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EDITORIAL 
That our schooldays are the best years of our life, I am confident is a myth bandied 

about over brandy and cigars in middle age. And I am confident too that if those who 
professed this view were asked whether they should like to relive those balmy days of 
their youth, they would almost certainly answer 'no'. Yet at the same time, even if we 
can reject this view, we should never neglect the fact that our schooldays are a part of 
our life and thus significant. Today however we are scarcely allowed to do so. 

We emerge from our prep schools in blissful innocence having pottered about doing 
nothing in particular for five paradisical years-flicking an ink pellet from time to time 
or torturing one or two beetles with magnifying glasses, and that is all. It has been a 
pleasurable existence, a leisurely plod from term to term. The only anxiety has been 
the veruca on our left foot. But immediately upon entry into the legendary public 
school, we are thrown into a boiling sea of striving to be grown up. 

We start with an IQ test and a sex talk, move on to interminable examinations 
which we are never allowed to forget until finally, after months of careers leaflets being 
flapped in ours faces, we are loaded breathless onto the train away from Sherborne 
destined for the outside word. We are hustled through our public schoc;il life, indoctrin
ated into an obsession with the future which casts aside any thought of school life of the 
present. It is a certainty that if someone were to decide to stay on at school until his 
twenty first birthday because he liked it here, he would be quickly expelled for some
thing even if it was not for simply being old. There is no room today for the boy who 
wishes to dawdle, to savour his schooldays. The possibility of time at school being the 
best time of life is even remoter than ever. 
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And, as the emphasis for doing things beyond the bounds of the school, in the great 
world outside, increases, so the inclination to do anything within begins to dissipate. For 
the school itself, as part of one's life, loses its significance. People complain incessantly 
and tediously about the rest of the school being apathetic, boring and lifeless on the 
grounds that there are invariably more performers at an informal concert than people 
in the audience, or that only one person contributes to the News board all term. Yet what 
those that complain do not realise is that this apathy is not so much a result of people's 
innate bovine temperament, as to their obsession with 'O' levels and something beyond 
the school. Because they are never allowed to forget the fact that careers and the future 
are so important, they attach little value to school life at all. It is not worth distinguishing 
oneself in the school, they think, because being a fine grown up is the only thing that 
matters. Everyone would, I am confident, distinguish themselves if they were given the 
chance. As it is the school is ephemeral as far as most are concerned, a necessary transition
al stage before we start on our income tax forms. 

This feeling can hardly be expedient for the school. The lack of significance 
attached to school life not only dissuades people from taking a positive part in it, but also 
must force even more people to resent it and react against it, break the rules. It is very 
significant that no longer do people shin up the Abbey tower at the dead of night to 
replace the Bishop's flag with a vest or tie lead weights to the minute hand to stop it going 
around. For those were heroic exploits which though essentially rebellious, were really 
perpetrated out of a longing for acclaim in the school. The people who committed these 
exotic crimes indicated that they attached significance to school life even when they 
seemed to react against it. Today however the rule breakers are essentially sly, forced into 
evil by a thirst for adulthood-a state of mind into which they have been indoctrinated
rather than a healthy desire to be acclaimed by the whole school in their partisan exploits. 

In short everything today is focused on adulthood. No longer are we permitted to 
be children and devote uncluttered minds to winning the School Poetry prize or becoming 
captain of the First XV. We must press on relentlessly and cease to consider the school as 
part of one's life at all. 

Obviously careers cannot be abandoned altogether however-though it would be a 
life of perfection, wafting about the courts blithely carefree composing meaningful 
sonnets for the Shirbumian. Obviously we may not be ejected into the outside world 
completely naked and defenceless. On the other hand there is no reason why we should 
not regulate our obsession with careers. Indeed it is essential that we do. 

We take off our hats to: 
The l\Iaster who was explaining to his class the ins and outs of the Times, and said 

'These are the centre pages: most papers have centre pages; scmetimes they are in the 
centre, sometimes just in the middle.' 

The Technology Master who, spying a boy casting large bits of mahogany into the 
furnace quite nonchalantly, said '\\1ood doesn't grow on trees, you know.' 

The boy who posted his pocket handkerchief to his Auntie instead of a Get-Well 
card. 

The two new boys who were seen gazing triumphantly down into a muddy puddle 
in the School House garden, during 'Exploring Sherborne' 'Vednesday afternoon activity 
-'That must be the Abbot's fishpond.' 
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It has definitely been a Spring term. 
There have never been more than four 
successive days without rain, which
ignoring the shrieks of the groundsmen as 
the hockey pitches become like used bits 
of blotting paper-made a fresh clean start 
to a new year. Certainly everything seemed 
to be bursting into leaf-the school and trees 
alike. 

So it is appropriate that at this time 
of year we should congratulate Dr. and Mrs. 
Turner and Mr. and Mrs. Smart on the 
birth of their sons, Matthew and Christopher. 
And we should also note that the Chapel 
was momentarily relieved of the responsibility 
of accommodating six hundred spotty 
schoolboys, when Duncan Mitchell-Innes was 
christened there. 

The Chapel also saw one of the Lenten 
talks delivered by Brother Jonathan S.S.F., 
who unfortunately was taken ill while he was 
here and could not complete his programme. 
The day before this was the annual 
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TERM 
confirmation in the Abbey, this year 
conducted by the Bishop of Ramsbury. For 
the second time confirmands preceded this 
with a quiet day at the Friary in Batcombe. 

Meanwhile, on a distinctly unquiet 
academic front, the school underwent the 
usual trial 0 and A levels which were as 
tedious and laboured as ever-the only 
blot on an otherwise lively and cheerful 
term. However the results of the Oxbridge 
scholarship examinations of the Winter 
term inspired us all to improve our own 
learning and swot up three more Greek verbs 
each week. We must congratulate the 
twelve award winners: D. H. Wilson, J. 
Powe, A. D. Hughes, W. D. H. Carey, D. C. 
Heaver, N. M. Jacobsen, P. A. Oborne, 
W. L. Treadwell, J. R. Bensted-Smith, 
J. H. Robertson, S. R. G. S. Garlick and R.J. 
Waterfield. And in spite of what seems a fair 
total there, the headmaster vows that it will 
be better next year. 

Other achievements in this field included 
a victory (with little opposition, I may say) 
for the classicists at the annual classical 
reading competition in Salisbury: Richard 
Brett, Andrew Rose, Charles Willis and 
M. J. Taylor appropriated six prizes between 
them. 

Apart from this there were of course the 
regular expeditions into the outside world: 
various pseudo-intellectuals went to see 
Brecht's 'Threepenny Opera' in Bristol for 
instance, some artists to the Turner exhibition 
at the Royal Academy, some undefined 
people to Paris over half term, a select body 
of Upper sixth formers to Lincoln's Inn 
to see if they should like to be judges when 
they grow up, the choir to sing evensong in 
Exeter Cathedral, and, during the last days 
of term, the First XI to take part in the 
Oxford Hockey festival. As well as these, 
some of us walked all the way to the Digby 
Hall to attend a conference of West Dorset 
schools, 'Dorset 1984' which showed us what 
must happen to Dorset in the next nine 
years. 

But more specifically and immediately 
than that, great works are evolving in the 
School House garden: the poor Toey has 
been flattened and in its place sprouts a 
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central feeding complex, the biggest change 
in the school this century, as it has been 
described. A pair of fine new tennis courts 
have also been completed as the first step 
towards the creation of a modern and 
luxurious sports centre. 

The rest is all in the magazine, which 
is very like the last one. The theme this time 
is Tradition, a concept to which everyone 
today seems to have an aversion-so it should 
be boundlessly popular. It seems to be 
mainly made up of articles discussing separate 
aspects of the traditional public school.. I 
should also draw your attention to J.H.P.G.'s 
spectacular drawing of the Courts in 1850 
(which will be for sale later, on its own) and 
the article specially written for the magazine 
by Alec Waugh. 

Thanks are due to all my assistants 
and Mr. Niven who censored the vulgar bits 
~which not even the headmaster noticed) 
m the last one: Charles Dowding becomes 
editor next term and Daniel Lloyd is to be 
the new member of the editorial team. 

And meanwhile the year passes on. 
The term was a green and a live one (we 
forget the snow during the last fortnight) 
and short enough to seem almost too short. 
We now look forward to balmy summer 
evenings revising Chemistry before going 
into bat or tanning the small of our backs in 
the sun. 

Charles Mills 

Sherborne Diary 
The term has come and gone in the 

short space of ten weeks and in retrospect 
one wonders whether it really happened at 
all, but on closer inspection vivid images come 
to mind, such as the Headmaster in one of 
his immaculate suits striding resolutely down 
to the games fields in Wellington Boots, or 
his wife wheeling her black bicycle around 
Sherborne and up Hospital Hill with an 
effortless serenity that pupils never manage to 
achieve without looking completely out of 
breath. 

It is bad that as soon as the Headmaster 
and his family are ensconced in Abbey 
Grange, the landscape around it should 
change so startlingly. The well known and 
much loved Toey was razed to the ground 
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and removed from the skyline in a few hours 
of some of the wetter days in the term. Soon 
after some people with noisy machines dug 
a big hole for the basement of the new 
'Essential Nourishment Complex' (as it is 
known by the music staff) which swiftly 
filled up with water. However using pumps 
this was emptied and at the end of term-in 
spite of the fact that the workmen seemed to 
spend most of their time playing cricket on 
the headmaster's tennis court-the outline 
of the thing could be traced, while the plans 
have been pinned up on the examination 
notice. board (in loving memory of one of 
the Gym's previous roles?). The Toey itself 
now is in two plastic boxes in the Devitt Court, 
and only arrived there by the demolition of 
a gateway or two. 

Towards the end of the term, 
scaffolding was erected outside Study One, 
School House, but this was not a sign of an 
insurrection or a pending execution, merely 
a mending of a cracked drainpipe. 

While on the subject of buildings and 
houses, Mr. Bruce has moved into a newly 
decorated Room 13 while his old classroom 
has had the roof taken off and replaced. His 
chair to go behind his desk in his new class
room is lower than that in the old: he told me 
that when he sat down behind his desk for the 
first time he almost disappeared. 

Members of staff have been moving 
houses like playing party games-Mr. Danger 
has left \Vharton and moved into Fraulein 
Dedek's old house, who has in turn run off 
to Greenhill. Dr. and Mrs. Holland have 
abandoned their house in the wilds of 
Chetnole for \Vharton-one only wonders 
what will happen when Mr Higginbottom 
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returns. Perhaps sleeping bags in the con
ference room will be the only answer, unless 
more members of staff will commute as Mr. 
Bruce intends to do when he and his wife 
move to Somerton. There, I am told, future 
members of Duffers will be able to pick their 
own strawberries before meetings. 

Anyway I, for one, look forward to the 
approaching Summer months, long days in 
the country and sun revising with calm of 
mind for the detested exam. Mocks this term 
are always a dreary affair since revision 
can only be done in studies-unless you are 
foolhardy like myself and abandon considera
tions of coolness in the evenings in order to 
study beneath the watery sun, setting over 
the hills at Corton Denham. Nevertheless 
we all did our bit in the Methodist school
room-and Mr. Niven is to be congratulated 
for refusing to call his French papers 'mocks' 
'because it makes them sound like a farce'. 
Instead he called them 'trials' which made 
the examinees feel like budding Mark 
Phillipses. 

Surprisingly Mr. Cleaver's Latin set did 
get their exam papers returned. His dog, 
which has a voracious appetite, ate a number 
of unseens during the term, but it would 
appear he has an aversion to exam papers, 
as to ham rolls left over from squash matches 
which Mr. Cleaver gives to his UVI set to 
compensate for their devoured translations. 

From dogs to cars. Mr. Davies has been 
having a lot of fun capturing housemasters in 
his. Once in, it is difficult to find the handle 
on the door and only Mr. Davies knows the 
secret. He also has another party trick
he puts the car in first gear, turns the steering 
wheel full round and locks it in position 
and then lets it tour the Courts of its own 
accord. The mixed laughter of the music 
staff was so raucous at one performance that 
the headmaster rose from his desk and 
surveyed the amazing scene. No doubt the 
music staff were laughing at the prospect 
of the steering wheel becoming unlocked 
and the poor car ploughing destructively into 
the BSR. They were disappointed, I am 
glad to say, and the people-trap was seen in 
good order later in the term with two boys 
stuck therein. 

Mr. Davies' house backs onto the playing 
fields where the school has had moderate 
success this term. Whatever the success rate, 
people seem to have enjoyed themselves 
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which is obviously important. One house 
hockey coach though, not sure of the rules, 
tells me he holds referendums on short or 
long corners, which is even more perplexing 
since the result is nearly always r r for and 
r r against. 

Back to the cloisters, which may well be 
glassed in and heated to provide a large 
school common room when Central Feeding 
is introduced. Above the new notice boards 
which were commented on in this column 
last year, have been placed very pleasant 
blue signs with gold lettering. Now no 
member of staff will have any excuse for 
pinning fortnightly orders on the library 
notice board. Meanwhile in the library 
itself reorganisation is apace thanks to Mr. 
Childs, and for the first time science books 
find themselves face to face with Voltaire. 
In the battle of wits the molecules are being 
firmly beaten. The librarian has in his 
charge now an ice axe, used by an O.S. who 
climbed Everest. This can be viewed with 
awe on application. 

The newer volumes in the school's 
possession find themselves all in the Upper 
Library, and the older ones in the Lower 
which is now a famous haunt for a few 
devoted antiquarians; it is a superb browsing 
room and has attained a fine Gothic flavour 
which helped revive the Wildman; this 
society proved itself once more by deciding 
overwhelmingly that to abolish the Monarchy 
would be a Bad Thing. 

Across the undercroft in the JCR 
attempts are being made to give it a more 
'pubby' atmosphere with the introduction of 
intimate lighting a la sleazy night club. It 
is rumoured that a specially nicotine stained 
ceiling is being imported from a plastic 
moulding firm in Japan. However all these 
efforts cannot stamp out pubbing until the 
JCR becomes crowded on Saturdays and 
Sundays-which hopefully an open member
ship to all UVI and VII formers will achieve. 

If not, the massive pile of the projected 
Sports centre will have to be the hub of 
Sherborne social life. There are rumours 
that a cocktail party has already been 
planned to take place in the showers there. 
For the building itself, a hole was dug to 
see ifthe ground was suitable for foundations. 
The results are not known, but I hear the 
plans have met opposition from the planning 
authorities-this means the old pool will 
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probably be patched up for another two 
summers, giving our noble headmaster time 
to get in a little practice. For if he is to 
emulate the late Dr. Harper he will not only 
have to swim a length of the pool on opening 
day but also play a game of squash and one 
of indoor hockey and finish with a finale of 
weightlifting, fencing and judo. 

Well, there it is then. That is it. When 
you read this beneath the Summer sun, 
remember how much really happens in a 
few weeks, and in the long orange evenings 
remember that the Summer term, in spite 
of its academic chores, will be as restful and 
as enjoyable as this Lent term has been. 

Stewart Butler 

'Swann's \Vay', the first volume of 
Scott-1\Ioncrieff's translation cf :Marcel 
Proust's 'Remembrance of Things Past' was 
published in the early twenties. The section 
'Swann in Love' contains an elaborate 
analysis of jealousy, and I found, as many 
other men have done, that Swann's 
experiences coincided very often with my 
own. Yes, I thought, that's the way it was. 
But in one issue my reaction was exceptional 
at the point where Swann recognises that 
it would be impossible for him to visit a 
certain small village when Odette was there. 
It would not only annoy, it would embarrass 
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Ave Atque Valete 

We say good-bye to the following: 
Myles Ripley and James Robertson of Abbey; 
S. G. Blake of the Green; Ewan Cameron 
of Harper; Myles Hockley of Abbeylands; 
John Coleman of Lyon; Mark Outhwaite of 
Westcott; David Heaver of the Digby. 

We welcome Mr. J. S. Mitchell who has 
come to teach Physics. 

EXILED 
FROM 

SHERBORNE 

Alec Waugh 
(Photo: Richard Frede) 

her. It would be in the worst taste for him 
to go. Yet far from feeling cheated and 
resentful, he regards this interdiction as 
a privilege. 

Anyone else can go there. The railway 
timetable gives elaborate instructions on how 
to do so. Travel thither 'was a lawful act'; 
'the public was informed by way of printed 
advertisements that a train started from 
Paris at eight and arrived there at ten', 
and the public could go 'In such numbers as 
justified the labour and expense of stoking the 
engines.' Swann alone was denied 'the 
universal right to travel where he would.' 
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This made him for Odette 'someone who 
differed from all other mortals'. That is 
exactly how it is, I thought, between 
Sherborne and myself. 

In the autumn of 1917, after the 
publication of'The Loom of Youth', my name 
was removed from the list of the Old 
Shirburnian Society, and it was with an 
acute sense of homesickness that every so 
often I looked out of the window of the train 
that was carrying me to Devonshire or 
Cornwall. The engine would slowly halt. 
Passengers would get off the train. 
Passengers would get onto it. I alone had not 
the right to stand upon that platform. I 
saw the broad road curving past the Digby. 
I alone of the passengers on that train could 
not walk past it towards the square tower of 
the abbey. As Swann for Odette, I for 
Sherborne 'differed from all other mortals'. 

In l 931, shortly before Christmas, I 
was staying at a country inn in Chagford. 
One of the other guests was driving up to 
London and suggested that I went with him. 
We would lunch at Sherborne on the way. 

'I'm sorry,' I said, 'I can't lunch at 
Sherborne.' 

'Why ever not?' 
I explained why not. He was indignant. 

'I've never heard anything so ridiculous. 
What do you think could happen to you. 
You can't be arrested. You won't be set 
upon. It is not even term time.' 

He could not see my point. 
In one sense he was quite right, of 

course. Nothing could happen to me. I 
would show my friend around the buildings. 
I would go to the Castle Inn for a sandwich 
and a pint of beer and gossip with Tom 
Bowley about the legendary past. 'Come on,' 
my friend insisted, 'Don't be stupid. I've 
always wanted to see the place.' But he was 
only right up to a point; he could not see 
the parallel between Swann and myself. 
Sherborne meant as much to me as Odette 
had to Swann. I treasured my privileged 
position. If I did go, I was most unlikely to 
see anyone I knew, out of term time, but there 
was always the chance of meeting some 
master, whom I knew. How would he 
behave? Would he cut me? Either way 
it would be an awkward moment. I did not 
want to be associated with that kind of 
moment. I stood upon a point of honour. 
I had entered into an unwritten pact with 
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Sherborne not to cross its courts until I had 
been re-admitted into the Old Boys' society. 
It was then that I first fully realised how much 
Sherborne meant to me. 'I had better start 
trying to get back onto the 0.S. Society' I 
told myself. 

THE POLITICS OF THE 
PRIVATE SECTOR 

The Secretary of State himself was not 
able to write the article we asked him to 
write 'in view of his many other com
mitments'. However we did receive a 
concise summary of the Government's 
intentions with regard to the private sector. 

The Government is committed to a 
policy of ending selection at eleven plus or 
at any other stage and speeding the develop
ment of a fully comprehensive system of 
secondary education which will provide 
better opportunities for all. It is also com
mitted to stopping the present system of 
direct grant schools and withdrawing the 
relief and charitable status from public 
schools as a first step towards the long term 
aim of phasing out fee-paying in schools. 
There is, however, no que>tion of the 
independent sector of education being taken 
over or of parents being forbidden to send 
their children to independent schools, 
because it simply would not be practicable 
to do this. The cost of providing from the 
rates and taxes for the education of all those 
children who are at present in fee-paying 
schools would be enormous and would 
pre-empt resources which are needed for 
other things. 
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100 YEARS AGO 

Sherhorne Volunteers c. 1875 

THE SHIRBURNIAN, June 1875 

Sir, 

I have heard with regret that an attempt is being made to introduce medals as 
prizes at the athletic sports. My object in writing to you is to protest most strongly 
against such a pernicious innovation; indeed I can conceive no measure more like! y 
to destroy the small amount of interest at present taken in these sports-not that I am 
an advocate for continuing the present system, for I think that most of the prizes as given 
now are hardly worth running for. There seems to be a strange fascination for giving 
the most useless articles-for instance, I once saw a fellow under fifteen receive a case of 
shaving tackle as his prize. Again, the prizes for the principal races are generally the 
worst-for example, the winner of the mile gets a great pewter, value 10s 6d, and whoever 
is lucky enough to come in second gets either a pocket book, worth about 5 shillings, or 
an album, which, however much pressure is put upon, cannot usually be induced to 
fasten .... 

Yours very faithfully, 

o.s. 
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THE SCHOOL IN 
1850 

The accompanying drawing depicts a 
view of the School from the north as it was in 
1850 before Dr. Harper's great expansion 
westward and northward. The drawing is 
based on a number of old prints and two 
plans now in the School Archives: one of 
1846 and the other of 1851. Much of the 
layout was confirmed by the excavations 
carried out north of the Slype in August 
1974. Nearly all the information given 
below comes from Mr. Gourlay's History of 
Sherborne School. 

Looking from west to east (right to left) 
the buildings can be identified as follows. On 
the extreme right is the present 13th century 
Library range which, with the Chapel, was 
in 1850 part of Gouger's Silk Mill. The range 
was at that time divided into three floors: 
the top lighted by dormers, the Perpendicular 
windows of the Upper Library blocked in 
and new windows pierced below them. The 
present ground floor Gothic windows are 
Victorian, though the doorway into the 
Beckett Room is 14th century and contempor
ary with the demolished cloisters, the remains 
of which can be seen against the east wall. 
The rough ground to the east with the horse 
and cart in it belonged to the mill. East of 
it is a narrow passage between high walls 
leading into the Abbey by a doorway under 
the most easterly window of the north aisle, 
now blocked. Bottom right is the Head
master's Office, originally part of the Abbot's 
kitchen, but in 1850 a private residence called 
the Abbey House, with its garden across the 
road and over the low wall opposite. The 
whole area of the Library, Chapel, Head
master's Office and Courts was not acquired 
by the School until 1851. 

The east wall of the passageway to the 
Abbey was the original west boundary of the 
School with an entrance in the splayed part 
of the wall to the north-west. It enclosed 
the Ball Court, the main playground of the 
boys. As early as 1670 a site there was 
enclosed and a regular rent paid for 'erecting 
a wall against the church wall'. The area 
is mentioned as 'ye fives place' in 1675, 
and 'the ball court' in 1694. Between 1686 
and 1 709 an additional area was rented from 
a neighbouring tenant 'for the use of his 
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Backside for the Scholars to play in'. The 
paving stones of the Court were relaid in 1855. 

The Box Building bounded the Ball 
Court to the east. It was put up by the 
governors in 1697 for £400 to house boys 
suffering from a smallpox epidemic, and 
consisted of 'a parlour and a woodhouse with 
several chambers over for sick boys'. Judging 
by a 19th century print of the School, and by 
its cellars which were opened up in the recent 
excavations, its north, south and west walls 
were of stone, and its east fa<;:ade of timber and 
plaster-very like the old wing of Abbeylands 
fronting Cheap Street. The small building 
to its north housed domestic offices. 

To the east is the Bell Court, the main 
centre of the School in 1850. The figures 
shown in it are based on those in Penny's 
print of the Court of c. 1845. The small 
single-storied building in front of the north 
door into the Abbey was put up by Penrose 
in 1846 as a scullery, knife room and shoe 
room. It was joined to the Box Building by 
a wall which hid a passage leading between 
the Box Building and Bishop Roger's Chapel 
and on to the Slype. The latter was acquired 
by the School in 1550 and is 'the only 
building in school use without intermission 
from 1550 to the present day', and served as 
school brewery and laundry for over two 
centuries. It is the only surviving bay of the 
13th century monks' dormitory range which 
stretched northward well into the Sixth 
Form Green. The Slype covers important 
remains of the 11th century Saxon cathedral. 

South-east of the Court was the single
storied kitchen. To judge by its mullioned 
windowg shown on the 1846 plan, it was 
probably a 17th century addition to the 
l\faster's House which stands behind it and 
to which it is joined, though surprisingly it 
does not appear in Penny's print. The 
Master's House, or 'Old School House', was 
a conversion of the Lady Chapels and vestry 
of the Abhey carried out in 1560. Its attics, 
with dormer windows to the east, were 
the original dormitories of the early School 
reached by a staircase lit by the oval windows 
shown on the drawing. The School arms, 
with those nf the 1560 governors, adorn its 
south wall, and the Elizabethan fireplace of 
the Headmaster's study can still be seen in 
the Bow Chapel. The house was divided 
from the ambulatory and the aisles of the 
Abbey by. blocking their eastern arches with 
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a plaster partlt10n. A 19th century vicar 
complained that 'the master's wife heard all 
their chants, and they heard all her polkas'! 
After the Headmaster moved into School 
House in 1860, the Old Master's House was 
used as a common room and lodgings for 
masters until r 92 r when it was re
incorporated into the Abbey. 

A passage led from the Master's House 
into the Old Schoolroom, now School House 
Dining Hall. This beautiful room, with its 
fine Restoration south front and statue of 
Edward VI ('set up in 1614, carved of 
Portland stone' by Godfrey Arnold for £9 
with 5/4 extra for painting) was built in 
1608. It would be appropriate with the 
advent of central feeding to return to its 
original name of the 'Old Schoolroom'. 

South of the Schoolroom, comprising 
what is now the top level of Bow House 
garden, was the entrance court into the 
School, known anciently as the 'School 
Barton', with its qth century entrance 
doorway leading into Church Lane. To 
its east, bordering Church Lane, the drawing 
shows a tall, four-storied house known as the 
Laundry Building. It was purchased by Lyon 
in 1827 for extra dormitories and a laundry, 
and not pulled down until r 920. 

Returning to the east side of the Bell 
Court. The small building north of the Old 
Schoolroom, as the tablet on its west wall 
indicates, was built in 1670. The Oak Room 
on its first floor was the School Library until 
r86r, and its ground floor (now School House 
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kitchen) combined as a writing room and a 
dining room for the Headmaster's tablers. 
To its north in 1835 Lyon erected the Bell 
Building with a large schoolroom on its 
ground floor and 'two stories of airy and 
commodious sleeping rooms over . . . the 
whole being surmounted by a handsome 
Gothic cupola for the bell'. The west fac;:ade 
is impressive with its steep gables and 
mullioned windows, but the building of 
School House in 1860 engulfed its north 
end and somewhat spoilt its proportions. 

The north wall of the Bell court was 
built in r 753 from stones of the demolished 
medieval Prior's house which adjoined the 
monks' dormitory and was sited north and 
east of the Box Building. It survived until 
r 749, latterly as a workhouse, when it was 
bought by the School for £240 and pulled 
down. We uncovered its S.W. corner last 
August. The Priory garden was taken over 
for the headmaster's use and can be seen in 
the foreground of the drawing. The Head
master's stables were built as its north end 
on the site of the present Lodge. 

Finally it should be noted that the Abbey 
appears as it was before the Victorian 
restoration. The 15th century lead roofs are 
flatter than we now see them and the tower 
pinnacles more squat. The windows of the 
north aisle of the nave were also different, but 
that is another story too complicated to 
relate here. 

J.H.P.G. 

Left: Destroying the 
Toey-Tlie passing 
of an institution. 
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THE 
ARTS 

Jack Brymer, clarinet. David Lloyd, piano 
This concert was certainly not lacking in variation, and Jack Brymer excelled 

on the clarinet, but it was a pity that David Lloyd could not provide better support. 
The first piece was a Weber clarinet concertina-a flashy scalic passage. It was the 

only one in which Brymer failed to impress, although he was as usual dominant; the 
piano was played with too little force. 

We then had Schumann's three fantasy piece, and here the clarinet excelled. He 
has a reputation for never practising, but here Brymer really showed his class-it sounded 
as though he practised all day! The sound was extraordinarily tasteful and quite unique; 
very creamy and lots of vibrato. 

After a Poulenc sonata we were treated to the debut playing of a new piece by Pamela 
Harrison, which was delightful and ethereal. There was also a jazzy piece by Alec 
Templeton, the blind jazz pianist, which the young parts of the audience liked. Finally 
there was a display of the workings of some r8th century instruments, which nicely 
rounded off a lively evening. 

Ian Davies, viola. Christopher Knott, piano 
The recital started with a D minor movement by Glinka, which was well played on 

both parts. This was followed by the first complete sonata. Hindemith has never been 
my favourite composer, and this piece made no difference. Occasionally however, the 
music became exciting, with the viola being drowned by the piano and then recovering. 

The Brahms was good. It began with some fearsome leaps for the piano, but otherwise 
the first movement was unstartling. The second and third movements were expressive, 
but it was the last that won me round to accepting that the sonata is good for both 
instruments. 

Everything had been laid out to fit the occasion-dried flowers, piano and stand 
spotlighted, and a general air of expectancy. So it was just a pity that such a small 
number of people turned up: not, I feel, on the schools musical tastes, but just a general 
apathy. 
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Orchestral Concert 
Undoubtedly this was one of the musical highlights of the term, and great credit must 

go to everyone concerned for an extremely lively and entertaining evening. 
To start with the second orchestra played a Waltz in F by Dvorak. Since it is 

fairly easy to play they might have done better-the strings strayed a bit at times. This 
they followed by excerpts from R. Strauss' 'Der Rosenkavalier', a more difficult piece. 
It came across well, amid much exhortation from J.I.W.D. 

The second group of musicians wasJ.A.D.'s brass ensemble, which came as a pleasant 
surprise as it wasn't on the programme. They played for the most part with precision, 
and the few errors they made went unnoticed, so that the overall sound was very creditable. 

Now we had the first orchestra. The first piece they played, by Rossini (Overture: 
the Italian girl in Algiers), came across remarkably well. Rossini always works in a nice 
melody, and this piece is no exception-all parts of the orchestra played very competently. 
Then after some light and airy ballet music we were treated to Sibelius' March (Karelia 
suite). This is a rousing piece of music and B.R.J. brought the best out of the orchestra; 
the audience liked it very much. 

The last part of the concert was the mini-band, conducted and led by P.J.S. in his 
glaring red jacket. I think the sheer quality and volume of music surprised most people, 
and it went down exceptionally well. Hardly a note was wrong, and things were livened 
up by some dancing around from the saxophonists and some loud 'grunts' from Jack 
Wharton. In the last piece, 'The Lady is a Tramp' by Richard Rogers, A.M.D. made a 
guest appearance as vocalist. His singing was truly inspired, and was received so well 
that he had to do the whole thing again. Amid popular applause, the band then gave 
another encore, the audience finally leaving in the best of moods. 

Charles Dowding 

The King's Singers 
The King's Singers noticeably directed the latter part of their programme to humour 

and the former part to more serious music. The concert began with a witty introduction 
explaining their wide range of music with both classical and 'pop'. 

The first item was a selection of 16th Century Madrigals. Maybe the most enjoyable 
were the French Madrigals. La Guerre by Clement Jannequin was a clear attempt at 
reconstructing the noise and clamour of war, which the King's Singers sang with plenty 
of zest. 

The second item, in contrast, was a setting of Lithuanian Folk Texts by Dvorak. 
These five stories were very emotional and expressive. The last song Hostina (a feast), had 
an explanation as long as the piece itself! To round off the first half, they demonstrated 
their abilities in popular music, with a distinct jazz flavour. The four songs naturally 
went down well with the audience. 

After the interval we were treated to a completely novel idea. The singers put on a 
detective opera, Sir Harry North's Last Case. It was certainly well performed and one 
knew immediately, when the corpse started singing, that this was no ordinary operetta. 
The zany humour was put across with superb singing. 

The evening ended with another selection of folk-songs and contemporary 'pop' 
material. The audience managed to induce the King's Singers to sing an encore with a 
patriotic flavour. For those who were not there, you missed a very entertaining and 
worthwhile concert. 
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Musical 
Society 

The annual concert of the Sherborne lVIusical Society is more thanjust a performance 
of choral music: it is an occasion. There are few more beautiful buildings in England than 
Sherborne Abbey and, by the same token, few better settings for the performance of 
sacred music. The church is always packed by school and town alike to hear the singing 
of school and town alike. One's only regret is that, with the names of Sherborne Girls' 
School, Leweston and the Preparatory School, are not also linked Foster's and the 
Lord Digby's. 

Certainly the sense of occasion was not lacking this year when the orchestra played 
the introductory bars of the first work. 'With great originality, choir and orchestra were 
arranged differently this year, the former being pushed forward into the crossing, and 
the latter being placed on a platform behind. Acoustically the arrangement was very 
successful, though the soloists were rather unhappily situated on the North Side of the 
Choir and found it hard to dominate the proceedings when it was required of them. 

There were works by two composers and they contrasted sharply-Vivaldi's Gloria 
and Four Sacred Pieces (Quattro Pe;:;:::.i Sacri) by Verdi, both in their familiarity and their 
style of composition. In the first-one of Vivaldi's finest compositions-there were some 
very moving moments, but, in general, though the orchestral playing was excellent, the 
singing well controlled and well supported by Patricia Sabine (Soprano) and Barbara 
Mc Quire (Contralto), there was a lack of conviction about the performance. A Gloria 
rather lacking in exultant glory. 

The little known QJLatlro Pe:::.:::.i Sacri of Verdi saw an abrupt change from the more 
disciplined style of the early eighteenth century to a mood of intense Romanticism. The 
orchestra, so ably led by Ian Davies, was again very successful in setting the tone swirling 
and agitated excitement and emotion. Of the four pieces, the first-Ave 1\faria scala 
enigmatica, for four-was perhaps the hardest of these unfamiliar works to follow. But 
at least it gave one the chance to hear John Walker (Tenor) and Gary Keene (Bass) 
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and to come to regret that they had come so far to sing so little. The Stabat Mater for 
Chorus and Orchestra that followed brought out the best in the orchestra, though for 
beauty and sensitivity, nothing could compare with the third piece, Laudi alla Vergine, 
sung from the altar by the Madrigal Society of the Girls' School, under the direction of 
Augusta Miller. 

The whole made up another memorable evening and one of which the Conductor, 
Brian Judge, and all those who took part can be justly proud. 

Madrigal Society 
Under the supervision of P. ]. Witchell the concert started with two pieces by 

Richard Rodney Bennett about birds and an excellent arrangement of one of Edward 
Lear's Nonsense songs. The performers sung with the usual precision that one comes to 
expect. from them. After this there were two short instrumental pieces played by members 
of the Girls' School and some more songs by Richard Rodney Bennett. Following an 
attractive 'Quartettino' by Scarlatti, again played by the girls, we heard an exciting 
piano piece entitled 'Daddy Long Legs' both played and written by Sharmini 
Thillaimuthu whose music also featured in the next item-'The Ticking Clock' which 
was sung by the complete group. 

A 'Geographical Fugue' by Ernst Toch came next. It was written for a speaking 
chorus but the performance was not up to the usual standard. The three folk songs that 
came afterwards showed some talent for guitar playing as well as singing and were done 
by a smaller group. The evening was concluded by a Hungarian Folk Song by Kodaly 
and an entertaining demonstration of part singing in 'This Old Man.' 

The Orchestra of the Birmingham School of Music 
The fact that the majority of Concert Club members, the enemy within, had decided 

to take an exeat greatly enhanced the concert, for the level of coughing and programme 
crinkling was minimal. 

Initially one had the impression that Frank Downes, the conductor, was incapable of 
grasping the "essence of good music". Mozart's overture, "The Marriage of Figaro", an 
example of a first movement of a symphony in shortened form and without a slow 
introduction, seemed to lose its exquisite poise as a result of the two women who happened 
to be caught stranded in the aisle when Mr. Downes let loose with his baton. However, 
this was made up for by a reasonable rendering of the piece. It was slightly blemished 
by a trace of faulty intonation in the first violins. 

After a somewhat chaotic interlude when the piano was being moved into position, 
we were treated to a polished performance of Mozart's E flat Piano Concerto by the 
glamorous Susan Hall. This was perhaps the highlight of the evening. In retrospect, 
however, it was a pity that the lid of the piano was not opened; for the sound could have 
dominated the orchestra with more effect. 

The second half of the concert consisted of Schubert's Symphony in B flat. The 
beautiful melodies of Schubert were at times spoilt by the unpolished phrasing of, once 
again, the first violins. However, after having flagged half way through, the symphony 
was ended by a rousing finale which gave the feeling that certain individuals were keen 
to get back onto the motorway. 

Their efforts were greatly appreciated. 
Gerald Heath 
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The department's extra-curricular 
activities this term started with an outing to 
Sexey's School, Bruton, to absorb four 
interesting Art films. The first, by Lord 
Clark, was a learned lecture on Romanticism, 
concentrating on the works of Turner and 
Constable with reference to the poems of 
Wordsworth. He accentuated the unbridled 
expression of the passions, the love of the 
exotic and the occasional absurdities. The 
dewy greens, water meadows and mills of 
the Suffolk countryside were shown to bring 
Constable's paintings close to our spirit. In 
contrast L. S. Lowry's work showed the 
type of paintings one can produce using 
the more squalid industrial areas as sources 
of energy. These primitive works on close 
scrutiny revealed the apparent loneliness 
of the figures as they exist in their environ
ment. David Hockney showed us his sketch 
books and discussed them as the source for 
his industrious output. This documentation 
and hard earned technical skill is completely 
at the service of a very original mind, a mind 
with a sense of the absurd. Hockney places 
wit and humour under the micro~cope 

without forfeiting its artistic quality. This is 
a considerable feat. The final film showed 
the natural talents of the African potters, 
when Michael Cardew himself worked with 
them for a number of years. 

Of the exhibitions this term, the first 
was of Mr. Baker's small works, mainly 

ART 
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Left: Tile New Art Gallery 
and Recital Room. 

watercolours. It was a collection from past 
and present and some of the earlier works 
painted in Hong Kong, \Vindsor, Oxford 
and Preston are exquisite in craftsmanship 
and colour. They displayed vividly the 
spirit of the areas he knew so well. \Vi th these 
were a number of oil paintings, probably 
the most notable being a street painting of 
:Montmartre. Following this came 'Image, 
Reality and Surreality', an exhibition of 
contemporary prints from America and 
England. Besides illustrating the wide 
variety of techniques, it emphasised the 
way in which the print functions as an 
object placed within the aesthetic and social 
context. The print is intimately linked with 
the idea of technology and this came across 
in some highly stylised West Coast images. 

Recently we had a visit from Peter 
1fajor of St. Paul's School to speak on the 
engravings of Piranesi, in particular those 
from the series, the 'Vedute di Roma', 
'Antichita Romane', 'Vedute di Paestum' 
and the 'Carceri d'Invenzione' in which 
the artist's passionate and violent tempera
ment transformed the ruins of Roman palaces 
into a subterranean dream world, full of 
ladders, treadwheels and instruments of 
torture. Besides slides of prints and locations 
in Rome he also brought with him 
approximately twenty original large 
engravings. 

Derek Whittaker 
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DOCTOR FAUSTUS 
R.S.G. chose to use the iVIarowitz 

edition of the play, a choice which has its 
advantages and also its disadvantages. The 
play is given a sense of unity that can 
otherwise be missing with the removal of the 
scene involving the horse-courser and a 
shortening of that involving the Emperor 
(John Landsberg) and the knight who is 
given stag's horns (Rupert Bravery). This 
unity is however gained at the expense of 
the play's integrity. The creation of the 
judge and tribunal does little more than 
detract from the central workings of the 
play and is not justified as a means of making 
the plot flow. The main criticism of the 
Marowitz edition is that it breaks up the final 
speech of Faustus with interjections from 
the Judge, Wagner and others. R.S.G. 
removed most of the impediments and 
replaced the final words-'I'll burn my 
books, Ah! Mephistophilis'-which Marowitz 
had for some reason seen fit to remove. 

Andrew Rose as Faustus performed this 
final speech excellently and it provided a fine 
climax to the play-as indeed it should. 
R.S.G.'s production techniques aided him 
at this point, the circling then kneeling monks 
heightening the tension and then adding to 
the stillness. 

In contrast to this the triviality of 
Faustus' pleasures must be and was brought 
out. And here as well should be mentioned 
the moments of low comedy in the play: 
Wagner (Daniel Lloyd) was amusingly 
snooty with the clown (Mark Jonas), though 
the scene in the Pope's Privy Chamber had 
more finesse as comedy. The Pope (John 
Holroyd), who became a rather good 
Gluttony later, opened the scene with a 
masterful effeminacy. 

Andrew Rose made an impressive 
Faustus. He deserves praise on all counts, 
but especially for his rendering of the last 
speech and the raising of Mephistophilis. 
Robin Taylor was a Mephistophilis with 
presence, perhaps a little too much presence, 
so that, while at the beginning he formed a 
superb complement to Dr. John Faustus, 
towards the end of the play when all attention 
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Andrew Rose as Faustus 

should be focused on the latter, rather than 
waiting with patience for the inevitable 
demise he tended to be overdramatic. This 
is a small criticism of an otherwise well 
played part, the highlight of which was the 
discourse on the nature of hell. 

Not enough was made of the strange 
relationship between Faustus and Mephisto
philis. Enmity and obedience being stressed 
at the expense of the enthralment of Faustus 
and the fatal attraction he has for his 
familiar spirit. The words 'Ah! Mephisto
philis' which provide an opportunity to 
stress this were used, rather, for dramatic 
effect. 

The sickening seesaw rhythm of such 
passages as 'I do repent, and yet do despair' 
came over, but not as strongly as might have 
been hoped. But, once again, these are small 
points. 

Of the other parts, some deserve 
mention: Pete Lane was called in to play 
the Prosecutor with only two days notice, a 
task which he carried out with much 
success. Craig Fitt changed from Cornelius 
into an interesting Beelzebub, appearing as 
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Alastair Morgan (Lucifer} summons Faustus 

both in different stages of the play. Stuart 
Leasor provided a focal point in the tavern 
uprising and was suitably eclipo:ed by 
Faustus when the mob entered the palace. 
The Bad and Good Angels, finally, Jonathan 
Devitt and Dermot Turing respectively, 
adjusted their voices perfectly to suit their 
roles. 

John Holroyd (The.Pope) 

Costumes and the movement of the 
numerous extras was colourful, almost 
pageant-like; scenery was simple in contrast. 
R.S.G. must be congratulated for the 
production as a whole, but in particular for 
his choice of Andrew Rose and Robin Taylor 
as Faustus and Mephistophilis. It was these 
two that made the play. 

Alastair Morgan 

The Fantasticks 

There is something exotic about 
Americans, especially when they turn up in 
Sherborne. Perhaps we suddenly feel all 
modern and polyglot and urbane as they 
mingle among us, or perhaps we are filled 
with a warm pride at being English. It may 
be either, but there was certainly something 
wistful on the faces of the boys from 
Elmdene who watched the touring company 
from the Phillips Academy, Andover, U.S.A. 
into the distance. 'They are gone' they 
moaned, dabbing the corners of their eyes 
with their Latin Hall. 

The mere fact that these were Americans 
made the production of the Fantasticks that 
much more glamorous and blurred the 
few inadequacies. It was good in fact, with 
a brightness and simplicity. Perhaps in a 
few cases the brightness could have been 
more studied: Jim Horowitz, as the Narrator, 
was so cool and tough at times that he 
mumbled, and contra5ted sharply with the 
fruity warbles of Niall Hoskin in the 
Sherborne production of the same play. 
The Boy and Girl were suitably slushy
Americans are good at slushy things-and 
angelic, even when they were quarrelling. 
The fathers who were lucky enough to be 
able to sing the catchiest of all the catchy 
numbers of which the play is composed (the 
person next to me was scratching his ear in 
time with the music all through the first act), 
were deservedly popular-especially when 
they tripped across the stage in one of their 
horticultural dances. And finally the ham 
actors were funny even to Englishmen who 
usually turn up their noses at American wit, 
with l\Iortimer accomplishing the shy fidgett 
to perfection. 

\Vhat the Fantasticks really wa5, though, 
was a release for us all. The mere presence of 
Americans produces a radical change of mood 
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in the school. Perhaps it is not a feeling of 
urbanity or of patriotism, but of pure 
horror at watching as I did a foreigner sitting 
down to breakfast in an overcoat and 
shunting baked beans onto his spoon with 
his thumb. It was certainly interesting to 
watch. 

Charles Mills 

The Happiest Days of Your Life 

Perhaps not surprisingly, the fourteenth 
Lyon House play was little different from 
the previous thirteen, inasmuch as it was 
well produced, well acted and well received. 
That everyone in the cast enjoyed themselves 
as much as the audience is proof that, as 
usual, the venture was successful. That the 
cast resisted all temptations to play for 
laughs and over act was a reflection on 
RAH's influence as director and the 
professionalism of the actors, for some of 
whom it was their first play. 

The play itself is the story of a boys' 
school and a girls' school who by fortune, or 
misfortune, have to share premises for a time 
during the second World War. This presents 
immediate problems. It is a play of little 
action but quick, witty dialogue, so that all 
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depends on the speed at which the play 
moves. If the Lyon House production began 
a little ponderously, it soon warmed up and 
James Maxwell as the cynical yet practical 
Billings, and Jonathan Marsden as the 
battle-axe Miss Whitchurch, quickly set it 
alight. The immediate state of affairs in the 
play, as if not bad enough, is made more 
farcical by the arrival of two sets of parents 
who have no idea that their offspring are 
attending what amounts to a coeducational 
school. Throughout the play Chris Jackson 
played the keen and infatuated Tarsel very 
well; Jeremy Brown was the epitome of the 
prep school headmaster and Simon Tuke's 
Gossage ('Call me sausage') was the lively sort 
of spinster we all do our utmost to avoid. 
Throughout, all three actors never let the 
tempo drop, the words remained audible, 
the script witty and the timing for the most 
part excellent. 

In fact the only regrettable aspect of the 
affair was that some people had to be turned 
away because of lack of space. 

Pete Donald 

The Happiest Days of Your Life: Jeremy Brown asserts his authority. 
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Staff Entertainment 

The Staff entertainment is always an 
excitement (viz. partisan fervour last year). 
The masses in the audience throb with 
anticipation-partly because it is the end of 
term and partly because they enjoy the 
satisfaction of dominating their oppressors 
for a few precious moments. 

The old favourites were all there
'Gladys' Rouse, the supreme Supreme in a 
chaste white sheet slashed to the upper thigh, 
Garry Oldham with an enviable chest of 
hair, Mr. Howard reciting mildly obscene 
verses in a pushchair and Mr. Wilkinson 
emitting repellent noises over the breakfast 
table. But on top of that were some real 
stars: Mr. Davis became Des O'Connor with 
a beauty that silenced even the most modest 
of coughs. Mr. Wellby ma3tered the weak 
bladdered early twentieth century young 
man to the last twitch. Dr. Beavon was a 
homely compere and in spite of what vulgar 
people from Lyon muttered, told some 
almost funny joke3. But Dr. Turner was the 
pillar of the thing of course-adapting 
himself from the role of flaccid ventriloquist's 
dummy to Bruce Forsyth (of the Degenera
tion Game) and, most important, to himself, 

Name wit'1'1eld on request 

2I 

singer and guitarist who was only just 
protected from being torn apart by a fervently 
devoted crowd. 

Above all, almost everyone took part 
which added to the entertainment, an 
entertainment of which it was flattering to be 
the object. 

Alan Chandler: Mime 

This was something novel for the school, 
but it was certainly not only its novelty that 
gave it merit. Alan Chandler has an excep
tional talent-and he made very clear he 
knew it-and consequently went on to give 
an absorbing and fascinating talk. 

First he demonstrated the illusions of 
modern mime with a genius that astounded. 
His ability to create matter out of touch and 
to imply events by reaction was stunning and 
disturbing. His complete mime, for instance, 
of a day in the life of a hospital orderly was 
particularly graphic-right down to the 
bloody details of the mid-morning append
ectomy. Perhaps even more remarkable 
were his representations of simple actions 
like walking and climbing stairs, while 
standing in exactly the same place all the 
time. 

In the second part he related the history 
of \Vestern mime and went on to illustrate 
briefly the six major characters that would 
have featured in the Comedia del Arte. Thus 
he completed a talk the like of which Sher
horne has never seen before. 

Nicholas Nisbet 
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TRADITION 

Someone was given a lift the other day 
along the A 303 and was asked by the 
traveller who had picked him up, how he 
liked it at Public School 'being beaten and 
bullied and fagging and that'. Our friend, 
a pupil at Sherborne School, sniggered, quite 
understandably, and discovered after further 
conversation that the traveller had been 
watching Tom Brown's Schooldays after tea 
every Sunday on the television and had been 
quite taken in. 

Yet sadly no more have we the sadistic 
prefect, the fag, the master who twists the 
hair on the backs oflittle boys necks to make 
them shriek in pain. No more have we the 
heroic captain of the First fifteen who runs 
everywhere with dirty knees, smelling natural. 
The bullies of the shell no longer flick ink 
pellets. Even rugger and chapel, the 
mainstays of the Victorian Public School 
have lost their traditional status. And no 
doubt, amidst all this extinction, it seemed 
right-up to date-to dispose of Speeches 
at Commem as well. 

At the same time Sherborne has never 
really had the ostentatious traditions of some 
of her more classy counterparts. Eton, for 
instance, has her wall game. Some of course 
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Left: Replacing Wolsey's 
Bell, 1934. 

would say that the meet we saw this term 
was almost in that class and I think, even 
if no-one else does, that the part members 
of the school played in replacing Wolsey's 
Great bell in the Abbey Tower on two 
occasions, certainly was. Both times boys 
dragged the bell, weighing two tons, from 
the station to the nave of the Abbey amidst 
much merriment and exultation. It is 
irrelevant-but undeniably intere3ting-to 
note that on the very same afternoon in 
1934 that Wolsey's bell was travelling to 
the Abbey, the bells of Tournai, where 
Wolsey's bell had been originally cast, were 
on the way back to Tournai after the Great 
War. 

Sherborne has not even one generally 
accepted ghost (though it has been maintained 
more than once that a phantom monk 
lurks at the top of the Becket room steps in 
the Upper Library). But most important 
of all these shortcomings in the school's 
tradition is the character of the inmate 
himself. No longer does he spend his spare 
time scrubbing mud from his hairy calves 
singing 'Men of Harlech'. Instead he sits 
festering in his study chanting the words of 
David Dimbleby on World Resources. He 
has become urbane and flies in the face of the 
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School's reputation for puritanism . and 
rust1c1ty. For in the old days the Shirburnian 
was basic. The lists were well stocked with 
the good solid Dorset and Somerset land 
owning gentry and activities were less 
intellectual, some of us would say, than ours 
today. Dr. Harper's son, for instance, 
perished on the Rugger field. And it was 
puritanism in the school that prompted a 
well known actor and Old Shirburnian 
to write this: 

' ... I hated my time at Sherborne. I 
thought it was an abominably badly run 
school. It was unimaginative, entirely sport 
orientated and did nothing to encourage the 
arts or music. It also allowed bullying, 
in my house anyway, reminiscent of the 
'Flashman Era'. I was expelled or rather 
superannuated for beating my fag master 
with his own cane, with which he was 
endeavouring to beat me.' 

THE CLASSICAL 
TRADITION 

For long the classics have been a 
particular feature of the public school, 
bringing with them manifold advantages, 
real or assumed. Thomas Gaisford, Dean 
of Christ Church in the last century, claimed 
that classical education 'enable3 us to look 
down with contempt on those who have not 
shared its advantages, and also fits us for 
places of emolument not only in this world, 
but in that which is to come.' Those of us 
who make less extravagent claims would 
admit that the quality of the ancient cultures 
still has power to civilise and that their 
detailed study can impart a critical, but 
balanced, judgement. 

In Tudor times, the ideal of the 
Renaissance gentleman-the inspired 
amateur of diverse accomplishments-found 
all it needed in the writers of Greece and 
Rome: the arts of war, and love; the sciences; 
history, philosophy and poetry. :'\o wonder, 
then, that classics was the staple of school
children, the banquet of the cultured. Yet 
despite the extravagance of that feast, the 
school diet was strangely impoverished: 

Sherborne won a reputation-it matters 
little whether it was bad or good-and that 
gave the school a very strong identity. 

Now of course it is the drip dry world of 
New Malden that infects us all. And yet 
still, amidst its contagious warts, there is still 
at Sherborne, an inerasable feeling of age, 
and with it warmth and beauty. There is the 
glowing Hams tone (erroneously described as 
grey in the Rugger song) above all and there 
is too the wind rattling the lost property 
lists in the cloisters, the dogs sniffing the 
foetid corners about the Porter's Lodge, the 
Happy Harries beating the chalk out of the 
blackboard dusters during break and, most 
important, the age. You cannot help being 
slightly proud. There is something bound
lessly satisfying at being picturesque enough 
to be snapped by American tourists on the 
fifth Form Green. 

Charles Mills 

it> basis was purely linguistic, a dull or 
painful ritual of initiation. 

~Iatters had only begun to improve by 
the nineteenth century, at first almost 
imperceptibly, as Tom Brown discovered 
in the lower fourth, where 'young gentlemen 
of all age3, from nine to fifteen, were to be 
found, who expended such part of their 
energie3 as was devoted to Latin and Greek, 
upon a book of Livy, the Bucolics of Virgil, 
and the Hecuba of Euripides, which were 
ground out in small daily portions.' Such 



grinding should of course have been the 
preliminary to a proper appreciation of the 
literature; but was often pure drudgery 
whose aim was considered self-evident to 
all but the sufferers, who sat in terror of the 
magisterial summons, 'Construe', and whose 
one study in literature was how to avoid it. 

At the end of the century scholars were 
more aware of the magnificence of the literary 
heritage and were not afraid to interpret 
as well as to amend texts. They matched 
each other in distinction and magniloquence: 
men such as Jowett, Master of Balliol and 
translator of Plato's works, on whose character 
the following lines were composed: 

First come I, my name is Jowett: 
There is no knowledge but I know it; 
I am the master of this College: 
What I don't know isn't knowledge. 
His own style, ponderous but forceful, 

can be seen in the introduction to his Plato, 
notably when in belligerent mood: 'If Mr. 
Grote should do me the honour to read any 
portion of this work he will probably remark 
that I have endeavoured to approach Plato 
from a point of view which is opposed to 
his own.' Equally famous was the great 
Jebb, translator and commentator on the 
works of Sophocles, who earned the well
known epigram, 'Such time as he could 
rescue from the adornment of his person 
he devoted to the neglect of his duties.' 
Such men are no more; instead we have 
the Third programme don, who stuns us 
not with eloquence or personality but with 
travelogues and dissertations on Hadrian's 
beard or Julia's morals. 

One feature of such an education until 
this century was that its practical value was 
not questioned; for it belonged to an elite 
to whom education meant culture, not the 
acquiring of useful skills. For the less 
academic it meant the ability to recognise 
classical references in books and newspapers 
and to wrestle analytically with Foreign 
Affairs or matters of Military Intelligence. 
But whether it produced scholars or sappers, 
the public schools had the overwhelming 
interest in the production process, as Jude 
found in Hardy's novel when trying to join 
this select company by gaining admission 
to an Oxford College; the Master wrote to 
him: 'I have read your letter with interest; 
and, judging from your description of your
self as a working man, I venture to think 
that you will have a much better chance 
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of success in life by remaining in your own 
sphere and sticking to your trade than by 
adopting any other course. That, therefore, 
is what I advise you to do.' Of course 
Hardy knew better than most that it was 
by no means impossible to rise from obscure 
origins to the pinnacles of fame. 

The more literary-though no less 
grammatical-approach to the classics, which 
benefited schools from the mid-nineteenth 
century, was in part due to the rise of the 
Modern Side as an alternative in the Sixth 
Form. Although it was intended for boys 
going into the services, it provided a rival 
discipline and classicists had to consider again 
their assumptions, unquestioned for some 
four hundred years. Such rivals have since 
become numerous and varied, and it is 
indeed right that a wide range of disciplines 
should be offered. Yet the claims of a 
classical education are still cogent; and with 
the demise of the grammar schools, the 
public schools are rapidly returning to their 
older role as chief guardians of the classical 
heritage. A few years ago, when, in the 
face of Cambridge, Oxford determined to 
retain its admission requirement of two 
languages, a fierce debate raged. Professor 
A. J. P. Taylor declared that Latin was a 
'dreary language with a second rate 
literature, and it is a waste of time to learn 
it'; then, with unwarranted vitriol, 'You 
only have to look at the people who have 
read the classics.' It was pointed out at the 
time that some of our most articulate and 
perceptive politicians were classicists, and 
Mr. Quintin Hogg, no mean orator, asserted 
that the study of the classical languages 
bestowed the ability to make a precise and 
scholarly choice of words. 

Much more could, and has, been 
claimed for it. Perhaps most important is 
that the languages are the key to those two 
civilizations from which ours is sprung, and 
without which it is largely incomprehensible. 
Those civilizations are sufficiently like ours 
for us to be able to identify with the men we 
find in them; but sufficiently unlike to force 
us to judge their ideas, language and history 
by criteria different from today's; so that we 
acquire a certain independence of outlook. 

Such is the property that we have 
inherited. We must see that the inheritance 
is not dwindled by inertia or destroyed by 
barbarism. Seldom has the custodian's 
task been more critical. 

C.W.M-1. 
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PUNISHMENT 

The Miserere Stall in Sherborne Abbey. 

Traditionally the means of punishment 
in all schools has been caning and beating 
and so it is not surprising that this is the most 
common form of punishment mentioned in 
biographies of O.S.'s; and the agony of 
the victim speaks to us from the famous 
Misericord in the Abbey. The grotesque 
carving is of a master flogging a pupil while 
others watch (c. 1447). It is this inherent 
humiliation that has been the essence of 
corporal punishment for so long: but as 
derision comes in hails not prolonged periods 
the displeasure, felt or assumed, has become 
the main emphasis. But the humiliation of 
the son has often been felt more in some places 
than in others. 

'I went to Sherborne to be fully informed 
whether the report of Mr. \Vilding's excessive 
severity to my son was true. I found he had 
not been often whipped since Christmas, but 
not above three lashes, not 14 at a time, as 
he was before I had desired him to be more 
moderate in his discipline. Mr. Wilding 
shew'd me his Exercises in one of which 
there were 30 Literal Faults, but none of 
false Concord or very improper words.' 

In 1837 the Rev. Lyon seems to make 
anticipation and tension the key: he had 
assemblies on Fridays in the Big School 
(then the present School House Dining 
Room). The master's desk was removed and 
in its place the cane was placed. The only 
escape was to visit the Doctor and Friday 
became a notably popular day to do so. But 
the use of such vicious methods must be 
paralleled with an intriguing innovation 
known to have been in use at the earlier half 
of this century: an alternative to the absurd 
Ginger Week that needs no description since 
it appears still to be in use; that of the 

No Punishment TVeek: any offence discovered 
was excused by this amnesty and yet anyone 
so getting caught would be assumed to be 
taking advantage of the housemaster's 
generosity and so popularly condemned. 
It seems to the author to be a highly effective 
method since it leaves the boys to decide what 
is a crime and what is merely an offence and 
clearly it avoids the pitfalls of harsher styles, 
expressed by one O.S. as 'not sadistic, but 
only thoughtlessly brutal or malignantly 
vindictive.' 

Until roo years ago prefects had no 
power to punish-the idea was brought in 
from Rugby-their duties consisted of seeing 
'that scholars demean themselves regularly 
and sitting by the door and giving answer to 
strangers and keeping the rest from running 
out.' 

Any offence discovered was to be 
detailed on a slip of paper-in Latin-which 
would be given to the 1Iaster each morning 
before breakfast. 

Even more vicious and sometimes the 
fairest punishments are those devised by the 
boys themselves: the episode when one 
respected O.S. was forced to eat a mixture 
of cheese and ink after waiting to know 
what would befall him for two months 
shows both the ingenuity and hurtfulness 
of the boys, though it is I believe the most 
extreme case on record. Further in the 
past, boys of unpopular mode had their heads 
forced through some railings outside of the 
Abbey and then were pelted with earth 
and poked with pins! 

In the face of such tactics (call it what 
you will) perhaps the best answer is to let 
the housemaster be what one frequently 
claimed anyway: the fount of all justice. 



FOOD 
Sherborne, on a drab, inert, and odorous 

Friday, is fish pie, and fish pie is ~herb~rn?. 
The most essential aspect of a Shirburman s 
education is not the lack of regular caning 
failing to make a man of him, or the absence 
of cold showers not making an impression 
on the bodily complexion, but the magical 
appearance, three times daily, of meals, 
leaving the mind of the youth free of such 
concerns a5 forage; and hopefully obviating 
the temptations of rudimentary and 
misguided experiments on the part . of 
impecunious studei;ts, sue~ . as testmg 
the appetite-quenching qualities of lawn
mowings. These provident meals no doubt 
give rise to the energetic demeanour 
described in my opening sentence. Ill 
manners are a flavouring reserved for the very 
hungry, and also for the culinary carefree. 

To me faced with the awful prospect of 
having to ;arn a living, ruining my eyesight 
on the small print of Baked-Beans cans, after 
a school career of exceptional irresponsibility 
and happiness, the life-peer's tales of the 
happy days of his youth begin to rin~ true. 
Spiritual worries bespeak a lack of visceral 
cares. The careless life requires a full belly: 
why housemast~rs .never att~ri;pt t? starve 
recalcitrant pupils mto submiss10n, 1s there
fore a benighted question. 

So it only remains to record, with a 
doughy snigger, aberration .from the .norm. 
The existence of the Toey, flit though it does 
from site to site, is refutation enough of the 
notion that with meals provided, the mouth 
and its nether regions may be forgotten. 
The school was very tense during the interim 
when the Old Toey was being subjected to 
annihilation, and the Temporary Toey was 
still perched coyly some six feet above the 
gravel of the Devitt court, with the rubber 
wheels and fuel tanks of a lorry to prevent 
any closer a marriage. Food, you see, is a 
sedative: it is never paunchy elephants who 
uproot banana trees. Anyway, apart from 
expense, what is that piquant flavour they 
put in Mars bars? 

We must pay homage to the traditions of 
House dining-rooms, for they are soon to be 
obliterated by capital improvements and 
central feeding. Housemasters have always 
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ruled this, their special domain, in a tight
lipped and open-mouthed fashion; most of 
us at some time have stomached an 
unwelcome Small, and equally faithfully, 
if less regularily, have remembered to 
import those useful little polythene bags 
(though I must warn anyone inspired by this 
article, that rice pudding comes through the 
little holes they perversely create to prevent 
the suffocation of infants idiotic enough to 
insert their heads, and semolina runs down 
the leg in a most disturbing fashion. Not so 
Chocolate Crunch.) Sometimes lunchtime 
laughter is banned, rendering conspicuous the 
jocular visitor, or the wholesome gurgle o~the 
peripatetic School . Prefect. Someti~es 

visitors do unusual thmgs, and conversations 
and behaviour are blasted off their homely 
and courteous course; for example, the 
prospective parent lovingly poured pink 
custard into his tankard, taking great care to 
catch the drip of the jug on the lip of his mug, 
after which discussions of ethics became 
interrupted by hapless eruptions of straight
faced laughter, which was somehow made to 
emerge out of harms way, under the table, 
by channelling it down shirtsleeves. When 
one notoriously unreliable and fearfully 
predictable character landed up, through 
the most fortuitous of accidents, beside a 
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gentleman who was destined to have some 
control over the housemaster, the latter 
nearly had apoplexy. He had taken the 
greatest care to ensure that worthies were 
dotted around, to fence off sensitive questions 
by inserting recited enquiries on congenial 
matters. Now, he nervously summoned every 
phrase he could muster on the subjects of 
weather, nice politics, and acceptable culture, 
and hastily threw them one after another at 
the visitor. But it was to no avail, and a 
discussion of something like compulsory 
chapel developed, irretrievably drowning 
moans of 'cumulo-nimbus' and 'Van Gogh'. 

I have seen a whole row of seated eaters 
fall over backwards when the excitement 
proved too great for the precariously angled 
bench. I have seen the bottom plate of a 
labour-savingly large pile crack, and the 
rest fall right through it to more or less total 
oblivion. I have seen jelly deposited in a 
master's lap, and not entirely by co-incidence. 
In the old days of weekly pocket-money, I 
once observed a gourmet swallow a ten
pence piece that was carelessly deposited in 
some kind of fruit concoction best prepared 
with divided attention and a used vacuum
cleaner switched to 'blow', to retrieve it at 
the last moment through a series of indelicate, 
but, redeemingly, athletic manoevres. I 
once saw an entire tableful fall sideways in 
an attempt to evade or parody a housemaster's 
observation exercise. 

And all this is to go, not to mention 
house suppers and their arm-breaking variant 
of Auld Lang Syne. Without Chocolate 
Crunch, Sherborne will not be the same, and 
with semolina rivalled by other options, the 
possibility of discovering new varieties of 

concrete in forgotten suit-pockets are severely 
reduced. Yet, now is the time to be thankful 
for the mainly palatable fare bestowed by 
the house kitchens, and to pray for what we 
are about to receive in the autumn. Don't 
forget-independent thought has cooking 
instructions on the side, and when you start 
worrying about the next meal, Socrates is 
going to take a back seat. Your habit of 
censuring that indescribable confluence of 
ingredients, all themselves of doubtful 
parentage and intriguing bone-structure, 
is in fact your most precious privilege. The 
rest of the world lives from meal to meal; 
hopefully, Sherborne evades that necessity. 
Looking around, of course, that's not true, so 
I shall refrain from moral conclusions, dip 
my finger in, lick it, and decide it needs more 
seasoning. Ah, Bisto ! 

Jim Robertson 

PACK MONDAY 
Pack :Monday seems to many the one day 

in the year when Sherborne turns from a 
somnolent village embedded in the rolling 
pasture of Dorset to an Abbey town alive 
with noise and people. 

Pack Monday's significance has been 
veiled in obscurity somewhat since A.D. 
705, but a few still remember it for what it is. 
On the second l\Ionday of i\'ovember, 705, 
the contented labourers and stonemasons 
finished building the Abbey, packed up their 
tools and went home. To mark the culmina
tion of this great task, the men marched 
through the town, rattling cans and shouting 
with joy. This, of course, slowly established 
itself as a tradition, when on each anniversary 
of the completion of the Abbey the villagers 
marched around the town in the same 
manner as the workmen. The merchants in 
turn saw a day as a godsend to their declining 
trade, making full use of the villagers' high 
spirits. 

Today full involvement in the fair is 
something members of the school are 
obliged to forgo, for obvious reasons. 
True enough, the members of the Green are 
woken up very early in the morning by the 
roaring of ten or more large lorries and 
copious swearing. Boys too can wander 



'Rhuma '-the essence of Pack Monday in the 
last century. 

among the balloons and pepperm!nt roc.k 
to listen to the stallholders who, with their 
ever flowing monologue, create an 
atmosphere of eventfulness, a euphoria of 
this special market day. Yet they may never 
indulge in the festivities that stretch long 
into the night, the unique sort of country 
madness of the Harvest Homes of the old 
days-a school garde~er for instance admi~ted 
to having felt a mite unsteady after eight 
pints last Pack Monday. 

In the old days the day provided an 
excuse for a holiday and then boys missed 
no opportunity to enjoy themselves: Richard 
Bellamy, a solicitor's assistant in Sherbo:ne 
in 1794 describes an opulent spectacle dunng 
the Pack Monday of that year and the 
school, Mr. Cutler's boys, seem to have made 
up a large proportion of the audience. 

'In the evening about 7 o'clock I went to the 
Swan and saw Sieur Richards the Showman 
perform all sorts of conjuration-a great number 
of people attended this grand exhibition, a large 
number of gentlemen and ladies, and all Mr. 
Cutler's schoolboys. This Richards performed 
all sorts of conjuration with the Cards, Cups and 
Balls and other different things which he did 
quite clever; he also imitated different kinds of 
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birds. And at the same place we saw a little 
double jointed woman, being about 3 feet tall 
and remarkably strong, this was an American 
woman. This exhibition lasted about two hours 
in the whole, and we saw all of it for 6d each, 
which was very well worth the money.' 

Mike Beadel 

FAGGING 
By 1840 parents were paying th~ then 

large sum of £'mo per annum for their sons 
to spend most of their school days acting as 
valets cooks and housemaids to tyrannical ' .. and no doubt spotty fag-masters, nsmg at 
5.30 in the morning to collect soft water for 
the prefect to wash with, and slaving into 
the evening to satisfy the despot's culinary 
expectations. This routine was punctuated 
with a few boring lessons, enlivened by the 
prefect's cudgel, and prayers intoned in Latin 
by another prefect, thankin~ the found~r .for 
the enjoyment, good learnmg and rel.1g1on 
of the day. Fathers lent themselves easily to 
happy memories of their days as fag masters, 
strangely forgetting the misery of their first 
two years as fags, and continued obligingly 
to swallow the rubbish about character 
building. 

The last bad period of fagging was from 
about 1 780 till 1860. Prefects _liked to. sit 
as close as possible to the fire without bemg 
toasted. Therefore, sensibly enough, they 
expected a fag to act as a fender, forcing him 
to stand so near to the fire that he would 
have to pull his trousers out from t?e m?re 
developed parts of his person to avoid bemg 
scorched. Apparently the system reached its 
worst proportions at Winchester College, 
where the fag of about 1840 used to go 
without meat at lunchtime in his anxiety to 
wait on his fag-master, only to see the left
overs thrown carelessly into a tub for the 
town poor. At supper time he actually 
managed to procure some of his fag-mas~er's 
diluted tea! The system often collapsed mto 
absurdity-in 1780 a fag at Rugby was t?ld 
to warm his prefects' beds in turn. by lymg 
in them. It was also used as entertamment
a fag would be accused of a fictional crime, 
in order to provide a target for .the ca?e. . 

The apologist for faggmg otes rts 
character building qualities. What, one 
might ask, could possibly be better for a 
boy's character than repeated starvation 
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and chastisement? Fagging in fact created a 
system of slavery amongst the junior boys, 
and the term was often used-and not in 
righteous indignation. Trelawny-Ross will 
tell us that 'Of course a lot of nonsense is 
written about fagging', but the details of 
~he ~eg~me were created to stamp a servile 
mfenonty on the boys' minds. Despite the 
fact that the public schools in Victorian 
times were directed towards the union of 
Philistine and Barbarian, the junior part of 
the school was treated more humiliatingly 
than the proletariat populace in the outside 
world, against which the public system 
was supposed to unite. A comparison to 

Knocking heads together: Character building 

the Poor Law Reform Act of 1834 which 
began the workhouse system, is very valid: 
instead of the fear of the workhouse, the 
fag had the fear of the fag-master who 
humiliated him into subjection. The 
labourer outside could escape from the 
workhouse; the fag had the dread of the 
cane as a deterrent: there have been a few 
cases even of the ultimate escape-suicide. 

As I imagine the old boy poised to 
spring forward with the words-'Oh, it 
wasn't like that in my day'-1 bring to his 
attention the remark used in the Shirbumian 
of August 1930: fagging 'is a revival of 
feudalism, almost slavery.' 

Christopher Homfray 

LOCAL LEGEND 
The time-honoured and sacred secrets 

of the hills and banks of Dorset have but 
only recently, faded from memory. It was 
not so long ago that there lived in the long 
sweeping valley to the north of Sherborne 
a woman who had inherited the many 
secrets of herbal medicine and was regarded 
with some suspicion by the local inhabitants. 
In fact there are few better places for legend 
and superstition to flourish than amongst 
the rolling hills of this hazy mist-covered 
county, inundated in the Dark Ages with 
obscure law and tribal medicine and custom. 

The longest and most inconclusive 
debate on legend in this county must be that 
of the site of Camelot. The impressive 
hill-mound rising above the village of South 
Cadbury has long claimed an association 
with Arthur, reinforced by the name of a 
village nearby-'Queen Camel'. While 
recent archaeological excavations have shown 
the development of this site as a defensive 
fort there have been few decisive or impressive 
finds which hint at the splendour of the 
court portrayed in Mediaeval romance. 
The story we have to-day from Malory and 
Chretien de Troyes is of an ideal world of 
chivalry, of a search for light in sinful 
darkness, an age never to be seen again. 
Wherever this shrine of holy humanity 
has its roots Cadbury Castle is a great 
contender for the site of the noble capital, 
struggling, a last light in the West, against 
the forces of darkness which rushed on 
this land bringing with it, in the temporary 
historical twilight, doubts and awe for the 
unknown. The massive wood-clad mound 
has shadows and secrets even in summer, 
and a power and stillness among the dripping 
branches in winter that inspires reverence. 
It dominates the hills to the south and the 
plain stretching far to the north and to 
Glastonbury. The hills which surround it 
are sheer and startling, and the Vale of 
..\valon which undulates to Sherborne 1s 
passive yet awe-inspiring. 

Sherborne seems to have a certain 
number of ghosts, and the present Lord 
Digby's School (formerly Sherborne House) 
boasts a total of three. The most unusual 
is a huntsman who appears in the front drive 



with horse, and there are also two women, 
known as the Blue Lady and the White 
Lady. They appear in different parts of this 
magnificent house. Not far from here, in 
Pinford Lane by Castleton there have been 
reports of sightings of the ghosts of Lady 
and Sir Walter Raleigh who stroll in the 
New Castle grounds by a tree named 
Raleigh's Oak. There are a number of inns 
nearby who claim that they were the 
establishment in which the famous incident 

Local Colour 

with tobacco and water took place, but the 
writer has it on a more reliable authority 
that this incident happened while Raleigh 
was sitting on a stone seat which is now at 
the west end of the lake. 

North of the Abbey town once more, 
near the village of Trent there is a depression 
known as Trent Barrow which has a pool at 
the bottom which for a long time has been 
called 'bottomless'. Local tradition has it 
that on one dark night a coach and four 
travelling to Bristol left the road and 
descended into the pit never to be seen 
again. J. C. Powys and his brother paddled 
there and thankfully were. 

In Cerne Abbas on a hillside facing the 
main road is a carving in the chalk of a vast 
giant, which has been associated with a 
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fertility cult. About this giant's origins there 
has been much speculation. One account 
of the origin accused an eighteenth century 
landowner of having it put there as a curiosity, 
but other stories tell of a marauding giant 
who terrorised the Blackmoor Vale and stole 
sheep. After one rather large meal, so the 
story runs, this giant lay down on the hillside 
to sleep it off, and was tied down and killed 
by the inhabitants of Cerne Abbas, who 
carved the image of the ogre in the chalk as 
a memorial to their feat. Another story links 
the monumental giant with a supposed 
heathen custom of filling a wicker image of 
a giant with undesirable or sacrificial people 
and burning them alive. It is most likely 
though that it was placed on the hill in the 
Dark ages and is a manifestation of a primitive 
fertility cult. 

In conclusion, if any reader wishes to 
investigate further he will find the book 
Dorsetshire Folklore by John Symonds Udal 
of great interest, as also the copy of Gerards 
Herbal of 1597 in the Beckett Room. Much 
superstition is based on knowledge that 
because it cannot be classified is rejected 
by the modern world, which seems to have 
little time for indulging its imagination or 
romantic curiosity. 

Rustic 

RUGGER-Its place in the 

Tradition of the lnsitution. 

The nineteen twenties to the nineteen 
sixties was the golden age of Sherborne 
rugger. In that period, and particularly 
the last two decades, a great expansion 
of the organization has taken place. More 
teams have been involved in Home matche3 
at the various levels and representative 
school teams have also steadily increased in 
numbers too. In 1959 an O.S. became 
President of the Rugby Football Union. 

Most boys enjoyed the game and the 
great majority willingly and enthusiastically 
watched 1st XV matches. Senior boys were 
invariably busy coaching junior boys though 
there were always masters to referee matches 
and coach teams. Special teams apart it was 
considered the game par excellence for the 
non athlete. He could become involved 
and exercised, and in the case of those of 
slight physique, show considerable courage. 
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The organized support and coaching 
of junior rugger no doubt played a major 
part in the development of the tradition, in 
that era such a feature of Sherborne, for 
Seniors to involve themselves in House 
activities and to coach Juniors in no matter 
what; Shooting, Fives, the Glee, P.T. etc. 

In spite of all this the Seniors were not 
altogether unsuccessful in winning University 
awards, places in the Service Colleges, and 
for that matter, editing the Shirburnian ! 

That was the era in which the school, as 
a community, took pride in its achievements 
whatever they were, intellectual, dramatic, 
musical, physical, or just in the good name of 
the school. It was a time Public Schools 
believed that through working for the 
community and merging its personality in 
it, the individual developed not only a sense 
of service and duty for a wider sphere later, 
but his own personality as well. The 
performance of the XV mattered, as did the 
performance of concert musicians, or the 
Corps at camp. A time when schools inspired 
great loyalty, affection and gratitude from 
present and past. In a good school, for all 
its faults, most boys were purposeful and 
happy, and the community helped to mould 
the boys. 

The last decade or so has seen a gradual 
but accelerating change. More games and 
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Left: The Originals
School House 1889. 

athletic acttv1ttes have been given status, 
and the approach has been more professional. 
Each draws its particular adherents and 
enthusiasts and rugger and cricket no longer 
dominate. There is admirable and increasing 
diversity so that the individual may pick his 
way-or if one prefers it 'do his own thing'. 

This change of emphasis shows itself, 
in the context of this article, in a diminishing 
support for the 1st XV from boys, and from 
masters too. There are more worthwhile 
things to do, though opinions may differ on 
what constitutes worthwhile. 

It is perhap3 not just idle speculation to 
suggest that in the years immediately ahead 
and a Sports Hall in situ that games may 
become voluntary once again, that a number 
will take the exercise necessary for their 
health in Swimming Pool or Gym because 
the professionalism of competitive sport, 
though absorbing for some may be too 
demanding for others. Perhaps it may be 
that a school that is no longer a conscious 
and caring community but rather a collection 
of facilities, increasingly available in State 
schools, may cease to have an ethos, may 
cease to serve the purpose of its founders and 
benefactors, cease too to be considered 
worth expensive fees, and wither away from 
within? 

H.F.W.H. 
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Sherborne is in the process of being 
internally modernised. The long oak and 
cast iron benches, the desks that almost 
creaked by themselves, all that is being 
ousted by Formica and box steel. Class
rooms are gutted for walls, doors and 
all are submerged under layers of pastel 
shades. Very little of the old atmosphere 
remains, and the graffiti, once lovingly 
preserved under coats of amber varnish are 
thrown onto a pyre from which no phoenix 
will emerge. Connoisseurs who seek the 
Hollywood schoolroom graffiti-all oak 
boards blackened with flicked ink, must creep 
to School House Dining room. 

Here are the forgotten remembered. 
There are fifty-six names, often embellished 
with the family crest or a representation of 
some anatomy, which are untraceable and 
dateless. There are others who can be found 
in the lists for the 18~20s and '3os-\V. ]. 
Dare, W. C. Johnson, J. \Vhalley and so on. 

The next richest spot is Room 16 where 
the pestilence of Formica has stricken only 
half the desks. No more do we see the neat 
lettering of the earlier times. The earliest 
entry is C. C. H. Moore, 1891, though he 
cannot be found in the register. The earliest 
one that is traceable is E. B. Walker of the 
first decade of this century. But with these 
and ones of a similar period, graffiti come to 
an end. 

True, recent desks do boast something. 
Little, though, but gems such as 'Hello!' and 
Football teams and the eternal comments on 
free love, war, Irishmen and so on. 

In the school there is little else. The 
cloisters contain the odd 'Pete' (untraceable) 
and a few initials. But none have the 
intricate application of past masters. 

On the west wall of the north transept 
of the Abbey however, a chink of light 
pierces the gloom. Hidden from all those 
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who do not look for it is a lead drainpipe. 
And a mere compass will suffice for copper
plate in lead, a far easier medium than wood. 
Here recent boys have withdrawn from their 
roles as imitators of Miro and Mondrian and 
have returned to the traditional format. The 
earliest date is around the Second War while 
the names are mostly School House; there 
are several heads of house and many of the 
entries have literary merit:'??? (unreadable) 
died Nov. aged 27. Not lost, but gone 
before.' But that is about it. There is little 
graffiti in books except the immortal 
'Shortbread Eating Primer'. Occasionally 
there is a message, in verse if you are lucky: 
'Black is the eye of the raven, black is the 
eye of the rook, black is the eye of the 
bounder who dares to touch this book.' 

Felix Scarlett 

HERO WORSHIP 
'On my first evening I looked up at the 

raised Sixth form table, wondering how long 
it must be before I sat there.' Thus Alec 
Waugh on his first day at Sherborne. In 
Waugh's day, one had the choice cf either 
getting onto the XV or being a pariah. 

' "Davenham ! " came the scornful 
retort. 'What does it matter what happens 
to Davenham? He's absolutely useless to 
the House, rotten at games and spends his 
whole time reading about fossils.', and, later, 
' ... for those who wore a blue and gold 
ribbon, laws ceased to exist. It was apparently 
rather advantageous to get on the Fifteen.' 

There was no doubt about it, the 
sportsman was a schoolboy hero, to be 
revered. A definite goal had been presented 
with no alternatives. What is more, the 
distance between Waugh on the junior 
table and the 'bloods' on the top table was 
not so great. The attraction, the essential 
ingredient however of this form of hero 
worship was that the worshipped and the 
worshipper were from the same background 
and of almost the same age. The public 
school hero was not a Hollywood idol, but 
someone with whom the worshipper could 
identify. 

Thus the prep school boy entered a 
small, self contained society where he is 
under constant supervision and where, in 
Waugh's day, the only outlet for ambition 
was on the games field. It is not surprising 
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therefore that these junior boys saw the 
personification of youthful glory, their own 
ambition in the members of the Fifteen. 

Nowadays the situation is different. 
Opinions are by no means unanimous on 
today's heroes, not only in the school context 
but also in the world outside. The former 
arrangement ensured some sort of stability 
in the community, which maybe has been 
eroded as the heroes become less and less 
easy to distinguish from the rest. 

Paul Rawlins 
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SOCIETIES 

Green Ribbon 

\Ve have had an extremely successful 
term with six speakers, most of them very 
distinguished. Attendance has been uniformly 
high; in some ca~es so much so that the 
secretary and bursar have had to share 
little more than three inches of floor space. 
This enthusiasm must reflect the congenial 
atmosphere at The Beeches, provided by 
the Barkers and, for this, thanks are due. 

The best of the speakers was Dr. Randall 
Cardill who approached the seventeenth 
century in a lighthearted way-through the 
coffee house. A sample of this manner can 
be found in his extract from a list of museum 
pieces in a virtuoso's collection: a piece of 
Queen Catharine's skin, the four heads of the 
evangelists carved in ivory and the model 
of a wheelchair for crippled cats. 

The Club has also heard from ?\Ir. 
Donger on Yeats and Irish Xationalism, 
a characteristically thoughtful paper; John 
Hubbard who prowled restlessly amidst 
a melee of slides, prints and books, but ran 
up against the expert himself (the intrepid 
JHPG) on :\'"eoclassicism; Professor Bromley, 
who opened a fruitful discussion on the press 
gang, showing that the people \\·ho ran the 
concern through which 'Britons never shall 
be slaves' were mostly slaves themselves; 
Professor Seton-\\'atson presented the club 
with his dazzling erudition, and caused the 
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bigges~ turnout in memory; and finally 
Alasta!f Morgan completed the list of 
speakers with an excellent paper on 
Chernychevsky. We thank them all. 

Colin Sturge-Secretary 

Duffers 

Times may flow, and fortunes may 
fluctuate, but the Duffers go on forever. 
Since the last Shirburnian report, the Society, 
for two terms under the secretaryship of 
Rob Kendall and finally in the Lent term 
under that of myself, has held eight meetings 
in the literary tradition; all were adequate!; 
attended, since the Society goes to some 
lengths not to suffer from attendance 
problems. All the same, one or two members 
would do well to participate in more than 
nominal affiliation. 

The summer term saw two papers on 
Henry Fielding and Virginia Woolf, by Neil 
Jac.obsen and I. A. Kerr-Jarrett, both of 
which were informative, distinctive and 
provoked great discussion. In the Mich~elmas 
term, J. H. Bruce-Wilson talked on Gerard 
Manley Hopkins, and Mr. H. Fairer gave a 
learned account of Byron. Finally, Rob 
Kendall arranged a selection of readings for 
members to perform, between which much 
discussion was interspersed. The evening was 
a great success. 

The Lent term has seen a magnificent 
assessment of Homer by Gerard Casey, 
surely the most unobtrusively impassioned 
paper ever witnessed by a school society and 
about which it would scarcely be en~ugh 
to quote the dumbstruck tones of the minute 
book verbatim; and Steve Fraser gave a 
considered view of language, phrase use, 
and poetic method, in the later work of David 
Jones. Lastly, the secretary threw out a 
~ew ill~ordered notions on the topic of 
Journalism to a depleted membership of ten, 
seated with sar:dwiches sufficient for twenty, 
and left the Society to prove itselfin discussion, 
which it did, creditably. 

Thanks are due to Mr. and Mrs. Bruce 
for their hospitality and good humour, 
together with imagination in arranging the 
papers; we hope the Duffers will continue 
much unaltered after their move to Somertcn. 
Thanks also to the Toey for their excellent, 
and, on occasions, voluminous fare; and, 
finally, let it be noted that the Society is in 
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possession of a beautiful calfbound minute
book, lovingly kept, which may be perused 
by the inquisitive. 

Jim Robertson 

Les Polyglottes 

The year began with an introduction to 
the .works of Camus in general, and in 
particular 'Le Malentendu', by Madame 
Matley. The themes of death, despair 
revolt and exile were ably brought out and 
introduced by back-ground of Camus' own 
life and the classical tradition of tragedy. 

To widen our understanding of the play, 
set for A level, Mlle. Bologna, herself an 
actress of Antigone with whom she claimed 
racial affinities, talked about Anouilh's 
Antigone. She emphasised Anouilh's 
humanisation of Sophocles' original and his 
accomplished dramatic technique. 

CHRN, like le secretaire, talked on a 
German topic, the eighteenth century 
'Sturm und Drang' movement, concentrating 
on Goethe and Schiller and their launching 
of the new German literary machine. The 
secretary in turn delivered a paper on 
Expressionist art, showing the roots of the 
German movements in the 'Sturm und 
Drang' tradition. He demonstrated (as far 
as space would allow) the creative urge 
essential to Expressionism and its concern 
for ethics rather than aesthetics. 

Other meetings included SLF on the 
French poet, Apollinaire: a lucid introduction 
was given to his life and background, while 
FC embellished it all with readings of the 
poetry itself. Gerald Heath talked on 
Brahms and played his music, emphasising 
his 'bourgeoisness': our left wing Presidente 
declared that she had never liked Brahms 
and now she knew why! 

The other meetings included Hugh 
de longh and Justin Walkey unfolding the 
secrets of their term in France, CHRN 
talking on Victor Hugo and a discussion of 
the modern German novel. 

Our thanks must go to La Presidente 
and CHRN for their hospitality. 

Christopher Homfray 

NOTE: Societies are requested to submit 
reports yearly. 
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Interpretes 
,-.._ 

Emi To no:\vµa6f\ 0oKeiv not.t.ov 6:s16v 

E<YTtv, E~ov:\evcra yp6:1.jlat TOVOE Tov :\6yov 

'E:\:\71v1crTi. Tov OE npoTepov ETovs 6KTW 
crv:\:\6yovs Twv 'lvTepnphwv ETI0171cr6:µe6a, 
W<YTE ev qispecr6at Tt'jv hatpeiav. Toil µEv 
o&v 6Epovs ois crvvfiAeoµev Iva Tas Toil 

Aicrxvt.ov ipay~5ias crKEl.JlaiµE6a· Kai Tov 
µsv hepov crv:\:\oyov µETEXEtpicraTO P. A. 

Almy, Tov OE hEpov VEWTEpoi TtvEs. µETa 

OE TavTa, crvvfi:\6oµEv Tov µETonwpov, 

ws Ta Toil KaTv:\:\ov n01fiµaTa, fiyovµevov 
TOV D. H. \Vilson, aKovcr6µEvoi TE Kai 
CYKEqi6µevo1· VCYTEpov OE crxE5ov µ71vi EYW 

E5i5asa TOVS nap6vTas mpi Tov' Af.Es6:v8pov 
T0 ovTt ws napacrKEvacrwv avTovs Eis Tov 
crv:\:\oyov TOV eniovTa. CYVVEA60VTWV yap 
es TOVTOV Twv TE 'lvTEpnphwv avTwv Kai 

6::\A.71s Ttvos hatpEias 6v6µaT1 The Green 

Ribbon, 8i8aCYK6::\ov O:no Birmingham 

fjKovcraµev mpi Twv Tov 'A:\Es6:vopov 
crvyypaqiewv· Tov 5E XE1µwvos o µEv 

c. R. .\lills A6yov mpi Tov Ti'\S ·Pwµ71s 
oxt.ov ETIOlrlCYaTO, VEWTEpws 5E 6 R. D . .\l. 

mpi TOV &pyvpiov TOV LE~aO'TOV apxovTOs. 

TE:\os OE 6 R. s. G. 8iE:\eyETo napa fiµiv 
nEpi Tov Evpmi5ov. 

Ev µEv ovv ol8a aiiTos To is Twv crv:\A6ywv 
TIAEiocr1 TEp1.J1acr6a1, oioµa1 5E Kai Tovs 

&:\:\ovs· x6:p1v ovv exw TIOCYI Tois :\Eyovcr1 
napa fiµiv, µ6::\1<YTa OE T0 Ti'\S ETatpEias 

E1TIO'TITT1), T0 R. s. G. 
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Conference 

Andrew Leasor and I attended a con
ference held at Croft House School for Girls, 
organised by Christian Aid, on the subject of 
foreign aid for underdeveloped countries. 
Participating were a number of people from 
schools round about-as usual, Sherborne 
School for Girls was there in force-including 
Bryanston, Canford etc. 

The conference was centered around a 
film shown in the morning, which put in a 
nutshell the topics and issues we were aiming 
to discuss in depth and detail later in the day. 
The film, made by Thames Television for 
one of its documentary spots, was admirably 
misleading, and much of the day was spent 
in clearing up misconceptions introduced by 
this film. Having seen the film, we split into 
groups to play a simulation game, which 
aimed to present in situ the handicaps under
developed countries face in trading with 
the developed Western world. It soon became 
clear that, in sheer terms of resources, the 
\Vestern world had built for itself a huge 
advantage in world trade. 

After lunch, provided in one of the 
boarding houses, we split again into small 
discussion groups, and were given quotations 
from writings or speeches of statesman and 
politicians from third world countries; having 
discussed these in groups, the entire con
ference met to discuss the thoughts of indi
vidual groups. This tended to be a little 
wild, and veered from high morality to 
dynamic economics (mentioned by the 
Sherborne delegation), but was useful as a 
forum for opinions. Generally, we came to 
the inevitable conclusion that the problem 
was so massive that it required a strategy on a 
far wider base than is contemplated at 
present. Finally, a cartoon from Canada in 
the style of Monty Python, illustrating what 
we had been saying throughout the day, 
completed a most enjoyable and useful day, 
valuable primarily for the opportunity for 
interchange of ideas, and for meeting people 
from other schools in the locality. Our thanks 
are due in large measure to the area secretary 
of Christian Aid, who organised efficiently 
without imposing herself upon us. And also 
to our hosts, Croft House, who provided 
warm hospitality. 

Colin Forbes 
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LITERARY 

Sir Charles 

Sir Charles of the Devious Gaze was sitting astride his great white lather flecked 
charger and riding, with his armoured bottom clanking in the saddle. 

Behind him, beyond the forest and the spitting brook, was the Pope, the Holy Roman 
Emperor and fourteen armies, including the legendary archers of Wong Hau who strung 
their bows with their eyeteeth. And all these were running, so fast that their heels were 
shiny, chasing Sir Charles over the plains. Sir Charles did not bat an eyelid. 

'Ye holy blighters do nat worrye me.' He sang, swinging his two handed sword 
from his little finger. He was searching for a place where he might have a holiday. For 
he had just spent a busy month burning Constantinople to the ground and putting the 
inhabitants to the sword. 

He blew his thin classical nose, as slender as an architrave, with a handkerchief 
made of chain mail. 

In the deep sky, very high, a lark sung like the squeak of a potter's wheel. The sun 
was so beautifully warm, so round and succulent that Sir Charle.> could think of nothing 
better but throwing off his armour and stretching out among the swinging cow parsley 
and the whispering grass and the flashing celandine, to bronze between his shoulder 
blades. In fact he was about to do just that when a cry reached his only ear, from the 
lobe of which hung the thumb of a Moorish Prince on a silver chain. 

'Aah' said the cry. It was a maiden of course. 
'Dashe it,' said Sir Charles. But even so he whispered abusively in the car of his 

steed and it flew (the horse, not the ear) above a hedge of ripening blackberries to a 
brazen tower from whence the cry had issued. 

'It is funnye' said Sir Charles' that I dyde nat sec ye tower afore.' 
It was bewitched of course which explained that. And within it in the topmost 

room, a princess was trapped whose cheeks were fairer than a still, unrippled pool. 
'I suppose, Princesse,' Sir Charles called to her with his crunchy bloodstained voice, 

'that you are the most beautifull mayde in Christendom.' 
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'Naturallye' said the Princesse 'And fromme what I canne sye of ye, ye do nat looke 
so badde yourselfe.' 

'Godde' said Sir Charles to himself. Women were always falling for him. It was the 
scar that reached from the corner of his nose to the base of his chin, all wrinkled and 
weatherbeaten, that did it. Their bowels melted at the sight. Why, there was the brave 
knight upon his white charger flashing like a non-stick saucepan! The Princes3 sighed 
five or six times, quite ostentatiously so Sir Charles might hear them. 

'Gette on withe it' he said, trimming his fingernails with his battle axe, 'I have nat 
got alle daye.' 

The Princess' breast heaved and Sir Charles could just catch the groan of her 
straining corset. 

'Sir knighte, rescue me sirrah and ye shalle have all my father's landes and my hande 
in mariage.' 

Charles thought while he unwrapped a Gallard and Bowsers' toffee with the tiniest 
crinkle-like a peasant creeping through a wood. 

'Nat ynough. Definatly nat ynough.' He decided (extremely coolly) and rode off, 
while the Princess took the pencil from behind her ear and ticked him off the list. 

An Extract from 'Cantata' 

THESE were the clay-pipe drooping 
Gnarled grey glove-mittened brown hand 
holding cleft stick 
from hardy hedge 
Roll-your-own Rizla people 
The work-a-day pubevening crowd 

J. S. Pounder 

As sun sets on crops; blue smoke drifting, pint by pint downing 
Under tweed cap 
over clogs clack-clack 
\Vinter warm fire, frost fearful folk. 

The timeworn washwoven wives 
With children pulling starched apron strings 
by copper pot bubble 
In stone rubble lime-mortar 
thatch covered 
Curved rooves own home-grown family. 

The plough-drudge mud sticking 
Fertile pace of peaceful produce 
And red cherries 
And golden apples 
And straw wheat-threshed thrashed 
Brown mill-bread baked in basket. 



In rocking chair there 
Their troubles all smelt of silage 
And horses' sweat 
And bleeting birth-given lambs 
Bounding in clover-covered meadows 
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On rolling hills mist-covered in the autumn twilight. 

Meander mill-stream trippily trickles 
down from the spring 
Fed by autumn and winter rain 
When no leave-trees stand 
Only stark branches 
And rankled roots writhing up a lumpy road. 

Road hard with sprinkled frost 
Puddles crack under cart-care of 
Milk and butter 
for winter fare 
Or February market-load 
To town over the hill for cattle 
and ribbons and apron strings .... 

New, novel whistle in valley as 
the green copper-capped clank-clank 
Piston-pushing shiny engine 
Steadily steampours past Old Palton's Bridge 
on the way to market-children 
Wait-watchful all the way on wooden benches. 

Sunday best for church-bell answer 
And market mooing business 
Bartering, nodding, 
boot-scratching, teeth-testing 
-And sermon-hearing psalm canticle hymn-singing 
Benediction bringing under the spired weathercock rusted north-east. 

The spring crops-sprouting, smile-giving 
Sun hopeful primrose way to good harvests 
And life within fifty solid houses 
And ten distant farms. 
The raincame wheatripened budpods 
And wind rattles the schoolroom windows. 

Hot harvest sun, crop gathering 
Stoop-stacking brawny brown hands 
And potato racks haystacks 
And vigorous maiden-
breaking bathing 
In sun to sleep with love herself. 
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THEN plough now, for you will be old 
Somehow-the first frosts 
Will bite your earth and 
well-layed hedges 
and well-fed horses 
warmhouses. 
-the first mists and 
orange sun will come 
to call you to take the gnarled stick 
Of yesteryear, cleft clean from the past 
and the vast vaporous bathing misty swill. 
Arms will hold homes high-
Stick bent backlow 
And clay pipe-drooping 
bake-your own bread 
Cut your own hay 
Roll-your-own-Rizla people 
dispersed one day in the morning mist. 
The cows still munch crunch 
crush grass--in gravel-gone farms 
And the copper pots pale pallidly 
memorizing the last porridgeday. 

John Hubbard 

Castles in the Air 
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Think of the fantastic architecture of the mind: 
the massive buttresses, the intricate tracery, spraw
ling gables, the soaring spires-masterpiece encom
passing all volume, proportion, scale and time. 
How long can the imagination dwell in these bound
less and opulent realms, finding each moment new 
corridors, new halls, new chasms, new crevices? 
l\fagic city, its aspect changing, growing, falling, 
complex and obscure, its foundation in the Void. 
The slightest breath, the slightest touch, and all is as 
ifit had never had been. Substance (or what once 
seemed so substantial) is as fleeting and insubstantial 

as memory. So here you are, your hands, your feet, your belly, and your groin; rooted 
in the cold and cool clay and alone. 

The Starlings roosting in an old dead tree at dusk, give it a great living foliage of 
voices various and beating wings. Single clap will send them to the air, rowdy and 
fluttering for a moment and then gone-the tree stands stark and naked in the ground. 
Each man (we hear) is master of himself. Each commands the empire: of his mind: 
creates, destroys, plays host, general, voyeur; parades in halls and pries in secret haunts. 
But each must know the empire is not his, and, at the last, obeys another's laws, or no 
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laws at all, but exists (or does not exist) in chaos, anarchy, the Void. An idle mind may 
wander far, walk inches above ground, explore, discover things where no things are; 
fantastic game in which he plays the god. These pleasures are our own, but not our own 
-obey no rules and come and go at random: and when all has gone, a black and endless 
void is all there is; no mind at all. Our heavy bodies, planted in the soil, parasites on the 
corpse of a paradise, live by, live for, live with, live on themselves. 

Why is mindless man blessed with this treacherous and self devouring mind? This 
irrational citadel floating on the abyss, which can perform all and achieve nothing. 

The hollow tree only waits for the passing flock of starlings to root upon its dry and 
twisted limbs. Soon the huge pulsating raving flock moves on. 

Brian Todd 

The Pursuit of Progress 
There was a time, too, when all created 
A summit in their mind's eye, 
And saw that it was good. 
'One day we'll get there,' they said, 
And craved for it, slaved for it, 
Not for themselves, not for their children, 
But for the vision itself, believing in it 
Because they still could not see far enough. 

'Where the honeyed streams gush gurgling down the mountain, 
and the trees bear luscious fruit, ripe for the picking: 
·where there is no envy, no vicious separating greed, 
For all have all they need. 
0 Blest Communion, fellowship beyond compare! 
There are the pure men, the sure men, 
Who desire no quarrel, 
Nor any regulating moral, 
Because they grudge their brothers nothing.' 

Have we chiselled our way through? 
Or is the gloom around us still? 
Whether one or the other, 
Or whether we never really moved, 
Who can say that he sees any more than flatness, 
Interrupted by threatening, beckoning abysses, 
And, dazzling and pyramidal, 

(But figmentary and ephemeral), 
A view whose horizon is shrouded, but alters 
With that each beholder has chosen to suppose? 
There is no mountain: and if there were 
We would find at the top only a chimera dispelled. 
\\Thy do we try to see the unseeable, 

speak the unspeakable, 
exclaim 'it shall be, 

it must be,' 
that cannot be? 
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The Monastery 

One single bald head, perched precariously on the apex of a brown cloth cone, 
glides across the stone floors and into the room. It is a beautiful room, with a large oak 
door, bare stone walls, each stone having a running water supply of its own, and a smooth 
paved floor. Every detail portrays luxury and comfort, even the bed that rattles and the 
windows which have long since ceased to let in any light from the outside world of concrete 
and neon lights. The room glows with warmth and light, not surprising when one 
considers the time that the heating has been on. A great man, dressed in long white 
robes installed this incredible new central heating system seven hundred years ago, and 
these humble men dressed in brown sack cloth have maintained it ever since. 

A water droplet hits the floor and the sound echoes round the room, cutting the silence 
that not even the disc jockey from the youth club could call deathly silence. Instead it is 
the very silence of life that dwells in this room. When the lark sings in the cherry tree 
outside, the sound is received into the room, and there it rests content, as does the god-rock 
that is flowing from the transistor sitting in the pram outside the window. This room is 
where all sounds meet, and all come to rest in peace. 

There is no electric light in this room, and yet we can sec, we can sec everywhere from 
this room. It is as if one were standing on a great tower, and could sec every corner of the 
world, and yet this is no great tower, and it has no telescopes. ~obody knows how or why 
we can sec, but we can, and we can see many things that arc not in an atlas or a book 
of astronomy. From this room, so small and yet so great, we can sec the great road that 
stretches out before us, and we can sec the gates. The great gates that from birth we have 
been told arc made of gold, and yet they arc black, like the night. One day we will walk 
through those gates, and we will sec what is beyond. 

Now we must go from the room, for the bells arc calling us but the room will not be 
empty or alone. It is always open for people to come in, but nobody ever seems to come. 
l\Iaybe they arc scared of what they might sec. r\ picture of themselves, blindfolded, 
walking on a bent pole, trying to reach those black gates. It is this that keeps them from 



42 THE SHIRBURNIAN 

the room or is it laziness? It takes so little effort to come here, and the rewards are so 
great, and still nobody comes. 

Now we are gone into the world in which nobody can see beyond the next bend, and 
cannot hear anything but the drill, smashing what was once a proud creation; now it is 
work for the dustmen. Nothing lasts here for more than a year, when the phoney guarantee 
runs out. 

This is no home for anyone, and yet there is nobody to show them where life really is, 
where nothing ends and nobody dies. If only these people could see where they were 
going, then they would not walk in circles. 

Once more back in my house, and everything is unmoved. I see that those great 
black gates are closer now, and I know that soon I will see the other side. But I must 
not go until I have shown the people outside the room. When I go who will have my room? 

Now it is too late. I know who will have my room. I saw him today, sitting high up 
in the cab of that iron monster which will smash my room, but it will never smash the 
true essence of that room. I can see the gates very near, and they are open for me. The 
inside is beautiful, it has ... , no, one day you will see for yourself. Now I must go from 
my room, and leave it for the world. Thank you Lord for lending me the room. I am 
sorry I cannot pay the rent. 

Great Solace the wound 

Birth pains rend the sea: 
mother of earth born, 
but landwards to be free. 
We are cast ashore 

.. : .. ~-""" ... 
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the furthest beaches accept us. 
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We lie, only stirring where pleasure 
turns; to pain. 
The moon upon the water 
is broken: a myriad stars. 
Our bodies; mortal, explore 
the cold night air; eternity. 

My blood is warm; you drink: 
each taking, never giving. 
There is salt upon my tongue, 
the ancient shipwrecked mariner. 
The words I say are slow; 
they bleed from my lips. 
The pain is dear to me: 
for it is my life. 

S. Sutcliffe 

Lines drawn converge towards the yellow springs; 
while the cross-fingered sections 
cut five aces in the end game; 
We rest upon the last shore; 
The cliched chorus of a dying race. 

Slagg 
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Porridgepacket Pettigrew 

The final bend to be encountered before the traveller reaches the brochure-paradise 
of Porridgepacket Pettigrew, elegantly skirts the foot of Cut-throat Hill, thus giving it 
as wide a berth as its reputation in the years of roadbuilding might have justified, to a 
gentleman of discretion, if not to a road, without making the curves of the carriageway 
too derisibly uncourageous. The Hill itself has fallen on evil days; once a lair of bandits 
who gave short shrift to leisure-time, aristocratic highwayman unable to mouth threats 
in anything rougher than a light tenor, it is now a base for rapists and perverts of the less 
confident kind, and rather than being shunned, is the centre of many a curious throng 
of people, hasty not to recognise one another, who congregate to observe the activities 
pursued on long summer evenings. And thence, the road unfolds into the village. 

On Sunday evenings the bells tone evenly, singing the glories of God and the 
reputation of the former university professor of organ-playing, who, having lost an arm 
while attempting to tar and feather a Russian Trade Union Official, is famous, rich, and 
reduced to pulling bells.* Below the tower of the church lies the vestry, where the pallid 
vicar lurks after evensong, tipping monies out of little envelopes and decanting them 
back into others, mostly marked Inland Revenue. When not attending to the Fabric Fund, 
he intones the offices of the day in a monotone of sepulchral and gravelly timbre, invoking 
the memories of the countless generations of landlords stacked in wormy wooden coffins 
in the family vaults; but they are now a defunct breed, having sold their land to estate 
agents to build on, and with the land, their rooted fixations towards the old ways of the 
village. They now possess Stock and Shares, about the solidity of which they complain 
loudly in the pub, beery hand in pocket seamed with brass. 

The local people have moved away and live in small neat council-houses on the 
outskirts of the village. They own televisions, which they watch every evening, being 
unable to spin out their baked beans into anything like the length of time required for 
stolen venison, and they commute into the city in immodest cars every morning, where 
they have lucrative jobs. Their only interest in the village is in the football team, which 
they stone with toilet requisites on alternate Saturdays. 

On the contrary. the newcomers are retired, and consider themselves to incarnate 
the virtues of rustic life. Close to the soil, but never more grimy than distance from the 
Fairy Snow will permit; hard-working, but always ready to attend to the demands of the 
wine-cellar, or those portions of it not purchased as an unsound investment. They are 
very angry when more retired people move in, and make twee little maisonettes of 
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uninhabitable outside W.C.'s. Spoils the whole tone of the place, they say, putting the 
finishing touches to the Crazy Paving. 

So when the motorway comes, it will all be very sad, but the priceless architectural 
heritage can always be dismantled, selections made, some put into the nearest museum, 
and most thrown back as Hard Core. The newcomers can always move on to the next 
village, unless some wish to be very stubborn, in which case they can sit in front of bull
dozers until the workmen begin to worry about loss of overtime, when they will hurriedly 
retreat. The locals, of course, will be very glad to be resettled, at the state's expense, in 
tiny little skin-tight bungalows pretending to be bits of London; and that's where they 
want to be anyway. 

But as it happens, the borough surveyor lives in Porridgepacket Pettigrew, and so the 
motorway will probably run through Yellowhammer Vitus, environmental factors being 
taken into due consideration, despite the Cistercian monastery. And just to make it all 
fine, Porridgepacket Pettigrew will have a slip-road all of its own. 

They can always get a third home in Wales. 
:Nebulus 

* He rings 192o's Jazz rhythms. 

Fairweather Thinker 

My friend dispelled, you talk too much 
Your words have seized, usurped a life 

belongs by rights to thought 
Although 
The precipice requires surmount 
As stream-banks shale may bonded be 
By cow-dunged smeary grasses grip 
Smug, unalone, you've found your ledge 
May squat in grin-fed grunt-fond sit 
Condemn the toiling gush, and trounce 
The fervid ant for heaping hills 

All unawares that swaying cliffs 
You care to half-ascend, recount 
Reduplicated molehills 

The immolated thoughts we bleed 
In acrid chestfulls, sacrificed, 
Spreadeagled in the slab-cold air 
On continental warmth may feed 
May grow with time, not bloat with speak. 
The tempest come, 
You'll mount the rigging, fight the ropes, 
Or persevere with Zen on polished deck. 
If so the last 

we'll drop you at the nearest port of call. 
Septimus Fang 
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The Rubbish Dump Fight 

Music from the Arabian jazz band drifted jerkily over the dingy rubbish tip. Children 
in tramp rags, squatting in squalor behind bins and pungent smelling piles of waste, 
waiting, stones in their grubby hands, gleams of gems in their bright, dull eyes; waiting, 
watching, grimy ears listening to a company of Arab soldiers marching past; the noise of 
their pounding boots fades slowly away, among the dusty roadside palm trees. 

A boy jumps up and throws a stone of venom, that rings with a resounding clatter 
against an innocent oil drum. A shower of missiles returns this feeble threat: a stutter of 
clatters. Silence. A scruffie, another shell bombardment, which rattles the old food tins, 
and then once again silence spreads like a sound-smothering scarf over the dump. A fat 
beshawled Arab woman stepped like a bow legged sailor onto the parched thirsty ground, 
and bawled in a hearty Arabian accent. 

'Ahmed! Come and milk the cows and goats with your friends!' 

Friend and foe alike shrank into muddy statues, cowering away from a common 
enemy, while grinning mischievously to each other. She picked up a stone and lobbed 
it into the dump. Apparently satisfied that no-one was there, she returned to the house, 
and relief could be seen on the lazy childrens' faces. 

Bells rang for midday and a dog barked mournfully in the distance. The stone 
throwers gathered under a filthy handkerchief and shamefacedly shook hands. For 
the second time the fat woman came out, yelled at them, but the children just chuckled, 
blocked their seemingly deaf ears and walked in the opposite direction. 

G. E. Flower 
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NEWSBOARD 
Many constructive ideas have been put 

forward on Newsboard this term but 
regretfully they have not been followed up 
to any great extent. There is no doubt that 
many members of the school have been 
interested in and held opinions on the various 
topics discussed, but to the general detriment 
of the establishment very few have bothered 
to put pen to paper. However, in spite of this, 
there have been a good many worthwhile 
articles of which we will proceed to give a 
brief summary. 

One of the main attractions of the term 
was the description of all the attributes of the 
new Central Feeding and Sports Complex, 
resulting from a Newsboard interview with 
the Bursar. The most talked about aspect of 
this was the long list of facilities to be installed 
in the Sports Complex. Connected with this 
was the sad demolition of the Toey which was 
recorded photographically by our 'man on 
the spot' cameraman. 

The discussion on whether or not the 
Cloisters should be glassed in and heated, 
and an office for the Librarian be built 
where Newsboard is now, was in a similar vein. 
Mr. Nisbet considered that 'the scheme will 
degrade the essential qualities of the 
intellectual, social, architectural and physical 
centre of the school'. In his reply the 
Librarian was of the opinion that 'the under
croft would provide at the very least a 
habitable annexe to the library, which ... 
will become even fuller, busier and more 
lively'. . 

In addition to this there were many 
subjects of topical concern discussed, which 
some might call trivia, but are nevertheless 
important to some people at the time. One 
of these was on whether or not coloured 
scarves could. be worn; one annoyed 
individual thought that scarves 'help 
distinguish one prisoner from the other'! 
The possibility of going to pop concerts in 
Bournemouth was also raised: 'W'hy not an 
organized visit resembling the frequent ones 
by classical listeners to Bournemouth and 
Bristol?' We received a very indignant 
letter about the method of selection of School 
Prefects, and so we decided to interview the 
Headmaster. This was very worthwhile as 
it cleared up many points. 

All through the term Mr. Robertson was 
a model of restrained criticism. He takes the 
honoured place as New board's most regular 
contributer, and often used his wide literary 
powers to make his point. Topics he discussed 
ranged from 'conventional fashion' to 
compulsory chapel, and amusing articles 
about summer arriving at Sherborne and 
an early morning confrontation with a 
boilermaker. Mr. Ripley also contributed 
some good articles, among which he stoutly 
defended Womens Lib, stating that we 
should stop calling ourselves 'Mankind' and 
revert to 'Humankind', if not actually 
'Womenkind.' 

The main forums of debate in the last 
part of the term were (a) General Sir W. 
Walker, whose knack of 'not hearing' 
questions when asked at his lecture, roused at 
least one person to write to Newsboard, and 
(b) a general airing of views on school life 
by 'U.N. Legume', 'N.O.M. de Plume,' 
and 'Clair de la Lune.' 

That just about sums it up, although we 
haven't of course mentioned all the numerous 
reports on concerts, films and outings. Thus 
ended a term in which Newsboard had 
fulfilled its primary role of reporting events 
and stimulating debate: it is just a pity that 
only a very few were prepared to follow them 
up. 

Charles Dowding and Charles Lewington 
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THE GHOSTS OF 
SANDFORD ORCAS 

MANOR 
The Manor of Sandford Orcas has a 

history that dates from before the Norman 
Conquest. In those days the manor was part 
of the. lands owned by a Saxon noble, 
Bruthnc Algarson, Earl of Tewkesbury, who 
had been ambassador for Edward the 
Confessor to the Court of Baldwin, Count 
of Flanders. Baldwin's daughter, Matilda, 
fell violently in love with him and had a 
daughter by him. However he foolishly 
spurned her and returned to England. Three 
years later she was married to William the 
Bastard, Duke of Normandy, as he wanted 
her father's troops and money to aid him 
in his conquest of England. 'Hell hath no 
fury like a woman scorned' and Matilda was 
no exception to the rule. After the conquest 
when William was safely on the throne she 
persuaded him to grant her the Saxon 
lord's land. He was therefore seized and 
thrown into a dungeon in \Vinchester Castle, 
where he starved to death. No doubt he 
cursed his lands and all who held them; this 
would certainly help to account for the 
manor's history of haunting, and its 
reputation for bringing misfortune upon 
tho~e who occupied it. Passing through 
various hands the manor became the 
property of the Knoyle family in the four
teenth century; this family lived and died 
in the house until 1730, when the ~Ianor, 
heavily mortgaged, passed to Francis Cheeke, 
the Knoyles' London Lawyer. Owing to 
this fact the estate could not be seized by the 
Crown after the Rising against George by 
the Stuarts, on whose side the Knoyles 
fought. After the death of Francis Cheeke, 
about three years later, he left the property 
to his grand-daughter who sold it to the 
Hutchings family in 1 739· 

At least two of the apparitions that 
haunt the house date from this time. A 
male member of the Knoyle family discovered 
his Moorish servant stealing. And the 
servant retaliated by garrotting him with a 
piece of wire while he was asleep in the Great 
Chamber. Every night now during the last 
week in July, a man stands at the side 
of the bed in the Great Chamber looking 
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down at the occupants, and after seven 
nights he is gone for another year-this, one 
deduces, must have been the week of the 
murder. Another person was smothered 
by the family priest during a quarrel over 
a woman. Colonel Claridge, the present 
owner, has a photograph of this monk. 

On another occasion six monks came 
through the Great Chamber at 7 a.m. on 
October 5; they had been up in the gallery 
celebrating the Mass for St. Francis whose 
feast it was on that day. 

There are also photographs of various 
women, the earliest being Plantagenets. 

After the purchase of the property by 
the Hutchings family, it was left for 120 

years to three farmers. One of the first two 

A haunted spot 

hung himself under the Gatehouse and can 
be seen in a photograph wearing a white 
smock. He has been seen by various people 
including a woman from the B.B.C. Another 
ghost has been identified by the Paraphysical 
Laboratory as a Georgian gentleman who 
spent his life at the house dragging young 
maids from their beds and raping them. 



The poltergeists in the Solar were 
identified as three children. They object to 
other children entering the room and upset 
furniture and throw the pictures about. 

At different times there are screams in 
the back wing, belonging to a man who was 
imprisoned there after murdering a young 
boy. Both Colonel Claridge and his wife 
have seen a girl in black in the Hall at 
night who was probably at some time a 
housekeeper. There is too a lady in a red 
dress who walks up one of the staircases and 
·S dressed in clothes of the Georgian period. 
I 
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Sherborne's sister town in the United 

States-in Middlesex County, Massachusetts, 
-is a delightful little town, situated on 
wooded heights rising in places to three 
hundred feet above the Charles River, on its 
western shore. The houses themselves are 
dispersed widely over an area of about 
seventeen square miles. Many of them are 
constructed of wood in the New England 
style, with clap board facings-some dating 
back before 1700. There are three shops 
and a branch bank, as well as a fine new 
library. As far as recreation is concerned, 
the 'Farm Pond' is a source of great pleasure. 
It is a lake about ! mile square, used much 
for boating, fishing and skating. There is 
also however a local hunt. Finally the in
habitants themselves, though a few are still 
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Also there are times when it is impossible 
to take photographs in the Great Hall-this 
room is haunted by a ghost of the Knoyles 
and a little dog. 

The House is well worth a visit as it is a 
fine example ofTudor architecture and period 
furniture. It is open to the public from 
11 a.m. to 5 p.m. every day at a charge of 
25p per person and mp for children under 
ten years. 

Mark Outhwaite with assistance from 
Colonel F. Claridge. 

TO TAUNTON 
ANJ i )it1110tW/>.Tl:It 

Sherborn, 
Massachusetts 

farmers, are mostly commuters to Boston. 
A Captain John Hull, who came to 

America at the age of eleven, acquired 500 
acres in the area where Sherborn was to be, 
then called Bogestow. It is possible that he 
was responsible for suggesting the name 
Sherborn. For though he was not apparently 
born in Sherborne, Dorset, there are four 
Hull entries in the Sherborne register 1623-6, 
who were probably relations. A local 
Sherborn publication suggests that some 
of his ancestors lived in Sherborne, Dorset. 

The land consisted of untouched forest 
and open meadow where the underbrush 
had been burnt away by the Indians to 
afford grazing places for deer. The~e 

meadows were in great demand as the 
clearing of the forest land was a long and 
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Town Hall 

arduous process. So each settler was given 
a house lot, a meadow lot and a wood lot. 

The first houses were log huts, moss 
chinked and wood plastered with no glass, 
but heavy shu:t!rs inside and out. There 
were huge fire phces with chimneys of green 
ash logs or stones. The Indians were paid 
for their land, very little it is true, but if, after 
a time they were entitled to more, it was 
usually given to them. Anyway they were 
allowed by treaty to hunt and fish in the area 
and for many years gave no trouble. 

The colonists in fact depended greatly 
on Indian corn. which they made into meal. 
They also ate wheat and rye, wild beans, 
cherries, apples and various berries, some 
meat and plenty of fish. The apple orchards 
of Sherborn were famous from early times 
while domestic animals were gradually 
imported. Hostile wild life included wolves 
and bears. 
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In 1662 the inhabitants of Bogestow first 
petitioned for the status of a town, but the 
result was apparently unfavourable as in 
1674 they tried again. This time they were 
successful. The account of the General 
Court at Boston ends ... 'And the name of 
the town to be called Shearborn.' 

A year after the incorporation, a large 
concerted uprising of Indians occurred, 
known as 'King Philips War' after their 
leader. But the inhabitants retired to their 
stone fort and defended this successfully 
until the Indians had to retire. Finally they 
were completely suppressed and 'King 
Philip' killed. 

At about the same time came the 
foundation of a church and in 1681 the first 
minister was appointed, the Rev. David 
Gookin. In these early days these ministers 
were as a rule the most important people 
in the town, and often the only men of 
education. Church services were very long, 
with the sermon lasting up to two hours. 

Many small industries were established 
-shoes, whips, willow baskets, straw goods, 
agricultural implements, muskets and gun
powder. Shops included a grocer, tailor, 
blacksmith and carriage repairer. After the 
Battle of Bogestow Fort, the town -led a 
peaceful existence and no fighting is recorded 
there during the \'Var of Independence. 

Sherborn, Massachusetts was featured 
in the Sher borne Pageant of 1905, and cordial 
messages were exchanged between the two 
towns. During the last war many messages 
by letter and radio were received here. 
Sherborn also contributed in cash and kind 
to the raid fund set up after the 1940 raid; 

Citizens from Sherborn often visit us, 
and they extend a great welcome to visitors, 
as they did to the author some years ago, 
and to a representative of Sherborne at their 
tercentenary last year. 

G. G. Penman, O.S. 
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LECTURES 
Though I confess that two lectures at 

the Girls' School escaped me, as a whole, the 
lectures this term have been anticipated with 
some interest-in the case of General Sir 
Walter Walker's lecture, some months 
beforehand. This one was in fact much as 
was expected, and yet even those who 
participated came away uncertain as to 
the merits of Civil Assistance. However we 
were grateful for an opportunity to probe 
and question the general on the implications 
of his organisation. 

Inevitably the return cf Captain Sir 
Ranulf Twistleton-Wickam-Fiennes, Bt., 
meant a highly professional lecture. This 
quality, coupled with a flippant attitude to 
the carnage of guerrilla warfare, both 
gripped the audience's attention and 
illustrated the sickening nature cf the war 
being waged in Dhofar, where the Com
munist inspired and aided guerrillas are 
attempting to gain control of the Straits of 
Oman and thus the oil flow to the Weitern 
world. In the weeks subsequent to this 

General Sir Walter Walker. 

lecture the war intensified and so it proved 
a valuable insight into current affairs. 

The lecture given by Mr. Cleaver under 
the unShirburnian title of 'Trubble down 
t'pit' turned out to be approached from a 
more historical angle than the somewhat 
overworked aspect of miners and coal as 
political powers. However interest was 
kindled and the use of statistics in some 
quantity did show it to be more informed 
than many believed. 

The return of Stuart Keen to show 
Charlie Chaplin's 'Modern Times' was 
popular and extremely timely: it is always a 
great pleasure to watch such a powerful 
expression of humour and tragedy. To 
comment that this was one of the few times 
that signs of emotion could be observed 
this term in the hearts-of-rock of Sherborne 
would perhaps be cruel. 

Another ever welcome lecturer gave us 
a detailed exposition of the significance of the 
famous Abbey vaulting. How the roof 
bosses came to be political and social records 
is no longer a mystery to those who attended. 
Gerald Pitman combines those three virtues--'
extensive knowledge, fine presentation and a 
boundless enthusiasm-that can only result 
in a superb lecture. 

The Countess of Huntingdon gave the 
Girls' School an enlightening and educative 
view of 'Dr. Johnson and Women', leading 
her audience through his extraordinary 
anxieties to her intriguing conclusion on the 
personality of this somewhat grote,que figure. 

The films shown by the National Trust 
were well received by those interested in 
architectural and natural history. 

In the same vein was Canon Dunlop's 
lecture on Verrnilles, that well known 
monument to a lost age. This was much 
complimented afterwards. And, in contrast, 
came R. A. Pearson to speak on sky diving 
to a large audience. His demonstrations 
(off the B.S.R. stage) and his what can only 
be described 'American' humour left us all 
entirely satisfied. 

Thus together with the two I missed 
(one by Tony Smythe and the other on a 
scientific subject) we have experienced a 
range of topics unusually broad in the fields 
they covered. 

Nick Nisbet 
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HOCKEY 
1st XI 

Once more the first XI have had a very 
successful season with 6 wins and 3 draws 
from their r r school matches. These matches 
included 3 opponents being played .for the 
first time· Millfield, Colstons and Sir John 
Dean's Grammar School from .Northwich 
in Cheshire. 

The season started disastrously at 
Downside where we not only had the 
disadvant~ge of playing on their all-:veather 
pitch, but we also mana.ge~ to give the 
opposition a 2 goal st~rt w1thm the first two 
minutes. Such donat10ns are always eagerly 
accepted at Downside and thereafter they 
never allowed us to get fully back into the 
game. The lesson from this, though hard 
learned was well learned, because in only one 
of the remaining ten fixtures did the 
opposition score first.. The ga~e against the 
tourists from Cheshire provided the best 
hockey of the year, while th~ most satisfying 
result was the victory at l\hllfield where we 
were the first school to beat them on their 
all-weather pitch. 

There were few outstanding players in 
the team, although gre~t credit m';lst go. to 
Tim Haley who captamed the srde wrth 
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GAMES 

enormous enthusiasm and became a highly 
competent full back during the term. It 
was a great pity that he only played ten 
minutes at the Oxford hockey festival before 
falling victim to a criminally careless piece of 
hockey which necessitated 8 stitches in his 
hand. Undoubtedly the best player though 
was Rob Sellers whose achievement in 
scoring 30 goals during term and Oxford is 
very unlikely to be bettered for many years. 
His stick control, ability to beat a man and his 
amazingly equable temperament combined 
to make him an outstandingly promising 
hockey player. How Sherborne would have 
scored goals without him is a mystery best 
not contemplated. 

Team: R. l\fadley, T. Haley, G. Thomson, 
D. l\Iartin, P. Donald, J. Powe, D. Hardy, 
A. Hunter, R. Sellers, H. Salvage, P. 
Saunders, (C. l\Iumford). 

Results: Played 12, 'Von 6, Lost 3, Drew 3. 
Results at the Oxford hockey festival 
v Repton "·on 5-3 
v Eastbourne drew 2-2 

v l\Iarlborough lost o- r 
v Campbell drew 1-1 

v Bromsgrove won 3-0 
I.R.E. 



Second XI 

Apologies are due : no report was sub
mitted for this team this year. 

The Lower 

The yd XI had a mixed season this year. 
Against weaker opponents they looked a good 
side, playing neat hockey and scoring 
fourteen goals in their four victories, but 
against opponents who were quicker onto the 
ball they appeared slow in midfield and 
lacked control in attack. The eleven easily 
defeated Dauntseys, but Holman and 
Marshall were soon promoted to the 2nd XI 
and the latter's attacking ability down the 
right wing was sadly missed. Victories over 
Sexey's and Millfield were achieved and, but 
for enforced last minute team changes, we 
should have beaten a good Monkton Coombe 
side. In a shortened game at Taunton on a 
waterlogged hard pitch, the only goal of the 
match gave us an unexpected, but pleasing 
victory. We were outclassed by a good 
Clayesmore 1st XI, ended all square against 
Bryanston after a bruising hockey/rugger 
match, and were well beaten by Canford at 
the end of term. 

Long-Innes always looked solid in 
defence and he captained the side with a 
steady stream of advice and encouragement 
from full back. 
Results: Played 8, Won 4, Drawn 1, Lost 3. 

Two of the four 4th XI matches were 
cancelled but after losing to Dauntseys in the 
first match of the term, a hard fought draw 
was achieved at Clayesmore. Sampson was 
the best 4th XI goalkeeper we have had and 
he was unlucky not to make a higher side. 
Results: Played 2, Drawn 1, Lost 1. 

M.J.H. 

Colts 

The Colts had a successful, enjoyable and 
worthwhile season. After a slow start in 
which they failed to convert the opportunities 
they created for themselves, the team struck 
form at Monkton Combe and began to play 
some excellent hockey. 

The strength of the team lay in the fast 
and strong forwards. Madley captained the 
side sensibly from centre-forward and 
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provided both dash and control. Peters 
showed many deft touches at inside right, 
and although Fish always seemed to be out 
of position he certainly made some penetrating 
runs. King and Bak kept well out on the 
wings and consequently created for them
selves additional space in which to attack 
the opposing defence. Hockey is a game in 
which the whole width of the pitch should 
be used. 

The defence was generally steady but 
not very often tested. Palmes kept a reliable 
goal, and Sole and Mullins improved through 
the term as a pair of full backs. They did 
many good things but were prone to be 
caught in possession. Gates, Homfray and 
MacKean formed a secure half-back line 
which always managed to provide support 
for their forwards. Their skills improved 
appreciably. 
Results: Played 8, Won 6, Lost 1, Drew 1. 

Points for: 22, against: 6. 

Junior Colts 

After a tentative start, which resulted in 
two narrow defeats, the season developed 
very well. Not only were there no further 
defeats, but also the standard of hockey 
improved considerably. The basis for this 
successful season was a solid and uncom
promising defence which went from strength 
to strength as the season progressed, so 
much so that they did not concede a goal 
in the last three matches. Credit for this 
record must go to the much improved and 
fearless Cooke in goal and astute and hard 
tackling full backs Bruce and Clarke. 

Milne at centre half settled down to 
establish himself as an accomplished and 
skilful player, gaining more confidence as 
the season went on. Toomer and Gordon 
proved calm and collected at half back. The 
main threats in attack came down the right 
flank, where Lee and Wilson attacked with a 
vigorous directness when given the 
opportunity. Archer and Bennett became 
adept at popping in at least some of the 
chances and Blackshaw was learning all the 
time in an unaccustomed position on the 
left wing. It is rather revealing that half of 
the goals scored came directly or indirectly 
from short corners. The accuracy and 
power of Wilson's shot was certainly an asset. 
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All in all the season was a most successful 
one, with considerable efforts being made 
by the team. I would like to thank Mike 
Wilson for proving an effective captain, 
setting a fine example in his running and his 
goal scoring. 
Team: Cooke, Bruce, Clarke, Toomer, 
Milne, Gordon, Lee, ·wilson, Archer, 
Bennett, Blackshaw. 
Results: Played 7, Won 5, Lost 2. 

R.A.H. 

Under 14 
Persistent rain at the beginning of the 

term meant it took longer than usual to 
select the best team at the under 14 level 
from a large number of unknown but 
potentially able hockey players. Once the 
team was established they learnt to play well 
together and became a really competent 
side. A goal from the bulley-off in the first 
ten seconds of the game against Millfield 
would have done credit to the rst XI and a 
win by eight goals to two in the final match 
against Canford augurs well for the future of 
school hockey. 

The ability to score goals was perhaps 
the most notable fact about the side. Very 
often younger boys lack the necessary speed 
and skill but twenty nine goals were scored 
during the season. Many of these would not 
have been possible without very sound 
support from the halves, particularly the 
Captain, Charles Leach, at centre half. 
They in their turn were well supported by 
the rest of the defence. 

].P.R. 

Lower Two 

There has never before been a report in 
The Shirbumian of the noble Lower Two, 
probably because the report, like the players 
on the game are usually unwanted. 
Unwanted, because they have little athletic 
agility and a minimal aquaintance with the 
rudiments of hockey. But, thanks to the 
devotion and tactful umpiring of :\Ir. Barker 
and Mr. Mitchell-Innes those members of 
the upper school who chose hockey as their 
particular sport for the Lent Term, despite 
being justifiably considered unfit for any 
superior game, have been able to get some 
fresh air and exercise on Tuesday and 
Thursday afternoons. 
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Lower Two hockey is a pleasant mixture 
of danger, chaos, seriousness blended with 
hilarity and even ingenuity. From three 
twenty to five past four varying numbers of 
devotees wield their hockey sticks with vigour 
and enthusiasm, with the result that the 
penalties are most often given for lifting the 
aforementioned instrument way above the 
head while hitting the ball. The prize for 
the greatest number of offences must go to 
our American friend, the sight of who was 
enough to clear the field within arm-stick
length, but needless to say his less agile 
English counterparts made up for this by 
always getting their feet in the way of the 
ball and Andrew Sinclair's hockey stick 
which bruised six shins in the last season. 
In closing, what greater tribute can be paid 
to those who played than to say that however 
foul their hockey may be the games were 
always enjoyable. Thanks must go to JJB 
and CWM-I who risked the hazards of pitch g 
so that we could have some air and 
amusement. 

'Bruised' 

SEVENS 
The first tournament entered was at 

Clifton where the U. r g team reached the 
quarter final before being unexpectedly 
hustled into defeat by Prior Park. The U. 16 
team reached the semi final where badly 
missed chances and tackles cost them the 
match. A few days later the U. r 6 team 
entered the Dorset tournament which they 
won by scoring 150 points to nil in four 
matches. 

At Oxford the U.16 team reached the 
final, where they lost, though but for a last 
minute dropped pass a yard from the line, 
must have won. The U. r g team played 
extremely well at Oxford and they too 
reached the final of Group B only to lose an 
early lead and the match 6-g in front of a 
crowd of several thousand people. 

At Rosslyn Park the side was one of the 
smallest in the competition and despite 
loosing Whiteley and Hamilton (head 
injuries) managed to defeat strong challenges 
from \Vrekin to win the group, and from 
Durham (conquerors of :\Ionmouth) to 
reach the semi-final where they lost to the 
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eventual winners, a school from Sheffield. 
It is tempting to imagine what might have 
been achieved with a full side. 

Sevens is essentially a team effort, but 
mention must be made of Hofmeyr whose 
impressive performances made him one of 
the outstanding players in the tournament, 
and Whiteley and Marshall, all of whom 
had first played at Rosslyn Park as Colts. 
They have set the standard which future 
years will have to emulate. 
Under 19 team: \V. Hamilton, J. Whiteley, 
C. Samler, D. Hofmeyr (Capt.), M. Hockley, 
P. Marshall, W. Mellows. Also played: T. 
Edwards, R. Barrett. 
Under 16 team: B. Cuthbert, R. Barrett, T. 
Edwards (Capt.), P. Waterfield, A. Short, 
N. Allardyce, P. Ambrose. Also played: A. 
Stock. 

D. P.J. 

GOLF 
Four inter-school matches were played 

this term, three of them at High Post (thanks 
to this Club's continuing kindness to us). All 
were enjoyable, and played in better weather 
than might be expected in January and 
February. Results, however, were only 
modest, by comparison with recent years. 
We lost 2-4 to Marlborough (and by a 
considerable margin in the individual 
matches), having earlier defeated Charter
house (4-2), and halved with Bradfield and 
Canford. There were no outstanding 
performances, but it was good to see Powe 
and C.H.A. Wilson successful in their first 
appearances with the School team. 

As always, the climax of the School's 
golfing year came with the Aer Lingus 
Schools' Championship. We had hoped that, 
since our regional qualifying round was to 
be played at High Post-a course with 
which our team was much more familiar 
than any opponents-we might, at this 
fourth attempt, at last reach the final. But 
in the event we came up against some strong 
teams, and lacked the talent to finish higher 
than fourth. However, three scores under 
85 were quite creditable in the cold and 
windy conditions; and it is worth noting 
that, in the four years of this Championship, 
the School has a more consistent record than 
any other in our area. Indeed, this was our 
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lowest place so far, reflecting to some extent 
the inexperience of the team, three of whom 
will again be available next year. The School 
was represented by the four players who 
have their colours: Whalley (Capt.), John, 
D. J. Haley and D. C. P. Martin, Bryant, 
Mason, Powe, Wilson and Holroyd played 
in at least one of the other matches. 

The inter-house competition was won by 
Abbeylands who beat School House in the 
final. A competition for Wednesday golfers 
was won by Saunders. 

SQUASII 
The last time I wrote, I forecasted a poor 

season for the Squash team. I am now happy 
to say that it was the most successful one for 
some years. 

The record speaks for itself: Played 13, 
Won IO, L03t 3. The term started with a 
good win against Clifton. The successes 
against King's, Bruton and Milton Abbey 
were to be expected, though our victory over 
Merriott-on our first visit to their club
was a welcome bonus and gave the side 
confidence in themselves. And this grew 
with well earned victories over Winchester, 
Taunton, Dorchester and Downside. The 
Downside match is always hard and the 
result (3-2) was largely due to Rupert 
Hamilton-Fisher who came back from being 
two games to one down, to win. A very 
strong Mercurians side was also well beaten 
(4-1) in one of the last displays of the ,;eason. 
The Pilgrims also went the same way (3-2). 
Justin Cobb scored a convincing victory 
over John Bensted-Smith, last term's number 
one, who looked sadly short of match practice. 

The defeat by Marlborough was always 
a keenly contested encounter and the result 
was far closer than it looks on paper. 
Unfortunately the defeat at the hands of St. 
John's, Leatherhead only happened because 
Rupert Hamilton-Fisher decided to sprain an 
ankle in the house cross c:mntry. The worst 
of the team was at Blundells where everyone 
played as if in a dream. 
Team: Justin Cobb, Rupert Hamilton
Fisher, Robin Symondson, Robin Griffith, 
Ali Symondson. Also played: Richard Brett, 
Nigel Whalley. 

M.J.C. 
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FIVES 
This term has been a term of consolidation 

for next year. In spite of this the results of the 
first half of term were very encouraging. 
After this however the side seemed to fall 
back into a stupor of calm insensibility. 
Next year I have high hopes of success, as 
the first VI will all be back as well as Stephen 
Mendel from Germany and one or two 
promising colts. 

The school gained good wins over 
Marlborough, Clifton, Colstons and the Bank 
of England. The encouraging fact here is the 
great improvement of Richard Green and 
Mark Hopkins. They are both good players, 
though by next year I hope that they will be 
an extremely good pair. Their singles play 
has steadily improved and with concerted 
practice they should excel. After half term 
the team suffered a series of set backs losing 
to U.C.S. Old Boys, the Jesters, Blundells 
and the R.F.A. The experience of playing 
club sides will stand them in good stead for 
next year. 
First IV: Played 8, vVon 4, Lost 4. 
The team: Richard Green, Mark Hopkins, 
:Maurice Thompson, James Rogers. 

M.J.C. 

SAILING 
The term's warm weather brought 

members out in force. l\fore sailing took 
place than during any previous Lent term. 

The team won matches against The Old 
Shirburnian Sailing Society, B.R.N.C., 
Dartmouth, Canford, Bryanston and King's 
Taunton and lost to Bradfield and twice to 
Millfield. The O.S.S.S., in perfect racing 
conditions, was narrowly defeated by Sutton 
Bingham Sailing Club. 

The racing has become much more of 
a spectator's sport with the introduction of 
three new blue jibs which enable the teams 
to be instantly recognized. These were made 
for the Club by Malcolm Galloway (0.S.) of 
Butler Vernon Ltd. 

A race against the Girl's School had to 
be abandoned after some of them capsized. 
Our Captain tactfully capsized himself 'to 
make the girls feel better'? 

The team heard an outstanding lecture 
from Michael McNamara at Canford School, 
which gave them plenty to think about: 
not least, where to stow the Mars bars! 

In the summer term the Larks will be 
kept at Sutton Bingham. Masters and parents 
will once again be asked to help by driving 
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boys down to the reservoir. 
Two members of the team are sailing 

in the R.Y.A. Youth Championships at 
Queen Mary Reservoir in the Easter holidays. 

Everybody looks forward to the summer 
at Poole, with its cruises to Brownsea, 
Studland and Ware ham. 

A.].Y. 

SOCCER 
We are now beginning to gain in both 

experience and expertise in this sport. 
This year we were fortunate in having 
several old colours to provide a sound basic 
structure to the side while at the same time 
there were some promising new players who 
showed both skill and a pleasing ability to 
make the game flow in an entertaining 
manner. We scored r6 goals in 5 matches, 
S. R. Davies being the most prolific scorer, 
winning three, drawing one and losing one. 
The defence was stronger this year with 
D. Hoare as a goalkeeper of skill and 
judgement, Dampney a pillar of defence as 
was Mackeith who fitted well into the team. 
The drive and midfield dominance was 
provided in no mean way by the captain, 
l\IacKean, while the panache was produced 
by Maxwell and Johnson. Up in the forward 
line, Davies and T. Edwards were the most 
effective in terms of goalscoring, but the most 
impressive feature this year was the spirit and 
teamwork engendered all round. 
Team: D. Hoare, Dampney, Curnow, 
Bennett, l\IacKean, l\Iackeith, Maxwell, 
Johnson, T. Beazley, T. Edwards, S. R. 
Davies, Rudge. 

CROSS COUNTRY 
The senior team has had an unbeaten 

season, including a resounding defeat of 
::\Iillfield, one of the top Schools in the south
west, at both Colt and Senior levels. 

Sherborne provided both individual 
winners in the North Dorset Championships 
where G. Abel was first in the Intermediate 
and C. Samler first in the Senior, with 
Sherborne winning the Senior title. 

Five boys were awarded their County 
Colours and represented Dorset in the All 
England Championships. They were : C. 
Kerr (h), A. Taylor (a), M. Carey, R. 
Salkeld (c) and R. V. Somers Cocks (m). In 
addition G. Abel was awarded his Colts 
County Colours. 

A.J.H 


