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EDITORIAL 
When an institution like the House Singing competition is abolished as it was this 

term, one feels that there must have been some sort of popular resentment of its existence 
to force its abolition~ But the remarkable thing about the House Singing competition 
was that, however many would try to deny it, almost every boy drew enjoyment from it. 
And this was so remarkable because it prevailed even at a time when all the other tradition
al and much discussed institutions-compulsory watching of the first fifteen, compulsory 
chapel, Commem-are looked upon by a substantial part of the school with studied 
animosity. 

It is difficult to analyse the specific feeling that kept it alive, though the sensation 
of being a body, at one (or almost) both physically and mentally does breed a pleasurable 
excitement, even a magic within one. The same magic hangs about the Carol service 
in particular where everyone is undeniably festive, or, and here in a concentrated form, 
about the ovation given the previous headmaster on his departure. A few of course would 
speak the truth when they deny its generation within them; many more would be lying. 

It would be treading on delicate ground to begin here to indicate that this magic 
is invaluable to the school. There can be no doubt however that the main institutions set 
up at the end of the last century were set up with the generation of this magic as their 
main object. In this form they were valuable consolidators of school unity. The Chapel, 
for instance was a place where the school, according to a former headmaster of Harrow, 
'learns that it has a corporat~ Ffe; there it stands face to face with its chief, and there 
the lessons of brotherhood can be enforced.' It was an emotional focal point, an idea which 
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today it is convention among the thinking to spurn. The same applies to supporting the 
first fifteen. For though there are some admittedly who will enjoy watching a rugger 
match for purely professional interest even these would reject without hesitation the 
conception that there is any magic of the sort we have investigated, generated any longer 
on these occasions. 

In short both have lost something which had been one of the most important objects 
for their creation in the first place, something upon which they relied for their decent 
existence. Yet even bereft of their magic they seem to plod on, unchanged in form, 
with untidy effects. 

The loss of their magic is clearly an inevitable accompaniment of the development 
of a society that is so blindly conceited about its own liberality. The institutions themselves 
are not only questioned, as no doubt they have been always, but summarily rejected. 
There is nothing in compulsory Chapel now for the average Shirburnian save a compulsion 
that it is essential, for no particular reason, to resent. Few in the school ever pause to 
consider what else there could be in these institutions-thinking here of this magic in 
particular. They are forced by a pseudo-liberal convention to reject them all, without 
thought, as 'Victorian' in a contemptuous sense. And what they could never understand, 
however much it might be impressed upon them, is that they are being no less conventional 
in rejecting these so called 'Victorian' institutions than they would be, were they 
accepting them. Nor could they ever understand that, were they to consider them 
with moderate sympathy, the institutions might lose some of their immediate repugnance 
and untidiness. Magic would then be regenerated and the old glory that surrounded the 
foundation of institutions like Chapel and Rugby might be reinstated. 

However that, today anyway, is too much to hope for. The resentment is too strong. 
The only way to disentangle these institutions from their untidy situation is to change them 
completely, to stop using them in a form that once made them generators of magic. 
Everyone must think of rugger as a game, not a religion and everyone must see chapel 
as a place of worship, not a Nuremburg rally. 

Yet at the same time magic must never be rejected where it can be saved; it is 
possible that, like the separate institutions within it, the school and its success depend to 
a certain extent on magic's existence. It may then be too large a question to ask whether 
the abolition of the few generators of magic we have left, like the House Singing com
petition, could have the same sort of disruptive, if not destructive, effect that the separate 
institutions have experienced when deprived of their own magic. 

We take off our hats to:-
Our learned headmaster who said: 'I know all about genes and everything else.' 

The Director of Music who struck the baritone soloist across the face with his baton 
while castigating the second cellos in the rehearsal for the orchestral concert. 

The boy who, disguised as a mythical member of staff with a large, patriarchal 
beard, burst into no less than nine different lessons one Wednesday morning. 
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Avete Atque Valete 

A.R.G. 

Without Ruari and Wieni Grant 
Sherborne will be a poorer place, poorer 
because they have lent us their integrity 
hospitality, good humour and balanced 
judgement for the last five years. 

Ruari came from Rugby where he 
practised l~is talents, some of them, producing 
plays, for mstance, and wooing and winning, 
not repeated here. Sherborne saw the 
exercise of their perfection. First of all he has 
ta.ught P~)'sics lucidly and enthusiastically 
with considerable success in public examin
ations. He has been a house tutor, commanded 
the naval section, run the swimming, 
coached games, all with distinction. He has 
acted, unforgettably in 'Arsenic and Old 
Lace'. He paints and writes and the public 
buys both. We admire his range of talents 
and his energy in pursuing them. 

Ultimately it will be the friend that we 
will most miss, because in friendship too 
his talent lies. His capacity for tolerant, 

witty, sympathetic conversation has been 
enjoy~d bl'. his. pupils as. by his colleagues. 
To hir;i, his wife and children we give our 
best wishes. They plunge into business we 
into a celtic twilight. ' 

We welcome the forty-three new boys of 
the Lent term and at the same time say 
goodbye and wish good luck to the leavers: 
Messrs. Cooper, Farley, Farrer Hall Hen
din, Jackman, Jacobsen, KerrJarrett' Lane 
Montresor, Treadwell, Tyrrell Whiteiey and 
Wi~liams of School House; Almy, Bensted
Smit~, Bulford, Kinder, Strong, Tompsett, 
Turvill, and Watson-Smith of Abbey- Bray 
Bruce-Wilson, Carey, Curwen Dav~nport' 
Garlick, Pearn, Rix and Todd ~f the Green: 
Archer, Digby, Lush, Oborne, Rawlins and 
Waterfield of Harper; Christie, Burden, 
Forbes, Leasor, Wells, Theresa Bound of 
Abbeylands; Mumford and Stocker of Lyon; 
Baker, Hughes, Punter, Powe and Wilson of 
Westcott; Ben.t, Francis, Gillingham, 
Kendall, Kermck, Millen, Pryor and 
Tobey of the Digby. 
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From Autumn to .... 

Everything is very new at the beginning 
of the winter term and, by the end, all the 
gloss has worn off and it is all very old. The 
sky is invariably grey and one is always cold 
except in bed which is the nicest part of the 
whole thing. There is no doubt about it
three months is a long time, especially in 
Winter. 

However that does not mean that no
thing productive can emerge from it. This 
term was surely proof of that: l\Ir. l\Iac
naghten began his headmastership not with 
any grandiose but ephemeral largesse to 
placate the masses, but with wisdom and a 
careful determination to benefit the school. 
His arrangements for the establishment of 
Travel Scholarships have already been put 
into effect and boys are now scheduled to 
brave the unknown-from the Outer Heb
rides to the Union of Soviet Socialist Re
publics-in the studies of good learning. 
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TERM 
Here it would be fitting too to thank Mr. 

Currie for acting as Deputy Headmaster 
during the summer term. It must have 
been a demanding task to keep the school 
together between two Headmasters. What 
we must be grateful for is that he did keep 
the school together-with a singular firmness 
and sense. At the same time Mr. Emms must 
be congratulated on being appointed Master 
of Dulwich College. 

Congratulations are also due to: Mr. 
and Mrs. Mitchell-Innes on the birth of their 
son, Duncan; Mr. Whelan for winning the 
George Strachan Prize, after gaining first 
place in the Intermediate examination of 
the Institute of Chartered Secretaries and 
Administrators-the entrants were numerous 
and from all parts of the world; Gerald 
Heath on earning a place in the National 
Youth Orchestra of Great Britain and 
Richard Bett on becoming a reserve. 

The term began with a bang of course, 
with three glittering performances of the 
'Bartered Bride' (extensive review page 15). 
The appearance of H.R.H. The Prince of 
\Vales from Yeovil ton at the final performance 
injected even more excitement into some
thing that was ebullient anyway. He liked 
it so much in fact that he came back the next 
day to survey the excavations by the Slype. 
Here Mr. Gibb should be congratulated for 
finally bringing about this grand slam of 
archaeology in Sherborne. 

Other structural developments include 
the installation of central heating in the 
Chapel which temporarily suspended normal 
services there, flamboyant preparations for 
something mysterious in the School House 
garden and, most important of all, the re
decoration of the Old Music School recital 
room, the product of much professional de
liberation and planning. 

J'\ew arrivals were all welcomed in the 
last issue-except, that is, Dr. Holland who 
will become the school's resident theologian. 
The first girl at Sherborne School, Theresa 
Bound has to be both welcomed and bidden 
au revoir at the same time. 
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.... Winter 

Expeditions were as numerous as usual, 
if not more so: a party of musicians went to 
Salisbury in the first half of the term, to give 
a concert at Salisbury Cathedral Choir 
School; some enterprising industrialists sur
veyed the premises of Hamworthy En
gineering Ltd., while some equally enter
prising economists attended a conference at 
Bournemouth; a party of artists went to 
London, to the Tate, and many more liter
ate among us went to see plays in Bristol, 
Salisbury and London-notable among these 
was the Bristol Old Vic production of'Equus' 
attended by members of the Globe Society. 
The first fifteen toured \Vales over half term 
and seemed to do more than just play 
rugby .... 

And last of all, the Shirburnian itself: the 
winter term has taken its toll on the new 
editor as well, ageing him considerably. He 
would be even older, however, had not his 
retainers rallied so loyally beneath him. 
The editorial board must also be thanked 
for their support-especially the new mem
ber, Mr. Mitchell-Innes who braved the 
rigours of the Sunday morning fray over 
coffee, even under the pressures of near 
fatherhood. 

THE SHIRE URN/AN 

The theme is entitled 'Sherborne and 
the Outside World' which apart from being 
grandiose, is conveniently nebulous: it is 
allegedly concerned with the school's contact 
with anything that happens in the wide 
world beyond the main gate. There is also a 
local interest section which everyone, except 
the most blimpish or indifferent in our 
midst, has appreciated before. In fact this 
appreciation has been so strong that the 
articles of local interest from the previous 
two issues have now been reprinted in the 
form of a booklet 'A Corner of England' 
which at least sounds rural and vernal. 
Besides it will be Spring when you read this 
and hopefully people will already be com
posing sonnets to verdure and the mating 
season to grace these pages. Spring will 
rejuvenate us all, or, even if it is just one long 
hang-over after Christmas, I know it will try. 

Charles Mills 

Sherborne Diary 
School life being a dreary existence 

punctuated by brief bursts of hilarity, what 
follows will-if only in an attempt to keep 
readers awake-concentrate more on the 
latter than the former. Thus anyone 
wanting a clear chronological narrative of 
the term's events will be frustrated; they 
might try P.M.W.'s diary-the blue book
or alternatively they could drop in at some 
of the House Supper speeches. 

Mention of House Supper brings me 
on to one of its most dedicated advocates who 
had been promised, 'Everything will be 
normal by the start of next term', and had to 
contend with the view pictured opposite 
every morning for six months-as well 
as the famed School House breakfast. This, 
in turn, brings us on to the plague that 
struck the school in the last few weeks of 
term. Everywhere was ruthlessly fumigated 
but still new victims came to light each 
morning. However, I am glad to report that 
any ideas of the food being in any way 
involved are unsubstantiated. Any comments 
overheard on the chapel steps, such as, 
'******* food' or, even worse, 'Roll on 
Central Feeding', must I am sure be figments 
of the imagination. The debate on Central 
Feeding meanwhile rages on ad nauseam; 
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masters draw up endless lists to find out who 
will have thirteen trays of scampi and who 
fourteen (a fictitious example, you under
stand); the main worry seems to be that the 
sons of Sherborne will be paying £1600 a 
year to eat in conditions resembling those of 
a transport cafe. 

There was a huge crowd of new arrivals. 
Theresa Bound, as the school's first girl, 
deserves admiration as the first disputant 
of the male chauvinism of Sherborne. We 
only hope she will be the first of many. But 
there is a long way to go; as one contributor 
to the Newsboard pointed out, she must 
have been horrified to read within a week or 
two of arrival, 'The object of Sherborne is to 
make a man of you.' 

\Vell, on to the men. A.~1.D.-to 

start with the largest-was a more than 
adequate replacement for l\fr. Knight, 
though I fancy he might have some trouble 
in stepping into his shoes. He spent the 
first few days of term busily carting three 
piece suites round the school-occasionally 
relaxing to enlist the support of a reluctant 
passer-by. A.D.C., a librarian convinced 
that Sherborne population wasn't illiterate 
to a man, developed a somewhat alarming 
habit of materialising at odd places in the 
Upper Library. More bizarre still were the 
exploits of Mr. Chandler, the first master to 
be asked his age in a pub. He was certainly 
an enthusiast on arrival, but the damp and 
apathetic air of Sherborne will have its 
effect. He made one particularly brave, 
but futile, attempt to argue his way through 
the clouds of cynicism surrounding a certain 
senior history master. 
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Mr. Morgan, a new maths teacher, 
was one of the victims of the bearded raider 
who, clad in gown and a professorial tweedy 
sports coat, crashed into a number of 
occupied classrooms one morning to in
vestigate reactions and then crashed out 
again with an authentic 'Oh sorry' and a 
learned burp. The shrewdest masters of 
course recognised the intruder immediately 
and were suitably scathing. Others simply 
did not notice. Mr. Morgan, however, 
being green and new was excusably bewildered 
and instinctively assumed a posture of great 
hearted hospitality and opened his arms wide 
in welcome, at which point the raider 
receded into the shadows from whence he 
had come. 

On his next and doubtless more 
sophisticated sally, the same raider has 
promised to look in on l\fr. Danger, another 
newcomer who teaches English. Mr. Donger 
has a fine, extravagant, period bearing and 
hairstyle-nineteenth century poet perhaps
and, in the PMHW/JRGB tradition, uses a 
bicycle, if not their 'five minutes late at the 
start, and let them out ten minutes late' 
routine. And this reminds me of a story. 
Once upon a time, very long ago, JRGB 
arrived late to teach one of his sets. Coming 
in on his bike, as is customary, he observed 
his set reclining on the grass outside doing 
not much, with a few of the more athletic 
practising their kung-fu motions. Glancing 
at his watch, he saw it was thirty five minutes 
past the statutory start of school. Thinking 
he would get in first strike, he drew himself 
to full size and declared authoritatively, 
'It's not funny.' On looking up he was 
mortified to find two other sets, the art 
school, three colleagues and a group of 
bystanders all suffused with laughter. 

And talking of bicycles, all members of 
staff have now been released from suspicion 
after several bicycles belonging to School 
House had been systematically disembodied 
by a cat burglar who had climbed into the 
shed via the Methodist Churchyard in a 
skin tight nylon suit with his face blackened 
with shoe polish. There is talk however that 
somewhere in the bowels of the masters' 
common room, much to the chagrin of 
ATC, the staff are labouring on a marvellous 
new bicycle which will solve all their petrol 
problems and ferry them to school every 
morning. It is quite simple: Mr. Facer 
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starts off alone from Lenthay. Dr. Beavon 
clambers into the basket at St. Mary's Road 
and so on until the entire teaching staff is 
attached to it in a Royal Signals Motorcycle 
display team-esque pyramid. This will 
save petrol if not time. 

Other arrivals included a Prince who 
only arrived for a short time, but he did 
arrive and many were lucky enough to 
catch fleeting glimpses of his ears or whiff the 
royal Brylcreem: HRH The Prince of Wales 
cropped up with his Aston Martin and an 
extremely weather-beaten (though loveable, 
I'm sure) bodyguard, to watch the RSG/PJS 
operatic extravaganza, the 'Bartered Bride.' 
He enjoyed it as did everyone, and went 
away, only to reappear to look over Mr. 
Gibb's excavation the next day, before it was 
filled in. 

When it was eventually filled in with the 
kind help and cooperation of a purple 
bulldozer driver who swore, it was returfed 
and promptly and systematically befouled by 
our often abused canine friends. 

Earth moving has also been taking place 
in the School House garden, where, it is 
rumoured, there will eventually be a fully 
equipped Nordic Sauna for members of 
the staff. Here during break they will be 
able to griddle off flab strategically and be 
massaged by Nubian damsels. There are 
also rumours that BRJ has had lighting 
installed in the cupola of the OMS so that 
he can flash hymn numbers in morse code to 
JAD on the Abbey tower. 

Meanwhile JJB was doing his best to 
stir savagery in his historians breasts with 
an evening of Barbarism at his house. Guests 
were garotted quietly by the back door if 
not in Barbaric costume so that most were 
forced to turn up in the usual dead herbivores, 
soiled bath towels etc. They all soon found 
barbarism was quite natural to them and 
settled down to an evening of boar's head, 
minor atrocities and patriotic songs in topical 
unvulgar adaptations. 

And while on the subject of barbarians, 
I suppose I had better say something 
constructive about rugger-though I have 
specifically been asked to drop any comments 
on the desirability of compulsory exercise. 
Still, the local Derby against Downside went 
some way toward bearing out the old adage: 
'If eleven cricketers enter a pub you ask them 
to leave; if you see a rugger team down the 
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street you call the fire brigade'. Unfortunately 
we lost it this time and it rained very hard 
as well. The combined result of these 
was that the usual rugger player's mementos 
in the bath afterwards (mud, slime, bits of 
orange, referee's heads etc.) were in evidence 
more than ever before. 

However, fixtures like this arouse minor 
passions compared to Masters v. Boys 
'games'. The latter after all is really civil 
war. Without mentioning any names, here 
is a ban mot uttered during a recent example: 
(to forward bearing single figure number 
on back of shirt) 'Is that your IQ?' And here 
we must certainly mention too a member of 
staff who must be the only man alive who 
can in the same breath say, 'Shut up and 
obey the rules' and 'You're the most 
incompetent linesman I've ever met.' At 
the end of the game he then likes to rebuke 
the opposition for their lack of sportsmanship. 

The film 'If' was shown to a packed 
audience. Soon after an article appeared on 
the Newsboard comparing it to everyone from 
Blake to Freud. Congratulations are also 
due to the English master who tried to 
convince a disbelieving class that there was a 
lot in common between Chaucer and the 
Rolling Stones. 

That seems to mention what most people 
would include in their boring Christmas 
pack; of course most people being what they 
are, their Christmas pack would be un
printable. Anyway Yuletide will be over and 
the coal strike in full swing by the time this 
message reaches you. It only remains to say 
that this term's Sherborne diary isn't as good 
as last term's; but, after all, you can't have 
Monty Python and a good Sherborne Diary. 

• Yours 
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A Hundred 

Years Ago 

6th Form, 1874 

THE SHIRBURNJAN, December, 1874 

The Workshop 
Dear Mr. Editor, 

Allow me through the medium of your valuable columns to call attention to, and 
suggest a remedy for, a nuisance that has oflate developed itself; I refer to the 'Grovelling' 
for lathes in the workshop. 

Now, Mr. Editor, I, together with others desirous of a particular lathe have stood 
outside the shop door sometimes for as long as twenty minutes before the door was opened; 
and when it was opened in rush about half a dozen or more fellows, and here, as in many 
other instances, the weak go to the wall, or rather, should I say, the grindstone, which 
occupies a somewhat prominent position in the entrance. Then comes the tug of war, for 
those who have safely braved the grindstone rush en masse at the lathes, often sweeping 
planes, oil cans, half finished pieces of work, etc., from the benches; then commences the 
usual 'I bagged this one', 'I touched this first', etc., which is common in such cases. 

Now surely, Mr. Editor, if we had a board with the times marked on it for the lathes, 
like we have for the fives courts, this evil might be avoided. Again, several members of 
the shop, apparently mistaking the workshop for a reading or concert room, come and 
sit round the fire and read, or 'grovel', or sing, I should rather say howl, much to the 
disturbance of the would-be mechanics. Hoping that these grievances may receive 
attention from the right quarter, I remain etc., 

A working member. 
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The Staff 

1874 must have been a year when the 
school's prospects and fortunes were un
deniably rosy. Dr. Harper, the headmaster, 
had by this time-he was to retire three 
years later-created a major public school: 
the numbers had swelled from a mere thirty 
eight day boys and two borders on his 
arrival, to three hundred. ''\Then he had 
taken up his headmastership, the school was 
compressed into the small space that now 
contains the School House dining room, 
kitchen and staff quarters. There were 
donkeys stabled in the undercroft while the 
upper and lower libraries were being used as 
silk mills. By 1874 he had transformed it into 
nearly the physical size it is today, the 
completion of the swimming pool in 1873 
being one of his famed achievements. The 
removal of the five courts from their position 
adjacent to the chapel to their present site 
was the only major structural change how
ever exactly a hundred years ago. 

Not that the good works were confined 
entirely to the school of course. The winter 
of 1874, like every winter of those days, 
would have seen several fires in the town. It 
would have consequently seen too the heroism 
and enthusiasm of Dr. Harper's own private 
fire brigade, made up of members of the 
school. This in fact became so efficient
goaded on by the prospect of Mrs. Harper's 
specially prepared tots of whisky on return
that once at least the official fire brigade was 
forced to complain, the school was robbing 
them of their trade. 

A few years before the school house 
studies themselves had been burnt down for 
the second time. A master who appears to 
have been remarkably serpentine or simply 
very thin, managed to escape from the 
building by easing himself through the 
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extremely narrow space-less than a foot 
across-between the bars across his bedroom 
window. 

'I got my head through,' he said after
wards, 'And then I knew the rest could 
follow.' 

The winter term a hundred years ago 
was in fact a term of warmth altogether and 
its end was marked by an incomparably warm 
and hearty house supper. This held an 
atmosphere that our house suppers today, 
if they still exist, can never hope to equal. 
The cold threat of central feeding hangs above 
them, but, most important, an integral 
institution is absent from them altogether
the punch bowl. Here Mrs. E. S. Roberts, 
the daughter of Dr. Harper, described this in 
her autobiography: 

'But the feature of the whole carnival was 
the punch bowl. This was an immense 
earthenware vessel which was covered by the 
gardeners with holly and evergreens. The 
punch was brewed in our dining room and 
this was all part of the fun, and we all helped 
by fine lemon peeling, nutmeg grating etc. 
At the appropriate time the Punch Bowl was 
carried into the Hall by two staggering men, 
and placed on the stove amid tumultuous 
applause; and then many jugs of boiling 
water were poured in, to bring the punch to 
a prudent strength. Then jugs were carried 
around and everyone's spirits grew cheerful, 
though never, I think, more than this. 

The steaming Punch Bowl in our midst 
seemed the very spirit of Christmas and 
jollity, and last thing of all we sang 'Auld 
Lang Syne' with hands across all round the 
hall, which went on and on indefinitely, and 
then came 'God Save the Queen' and 
'Goodnight'. 
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To escape the polluted air of industrial 
Sherborne, one must either go to Dartmoor 
or Northumbria. Since Dartmoor is the 
venue for the pedestrian TT race and 
Northumbria displays the undulating curves 
of Hadrian's wall, we chose the latter for a 
Bank Holiday excursion. 

\Ve travelled North under cover of 
daylight and arrived at our first quarters: 
Barnard's Castle, a lingering memory of a 
wool baron's empire: an expansive market 
street, an oak and ageing rotunda and the 
misty dawn ruins of the castle by the pointed 
arches of a mediaeval bridge. 

The next day we reached up to South 
Shields and in the built-up, grey but broad 
streets we found the site of a Roman supply 
station. Low walls and gravel paths de
lineated the precision of the granaries, unlike 

I I 

Hadrian's Wall 
at vivid Corbridge where fragmenting re
mains of the hypocaust made cardhouses in 
stone. Motoring out of Newcastle (it was 
built by General Wade on the Roman 
foundations after the rebellion of I 745) cast 
doubts. Our first encounter outwards was 
doomed: a temple to Mithras spliced between 
the cubes of numbers 438 and 439 Coal
bucket Avenue is bound to be met with 
scepticism and incredulity. It was at this 
point we discovered that we had a retro
grade guide book: it had us running back and 
forth over hundred yard stretches comparing 
angles and views. Please note here that a 
straightforward one is much less exhausting. 

Slowly the buildings fell away and the 
level road became curvacious. Cryptic 
clues appeared more often: the changes in 
shade and shape of the grey green fields, the 
well-worn footpaths the black stone rectangles 
of a turret beside the road. 

The wall approached Chesters by a 
crossing of the North River Tyne, supported 
by a central pier which is no longer there 
except for the strongly angular pediment. So 
we waded across the clear blue water. 

The bath house was the most communi
cative of the many grey rectangles we saw. 
The immediacy of the stoke holes, the 
changing rooms, the cold showers ... here 
was something real. The fort itself was more 
grass than graspable stone, but it provoked 
vigorous discussion. 

The next day the northenmost point of 
the Roman Empire fell beneath our deter
mined \Vellington Boots which promptly 
sank at the site of Coventinia's sacred well, 
now a muddy pool. 

The weather alternated between sun 
and cold rain that beset our main walk, but 
the oscillating curves enticed and entranced 
the spirit onwards to the grey slopes of 
Housteads. The next day was brighter and 
the walking brisker over the hills. Below 
the wall grouse shooting and the sound of 
boots against ancient stone provided enter
tainment for ear and eye, as the wall strode 
on beyond the next peak until the mechanirn
tions of a quarry had bitten a mouthful of 
history from under our feet. 

The next day, the hills became more 
humps and hollows, the grass greener and 
less sparse, the wall rarer and so we arrived 
at Carlisle. 

Nick Nisbet. 
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One sunny afternoon in late July, a 
train pulled out from Victoria. On it was a 
quantity of Shirburnians under the kindly 
guidance of Messrs. Baker and Whittaker. 

Our hotel was, to put it mildly, rather a 
disappointment. The sanitation required 
both prayers and a certain amount of know
how to make it function. Hot water was 
regarded as quite unnecessary and the few 
pitiful drops that were obtained were looked 
upon as visitations from heaven. The food 
was Italian-unoriginal, unexciting, un
appetising but often very eatable. Our rooms 
were cramped, undecorative and the beds in 
them were interesting combinations of man 
traps and camp beds. 

Our day in Rome was divided into four 
distinct periods. We began the day with a 
quick bout of sightseeing, punctuated by 
endless refreshments at the abundance of 
cafes in Rome. We converged on the hotel 
for lunch followed by siesta to avoid the 
exhausting Italian midday sunshine. At 
about four o'clock we quitted the hotel again 
for another sightseeing session or shopping 
and exploring. Back to the hotel for dinner 
and then the final part of the day was 
devoted to sampling the night life of the city. 

While in Rome, the party managed to 
find the time to get to see many of the most 
famous sights. Some of us went to Assisi 
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and spent a memorable and enjoyable 
day there wandering around its narrow 
streets and alleyways and admiring the 
singular beauty of its three level church of 
St. Francis. We all spent another day at the 
seaside, enjoying the sun and swimming, 
funnily enough, in the sea, which although 
clear and warm, tended to have a selection of 
rubbish slicks lingering on its surface. 

The Rome trip was more than a mere 
transfer of Shirburnians from one part of the 
globe to another. New friends were as 
important as new places, while Roman habits, 
Roman weather and Roman routine re
placed their Sherborne counterparts with an 
ease and pleasure that made the trip a real 
holiday. There will be many incidents that 
will be life long memories for all of us-a 
suitcase left by accident at Basie station as 
the train coasted into the night; our final 
night at the hotel when a couple of the staff 
gave us an impromptu guitar recital to send 
us on our way; seeing a ballet in the last of 
the world's open air theatres; the chant of 
'If the birra here-a is 400 lira, it is far too 

dear-a' in the more expensive cafes of Rome; 
the smuggling syndicate on the boat who 
managed to import an unparalleled amount 
of duty free goods without being caught. 

Peter Lane · 
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Concert Club 
The first concert club attraction at the start of a new season was a very light-hearted 

event. The London Saxophone Quartet provided a good evening's entertainment, even 
if they did not at all times show complete musical precision. The programme was well 
chosen, the highlight of which was a piece called 'The Tale of Billy Goat Gruff'. It was 
based on the idea of Prokofiev's ' Peter and the Wolf' and was told and composed by the 
leader of the Quartet, Paul Harvey. The narrating was done very effectively (despite the 
loud cheering and general free for all at the back of the B.S.R. supplied by Abbey House) 
and each character in the role was cleverly represented by the various saxophones. After 
the interval we heard a Divertimento by Mozart, which provided some variation as it was 
played by two clarinets and a bassoon. The evening was rounded off with some selected 
jazz pieces by Scott Joplin and Co., and a marvellous rendering of the 'Hose Pipe Hooter' 
played by Christopher Gradwell, the Tenor Saxophonist (who made it clear to all that he 
used Harmony hair spray, as it fell immaculately into place at the finish.) 

Valerie Tryon 

I always enjoy a high quality piano recital and this was what the last concert of the 
Michaelmas term was, given by Valerie Tryon. She played accurately but with plenty of 
spirit and feeling, though she was by no means ostentatious as many nowadays. 

She began her programme with Haydn's Sonata in E flat (No. 522). This was the 
most enjoyable piece of the concert and in it was demonstrated Haydn's prowess at com
position of originality and excitement. The first movement pointed in several ways towards 
Beethoven with great leaps and beautiful singing passages. This was followed by a 
pleasing Adagio which contained several poignant recitation passages. The Sonata was 
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completed with a lively Presto which included several interesting inventions. 
Then followed Rachmaninov's second piano Sonata in B fiat minor. This consisted of 

a tense and impassioned allegro agitato followed by a non troppo allegro which built up 
to a fine climax, died down to an allegro again and finally culminated with an extrava
gant flourish. It was very typically Rachmaninov and thus exhilarating. 

After the interval Valerie Tryon played Ravel's Valses Nobles and Sentimentales. 
This consisted of eight short movements which provided an effective contrast with the 
first half. Then followed three pieces by Liszt with the usual hurried octaves and many 
glissandos, both slow and fast. 

W. D. H. Carey 

Lindsey String Quartet 

I shall not make the usual comment about the acoustics of the Big School Room, 
since it is inappropriate when applied to a string quartet and everyone knows it. 

First was a piece tastefully advertised as a Q,uartetsatz (i.e. Quartet movement) by 
Schubert. Immediately it was obvious that the players were thoroughly in control of their 
sounds, which is a refreshing change. This was followed by the Quartet Op. 127 of 
Beethoven; the performance had a number of drawbacks, which were in general not the 
fault of the players. The first movement (Maestoso-allegro) was, for me, too fast. The 
second was ruined by someone blowing his nose after the third note. The silences which 
are so important and modern were treated by the audience with the same disrespect the 
players themselves showed. 

However there was nothing here which could in any way detract from the high 
quality of the concerts witnessed by Concert Club members this term. 

D. B. Tyrrell 

School Concerts 

It was good to hear the School Orchestra, augmented by musicians from Sherborne 
School for Girls, playing for the performance by The Musical Society in November. 
Wagner's Mastersingers, a perfect choice, has plenty of good tunes for the orchestra and 
chorus. Even double basses have tunes to play in Wagner's orchestration. 

The chorus, singing from the sides of the Big Schoolroom, managed to combine a 
powerful sound, which balanced well with the orchestral brass, with expressive phrasing 
in the quiet passages. 

The concert began with the Band's execution of Beethoven's Egmont Overture. The 
band played well, but are perhaps more at home in a Souza march than a classical 
overture. The performance was conducted by Patrick Shelley fresh from his operatic 
triumphs. 

Augusta Miller's Madrigal Society sang four contrasting items, from Byrd to Bridge, 
with their usual precision and beauty of tone. 

Genesis by Elis Pehkonen gave us a chance to hear an unusual idea of creation. 
Peter Witchell's singers and players clearly enjoyed the modern idiom and the work was 
presented with enthusiasm and care. 
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After the interval, Brian Judge conducted the Orchestra in A Summer Day by 
Prokofiev, with fine trumpet playing from Clifford Tompsett and expressive woodwind 
playing. 

The evening ended with Brian Judge conducting the orchestra and chorus in the 
Wagner. Anthony Dawson and Stuart Harling gave powerful performances as Walther 
and Hans Sachs. 

A.J.Y. 

Music at the Court of Frederick the Great 

We were treated to two renderings of this interesting performance, which was rather 
different to other music events of the term. It was put over in the form of Frederick the 
Great's life and the music associated with him, after an opening piece on the flute, plus 
continua. 

First we heard about Frederick's illustrious Mother, Sophia Charlotte, and then 
about the young boy's frightening struggles with his father: it emerged that music was 
his sole joy as a child. At this point Jill Riley played one of three pieces composed by 
Frederick the Great himself, which was complicated in parts and put across well. Enid 
Judge then gave an inspiring rendering of Graun's Codi L'amabili, which was well received. 

The life-story continued, and we heard how during the Seven Years War the only 
solace for the young king was once again his flute; unfortunately the effect of the lone
liness and great strains forced upon a commander made him a changed man, and it was 
definitely a change for the worse. With inspiring reading from Peter Wellby, we heard 
about the comments, on Frederick's court and music, of that eccentric Englishman, Dr. 
Burney, which were most amusing. 

The evening was well rounded off by the first movement of a symphony in D Major 
by C. P. E. Bach, son of the famous one. This was given by the small orchestra, which 
accounted itself well through the night, as did the other readers, James Maxwell, 
Charles Mills and John Hubbard. In all, most enjoyable. 

C. W. S. Dowding 

The Bartered Bride 
Undoubtedly this was one of the most outstanding events of the term. There were 

real opera stars, a top English orchestra, and an incredibly professional chorus. It was, as 
they say on the backs of paperbacks, sparkling, jolly, and amusing, and put all who 
watched it into a thoroughly good mood. 

The greatest debt is definitely owed to Mr. Shelley, who was the financier: un
doubtedly his stature as a conductor was enhanced a very great deal. In an expert way 
Mr. Glen produced the opera, and also acted as housemaster to the chorus. It was pleas
ing to hear the professionals talk about these two in such an admiring way at the end. 

Probably the most entertaining parts for the audience were those in which the chorus 
participated. M. J. Cleaver, with his smart leopard-skin, reigned supreme in the dance of 
the Comedians, which Niall Hoskin admirably presented and controlled. The dancing 
was a sight for sore eyes, notably the Furiant and the Polka, and the colourful dresses worn 
by all made it splendidly Bohemian. 



THE SHIRBURNIAN 

All this did not however dwarf the main stars, who all lived up to their reputations. 
Ironically, perhaps the most likeable was 6} ft. tall Michael Follis, who played the baddie. 
Even so, there was a large sigh from the audience as Janet Price (she looked ravishing in 
her costume, and sang excellently) and Bonaventura Bottone (the true goodie), were 
united at the end. Also Vasek, the half-wit (David Cusick) must be mentioned as the 
most endearing of the characters. It was a pity that he ended up with a bear-suit instead 
of a lovely bride. 

Finally a word about the music, without which this report would be horrifically 
incomplete. It was quick and exciting-highly Slav-and Mr. Shelley always had it 
under control. The orchestra seemed very lively-perhaps it was the dash for the pub in 
each interval that kept them so on the ball! 

Right: Members of the 1974 
Cast. ( L. Middleton) 

The 1929 
Production 

It happened that in the year after I 
left Sherborne and in my fourth term at 
Oxford, I was lucky enough to take part in 
the first production in English of The 
Bartered Bride. It was given by the Oxford 
University Opera Club in November 1929. 
This was the club's fifth production and its 
success established it as an institution to be 
reckoned with thenceforward in Oxford's 
musical life. 

Believe it or not, in those unliberated 
days members of the Ladies' Colleges (or 
'Undergraduettes' as they were loftily called) 
were not allowed to take part with under
graduates in dramatic performances, and so 
the soprano and contralto elements in the 

chorus were provided by ladies who lived or 
worked in Oxford. They were none the less 
charming, vivacious and talented and the 
meeting of the club, held usually at the back 
of a well known Oxford music shop, were 
always the greatest fun and were conducted 
in a spirit of nicely blended seriousness and 
hilarity. When an opera was not in re
hearsal, members would meet to read the 
scores of various operas. Having been in the 
Musical Society at Sherborne, I could recog
nise the notes in the bass parts, without ever 
quite knowing what they were called; but I 
had a reasonably good ear and could pick up 
a part when it had been banged out on the 
rickety upright piano. 
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In that post-Gatsby era, the men all 
aspired (when they thought of the matter at 
all) to look 'well-groomed'-that is, they 
had their hair cut short at back and sides, 
even the briefest of moustaches and side
burns being looked upon as eccentricities 
and they wore brown, or brownish jackets, 
discreet ties and sleeveless pullovers, some
times ornamented in the Fair Isle idiom. 
Legs were enca~ed in tweed knickerbockers, 
or plus fours, the stockings held in place by 
tasseled garters, or in Oxford bags, which 
were broad bottomed with turn-ups, and, as 
I remember, always in varying ranges of plain 
grey, no other shade or any sort of pattern 
being then de rigueur. The ladies had bobbed 
or 'shingled' hair-if it was long it was coiled 
in plaits over the ears in the 'Ear-phone' 
style-and wore sensible skirts just below the 
knee, close fitting 'cloche' hats (when they 
wore a hat), rather long, loose blouses or 
knitwear, high-heeled shoes and an ebullience 
of beads and bangles. You may not believe 
that we could have enjoyed ourselves in such 
gear, but we did. 

A production of The Bride had been 
mooted a year or two earlier, but the acqui
sition of an English version by l\fiss Alice 
Raleigh clinched the matter for 1929, and 
the producer, Mr. Sumner Austin, a baritone 
much admired in productions at the Vic and 
Sadlers W"ells (which had just reopened as a 
home of opera in English) went to Prague 
that summer to see the opera in its native 
land and obtain ideas on characterisation, 
scenery, costume and so forth. 'Vhen the 
Czechoslovak legation in London, headed by 
Jan Masaryk, heard of the production, they 
gave it unfailing support, and Masaryk 
having attended one of the performances was 
so delighted with it that he arranged for the 
cost of hiring and transporting our costumes 
from the Prague opera house to be re
imbursed by his government. The costumes 
were indeed enchanting and I shall never 
forget their arrival, the unpacking of the cases 
and our excitement as they came rustling 
forth, originating as they did from a 'Far
away Country' (a phrase which was to be 
used in ominous context only a few years 
later). 

Rehearsals were taken by the gifted 
organ scholar and internationally known 
composer, Bernard Naylor. He also con-

ducted four of the performances, and the 
cast showed their appreciation by presenting 
him with a silver baton. The first two 
performances were conducted by no less a 
personage than Sir Hugh Allen, the Oxford 
professor of music, who never failed to appear 
fierce with or without a baton and was noted 
for the forcefulness of his tongue; he was 
known as the uncrowned king of the musical 
England ofhis day. Lilian Bayliss, the founder 
of Sadlers \Velis Opera attended one of the 
performances and liked it so much that she 
resolved to put the opera on at the Wells, 
and did-and thus the vogue for this ever 
delightful piece in England was established. 

Jenik was sung by Edward Lear and 
Marenka by Joan Cross, who it will be 
remembered created a number of roles in 
Benjamin Britten's operas. Sumner Austin 
played the part of Kecal and gave a wonder
fully fruity study of the old rogue, making 
great play with a large top hat and still larger 
umbrella. John Kentish, who had a most 
agreeable light tenor voice, made a very 
appealing Vasek, but for this part his 
astounding good looks were almost a draw
back. Esmeralda was played by a deservedly 
popular Oxford singer of the time, Suzan 
Turner, who understudied, and at matinees, 
played the part of Marenka; and perhaps I 
may say here that Miss Turner and two 
members of the chorus besides myself were 
present at the second performance at 
Sherborne in September 1974-a nostalgic 
experience for the four of us, but immensely 
enjoyed. The two English versions-Sher
borne's and Oxford's-were almost entirely 
different: the only identical wording we 
noticed came at the end of the second act 
when the outraged chorus, in your version 
as in ours, shake their fists at Jenik and 
shout 'Shameful, shameful, shameful, shame
FUL!' 

Although all sorts of things have hap
pened in the forty five-years since 1929, I 
have never forgotten the thrill experienced 
on the stage of the (old) New Theatre at 
Oxford as the orchestra broke into those 
inimitable buzzing notes at the beginning of 
the overture, nor that final skirl which told 
us that the curtain would at any moment ~o 
up. 

O.D.H. 
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Oh, What a 
Lovely War! 

Pete Lane . . 

It was a mark of the production's success 
that it united so well the elements of song, 
dance and episode that made up the complex 
structure of the play. The excellence of the 
performance was a result of the technical 
polish of the production and of the overall 
strength of the Company as a group, rather 
than the particular acting of any individual. 
The ease with which the Company altered 
the mood and tone was one of the principal 
achievements of the production. They showed 
great versatility, and an ability to extract 
from the audience the same fluidity of 
reaction. 

The variety of moods is more extreme 
in Act I than in Act II. The actors captured 
the comic and satirical recreation of the 
opening years of the war very well. The best 
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example of this is the contrast between the 
recruiting songs and the bitterness of the 
gas victims' 'We're 'ere because we're 'ere 
because we're 'ere because we're 'ere.' 
However, comedy is the dominant mood of 
the Act, and the bayonet drill, which is the 
comic climax to the opening of the play, 
was a success. Farce was avoided, though 
it did become overheated at times, which is 
a tribute to the control of the producer. 
Perhaps the most impressive of the scenes was 
the charge of the French cavalry. It had a 
combination of sound effects, 'strobe' lighting 
and sensitive acting that provided a moving 
contrast to the song of 'the silly German 
sausage' that followed immediately after
wards. Chris Hatch's recruiting scheme was 
highly successful, and James Maxwell's 
song of parting at the close of the Act was 
outstanding. 

This particular song, more than any 
other in the first Act, needs the attention it 
was given, its significance is that it holds the 
poignancy of the first Act, and marks the 
shift of tone that takes place with the opening 
of the second Act. The placing of the title 
song at this point provides the links with what 
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has gone before, and indicates that a battle
field is the focus of the drama in all its 
guises. Bitter satire overshadows every 
detail of the play. Time and time again the 
musical elements of the structure draw the 
attention of the audience back to the un
pleasant truth. Peter Witchell's arrangement 
of the score, and the playing of the band 
under his direction, was both vital and delicate. 
It w;;s i:nfortunate that, very occasionally, 
the smgmg was not of the same quality as 
the instrumental work. It is perhaps my 
only criticism, that one or two of the songs 
became mere interlude during the castigation 
of Haig. The effect of this was to lay greater 
emphasis on the weaker part of the play. 
The exposure of the incompetence of the 
generals, and of Haig in particular, is, 
dramatically, the least satisfactory part of 
the play. The symbolic British and French 
soldiers have, in their extraordinary songs, 
a weapon that destroys Haig and his dream
world far more effectively than his own 
repeated self-condemnation. 
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This point must not detract from the 
powerful, and finally constructive, force of 
the play. This may not be an attractive 
point of view, but it cannot be avoided. 
Much of the credit must go to the producer 
for the success of this production. The 
superficial emotional appeals of war did not 
become more important than the human 
reality, and this is what the play attempts, 
in its highly original way, to prevent us from 
forgetting. 

W. A. Donger 

Moliere's School for Wives 

Theatrescope, the Salisbury Playhouse 
touring company visited the school once 
more with a performance of Moliere's 
School for Wives in an English adaptation of 
the original. 

At the beginning of the play, we were 
told how Arnolphe an elderly gentleman, 
keeps a young girl locked up in a house of 
his in Paris where he lives under a pseu
donym. Agnes is the stock innocent stupid 
girl but to a far greater extent than usual: 
she is totally uneducated, knows nothing of 
life or love and is quite ready to comply with 
Arnolphe's desire to marry her. Her total 
innocence and ignorance was put across 
extremely effectively and she aroused con
siderable amusement as well as sympathy. 
Arnolphe however discovers to his horror 
that a young man has been visiting her and 
rants at the two highly promiscuous servants 
who promptly rush off to bed. These two 
were extremely well acted and kept the 
comedy at a high level. In several humorous 
encounters with Horace, the young man in 
question, Arnolphe tries to persuade him to 
abandon Agnes, without revealing that he is 
in fact Agnes' guardian-a stock but highly 
effective comic situation. The play of 
course ends with the victory of Horace, the 
rather stupid but determined young lover 
bent on winning Agnes' hand. \Ve are glad 
that Horace wins but are at the same time 
left with considerable sympathy for Arnolphe 
deprived of his treasure. 

l\Ioliere's plays have an obvious immed
iate appeal which was conveyed very clearly, 
but they also rank as great literature and 
say a good deal about human faults and 
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weaknesses. The School for Wives incorporates 
certainly a large amount of the typical farce 
but it is also a criticism of the system of 
parents arranging whom their children 
should marry, advocating instead a natural 
union of love. The play rejects Arnolphe's 
selfishness and shows the victory of natural 
love between two people. It tells us not to 
try to win what is obviously out of our reach, 
but to be content with our lot as it is. Too 
much covetousness will inevitably end in 
total loss. 

Altogether it was nothing but what we 
had expected-a brilliant production and 
very difficult to criticize on any point. 

Christopher Homfray 

The Wilderness 
This was the first time 'Word and 

Action', a Dorset professional travelling 
theatre group, based in Weymouth, had 
visited the school; though I have seen them 
perform twice in the town. 

The Wilderness like the other two, 
utilises theatre in the round and this relates 
to the inconsequence of the make up of the 
play-basically a tour through the central 
figure's mind with each of its aspects por
trayed physically. The central figure is 
called 'Quest' and the programme explains 
that the play is a 'fantasy of Quest's', Quest 
being the play or the basis from which the 
play is derived. 

The Wilderness is one of four plays about 
Quest, the first of which was written in 1959. 
It is divided into nine scenes: in the first, 
Quest is surrounded by his 'voices' and he 
attempts in vain to relate to one of them. This 
theme follows throughout. He meets 'aspects 
of his nature' and comes into conflict with 
them. Eventually in fact he becomes a piece 
of flotsam simply to be tossed by them. His 
personality is like clay, forever being differ
ently moulded by his aspects. 

All the parts, and there are twenty-two 
of them, were played by five players: 
Bryan Ayres, who played Quest himself, 
Wendy Wharam, R. G. Gregory, Danielle 
Grunberg and Chris Fassnidge. The latter 
four played the other parts, the aspects. 
There were never more than five parts in any 
one scene. It was undoubtedly Chris 
Fassnidge who emitted the most personality 
of all the actors and was consequently the 
most entertaining. 
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The whole ensemble projected the play 
effectively-where the plot was in danger of 
becoming inextricably involved and obscure, 
it was relieved by moments of pure comedy. 
The result was attention from the audience 
that never waned. 

Felix Scarlett 

La Troupe Francaise took it upon them
selves this year 'to perform Camus, Le 
Malentendu-a seemingly impossible task 
since the essence of the play was nothing more 
than four people putting forward a philo
sophical argument which consequently de
nied it any sense of dramatic form. It is 
fair to say that the play is almost impossible 
to stage anyway and it is therefore not 
surprising that the audience were dis
appointed. The set it~elf wa'l misleading, for 
while it was supposed to p )rtray the p:>verty 
of a mother and daughter who were deter
mined to be materialistically successful, 
the stage was lavi>hly furnished. 

The idea of a philosophical essay in 
theatre form produced a negative result. 
Though the cast made brave attempt to 
dramatise the undramatisable, they found 
that Camus did not lend himself to this. Let us 
hope that for something more dramatically 
feasible next year. 

A.]. D. Pralle and 
l\L N. B. Thompmn 

A Mediaeval Mystery of the Nativity in 
Longburton Church 

Apart from the granite hard and 
smouldering hot pews, this was wonderful. 
After the frivolity and cynicism of 'Oh What 
a Lovely \Var' the night before, the sim
plicity and the plain sincerity of this was a 
great softener and calmer. The verse in 
which the entire play was spoken, was 
beautifully humble. Its almost too regular 
lilt and rhyme, which could have so easily 
degenerated into the ridiculous, was said 
with a clearness, unpunctuated by flowery 
changes in tone of voice, while the characters 
portrayed seemed so natural to the people 
who played them: the Shepherds were 
suitably rural and Dorset; Caspar was the 
local squire; Simeon was the vicar, while the 
Virgin Mary was effortlessly pure both in 
voice and looks. At the same time it in
cluded a very strong sort of festivity which 
was enhanced by the carols the choir sung 
between scenes. Altogether it was a perfect 
cleanser at the end of a long and dusty term. 
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With the top floor of the Old Music 
School reborn as a highly sophisticated 
recital room/picture gallery with spotlights 
that dim seductively when you want them to, 
and a trendy psychedelic lino floor, it is 
natural that it should be used as much as 
possible, at the first possible opportunity. Mr. 
Judge in fact is and has been eager that this 
should happen and has arranged that it 
should be used for a peculiarly opulent 
Interpretes meeting next term and also for a 
joint exhibition and entertainment featuring 
himself, Mr. Baker and Mr. Niven in the 
summer, not to mention all the other glitter
ing spectacles not yet conceived. This term 
has seen a fitting prologue to the extrava
gance of what is to come with the music club's 
open concert 'Music at the court of Frederick 
the Great' and two art exhibitions which in 
the bad old days would have been relegated 
to the ignominy and obscurity of the tuckshop 
television room. 

The second of these two was the one in 
question and, like the first, was opened with 
a lavish party where the wine flowed like 
water and the Ritz crackers were demolished 
in their hundreds. Amongst all this were the 
exhibits themselves, all interesting and skill
fully executed. \Vhether it was an exhibit or 
not, someone said 'Come in darling' as if I 
was wearing Hi Karate in large quantities, 
which was very flattering until I discovered it 
had happened to every Tom, Dick and 
Harry who had cropped up. Above the 
discreetly positioned collection box was the 
first exhibit, a selection of drawings by 
Harry Montresorwhichshowed his character
istic precision and good draughtsmanship. 

21 

Especially engaging was the one of a coffee 
jug where the transparency of the glass and 
the lustre of the chrome fittings were repro
duced in perfection. Then followed a series 
of relief abstract compositions which con
trasted the bold definition of the colours used, 
with the delicacy of the relief. 

To reach the other half of the room 
one had to pass through the next exhibit 
which was a door. 'A door', it was explained, 
'is more than something to look at; it changes 
into something that one can use and listen 
to. As the visitor passes through it, he be
comes part of the work and so the art object 
is substituted for a theatrical happening.' 

Though I cannot profess to be an expert 
on doors, this one was certainly convincing. 

Jeremy Brice's works were the other 
side. Some were both ingenious and amusing: 
Examination, for instance, consisted of a 
series of extremely badly executed English 
language 'O' level papers forming one half, 
while the other half contained three or four 
obscene rubber gloves holding pens. Others 
were of course more serious and had to be 
rated above the plain entertaining. Notable 
among these was 'Repetition of Ingres' in a 
medium of Silk screen and oils, or the 
\Varhol-esque representation of a Kleenex 
packet. For the most part his models were 
everyday objects and perhaps the Study 
Assemblage, the final exhibit, was the most 
blatant example of the concept that 'every
day objects can be seen in art as aesthetic'. 
Certainly anyway it was entirely natural, 
so natural in fact that there was no surprise 
at all at finding an unmade bed in the middle 
of the Music School. 

\Vhen I moved to Dorset from Windsor 
years ago, I discovered among the many 
advantages of living in a rural environment 
one considerable disadvantage and that was 
not being able to get to the London galleries 
and exhibitions so easily. Let me hasten to 
add however that I appreciate that we in 
Sherborne are indeed fortunate that there is 
certainly no paucity of activities for the 
nourishment of our cultural needs. i\lusical, 
artistic, literary and dramatic events appear 
on almost every page of the calendar and in 
fact too frequently overlap. It was no sur
prise therefore that heads were put together 
to create the splendidly decorated and lighted 
recital room which housed the first exhibition 
of art there in November. The exhibition 
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which contained paintings and prints exe
cuted during the last fifty years by well 
known artists, showed by the variety of work 
how much two dimensional art has changed 
over this period: The contrast, for instance, 
between the small studied landscape by 
Carol Weight, so typical ofa style of painting 
prevalent in the thirties, and the sharp bright 
images of Patrick Caulfield's screen prints. 
Among the pictures on show, I particularly 
liked the naivete of design and simplicity of 
technique of Bryan Pearce's church interior; 
and the predominantly ultramarine blue sea
scape of Colquhoun which although not 
intended to be realistic, evoked a strong 
feeling of the power and beauty of the sea. 
Gerald Kelly's oriental girl revealed his 
ability as a draughtsman which showed 
through clearly in the sensitivity ofline. This 
portrait also indicated an understanding of 
tonal values. This incidentally is one of a 
series Kelly painted after visiting the Far 
East. From comments overheard, I gathered 
opinions varied enormously, which is of 
course the reaction expected. The important 
thing is that the exhibition fulfilled at least 
one of its purposes in addition to the purely 
social, in that it caused a reaction and stimu
lated discussion. 

The· Local Art Club's annual show in 
Long Street also held recently was attended 
by many people of the school. The quality of 
work was high for a small country town 
although perhaps this is not surprising when 
it is considered that Sherborne contains a 
number of competent artists who helped to 
elevate the exhibition from a purely amateur 
status. 

E.B. 

Art Society 
The new society moved into its third 

term with an enlightening and sometimes 
humorous discussion on antiques by Mr. D. 
Oldham. The paper was a very personally 
orientated one, discussing the definition of 
antiques together with some rather challeng
ing advice on various aspects of assessing and 
collecting. Mr. Oldham added to this 
informative venture by bringing with him 
several pieces from his ever growing collection. 

The other paper worth mention was 
another informative lecture on Graphic 
Design by Mr. Frank Turland, head of 
Graphic Design at Bournemouth College of 
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Art. It is worth noting that Mr. Turland 
was resp'.lnsible for the coats of arms on the 
roll of honour in the antechapel. The lecture 
dealt with the many problems confronting 
a designer and he spoke of the success of 
visual communication in advertising. He 
produced as well a number of slides and 
specimens of his work, as examples. 

One of the most memorable exhibitions 
visited by the society this term was the 
'British Painting '74' exhibition at the Hay
ward Gallery. It was organised by Andrew 
Terge, painter and critic, and included more 
than a hundred artists who had entered one 
or two painting3 each, most of which had 
been painted in the last few years. It 
exemplified current trends in contemporary 
painting. 

The 'Picasso to Lichtenstein' exhibition 
at the Tate gallery brought together more 
than two hundred works by seventy one 
artists which form the remarkable collection 
of the German state of Nordrhein-\-Vestfalen. 
This included works by Kandinsky, Matisse 
and Warhol. 

Derek Whittaker 
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As Preparation 
There should be some connection 

between the years spent a5 a Shirburnian and 
life subsequently. In my ca~e this connectii:n 
is not obvious. Distinguished as a boy m 
Harper House, neither at games nor in 
scholarship, my achievements in the School 
records are minimal. The item 'vi' cloaks a 
method of avoiding the competition of form 
life by entering the Lower Army Class at 15 
and being moved from that haven of rest 
and obscurity to the Upper Army Class. 
There the time wa5 spent preparing (or 
cramming) for the Civil Service Exam to 
enter the Armed Forces. 

The Headmaster had prepared my 
parents for failure to gain any of the eight 
places offered for the ?\avy by announcing 
that the standard for the Navy wa5 com
parable to that of a University scholarship. 
But the skill ofl\Ir. Ben Davis rather than my 
own efforts won the day; there started a not 
unsuccessful naval career which ended two 
years ago. How did Sherborne prepare me 
for life? 

Learning. The grounding must have 
been good and the relaxed atmosphere of the 
Army Cla5ses, where for the most part 

SHERBORNE ... 

everyone worked or idled on their own 
taught me to do jmt that. Subsequently, 
with the motivation for success in the Navy 
I found it easy to work on my own. 

Community Living. Life at Sherborne was 
more tough and less just than it is now. In 
the Navy as a Midshipman it was tough 
enough but more just. I would not advocate 
toughness on that account but an insistance 
on conformity to sensible community rules 
was valuable to me. Games as part of that 
life had an exaggerated importance and I did 
not shine. But the ability to make one in a 
ship's side where the players varied between 
Internationals and house league standard was 
valuable. I envy the present generation in the 
wide range of interests available to them. 

The Christian Faith. This wa5 presented 
each morning in Chapel and two or three 
times on Sundays. There was total accept
ance of this with total ignorance, on my 
part, of its relevance to life. Of the three 
Chaplains, one was a Housema5ter, forceful 
and much respected. Of the other two, one 
wa5 deaf and irrelevant, the other wa5 old 
(no older than I am now) and usually lost 
the thread, if one existed, in his sermons. 
Divinity was taught for examination not for 
education. In retrospect I believe that the 
Christian teaching and worship at Sher borne 
bid fair to inoculate me against catching a 



more vital faith. It was not until I went to 
sea and met an officer who was prepared to 
witness to his faith that I began to learn of 
the reality of a belief in Christ. I think that 
perhaps I see in Sherborne's C of E con
formity but lack ofreality the Schools greatest 
shortcoming at that time. 

We were conformists. Content to accept 
what was handed to us and unconcerned for 
the future since the continuance of the 
British Empire and way of life seemed 
secure. We asked little of Sherborne and 
probably got more than we realised. 

You live in less certain but more realistic 
times. You rightly question everything for 
its value and relevance to what you hope may 
be your future. 

Age cannot resist the urge to advise. So 
then be wise in your hope and ambition for 
your future. Do not dazzled by ambition to 
wealth or rank or eminence but seek to 
prepare yourselves to serve God first and 
thus your fellowmen as a consequence. And 
the present Sherborne can help you. 

What will you write in, say, A.D.2020? 
H.R.L. 

An Impression 
Mr. Chandler, a new history master 

frcm the States, was kind enough to let me 
interview him upon his first impression of 
our school. 

It seems that one of the most surprising 
features of our school as seen from his point 
of view, is the lack of communication between 
boys of different houses and the fact that they 
would swear allegiance to their house rather 
than to the school. It might be that central 
feeding will save us from this unnatural 
suppression of school spirit. 

I had heard that examinations of the 
nature of our '0' and 'A' levels are not used 
in the States and was eager to find out why, 
and how this affected the student's work. It 
seems that at his last school they thought it 
unfair to judge a boy's ability on a single 
test as it only entails a couple of nights' solid 
revision beforehand to produce the desired 
result-and then half an hour after the exam 
he has already started to forget all that he 
had learnt. He considered 'O'and 'A' levels 
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negative rather than positive in testing a 
boy's ability. But seemingly he has resigned 
himself to the fact that they exist and accepts 
them as a Damoclean sword to his teaching, 
restricting the educational value of the history 
course. 

Trying not to become involved in an 
educational debate, I asked him whether he 
considered this school to be sports orientated. 
In reply to this, he stated that his school, 
when he was there, was considered sports 
orientated and began to describe the sports 
facilities available there: 

'Two indoor ice hockey rinks with seat-

ing capacity for r 500, 4 full size basket-ball 
courts to seat 5000, an eight lane swimming 
pool, r 2 squash courts, two exhibition courts 
to seat 150 each, weight rooms, two indoor 
running tracks, a wrestling room, thirty 
tennis courts, a stadium to seat four thousand, 
sixteen soccer fields, eight American football 
fields .... But as we had so many different 
sports, the emphasis was not so apparent. It 
is really the attitude that people take to 
sports that counts. As long as Sherborne 
rugby remains subsidiary to the academic 
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side, I do not think it can harm the school. 
In fact at the moment it is a good institution 
inasmuch as it provides a link for old boys 
which the academic side fails to provide. 
This is sad, since I believe that with effort it 
is possible to bring about the same comrade
ship in the classroom that is generated on the 
rugby pitch, where the form and master can 
work as a team.' 

I was interested to know what he 
thought of our academic standard with 
respect to that of the States. I am pleased to 
say that he was impressed both with the 
ability and aims of the people he taught. He 
said that he had found a great willingness to 
work and that he would try to make use of 
this asset to the full. This led onto something 
which I had thought for many years but had 
not heard from any actual master-that is, 
that a master should be employed by a 
school for his ability to communicate with the 
pupils as well as his academic qualifications. 

Coeducation-it had to be brought up. 
He found the lack of communication between 
the boys and girls schools the most alien 
aspect of Sherborne to him. To have two 
schools within a stone's throw of each other, 
each with facilities of their own, each with 
masters and mistresses of their own was 
unfortunate when they could be combined 
to produce a better and more plausible 
arrangement in these troubled times. :Maybe 
-and we can only hope-the cloud of 
inflation will have a silver lining and will 
force the two schools together. 

l\Iike Beadel 

Its Women 
'Good luck', 'Will you be the only girl?' 

'How d'you think you'll like it ?'-these were 
the phrases that seemed to echo in my mind 
as I approached Sherborne. 1'.Iine was to be 
a unique experience-one girl among so 
many boys, and the first in four hundred 
years of the school's tremendous history. I 
knew I was priviliged, but, somehow, this 
new and exciting experience overawed me. 

I was born in the Channel Islands and 
until now had lived in a small, and close
knit community. I had visited Sherborne on 
various occasions, and so knew the town and 
Abbey well. I find Sherborne has an atmos-

phere of its own-an almost magical atmos
phere at times. 

I had been fortunate in my previous 
education, but the scope and breadth of a 
school such as Sherborne seemed to be so 
wide and mature. Although here to take the 
Oxbridge Entrance, I was to get a lot more 
out of the term than just studies-society 
meetings, theatre visits, a better knowledge 
of rugger, and an impressive insight into the 
life of a boys' Public School which, I feel, 
has been an education in itself. 

My time at Sherborne is shortly to come 
to an end-it has been a happy, enjoyable, 
and most memorable stay. I feel priviledged 
at breaking the School's four hundred year 
old tradition by being the first girl-it 
would be interesting, I am sure, to learn what 
King Edward VI would say if he were to 
know. I hope that others will follow in my 
footsteps, and enjoy the enormous oppor
tunities that Sherborne offers. 

Theresa Bound. 

'\Vhat are you going to Sherborne for?' 
asked the man in uniform, whilst I stood 
somewhat forlorn under the newly painted 
sign for E.E.C. members. 

'To teach German at Sherborne School' 
was my proud reply, as I felt fully convinced 
in the noble cause of my mission. 

'Never 'eard of the place.' He muttered 
and supplied me with the official stamp for 
my entry into the United Kingdom. 

Slightly disheartened by this lack of 
geographical information, I made my way 
far down into the depths of the Dorset Hills 
and dales determined to find this clear 
'Born', this spouting spring somewhere. 

On reaching the age-worn fortress-like 
walls of the school which must loom omin
ously in many a schoolboy's dream, my 
vision of a refreshing evergreen oasis became 
somewhat blurred and for a moment I longed 
to be back in my previous school in Germany, 
with its sunlit spacious classrooms and sur
rounding 'Schwarzwald-Tannenduft'. 

Luckily I was left little time to gaze in 
bewilderment and awe at the buildings so 
untouched by centuries, for I had to present 
myself at the 'Modern Languages' block: 



two doors were flung open simultaneously 
and two expectant looking male colleagues 
carried out a hasty inspection, registered me 
under the 'Female member of staff' category 
and gave one last nostalgic sigh: 'Farewell 
six hundred years of tradition-now vanish
ing forever .. .' 

Had they exchanged glances of approval 
or conspiracy? I was left to ponder about it 
over a strong cup of tea. 

In the course of one and a half years I 
have had plenty of time to ponder and re
consider: the forbidding walls are actually 
inhabited; the laughter, the music and 
conversation echoing from them show that 
its inhabitants are enjoying life-or at least 
participating in it. The various number of 
societies, plays and concerts leave ample 
scope for individual interests and thus provide 
a never-ending, stimulating spring for those 
in search of it. 

The masters who very bravely adapted 
themselves to an abrupt breach of tradition 
have eagerly let me into the secret of why and 
how to 'tackle' and enlightened me on the 
importance of having a first fifteen. 

To walk across the courts in the late 
evening under the soft light from the study 
windows puts me into a different world 
altogether, one of peace and quiet where the 
student can sit over his books undisturbed by 
the bustle of modern life, sheltered and 
watched over by the calm dignity of the 
beautiful abbey. 

Sherborne School is a place that grows 
dear to one who appreciates it-and that is 
certainly what I came to do. 

Ursula Dedek 

Oh, what a gay dayl' 
Knock, knock, 'Come in, come in' 
Over the hubbub of the din 
I cry, awondering who's there 
Is it a master about a boy's hair? 
A tourist who has lost his way 
And up the stairs did hap' to stray! 
Or perhaps His Royal Highness strides 
To feast his eyes on the 'Bartered Bride'! 
No one knows what the day will bring
The telephone will ring and ring 
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Enquire the people who want to know. 
Busy typewriters humming away 
Answering letters of the day, 
And circulars go round and round 
The 'Who's Who' of what runs aground! 
(And to this add to make it three 
Kelly's and Crockford's Diction-aries !) 
Come sun, come wind, come rain, come snow 
Over the Courts, scurrying they go
Masters with their gowns aflying, 
Boys so busy, Oxbridge trying. 
Parents sitting in the Conference Room 
Waiting to hear their young son's doom, 
And in the office sipping her tea-
ls ME-the Headmaster's Secretary ... 

'May I please ... ', or 'what time is the show?' 
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It was with great surprise that, one day, 
I received a lengthy letter from the then 
Head of the Modern Languages Department 
asking me, a woman, to come and teach at 
Sherborne, a Boys' school. It certainly 
aroused a lot of teasing-and also jealousy
from my friends, which decided me even 
more to accept the job and come to face the 
wolves. 

Yet when I arrived, my first impression 
was that I was the wolf. I cannot quite forget 
my first lunch in a house when, as I walked 
into the dining-hall, about seventy pairs of 
eyes stared at me as though I were the 
monster from outer space just landed in 
Sherborne. But this curiosity soon dis
appeared and I was left facing what is 
probably the most difficult problem for any 
woman teaching at a boys' Public School: 
games. Some boys were very surprised that 
the answer to the question: 'Do you play 
rugger?' was a very definite 'No!' After 
all, my various predecessors used to play, why 
not me? 

Then the difficulty in a world ruled by 
games for someone who has never played 
anything and does not even know the rules, 
is to find a subject for conversation either at 
lunch with boys or in the Common Room 
with masters. :My answer was to start 
cookery classes. There I was standing on my 
own ground (and on Mr. Knott's in Abbey 
House kitchen) and this will be one of my 
happiest memories from the school, since so 
many boys were not only interested but 
turned out to be excellent cooks. The future 
of restaurants in England is indeed very 
bright in the years to come. 

l\Iy stay in Sherborne has been then a 
very pleasant one. There are of coune a few 
moments I look back on with mixed feelings, 
like hearing myself called mummy, in class, 
by a third former. I never thought I looked 
that old yet. This was however set to right by 
a strong plea from members of one Upper 
6th to join the Young Liberals, which did my 
ego a lot of good. After all I was right to 
come to Sherborne. 

Francoise Cheminaud 

and Careers 

As the years fly by from one's birth, 
ambitions change as quickly as size of shoe: 
at five years people usually want to be 
engine drivers; at ten they have matured 
to the Royal l\Iarine Commando stage and 
at twelve almost everyone, when they have 
finally realised the significance of their 
father's oaths over his bank statement at 
the end of the month, becomes intensely 
practical and mercenary. \Vhen eventually 
they reach Sherborne (Assuming r/ that they 
intended to come to Sherborne in the first 
place, 2/ that they have not succumbed to the 
pure romanticism of their very first ambition 
and eloped for an apprenticeship at the 
British Rail training depot in Clapham) 
they are still in the practical stage. A good 
many of course stay like that with a worldly 
and determined sensibility. l\Iany more on 
the other hand revert to romanticism, which 
both improves the general image of mag
nanimity and irritates the housemaster. 



One case study, for instance, who ad it
tedly is not entirely representative of he 
romantic category, has several ambitions all 
at once, all of which without exception re 
inaccessible. He writhes regularly on he 
Indian carpet on his study floor professing his 
innate desire to become a Glitter-e3 
teenage idol. He pirhouettes more t 
once every day and walks with exaggerat 
splayed feet in a poor imitation of Ma 
Fonteyn. And if he takes the cloth he 
be appointed a bishop straight away bee se 
he likes the gear. 

On the other hand the more executiv m 
appearance turn out to be determin ly 
unconventional. These are the upper si th 
formers who wear tinted spectacles and n 
shirts of a subtle pink and emit Old Spic 
they wave their arms about. Usually th se, 
though genial and moderately intelligent, re 
extremely effeminate and are suitably re
solved to become jewellery designers or, 
failing that, unisex hairstylists. 

Most numerous of all of course are t 
who have no idea at all as to what they ust 
do in the world outside and palm the ho se
master off with a convincing story abo t a 
childhood longing to take up a position s a 
supermarket manager to keep him qu et. 
Least numerous, in contrast, are those ho 
are convinced that they must do nothin at 
all. These are very select and are fut re 
members of that well-known twent' th 
century sect who exist as perpetual stud 
until they can start drawing their old 
pension. They will try to be seen always ith 
at least one (preferably several) slim volu es 
of Eastern Verse in translation (Peng in 
Classics) and have long pustular fa es. 
Though disillusioned with contempor ry 
bourgeois society as a whole, they will, t ey 
say, retain a vision of intense humanity nd 
plumb the depths of their eternal self, w ich 
is all very admirable but one would h ve 
imagined that there is plenty of time for 
eccentric hobbies like that at the weeke ds. 
The housemaster invariably tries to fo et 
these and devote his fatherly instincts to 
nurturing the ambitions of the conscienti us 
souls who put their names down for in er
views with General Hardcore of the A y 
Careers service when they know very ell 
that they have no intention of going into he 
army at all. These people always k 

THE SHIRBURNIAN 

everything and usually make the unfortunate 
General Hardcore blush with embarrassing 
questions about radar networks and socio
logical militarism. 

The best of all though are the perfect 
ones who are very expert at biology and have 
convenient ambitions to be Harley Street 
omphlologists-and will be of course; or the 
malodorous mathematician who has in
stinctively made up his mind to be a civil 
engineer; or the lower sixth formers who 
smell strongly of manure and have cherished 
the desire to be veterinary surgeons ever 
since they were licked by the family tapir in 
their prams. All these must be patted on the 
head several times a week to prevent them 
lapsing into romanticism and those who are 
romantic already should, for their own good, 
be patted much harder so that they may be 
jolted into realism. And if there are any 
objections they must be immediately packed 
off to Australia and summarily disowned. 

Christopher Homfray 

Harry Montresor 
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The Body Politic 

Sherborne is very staunchly Conservative, 
as a town and as a school. As a town possibly 
because it has a large proportion of retired 
'county' or business people, and as a school 
because its members think little of such a 
sordid topic as politics, and when they do 
they find it convenient to profess being 
Conservative because, since their parents are 
Conservative, they know what it is all about. 
Few have bothered to think of the two 
alternatives, and being Conservative obviates 
the necessity of thinking beyond self interest. 

The most vociferous group, the Liberals, 
because they make so much noise, give the 
impression that there are twice as many of 
them as appear when counted. They are an 
extremely devoted group who are delighted 
that two members of the staff are both 
Liberal and on the local Council. Their 
bland enthusiasm often lets them get carried 
away, and, because of their fanaticism often 
secure more converts to the other parties than 
vice versa. They relish trying to catch 
local MPs out at question time after lectures, 
but have not met with a great deal of success. 

Perhaps one wouldn't mind so much if they 
didn't call themselves 'Young Liberals', and 
take a very revolutionary and un-party line 
on most issues, and frequently debate the 
meaning of the word 'liberal' in Russian 
History lessons, with one of the afore
mentioned mentors. To achieve success this 
group must control their dynamism which is 
very frightening to outsiders, and embarrass
ing to insiders. 

By hiding in murky corners in places 
like The House of Steps the collector of that 
rare species scholapublica socialistarius will meet 
with some success. This group meet over 
coffee and diligently discuss the virtues of 
the 'New Statesman', and the problems of 
the Labour Party having an annoying left 
wing which would have been little problem 
if only the 1963 Peerage Act hadn't got 
through. Their approach is methodical, 
and reasonable. It is self-questioning. It 
has interesting answers. This group are 
fragmentary and rather quiet, with pockets 
of devotion arising in unlikely places around 



the school. They try to reconcile the m ral 
problems of both Socialism and Conservati m, 
and are working to a new policy. 

The 'True Blue' abounds in Sherbo ·ne 
School, being closely connected with he 
Volvo-owning classes. Why are there so 
many? Possibly this volume is the resul of 
not wanting to face a reduction in liv ng 
standards, well, at least not until the T C
inspired Communist revolution comes ab ut. 
This volume of flaccid adoration for he 
Status Quo means that the polit cal 
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<Jtmosphere at Sherborne is, on the whole, 
unthinking, uninspiring and uneventful. It 
seems that this has always been the case: 
hence the small number of Shirburnians who 
have become :MPs. 

The Gothic Palace of Westminster looks 
like continuing to exist without hordes of 
O.S's within its walls, and as it is possible 
you have been told, it is amazing democracy 
has survived without them. 

John Hubbard 

A Prosp ctive Shirburnian 

~.· 

'I must grow u before the Government 
abolishes Sherbo ne and the Outside vVorld' 
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The Finale of 'The Sherbo me Story' 

That 'Prince of thriller writers', Denis 
\'\lheatley with his characteristic feel for the 
romantic and intensely historical, sent his 
most eminent of non-horrific brain children 
to Sherborne. This was Roger Brooke 
destined to become swordsman and lady
killer extraordinaire, secret agent by appoint
ment of his majesty King George. In fact 
we find him in the very first pages of the 
very first volume of a long series, giving a 
pair of college blackguards a bit of what-for 
outside the lavatories in the cloisters. This of 
course is a good sign and he is expert at 
French (as well as everything else) which 
makes him entirely heroic. Before he 
leaves a few pages later, he is given a pep 
talk to prepare him for the world that lies 
beyond the first chapter. His housemaster 
has eye3 that twinkle, like all housemasters' 
eyes, and also wicked thoughts about what 
Roger does in the holidays and how he must 
make the hearts of the chambermaids go 
pitter-patter. In fact the man, though of the 
cloth, bears no resemblance to the poker 
faced Sherborne housemaster of old. On the 
contrary, he is extremely naughty. 

A more informed and less cursorary view 
of Sherborne in a thriller comes from John 
Le Carre O.S. whose latest book has been 
in the Sunday Times best seller list for too 
long. The book in question however is A 
Murder o.f Quality where Sherborne becomes 
Carne 'founded by obscure monks, endowed 

And 
Literature 

by a sickly boy king, and dragged from 
oblivion by a Victorian bully ... '. It is of 
course cynical because it is not fashionable 
to ooze about the public school. On the 
other hand that does not prevent it from 
being exciting; or at least stimulating: 
Stella Rode, the 'bit plebby' wife of an 
equally ill bred master is murdered terribly, 
after being struck fifteen or twenty times 
with a piece of piping. The scene of crime 
can be identified as Hyle House and the 
murderer-I will not give it away-was 
wearing size ten and a half \ Vellington 
boots. Read on. 

The Scene of the Crime 



Perhaps it would be irrelevant, while 
we are on the subject of murder, to mention 
the true life best selling autobiographyi of 
J. D. Casswell Q.C. Only Fiz:e were Han ed, 
two of whose sons came to Sherborne and ne 
of whose cases described in the book was 
connected closely with the school. This was 
what was called, in press circles of course, the 
'Best Friend' murder when the school tennis 
coach confessed to having strangled his 
closest friend in a tragic loss of control. 

Yet that is not entirely literature ad
mittedly and is too ominous to dwell upon. 
On a supremely literate note however and a 
lighter one at that was the clash between the 
school and one of Charles Dickens' closest 
literary friends. The famous author, in fact 
stayed with the friend in question, a notable 
actor called Macready, often at his home in 
Sherborne and there conceived, we are told, 
two names for characters in his novels. How
ever it was only Macready who dealt with 
the school-he sent his two sons here. Being 
arty and a champion of the popular cause (as 
well as having a quick eye for a discount), he 
dug up a clause of the school charter that 
provided for the 'gratuitous' instruction of 
the sons of townsfolk and acted upon it. Dr. 
Harper, the headmaster at the time, con
tinued a heated battle with the man through 
the post for several months until eventually 
he brought everything to an end with an 
extremely subtle and crushing reinterpreta
tion of the word 'gratuitous': one day after 
prayers he dismissed everyone to their various 
lessons except the two Macready boys. 

'For' he declared, 'I am bound by the 
charter to teach them nothing; but I am 
bound only to teach them Latin Grammar. 
You Macready boys, sit in this corner of the 
schoolroom with your Latin Grammars and 
go on learning until someone comes to hear 
you.' 

That was an accomplished snub for 
literary circles. No doubt Macready rushed 
off with his tail between his legs to ask his 
influential friend to knock up a quick searing 
indictment of the Sherborne social injustice 
scene. Unfortunately Dickens would have 
been above that sort of thing. V. C. Clinton
Baddeley on the other hand would have 
nothing to do with smutty cynicism at all 
when he wrote his opulent and colourful 
pageant The Sherborne Story for the school's 
quatercentenary celebrations, at the request 
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of Mr. Wallace, the headmaster of the time. 
It is true there is a demon-the evil genius
but he is hustled up the chapel steps and 
thrown over the parapet before he can do any 
more harm. In fact it is all good stirring 
stuff as John, an inordinately timid new boy 
is ushered through a dramatic history of the 
school and buttered up and threatened by the 
good and evil genii respectively. I include the 
stage direction for the grand finale: 

'A fanfare sounds close and loud. From 
the drive entrance enter Edward VI-a 
young boy dressed in full regalia, a coronet 
on his head and a train held by several fine 
pages. Heralds with tabards accompany him. 
The company breaks into the Carmen'. And 
this was all, as you have probably understood, 
intended to be performed in the courts with 
much splendour. 

James Rhoades, though primarily 
famous as a poet and a much loved one at 
that, also wrote plays and one of them, Dux 
Redux even brought Sherborne into the lime
light. This play had been written especially 
for the masters' entertainment of 1886, to be 
performed in the Digby Assembly Rooms. 
However it was such a fine piece of work that 
it was transferred to the West End-for one 
night at the Novelty Theatre. The play 
itself is about the dramas and tangles in a 
forest in the obscure middle European 
kingdom of Schlafenstein where the wood
cutters take industrial action and picket the 
forest for the usual indeterminate reasons. 
The management wins of course-the Prince, 
that is-and everyone gets married at the 
end like they should. 

To consider all the literary men the 
school has produced would occupy a lot of 
expensive paper, time, and would appear to 
be showing off. There are lots that should be 
mentioned, C. Day Lewis in particular, the 
late Poet Laureate. He sums up his youth, 
his time at Sherborne like this: 

Our youth time passes down a colonnade 
Shafted with alternating light and shade. 
All's dark or dazzle there. Half is a dream 
Rapturously we move, yet half afraid 
Never to wake. 

The article however is more concerned 
with the school's claims to be connected with 
literature in a more conspicuous way than 
simply having reared a literary genius or two. 
There are endless autobiographies then that 
would fit in admirably were there more 
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space: those of John and Littleton Powys 
are the ones which spring to mind im
mediately: Littleton described his only 
enjoyment at Sherborne as sitting in the 
Upper Library. More exotic is that of Sir 
Randle Holme who always professed to be 
the last person alive to have seen slaves still in 
captivity in Brazil. He was in fact an editor 
of the Shirburnian and, like all editors filled 
the pages with his own masterpieces, like the 
poem Yearnings which begins: 
Come all ye deities of Latin Prose! 
Come, all ye powers of Difficult Translation! 
Behold in me a victim to your throes ... ' 

He was the hero, at school, of Arthur 
Waugh, the father of Alec and Evelyn. But 
the former is another story altogether. 

Charles Mills 

And Nature 

\'\'hat could be a more genuine contact 
with the outside world than a steady relation
ship with nature? Of course it is perfectly 
true that pupils have given up wearing lice 
in their hair which in principle is inexcusably 
hostile to our furry friends, but every cloud 
has a silver lining. For as the lice depart our 
scalps, the fleas our garments and the rats our 
tuck so our sympathy with them and even 
their dubious habits grows. 

Doves now breed merrily all over the 
school after the recent re-erection of their 
hostel on the School House Lawn. And 
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though it is true that many of the more 
mongrel specimens are quietly introduced 
into pies and suchlike, this in fact shows a 
genuine desire to cultivate a master race of 
pigeons. 

However the pigeons will never oust out 
the House Martens who in Spring and 
Summer, flit from buttress to buttress and 
build their nests among the arches. Their 
life is at perfect harmony with ours. 

Of course most people, when they think 
of bird lovers, ornithologists, imagine an 
elderly colonel in his galoshes gazing across 
half a mile of mud at a bird called a wader, 
while an osprey, preferably, sweeps over his 
tweed cap. That is naturally misguided. In 
fact there are a quarter of a million bird 
watchers in England, a number that is ever 
increasing-in the school as well. For not 
only is it a hobby that can be pursued almost 
anywhere, but it is dangerously easy to 
become fanatically involved in it. 

At Sherborne we are fortunate since 
there are a fair number of birds and it is only 
a short walk to find them. Sherborne Lake 
is undoubtedly the best place in the 
immediate vicinity, where there is a wide 
variety of duck, reed-bed birds and others if 
you look for them. But of course there are 
many other less exotic haunts-the Yeo, the 
fields about the town, any woods at all. 

About three times a year Sherborne 
ornithologists go farther afield. This term 
they went to Portland, to the Perrot Estuary 
where they just missed some ·white-Fronted 
Geese, and Poole Harbour, where they saw a 
lot of duck. If on the other hand birds do not 
appeal there are numerous opportunities to 
commune with nature in other ways and 
here we shall specifically not mention the 
things the Biology Department do with 
Gerbils and frozen rats. 

Holway \Vood is the place where much 
communing takes place, together with a 
certain amount of hard work. Here Shir
burnians may both satisfy their unbridled 
passions and come to nature's aid. Dutch 
Elm disease has struck the place, as it has 
most of England. The only solution is to 
chop down the diseased trees. This stops the 
disease spreading and also clears parts of the 
wood so that new shoots may sprout up, 
while clearing around young trees helps them 
to grow with a new vigour. 
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It is in Holway Wood too that the badgers 
are watched (see The Shirburnian February, 
1974) and many divers biological investiga
tions are continued, all with a sympathy, if 
scientific, with our organic colleagues. 

If anyone should wish to take part in 
work at Holway Wood or go on an expedition, 
they should see Mr. Lloyd who will organise 
anything from deerstalking to trespassing. 
There is a meeting at the beginning of each 
term to which anyone can come and propose 
what they want. 

From reports by David Murdoch 
and R. A. Sandys-Renton 

Looking Back 
John Le Mesurier 

My reminiscences regarding Sherborne 
are not desperatly happy ones but I managed 
to escape from the place and I had a small 
talent for cricket: I still love the game and 
particularly the sound of it. As regards 
rugby for which the school was more famous, 
I disliked it heartily. You see, one stood a 
considerable chance of getting hurt which I 
did not fancy. But at least we did not 
embrace each other when a try was scored or 
spit in someones eye when a marvellous 
moment having begun ended in disaster. 

I have happy memories of the place 
itself, the Abbey, the buildings, the town itself 
and Pack Monday Fair, creeping out of my 
dormitory to attend this and being whacked 
on my return to my house by the master in 
charge. 

I can remember that most of the masters 
were like overgrown schoolboys and seemed 
to know little of life as it is lived. 

The place however remains vividly in 
my memory and I still wake up in the morn
ings sometimes sweating with the thought of 
having to go back there! 

They were not the 'best years of my life', 
but I shall certainly remember them. I am 
not ungrateful to my parents for sending me 
there. 
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Societies 

Whitehead Society 

The society over the past year was well 
supported by the girls school as well as by 
members of the school. There was a variety of 
topics and speakers, covering a large area of 
Mathematics. 

The first meeting of the Michaelmas 
term 1973 was given by M. J. Park on 'Ele
mentary Particles' which wm preceded by a 
short account of Whitehead's early life and 
philosophies by Father Feldt, an American 
Jesuit priest. The next talk, by Dr. J. 
Hammersley of Oxford University, gave some 
insight in to the university mathematical 
scene. .M.J.H. ended the term's meetings 
with a talk on Stirling's Approximation, a 
subject familiar to all upper school mathe
maticians. 

The first meeting of the spring term was 
held at the Girls' school, when Mr. L. Aleeson 
gave a talk on approximations using vector 
methods. Somewhat to the audience's sur
prise, they were asked to participate in 
certain examples. Returning to our own 
school, David Tyrrell then presented an 
u1msual paper on mathematics in the 
composition of music at the Music School. 
The M.A.A.S.A. contest formed the final 
meeting, on which all Upper sixth and some 
Lower sixth mathematicians compiled their 
entries. Unfortunately only one person, 
D. Tyrrell, qualified for the 2nd round. 
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In the summer there was only one 
meeting for obvious reasons, when D.S.S. 
gave, appropriately, a paper on Higher 
Arithmetic. The talk mainly consisted of 
examples using prime numbers. 

The first meeting of the Michaelmas 
term 1974 was given by the secretary on 
continued fractions. Not many members of 
the audience knew what continued fractions 
were and I understand (from informed 
sources) that they still don't. The next meet
ing was held, again with boundless hos
pitality, at the Girls' school, when Dr. J. 
Murray talked on 'Mathematics and 
Ecology'. This fascinated the members and 
provoked a number of interesting questions 
afterwards. Last of all Mr. J. Riley of 
Exeter University lectured on statistics or 
'How much does a forty pound bag of 
bananas weigh'. It consisted of practical 
problems liberally besprinkled with propa
ganda on behalf of Exeter University. 

J. D. Punter (Hon. Sec.) 

Turing Society 

In the past twelve months we have had 
five meetings, three of which were given by 
members of the staff. Mr. Hatch gave the 
first lecture in the Lent term, talking on the 
computer procedures used at an examination 
board, dealing with the dispatch of an ade
quate number of papers to each exam centre. 
The next meeting took the form of a film 
show, two films being shown. The first film 
was more suited to the lower school, but did 
provide some amusement. The second film 
showed the creative possibility of the com
puter, by making the machine plot polar 
graphs with no less than thirty two dependent 
variables. The final result, with musical 
sound track and colour masking was very 
impressive. 

In the Michaelmas term the Society had 
three lectures. The first was given by 
Squadron Leader Farley, who gave us a brief 
insight into the way that the armed forces 
keep track of everything to do with their 
aero engines. The Squadron Leader gave 
one of the finest talks that the Society has 
heard, and it was a pity that only 50% of the 
members attended. The next talk was given 
by Mr. Smart, on the subject of processing 
exam results. His program showed a very 

35 

useful way of storing vast amounts of data in 
the machine's rather limited storage space. 
The final talk of the year was given by Mr. 
Kerr (our Bursar) who talked on the feas
ibility and desirability of putting a school 
account onto a computer. 

This second year of the Society's exis
tence saw the high standard set by the first 
years meetings well maintained. 

I. G. Hall (Hon. Sec) 

Aeromodelling 

The membership increased considerably 
at the beginning of the Michaelmas term 
and the top floor of Greenhill House now 
bursts at the seams. This rupture is at least 
in keeping with the general state of di
lapidation to be found on the lower floors. 

Up until the end of the Summer term, 
flying took place at the somewhat incon
venient venue of the Henstridge airfield. 
The place was not without a certain charm. 
With a little imagination one could see the 
\Vellington Bombers shuddering up the 
runway, impatient to be airborne. The air 
hangs heavy with ghosts. Yet time changes 
all things; spartan weeds now twist their way 
through the crumbling tarmac while cattle 
keep the grass at bay. The club has, for the 
time being, exchanged electric fences and 
cow pats for the unknown hazards of stray 
dogs and rugby posts. Flying on the games 
fields presents one with the mixed blessing of 
an audience from Lenthay road. Their 
motives are open to doubt, being members 
of the breed who watch motor racing, 
trapeze acts and bull fights; it must be an 
amalgam of admiration and thirst for 
disaster. 

The occasional pleasant afternoon has 
been spent on Cadbury Hill, flying that most 
beautiful of species, the radio controlled 
glider. ::\o stench ofnitromethane and castor 
oil; no split and bleeding fingers from the 
backlash of a nylon propeller; no uncouth 
snarl from the fuel belching 'glow plug'. 
Only the hiss of air on a wing, in tune with 
Cadbury and nature. 

There are many models in the pipe line. 
::\ext term should see our audience trebled. 

M.J.T. 



Gramophone Society 

Membership has increased phenomenally 
during the past year, thanks to Peter Wit
chell's very successful campaigning, and the 
Society now comprises over a quarter of the 
School. As a result of this influx, we can now 
afford to move to new listening quarters, 
adjacent to the Music School, with increased 
comforts and new equipment. 

For many members, the most memorable 
event near the end of last year was the trip 
to the Audio Fair in London. This was 
followed by a visit to a small restuarant, 
which seemed to provide sufficient susten
ance, liquid and solid, for the majority of 
the members to sleep throughout both the 
Berlioz concert in the evening and the 
return coach journey. 

This year's events have included the 
film of Stravinsky's 'The Soldier's Tale', the 
Viennese evening (reviewed elsewhere), the 
visit of a representative from CBS, and a 
'Humour In :Music' evening. This included 
such gems of musical wisdom as the Count 
Dracula scene from Horovitz's 'Horrortorio' 
and many other witticisms, both live and 
recorded, to tickle the musical palate. 

There have also been several meetings 
concerned with particular composers in
cluding Walton, Hindemith, and]. S. Bach 
although the music of the latter was 
played in many unusual styles, notably 
Japanese, Swingles, and even Car-Hooter 
style! To rectify the confusion caused, 
and please the purists, the evening was 
interspersed with live performances of Bach 
'proper'. 

Altogether a very fruitful year, thanks 
to the many members and guests, too numer
ous to mention, who have helped in the 
realization of the meetings ... keep up the 
good work! 

Piers Tyson 

Biology Society 

Since the last report five meetings have 
been held, sadly a small number though all 
were of considerable quality. 

The first was that on 'Horse Reproduc
tion', delivered by an O.S., N. Wingfield
Digby, who graduated from Bristol in 
veterinary science. The talk was in every way 
excellent-instructive, well prepared and 
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lavishly illustrated. Mr. Burden, a public 
analyst working for the G.L.C., then lectured 
on lead pollution. His talk was unreservedly 
critical of modern legislation and its ambigui
ties. Few realise that lead is a major soil 
pollutant, lead impurities commonly reaching 
levels as high as ten thousand parts per mil
lion in major towns, a level far in excess of 
the stipulated two ppm. It gives the proverb, 
'You eat a peck of dirt before you die,' a 
morbid inaccuracy. 

In the following, Lent, term, Mr. Nissin 
gave a highly authoritative talk on Ortho
paedics and particularly on osteo-arthritis, 
a subject upon which he is certainly well 
qualified to expound being himself respon
sible for the development of the Nissin splice 
(a deliberate bone deformation which causes 
cartilage regeneration). 

Professor Everson Pearse delivered the 
next paper, which though sparse in record
able fact, provoked much interest and 
admiration. Finally a more informal meeting 
was held on 'Drugs', in the post-Oxbridge 
period. Although of a broader natm e than 
usual, D. M. Watson-Smith's talk revealed 
encouraging results in the treatment of 
Psychosis and Schizophrenia, and sparked 
off considerable discussion. 

The proposal to follow the example of 
other more frivolous societies and hold a 
fancy dress meeting was met with expected 
disdain, in spite of the enthusiasm of one 
member who wanted to appear as an Amoeba. 
Another proposal has also been voiced, that 
an amalgamated Science society should be 
formed. However I feel, though staff sup
port for this has been considerable, that the 
Biology society must continue in its present 
capacity to fulfil the functions that a general 
society would, of necessity, neglect. 

Richard Farrer 

NOTE: Societies are requested to 
submit reports yearly. 
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BROAD OAK 
DIRTY GATE 

Signs and Placenames 

As every schoolboy knows 'Sherborne' 
means 'clear stream'. They probably also 
know that this is not an uncommon name 
and can also be spelt with a 'u'-hence those 
annoying mis-spellings on the telephone 
dials and on letters. 

Anybody who ever ventures beyond the. 
barge yard. of their house over the weekend, 
and who has ever seen signposts beyond 
Sherborne, will find many intriguing names 
of places and designs of signposts. If you 
wish to see them it is advisable to go out 
soon, before the Government in its vVisdom 
replaces all the signs as we know them with 
those reflective things encircled in blue lines 
with letters six inches high, which take all 
the fun out of rural motoring. 

If you journey out of Sherborne on the 
Bristol Road you will come to a signpost 
which is painted red-they used to hang 
people there. 

The signpost after it is always painted 
black, and the one before always plain white. 
On my travels I have not come across any 
similar posts. The Somerset County Council 
posts have a neat triangular pyramid on top 
with the letters S.C.C., and the arms are so 
designed with teeth interlocking, that people 
cannot turn them round. The Dorset County 
posts are the most useful to hikers, since on 
the circular disc on top they have the 0.S. 
map reference. But the most interesting 
parts of these signs are the names underneath. 

The sign heading this article can be 
found the other side of the beautiful stone 
bridge crossing the river Stour at Sturminster 
Newton (whose derivation of name needs 
little application to decipher). As do the 
names Broad Oak and Dirty Gate, which are 
comparatively modern and not perversions 
of Anglo-Saxon or Old English. If you look 
at the bridge over the Stour, you will find 
another interesting sign. 

The Dorset area was Anglo-Saxon dom
inated, and the roots of many local names 
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can be found with the help of a suitable 
lexicon. The Church also had no small 
influence in the area and more latinised 
names can be accredited to this. Some have 
a strange mixture of both, and evidence of 
both settlements. Cerne Abbas is an example. 
Cerne comes from the British equivalent of 
the Old English haer which means a 
stone-heap or burial mound. There is 
evidence of an Anglo-Saxon settlement in 
Cerne Abbas. The word Abbas was append
ed when the abbey (now destroyed) was 
built and owned the land thereabouts. 

Coldharbour has absolutely nothing 
to do with water, for example, its derivation 
comes from the Old English c(e)ald hereborg, 
literally meaning 'cold army-shelter', but 
with the more general connotation of a bleak 
spot. Although it is Old English it tends only 
to come into use in the fourteenth century at 
the earliest. It could also mean a resting 
place for travellers, but since the road there is 
modern this is unlikely, and because it is a 
high bleak spot the former is the most prob
able interpretation. 

Ryme Intrinseca is another name like 
Cerne, and 'intrinseca' is thought to mean 
inside the Abbey lands, which gives some 
idea of the wealth of the church, Ryme being 
about five miles away from Sherborne. 
Glanvilles \Vootton is another interesting 
name. 'Glanvilles' could be a perversion of 
the Anglo-Saxon gleng wylla or gleng 
willsele meaning either a decorated well 
(probably a shrine) or a decorated house. 

The number and difference of place 
names in the Sherborne area could keep the 
brain occupied for hours, but, when you 
discover a possible derivation it will tell you 
a lot about the area, and the community 
that lived there and the landscape as it was 
many years ago. Some names do not need 
much imagination to work out-Long Burton 
for example, but others such as Corton 
Denham provide clues to antiquity. The 
Oxford dictionary of English place names is a 
help, but it is much more satisfying if you try 
and work it out yourself, see if any geo
graphical features back up your theory and 
then verify it. Do not ignore the old sign
posts, milestones, and landscape as you 
journey through the country, they reveal 
more than their simple, informative black 
and white suggest. 

Rustic 
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A Short History of The Wes tern Gazette 

The story of the Western Gazette has its 
beginnings in Sherborne early in r 737. 
States an announcement: 

On Monday the 21st of this Instant 
February will be published (to be 
continued Weekly on Mondays) The 
Sherborne Mercury, or Week(y Advertiser; 
Containing the freshest Accounts of 
all Publick Transactions both at 
Home and Abroad; printed on a 
good Paper with new Types, Price 2d. 

No copy of this first issue is known to 
exist, but the earliest extant, No. r6, dated 
Tuesday, 7th June 1737, shows that the 
publishing day had already been changed, 
that the printing office was in Long Street
where it continued for r 14 years-and that 
the publishers were \Villiam Bettinson and 
George Price, the latter being described as 
'from London'. 

Price, it seems, looked after the London 
end of the venture, gathering the national 
and foreign news and attending to its dispatch 
by messengers to Sherborne. By 1st January, 
r 740, however, he had left the partnership 
and only \Villiam Bettinson's name appears in 
the imprint. It is possible that Bettinson and 
Price had been journalist-printers in London 
who wished to branch out on their own 
account in the provinces. 

Bettinson died in 1 746 and an announce
ment on 8th September stated that his 
widow, whose name was Hannah, was 'to 
keep on the Printing Business, and publish 
the said Paper \Veekly as usual'. 

:Meantime another press had been set up 
in Yeovil by Robert Goad by, and on Monday, 
30th July, I 744, his new weekly, The Western 
Flying Post, or Yeovil Mercury, made its 
appearance. Only 23 years old when he 
started his paper, Robert was a son of 
Samuel Goadby of London who held 'an 
important and lucrative position' in the city 
of London as Deputy lVIeasurer. Robert 
served a 60-guinea apprenticeship as a book
seller before coming to the \Vest Country, 
and this training was to serve him in good 
stead as a publisher. 

How far the two papers, printed only 
five miles apart, overlapped each other's 
territory, or how much competition or 
duplication of effort was entailed, it is not 
possible to say, but a little more than two 
years after her husband's death, Hannah 
Bettinson inserted a notice across the full 
width of the front page of her paper on 23rd 
January, 1 749, stating that the proprietors of 
The Sherborne Mercury, or T1'eek(y Advertiser, 
and of the Western Flying Post, or Yeovil 
Mercury had agreed to unite the two papers, 
and that the new publication 'by means of 
this Union, will be render'd the most 
numerous and extensive Paper in Great 
Britain'. A note at the bottom of the an
nouncement revealed that 'The Printing
Office is remov'd from Yeovil to Sherborne, 
and the Printing Business carried on there 
only'. 

The new issue came out on Monday, 
30th January, 1749, a week earlier than had 
been intended, entitled The Western F(ying
Post; or, Sherbonze and Yeovil Mercury, and its 
front page carried a magnificent wood 
engraving of the elaborate structure erected 
as a firework set piece to celebrate, in London, 
the end of the \Var of the Austrian Succession 
and for which Handel had composed his 
famous 'Firework l\Iusic'. It was for this 
reason that the decision to advance the 
publication date had been taken. 

The Sherbonze lvfercury started when only 
about forty papers existed in the provinces. 
The reason for so few is attributable to the 
imposition of what came to be known as the 
'tax on knowledge'. This was a Stamp Duty 
payable at the rate of 'a penny per sheet, or 
half-penny on every half-sheet'. \ Vhat con
stituted a 'sheet' was not defined; a large 
'half-sheet' could well have equalled a small 
'sheet'. The criterion seems to have been 
whether the paper consisted of a single fold, 
making four pages, or two folds, making 
eight. Papers therefore tended to grow in 
dimensions while still keeping to a single 
fold and this eventually resulted in the broad
sheet size into which the Tl'estem F(ying Post 
developed. 



Stamp Duty was paid on every printed 
copy whether sold or not, and it had to bear 
the red impress of the Excise Stamp. Severe 
fines could be inflicted for non-compliance 
and when, occasionally, the proprietor, for 
one reason or another, ran out of the supply of 
stamped paper, he was obliged to insert a 
notice similar to that in the Sherborne Mercury 
of 16th June, 1746: 

Being disappointed of Stamps from 
the Agent in London, or the Neglect 
of the Carrier, a Part of the Impression 
of this Paper is printed without 
Stamps; of which Number the 
Proprietor will cause Affidavit to be 
made, and order of Remittance of 
the Duty to the Commissioners of 
the Stamp Office for the same. 

In addition there was a shilling tax on 
every advertisement printed. 

By stages the Newspaper Tax rose until 
it reached fourpence in 1815 and the Flying 
Post then stated that the price of the paper 
would be sevenpence-'Stamp Duty 4d; 
Paper and Print 4d'. The tax was eventually 
reduced to a penny and finally abolished in 
1855. 

When Robert Goad by died in 1 778 his 
paper sold from Hampshire in the east to the 
tip of Cornwall in the south-west. By his will 
he left an annual sum to the Vicar of Sher
borne for the preaching of a yearly sermon 
'on the Wisdom and Goodness of God in the 
Works of Creation'. Other bequests bene
fited the poor of the town. He lies buried in a 
field adjoining the ancient chapel of St. 
Cuthbert in Oborne. 

His wife, Rachel, carried on the paper 
until her death in 1790, when Robert's 
brother Samuel and their nephew Samuel 
Lerpiniere assumed full control. Because of 
advancing years they took Jam es Langdon 
into partnership in 1796 and the Goad by 
association ceased when the two Samuels 
retired in 1803 and Langdon's name alone 
appeared in the imprint. 

In 1813 Langdon took his son, Charles, 
into partnership. Six years later James's 
name was dropped from the imprint and 
Charles was joined by Jarvis Harker. The 
number of columns was increased at the same 
time. In 1824 Charles Langdon took Holy 
Orders, eventually to become Rector of 
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Queen Camel, his shares being acquired by 
William Webb Penny. Jarvis Harker died 
on 26th December, 1829 and his father, also 
Jarvis, inherited his shares. Two years later 
William Penny became sole owner and in 
1842 Joseph Brittan and his brother, William 
Guise, jointly acquired the Flying Post. 

For several reasons the paper had been 
steadily losing ground and when Joseph 
Brittan emigrated to New Zealand in 1850 
John Noake Highmore, who had started the 
Yeovil Times in September, 1847, took it over, 
uniting it with his own paper on 8th July, 
1851 under the heading of the Western 
Flying Post, Sherborne Mercury and Yeovil Times. 
Henceforth it was printed at Yeovil. 

The paper changed hands again in 1856, 
Daniel Vickery published it until 1865 when 
The Church and Country Newspaper Com
pany Limited took over with William Wallace 
Fyfe as principal. 

Meanwhile a young journalist came to 
Yeovil from Bridport where he had been 
'editor, reporter, proof-reader, accountant, 
and all the rest' on 'a penny paper of modest 
pretensions', and plunged into print on his 
own account. This young man, Charles 
Clinker, rented a £15-a-year cottage in a 
back street, installed a venerable printing 
machine, and in very cramped conditions 
produced the first issue of The Western 
Gazette on 21st February, 1863. 

His inexperience in technical matters is 
shown by his intention to have commenced 
publication the previous week but, under
estimating the quantity of type required by 
about half, he was unable to get more in 
time and had to postpone the issue. Towns
folk were amused, businessmen shook their 
heads giving him six months to come to grief. 

Difficulties there were aplenty, but 
despite a shoestring budget-the wage bill, 
after three months was £3 weekly-his paper 
was a success. Within a year he moved to 
new premises and commenced to print with 
steam power. 

Circulation increased from 3,000 to 
10,000 in four years. Advertising though did 
not rise proportionately. Since revenue from 
this source was essential, Clinker had tried to 
wrest the 'official notices' from his rival 
The Western Flying Post which, despite its 
greatly reduced condition-accelerated by 
the Gazette's success-still continued to be the 
'official organ'. 
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About this time Charles Tite, a solicitor 
from Taunton, became Clinker's legal adviser, 
and a lifelong friendship developed. Tite 
was able to provide financial backing and 
went into partnership with Clinker, agreeing 
that when opportunity offered they would 
buy the Flying Post thereby acquiring much 
sought-after advertising. The opportunity 
came quickly, Tite stepped in to buy, and 
soon amalgamation of the two papers was 
announced. With the issue for 2 rst June, 
1867 the title became The Western Gazette and 
Flying Post with a circulation of 'nearly 
14,000'. The words Flying Post remained in 
the title until r 872. 

By 1885 the sale had reached 35,000 and 
four local news editions were being printed 
every week. Clinker, a staunch Liberal 
whose policies were reflected in his paper, 
decided it was time to retire. The partners 
had been approached by a consortium of 
Conservatives with an offer against which his 
political feelings rebelled, so before accepting 
he offered his own party the purchase for 
£rn,ooo less than the amount the opposition 
party were prepared to pay. This generous 
gesture, however was turned down and the 
paper passed to a limited liability company 
under the chairmanship of Lord i\1ontagu 
of Beaulieu. Tragically Charles Clinker died 
suddenly in a London hotel on the very day 
the final transfer papers were completed. 

The Liberals were quick to realise the 
error they had made in refusing Clinker's 
offer and within a year had decided to start 
the JI' es tern Chronicle in opposition. Lord 
\Volverton came to Yeovil to inaugurate the 
paper and was met on his arrival by the 
ll'estem Gazette managing director who 
welcomed his lordship by saying he was 
anxious to see the first issue. Lord \Volverton 
retorted 'I am far more anxious to see the 
last of yours!' 

Although for a while the Chronicle did 
retard the steady growth of the Western 
Gazette, its circulation was not decimated as 
had been hoped for by the Liberals and 
eventually it was the Chronicle which ceased in 
January, 1931. 

In April, 1965 The Western Gazette 
Company was acquired by the Bristol United 
Press, though it still retains a separate 
identity with its own board of directors. 

When Bettinson started the Sherborne 
Mercury in 1737 the type was all hand-set, 
each single character and space being 
assembled by hand into words and lines, 
while the printing, on a hand-press, produced 
copies at a rate of, perhaps, 150 copies an 
hour. Today the Western Gazette is printed 
on a Hoe four-unit balcony-type press which, 
with a recently installed intersetter, is 
capable of producing a forty page paper at a 
nominal speed of 36,000 copies an hour. 
Linotype machines have replaced hand
compositors and a further piece of sophistica
tion is the use of computer-assisted type
setting, whereby the operator is relieved of the 
necessity of justifying line widths or making 
word-breaks-these time-consuming opera
tions being dealt with in the blink of an eye 
as punched tape is fed into the computer and 
on to typesetting machines, several of which 
can be kept under observation by a single 
supervisor. 

In this short survey nothing has been 
said about the gathering of news, its presenta
tion, and distribution, during the paper's 
238-year history. Suffice it here to state that 
from infrequent single paragraphs of 'local' 
interest in the early days, it now takes 
thirteen local news editions every week and a 
whole army of correspondents and reporters 
even to approach adequate coverage of 
day-to-day happenings in the extensive area 
in which today's JI 'es/em Gazette circulates. 

L. E. J. Brooks 
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LITERARY 

0 Fons Bandusiae, splendidior vitro ... 

When Jeremy found a sacred spring in his garden, he was awfully bucked. He 
rushed straight into his kitchen and found a rather nice art nouveau carafe from Murano, 
at the back of the china cupboard. 

'God.' He spat hunkily, already beginning to sweat in places. He tried very hard 
to make the perspiration stand out on his brow but it was more difficult than one would 
imagine after reading the works of Des B et al. In fact it was impossible. 

'Golly', he said and then because the story was going to be included in the re
actionary columns of the Shirburnian, headed probably with an extremely dinky portrait 
of some debonair and bronzed Adonis with everything that the pustular Jeremy lacked. 
he changed his mind. He took back the whole of the last paragraph. 

Meanwhile the sun was beginning to go away and the garden blackened with 
smears of night and the wolves began to howl far off, just beside the Taunton section of 
the Ms. Jeremy looked at his watch and when he realised that he had not found out the 
time at all in doing so, he looked at it again at which time the church clock struck which 
meant that the last three lines were irrelevant. 

He threw open the door and strode boldly out into the garden, crushing a small 
beetle as it was returning home after visiting its stepmother in an old beetles' home. At 
the end of the lawn was a newly planted Acer Platinoides and beneath it, among the 
roots of a perennial Mallow was the sacred spring. 
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Jeremy drew his breath. 

'0 Fons,' he sighed with a thrill of ecstasy on the corner of his mouth. He wiped it 
off and started again. 

'O Fons, there are three things that I pray you may grant me namely, one three 
decked quadraphonic variegated Stereo system and amplifier, a complete set of T. S. 
Eliot's most depressing and moribund poems (with notes), plus some Chinese philosophy 
-doesn't matter if it's in Chinese. I don't mind if I cannot understand it just so long 
as it goes with the paintwork in the drawing room. And also I must have a loose fitting 
smoking jacket to wear while I'm pretending to read Chinese and to listen to the silence 
coming out of my faulty stereo system in the corner.' 

'Is that all?' asked the spring scornfully ... 

'Well', replied Jeremy, scratching his sleeveless pullover, 'If it's all the same to you, 
I'll have a little something on the side.' 

'By all means,' said the spring magnanimously. 

'Dare I say, a pair of cufflinks,' dared Jeremy to say. 

'Dammit' spat the spring with a slush deep down inside, 'something better than 
that. A Harem? Yes, why not? I do a rather good harem.' 

'I, for one,' said Jeremy, 'will always plump for anything oriental and trendy like 
that.' 

Scarcely had he spoken when ladies, clad only in unfranked postage stamps, began 
to crop up all over the place. In fact one had just stretched out lasciviously among the 
celery when Jeremy awoke to find that everything was entirely true-to the word. 

J. S. Pounder 

Humfulbery Wood 

In Humfulbery Wood by the Stromfulbert Baer, 
I saw a glooglock without no haer. 

Did willow and wallow in the mallary light, 
As if it were grumhumfelbery's night. 

In Humfullery \Vood by the Twinkel Twank stream, 
leahing with humfelglouts notlean 

Seated I down under the humfelershlean 
And watched and watched with eyes sokeen. 

D. M. C. Wintle 
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LAO TSU writes to Sherhorne on compulsion 

Those who are compelled never know. 
Those who never know worship falsely. 
To worship falsely is to be beyond salvation. 

Beyond salvation there is no hope. 
Beyond hope there is no life. 
Beyond life there is nothing. 

When there is nothing, all is lost. 
When all is lost there is no ignorance. 
No ignorance means no knowledge. 
No knowledge means no life. 
No life means death. 

Better to give freely than to be forced to give 
For compulsion leads to death. 
This is the way of leaves. 

In Macedonia 

When I remember Thessaloniki 
with its Arch of Galerius and its White Tower 
and its many celebrated Byzantine churches 
I think of an old man eating a tomato. 
The old man took it from his pocket, dusty skinned, 
wiped it with a licked thumb and then 
grunted at it with several grizzled grunts. 
It had been lying in the gutter in nearby Platamon Street, 
it did not roll, it was not the shape to roll 

C. ]. Arnheim 

being more elliptical and bulbous than we are told of our world. 
His teeth were nicotine-stained and broken. It was red as a mouth. 
It had swallowed the sun and over its membranes salival veils 
were flecked with the sun seeds. 
Inside it a tongue could curl 
a serpent's labyrinth of the cool and sweet taste. 
The old man sat at one of the cafe tables. 
He ordered the young boy, the micro, to bring salt, pepper and oil 
and a chunk of the grey Greek bread that is sliced two thirds through. 
I doubt whether he had any money for this, 
Sitting there on the frontier of the cafe's proprietorship 
well beyond the plane tree, while a chicken pecked at his ankles. 

/cont'd 
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He celebrated the tomato by slowly rotating it with his forefinger, 
he looked angry with anticipated pleasure-
at least he had brought his own knife. 
The tomato had as many breasts and buttocks as a sex dream 
or domes, cupolas and alcoves as a shrine of prayer. 
A houri could have reclined amongst those rosy arabesques, 
the Infant Jes us been cradled between such tender rafters 
or, for an old man, the tomato could have been 
without a vocabulary except for its name 
to be eloquent on the drenched palate. 
Now carefully and methodically the old man dissected the tomato, 
poured oil, sprinkled salt and pepper 
and kicked at the chicken which chirruped at his feet. 
A geometer of oriental fretwork he 
made cross-sections out of voluptuousness, 
sucking what he could not bite and smacking his lips. 
So it was that in Thessaloniki 
where the Acropolis is full of burned bumpy grass 
and at the end of boulevards lined with oleanders in coloured inks 
stretch the flat, blue, faintly northern waters of the Thermaic Gulf 
an old man crouched over his world and ate it 
(domes, sun-flecks, houri, baby Jesus and all) 
till there was no world left except for the old man 
on the periphery of the cafe in the rising dust. 

Patrick Anderson, 0.S. 
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Al\fidsuIDJDernightJDare 

'Rome-the golden city of the Empire.' The large technicolour poster glared down 
onto the melting tarmac. The merciless sun drove the tourists deeper and deeper into 
the welcoming cool of the glittering cafes. 

The few cars that braved the shimmering streets moved sluggishly. The dazzling 
heat affected everything. 

The Vatican, home of God's Representative on earth lay dormant under the 
crushing heat, and all about was an air of lethargy. 

An alley cat stretched heavily, its bristling hairs like needles against the invisible 
flames. But protection against the blazing light is impossible. The cat swayed, staggered 
and then dropped to the ground, once more paralyzed by the unrelenting heat. 

'Mamma,' came a wail, 'Mamma.' More insistent and equally audible, the cry hung 
in the air, suspended by the hot stillness, whilst the disbelieving sun examined it. 

There was no more, the voice had died, only a little boy remained. 
The winding streets wore an unending trail through the stinking slums. Two eyes 

peered from an unshuttered window. The boy tripped on a cobble, stumbled, fell and 
cried. 

The anonymous eyes retreated. There were no Good Samaritans on a Midsummer 
day like this. He picked himself up and hobbled on. 

Two large, impressive doors loomed ahead. The boy passed and the door opened. 
The boy began to cry and a black shawl came up and comforted him. A hand held his, 
another voice countered his own. He snivelled, the black shawl spoke soothingly and soon 
the noise of the main street was to be heard. The shawl hailed a man in a smart uniform. 
A brief discussion. A question to which he cried and then, across the way, was a face he 
knew. 

He tugged at the shawl which relented. A hurried indication, a quick cry and the 
known face crossed the road. 

The reunion with Mother. He cried again and the smart man disappeared. 
Then Mamma asked a small favour. The boy carried it out the only way he knew. 
A face bent down out of the black shawl, a quick kiss, a snatched-at 'Grazie' and 

salvation went as swiftly as she had come. But then there was an ice-cream shop across the 
road; "Mamma." He pulled at her handbag, 'I want an ice cream'. 

Daniel Lloyd 
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Sacrifice 

Knife sharp edged 
nails clawing cruelly 
at the warm flesh beneath the skin 
the old women surround me. 

Down the long alley chuckling evilly 
Hawkish noses quivering greedily 
the Gorgons shuffle to catch their Medusa 
and offer the victim to Hecate's clutches 
naked out on the steps of the temple. 

Stones thrown at St. Stephen the Martyr 
Winter kicks out the last vestige of summer 
and out of the earth comes no sweetness. 
I am no Stephen nor was meant to be 
only a prey to the whims of the Harpies. 

Christopher Homfray 

An Owl 
\\Then you are aware of more than you can see, 
an owl hunts a hedgerow at evening. 
And it is only on the point of evaporation 
that you glimpse it, 
that a blob of congealed dusk becomes visible, 
a little darker than white, a little heavier, 
a little more positive 
than the mist over the fields 

this gathered softness 
tilts, lifts, brushes the silence behind the eyes 
and crossing from one sodden field to another sodden field 
disappears over the roof of the car 
to shake out elsewhere 
the long undulating scarf of its cry. 
It is the angel of its own annunciation, 
the announced angel 
sucked back as soon as seen 
down the baroque perspective of departure 
and you know it already, know it deeply, 
although you have barely caught 
the floating freckled shadow of your belief. 
So Mary must have known 
the faint fastidious presence 
of the angel first, then the incarnate image 
hunter of hedgerows, most difficult of sons 
who as he stooped ascended into absence. 

Patrick Anderson, O.S. 
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Hymn 

Yesteryear people worshipped and prayed, 
Stood, sang; sat, listened; kneeled, prated; supped; confessed; 
But now, like the bodies that surrounded them, they have gone. 
Weeds grew up here, there and where 
Moulds were on the ground, 
Long forgotten Daffodils lay, dead. 
Tiles lay on the ground, cracked, old and forgotten, 
Like the bodies under them; 
The roof, dirty and overgrown, leaked. 
Broken glass lay splinted over the pews, 
Mixing with the dust of forgotten people, 
like sins being mixed with his love. 
The carpet, as red as the blood lost in this battle, 
Leads to the broken table, once an altar, where 
The cloth is ripped, like the Devil's spirit, but he is still there. 
The Kirk, battered and broken, 
Had fought the long last battle, and He had won in spirit, 
But if he came back, he would not take many with him. 

Trevor Keable-Elliott 

Imagine: 

The sparkling grass looks as if an army of snails have made innumerable tracks to 
form an unbroken sea of slime. 

The people turning hither and thither like distracted ants. 
The smiling snug faces of the cosy cottages gazing up in awe and wonder at the 

towering Abbey. 
The disrespectful pigeons foully communing on the smarting bald head of the Abbey. 
The leaves streaming from the trees like confetti from the hands of jubilant children. 

I Don't Believe in Ghosts 

by 

Ruari Grant 

Noel Humphreys 

The rusty hinges of the heavy iron gate squeaked as David slowly opened it. Before 
him, the dark clear outline of the high gables and the tall chimneys of the late Victorian 
house stood out against the starlit wintry sky. He looked towards the solid front door 
which was at the end of a long drive, now overgrown with weeds and flanked on either 
side by tall laurel and rhododendron bushes. Somewhere an owl hooted, and deep in the 
undergrowth a mouse disturbed some dead leaves in its search for food. These noises 
accentuated the stillness of the scene. 

Suddenly, the metallic rattle of the gate shattered the silence as it closed with a jolt 
against its supporting railings. He was now truly isolated from the outside world, and 
made him realise even more that he was in the presence of the house and what lay within it. 
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Slowly and circumspectly, David walked up the path, hearing his footsteps crunch 
on what remained of the gravel. It had been a fine house once-a house of style-but 
now it had sadly, through neglect, fallen into a state of irreversible disrepair. Paint was 
peeling in large strips from the front door and fallen slates lay in broken disarray at the 
foot of its grey sandstone walls. The glass in the windows, which had once allowed 
sunlight to flood into the house during happier times was absent, and had been replaced 
by planks of wood, crudely hammered across the frames. 

The panelled front door, as David had suspected, was locked, but after searching 
around for a few minutes he found a small window at the back of the house-broken 
and unboarded. He effortlessly raised himself onto the ledge and dropped lightly into 
a dark room. The fusty smell of rotting wood and crumbling plaster hung stilly in the 
cold damp air. 

aware that he was alone. 

Nobody had been inside that house for a 
very long time, because it was haunted. 

It took David five minutes before his eyes 
had grown accustomed to the cryptlike dark
ness. A shaft of light from the bright night 
sky shone through the window, and illuminated 
the cloud of dust that had risen from the floor
boards on his arrival, and the ragged remains 
of cobwebs hanging from the ceiling-spun by 
spiders long since dead. 

David moved from room to room, groping 
his way with arms outstretched. The steady, 
if rapid, beat of his heart, and the rhythmic 
sound of his breath made him feel even more 

Why had he come? he asked himself, when he could have been laughing and talking 
with friends in a rather more congenial atmosphere elsewhere. He sat on the bottom 
step of the staircase, and recalled the events which had led up to his being there. 

Earlier that evening, for some reason or other-perhaps being the Christmas season
the conversation at the pub had come round to the subject of ghosts. David and his 
friends debated the topic hotly. What form did they take? What proof was there of their 
existence. They talked for some time by the open log fire, where the effects of companion
ship and beer promoted a feeling of well-being. 

David had taken on the role of the sceptic, and ridiculed the ideas the others had 
put forward, putting all their arguments down to over active imaginations and a desire 
to make the present humdrum world a more interesting place. 

One example which had been presented as evidence was the ghost of Beech House 
where the first owner had been brutally murdered one night near the Christmas of 1931. 
Because people had felt shattered by the wickedness of the crime, the house had remained 
empty ever since. Stories, apparently without any factual basis had sprung up, and had 
become increasingly embroidered and unsavoury with the passing of time. Now the house 
was a lifeless shell, and regarded with awe by all the local people-a place to be avoided 
and talked about only in hushed tones. 
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Jokingly, David had been challenged to spend a night at Beech House-thereby 
demonstrating his disbelief in a convincing way. Unwittingly he had agreed, and having 
done so found himself unable to turn back on his desision. It was decided that he should 
go there at eleven thirty, and be met inside the house the next morning at seven o'clock. 

And so he sat, on the dusty stairs of a cold, damp and deserted house with nothing 
to look forward but the light of day. What a fool he had been to fall for it, and he doubted 
that the couple of pints he had been promised on the completion of his vigil really justified 
his discomfort. 

Half an hour later, the effects of boredom and tiredness overcame all David's efforts 
to resist sleep, and regardless of the hardness of the floor he was soon breathing deeply 
and dreaming dreams. 

Next morning at seven o'clock precisely, the sky was bright in the east and only the 
moon and a few stars remained to sign out the hours of darkness. All was at peace in the 
house, until two faces appeared at the same small window that David had used previous 
night, and called his name loudly several times. David shouted back from the depths 
of the house but was unable to attract their attention. 

There then followed a series of thumps and bangs as the two friends clambered into 
the house. It was of course much lighter now and they were able to see the things that 
David had only been able to feel or imagine a few hours before. 

At last they appeared in the dingy hall, and were hailed by David with a laugh as if 
to say-I told you so. His greeting, however fell on deaf ears because they stood still, and 
stared at the floor, wide eyed and fearful. 

David then cast his gaze to the floor to examine the object which seemed to have 
captured their complete and undivided attention. Strangely it wasn't such a shock for 
him as it had been for the others, because as David then discovered, he had that night 
lost his ability to communicate with either himself or other people. 

At the bottom of the stairs-just where he had gone to sleep the previous night
with staring eyes set in a white contorted face, and arms outstretched in an attitude of 
pleading, lay himself-David. 

There was no need to disbelieve in ghosts any more, and to ridicule their existence, 
for that night he had become one himself. 

The End. 

I am becoming Godlike 
but unlike a god I strive 

I live as myself, I am 
I am the individual 

The old dilemma 
Life is imperfection 

My god is dead. 
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NEWSBOARD 
Perhaps the most disappointing aspect 

of this term has been the total lack of con
tributions from members of the school below 
fifth form level, and also the limited number 
of regular contributors. The most promising 
aspect has been the vast amount of sensible 
debate and intelligent response, and also 
good reporting and criticism. Many valuable 
ideas have found expression on Newsboard, as 
well as many amusing clippings from the 
papers, and humorous articles. There were 
a number of competitions too. But enough 
of this mundane synopsis of what has been 
on Newsboard. To get a more enlightening 
picture in tht' next few lines I hope to report 
on the debate and criticism using extracts 
from the vast file of material that accumulates 
over a term. 

Despite being termed 'the most boring 
election in history' the approach of October 
rnth, and its aftermath provided the longest 
debate of the term, rivalling that on Rugby 
which ran concurrently with it. The Young 
Liberals were quick to seize the chance of 
advance publicity, and deluged NB with 
stickers, posters and letters, urging us to set 
up 'school democracy groups' to do away 
with the manifest abuses that 'indoctrination, 
not education' produces, because we might 
find le3sons 'divorced from the realities of 
life'. The Edi tors having expressed wonder 
at the amazing document and its impractical
ity were then told that there was a 'six side 
foolscap policy document from Central 
Office' available on the very subject. Mr. 
Arnheim told us why he wanted Labour 
to win the election even though he 'hated 
the guts of Tony Benn, as we all do', and 
Mr. Dowding said the Labour Party 
Manife3to looked 'more like a TUC journal, 
than the pledges of a party which hopes to 
return to power'. In an>wer a frustrated 
Independent gave us two quotations to help 
us resolve the question in our own minds: 

'Anyone who votes Labour ought to be shot' 
and 

'A Conservative Government is organised 
hypocrisy' 
Room was also given to ~Ir. Bernard 
Levin's view that, if you believed a catastrophe 

was inevitable you would do well to vote 
Labour, since they would precipitate that 
crisis so much quicker. Mr. Bray, on the 
other hand felt that all the parties were 
wrong in omitting a constructive farming 
policy, which would result in ns all 'Dying 
like rabbits', because successive governments 
'woo industry at the expense of agriculture 
for the ephemeral advantage of political 
power'. With the election over Newsboard 
was inundated with Newspaper reports of 
Sir Keith Joseph's speech. 

The other debate running at the same 
time was on the subject of Rugger and Mr. 
Dowding while 'not wishing to interfere with 
the pleasure some 70% of the school ~ets from 
it' wanted to ask why it was not voluntary 
for seniors, as other games were? One 
editor advocated walks in the crisp winter air 
and cycle rides if there were not enough 
people around to supervise other games. 
He hoped that an ending of the 'monopoly of 
rugger would see the end of its monopoly 
of almost ALL conversation in the 
Niichaelmas term'. The answers to the 
questions posed came in interviews with three 
housemasters, PCB, RSG, and SFW', and 
were a most meful conclusion, especially on 
the question of compulsory spectatorship of 
XV matches because 'It's a good idea that 
other people should be made to show their 
appreciation of other people's interests and 
efforts' for in a school there is a danger that 
'people will become selfishly obsessed with 
their own interests'. DPJ, who was inter
viewed on the suhject of professionalism said 
that winning was an important part of 
enjoying the game, and there was not too 
much emphasis on this aspect as a result. 

After haif-term there was no single 
topic which emerged as a fertile point of 
argument. Contributions were received on 
the subject of Exeat 'Veekends, Central 
Feeding, and the film 'If .. .' which the 
Senior Film Societv showed. Extracts from 
the Journal, Newsb~ard's predecessor, of an 
interview with PTC put the film in context. 
PTC also wrote to Newsboard, and offered 
to hold an open forum on the subject of 
Central Feeding. Response was, sadly, pox, 
but the information gained valuable. 
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The most interesting article of the last 
quarter of term was the interview with the 
Headmistress of the Girls' School, Dame 
Diana Reader Harris, in which she answered 
questions on education and independent 
schools. Dame Diana believes that the 
independent schools have a role to play in 
contemporary education, because they offer 
a different environment to grow up in more 
suited to some characters. 

As the term closed debate tended to 
become less constructive, as a result of a 
very long unbroken time at school. Those 
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who wrote on the subject of Christmas Spirit 
tended to be disillusioned by the 'tinsel and 
materialism'. The last edition of the fort
nightly column 'Sine Nomine' seemed dis
illusioned with everything. It was a pity 
Newsboard did not end on a high note, and 
that the volumes of humour dried up as 
brains dried out after Oxbridge saturation. 
Nevertheless, Newsboard has fulfilled its role 
as a forum for debate, and the degree of con
structive criticism has meant, at last, that it 
is beginning to be recognised. 

John Hubbard and Pete Lane 

Great Excavations 
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LECTURES 
The first lecture was at the Girls' school. 

It was given by Mr. Bradfield on conservation 
and was extensively illustrated by a film he 
had made himself. Above all it presented a 
challenge by outlining what could and could 
not be done for our towns. Thus the old 
proverb 'an Englishman's home is his castle' 
gained a novel significance. 

This was followed by the first of the 
sixth form lectures, 'Germany Divided' given 
by Sir Robert Birley. The talk was separated 
into three parts: a discussion of West and 
East Germany and Berlin. Sir Robert gave 
us a brief post-war history of each area and 
explained their political, economic and social 
positions, that there might not be total in
compatibility between East and West. 

Stuart Keen came back to show yet 
another Charlie Chaplin film. If poetry could 
ever be portrayed by the move of a hand or 
the bat ofan eye, Charlie Chaplin has done it. 

Poetry of a more conventional form was 
the subject of Robert Gittings' lecture when 
he talked on Keats. He here showed his great 
understanding of the poet and illustrated his 
points with some of the better of Keats' 
poems. 

Another very sensitive talk was given by 
David Hurford on Picasso. Here the painter 
became more than just oil on canvas: ~fr. 

Hurford enabled us to relate his life to his 
pictures, while the expressions within each 
work became more apparent and defined. 

The next on the list looked daunting
'A Prison Governor's View' given by ?vlichael 
Selby. But despite the audience's appre
hension at the beginning, this turned out to 
be one of the best lectures. It was his modern 
ideas that prevailed, while the days of harsh 
Victorian discipline and bleak red brick 
buildings on Dartmoor were forgotten. He 
felt that the old type of prison did nothing to 
lessen the criminal tendencies of the common 
criminal, and that the only way to success was 
through a process of reconditioning and 
understanding-a preparation for re-entry 
into the outside world. 

Less than a week after the general 
election, hatchets and tongues were sharp
ened for every one of the para5itic young 
Liberals, ready for the local Conservative 
M.P., Jim Spicer. His talk was long and was 

delivered in a competent and reasonable 
fashion. Subtly he managed to evade any of 
the more sticky points that inevitably arise in 
a subject like 'Conservatism'. Finally the 
questions were answered with reason and 
composure and often with appropriate 
incisiveness. 

Cyril White and the Sherborne Town 
Band, next, presented a glittering display. 
Every performer both looked and played like 
a professional, while the numbers that were 
performed were engaging. It was a great 
experience, finding such talent in Sherborne. 

On a less domestic note was the follow
ing lecture. This was on 'Burma', a country 
whose importance one might doubt had one 
missed :Michael Pereira's talk where the 
great country was opened up systematically 
for our scrutiny. He told us of wars that few 
in the audience realised had ever taken place. 
Generally he covered every aspect possible 
and left us with a remarkably comprehensive 
portrait of the country. 

Dr. A. L. Rowse, the self assured and 
dogmatic historian who knows so much 
about his subjects that with a wave of his 
hand he is perfectly empowered to brush 
aside any objections to his own conclusions, 
came next. His lecture on the personality of 
Elizabeth the First was just as one would 
expect, while his self assurance made his 
argument all the more convincing. 

In contrast was James' Butler's lecture 
about China. He had been to China three 
times and had learnt much which he soon be
trayed in his talk. He showed a film he had 
prepared for Panorama and after this im
pressed upon us how important it was to en
courage the Chinese to communicate with the 
\Vest now they were finally emerging from 
behind the Bamboo Curtain. 

The climax of the term's lectures though 
was that of Lord David Cecil on the subject of 
'Hamlet'. This purposeful talk was con
ducted with the serene magnificence accumu
lated after all his years oflecturing experience. 
It was beautifully constructed and at the same 
time very informative. 

Once again J.J.B. must be thanked and 
congratulated on engaging such a variety of 
excellent lecturers. 

Mike Beadel 
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GAMES 

Rugby 
First XV 

In all respects the First XV has had 
another good season this year, with three 
defeats in eleven matches. Hard training 
and the three pre-season matches helped us 
to gather enough experience for our early 
games, and the side was unbeaten at half 
term. To start with, a weak Canford side 
was convincingly beaten. This was followed 
by a difficult match against Blundell's, away. 
It was anticipated that this would be a 
very strong side containing many old colours, 
but after an initial setback, the pack played a 
superb first half, and survived the second 
half for a very worthwhile win. At Taunton 
a disappointing game was played under 
appalling conditions and victory was only 
decided by two penalties towards the end. 
The Cheltenham match however provided 
some good football. The pack dominated in 
the loose, were in strict control in the tight 
pieces, and the backs ran better than usual 
to produce a good result. At King's, Taunton 
a good start deteriorated into a game with 
too many mistakes and little posses~ion in the 
mauls. With the help ofa lot ofluck however 
we finallv won with a conversion from 
Edwards.' 

A new venture this year was our tour 
of South \\Tales over half term. This included 
two fixtures against Christ's College, Brecon, 

and Llandovery, both of whom would prove 
more than adequate opponents. The first 
game produced an excellent win, while 
at Llandovery we sustained our first defeat 
of the season, after losing Cobb in the first 
twelve minutes with an injury. 

Yet again we lost to Downside in a 
game that was unfortunate in many ways: 
having lost the toss, we faced a strong wind 
in the first half and no tries were scored. 
This was followed by a defeat at the hands 
of the Marlborough side, whose pack was 
really the only one to dominate ours. 
However the term ended on a good note with 
two victories at home. Against Radley the 
pack rucked superbly and against Clifton 
the team united to produce a swiftly flowing 
performance with a good result. 

The team itself, like any, had its strong 
and weak points. The pack played well and 
remained unchanged throughout the season. 
Though comparatively light, it always 
managed to secure much possession, the 
back row standing out in its mobility and 
strength. 

The backs on the other hand were 
unfortunate in having little natural ability 
and few outstanding players. There were 
frequent changes but at all times the backs 
should be credited for their efforts and 
perseverance. 
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Generally our inability to take adva~tage 
of opportunities to score naturally restncted 
the number of points in our favour. On 
the other hand we must consider the selection 
of Marshall, Hockley and Coleman to play 
for S.W. Schools in a trial against London 
Schools in January as a recognition of the 
calibre of the team as a whole. 

Team: Donald, MacKean, Marshall, 
Short, Ellyatt, Powe, Hockley, Haley. 
Coleman (Capt.), Cuthbert, Cobb, Samler, 
Hamilton, Whiteley, Waterfield. 

Remits: Won 8, Lost 3. 

John Coleman. 

Second XV 
Although this season was not up to last 

year's unbeaten record, it was by no means 
disappointing. The composition of the team 
changed dramatically after its shock defeat 
by Canford and eventually settled down to 
play some entertaining rugby. In the scrum 
Nicoll and MacKeith dominated the loose 
play, whilst Hughes proved invaluable in 
the line-outs. The other members of the 
scrum were by no means merely 'tight' for
wards as they proved in many flowing 
dynamic moments. The outsides, although 
altered throughout the season, played con
sistantly well. Speed both in movement 
and thought produced many good tries and 
kept up the morale of the scrum when it 
seemed to be flagging. Hofmeyr, at scrum 
half, was an excellent link between forwards 
and backs, and Hardy's and Hoare's speed 
and agility on the wings coupled with the 
strength of the centres, Griffith and Salvage, 
gave great scope for the fly half. Cockman, 
at full back, was very reliable in defence and 
by coming into the line often provided the 
overlap and means to another try. 

Our warmest thanks to 1\Ir. Hatch who 
has been our coach for the season. 

Played ten, won eight and lost two. 

The team: Cockman, Hardy, Griffith, 
Salvage, Hoare, Saunders, Hofmeyr, Sut
cliffe, 1vfartin, Lane, Hughes, Griffiths, 
MacKeith, Curnow, Nicoll. 

T. J. Curnow. 

55 

Third XV 
When I sit down to write a report on this 

select body of men I feel that there is so much 
to write that it would fill many volumes. 
Nevertheless it is necessary to condense all 
that in a serious attempt to do justice to an 
industrious and enthusiastic team. When I 
say that they were unbeaten, apart from a 
defeat brought about by the referee, you 
will see what I mean. When I say that over 
thirty players played during the season as well, 
it looks even more amazing. 

The results speak for themselves. The 
main highlight of the term was the defeat of 
Downside 16-0 in the torrential rain. It was 
worth being soaked to the skin. The success 
of the team lay in a fine mobile scrum which 
gave the three-quarters much scope for trying 
moves. It would be unfair to pick out 
individuals at all as it was totally a team 
effort. I can see that several of these players 
will be looking for higher honours next year. 
Results: \Von 8, Lost r. 

M.J.C 

Fourth XV 
The team enjoyed an outstanding 

season, remaining unbeaten thanks to t~e 

vigorous and cheerful leadership of Bill 
Long-Innes, a fit, fluent and ferocious 
pack and some very fast backs, most of 
whom were wings by vocation. Hamilton
Fisher was safe at full back and· always 
willing to join C. Wilson, Davies, Keeble, 
1\fason and Moseley who shared the outside 
berths. Mason kicked many good goals 
and all the backs ran powerfully. Ferguson 
played most intelligently at outside-half, 
linking nicely with Jackman, an excellent 
scrum-half. The strength of the team lay 
in Long-Innes, Kerr and Tomson in the 
front row, whilst it would be difficult to 
differentiate between Bent, Clothier, Randall, 
Shaw and E. \Vilson, whose slipping of 
passes in the loose was worthy of the backs 
and whose strength in the ruck and maul 
gave endless service to them. In another 
season, many of these might have hoped for 
a place on the Upper. The crushing defeat 
of Downside with fourteen men in the 
Downside mud was the high point and the 



draw with Fosters the closest struggle. The 
defeats of all the other schools were com
fortably achieved. It is pleasant and 
invigorating to see rugger played so sensibly 
and openly at this level, and bodes well for 
Sher borne. 

C.H.R.N. 

Colts 
This was a most successful Colts season, 

in which the A XV just failed to maintain an 
unbeaten record, and the B XV won two 
out of four enjoyable matches. vVe started 
the season well, and finished in fine form, 
but there was a shaky patch in the middle. 
We were probably as lucky to beat King's 
Taunton and Downside as we were unlucky 
to lose to Marlborough: in the latter match 
they kicked their penalty, while we. missed 
two from similar positions. 

The core of any team must be its front 
five, and we were fortunate to have here 
both weight and skill. This enabled us to 
select a small but highly mobile back row, 
and to adapt our tactics to use their speed 
freely behind the otherwise heavy pack. 
The back row was probably, by the end of 
the season, the best feature of the team. 

There was talent enough too behind the 
scrum, indeed of a calibre to attract the eye 
of senior selectors. As a consequence we 
never really established a back division in 
which the individuals understood one 
another's style of play: as a unit they never 
gained the coordination necessary to score 
tries against well organised sides. Neverthe
less they had their moments, and a healthy 
proportion of the tries were run in by the 
wings. 

Rose captained the side well, showing 
determination and good sense throughout. 
He can reflect with satisfaction that, in a 
year which was outstanding for football at 
the school, there were fewer points against 
the Colts than any other side-a fair comment 
on the domination established up front. 

Team: Fish; Rice, Ellyatt, Ambrose, 
Childs, Allardyce, Madley, Rose (Capt.), 
Cuthbert, Stock, Williams, Belbin, Barrett, 
Powe, Herring. All the team were awarded 
colours. 
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Also played: Aylward, Edwards, Hughes, 
Kemp, Marshall, Pralle, and Short. 

Results: A XV Won 8, Lost r. 

B XV Won 2, Lost r. 
J.R.L. and P.M.W. 

Junior Colts 
The first reflection must be that in a 

year when the team was good enough to 
score 362 points, it was a great pity that the 
Junior Colts did not remain undefeated. 

The one reverse occurred very early on 
in the season against a powerful Canford 
side and before the Sherborne team had 
really settled down. Apart from this, the 
team had a season of comfortable victories, 
sometimes rattling up points with the 
frequency of machine gun fire. Knight, the 
right winger, whose running resembles that 
of a scuttling rabbit, scored 24 tries, but no 
winger can do this without the aid of foraging 
forwards and competent threequarters. 

In the forwards the front row, all built 
like miniature battleships, provided a lot of 
good ball both from the tight and the loose, 
while Lillingston-Price, the walking beanpole, 
dominated the line-outs. Price also provided 
considerable possession from the loose for the 
threequarters who usually made maximum 
use of it. The limpet-fingered Dally pro
vided an admirable link, but he together 
with the usually admirable centres will have 
to speed up considerably if they are to make 
an impression at Senior level. 

All in all, though, a happy season of 
considerable achievement. 

Results: Wong, Lost I. 
Team: S. Archer, M. Knight, M. Bak, 

G. Abel, S. Small, D. Dally, A. Stock, S. 
Waterfield, B. Kenny, G. Sharpe, B. Ross, 
M. Button, F. Price, M. Lillingston-Price, 
R. Bruce, (A. Clarke, G. Hockley). 

I.R.E. 

Mini Colts 
After a terrible start against Canford 

(lost 54-0) the team rapidly improved and 
at its best was a powerful unit. What the 
team lacked mostly was scoring power, for 
in all matches the forwards dominated the 
opposition and won plenty of good ball, but 
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the backs were not able to profit from this. 
Early in the season the backs lacked skill 
and later the weather conditions prevented 
them from showing their ability which had 
improved considerably. 

In a strong pack the outstanding player 
was Taylor and the team depended heavily 
upon him. The front row of East, James 
and Isaac was formidable in the tight and 
lively in the loose. Leach, a converted 
centre, improved rapidly at scrum half but 
he is still somewhat slow in making his 
passes. The two fly halves, Oborne and 
Milliken, both handled and kicked well 
and the tackling of the outsides improved 
steadily. Waring, on the wing, scored 
many times by hard, sensible running and 
Smith at full back was safe in his catching 
and tackling. Finally Taylor's place kicking 
was excellent and he kicked many penalties 
and conversions, often from the touch line. 

I would like to thank all those masters 
and senior boys who helped to coach, 
especially Mr. Morgan and also all the boys 
in the game who made this a thoroughly 
enjoyable season. Parents should also be 
thanked for their support, especially at 
away matches. 

Team: Smith, \Varing, Langlands, 
Eckersley-Maslin, Belfrage, Oborne, Milliken, 
Leach, East, James, Isaac, Haly, Thonger, 
Mason, Taylor (Capt.), Fisher. 
Results: Played nine, won six, lost three. 
Po in ts for: r 92. Against: r r r. 

G.H.J.F. 

SHOOTING 
Shooting has not been written up in The 

Shirburnian now for some time. It is a sport 
that, here, is only open to those who have at 
some time been in the Corps-though hope
fully this will soon be changed. 

Over the past year the standard of 
shooting has improved radically. On the 
full bore scene, we competed at Eisley after 
a very long pause of eight years and finished 
with commendable results. All forms of 
shooting were offered-pistols, clay pigeon, 
sniping and running deer. \Ve shot the 
Ashburton on the Thursday of the com
petition and gained a creditable twenty 
sixth place out of a total of seventy two 
schools competing. Edward Shaw shot for the 
school at 500 for the Spencer Mellish trophy 
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and two members of the team won places in 
the schools r oo. 

In the miniature range, we have twice 
broken the school record which now stands 
at 773 on 800. Andrew Lee has scored the 
school's first ever possible in a league match, 
a remarkable achievement when one con
siders that he used a standard service rifle 
and the cheapest ammunition. 

We have been very unlucky in our 
league matches so far. Though with the 
highest aggregate in the league, we have 
undergone some close losses. However the 
cup is not beyond us yet. 

G. W. Stocker 

GOLF 
For the term when early darkness in 

the evening provides a problem for organis
ing golf matches, the team has managed to 
play a total of seven matches, and the society, 
two competitions. The league competition, 
for full time golfers was won by Nigel 
\ Vhalley, next term's captain. C. Wilson won 
the eclectic, (each person's best score for 
each hole during the term is totalled up and 
his handicap subtracted,) with 57 minus 2r. 
This second competition was originated to 
encourage the less competent golfers to keep 
trying throughout the term, and this, for 
those who played in it, has been its success. 

The team had a double match against 
the Old Shirburnian Golfing Society, at home 
and at High Post (near Salisbury), over a 
weekend. The Saturday's five matches of 
foursomes, was won by the school (4-r) but 
a reversal of their fortunes occurred in 
Sunday's singles match, when they lost 6-2. 
At Burnham :\Iillfield were held to a draw 
(3-3): this may be explained by the fact that 
:\Iillfield's numbers one and two were not 
present. Other matches won were against 
Canford (6-o), Downside (5-r) and Sher
borne Ladies (6-2). A new fixture with 
Winchester was played at Hockley Golf 
Club, where Sherborne were defeated 5-r, 
although four matches were lost on the last 
hole. 

Finally, many thanks to PTC for organ
ising matches and competitions throughout 
the past year, and good luck to ?\igel Whal
ley and the team for all future matches, 
especially the Aer Lingus in March. 

M.W.Farley 



SQUASH 
This has not been a satisfactory term. 

The difficulties with rugby commitments 
were very great, and also the shortage of 
players to make an impression on the team. 
It is hoped that next term new blood will be 
brought into the game and that thus we shall 
be able to go from strength to strength. 

This term, although not the official 
squash term, leads up to the Dorset Schools 
Championships. Of the matches played this 
term only one was won. The term was 
notable for the visit of Westcliffe School 
Squash team, who were on tour, and the 
lesson their No. r gave to all who saw him
he is in the England Under Nineteen squad. 
Also there was the emergence of two new 
players, Huw Lonsdale and Paul Toomer, 
both still colts. One final word: next term's 
captain, Justin Cobb, has still maintained his 
unbeaten record against schools now for two 
seasons! Let us hope this may continue. 

Those who played: John Bensted-Smith, 
Julian Powe, Justin Cobb, Rupert Hamilton
Fisher, Robin Symondson, Huw Lonsdale, 
Robin Griffith, Paul Toomer and Clifford 
Tompsett. Lost 7, Won r. 

M.S.C. 

SAILING 
On rst December, 1974, The Captain of 

Sailing and two of his predecessors met to 
decide the house team racing competition. 
In the final, The Digby beat Harper with 
Rob Kendall, drawing on his experience at 
the Lark nationals, winning both races. 

The coaching scheme was started in 
October, and it has been good to see so many 
helms instructing their 'adopted' crew class 
members. 

The Club welcomes A.J.H. as a new 
member. After a wet initiation from Tim 
Stevenson he decided it was safer to teach 
himself, and is now an expert at the 'eskimo 
roll' in a Laser. 

The School team beat Dartmouth, 
R.N.A.S. Yeovilton, Bryanston and Mill
field (at home); drew with Milton Abbey, 
and lost to the O.S.S.S., Bradfield, Canford 
and Millfield (away). 
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Team from: Barker A., Barker T. 
(Captain), Chavasse, Cook, Cronk, Jill 
Cundy, Dampney, De Iongh, Dorey, Jenny 
Morton, North, Palmer, Phillips, Uloth, 
Taylor and Tobey D. 

In the Michaelmas term, in 35 sailing 
days, 92 members made altogether 377 
visits to Sutton Bingham. Two members 
each made r8 visits. 

The Individual Trophy Series was won 
by T. Barker with R. Kendall second. 
Chavasse and Cronk were equal first in the 
junior series. 

Term ended on a high note when Tim 
Barker won the Handicap Class in the Sutton 
Bingham Frostbite meeting. 

A.J.Y. 

FIRST XV TOUR 
Over half-term an expedition was 

·mounted to try and take culture to Wales. 
While being able to vouch for the impression 
the Welsh made on us, of which more later, 
I am alas unable to report on the enlightened 
situation up there. 

It was raining as we crossed the Severn 
Bridge on the morning of the Thursday of 
half-term. We arrived at Brecon some hours 
later and adjusted to the climate for an hour 
or two. Perhaps it was the tales that floated 
round about the Welsh sense of fair play, or 
their sporting attitude, that gave us impetus; 
suffice it to say the changing-room that 
afternoon was muddied, bloodied, and quite 
ecstatic. 

The second day was our day off. It saw 
us trying to impart a little bonhomie to a 
reservoir high in the hills west of Brecon. 
The sky had cleared and the autumn colours 
complemented the majestic setting. The 
tone of the late afternoon declined with the 
light and the altitude, and as we approached 
Llandovery the rain started once again. 

\'Ve were shown to a distinctly quaint 
private hotel where it was gently explained 
that six of us were to share three double beds. 
Being 'Englishmen abroad' this news was 
accepted with proverbial sangfroid which 
warmed to near riot. 

The outcome was: one outside volun
teering two names, a completely different 
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outside sleeping on the floor, and two players 
from nearer the scrum being locked in 
together. Also produced were some most 
regrettable photographs. 

The rain started with the whistle and 
after sustaining a casualty early on, we lost 
well to a good side. We should here record 

our heartfelt thanks to the two supporters 
who braved the climate and the natives to 
come and see the game. Later we piled into 
the minibus, impressed and compressed on 
our way back east. 

Justin Cobb. 

THE 
COUNTRY 
KI.rrCHEN 

Traditional fare -

Fresh'produce cooked 

with care and served 

at sensible prices 

Accommodation and Table Reservations: Phone Shaftesbury 3355 

THE CROWN HOTEL 
SHERBORNE 

Phone 3472 

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

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

Attractive snacks and salads served in the Lounge Bar. 

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


