. Unsuspect
ing readers of the Newsboard often found 
themselves waist deep in pits. The Fifth Form 
Green, while having various archeological 
holes filled in one end, had the other dug up. 
Bits of Lower Library flooring were found 
neatly piled on bookcases and room r 3 lost 
its floor, and had it subsequently raised to a 
higher level after various metallic objects 
had been placed thereunder. 

While the Chapel is being re-heated it 
will be out of action for several weeks at the 
start of the Michaelmas term. Perhaps this 
is the chance voluntary chapel campaigners 
have been waiting for. Speaking of which 
there was an interesting dispute on the 
Newsboard on this question. Mr. Bruce 
established himself as a man of moderation 
and reason, while others, less restrained, 
spoke vociferously against the system. It 
looked quite promising until the editor of the 
Newsboard lost the key, and a budding poet 
in his house broke the typewriter. However, 
not to be befuddled by the machinations of 
the media, Mr. Anderson boldly stated his 
case in chapel in the last full school service 
of the term-amidst surprisingly little shuffl
ing of feet-perhaps a sign of vague interest 
in the matter. Next term's break from the 
Victorian edifice should prove enlightening. 

Speaking of renovation of chapel 
matters, somebody should take a look at the 
organ and what holds it together. I am 
convinced that the next E sharp played on it 
will cause the whole thing to fall on the 
unsuspecting bowed heads of Lyon and 
Abbey house-the wrath of God, one might 
say .... My conviction is somewhat strength
ened too by the rumour that members of the 
music staff are daring each other to play 
W'idor's Toccata with all the stops out. 

While on the subject of bowed heads, 
it is interesting to note that only one of the 
original four barbers in Sherborne remains 
open to serve Sherborne chaps-perhaps 
this is due to a lack of custom, but I doubt it. 
It is also interesting to note that Gillards has 
now given itself over entirely to the sale of 
tobacco. 
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A welcome sight it was to see the Head 
of School taking advantage of his age-old 
privilege for once. He was often to be seen 
pulling into The Crown on his moped for a 
quick pint before going home (to the wife 
and kids?) at Newland! 

TheJ.C.R. remains the same as ever-it 
still does not expand like the people in it. 
Indeed the place seemed to be monopolised 
by the coarser of the school's rugby players, 
thereby abusing its constitution. Happily 
few will be left next term-we are to have an 
intellectual XV. But I still worry for those 
intellectuals not on the XV, they seem to 
stand little chance of gaining entry. Informed 
sources tell me that they have been meeting 
over tea and cakes at a certain well-frequented 
establishment, and produced a little rag mag. 
This was never seen by all and sundry 
because bits of it got to the authority, who 
were worried by its inferences. Anyway all 
was put to rights in a most amicable fashion, 
and a donation was still made to Cold
harbour. No one lost out, and no one got 
embarrassed, which wasn't a bad thing all 
said and done. But heavens knows what is 
going to happen to the r oo odd pink copies 
which repose in a Safe Place. Perhaps they 
will go to the Beckett room or they could be 
used to wallpaper F.C.'s huge new flat. 

Abbey Road had one or two changes 
made. Mr. Knott had his house painted, and 
very nice it looks too, with the white door 
picked out in light green, and when the 
mountains of scaffolding had been removed 
the windows gleamed in what little sun we 
had. Not to be outdone, Mr. Glen put up 
some very smart railings outside Abbeylands, 
on the wall, replacing those cut down for 
ammunition in the war, and is to be con
gratulated since this effort to get away from 
the 194o's spirit must surely betray a con
fidence in the nation, which is sadly not 
shared elsewhere. 

Local government finds Mr. Barker in 
charge of grass and graveyards, and he tells 
us that he is busy overcoming demarcation 
disputes over lawn mowers, flower beds and 
bits of herbage. It also finds Mr. Lugg 
firmly installed as Sherborne's first Town 
Mayor. May we wish them good luck 
in their respective responsibilities. 
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We welcomed into the world this term 
Mr. Bruce's daughter-Sophie. vVe hear he 
is to read her 'Paradise Lost' as a bedtime 
story, bound to send her to sleep, I would 
have thought. 

The last week of the Summer Term is 
always Good Fun-this was no exception 
with a marathon fives match (the last one 
was squash) which attracted strangely willing 
masses of scorers for the earliest hours of the 
morning. There was also a marathon beer
drinking bout taking piace at numerous 
different parties given in the leavers' honour. 
The object being, I presume, to send them 
away happy. Obscure forms were seen 
flitting about Sherborne at obscure hours, 
but who they were and what they were doing 
no one will ever know. 

The band practiced regularly in the 
afternoon and drove School House either 
mad, out ofit, or to the windows for a closer 
look. And after the great festival-Commem, 
full of the impressive display of tattoos, 
drinks parties, services, and other visual and 
spiritual delights, the populus trundled 
home after one of the most enjoyable, relaxed 
terms for a long time. Civility and common 
sense appear revived after the efforts of past 
terms-the people may judge whether it is 
worth it, and as my dear friend Nebulus said, 
'God be with it'. 

Othello Minor. 

(_ 

Ancient man marking in black ink the pieces of a pot 
he has broken for the benefit of future archaeologists. 
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A Fevv 
Introductory 
Lines 

Last time I b:::ildly declared my inten
tions in a paragraph, the likes of which have 
been heard many times before. Having 
allowed myself to say it once, I shall not do 
so again, but let the overall impression be 
left to the reader after an introduction. 

For a second time a local theme has 
emerged, this time around the topic of Art, 
Craft and Design. The articles are linked to 
this theme in different ways, starting at a focal 
point - the New Art School, and becoming 
broader and more general. The second fea
ture section consists of articles on a theme of 
travel, which members of the school were 
kind enough to write. You can compare them 
with the article from one of the 1859 Shir
burnians which appeared in the June issue. 

Again it is to the stalwarts in the team 
that I am grateful, and to their diligent assis
tance which has helped ease the load enor
mously. Charles Mills takes over as editor for 
theJanuary and June Issues 1975, as I 'retire' 
after the statutory two terms. The Team is 
to be joined by Mike Beadel. 

Thanks are due to the valiant editorial 
board, as ever. Dr. Beavon retires after a 
year's service, and is to be replaced by Mr. 
Mitchell-Innes. Thanks are due most es
pecially to Mr. Harvey, who has been an 
unobstrusive, yet most effective guardian of 
the magazine since the departure of Mr. 
Rosser. I am sure that all his editors will wish 
to join with me in thanking him for his efforts 
and enthusiasm over the past two years. Mr. 
Niven succeeds him as master-in-charge. 
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May I wish upon them many happy and 
productive sessions of fertile debate in Bow 
House over steaming cups of'Blend 57' coffee. 

Finally, thanks to Mrs. Heseltine for 
supplying me with stamps and allowing me 
to use the telephone to ring people in 
London about advertising and to Mrs. 
Crayton, Mrs. Anderson and Mrs. Whelan, 
for supplying me with the means of pro
ducing the necessary forms to harass them. 

Congratulations to:-
Mr. and Mrs. Bruce and Mr. and Mrs. 

Jones on the births of daughters. Charles 
Lane on another resounding success at Sher
borne Horse Trials. Mr. Lugg on being crea
ted Sherborne's first Town Mayor. E. D. 
Fursdon on playing for Oxford v. Cambridge 
in the Varsity match. Mr. Gibbs on scoring 
over a century for the town at cricket. Tim 
Edwards on going on to selection for the 
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national Under 1 g Cricket team. Bev 
Symondson for collecting his first cap for 
England Rugby. Mr. Cooper on exhibiting 
at the R. A. Summer Exhibition. Richard 
Knight and Mick Alexander on setting a 
new World Record for non-stop fives playing, 
and raising money for holidays for children 
from Birmingham. 

An Apology is due to the Bishop of Salisbury 
for mistakenly reporting that the Bishop of 
Sherborne, not he, officiated at the Confir
mation service last term. 

Also a general apology for the number 
of small errors which slipped through the 
proofing stage, as a result of delays. Dr. 
Beavon has kindly agreed to act as proof 
reader. 

During the term those not limited by 
piles of revision went on a number of highly 
successful expeditions. L VI English Spe
cialists to 'The Rivals' at Salisbury Play
house, Chemists to an Iron Foundry, His
torians to Wilton House, The Wedgwood and 
Stubbs at the Tate and the Byron Exhibition 
at the V and A, Modern Linguists to a won
derful dramatisation of'L'Etranger' at Marl
borough, Ornithologists to that beautiful 
place The New Forest, and Biologists sampled 
the delights of Wild Flowers at Arne, a 
\Vatercress farm and a Sewage Works. 

After 'A' levels J.J. B. took a fortunate 
few to Oxford, to the Ashmolean. On their 
return they were generously entertained by 
l\frs. Kendall, to whom, many thanks. 

And then, when exams were over, all 
the stops were pulled out for Commem, of 
which more later. 

So it is that by the time this magazine 
appears pupils will have forgotten about 
cricket, and with memories of lethargic days, 
will be rushing madly around an acre of 
grass in persuit of an imitation pigs bladder 
in an attempt to put it over a two inch thick 
white line. 

Now, having spent nine weeks patting 
ourselves on the back at completing the 
course, we start afresh, ready for another 
successful year. Take a deep breath, grit 
the teeth, and, if you don't have both 
knocked out of you, you should enjoy the 
next 365 scholastic days. Because, if you 
don't, it's rather a waste of time. 

John Hubbard 
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Once again this year the weather proved somewhat inclement, but parents, although not 

asmanysmileswereevidentasduringthe sunnier times previously, must be commended on 
again completing the course and seeing all of what there was to see. The Art exhibition 
was strategically placed in the new Art School, the T.A.C. was open and the school 
hovercraft was seen to make a lot of dust just outside with Mr. Harris in the cockpit. The 
rain forced the Gym display inside, as it did the Judo, but neither seem to have suffered 
from it, and were well received. The Saxon Shore was given a good expose, by J.J.B.'s 
valiant third form group, who constructed a mini-ballista with which they made threaten
ing gestures in the direction of P.C.B.'s study in School House. Luckily it always fell short, 
when fired. Next door the Battle of Waterloo was being fought, and various pieces of 
militaria (borrowed from Lord Byron?) were on show. 

The Commem Service found the congregation joining enthusiastically in the hymns, 
and listening attentively to the sermon by Brother Jonathan, and then they dispersed to 
discuss it over sherry. 

The plays are reviewed here, but one missed our reporters, the annual Greek Play, 
which was blessed with the first sun of Commem, and attracted a large audience. Apolo
gies. 

The Great Tattoo ended Commem with several bangs, absailing, fire extinguishing, 
ship rescue, Precision marching, and the Band (reviewed over). Cricket, athletics, 
and golf carried on despite all odds, and, from the number of grinning faces on the Sunday 
morning it looked as if it had, once again, been enjoyed. 

Close your eyes and you're 

almost there-P.J.S. and 

the band. 
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Music 
The Music section is compiled from reports by David Tyrrell, Charles Mills and Gerald Heath. 

The Band 

That annually marching troop, the Band have once again been pract1cmg. The 
result was clear for all to see at Commem. Decked in a large dose of pomp and circum
stance and uniform on the Friday and Saturday they brought the tattoo to a fitting close, 
rousing in the thronging audience all the right emotions, which have kept independent 
schools what they are today-or rather what they have been for twenty five years! 
Men fighting back tears at the strains of 'Rule Britannia', mothers with hearts swelling as 
their sons joined in the Carmen. There is no denying that all that the band plays on such 
occasions is Jolly Good Stuff. Rousing renderings of Colonel Bogey, that Monty Python 
tune, and other such befitting military and defiant jingles, echoed round the Courts 
defying those blacker corners where the floodlights did not penetrate. 

To quote an Impeccable Source 'When the Band are standing still they are impressive, 
when they are on the march-they are moving'. Indeed they were moving. The marching 
though not as precise as the drill squad, was a valiant attempt for people carrying drums 
almost as big as themselves. The Drum Major twirled magnificently, the lights glittered 
on the polished instruments, the buglers blew with conviction. Sub-Lieutenant Shelley 
in Naval uniform blended with the night sky as his baton gleamed commandingly and as 
his khaki men marched out of the Courts, Nationalistic hopes were raised, memories 
revived, and hopes for a brighter dawn strengthened. 

Commem Concerts - 1 

The first of the Commem concerts was advertised as a garden concert where the 
audience would be expected to walk around, drink tea and consume Golf biscuits, even, 
if exceptionally philistine, to talk very quietly and not listen to the music too closely. The 
programme had apparently been chosen with this in mind and consequently, when it 
began to pour with rain, which was predictable, and audience and players were, at a 
moment's notice, herded into the Old Music School, there was a difficulty. No-one in 
their six square inches of floor space could do anything but listen closely. 

An ensemble of twelve wind instruments opened the entertainment with an Allemande 
by Schien, the dance quality of which was clear and undemanding. A.E.R.'s Double Bass 
(and A.E.R., who propped it up) joined the ensemble as the thirteenth wind instrument in 
the Allegro from a :Mozart Serenade; again the character of the music was 'divertimento'. 
Next was the Minuet and the allegro from 'Eine Kleine Nachtmusik' (Mozart again) 
played by a string ensemble in a far more pleasing performance than I expected. George 
Davidson and Julian Wightwick gave a rather un-Spanish rendering of Mozskowski's 
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'Spanish Dance' and also played a more difficult march by Weber (both piano duets), a 
piece not entirely suitable for listening attentively to. Richard Hendin followed on the 
piano playing Debussy's 'The Little Negro' and Scott Joplin's very famous Maple Leaf Rag 
with great competence. Finally the Music staff struggled through the writhing crowds 
to present their very own little performance singing two negro spirituals with verve and 
predictable professionalism. J.I.W.D. and his voice were characteristically robust, J.A.D. 
pure, and B.R.J. even purer. The highly intellectual would have deemed this finale 
symbolic of the innate unity of the music staff as a whole. This apart, the concert was 
eminently acceptable to the ears. Tasses de the, ou non. 

Commem Concerts - 2 

Abbey Concert 

The second concert was held in the Abbey, and performed by the school choir and 
the two orchestras. The setting, however beautiful, seemed somewhat of a hindrance for 
the music played. The resonant qualities did not always seem suited to the more delicate 
pieces. This was evident in the first item, Giovanni Gabrieli's Benedictus and Nunc 
Dimittis, sung by the choir and accompanied by a wind ensemble. Although both sang 
and played with accomplishment, the choir seemed recessive and the sound, due to 
resonance, sluggish. 

The second orchestra, next, played Fould's 'Keltic Lament' attaining a very full string 
tone and followed that with 'The Great Gate of Kiev' from Mussorgsky's 'Pictures at an 
Exhibition' which suited the Abbey with its grandeur and made good use of the resonance. 
The few faults lying in the orchestra seem to have been individual rather than collective. 

Allan Weiman (Baritone) then sang Schumann's 'Dichterleibe' excellently-it is sad 
that this was the last performance of our only baritone, our only properly trained singer in 
fact, whom we lose to his Mother Country. We must allow America a few privileges, you 
understand. 

Finally the first Orchestra brought the Concert to an impressive close. First, Gerald 
Heath (viola), the soloist in a typically English Vaughan Williams piece, Suite for Viola 
and Small Orchestra, proved his great competence as the schools leading string player. 

The finale from Stravinsky's 'The Firebird' which followed was exciting with the 
serenity and beauty which this time was undoubtedly heightened by the acoustics, 
building up to an earth-shaking climax at the end. 

Robin Kennard, as the soloist in the next work, the last two movements of Weber's 
bassoon concerto again excelled, as a member of the National Youth Orchestra should. 
Here the orchestra, fulfilling its role as accompaniment, respectfully kept its distance. 

And last of all-the concert could have ended with nothing else-came Sir William 
Walton's 'Crown Imperial' (Coronation March), which stirred some and offended the 
socialist cynics and intellectuals. It indeed gave the brass section plenty to do, and pro
vided a fitting end to the music to a festival of a proudly conservative establishment. 
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Informal Concerts 

The music this Summer, excluding the finery unrivalled at Commem, of course
has been exceptionally unplentiful, and the little that has happened has been badly 
supported. This is probably due to the fact that it is Summer, and people tend to work 
hard, spending hours reading Plautus instead of being enthusiastic and supporting con
certs. 

Both informal concerts this term certainly suffered from this lack of support, perhaps 
due to the almost non-existent publicity evolved beforehand. The first, resigned to the 
fact that no one would come, restricted itself and its audience to the BSR stage which 
probably was no bad thing since it excluded many of those who heap scorn on the failings of 
performances and musical omissions of those making their 'debut'. There were failings, of 
course, noticeably the universal lack of dynamic contrast. Certainly if Elise had attended 
the performance of Beethoven's piece dedicated to her she would certainly have turned 
her nose up at him. Luckily there was no room for her-she would never have made 
allowances for the fact that the performers were newcomers and that their playing on the 
whole was impressively competent. Needless to say experience will soon develop a 
sympathy for interpretation in the players. 

The second concert was affiicted with an equal lack of publicity, although it attracted 
a larger, though not large audience. In Andrew Lang's performance of Pierre de Paepen's 
Louve, it was obvious that it was he that was leading, and not the accompanist. He 
certainly entered into the spirit of this dense movement. David Hosford's rendering of 
the adagio from l\fozart's clarinet concerto stood out from an uninteresting piano accom
paniment with the considerable expression that he employed, while lbert's 'Little White 
Donkey', another well-worn piece, was clearly, and thus sensitively played by Simon 
Matthews. Finally, everyone appeared to enjoy Myddleton's 'Down South' played by 
Messrs. Barker, Bull and Gates on their saxophones. It ended the concert on a note of 
enjoyment, if not indulgence, in any case, though the concert as a whole had lacked 
something; there never seemed to be the true concert atmosphere. 

Peter Witchell and Carol Cleal 

Of the few concerts this term, this one stood out bold from the calendar. The numbers 
present, all compressed into the Girls' School main hall, seemed to justify this and, judging 
by the minimal amount of shuffiing, were impressed. 

It was difficult to find any criticism in the rendering of Faure's Elegie (Opus 24), 
the first work played, though the piece itself was uninspiring. Faure, it was explained 
afterwards in an amusing, if British Broadcasting Corporation, explanation, had no time for 
exciting dynamics, unlike Shostakovich, the composer of the next work in the programme. 
Here emerged, in this composer's Sonata (Opus 40) a view of the immense versatility 
of the 'cello. Even the people in the next row who had been tittering discreetly into their 
programmes till now, looked up and listened to the colourful liveliness of the work, where 
the tune was distributed more equally between the two instruments than in the Elegie, 
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and where the dynamics were more dramatic. The Rondo by Boccherini which followed 
was again lively and noticeably the earliest piece of the concert. It was thus pleasing. 
Lastly the Allegro Appassionato was an impassioned and vigorous as its title suggests. 
Here, as well as in the pieces before it, the energy of the performers held the audience in a 
state of hypnotic concentration. 

Gramsoc Spectacular - Viennese Evening 
Despite the grey and uninviting clouds that hung in the air this July evening, it was 

certainly colourful. The Multitude came together wildly, originally, and resourcefully 
dressed in response to the demand on the invitations 'no uniform allowed'. A member of 
staff, in flagrant disrespect of these instructions arrived in a school suit, only to return 
later in something much more becoming. 

Firstly into the Toey where we heard many a well-known tune and saw many slides 
of wonderful Austrian countryside and landscape, introduced by members of the society, 
with P.J.W. carefully tending the record player surrounded by posters by kind permission 
of the Austrian National Tourist Board. Subsequently all moved into Abbot's Acre 
Garden where, despite wind and occasional spots ofrain we listened to 'live' music ending 
in what other than the Redetsky March. Mr. Daly played a wonderful piece by a Spanish 
composer-apologising for being 'out of place' but he forgets the connections of the House 
of Hapsburg. The music seemed so much better in the open air, and a host of charming 
ladies from the seminary gave a civilised 'cafe' atmosphere to the evening's activities. 

When the music ended we scattered and consumed frankfurters and potato salad, 
and subsequently, having tried some of Mr. Rouse's Special Cup, attempted to waltz on 
tennis courts to the accompaniment of two gentlemen on squeeze-boxes. 

Everyone enjoyed this most acceptable evening's entertainment, and thanks are due 
to Miss Hunt and all the staff from the Toey, not forgetting Mr. Witchell and The 
Gramsoc Committee. 

WE TAKE OFF OUR HATS TO:-
The master who said, when queried as to his method of addressing the masses

'People are people, aren't they, people? So why shouldn't I call you people, people?' 

The same subsequently headed his exam 'People will answer three questions .. .' 

The master who asked why the only school service he attended was at Commem 
replied ... 'Because I like looking at parents' hats'. 

The master who, in reply to a boy saying that he walked across the Upper on his way 
to games because it was a short cut, said 'Rubbish, you only think it is'. 

The boy who, in a Mock 'A' level was asked how a section from The Wasteland, rife 
with conjunctions, was constructed answered-'With and'. 

The boy who described the drum solo at the Commem tattoo as 'Saying grace at a 
Chinese restaurant'. 
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Alone in the corner. 

This production was very different from 
that which Commem audiences have come 
to expect; after years of muscial spectaculars 
a more restrained, less extravagant note was 
struck. The colour of song was replaced by 
colour of language, for, The Lady's Not For 
Burning is a play about language, its author 
drawing heavily on poetic imagery and 
wild metaphor to produce the very effective 
tone, which is not without despair or humour. 
The author, Christopher Fry was once hailed 
as the new T. S. Elliot, but some beg to differ, 
finding the imagery somewhat strained, but 
nevertheless it is still easy-flowing and fluent. 

A man who longs for death, a woman 
who wants to escape it. This is the setting of 
the play, but it seems that the plot becomes of 
secondary importance as the audience be
comes more involved with the words than 
with the action. This difference from the 
normal Commem production marks a turn
ing-point in Commem drama, but also shows 
that not only swift action and music make an 
absorbing and entertaining evening. In 
previous years audiences used their eyes; 
this year they had to use their brains. 

Dra01a 

The Lady's 
Not for Burning 

The play was handled most competently 
by the cast which was much younger and 
much less experienced than previously. 
Interest in the dialogue was well-sustained, 
but perhaps action was not as quick as a play 
of this nature demands. The patter carried 
the audience with it like a ship on a gently 
rolling sea sailing over peaks of hilarity and 
troughs of deceptive stillness. Credit for this 

Jerry Brown cradling his lore, while Andrew Rose looks 
somewhat distressed. 
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effect must go to the casting, each person 
fitting so perfectly into his role, the most 
obvious example being the slowly-spoken 
violin-cradling chaplain (Jerry Brown). 
The same was true of the buffooning 
and bickering Devise brothers played by 
James Taylor and Rupert Bravery, who pro
vided a light touch to the verbal burden. 

Mark Wippell as the lonely soldier 

Andrew Rose's portrayal of the blustering 
mayor with his deep understanding of the 
part helped reflect the audience's senti
ments, and certainly a more audible per
formance has not been witnessed from the 
BSR stage for a long time. Edward Mead's 
Alizon gave promising, but passive support 
to the play while the athletic staggering of 
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Mark Verkerk provided an amusing lift for 
the play's end. Rupert Maas as the harassed 
mother gave promise of distinction to come 
on the Sherborne stage; he has a powerful 
voice which he used to great effect in some 
of the best lines in the play. 

In contrast to this the two main char
acters were more isolated, both by their 
roles, and by their treatment of them. Mark 
Wippell, the tall, gaunt soldier longing for 
death, lacked the real heroic quality the play 
was striving for, while the heroine Jennet 
(Jonathan Devitt) managed to instill great 
pathos into the proceedings but, under
standably, lacked an essential femininity 
which would have helped give more balance 
to the play. Nevertheless they are to be con
gratulated on their unflagging performances 
as is John Holroyd for his cynical inter
pretation of The Justice of the Peace. 

Many varied and unobtrusive touches 
helped the play's mood. The use of shadowed 
darkness at the beginning of act three, 
symbolic of the tension and gloomy atmos
phere, the split level stage giving the effect of 
a court room rather than a mere private 
house the colourful and simple design of the 
stage (for which credit should go to D.\'\T. and 
E.B. once again), the period costumes w!~ich 
were so fitting. 

The play deserved to be, and indeed was 
a success. This attempt at something new, 
came off because of attention to detail and 
tone. The fact that something so different 
went down so well is a tribute to the actors 
and to :Mr. Glen's meticulous production. 

Pete Lane 
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Christopher Homfray making a suitably surprised 
gesture as Ben Blackshaw collapses out of bed. Chris 
Ferguson, Rod Vorley and Caroline Wliitmey look on. 

(Photography by Alan Bye) 

For Friday, 24th May, the Blue Book 
announced briefly: French Play. This was 
followed up by a modest note to houses 
explaining that there were in fact to be two 
French plays on Thursday, not Friday. It all 
sounded delightfully casual and intriguing. 
It was understood that the actors from 
Sherborne School, and the actresses from 
Lord Digby's School, had only been re
hearsin'g for the first four weeks of term, in 
Mlle. Cheminaud's and Mr. Niven's sitting 
rooms, where it was said, rehearsals turned 
into pleasant social occasions with tea and 
coffee. 

A school producticn of a French Play 
was a novelty and a full house turned up to 
see the second performance of the day of the 
two comedies: L' Affaire de La Rue Lourcine 
by Eugene Labiche, in which two men, 
returning drunk from an Old Boys' dinner 
pick up various articles, which, when they 
have read the paper the following morning 
seems to point to them as murderers. How
ever, they are soon explained away when 
they realise that the paper they had that 
morning is twenty five years old, the butler 
having used the current edition to wrap up a 

French 
Plays 
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L' Affaire de la 
Rue Lourcine 

Les Boulingrin 

Sherborne is ... being force fed in a French play. 
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tobacco pot. The other comedy was Les 
Boulingrin by Georges Courteline, in which 
a leech by the name of Des Rillettes, when 
spongeing hospitality off a family finds him
self in the midst of domestic quarrels and 
seems to bear the brunt of the kicking and 
slapping, only to be finally covered in a 
bucket of water when a fire is started by the 
lady of the house. 

The audience was immediately captured 
by two very polished productions. The plays 
offered entertainment on several levels: for 
those who feared they might not be able to 
follow the French dialogue, there was the 
sheer farcical element in the plots, brought 
out well by good acting, and covering in 
most things Des Rillettes and Mr. Niven's 
well-known sofa; for the more experienced 
linguists the added pleasure of the comic 
dialogue, put across fluently and clearly; 
and for those who looked beyond the farce 
and comedy there was something to learn 
from Labiche and Courteline about the 
society in which the plays were set. 

Congratulations should go to all those 
who had obviously made a splendid effort 
in presenting this entertainment to the two 
schools. 

Patricia Stephenson. 

Biederman und die 
Brandstifter 

Another novelty-a German Play, this 
time was performed at Sherborne on a cool 
May evening by the Amateur Dramatic 
Society of the Albert Schweitzer School in 
Hesse. 

The title of the play means literally 
'Honest Man and the Fire-Raisers', although 
not meaning honest in the sense of trust
worthy, but rather innocent and misled by 
events. In the six scenes the cautionary tale 
of Gottliebe Biedermann is unfolded. He is a 
solid citizen who has made his pile out of a 
dubious hair-tonic, but whose self-deception 
and unwillingness to face the obvious lead to 
disaster and hell. Although he knows that the 
town has been the scene of a number of 
incendiary acts he gives shelter to a trio of 
shady characters who calmly stockpile barrels 
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of petrol under his roof. He discounts their 
frank announcements as to their intention 
because he believes that words are meant not 
to convey, but to hide the truth. The Bur
lesque chorus of firemen and certain of 
Biedermann's friends try and enlighten him 
but it is impossible for him to confront him
self honestly and thus he goes to his doom. 

The standard of acting was not as high 
as one expected from a group of players tour
ing the country, but this deficiency was made 
up for by the brilliance of the play. 

Biedermann was acted well, but lacked 
that extra touch of conviction, or interpreta
tion of the role, which might have brought 
the play to life. Schmitz was perhaps the 
most likeable character, with his untidy 
appearance and tatty clothes-and seem
ingly always stuffing himself with food and 
drink during the performance. Eisenring, 
the brains behind the arsonists was portrayed 
as an oily, sly man, much more concerned 
about the important business of burning down 
houses than the pleasures of life. However 
Biedermann's servant Anna livened things up 
considerably with a somewhat brief skirt, 
forcing the audience to open their eyes for 
some part of the performance. 

It was an interesting evening from a 
linguistic point of view, and not without 
problems. The play made its point, but was 
sadly not done justice by the actors. In short 
without wishing to be ungracious it needed 
more polish, but what we were presented with 
was nevertheless enjoyable. 

Charles Dowding. 

There were two plays performed in the 
town during last term, which we regret we 
were unable to report. They were the Ama
teur Players' production of A HUNDRED 
YEARS OLD, with Peter Wellby as the 
old man, and a production by the Bristol 
University Players of THE IMPORTANCE 
OF BEING EARNEST. Both were very 
much enjoyed by members of the school 
who attended. 



THE SHIRBURNIAN 

Art, Craft and Design 

The New Art School in the old San. Wing. 

The move of the Art school to its new 
home during August and the early part of 
the l\fichaelmas Term 1973 was perhaps one 
of the greatest changes that have occurred 
affecting this side of school life since the 
studio was established in the Carrington 
Building in 1910. Since those early days the 
character of art teaching has changed 
dramatically from the academic approach 
to drawing and painting of the 20s. and 
30s, when students studied artistic anatomy, 
perspective drawing from the antique etc., 
to the new way which emerged in the 195os 
when the emphasis was placed on design, 
visual awareness, self expression and the 'look 
and see' methods of Kurt Rowland. At 
the same time Victor Pasmore and many 
others at home and abroad were taking the 
effect of a changing environment which 
caused the revolution in art. These changes 
resulted in a demand for more experimenta
tion, for new materials and extra space in 
which to carry out the techniques which 
were being developed. For example, in 
addition to using the traditional media of 
pencil and charcoal, oil and watercolour, 

Cutting a stencil for screen printing a poster. 
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Art School 

Report 

from E.B. 
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Painting ... 

we now paint with acrylic and other resin
based pigments and use laminated woods, 
plastics and polystyrene for three-dimensional 
art and even utilise discarded materials which 
can often be used to good effect, especially 
in assemblage and other forms of art work. 
It is true that Picasso, Braque, as we can see 
from their collages were moving in this 
direction in the early part of this present 
century, as were a number of others, but 
their work was not wide-spread. 

The introduction of screen printing to 
the school has also brought with it the need 
for more space and unfamiliar equipment; 
hence the need for an art complex with 
studio and work rooms for a variety of 
activities, rather than for a single studio for 
drawing and painting. 

When the New Art School was planned 
we also considered the establishment of an 
Art Department on a site which could pos
sibly be developed further at a later date. 
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After months of frustration only now are we 
beginning to get our house in order but there 
is still a great deal to be accomplished, 
especially in the field of ceramics. In con
nection with this I am pleased to report that 
our gas kiln has at last been installed and is 
now in operation and we hope to build an 
improvised wood and coke fired kiln for 
Raku firing if we can find a suitable open 
area in close proximity to the pottery. 

Mr. Whittaker and I felt that the Tuck
shop, owing to its poor lighting and other 
obvious disadvantages was unsuitable for 
exhibition purposes and we have recently 
obtained permission from the Music Depart
ment to use for this purpose the large room 
on the upper floor of the Old Music School 
after redecoration has been completed. 

The policy of housing art books will no 
doubt be determined by the school librarian 
but it is hoped that he will continue to agree 
to our keeping a selection of books for history 

and Polling. 
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of art and practical work in the Art School 
Book store for general reading, and I am at 
present negotiating with the Bursar for the 
provision of tables and chairs so that we can 
furnish a small reading room. 

The New Art School is fortunate enough 
to be built around the San. Garden, which is 
most pleasant and affords an impressive 
array of flowers in the Summer months. 
The Art Department can offer invaluable 
services to the school community in a variety 
of ways, particularly in the field of set 
designing and scene painting for drama pro
ductions, and we earnestly hope that as many 
people as possible who feel the need for an 
outlet in Art will take advantage of the 
facilities offered. 

Corn Dollies 
In the West Country, until about 150 

years ago, at the end of the harvest there was 
a ritual practiced by the reapers which was 
called 'Crying the Nek'. The Nek was a corn 
dolly, made from the last row of corn 
harvested; a solid column of straw, which 
was held so that the ears of the wheat pointed 
up. The reapers formed a circle, and each 
held the Nek in turn. One by one they 
bowed to the centre of the circle and touched 
the ground with the Nek. This ensured that 
the corn-spirit remained in the earth. 

The Corn Spirit. The celebration of the 
Harvest, once Pagan, now 'Harvest Festival' 
goes back to Ceres, the Earth-1\fother, and 
the spirits of agriculture. The Nek itself 
goes back to Asia :Minor, where the Phrygians 
worshipped Cybele, the mother of the gods. 
When they Cried the Nek, they also killed a 
passing stranger, whom they believed em
bodied the Corn-Spirit, so that the spirit that 
had entered his body remained in the ground. 

The Corn-Spirit in certain areas of 
Britain is kept in the earth by more re
strained methods. The reapers beat the 
last row to the ground crying, 'there she is, 
down with her, don't let her get away,' and 
the like. In other areas the last sheaf is left 
alone in the field to appease the spirit. 

Out of the idea of leaving the last sheaf, 
or the last row, grew the idea of making the 
last stalks of corn into a symbol of the mother 
of the earth. This was displayed in the farm-

house during the harvest festivities and kept 
until the sowing of the following year. The 
name Dolly is probably a corruption of 'idol' 
and other names include Corn :r..1other, 
Kirn Mother and Mell Mother. 

The actual shape varies, the most com
mon is a column, hollow or solid, sometimes 
twisted, curved, with bundles of ears. There 
are a number of variants; there are crosses 
and suns. The dolly has died out, except for 
harvest festival, and they are produced for 
the gift market, to be hung beside the horse
brasses so that your friends can appreciate 
your pagan origins. 

Felix Scarlett 
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Screen Printing 

Montage for General Dynamic Fun 1968: Screenprint 
15 x 10 ins. Eduardo Pao/ozzi. 

Graphic communication deals with those 
industries or processes by which Man records 
information in visible form and expresses 
high thoughts and feelings through the uses of 
such processes as drawing, painting, photo
graphy or printing. Probably the most 
important of these is printing, a method used 
to communicate our perception and know
ledge. It would be impossible to com
pletely outline the history and development 
of printing here, but before referring more 
specifically to screen printing it is important 
to understand that it is less complex and very 
different from other methods of printing 
which can be divided into four basic meth
ods: planography, relief and letterpress 
printing, intaglio printing and screen prin
ting. 
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Screen printing does not only differ from 
the other three basic methods in technique 
but in the fact that it is the most versatile of 
all of them. It is used for printing on paper, 
wood, plastics, textiles, ceramic products, 
metal, leather, and combinations of these and 
other materials. It is a process that is done 
not only on flat surfaces but is successfully 
accomplished on curved and irregular shapes. 

There is no specific period at which 
graphic communication can be said to have 
developed, though screen printing today 
occupies the position where it is both an 
international industry and a creative art. 
The principle of screen printing had its 
origin in the simple stencil. However, it 
differs from the old stencil as modern relief 
printing differs from the printing done during 
the time of J. Gutenburg of Germany. The 
stencil goes back to the ancient civilisations 
and may have been one of the oldest methods 
of reproducing. 

The stencil consisting of a prepared 
sheet in which a design is cut is at least as old 
as the Egyptian culture. Remains of this art 
which reproduced designs by placing a 
stencil over a surface and brushing or 
forcing pigments through the cut away 
spaces have been found dating back to about 
the time of the twelfth dynasty (about 2300 
BC). 

Although the Japanese may be credited 
with the 'tieless stencil', where the centres 
and the loose parts of the cut letters were 
held in place by strands of human hair or 
silk, the origin of modern screen printing was 
an American development. According to 
early pioneers such as Henry Lervy Hiett 
and Edward A. Owens, screen printing was 
done in the early part of this century (be
tween 1901-06). The first attempt at screen 
printing at this time was the production of 
felt pennants by a Francis Willette from 
Michigan. 

Printing screens in the screen printing 
industry are comparable to printing plates 
used in other graphic arts. They can print 
thousands of impressions, they can be made 
by hand, or produced by the action of light 
or chemicals; they can be made to print 
large areas or fine detail. They can print 
large solid lines or half tones. Printing 
screens can be used for hand screening or for 
machine printing. These printing screens 
can print at hand operated speeds if necessary, 
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or with machines, up to about 4,000 impres
sions an hour. 

In screen printing, a stencil bearing an 
image or a design is attached to a screen 
made of silk, nylon, or metal cloth or cotton 
organdie if printing textiles. When printing 
material is placed directly under the screen 
bearing the stencil, screen printing ink is 
forced through the open mesh of the screen 
with a squeegee (a long rubber edge which 
runs along the screen pulling the ink with it 
into the blank areas) by hand or machine. 
The parts of the stencil that cover up the 
little holes in the screen will not allow the 
pigment to be forced through and deposit 
itself on the printing material. Those parts 
of the design that do not stop the holes in the 
screen allow the ink to penetrate through 
to the intended material. 

There are numerous types of printing 
screens used in screen printing but all of them 
may be classified as either hand-made or 
photographic. Generally plates that are 
hand-made fall into the following classes: 
knife-cut, block-out, and wash-out or resist. 
Photographic screens are prepared photo
chemically and are of three types; direct 
photographic, that is, emulsions which are 
prepared directly on the fabric of the printing 
screen; direct-indirect types or products 
consisting of films and emulsions which are 
prepared directly on the screen fabric. The 
photographic screens and the knife-cut film 
screens are the most used today. The knife
cut is very practical and the one generally 
tried by the beginner. 

Photographic science is as important to 
screen printing as it is to the rest of graphic 
arts. The photographic principles first 
developed in England to print on textiles 
and wallpaper by such men as M. Ponton, 
Sir J. W. Swain, and others from about 1840 
to 1875 were the background for the develop
ment of photographic printing screens in 
England. Experimentation in the screen 
printing field in the United States by such 
men as T.V. Coo;;:, R. Beck and H. Hiett, 
since about 1914 with hand and photo
graphic printing screens developed photo
graphic screen printing enormously. Photo
graphic screens are used extensively because 
they are accurate, durable, dependable, and 
may be cleaned and stored after use. 

The principle of photographic printing 
screens which is similar to that of all photo-
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graphy, is based on the fact that certain 
substances of chemicals will change their 
properties or characteristics after being 
exposed to light. The substance that changes 
chemically when exposed to light is commonly 
known in photography as a sensitizer. 

There are sensitizers in liquid term and 
emulsion term, the emulsion usually consists 
of a light sensitive salt and a colloid. 

Generally, the steps in preparing photo
graphicscreens are (i) preparation of positives 
or original design, (ii) preparation of a 
sensitizer, (iii) application of a sensitized 
emulsion to screen fabric, (iv) exposing, (v) 
developing, (vi) screen printing. Basically, 
the photographic process consists of placing 
a positive or negative against a sensitized film 
in a photographic contact frame or its 
equivalent, and then exposing to a strong 
light. The parts on the sensitized film that 
are exposed to the light will harden so that 
they cannot be dissolved in water; while 
those lines or dots of the sensitized film which 
were covered by black ink will remain soft 
and will be washed away with hot, warm or 
cold water depending on the film. These 



washed away areas on the film are the parts 
on which the ink will be squeezed through 
when the film is attached to the screen fabric. 

Screen printing is basically a '20th 
century' phenomenon and it has thousands of 
uses in industry, but it is its use as a creative 
art that interests me most. The process has 
been used considerably by contemporary 
artists since the beginning of pop culture and 
pop art which has developed progressively 
since about 1950 onwards, partially because 
of the immense power and spread of ad vertis
ing and mass media communication through 
publication and television since the World 
War. Rather than art being valued ex
clusively as something separate from life, a 
number of artists have begun to use the 
ready-made assembly line type products as 
subject matter. They have been influenced 
by the film, television, newspapers, maga
zines, comic strips, fashion, car styling, 
machines, etc. Art which at one time would 
have been labelled cheap, gimmicky or 
deliberately offensive or ugly is now forming 
a new transitory art which nevertheless has 
its own uniqueness and excitement. Screen 
printing is one of the methods which allows 
this sometimes-named expendable art to be 
recorded. Two quite distinguished contem
porary artists who have used screen printing 
as a form of expression are the American 
Andy Warhol and the British artist E. 
Paolozzi. 

Warhol uses photographic screen print
ing, extensively, usually to record consumer 
products, film stars, distinguished person
alities, or tragedy. Warhol has become 
known for a characteristic of consumer items, 
the use of repetition of image on single pieces 
of work which the screen stencil can achieve 
admirably, whereas Paolozzi invariably 
uses a collection of material, collages of 
photographs and printed material which is 
then screen printed by means of photographic 
stencils using a large number of colours. 
Both artists exemplify the commercial media 
and the process exceedingly well and it is 
notable that their use of the screen process 
has stimulated the commercial necessities of 
repetition and multiplicity which are to be 
found in the advertising world. 

Thus screen printing has proved itself 
the most versatile of all the transferred im-
pression processes. 

Derek Whittaker 

THE SHIRE URN I AN 

Stourhead 

.. 

The entrance front-Sto11rl1ead. 

Dorset and its surrounding counties are 
full of beautiful things, but nothing is more 
beautiful than the house and the gardens of 
Stourhead. It is situated just over the border 
in Wiltshire, halfway down a valley called 
Six Wells Bottom where the River Stour has 
its source. 

Before the eighteenth century, the 
valley was by all accounts fine if unremark
able. There was a house there owned by the 
Stourton family described by John Aubrey 
as very large and very old but 'little con
siderable as to architecture.' The transforma
tion came in the eighteenth century and 
there could have been no better time for a 
transformation. 

It was after a century in which there 
was a revival of classical architecture that 
was as perfect in its sense of proportion as it 
was restrained in its decoration. It was a 
time in which there was too a great awaken
ing among the English in their love of the 
country and landscape gardening was a fast 
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developing art. There were men of enor
mous wealth whose taste, in sharp contrast 
to their successors in the age of Queen 
Victoria, was immaculate and who saw the 
creation of beauty and elegance as the proper 
object of money. It was three such men
Henry Hoare I, 'The Good' (1677-1725), 
Henry Hoare II, 'The Magnificent' (1705-
1785) and Richard Colt Hoare ( 1758-1838) 
who bought the heritage of the Stourtons and 
applied their money and genius to it. 

Henry Hoare I was a goldsmith by origin 
who turned his hand to banking and then 
set the cap on his fortune by selling out 
before the South Sea Bubble burst. He 
bought the estate at Stourton in 171 7 for 
£14,000, pulled down the old house and 
employed Colin Campbell to design a new 
one. Campbell was a protege of the 3rd 
Earl of Burlington, the great advocate in 
England of the Palladian style and he design
ed a house of great dignity and restraint, and 
of perfect classical proportions. It was com
pleted in 1 724, the year before Henry Hoare 
died. The wings were added by Colt Hoare 
in 1 792 to provide a library and an art 
gallery for his great collection of books and 
paintings, which though spoiling Campbell's 
South elevation, certainly enhanced the 
fac;ade. A portico was added in 1841 faithful 
to the original intentions of Campbell, to 
complete the house as it now stands. 

But it is not merely the fine stately pro
portions of the exterior that are so impressive. 
The visitor enters the grounds through a 
delightful Gothic revival gateway and on 
entering the house itself is again confronted 
with the quiet harmony of the eighteenth 
century. Each room has its own delights, but 
nothing ultimately can compare with the 
library, lined as it is with the beautiful and 
learned volumes of that gentleman scholar 
Colt Hoare and furnished impeccably by the 
younger Chippendale. It is indisputably one 
of the most beautiful rooms in England. 

Yet the fame of Stourhead lies not so 
much in its house and the contents thereof as 
in its gardens. They have changed much 
since the eighteenth century but the essential 
vision of its creators remains intact. They 
are chiefly the work of Henry Hoare 'the 
Magnificent'. 'vVhether at pleasure or busin
ess,' he once wrote, 'let us be in earnest and be 
outdone or exceed by none, that is the way 
to thrive. . .. What is there (at Stourhead) 
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in creation ... those are the fruits of industry 
and application to business and shows what 
great things may be done by it, the envy of 
the indolent who have no claim to Temples, 
Grottos, Bridges, Rocks, Exotic Pines, and 
Ice in Summer.' 

The inspiration was again the classical 
revival, though this part of Hoare's creation 
is late enough to be included in the Neo
classicism whose prophet was Winckelmann 
and whose apex was the paintings of David. 
Nowhere is the phrase 'la belle Nature' better 
expressed. For Henry Hoare got many of his 
ideas direct from the paintings of Poussin 
and more particularly Claude Lorraine, and 

from 'Capability' Brown and the school of 
English landscape gardening generally. Hith
erto gardens had tended to be in the French 
style, following the example of Louis XIV 
and Le Notre-that is to say, very formal, 
with straight lines and geometric patterns. 
This was not acceptable to the English who 
associated such formality with dictatorship. 
For them, English individualism had to be 
expressed in winding paths and calculated 
asymmetry, an attitude that was reinforced 
by the influence of Rousseau and his plea for 
greater naturalism. 

To this end, Henry Hoare dammed up 
the Stour to create a series of lakes. The 
original idea was a balance between water, 
open spaces and trees, the whole set off by 
temples, grottos and bridges. The balance 



The Lake and temple-Stourhead. 

has altered now but it is no less beautiful for 
that. 

The gardens are best walked in an anti
clockwise fashion. Passing by the Temple 
of Flora, one meanders round the largest of 
the lakes, alive with the wild fowl, down into 
the Grotto dedicated to the River God, 
past the Gothic revival 'Rustic Cottage' in
spired by Horace Walpole's Strawberry Hill 
to the Pantheon that appears so often in the 
paintings of Claude. 

The view from here back across the lake 
is idyllic, with the village church, the house, 
the Mediaeval Bristol Cross and the five
spanned stone bridge all just as Henry Hoare 
designed it. Thence one completes the 
circuit via the Temple of Apollo reached by 
its quaint rock-work bridge and left by the 
grotto underpass. 

The House of course remains substanti
ally the same- the gardens forever change. 
Perhaps at the height of the Rhododendrons 
is the time to go, but any other time, in 
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almost any weather is really as good. We 
have much to be thankful for to the eighteenth 
century men of wealth and taste, as we have 
to their successors who remained faithful to 
their dream, and to the National Trust for 
preserving its beauty without litter, without 
lions and without cars. And perhaps too we 
should thank the Bursar's Office which 
annually pays a subscription so that any 
Shirburnian can enjoy the beauty without 
thought to the cost. 

J.J.B. 

Thatching 
Taken from conversation with Mr. Ron 

Gosney, July 1974 

Thatch seems, somehow, to be most 
natural to Dorset. The gentle curves of the 
roofs matching those of the hills and the 
mellow browns complementing the restrained 
tones of the ham-stone buildings. The effect 
is picturesque, calm, and simple-and it is for 
these reasons that thatch is once again becom
ing more widely used on new houses, and 
gradually becoming more in demand. But 
those who use thatch for purely picturesque 
reasons forget that it is by far the oldest and 
a very advantagous method ofroofing. 

Thatching is the oldest of all building 
crafts practiced in this country-the mater
ials have always been handy since the earliest 
times-wild vegetation such as reeds, rushes 
and broom, and later wheat, barley and rye 
straw and reeds from marshlands such as 
Norfolk, from whence comes the most highly 
prized of all such materials today. 

The craft, as practiced at the moment, 
has changed little for the last six hundred 
years, and a fascinating sketch in the margin 
of a court roll of 1 364 for the manor of 
Croule in Lincolnshire, illustrates a thatcher's 
leggett or drift, which is used to even the 
ends of the thatch once laid on a roof. It is 
recorded that six acres of 'rushes' were 
purchased at Willingdon in Sussex in 1300 

for thatching the hall and chambers of 
Pevensey Castle. 

Since then method has not changed, but 
today the thatcher encounters many difficult
ies-machine reaping ruins any suitable straw 
and thus the straw for thatch has to be 
harvested by hand-then threshed without 
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damaging the material. Naturally the time 
needed makes the thatch much more ex
pensive and less easy to come by in these days 
of selectivisation, contrary to the time when 
wheat grew to the height of seven feet. 
Nevertheless a thatched roof still provides a 
soundproof covering for a house which keeps 
in warmth in Winter, and protects the inside 
from heat in Summer. 

There are basically three types of 
thatch-combed wheat reed, long straw, 
and Norfolk reed. Long Straw is a unique 
method, when thatch is laid with the thin 
end downwards. The eaves and barges are 
inevitably decorated with a pattern of hazel 
sticks, called liggers and cross-rods, and this 
type of thatching gives the appearance that 
the material has been poured over the 
structure underneath, because long straw 
thatch can more easily mould itself to the 
shape of the irregularities below. 

Combed wheat reed gives a much more 
neat close-cropped appearance, and eaves 
and gables are cut to shape, allowing it to be 
distinguished from Norfolk reed. Until 
mechanisation arrived the reed used to be 
combed by hand to remove the grain, but 
now a machine does this and bundles the 

A cottage t'1atc'1ed in combed w'1eat reed. 

straw out with the thick butts at the same 
end. It is these butts that are placed outwards 
giving the more well-defined appearance. 

The last type of thatch is Norfolk reed, 
and can be noticed by the much more severe 
line it gives. It is the most durable thatching 
material available, growing up to eight feet 
in height, it has been known to last, with due 
attention, for one hundred years. It is not 
peculiar to Norfolk, despite its name and can 
be found in the marshes and tidal waters of 
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Suffolk, Essex, Dorset, Hampshire and Glam
organshire. In order to allow the outer 
leaves to die off it is harvested in the winter 
months from December to mid-April, and 
cut right down to encourage growth for the 
next year. 

These three types can be seen in all 
parts of the British Isles, and the long gentle 
curves and slopes of the roofs blend perfectly 
with the landscape. 

This art, for it surely is an art, has been 
passed down from father to son for many 
generations, and training takes about six 
years before proficiency can be achieved. 
Thatchers today do not seem to specialise 
with any one particular form of thatch and 
the only chance for variation comes in the 
treatment and decoration of ridges, but few 
thatchers have any particular patterns as a 
trade mark. No longer are hay ricks thatched, 
for this was a different branch of the trade, 
not without its own method-for thatching 
on a rick has to last only a year, whereas on a 
house it needs to last for thirty to forty years. 

The use of thatch is on the increase with 
many thatchers with enough work to keep 
them fully occupied for the next year. 
Remember the next time you see a thatched 
roof that it took two months of hard work to 
complete it, and that the tools and method 
have not changed since those six acres of 
reed were hauled on wooden carts up to 
cover the vast roofs of the nobleman's hall 
at Pevensey in the year 1300. 

-
(~,,,., .. 
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Shirburnian 
Publications 

Notice 

It is hoped that it will be possible to 
produce a booklet containing all the articles 
of local interest which appeared in the June 
and October issues, to be called 'A Corner of 
England.' 
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Sherborne 

New Castle 
Madam, 

l promised you an account ofSherborne, before l 
had seen it, or knew what l undertook. I imagind it 
to be one of those fine old Seats of which there are 
Numbers scatterd over England. But this is so peculiar 
and its Situation of so uncommon a kind, that it 
merits a more particular description. 

The House is in the form of an H. The body of 
it, which was built by Sir Walter Rawleigh, consists of 
four Stories, with four six-angled Towers at the ends. 
These have since been joind to four Wings, with a 
regular Stone Balustrade at the top & four towers 
more that finish the building. The Windows & Gates 
are of a yellow Stone throughout, and one of the flatt 
Sides toward the Garden has the wings of a newer 
Architecture with beautiful Italian Window-frames 
done by the first Earl of Bristol, which, if they were 
joind in the middle by a Portico covering the Old 
Building, would be a noble Front. The design of such 
an one I have been amusing myself with drawing, but 
tis a question whether my Lord Digby will not be 
better amus'd than to execute it. The finest room is a 
Salon 50 ft. long, & a Parlor hung with very excellent 
Tapistry of Rubens, which was a present from the 
King of Spain to the E. of Bristol in his Ambassy 
there. 

A. Pope 

How many of the hundreds whom fate 
has caused to live in Sherborne have ever 
fully examined the contents of the town and 
its neighbourhood? It is surely anomalous 
that so few of Sherborne's inhabitants ap
preciate that it is one of the most historic and 
beautiful country towns in the West. One of 
the outstanding features of the town is the 
castle, in itself an excellent example of 
English domestic architecture, together with 
its surrounding park, landscaped by the 
genius of Capability Brown. 

Many people know the general story 
of the castle, realize that Raleigh comes into 
it somewhere, and vaguely comprehend 
the reason for the existence of two Castles 
in the town; however, they are unlikely to 
appreciate the wealth of detail, folly, and 
political manoeuvre that embellishes the story. 
The curious design of the Castle is attribut
able to the intermittent periods of construc
tion it has undergone; it's present appearance 
is a consequence of the cessation of construc
tion at a certain moment. It is almost by 
chance that the castle appears as it does; 
plans exist for the most extraordinary altera-
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tions countenanced at various times. We 
are therefore lucky that the building is 
generally considered charming rather than 
monstrous; though few have ever considered 
its eccentric profile exceptionally beautiful. 

When Raleigh first set eyes on the site 
of the Old Castle, he resolved to acquire it. 
This he did, by enlisting the help of Queen 
Elizabeth to extract it from its previous 
owner, the Bishop of Salisbury, not without 
a certain degree of difficulty. He set about 
repairing the ancient Norman castle, and 
indeed some of the alterations are visible in 
the keep and gatehouse; but, finding the 
result uncomfortable, he built a new house 
on the site of a hunting-lodge across the river. 
This building became the nucleus of the 
present Castle. It was far from palatial, and 
in the attic there are still tiny little rooms, 
hardly high enough to stand up in, which 
later became servant's quarters, but may 
earlier have served as guest-rooms. 

J ;·:~~~~.J. . -- . -
1.1.·" ---~··~. ·.·. ;.-~-:·· 

Sherborne Lodge as built, hypothetical 
reconstruction by J.H.P.G. 

There is some confusion about the shape 
of the original building. Plans exist of a 
building with four towers, corresponding to 
the nucleus of the present building, though 
the staircases seem to be incorrectly sited; it is 
therefore possible that the original building 
had no corner towers, and the plans are for a 
conjectured extension. The original building 
certainly had a fine Jacobean staircase from 
the basement to the attic, and though the 
centre portion was later isolated and recon
structed, the upper and lower parts remain 
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to be seen; there is therefore no particular 
reason why the original building should have 
included the towers, which now provide 
staircases all the way up. The Lodge was 
constructed in brick, which would by now be 
extremely pleasant; but when the wings were 
added, the brick was covered to create a 
homogeneous whole. The addition of the 
wings was accomplished in r 6 r 7, by which 
time the Digby's had acquired the estate. 
Raleigh, after being confined in The Tower, 
had devoted a great deal of energy to making 
the estate over to his son, since once he was 
convicted as a traitor, his property would 
lapse to the Crown. The deed was made out, 
but a small legal error enabled the King to 
seize the property, though later, perhaps to 
silence Raleigh, he paid Lady Raleigh 
£8,ooo capital and £400 annuity. The 
estate was then granted to a worthless favour
ite, Robert Carr, who later fell from favour. 
Sir John Digby had been ambassador in 
Madrid, and through various causes had been 
forced to foot the bills of the Embassy (several 
begging letters to the Crown survive) ; the 
King granted Sherborne to him in part, in 
recognition of his services, but probably 
equally, to settle the debt. 

The survival of the Castle during the 
Civil war is remarkable, considering that the, 
by now, decrepit Old Castle was twice under 
seige. It appears that two members of the 
Digby family found themselves on opposing 
sides, having formerly been on intimate 
enough terms to appear together in a portrait. 
They were therefore able to come to an 
arrangement over the estate, and apart from 
a minor and more or less routine looting, the 
New Castle was almost completely un
damaged. This is all the more remarkable 
when one considers that snipers were almost 
certainly installed in the building, picking 
off the Parliamentary forces. 

The building was by now mostly com
plete, apart from a Victorian wing later 
attached to the West side. The addition of 
the wings had not been entirely beneficial, 
for the Oak Room, in the North side, almost 
completely lost its light; and the shape of the 
resulting building requires a great many 
walk-through rooms. Corridors only really 
exist by the Victorian extension; it seems pos
sible that the rooms in this area were origin
ally two stories or more high, with a gallery 
round. vVhen the room was divided vertic-

ally, the Gallery was retained as the new 
corridor; and the addition of the other rooms 
on the other side of the corridor makes this 
part of the building much more similar to 
other country houses of the period. 

The Gardens and park have also under
gone a fair amount of alteration; Raleigh 
originally laid out water-gardens, with the 
Yeo partially channelled into a water-course 
known as the Canal. This arrangement still 
persisted when Alexander Pope visited Sher
borne in r 724. Pope was something of a 
wrecker; he took a delight in suggesting 
improvements and innovations, as one pas
sage from his letter to Martha Blount on this 
occasion illustrates. As to the Gardens: 

This stands in a Park, finely crownd with very 
high Woods, on all the tops of the Hills, which form 
a great Amii.theatre sloping down to the house. On 
the Garden Sides the Woods approach close, so that it 
appears there with a thick Line & Depth of Groves on 
each hand, & so it shows from most parts of the Park. 
The Gardens are so Irregular, that tis very hard to 

/"·'1' I 

Raleigh's gardens, Sherborne Castle, from a map of 
about 1700. Old Stable block to right of H-Shaped 

Castle. 

give an exact idea of 'em but by a Plan. Their beauty 
rises from this Irregularity, for not only the Several 
parts of the Garden itself make the better Contraste 
by these sudden Rises, Falls, and Turns of ground; 
but the Views about it are Jett in, & hang over the 
Walls, in very different figures and aspects. You 
come first out of the house into a green Walk of 
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Standard Lymes with a hedge behind them that makes 
a Colonnade, thence into a little triangular wilderness, 
from whose Centre you see the town of Sherborne in 
a valley, interspersd with trees. From the corner of 
this you issue at once upon a high green Terras the 
whole breadth of the Garden, which has five more 
green Terras's hanging under each other, without 
hedges, only a few pyramid yews & large round 
Honisuckles between them. The Honisuckles here
abouts are the largest & finest I ever saw. You'! be 
pleasd when I tell you the Quarters of the above 
mentioned little Wilderness are filld with these & with 
Cherry trees of the best kinds all within reach of the 
hand. At the ends of these Terras's run two long 
Walks under the Side walls of the Garden which 
communicate with the other Terras's that front these 
opposite. Between, the Vally is layd level and divided 
into two regular Groves of Horse chestnuts, and a 
Bowling-green in the middle of about 180 foot. This 
is bounded behind with a Canall, that runs quite 
across the Groves & also along one Side, in the form 
of a T. Behind this, is a Semicircular Berceau, and a 
Thicket of mixd trees that compleats the Crown of 
the Amfitheatre which is of equal extent with the 
Bowling-green. Beyond that runs a natural River thro 
green banks of turf, over which rises another Row of 
Terras's, the first supported by a slope Wall planted 
with Vines (So is also the Wall that bounds the 
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channel of the river.) A second & third appeared 
above this, but they are to be turnd into a Line of 
Wilderness with wild winding walks for the con
venience of passing from one side to the other in 
Shade, the heads of whose trees will lye below the 
uppermost Terras of all, which compleats the Garden 
and overlooks both that & the Country. Even above 
the wall of this the natural Ground rises, & is crownd 
with several venerable Ruins of an Old Castle, with 
Arches & broken views, of which I must say more 
hereafter. 

This was later completely altered; when 
Brown dammed the Yeo, the gardens were 
simply flooded, and are probably still there. 
Plans were not in any sense unanimous as to 
the best improvements that could be done; a 
splendid water-colour plan exists of a scheme 
involving a great deal of earth shifting, with 
the purpose of creating a Venetian network of 
Islands and bridges. The final plan was 
economical; the lake merely encompassed 
the valley originally there. It proved neces
sary at this stage to divert the main road, 
which used to run along Pinford Lane and 

A map of the estate after the creation of the lake, then 
called 'The Canal'. 
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up East Hill. At this stage, the approach to 
the castle was almost certainly replanned; 
certain plans plainly indicate that the 'State' 
entrance lay along the Western side of the 
building, now obscured by the Victorian 
extension, and there may have been a grand 
flight of steps. This was made most incon
venient by the growth of the lake, which 
completely prevented approach from the 
North and North-West; so the approach was 
altered to the South. The original building 
was by now deeply embedded in the exten
~ions, and the approach to it awkward, so the 
road ends in a court to the front, from where 
the building is not displayed at its best; 
there may also have been coach-roads in 
other directions as well. Capability Brown 
also planned the Park, with its ha-has and 
oak trees; it has been suggested that the 
original idea of the copse on the top of 
Jerusalem Hill was Pope's. He would 
probably have approved of the alterations, 
for he is less than flattering about the old 
arrangements. 
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Since then, there has been little change; 
the trees have grown up slowly, symbols of 
the confidence of past generations in their 
descendants. The result is attractive, a 
triumph of the sorely neglected skills and 
genius of landscape gardening, an art much 
ignored and ravished today. Pope said: 

When I have been describing his agreable Seat, I 
cannot make the reflection I've often done upon 
contemplating the beautiful Villa's of Other Noble
men, raisd upon the Spoils of plunderd nations, or 
aggrandiz'd by the wealth of the Publick. 

But nowadays it is the wealth of the 
public which maintains the Castle; if one 
loses the serenity and tranquillity Brown 
sought to create, if the coaches spoil the 
outlook on the park, at least there is the 
satisfaction of knowing that the castle is 
standing; that its contents are entirely its 
own, the frozen embodiments of bygone ease; 
and that the castle is still inhabited. 

Jim Robertson 

The editor and the author gratefully 
acknowledge the help given to them in the 
compiling of this article by Mr. P. Howe, 
Comptroller, Sherborne Castle, and Mr. 
J. H.P. Gibb. 

Extracts from the letters of Pope to 
l\fartha Blount reproduced by kind per
mission of The Clarendon Press. 

Watercolour of the castle, after the addition of the wings. 
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Shirburnians Abroad 

A Classical Cruise 
One of the memorable experiences of the 

fortnight of the Classical Cruise was meeting 
the expression 'Hit the Sack', or, in its 
expanded version, 'Get some sack-time', a 
colloquialism of Canadian extraction. Far 
from being only a succession of awesome 
remains of the ancient world, the Cruise 
provided useful social education as well: 
the Sherborne party shared its dormitory 
with a group of Canadians from Toronto 
and a party from Radcliffe Comp., and 
although the atmosphere was at first some
what lukewarm, relations were healthy 
enough after a few days. Those from an 
'all-boys school' face some suspicion as to 
their normality. Despite such small obstacles 
the cruise was a useful experience of a 
different way of thinking. 

If and when you go on an Educational 
Cruise, do not expect accommodation and 
facilities of sumptuous elegance: when one 
first enters the ship the lowness of the ceilings 
makes it seem considerably more crowded 
than it is. To be fair, however, this observa
tion only applies to some of the corridors. 
The common rooms are much more spacious 

though not so presumptuous as to boast 
carpets or cushions-but those in search of 
education can dispense with such idle 
luxuries. The bunks are an extravagant six 
foot-or-so long: a cramped position of cold 
and exposed feet are unwelcome alternatives: 
though, after a night or two, the human body 
demonstrates how adaptable it can be and it 
is possible to make one's bed so that one can 
lie uncramped with warm feet. The bunks 
are in two tiers. 

An engaging pastime of the others in 
our dormitory was energetically beating the 
wall, or rather partition, that separated our 
dormitory from the next with their feet. 
Part of the fun was to provoke the master-at
arms or the like into coming in. At one point 
we were honoured with a visit from a man 
who made a rather incoherent threat which 
had something to do with taking ropes to 
people: for his pains he was branded as 
'The Gorilla'. Not having enjoyed the 
benefits of the dormitory system, our com
panions talked for some time after 
ilghts-out: lack of sleep is a problem, all 
the more so with early rising. Rest assured, 
no sloth. 

The subject of food is close to most men's 
hearts: the food on board is very reasonable, 
both in quantity and quality. Inevitably, 
there were frequent and uncompromising 
condemnations of what was produced: to be 
charitable about institutional fare is hardly 
the form. Christmas Day was marked with 
the traditional food. The chief drawback is 
the queuing, sometimes protracted. Breakfast 
is probably the least exciting meal. 

The time spent at sea is thoroughly 
organized, certainly in the morning, which 
is divided up into periods for lectures, 
classroom sessions with party-leaders, private 
study, and deck-games. The lectures are 
interesting and well-delivered; and the 
lecturers are available for classroom periods. 

The evenings are partly taken up with 
some sort of entertainment: for the sociable 
and active there is usually a 'Disco'. Other
wise there are films, a quiz (in which party 
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EE, (Sherborne and Wellington) came a 
narrow and distinguished second), a 'Funfair', 
and so on. 

It is difficult to get peace and quiet 
without feeling a recluse: rooms which offer 
tables (for writing letters and postcards) 
are usually crowded and noisy-though, now 
I think of it, there are tables in the classrooms, 
if rather unsteady. And should you wish 
to sample the evening air on deck, you may 
have to pick your way discreetly through 
entwined bodies. 

Insight 
into Industry 
A week with G.K.N. 

Nick Crocker 

Perhaps it was comforting to realise 
that people from other independent schools 
did exist after all; perhaps it was alarming to 
note that a r93o's steel plant was constructed 
largely of corrugated iron; perhaps it was 
impressive to encounter 'company spirit' in 
the form of people wearing blue ties with the 
GKN logo emblazoned thereupon in white. 
Anyway, whatever it was, the week I spent 
with GKN (South \Vales) in April 1974 was 
one of the most enlightening experiences I've 
had. 

For those of you who never penetrate 
deeper than the Court and Social page in 
The Times, Guest Keen and Nettlefold is one 
of the world's largest engineering groups, and 
the 14th largest company by sales in the U.K. 
(The Times moo 1973/4). It is the largest 
sreel user in the U.K., and is one of the largest 
suppliers to European automotive industries. 
It has manufacturing interests in Europe, 
Australia, U.S.A. etc. A total of 97,000 
people are employed world-wide. In Britain 
GKN is based largely in the Midlands and 
in South \Vales, where the original Guest 
ironworks was situated at Dowlais. 

Obviously a week was very little time 
to spend in a company of this sort: based in 
Cardiff, we were concerned solely with GKN 
Rolled and Bright Steel Limited, which 
produces steel bars and rods in myriad forms 
and nails from a factory with a capacity of 
8 million nails per week. 

35 

The course content was a series of 
lectures and discussions on various functions 
within GKN and industry as a whole
production, selling, accounting, R. & D.
and one or two topics in isolation-manage
ment services, metallurgy. Alternating with 
these were a series of tours of the twin GKN 
works in Cardiff, and a visit to the BSC plant, 
conveniently situated next door to GKN's 
Castle Works. 

The object of the course was to amass 
information-taking GKN as a typical 
example of a capitalistic enterprise-about 
industry in Britain, the functions it fulfills, 
the climate (economic, political) in which 
it works. In Cardiff, the social functions of 
industry were apparent in a city surrounded 
by land officially classified as 'depressed' but 
itself not a depressed area. GKN and allied 
industries provide a significant proportion of 
Cardiff's paypackets. In fact, the total 
object was to see what goes on in industry
enabling those 'black hole' myths to be 
dispelled-and in short, to try to understand 
something about it. 

The most valuable insight I gained into 
GKN was in the all-too-few hours I spent 
attached to the office of the Sales Manager, 
an opportunity to explore job boundaries 
and interrelations, to feel how the whole 
enterprise works as one-coordinated, man
aged. The sales clerks worked in open plan 
offices thick with the murmur of the tele
phone, and low voices over a desk. The 
department managers sat in offices along one 
side of the room, tht~ir doors open. 

At GKN, there seemed to be a happy 
blend of formal and informal management. 
Plant managers were on the shopfloor, in 
shirtsleeves, talking with foremen; and I was 
handed a copy of an organisation chart betray
ing a loose form of hierarchy. In manage
ment, the existence of a hierarchy is evident; 
but the system, as far as we saw, works 
without strain. 

It is important to see industry in 'macro' 
terms. G KN supplies steel rerolled in 
various forms for automotive manufacturers, 
for window frames, for endless components of 
tertiary products. As a secondary producer
steel is a primary product, an exhaust tube a 
secondary, a Ford Escort a tertiary etc
GKN supply many different industries, and it 
is here that the interdependence of industry 
becomes frighteningly apparent. GKN relies 



on a single supply source-BSC-and also 
relies on demand from many different 
sources. A shortfall in steel supply would 
mean that GKN could not produce at the 
most economic level, and might damage 
future demand. The GKN report for 1973 
recognises the damage that small groups of 
extremists can do in an increasingly tech
nological society. Thus it is that we are so 
vulnerable to the action of militants in the 
Trade Unions; and it is correspondingly 
more important that management must 
devise means of surmounting such obstacles 
strewn, deliberately or not, in the path of 
growth and development. 

In GKN, there is every sign of a company 
happy without a surfeit of management 
obscuring the wood from the trees. .Most of 
the people on the course-six from ISCO 
schools, six from local maintained schools
enjoyed it and got a lot out of it. Certainly, 
it owed a lot to the imperturbable l\fr. 
Martin who organised the week and super
vised our progress, and who saw that nothing 
went wrong. Cardiff itself went largely 
unseen-save the view from a 40-minute 
busride two miles through congested central 
Cardiff where the splendid Civic Centre 
glowed in the evening sun. I really enjoyed 
the week; I learnt a lot from it; and it was 
pleasant to meet people from other schools 
and to be able to get to know them well. 

Colin Forbes 

We undoubtedly began the expedition 
with a suspicion that we might join the ranks 
of unnotable failures: looking for nine late
Roman forts built by a self cro'vned emperor 
of Britain to defend himself against all
comers of the fourth century, did seem, at 
times, ridiculous, especially when one of our 
number appeared clothed in a deerstalker, 
brandishing a large pair of binoculars. 

However, lured on by the thought of 
having done something rare, we embarked. 

Heading North east, our first stop, to 
see Kings College Chapel, Cambridge was 
nearly thwarted by a choir practice. But we 
saw what is surely magnificent vaulting, and 
the famous Rubens from about 50 yards. 

Our attempted break-in to the ruins of 
Castle Rising, a few minutes after hours, 
ended on the arrival of an irate Custodian, 
whom not even Mr. Barker could pacify. 
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Chronicle 

of an 

Expedition 

to The 

Saxon Shore 

By the time we reached the northern
most part of Norfolk, the sun was near the 
horizon and hidden behind rainclouds. 
Brancaster was dissappointing, initially: No 
proud walls or grand bastions. Only a 
ploughed field that fell away at each edge, 
remained. At first barely distinguishable 
from its neighbours as the site of the fort, the 
many pieces of course tile and shaped 
stone confirmed it and borings taken by the 
'soil-ogre'-a large metal corkscrew-found 
the stone foundations. 

The youth hostel at Walsingham was 
warm and welcoming and the next day three 
intrepids gained surreptitious entry into the 
grounds of the famous Priory connected with 
Wolsey. 

We pressed on to Norwich where the 
minibus broke down (Sic Transit Gloria 
Mundi). Naturally we visited the spired 
Cathedral and its glorious nave. Without 
Mr. Mitchell-Innes a latin inscription gave 
some trouble but the medieval wall paintings 
were studied closely. The Castle Keep large 
and cubic seemed too whole to be old, the 
museum inside was pleasant and compre
hensive. 

Burgh Castle was more satisfying than the 
previous fort since the walls stood to r 5 feet 
on three sides, the fourth having fallen into 
the Broads. The bastions revealed their 
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nature and method of building obligingly. 
The two ingredients for an interesting visit 
were there: the Custodian enthused and the 
wind was moderate, but when we had sped 
south to Burnham-on-Crouch a storm was 
brewing that broke over our tents in a boat
yard. 

The next day we retraced our steps a 
little to Bradwell where within site of the 
massive power station, the fort proved more 
elusive than at Brancaster. Not even the 
ogre could find the fort. Only a small frag
ment of stone work and a Saxon chapel 
identified the site. 

A long sprint around the Thames 
Estuary and down the 1\12 brought us to 
Reculvcr. Here the sea had eroded a good 
half of the fort and even whilst we were there 
the wind was strong. A great twin-tower and 
the foundations of its church formed the 
nucleus of the site, and the walls and gate
house were visible to 8 feet. 

Naturally we halted beneath the walls 
of Canterbury, and the Cathedral rewarded 
us with splendid detail. The West Gate of 
the City wall housed a gruesome collection 
of iron relics. A Saxon church was discovered 
by some, evensong at the Cathedral by 
others. The Transit took us to St. Augustincs 
Church on a hill to the cast and overlooking 
the town the sun sank down near the tower 
of the Cathedral as the shadows lengthened. 

We slept in comfort on the lounge 
floor of Eastling Manor which dates to the 
14th Century, and which we later learnt was 
haunted by a watchful ex-owner. 

Richborough was extensive and compli
cated to unravel. The Saxon Shore Fort 
overlies the original beachhead base of 43 AD, 
a private villa and the foundations of a gigan
tic monument to conquering Claudius which 
was a ruin by the time the Fort came to be 
built. Yet again the walls and bastions were 
tall and complete on three sides. 

On to Dover, where the great castle 
loomed up ahead of us. The keep proved 
perplexing, the tunnels alarming. The 
famous PHAROS, the lower half of a Roman 
lighthouse looked forlorn but impressive. 
The Shore Fort however was built in the 
valley in the centre of the town: It was being 
excavated and little could be seen. 

We pressed on to Lympne where the fort 
was reached by descending a steep escarp
ment to the Military Canal. It had been 
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destroyed by soil erosion and possibly 
German bombing (there is an airfield on the 
top of the ridge). Great rubble boulders 
interspersed with cows littered the field. 

The following day began with an exten
sive visit to Pevensey Castle. A Norman 
castle edges on the Roman wall which is 
unusually, oval not rectangular. Among the 
ruins were clearly labelled 1940 pill-boxes 
disguised as Roman! The Norman Castle 
was an intriguing building, and the dungeon 
was, for once, smelly and wet. 

Chichester Cathedral was an elegant but 
clearly ailing edifice. In looking for the 
Roman town wall we came upon a truely 
English scene: we sat on the wall where it 
overlooked in glorious sunshine, a cricket 
match. To our left was a chapel, ahead the 
spire of the Cathedral. 

The last day started with a visit to the 
strangly contrasting 2nd and 20th century 
buildings at Fishbourne. The mosaics were 
beautiful if slightly less brilliant than one 
expected. 

Our final visit, to Portchester was for me a 
return but the Fort proved as intriguing as 
ever. The grand rectangular walls at last 
stood on four sides, a suitable point to end 
what had been an excellent, if eccentric, 
holiday. 

We returned Triumphant. 
Nick Nisbet 

Although my term in Germany was 
primarily of linguistic importance, it also 
had another side to it, f.Jr during these three 
months I undertook several things I had 
previously never dreamt of doing; never 
before had I been to a mixed school, never 
had I been forbidden to leave the house on 
the Sabbath, nor had I sampled so much beer, 
and never had I been to a political demon
stration, organised by militant students. 

Obviously the school itself was very 
different. The day began at the unearthly 
hour of 7. 15 a.m. and was usually over by 
1 1 a.m. which left one the remainder of the 
day to enjoy oneself. Perhaps the greatest 
difference of the Otto-Hahn Gymnasium 
and Sherborne was that the former was 
totally undisciplined. The teachers wielded 
no authority, or if they did, never seemed to 
use it, and the result was that nobody thought 
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anything of leaving a lesson without permis
sion, eating sandwiches with feet on the desk 
or even downing a bottle of Riesling in mid 
session; sometimes four or five different 
conversations would continue simultaneously, 
whilst the teacher plodded on with an air of 
stolid indifference. The pity of the whole 
affair was that this indifference of the staff 
bred a similar attitude amongst the pupils 
and there was a feeling of lethargy about 
everything-even their militancy seemed 
half-hearted. 

So much for the disadvantages; the 
advantages soon became apparent in the 
French lessons, when I sat in the middle of a 
row of delectable Frauleins, all of whom 
must rank as serious contenders for Fraulein 
Deutschland 1978' ! 

My German family consisted of five 
members. A tyrannical father, a meek, kind 
but insipid mother, a musical, introverted 
18 year old son, and twins of fifteen. None 
of them spoke any English so the first week 
was hard going, but things soon improved 
due to their great patience, and by the end of 
my stay I felt quite one of the family. 
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The Germans always have had a great 
reputation for gluttony and they certainly 
lived up to it. My comparatively meagre 
appetite was satisfied after the first enormous 
course at each meal, but four at least were 
commonplace in this household. Whole 
suckling pigs were quite usual on the table, 
sausages, noodles, weiner schnitzel and end
less cream Torten abounded-all washed 
down by good Pils bier! The latter had a 
startling effect when drunk too quickly and 
produced gaseous rumbles in true Germanic 
style, which I politely tried to contain! 

During my stay the family took me 
all over Baden-Wuertemberg and I must 
have visited every schloss in the area. I went 
to France, where I very nearly came to grief 
on the slushy ski slopes of the Vosges, and to 
the Ruhr industrial area further north. 
Whilst in this area we went to Duesseldorf, 
to a family reunion celebrating Tanta 
Klara's 8oth birthday. I had been warned 
by the family beforehand that manners were 
paramount in the presence of this old lady 
and her sisters. It was like returning to 
another era-bows accompanying hand
shakes, hymnsinging, bible reading and the 
attitude that the young should be seen but 
not heard. I can only assume I passed the 

Shirburnian 
in Germany 

test, as she cordially invited me to call again 
if ever I was in the vicinity. 

All the time my German could not help 
but improve. By meeting so many new and 
different people and living within another 
culture, my narrow horizons were widened 
radically. By the end I was quite sad to leave. 
I had made so many new friends and had, in 
effect, been integrated into their society, 
thanks to their unfailing hospitality. 

To anyone who has the opportunity, I 
would recommend this term abroad, because 
by living amongst Germans for three months, 
one begins to acquire an insight into the 
German character and to realise that it is 
indeed very different to ours. 

Maurice Thompson 



'To bring 50 successful and highly com
petitive businessmen together for a year's 
course presents a peculiar set of problems. 
The name of the game is learning, but these 
Sloan Fellows have been taught a different 
game, competition. Taught? C:mditioned, 
more like- at the sound of the starter's pistol 
the adrenalin flows. Each has been taught 
that coming out top is the only proper am
bition for a man . . .. So, we met on the first 
day and were split into 8 groups, all sitting 
on the floor in one large carpeted room. Then 
we played a game. The groups were given 
sheets of paper and we were told to draw an 
animal that represented ourselves in relation 
to the group situation that had developed. 
(I had cast myself as a badger in a cave, 
mainly because I could not draw well 
enough to draw him in the open!)'. 

The Sloan School is a great place for 
models: interactive decision systems, models 
of cities, madels of companies, econometric 
models galore. So I am learning how to talk 
Fortran to the School's own I.B.M. l 130, 
which purrs and winks in the basement. 
('Morning li'l ol' I.B.M. l 130'. 'Greetings 
earthling.') It is all rather breathless but will 
come together when the year proper starts in 
September.' 

'To some of the participants the Sloan 
course with its initially hectic pace, is a rest 
cure. It also breeds a certain combativeness 
. . .. The Christmas rebellion-a seasonal 

ritual of the course-was virtually invited by 
the Sloan School administration. At the end 
of the term we are asked to comment on each 
of our teachers and the content of his course. 
The comments are used as an input in next 
year's course. Just imagine Oxford or 
Cambridge dons adopting such a policy ... ' 
(or Sherborne) ! 

One course I took last term caused a 
great stir in the school and was the most 
exciting learning experience I have had. It 
was a seminar on behavioural psychology. 
The professor passed round a course outline 
and then said disingenuously that he didn't 
know enough to teach the course himself so 
would leave it to the students .... 

A number of people have kindly en
quired what my sabbatical in America entails 
and perhaps these quotations by Joe Roeber 
who went on the course in l 970 give some 
idea of the atmosphere and impact of the 
place. The course itself is a one year M.Sc. 
in management for 50 selected men each 
year; they will usually be between 35 and 
40 and of some standing in their companies 
and expecting to fill senior executive positions 
in the future. As well as a full academic con
tent the course includes a period of research 
and a thesis and lays considerable emphasis on 
contact with leading industrialists and econo
mists in America and overseas. There are 
field trips to New York and vVashington 
and a trip to Europe via Japan which in
cludes a time in London, Paris, Frankfurt 
and :Moscow. 

To me the attraction of the year is three
fold. There is first the academic discipline of 
a challenging course in a rapidly developing 
subject covering a wide range of techniques, 
skills and ideas, all of immediate application 
in today's world. There is the exciting pros
pect of working with people from widely 
different backgrounds with all kinds of 
experience and ambitions, many of whom will 
be in positions of influence and responsibility 
in the future. Third is the opportunity to live 
and work in a different country and a totally 
different environment. A schoolmaster typic
ally leads a pretty cloistered existence with 



relatively narrow horizons and it may be 
that the uniqueness of my application to take 
part in this programme was as much a factor 
in being accepted as was my ability to do 
elementary 'trad' maths with reasonable 
speed and accuracy. 

Certainly a major 'plus' was the enthusi
astic support of the Headmaster and the 
Chairman of Governors and also of the 
Director of The Independent Schools Careers 
Organisation. This support leads on directly 
to my reasons for going. As well as the 
obvious benefits to myself and my family I am 
quite sure that there are two areas at least in 
the schools world where an initiative is 
urgently needed. The first is in the field of 
careers where it is only in the last ten years 
that many schools have taken seriously their 
responsibility to train and educate boys not 
only as an end in itself but also for their 
future fitness to fill positions of trust and 
importance in our national life, whether in 
business, the professions, or public service. 
There remains a gulf of ignorance and mutual 
distrust between those of us who teach in 
schools and men and women at work-at 
least when the two areas of school and work 
begin to overlap. You have only to read the 
ambivalent attitude of employers to manage
ment courses in universities and polytechnics, 
or the resistance of academics to interference 
or interest from outside to realise how deeply 
this gap has been dug. The second area is in 

Retreat 
Before Confirmation in the Lent Term, 

candidates spent a day at the Franciscan 
Priory at Batcombe. Sherborne has a long 
connection with Batcombe, A. B. G. and a 
party from School House excavated and 
built a small swimming pool there. 

However, this visit was of a different 
nature, one of rest and thought in prepara
tion for the following day. The Retreat was 
an interesting experience, and took the form 
of prayer-meditations, talks, and times for 
quiet thinking on one's own. 

The most memorable of these talks was 
by Brother Eric, who used the soundtrack 
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the schools themselves. We may not know 
what shape changes such as curriculum re
form will take, but we are certainly moving to 
a time when traditional methods of teaching, 
aims of education and subjects to be taught 
are being questioned. I am personally 
interested in the development of presenting 
management subjects to sixth forms, par
ticularly in general studies time, but this is 
only one example of a far wider trend in 
education. 

These are the specific reasons for spend
ing a year on a rather high powered Ameri
can management course. The most far reach
ing effect will undoubtedly be a greatly 
increased experience and perspective from 
which to function on my return to Sherborne 
in September 1975. I intend to offer the 
Shirburnian a series of progress reports 
during the year so time will show .... 

'The final vestiges of the Sloan Fellows 
Program for 1970 have been swept away. 
We have had the final party-an occasion for 
speeches and nostalgia enough to sink 
Little Nell-followed by Commencement. 
Now the Sloans are busily packing up and 
getting back to their jobs. Many of them are 
changed, much more by a year away from 
the hectic day-to-day demands of their jobs 
than by anything they learn.' Thus Joe 
Roeber's final report; yes, time will show. 

Michael Higginbottom 

from Godspell as starting points for develop
ment of thought on the themes of Loyalty, 
the importance of Vows and intent. 

Probably the most formative time was 
the three hours in the afternoon, in which 
we were free to go off by ourselves into the 
glorious surrounding counryside, which was 
an inspiration for quiet and serious thought. 

It was a memorable and most impor
tant day. I hope that future candidates will 
have this wonderful opportunity for peace• 
ful preparation. 
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Literary 

Come back to 

Sorrento 

Satan, one very fine summer evening at ten o'clock, was walking up the Via Benedetto 
Corvo, clicking his leather soles on the cobbles. He hummed a toneless tune deep in his 
throat like a cathedral organ. His little paunch slipped up and down against his peach 
nylon shirt. The cream that made his hair sweep back from his forehead very close and 
thin against the skull, was feeling cool and shiny. The cicada in the Olive trees on the 
hill that sloped steep upwards to the right of the pavement, hissed and scraped like loco
motives. 

'Golly.' He thought, 'It's all so mediterranean.' 
He had hit the nail on the head. 
Several metres before him was the Villa Apollonia of Il Principe Alessandro Michele 

di Bastino, whom he was to visit. Here Il Principe kept a sprayed and bouffon American 
mistress, locked up in the bathroom, and a portable black and white television set. He was 
wont to devote half his day to the one and half to the other, which saved a little on the 
electricity bill. Satan, well-bred as he was, had chosen the more suitable half. 

When he drew near to the terrace, he smelt Gauloises and a sweet tinge of Pear's 
soap and Eau de Cologne; he heard a loud voice drumming hard out of the wee portable 
black and white TV; he rose onto his metal tipped toe; he slid mischievously behind one 
of the whitewashed Ionic pillers that enclosed the terrace and held up the roof of knotted 
vme. 

There was the man, halflit in the grey television flicker. He was heavily reclined on a 
bamboo chair that creaked intermittently. Satan liked his silk dressing gown with its 
swirly maroon pattern and plain maroon bands across the tops of the pockets. He also 
thought the white clinging pyjamas were rather chaste and a la mode. The monogrammed 
black velvet slippers with neat brass buckles at the side were a little infra-dig, but one 
had to expect that sort of thing among continentals. 
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'Alix.' He whispered like a cat and popped out of the deep shadows. 
'Un momento,' replied 11 Principe, fluttering his long droopy fingers in the air, 'I 

watch you see.' 
Satan hitched up his lightweight Moss Bros. trousers, revealing his green socks with 

silver twirls at the shin. He sat on the capital of a Corinthian column, filched from some 
ruin, which was very cold and would most likely give him piles. Then comfortable, he 
helped himself to a Brandy and took his pipe out of his inside pocket. 

He was really beginning to enjoy his rounds. 

'Que cherchent ils au ciel tous ces aveugles ?' 
This is the blind man's song; 
For we are they 
Who see the dead town, 
-Whom none may touch. 

And when you hear the rasping of a crutch 
Remember those blind eyes with dragon stare 
See much, 

That pastel-greys will miss. 

And then remember this; 
That when the autumn leaves 
Obscure the ground 
The ratchet cane 
Will be the only sound 
That signifies 
The columns of 
The blind. 

J. S. Pounder 

alastair morgan 

Lady in Grey 
Do not break the thick silence 
Which surrounds you in a sad veil, 
Neither let the enveloping darkness 
Overwhelm the bright light of your soul. 

Your passion is a blunt spear 
It searches yet it cannot pierce 
The hard night, to invade 
The secret sorrow of the past. 

From your eyes flows grief 
Which follows your formless dress 
To reach the Ground, surrounding you 
With rings of knives of bitterness. 

I shall tear away the folds 
Of dark deceit and faithlessness, 
To fill that soul anew 
With the infinite finality of love. 

Geoffrey Grubb 
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Expatriate Teacher 

I bring you the symbols of alien gods 
From Northern kingdoms weathered by the wind 
Where history lingers, though long ago destroyed 
By word and war, by shapely post-war words. 

I tell you of illuminated scripts, 
The Roman Forum, the statues at Versailles: 
Our tendency to build elaborate forms 
Beyond our substance, outliving time and pain. 

You walk to school barefoot, on stony paths; 
By wind-sharp thorn you see the jackal move 
Biding its time. At night the cattle shift 
Uneasily beneath the sullen moon. 

What use are books and marble, when the senses 
Go numb and fail to warn of coming danger? 
At home you shed your blazer, casting off 
The Latin motto they stitched across your heart. 

Cymbal Player 

after all that time 
a lifetime perhaps 
of watching the others 
their brute bulged cheeks 
swift spiky fingers 
oceans of slow arms 

at last he holds 
gingerly these 
brackets of gold 
to trap the earth in 
stealthily now he 
rises them high and 

light lashes the seas 
flashing the world blind 
he god lasts a whole 
second now awaits 
the long lurch homewards 
across the splintered planet 
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(From 'Opposite Views' by Lawrence Sail (O.S.)-a collection of poems published by 
]. M. Dent and Sons Ltd. on 15 August, 1974). 



Skyward to the open sky 

Seaward to the open sea 

Landward to the 

Mindward to my open mind.~ 
Bodyward to the open. body .. · 

Handward to my open 

Into 

Forward to my mind. 
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Museum Piece 

Another ten minutes. Lucas consulted the guide. It 
was the next gallery, number twenty-two. Lucas decided 
to sit down on the padded leather seat in the centre of the 
room. He studied the harlequin floor intently, gazing at 
the sequinade of black diamonds. He looked at one of 
them, then the three that hemmed it round, forming 
their own diamond. The gradual build-up of each of the 
shapes was very pleasing and intrinsically satisfying. He 
forced his mind to the future. Everything would go 
perfectly, he assured himself. 

Half the money was already in his pocket and the other half should be in the envelope. 
They'd always been honest with him, they'd never tricked him and he'd never tried to 
play around with them. One never did with that sort of organisation .... 

He looked at his hands. What would he have been without those small vital armies 
of action. He tried to visualise a life without hands ... struggling to open a door-knob, 
unable to write, without the facility of holding a fork, powerless to scrabble in one's 
pocket for the correct change for a ticket-selling machine on the tube, finding it impossible 
to slip a paper-clip onto a file. He forced his hands together, happy to feel them clasp 
their security. 

They certainly varied the rendezvous. He'd been everywhere, or so it seemed
Battersea Fun Fair, the Harrods Pet Shop, the back row of the Adelphi Theatre, the 
Arches at Charing Cross, Green Line Coaches, the Boat Show. It was like being a tourist, 
only no-one realised that he was the highest-paid tourist in London ... and his sight
seeing was all instructed to him on the 'phone. 

This gallery was devoted to the impressionists. Good painters, Lucas always 
thought, but their casual approach always led to a certain facility in the spectator's mind. 
Monet and l\fanet they'd told him at school, and he had a particular aptitude for getting 
the two confused. It was very inconvenient of two painters, and contemporary painters at 
that, to have such similar names. Why weren't they always unforgettable like Toulouse
Lautrec? 

The possibility of being arrested had only entered his head once, and that was about 
five minutes before the first hand-over. He knew quite well, that once he was caught, he 
was on his own, and no-one would help him. The idea of a prison sentence didn't worry 
him. Confidence was the name of the game. 

His eyes gazed onto the gallery attendant. What a life that must be ... seated on the 
same comfortless seat, for weeks on end, the monotony only broken by rising once in a 
while to tell a gaudily-dressed American tourist to take his hands away from the paint
work on a Sisley, or to tell a child not to slide along the floor. 

There was a new contact today-or at least that's how it should be, if they wanted to 
avoid any suspicion. A new contact always made it all seem like a game, and it added so 
much of a thrill to his 'occupation', as he called it, that it made the risk a joy. The 
identification of the clue that they had left for him, that was the enjoyment that he got 
out of it. 
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The gallery was strangely empty. A few people indulged in their wandering ponder 
with a philosophical indifference. He didn't bother to study them, since he knew that only 
a glance would tell him everything he wanted to know. Why was it that non-art lovers 
came to galleries-it was easy to see that many of its guests had little or no interest in the 
pictures? Were they just passing the time or merely there to add another credit to their 
list of 'What have I seen'? 

And what happened to those little round orbs of translucent fire after he had swopped 
it in the bags of Maltesers. He could imagine those small crystals passed on and on, 
sprayed around London, and finally while a million other families were grouped round 
the television screen like natives clustering round a camp-fire, in a cold back room in 
distant boroughs of London, funny little men would be gently working away to create a 
ring or brooch. 

Lucas sighed. Tomorrow was a Sunday. A round of golf perhaps. No, drinks with 
the Sloanes. The afternoon was devoted to his home. The front gate needed painting and 
he would make one last attempt at mending the puncture in their rubber dinghy. Bobby 
would demand a game of cricket and scream with uncomprehending joy and sorrow 
when one of Daddy's light tosses would evade the swipe of his bat and nudge against the 
tree. His face was an explosion of happiness when he could hit the ball far away into the 
rose-bed. 

It was time. Lucas rose to his feet and strolled nonchalantly into the next gallery. 
His contact would be in a corner with his index finger pointed at the floor. Lucas' eyes 
searched for the delicate signpost .... 

Lucas sat down in the middle of the gallery. He was soonjoined by the other man. 
'Could I borrow your catalogue please ?--Mine has a page missing.' 
'Certainly'. 
'Thank you'. 
'Not at all'. 
Lucas put his contact's catalogue into his breast pocket. He dithered a while, studying 

a Picasso. He ambled towards the exit, bought himself a post-card and then took the 
Bakerloo home. 

Pete Lane 

Social Service 

Every Sunday, Adrian visited Mrs. Price. He walked up the terraced row, musing 
on what social conscience he had ingrained in him, that only displayed itself on Sunday 
afternoons. Why, when he had far more rewarding things to do, did he walk up the 
terraced row to visit l\frs. Price. Well, it was hardly worth philosophising now. He put 
his mask in place, and knocked a cheerful little rap on the door with his non-hand. What 
a farce. He walked in, leaving Adrian behind: just mask, social conscience. Half an hour 
chopping sticks then walking down the path :-mask ?-yes. 

Out of order, Adrian came in. Face up with reality, Mrs. Price. No mask. Adrian's 
hands, dig in pocket for a note pad, Adrian's mind wiped clear of social service, writes on 
the pad. 
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'What a lot of stick.' 
Smile, Adrian, smile-panic-Adrian doesn't know how to smile-he left the mask 

behind, Adrian revolts against himself. Where is the mask? Calm, now, improvise. 
'Yes, Where do want them?' 
'The normal place.' 
That wasn't Mrs. Price, Adrian. That was you. What did she say? 
'I'll take them, you go along and watch the Television.' 
That's better, you're relaxing, the conversation is normal, the action simple. Watch 

the television-what could be more simpler, no need for a mask, with a brain like yours, 
Adrian, you could go far, no need for a mask. Reality doesn't bite, Adrian. Watch 
Humphrey Bogart, relax. Forget the note-pad in your pocket. 

You realise, of course, that you are losing contact with the realities of your situation. 
That's very good Adrian, it allows you to sit back, and be calm. Goodness, you're im
proving as we go along. Did you notice Mrs. Price come in? She's just what you need, a 
calming element. 

At the end of the Film, Adrian left. Down the garden path, feeling happy. The sun 
was shining, the little birds singing in the clear blue sky-the world was-

-Adrian? What are you doing-Adrian? 
Adrian felt in his pocket, and took out a pad of paper. Reading what was on it, he 

took off the mask, and walked down the street. Where was I? Oh, yes. The world was a
Adrian broke off. What was that car doing there-there was a nurse getting out of it. 

The nurse was coming closer to him, she was looking for him. The car had been driven by 
the doctor. 

What doctor, Adrian? 
Adrian panicked. Where was the mask? He ran back, retracing his steps. His eyes 

hugged the pavement. Where had he dropped it? He walked till he found himself 
in front of Mrs. Price's door. But she didn't want any sticks, she had just bought an electric 
fire. 

-What doctor, Adrian? Come on, be rational. That wasn't a nurse, was it. How 
can Mrs. Price have bought an electric fire? 

Adrian found a mask. This one was his own. He would keep it in a safe place, let no 
one touch it or take it away from him. It was his own mask. His own. 

He turned back and walked home. Theroad was quiet, dusty-likeaHitchcock movie. 
As he walked a piece of newspaper fluttered across the street. He dug in his pocket and 
brought out the pad, which he read. 

Back in his study he framed a letter to Mrs. Price, saying that he would no longer 
visit her. He left it on his desk, and when he saw it still lying there two days later, he rolled 
it up into a ball and threw it into the waste paper basket. Whether this meant he would 
go there again or just not tell her. he did not know. It was an impulsive action, and as 
such, he considered it irrational. That was one fault in him he had to iron out. 

-there's a nurse at the door, Adrian? 
Felix Scarlett. 
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Cyprus Carabs 

Covered carabs cackle 
rattle fruit in the breeze, 

sunshine's smoothly silver, slithers-on-the-water's-surface, 
shimmering, 

sparkles like jade. 
Fish flick in fools' fun in the harbour 

harder go the nets. 
Friends laugh at life at a cafe table, 
ice clinks in glasses, 
raki, ouzo, the smell of sea-food. 
Foreign words cackle in the trees. 
An agha in paradise:-

1 sit on the shaded terrace. 

Heat beats on dust crust on the track, 
oranges, lemons, in trees drawn by children 

they play their games around them. 
Coloured cloths form decor for a donkey's nodding head, 
tradesman calls his wares and barefoot buyers run. 
Kicking hooves make clouds 
that float, dreamily, forgotten to a sky as blue as the sea 
beyond patient vineyards. 

The earth smells good. 
The same at night in lights; 
the hubbub of life in quietude. 

Giles Tillotson 

School House Intellectual Truth 

The high heroes of old have left us (in the lurch) 
(the nymphs are departed) 
only a wretched remnant remain who remember 
(and their friends) 

I think, Therefore I am/was/will be. 
It doesn't really matter. I digress. 
Wail also, weep and bemoan 
the androgynous archangel, 
hurled from heaven that was 
to a less civilised land, to land 
With one hell of a bump. 
Cry, pity, pity, and let good prevail 
Only it doesn't. Not now anyway. 
We, pottier and pettier men 
suffer nameless inquities and torments, 
ground down under the heel of 
a four-foot colossus, trampled. 
Squelch! 
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Art Society 
The Art Society was started in the Lent 

Term in order to provide a society for the 
Art Department, lending an important sense 
of identity, and forming a society for those 
with an interest in matters artistic, and more 
general discussion around this topic. At 
internal meetings speakers have introduced 
new topics and hopefully provided new food 
for thought for printers, potters and the 
'purists'. Visits to galleries have also been 
organised which allow members to get a feel 
of the art they are discussing, which would 
otherwise not have been possible. 

About a dozen of us visited Sexey's 
School, Bruton with D.W. and E.B. to see 
two films. The auditorium, at first cold 
and empty, soon filled up with members of 
the schools in Bruton. 

The first was frankly nothing to write 
home about-a Russian idea of mediaeval 
perspective, with interesting paintings but 
spoilt by toneless commentary. The sculptor 
Grovouvetti was next on the agenda. His 
pin-like men were impressive as much for 
size as for the fact that he had daubed and 
moulded the plaster in every case by using 
only his thumb. Also interesting for its down
to-earth approach was an interview with him, 
giving insight into the way artists still work 
and live. 

The final film was probably the most 
enjoyable-a detailed look at the work of 
Escher, who is without doubt one of the 
greatest graphic artists of our time-eccen
tric imagination and technical skill produce 
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Societies 
Societies would like to thank the mem

bers of the Toey staff for providing excellent 
refreshment for their meetings. 

some amazing perspective drawings that 
enable the viewer to see from above, below 
and the same level simultaneously. His 
symmetric drawing, whereby the subject 
changes continually, was exemplified in the 
brilliant 'Metaporphos'. One could go on for 
ever, but suffice it to say that the evening 
was an eye-opening experience, introducing 
new and fascinating topics. 

Of the many papers we heard two deserve 
special mention-Mr. Fraser on William 
Blake, which was most comprehensive and 
enlightening, and the talk by two students 
from the Royal College of Art who traced 
the influence of Zen Buddhism in Abstract 
Impressionism in the U.S.A., which pro
voked much discussion. 

Finally thanks to E.B. and D.W. for their 
enthusiasm, and to members for their sup
port. 

A. J. D. Pralle 

The Wildman 
The Society intended to meet several 

times this term, but, due to the pre-eminence 
at present being attached to Exams and to 
Athletic extravaganzas involving the expendi
ture of copious quantities of water and the 
consumption of undivided attention, it was 
able to meet only once. 

It did so through the ingenious stratagem 
of coupling with the Girls' School debating 
society, and was able to indulge in the luxury 
of actually selecting who to invite. Those who 
came did not in fact say anything, but boy 
did they look cool. Their hair was newly 
washed and they all had their eyes keenly 
fixed on the speakers provided by the Girls' 
School, doubtless intending to pull points of 
order on them. The Motion was that 'This 
House Deplores the Declining Standards of 
Education'; it was proposed by two gentle 
ladies loaded up to the ear with statistics, 
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who proved that, statistically anyway, British 
education was undoubtedly declining, and 
felt it superfluous to add that one should of 
course deplore such a state of affairs. The 
Opposition, Neil Jacobsen (redoubtable Man 
of Scorn) and Nick Walsh, henceforth de
voted themselves to proving that one should 
welcome the decline, which they did not 
dispute, as the Motion stipulated; for educa
tion had to utterly collapse and then be 
replaced. This was proved by the exercise of 
considerable Contort-think. Following this, 
nobody spoke from the floor (Were they 
aghast? Were they ashamed?) so the Debate 
Secretary happened to find a little speech in 
his pocket, and fluidly demonstrated that 

·though the Opposition were certainly correct, 
anything would be better than voting for 
their insupportable arrogance, by which he 
meant Neil Jacobsen. There was a short 
silence, broken by one or two snappy inter
jections from around the room, then the 
main speakers summed up, in far from mem
orable speeches, a vote was taken, and the 
motion was lost. Actually, at least three of 
the votes were in fact waves to acquaintances 
across the room. 

There was not another meeting this 
term because of a clash with Jeux Sans 
Frontieres, which claimed Droit de Seigneur 
for the evening. Thanks to Dr. Beavon, 
without whose enthusiasm the indolent 
Secretaries, self and Neil Jacobsen, might not 
have organized anything at all. 

Jim Robertson 

Les Philosophes 
Les Philosophes is a society with no 

particular aim, save to become a society with 
no limits and thus to broaden people's 
experience by talking about anything. This 
year we managed to talk about or hear about 
nine different things. The first meeting was 
a communal reading of certain 19th century 
authors leading to a discussion on the social 
castes of this period. The second was a 
hastily inserted substitute as the original 
speaker was called to Edinburgh suddenly. 
We discussed 'change'-a discussion catalysed 
by Mr. Glen, our chairman. No definite 
conclusions were drawn, but perhaps this is 
not our object. 

The Lent Term opened with a post
postponed talk on Tolstoy, which appar-
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ently Peter Oborne had completely re
written during the holidays, with the 
result that it was a discussion of War and 
Peace and the significance of Tolstoy's dream 
of a peasant's life, and the ensuing discussion 
was on the subject of the inevitability of 
events. Continuing 'close to the soil' our 
next talk was a remarkably informed paper 
on Mediaeval agriculture by Jim Robertson. 
His interest was sparked off by the relevance 
of the local area in this field. The next talk, 
by Richard Farrer about that little-known 
subject, life, sparked off a very intense dis
cmsion on its meaning and purpose. The 
only talk this Summer was on Dreams, and 
the prevalent theories to explain their formu
lation by Robin Williams. 

We extend our thanks to Mr. Glen for 
continuing with the Chairmanship even 
while housemaster of Abbeylands, and for 
the use of his ideal sitting room at Devan 
Haye. 

Myles Ripley 

The Globe 
Contrary to popular belief, the Globe 

has continued to exist over the past two 
terms. We have (despite the inability of the 
Secretary to ·secure the lease of the BSR and 
JCR on relevant evenings) spent several 
thrilling evenings together, perhaps the most 
enjoyable of which was a soiree with the 
Word in Action Group of Weymouth, and an 
attempt at 'dance drama' in the Chapel. 
Many thanks to P.M.H.W. and Juliet Cobb 
for their undying devotion and resusitation, 
and good luck to Justin Cobb next term. 

Nick Walsh 

The Chataway 
The Chataway continued through its 

fourth and probably most successful year. 
We achieved our second highest attendance, 
but the main factor has probably been the 
variety of speakers and topics. New ground 

·has been broken in many different ways. 

We started the year by inviting two 
history masters, Messrs. Stephenson and 
Oldham to debate the merits of television 
and were well rewarded with a close-fought 
debate and several quips against their 
opponents showing an audacity which con-
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tinued in the next debate where we had a 
fervent rugger player, Mr. Niven, denying 
his faith in the face of none other than The 
Headmaster, both of whom gave interesting 
speeches enjoyed by all. A different, more 
artificial confrontation between Mr. Mitchell
Innes and Mr. Whittaker on the school 
curricula frayed into a slightly riotous event. 
The debate was drawn, and both parties 
refused a recount! The next debate retreated 
from such a sensitive area and discussed 
Women's Lib, and we were honoured with 
our second female speaker, Mrs. Morton, 
who spoke against Mr. Lloyd. 

Returning to parochial matters, but none 
the less important for that, Mr. Grant and 
Mr. Howard debated the introduction of 
central feeding. It was here that the floor 
speeches excelled when provoked on such 
touchy subjects like houses and food. A less 
involving debate followed, when Mr. Knott 
and Mr. Higginbottom put extremely well
argued cases for and against Euthanasia. 

In complete contrast the 29th meeting 
was a break-through:-thanks to the efforts 
of Mr. Wellby a debate was arranged with 
the Girls' School. Mr. Andrew Rose and 
Miss Stella Dison asserted that the object of 
life was not to get rich quick, while they were 
nobly opposed by Mr. Charles Diehl and 
l\Iiss Armstrong. The debate was lively 
when not ambiguous. vVe hope we will be 
able to return. 

Thanks to Mr. vVellby for so tactfully 
chairing our meetings, and for keeping the 
house in order. 

Nick Nisbet 

The Hellfire Club 
Should you look over the minute book 

you will find the following sentence 'l\Ir. 
Stephenson took the chair, the speaker the 
other, and everybody else sat on the floor.' 
So it is that the Hellfire is revived-meeting 
at Nowell Cottage doing away with creature 
comforts like uncomfortable canvas chairs, 
and sitting on cushions, which must add to 
the degree of attention paid to many 
erudite papers. 

Towards the end of the Michaelmas 
term the secretary read a paper on The 
Edwardians, drawing (perhaps in excess) 
from J. B. Priestley's book on the subject. 
A discussion followed in which the Club 
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concluded that while the British Empire was 
at its height, its cultural level was almost nil. 

In the Lent Term, Chris Samler read an 
informative paper on the plight of The Black 
American tracing the evolution of their 
attitudes, and attitudes towards them in 
American society. The next meeting heard 
a remarkably comprehensive paper by 
Brian Todd on the Silk Road, in which 
he discussed the history and literature of this 
link between Europe and Asia. 

The Summer semester saw two meetings. 
At the first l'vfaurice Thompson read a paper 
on Japan, tracing its history, and then read 
a story on ritual suicide by Yuoko 
Mushima during which members went 
noticeably pale, however the refreshments 
were subsequently devoured with the usual 
zest. The meeting of June r 7th began after 
the Secretary had been solidly beaten by 
the Chairman and Richard Pascoe at 
croquet. Once assembled the Club heard an 
extensive paper by Christopher Homfray on 
the Scottish philosopher David Hume, his 
life, works, loves, and other occupations. 

Many thanks to Mr. and Mrs. Stephen
son for allowing us to use their home and 
garden, for their kind hospitality, and for 
their help in generating a most congenial 
and relaxed atmosphere. 

John Hubbard 

Geography Society 

The Society began the year with an 
illustrateci lecture on the Bath Flood Pre
vention Scheme by Colin Sheperd, one of the 
chief engineers, who showed the great care 
taken to reconcile the interests of practical 
schemes and the preservation of historic 
buildings. Dingle Smith's lecture on 'Lime
stone Geomorphology in different climatic 
zones' was a great contrast, but nonetheless 
fascinating, and his obvious absorption in his 
theme was evidence of the high quality of 
work going on at the Bristol department. 
l\Iichael, also from Bristol University, gave 
an excellent lecture on Political Geography 
which heightened our cynicism about Govern
ment reorganisation. 

The Dorset Branch of the Geographical 
association provided us with two excellent 
lectures, one at 'Veymouth on Fluvial 
Hydrology, and the other on 'Soils in a 



maritime environment' by Dr. E. M. Bridges 
of Swansea University in which the range of 
poelsols in even such a small area as the 
Gower Peninsular was made abundantly 
clear. 

The remainder of the Society's program
me consisted of a lecture by Messrs. Atkinson 
and Saxon of the Wessex Water Board on 
River Pollution, and a series of discussion 
groups among which the paper read by 
Messrs. Rosser, Devitt and Bown on 'Chang
ing Perception of Space, was a highlight. 

D.P.J. 

Lectures 

For the first time recently we hav(had 
lectures in the Summer Term, both were 
most entertaining. The following report was 
compiled by Nick Nisbet. 

Anthony Hopkins came again to Sher
borne, this time to talk on Words and Music, 
in which he took us on an involving and 
amusing excursion into the world of Opera 
and Operatic writing. He chose his subject 
matter very carefully, and managed to make 
himself well understood by his audience, by 
not dabbling on the technicalities of it. That 
is not to say that the lecture was superficial, 
in fact it left a strong impression of the 
working of the Words and the role of the 
Music which accompanied them. He met 
his audience in a friendly manner and drew 
them into the art with intriguing excerpts 
from Britten's 'Peter Grimes', the American 
operetta 'The Old Maid and the Thief' and 
his own sci-fi opera 'Hands across the Sky'. 
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His talk was pleasantly reasoned and 
was for the most part fluid, despite his being 
slightly inconvenienced by a throat com
plaint. The audience, which was shamefully 
small for such an eminent and well-qualified 
speaker, responded to his lively style. 

The Second lecture saw the return of our 
invaluable associate Mr. Stuart Keen, who 
brought with him the film of The Younger 
Pitt. Once more the BSR resounded to the 
clicking of his projectors, and his introduction 
in those now well-known tones. 

The film was made during the Second 
World War on orders from Winston Churchill, 
at a time when the historical position was 
much the same as it was thought to be during 
the worst days of the Napoleonic wars, with 
invasion, dictatorship and terror imminent, 
and when only Pitt seemed, though widely 
unpopular for his methods, to be able to stand 
between the Great British Nation and 
disaster. 

Although made in black and white, it is 
a wonderful example of the film-makers art, 
and is regarded as one of the landmarks of 
the history of cinema. The best actors were 
used. Robert Donat as Pitt and Robert 
Morley as Fox shone through the technical 
difficulties which arose because of the date 
the film was made. Once again, thanks to 
Mr. Keen for bringing us another Great 
Film. 

' Damn ! fallen off my bike ' 
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:TPi M,q.RMtO oJ 

ut XI 

The 1974 lst XI was one of the best sides 
to represent the school for a very long time, 
and during the term it did not lose a single 
match. During the first four days of the 
holidays Sherbornejoined with Marlborough, 
Haileybury, and Cheltenham to take part in a 
cricket festival, and the team finally went 
down to Haileybury in the closest of all pos
sible finishes-by one run, off the last ball of 
the last over. The team, in fact became 
specialists in cliff-hanging finishes; at Radley, 
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Ga01es 
Cricket 

for example, chasing a total of207, Sherborne 
lost the first five wickets for 4 runs, but hung 
on to finish at 137 for 8. The Pilgrims at 
Commem, with two Oxford Blues bowling 
flat out, were unable to part the last two 
batsmen during a nerve-racking final half 
hour; this was when the captain scored an 
astonishing 74 not out, out of a total of 95 for 
g. 

There were some fine victories, notably, 
against Clifton, and a strong M.C.C. side, 
and a very good team spirit developed during 
the season. The fault of the side, not surpris
ingly, in view of what has already been 
written was the inconsistency of the batting, 
which seemed difficult to explain, as several 
of the team were well above the average of 
1st XI batsmen. The bowling was good, and 
the fielding could be very good indeed. A 
year to remember, and-technically-an 
unbeaten XI. 

D.J.W.B. 
Played 15; Won 5; Drawn 7; Lost 2; Aban
doned l. 

Team: J. N. \V. Edwards (captain), 
R. D. Knight,]. Powe,J. P. Sugden, T. D. W. 
Edwards, P. C. G. Donald, R. J. Waterfield, 
J. M. Hockley, C. 1\1. Francis, A. J. G. 
Symondson. 

211d XI 
This has been a frustrating season. It 

was undoubtedly a good team, well balanced, 
with the main strength lying in the bowling. 
They were well led by Bulford. 

The seam bowling was shared by Beazley, 
fast and pretty straight, Cobb, medium pace 
inswing, and Turvill, apparently medium, 
but in practice fairly fast, and likely to move 
the ball either way off the seam. Beazley 
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usually took an early wicket, while the other 
two were very difficult to score off, as is 
shown by the fact that only Millfield reached 
100 against us. They were helped by Hardy, 
who although a little wayward in length, 
could often produce a little wobble in the air. 

Except in the Blundells affair we always 
batted first, and our unreliable batting meant 
that Oborne (leg-spin) could hardly be used, 
but he did have two memorable overs against 
Downside. 

As last year there were few outstanding 
batting performances. Francis and Water
field were promoted after proving their 
worth, and nobody else seemed prepared to 
build an innings. Outside umpires com
mented more than once that we seemed 
determined to score at more than 100 an 
hour, an attitude which is commendable 
only after the foundations have been laid. 

The win over Clayesmore was notable 
for Cobb's 8 wickets for one run, and the 
draw with Blundells for the fact that we 
bowled 55 overs to their 24. We hope that 
the Blundells captain (and Thomas Bulford, 
who won the toss) learned something from 
the game! 

P.M.W. 
Results: Played 8; Won 3; Drew 3; 

Lost 1 ; Abandoned I. 
(I) Wells-match abandoned. 
(2) Sherborne 162 for 7 dee. (Symondson 40, 

Waterfield 31), Clayesmore 13 (Cobb 8 
for 1). Won. 

(3) Sherborne 144 for 5 dee. (Francis 74 not), 
Mill field I 23 for g (Beazley 4 for 26). 
Drawn. 

(4) Sherborne 126 for 4 dee. (Waterfield 60 
not), Taunton 60 (Turvill 3 for o), 
(Beazley 3 for 14). Won. 

(5) Sherborne go (Turvill 32), Canford gr 
for 6. Lost. 

(6) Sherborne 101 (Symondson 30), Down
side 88 (Turvill 6 for 18). Won. 

(7) Sherborne gg (Symondson 26), Bourne
mouth 57 for 8 (Turvill 4 for 1g, Cobb 
3 for 8). Drawn. 

(8) Blundells 105 (Turvill 5 for 1 g), Sher
borne 73 for 7 (Cuthbert 35). Drawn. 
Team: T. Bulford (Captain), T. Beazley, 

.J. Cobb, C. Cuthbert, D. Hofmeyr, D. 
Hardy, B. Kenny, R. Madley, P. Oborne, R. 
Symondson, .J. Turvill, .J. Whateley-Smith. 
(Also played R. Williams). 
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3rd XI 

The third enjoyed an unbeaten season 
this year, the first for some time. It was not 
without its nerve racking moments, though, 
and we won three of our matches by narrow 
margins, including a one run victory over 
Blundells in our last match. 

We owed much of our success to .James 
Maxwell who, as our opening bowler 
claimed the most wickets. He was supported 
by the following fellow-bowlers: Messrs. 
Thompson, Wilson, E. & W., and Kent, with 
occasional stints from Walkey, Thompson 
and Kenny. 

Our batting relied greatly on ex-2nd 
XI players, namely Charlie Cuthbert 
and Frank Kenny. Charlie managed to 
score g2 out of a total of 136 against Poole 
Grammar School. We also saw memorable 
performances from Wilson, Mick Alexander 
(who also served with distinction behind the 
stumps), Colin Sturge, and Robin Williams. 

My thanks and congratulations to all the 
team and especially to Mr. Barker, to whom 
a great deal of credit must go. 

Peter Kent 

4th XI 

The 4th apparently did marginally 
better this year than last, although we were 
plagued by the usual malady of having the 
best players moved up onto the 3rd. at the 
last moment. We also suffered from another 
ill. The manner in which our opening bats
men were continually out very cheaply; but 
all in all a surprisingly successful season. If 
those who played found it relaxing, or even 
vaguely enjoyable we must have achieved the 
primary object of such a game. We wish to 
extend our thanks to Mr. Morton and Mr. 
Niven for their unbiased umpiring, en
couragement and good humour. 

.Jon Russell-Brown 
Results: 
v. Nondescripts Won 
v. Weymouth G.S. Lost 
v. 3rd XI Drew 
v. Coldharbour Staff Won 
v. Foster's G.S. Lost 
v. Downside Lost 
v. Bournemouth G.S. Won 
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Colts XI 
The results show this to have been an 

outstandingly successful year for Colts Cricket, 
though this reflects more on the very poor 
.standard of cricket at other schools rather 
than any great brilliance within the Sher
borne team. The cricket played by the Colts, 
though, always showed a high degree of 
competence except in catching the cricket 
ball, which most members of the side found 
an almost impossible task. 

The cornerstone round which the suc
cess of the team was built was undoubtedly 
the bowling of Fish, who took 36 wickets in 
the 7 matches played. Despite a shambling 
run up and a round arm coal-shovelling 
action he bowled extremely accurately, 
making the ball deviate both in the air and 
off the pitch. He was ably supported by the 
left arm 'usually very slow' of Saunders, who 
also led the batting averages. 

The batting was somewhat brittle, but 
was usually better than the oppositions. 
Skipper Brauer made the highest score of 
the season, 80 not out against Taunton, but 
useful contributions were made by all the 
other leading batsmen. It was just a pity 
that competent players like Mackeith and 
Saunders found extraordinarily incompetent 
ways of getting out when seemingly well set. 

All in all, though, a very rn:::cessful 
happy season. 

Results: Played 7; Won 5; Drew 2. 

v. Dauntseys \Von by g wickets. 
v. Clifton \Von by 5 wickets. 
v. Millfield Drawn 
v. Taunton \Von by 94 runs. 
v. Canford Drawn. 
v. Downside \Von by 37 runs. 
v. Blundells Won by 8 wickets. 
Team: S. Brauer, J. Fish, P. Saunders, 

K. Mackeith, P. \Vaterfield, D. Martin, 
A. Childs, R. Hall, J. Stebbings, B. Black
shaw, P. Madley. 

l.R.E. 
Junior Colts XI 

The term was a great success for one or 
two members of the team, but as a whole it 
proved only moderate. The term started with 
a very 'wet' game against Clifton. After a 
close match the school won by two runs. 
The next match was against Millfield, and 
they bowled too well for the school and 
were easy winners. We in turn had an easy 
win, against Taunton. 
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After half-term we went to Canford and 
were defeated, when we ought to have won. 
This was due to the inability to catch any
thing at all! We then defeated Downside 
and Blundells with ease and had a drawn 
game with Bryanston, who scored l 7 for 8 
in l! hours! 

The team as a whole has great potential 
and should do well in the future. D. Dally 
and R. Ambrose were the most consistent 
batsmen, while S. Ellyat, N. Falla, and M. 
Homfray were the most successful bowlers. 
Results: 
Beat: Clifton, Downside, Taunton,Blundells. 
Drew with: Bryans ton. 
Lost to: Mill field, Canford. 

Team: D. Bryant, S. Ellyat, R. Ambrose, 
S. Archer, D. Dally, M. Homfray, N. Falla, 
D. Badcock, J. Gates, A. Lovatt-Williams, 
E. Mead. 

M.J.C. 
Under 14 XI 

The season has been a most successful 
one, after an initial defeat by one run by 
Clifton with the last ball of the day. There
after the opposition was not found too diffi
cult, and particularly the games against 
Canford and Bryanston were turned into 
overwhelming defeats for our visitors. 

The side was very well led by Guy 
Hockley, who set a fine example in the field 
and with an accomplished 54 not out against 
Canford, provided the highest score of the 
season. Giving him support were Abel and 

. Bennett, who consistently scored runs. The 
main wicket-takers were the opening pair 
of Goddard (lg wickets for lo l runs.) and 
Hawkins (14 wickets for 69 runs), and they 
were given good support by Leather and 
Arkell. David McCarthy won the enjoyable 
end-of-season single-wicket competition. 

:Many thanks to the whole team for their 
unflagging enthusiasm and cheerfulness and 
for allowing me to take an occasional 
wicket. 

Results: 
v. Clifton Lost by l run 
v. Millfield Won by 34 runs. 
v. Taunton \Von by 3 wickets. 
v. Canford \Von by 123 runs. 
v. Downside \Von by 23 runs. 
v. Bryanston \Von by ro wickets. 
Team: Hockley (Capt.), Abel, Clarke, 

Bennett, Goddard, Blackshaw, Arkell, 



McCarthy, Kenny, Leather, Hawkins, Keable
Elliott. 

R.A.H. 

Athletics 
The Athletics this season has once again 

been both enjoyable and profitable. The 
fact that school records were broken on 
sixteen different occasions and eight new 
records established indicates a distinct upsurge 
in school athletics and I sincerely trust that 
the school teams will continue to appreciate 
what must be done if they are to compete 
successfully at a national level. It is import
ant however that everyone recognises that the 
age groups for colts and seniors is now: 
Colts-U. 1 7 on 1.9. of the year in question. 
This I hope will dispel any unjust criticism 
of the records which have been set. 

Nevertheless, if the season is to be 
judged on inter-school fixtures, there is still 
much room for improvement. Athletics is 
such a diverse sport and if a team does 
remain unbeaten, it can look back on the 
season with due satisfaction. The Senior 
team, if everything had been with them, may 
have been all-conquering but representative 
commitments and a distinct lack of depth 
in the 'explosive events' prevented such an 
occurrence. All too often it relied on the 
success of the 'middle-distance athletes' and 
the school seems to lack sprinters of real 
class. 

At Colts level, several very promising. 
athletes emerged who will benefit the 
seniors team greatly next year. On the 
whole, their season was a success which 
ended with a very convincing win over Mill
field. However, there was again a lack of 
depth in most events and possible victory 
resulted on two occasions in defeat. There is 
still a need to encourage the youngest 
athletes in the school; when this has been 
achieved through a better understanding of 
the demands of cricket, both athletics and 
cricket will prosper. 

On the representative front, the school 
enjoyed great success. Eighteen athletes 
qualified for the County Champs. and 
Simon Stephenson, Nick Moseley, David 
Hoare and John Pocock reached the All 
England Champs at Shrewsbury. The 
winning of the Achilles 4 x 400 metres 
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Relay was perhaps the major highlight of the 
season, an achievement at national level. In 
conclusion, I would like to thank very sin
cerely the efforts of our captain, Simon 
Stephenson who led brilliantly by example 
and was an inspiration to one and all. 

P.M.K. 

'l'ennis 
!st VI. 
Played 12, vVon 7, Lost 5. 

On paper, the first six should have been 
capable of producing some of the best results 
achieved by any Sherborne six in recent 
years. That these results did not materialise 
is attributed partly to inconsistency, and 
maybe also to a touch of misfortune. 

At third pair Rupert Hamilton-Fisher and 
Paul Toomer played some good tennis, but 
an inability to seize the vital points robbed 
them of their just desserts for some fine per
formances. 

The second pair, Richard Millen and 
Richard Gillingham, proved to be as enig
matic as last year. Although capable of over
coming pairs of greater skill, they frequently 
struggled against pairs of more determined 
application. 

At first pair, John Bensted-Smith and 
Richard Green took advantage of their ability 
against weaker players, but were under
standably not as consistent against superior 
opposition. However, both showed flashes 
of genius and determination, justifying their 
leading positions in the team. 

After the end of term, the days at 
Wimbledon proved an enjoyable challenge. 
Sherborne was knocked out in the first round 
of the Youll Cup by King's Chester. Never
theless in the subsequent try for the Youll 
Plate, Sherborne, after many exciting games 
reached the Semi-Finals, and, in a tense 
match were sadly beaten by strong opposition 
from Haileybury. 

With three of the six remaining for at least 
another two years, and promising Colts 
players emerging, there is a firm base on 
which P.M.H.W. can build a team for the 
future. 

Thanks must go, along with best wishes, to 
C.J.H. who has supervised, encouraged, and 
helped us through many games in recent 
years. 

The Team 



THE SHIRBURNIAN 

znd VI 
This has been a more successful season 

than the last few years with a strong and 
enthusiastic team. 

The lack of grass court facilities on the 
away matches was a factor in results, and so 
it is to the team's credit that they coped well 
winning at both Clifton and Bryanston, 
losing at Downside and Canford, all four in 
closely fought matches. 

Marlborough, undefeated for three 
years now have to rebuild their record after 
a tense struggle, Sherborne winning 5-4 (on 
their tie-breaks). 

The VI remained relatively stable 
throughout the season, with R. Ellis and S. 
Woo~, of Lyon supporting on a number of 
occas10ns. 

A balanced attitude between coaching 
individual skills, and strengthening doubles 
play and match tactics with the invaluable 
assistance of the relentless ball-machine has 
contributed to the seasons results and success. 

J.I.W.D. 
Team: R. Sellers (Capt.), R. Griffithl 

R. Cockman_. C. Tompsett, A. Rix, G. 
Davias:9il. 

Results: Played 8; Won 6; Lost 2. 

Colts VI 

The season was a creditable one in terms 
of results and promises well for the future 
first six. 

Johnson and Craw, the first pair, were 
capable of devastating rallies, but rarely able 
to sustain concentration throughout the 
afternoon. 

Undoubtedly the most consistent player 
on the team was Wilson whose partner 
Thomson, combined an unorthodox style 
with an unerring eye and always seemed 
surprised when his shots won points. 

King has steadied since last year though 
he is still not using his height enough to 
strengthen his serve. Kendal and Maitland, 
his partners over the season, were both 
stylishly erratic. 

The most dramatic match was against 
Clifton, who had defeated Marlbe>rough, 
the only team to beat us. Sherborne finally 
won by one rubber. \Vilson was partnered by 
Iles, a substitute after Thomson had injured 
himself. Wilson and Iles, in the crucial 
game defeated the Clifton first pair, who had 
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survived the season unbeaten until then, 
6-o; 6-r. 

Johnson proved a calm, conscientious 
and capable captain. 

Team: M.Johnson,J. Craw, M. Wilson, 
R. Thomson, N. King, H. Kendal, A. 
Maitland. 

Results: 
v. Blundells 
v. Dauntsey's 
v. Bryanston 
v. Hants Juniors 
v. Marlborough 
v. Canford 
v. Downside 
v. Clifton 
v. Monkton Combe 

Junior Colts VI 

Won 
Won 
Won 
Drew 
Lost 
Won 
Won 
Won 
Won 

6-3 
8-r 

6!-2! 
4~-4! 

r-5 
8-r 

7!-r} 
5-4 

7!-d 

It is a great credit to the team that they 
did so well, since they only got forty 
minutes professional coaching each week. 
·while there are only two masters who take 
tennis foll time in the school, we can hardly 
hope to compete with schools like Marl
borough who have full time professional 
tennis coaches. 

Mullins and Bak proved a remarkably 
successful and consistent first pair and 
dropped few sets the whole season, the 
former also being an able and responsible 
captain. 

The rest of the team, while not able to 
stand up to much volleying, nevertheless 
developed a very steady defensive ground
stroke game by the end of the term. 

It is to be hoped that next year a pro
fessional may be able to devote more time 
each week to improving the standard at this 
crucial level. 

Team: T. Mullins, M. Bak, D. Lloyd, 
C. Arnheim, J. Devitt, R. Verkerk. 

Results: 
v. Bryanston 
v. Hants Juniors 
v. Marlborough 
v. Chilton Cantelo 
v. Downside 
v. Clifton 

\Von 
Lost 
Lost 
Won 
Won 
Won 

6-3 
2-7 

2!-6t 
5-0 

5!-31 
7!°-1 .\ 

P.M.H.W. 



Golf 
In April, the School was invited to 

rejoin, after a long interval, the South-vVest 
Schools' Tournament at Burnham. In the 
first round, we beat Canford; in the semi
final, we just scraped home after a tense 
struggle with Blundells. The final, against 
:Marlborough, built up to a memorable 
climax, ending when Farley, in the crucial 
match, lost to his rival Captain at the 19th. 
But even this narrow defeat did not take 
away from the great enjoyment of three 
days' splendid golf in perfect weather. 

During the Summer Term, six inter
school matches were played, taking the team 
to a number of different courses: Lyme Regis, 
Yeovil, Burnham and High Post. Undoubt
edly the most distinguished performance, 
among much very encouraging play, was 
against Millfield. Playing against the same 
three who, that month, won for Millfield the 
British Schools' Championship, Francis beat 
their No. r, and Farley and Whalley both 
halved excellent matches. In the term's 
other matches, the chance was taken to give 
experience to a number of younger players; 
the results of this gave grounds for hope that 
the standard of the school team in recent 
years is going to be well maintained. 

The following played in one or more of 
the School matches: M. Farley (Capt.), 
R. A. R. Francis, N. K. Whalley, J. Whately
Smith, fvL V. R. Wilson, R. L.John, Martin, 
Mason, Haley D., Haley M., Craigen, 
Gibson. There was also a successful Colts 
match against Milton Abbey. 

The Kemp Cup wa5 won by Francis, 
who beat V\Thalley (last year's winner) in the 
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final. A new 'junior championship' was won 
by Haley D. J. 

Once again, the O.S. Golfing Society 
invited the best school players to join their 
Summer Meeting. The results were im
pressive: Whalley (gross 70) and Farley 
(gross 74) would indeed have won the two 
main competitions, had they been eligible 
as Old Shirburnians ! The annual match 
against the O.S. was convincingly won by 
the Staff and Boys team in the afternoon. 
The term ended with an enjoyable, and 
successful, match against Parents at Com-
mem. 

P.T.C. 

Judo 
Sherborne v. Bruton. Friday 2 rstjune. 

This was the first match of the newly 
formed Judo club, which started last Christ
mas Term, under the instruction of l\1r. 
lVIanuel, and it in fact turned out to be more 
of a friendly contest than expected, with the 
main emphasis on our gaining of experience. 

Bruton, who now offer all the colours, 
including black, have a formidable team, 
and with only eight of us, we managed to 
have about four bouts with a different op
ponent each time. 

The team being: 
Yellow: F. Kenny, C. Potter, Q. Cooper, 

M.Bak. 
White: B. Kenny, N. Colfer, N. Brooks, 

M. Graziani. 
To increase our chances next time, I feel 

that a recruiting programme is desperately 
needed, as well as more mats and instruction 
or practice periods. 

Q. B. Cooper 


