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2 THE SHIRBURNIAN 

EDITORIAL 

More likely than not it has at some time struck the reader how loyal and devoted to the school are any old Shirburnians above 
the age of forty or so. They give one the impression that they belonged to some golden era of public schools: they proudly reminisce 
about masters and friends, and about the various rebellious pranks which they indulged in, and show suitable signs of horror at 
any changes in the school. 

On the other hand, talking to any of a moderately large proportion of present Shirburnians would leave one with a totally 
different impression of the school. They would say that it is anything from a boring pit which exists for no purpose (at one extreme) 



THE SHIRE URN IAN 3 

to a place where their parents send them to pass their exams and nothing else (at the other). They would use such words as tedious, 
petty, monotonous and wearisome, and would be able to reel off several stories centred around their dislike of and rebellion against 
the establishment. 

Why is there such a difference in attitude? Why should present day Shirburnians exhibit feelings at a totally different end of 
the spectrum to Shirburnians of old? I believe that, in fact, there is very little difference in outlook. A close look at Sherborne in 
1920 would have revealed a faction of school/authority haters then, and similar examination of Sherborne in 1975 would expose a 
correspondingly large group of boys who willingly partake in school life and activities. 

Therefore why is it accepted by many people that there is a greater feeling of apathy and discontent now than before? One 
often hears comments such as 'Only twelve people turned up to the debate last night', or 'All through the term only thirty people 
out of six hundred have written anything for News board', or 'There would have been a much better turnout thirty years ago'. This 
is probably because any comparisons between past and present centre around the saying: 'The grass on the other hill is always 
greener'. The majority of things that one remembers in old age about school are favourable, and when compared with the bad 
impressions of today unpropitious comparisons are drawn. 

An old or middle-aged man returning to Sher borne in 1975 is immediately struck by long scruffy hair and untidy blue uniforms. 
As he drives through the main gate he even sees masters with long hair ( !), and on further inspection of the area he is horrified to 
find a large untidy building site just where he used to have his favourite patch of peas. What he doesn't notice are the much
improved academic facilities, the large amounts of money to be saved from Central Feeding and the Sports Complex, and Sherborne's 
continued fine sporting record to mention but a few things. 

In at least two Shirburnian magazines of forty or more years ago there have been violent attacks on the 'continued and ever 
growing House Spirit, which can never be good for the school'. Yet just in these last two years too great a feeling of House Spirit 
has been quoted as a justification for Central Feeding, as though it is something which never existed before. 

Therefore Sherborne must stop worrying about old values which are no longer expedient for the school. In the past ten years 
in particular there have been very many changes in both the material and immaterial aspects of school life: in the next ten we must 
continue adapting to outside life with these much needed adjustments. Little can be gained from taking the advice of old Shirburnians 
who think that the school should still be as it was when they were here. 
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Avete Atque Valete 

S.L.F. 

The arrival at the school of Steve Fraser, the manner of it, 
seemed to set the tone for the rest of his two and a half year's stay. 
The eleventh hour failure of a previously appointed new master 
left the English Department apprehensive and despondent, when 
out of the blue, almost as if he had dropped from heaven-though 
in fact he had hitch-hiked from Weymouth-appeared the colourful 
figure of 'Steve', as he came to be widely known. With his recent 
First in English at Cambridge and all his vigorous enthusiasm for 
teaching he did not merely fill the bill but surpassed what one might 
have hoped for after weeks of searching. 

Immediately he began to make his impact on the school. 
While eyebrows might be raised at his dress which was unconven
tional by Public School standards and at some of his teaching 
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methods, there was nothing gimmicky about his aims which 
accorded entirely with those of Matthew Arnold: 'to turn a stream 
of fresh and free thought upon our stock notions and habits ... to 
float them ... to prevent their being stiff and stark pieces of 
petrification any loriger.' Sixth and Seventh formers soon learned 
to respect his intelligence and to value his friendship. Juniors came 
to realise that here was someone not merely going through the 
motions but really concerned with their mental development; 
and his contagious enthusiasm was to be found in poetry readings, 
stage production, printing press, and pottery workshop. 

But for all his admiration for the scholastic potential of 
independent schools their orderly bounds could not long contain 
without mutual strain such an ebullient and original figure. At 
the time of writing it is not clear where his future is to be, but he 
certainly has an outstanding contribution to make whether in 
educational fields (as I take leave to hope) or elsewhere. We must 
be grateful that there will remain behind him so many good 
memories of the opening years of his career. 

L.E.C.B. 
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Mr. Alden came to Sherborne in 1955, fresh from the Grenadier 
Guards, and has been the school staff instructor, more commonly 
known as 'The R.S.M.' for the past twenty years. Countless old 
boys will remember him, many of them now in the Services. 
It is not unusual for Major X (O.S.) to telephone the armoury, 
speak to the R.S.M. and be heard to say "Good Lord, Sergeant 
Major, you're not still there!" 

It has been his continuing vitality and enthusiasm that has 
enabled this to be so. Originally due to retire in I 970, it was not 
difficult for me to persuade the Headmaster and Governors to 
extend his period of service for another five years. The annual 
inspection report for that year said: 'The school has the services 
of an excellent S.S.I.' 

To write about the R.S.M. is no easy task. Few men can 
have such varied talents and abilities. First of all he is a Guardsman 
-and that speaks for itself. Secondly he has been the C.C.F. 
Quartermaster, and all the commanding officers under whom he 
has served-four in all-must feel eternally grateful that, on 
receipt of one of those incomprehensible forms to be filled in, one 
only had to pass it into the Out tray to know that it would be 
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The R.S.M. 

correctly taken care of. 
The R.S.M. is an excellent cook, as all those who have been 

on adventurous training camp will testify. He is a first-class motor 
mechanic and is prepared to have a go at electronics as well. His 
woodwork is superb (many will have seen the badges he has carved 
out of solid blocks of wood). It is, however, in the shooting world 
that he will be remembered most. Having shot for the Army for 
many years, Sherborne has been fortunate indeed in having had 
the benefit of his talent and experience over the past twenty years. 

During this time there have been many changes in the school 
and the C.C.F. The R.SJvL has adapted to all these with patience 
and goodwill-even long hair! 

There will be some who remember him as a strict disciplinarian, 
which is his job. There will be many others, particularly those who 
knew him well, who will remember his kindness and generosity 
and who will know that nothing was too much trouble if directed 
towards the right end. His going will be a sad loss to the Corps, 
but we wish him and Mrs. Alden every happiness in their retirement. 

].P.R. 
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Miss Marion Packer 

I was introduced to Marion Packer shortly after my appoint
ment to the school in 1949· She seemed rather formidable but warm 
hearted and amusing (which she still is). So I put her ability as a 
teacher of the pianoforte to the test on my elder daughter, who was 
not the easiest of pupils and used to say from time to time 'but 
Daddy thinks it should go like this'. This did not worry Marion 
much and she joined the music staff in September 1950, at my 
invitation. 

Since then a great many pupils (including my second daughter) 
have profited from her practical and musical experience, for she has 
a special gift of arousing interest and keeping it alive. She was a 
positive and loyal member of the Music Department and used to call 
us all to order at crucial times without causing resentment. 

Her musical and organising abilities were generously given, 
e3pecially to orchestras: she always played the violin in the School 
Orchestra and Town Orchestra (which was refounded by her), 
and as secretary of the Dorset lVIusic committee she was a founder 
member of the Dorset County Orchestra. 

Her retirement will not be total as she will continue her teaching 
at the preparatory school, where she has been a mainstay of their 
music for twenty years. Her absence here will be much felt and we 
thank her warmly for all she has done, and wish her continual 
J.iappiness in the future. 

R. B. Ferry 



THE SHI RB URN IAN 

F.C. 
The exhilarating aroma of Gallic perfume flooded the musty 

corridors of Shirburnian tradition some two years ago, and Mlle. 
Francoise Cheminaud had arrived, ignorant perhaps of the finer 
points of the googlie and side3tep but decidedly enhancing the 
beauty of the Modern Languages Department. 

Nor was she content with a purely academic role, though 
her doctorate studies might have sugge3ted the advent of a bas bleu; 
the recent exam remits, especially in the orals have confirmed the 
value of her teaching. 

Students hungry for knowledge have hastened to her cookery 
classes. The Polyglots have flourished under her dynamic leader
ship. The Senior Film Society owes its very existence in part 
to her. Still more she has shone in the French plays, as producer 
of 'Les Boulingrin' and as star of 'Le Bal des Voleurs~. In so many 
practical spheres, then, we will miss her; but above all for that 
intangible je ne sais quoi, that St. Aldhelm himself would have found 
irresistible. Merci et au revoir. 

C.H.R.N. 
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W.A.D. 
A formal farewell will inevitably sound like a testimonial 

or an obituary. Neither would be appropriate for William Danger, 
who is both strongly independent and alive. 

His independence at Sherborne allowed him a greater 
objectivity than those who are firmly embedded in the community. 
He was able to appreciate the school's virtues and also able to see 
faults, with a tolerant detachment and constant humour. 

His vitality and assurance were exemplified in the play which 
he wrote and directed here in the Summer Term. Few teachers 
who have just left university would have risked this. 'Blend 41' 
showed off his dry wit in a critical, but never cynical, analysis 
of society. In his last term he was also occupied with Colts tennis 
five afternoons a week. They finished the season unbeaten by any 
school. 

He intends to take a diploma of education and then probably 
to teach in India for a while. His energy, humour and Tennysonian 
appearance will ensure that he is welcome there. He will be 
missed here. 
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THE TERM 

Summer term came and went before one really had any time 
to think about it: strange how termtime seems to pass so quickly 
nowadays. I suppose it's because we're being kept busy with vast 
amounts of work. 

'O' and 'A' levels also seemed to slip by rather quickly, but that 
probably beca.use I was not involved. It will be interesting to see 
the results-will they reflect the noble headmaster's new policies? 
. With .the. fin.e weather the swimming pool became a very 
important mstitut10n. Large numbers of people have been picking 
up a quick tan there so as not to look totally out of place when they 
visit St. Tropez in the middle of August. It really won't be the 
same when we have an indoor swimming pool, even if it does mean 
swimming all the year round. Actually, work on the Sports Complex 
seems to have slowed down somewhat, but the Central Feeding 
annexe looks like being ready for September (pityl). 

Another landscape change looks like taking place this time 
in the Courts, where two of the three trees have advan'ced Dutch 
elm disease. It will certainly be a sad loss for the school if they 
come down. 

Very interested in the school were a film crew plus one Nippon 
who were busy at the end of term filming everything in sight. 
Supposedly it was all for Nescafe commercials to be shown on 
Japanese television, but no one could quite see the connection 
between King's School Sherborne and Blend 57. 

Outings this term have been varied and plentiful as usual. 
Some biologists visited Furzebrook Fresh Water Institute, 
geographers went to. the South coast one hot day (though not, 
unfortunately, to swim), artists visited the Turner exhibition at 
Burlington House and, at the end of term various motley groups 
of scientists dropped in on such places as London, Havant, 
S~utha.mpto~ and Exeter. At the beginning of the holidays the 
cncketmg elite played at Cheltenham and some select senior boys 
inspected everything there is to see in Brussels. 
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So there it is. Most of what I have mentioned and a great 
deal that I haven't can be found somewhere in the pages of the 
re-shaped magazine. I hope that the new format hasn't puzzled 
anyone who tried to open the magazine the old way. I expect that 
it will give me a few problems when it comes to laying it out, which 
won't be for another few weeks at the time of writing. 

The theme as you will see is the Future. This may sound 
rather ridiculous but, as Admiral Sir Horace Law says now is the 
time for looking forward. Even though much that has been written 
may seem totally absurd, bearing in mind the recent rate of change 
it isn't really so unlikely. 

Finally, thanks to the Editorial board who have proved a 
valuable source of ideas, and to C.H.R.N. in particular, who has 
helped me a great deal in my general inexperience. 

Charles Dowding 
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The most memorable aspect of this summer term has been the 
weather, which was hot, sunny and dry right through June and the 
first part of July. Predictably, of course, the heavens wreaked their 
vengeance over Commem, causing the dust to be washed off many 
an umbrella which had been lying neglected under a pile of exam 
papers in a corner of a study. 

Talking of exams, one had the impression that many of the 
'O'-level candidates were actually enjoying their two and a half week 
stint of exams. This could either be because they had worked so very 
hard previously, that the actual papers were mere trivialities to be 
quickly dismissed before the long summer holidays, or alternatively, 
but extremely unlikely, because they were for the first time allowed 
to revise ( ?) in their houses, and also had special times set aside 
for them at the swimming pool. 

In the hot weather the swimming pool was of course a great 
boon for swimmers and non-swimmers alike, and the steady hand 
and loud voice of Dr. Beavon were definitely needed to keep things 
under control. Once he found a contingent of boys swimming on a 
Sunday evening, which is strictly speaking not allowed. While he 
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was arguing with them about why they were never to do it again, 
a boy who had just arrived did a quick change and had a very 
pleasant swim without being seen at all. 

The headmaster continued his campaign to get to know 
everyone in the school by holding informal meetings with ten boys 
at a time at Abbey Grange. Unfortunately there was some confusion 
as to the purpose of these meetings. "\Vere they: 

(a) to let the headmaster know what the boys thought? 
(b) to let the boys know what the headmaster thought? 

or ( c) just a social occasion? 
The last possibility was dismissed when the butler with the 

drinks tray failed to materialise. It seems actually that the meetings 
are mainly for the benefit of the headmaster. 

It has yet to be seen whether masters will benefit from the new 
Central Feeding arrangements. It is reported that they will now 
eat in a separate annexe where each will have his own dish marked 
'Head of Science Department' or 'Head of Modern Languages 
Department', or whatever. These will be whisked away on a 
conveyor belt, half an hour later, even if the contents haven't been 
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finished. The object of the exercise is to instil punctuality. (N.B. 
meals will now no longer be served in Bow House.) 

Still on the subject of Central Feeding, numerous ways of 
avoiding the initial rush and confusion have been devised. One boy 
plans to bring back enough provisions in his tuckbox to supply all 
necessary food for the first two weeks. He can then make his 
debut appearance in the dining hall on September 28th by which 
time procedings should be fairly orderly. 

If you think that's clever, there have been far more ingenious 
plans devised in the past year, to get off lessons. One is to write 
something like, 'L6, Study Period, Tuesday period four', in writing 
suitably akin to that of the master, on the blackboard. In the next 
lesson there is then the familiar'But Sir, you gave us a study period!', 
when asked about the absence in the last lesson. Another trick is to 
lock the door of the classroom before the lesson, and then leave 
before the master arrives, telling him next time that it was generally 
thought that he had gone on holiday. However, this is only possible 
for those lucky(?) enough to have the appropriate key. 

Turning now to the subject of Staff changes for the Michaelmas 
term, it appears that all except one are in the English or Modern 
Languages departments, something which has ensured a busy time 
for C.H.R.N. A visit to his room in Bow House at the end of term 
would have confirmed this, as the visitor would have been swamped 
by a slurry of papers which lay over the floor, bed, tables and in the 
waste-paper basket. 

Firstly, a very big thank-you to all those who are leaving. 
Apart from S.L.F., W.A.D. Miss Packer, the R.S.M. and F.C. 
(who have separate reports), we are also losing three ladies. MRS. 
STEPHENSON is going to Godolphin Girls School, while MRs. JuDGE 
is leaving to teach at Fosters, and Miss DEDEK is moving to Salem 
School on lake Constance for a year at the end of which, I am 
pleased to say, she is returning. 

The sometimes out of hand humour of .Mrs. Stephenson's 
lessons will be missed, and everyone taught by her will remember 
her kind and encouraging ways. Mrs. Judge also made an impact 
on the teaching of French, and we wish them both well at their 
new jobs. Many thanks also to BRUNO DE SENTENAC, who gained 
many new friends while here, as well as learning a lot of English. 
Some will remember him for his teaching and others for when he 
offered them a cigarette! 

Arriving in September are the following: 
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MR. R. D. R. MuRISON, who presently lives in Edinburgh, to 
teach English. 

MR. R. G. PATTERSON, who presently lives in Berkshire, to teach 
English. 

MR. J. R. KERSHAW, who presently lives in Dorking, to teach 
Music. 

MR. J. T. MELVIN, formerly housemaster of Abbeylands, to 
teach French and German. 

MRs. M. M. WEBB, to teach French and German. 
MR. OLDHAM is taking over as housemaster of the Green from 

MR. EARLS-DAVIS, and in the former's place as housemaster of 
Elmdene will be MR. BARKER. We wish Mr. Earls-Davis a relaxing 
time away from the strains of housemastership, and the other two 
good fortune in their new jobs. 

Other internal changes will be Mrs. Wilkinson to teach 
Spanish as an alternative to German in the yd form, and Dr. 
Holland will teach beginners German, as well as Theology. This 
branching out causes the mind to boggle at the future possibilities: 
Chinese, Russian, and African (A min, of course, Ugandan) will 
all be regular choices by I 98 5, and members of the music staff will 
be madly swotting up 'The early Beatles era' and 'Rock and Roll 
music of the late '6o's' to teach bored 3rd formers who would much 
prefer to listen to Beethoven and Bach anyway. 
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Returning to the present, little seemed to materialise of the 
patrols around all the local 'watering-holes', as we had been led to 
expect at the end of term. Obviously the subtle plan was to circulate 
the rumour which would then act as a deterrent-and it is difficult 
to say how effective it was. 

Still talking about the end of term, numerous expeditions 
punctuated the last week which can often be slightly dead. Those 
who went to IBM managed to grovel a free lunch off the company, 
but otherwise had to be content with admiring the wonderful 
architecture of the building, instead oflearning about the computers. 
Most of the talk was well-above those who have only met up with a 
second-hand Burroughs L2ooo. The mathematicians who went to 
Exeter for two days were fortunate enough to meet a party of 
girls from Lord Digby's; and a highly successful time was also had 
by the cricketers at the Cheltenham Festival. 

The games this term have been exceptionally successful and 
prominent. This has been reflected more in the Athletics team, 
in its first term under Mr. Davis, and at Colts cricket level and below. 
A characteristic feature of any Colts cricket match was the com
manding voice of Mr. Elliott echoing around the ground with 
'Right arm over, five to come', and Mrs. Elliott and the children 
attentively watching the game. A proper family concern. 

This term has seen a few guilty looks on the faces of certain 
boys with respect to chapel. Bad behaviour in one Sunday service 
by certain members of the congregation, drove the chaplain to 
complain about the general religious standards of the school in the 
next senior service. \,Yhile he was doing so, for what must be the 
first time ever, there was absolute quiet in the chapel: perhaps a 
guilty conscience, or they may even have been vaguely interested. 

Late in the term both delight and sadness, though mainly the 
former, were felt when large amounts of scaffolding were erected 
outside Abbey House. 'At last it's coming down' people thought. 
However, much to the relief of the occupants, the object was only to 
renovate the third floor, which suffered some fifteen years ago 
from the devious habits of the then head of house. 

Finally a word of congratulation to the Headmaster on seeing 
out his first and somewhat stormy year at Sherborne. His forward 
looking policies are now beginning to bear fruit, and we look forward 
to a promising and successful future. 

Sherborne Diarist 

I I 

A Tribute to 
HERBERT HAROLD CHUBB 

Best known as Bert 

Bert Chubb died suddenly at his home on Tuesday I oth June. 
He was born in Sherborne in 1899 and lived in Acreman Street 
for most of his life. Joining the army in the First World War he was 
posted to Ireland and France, and later during the 1939/45 war he 
served as a special constable in Sherborne. 

Working first with South Western Dairies and latterly with 
U nigate he retired after 4 7 years, having held the post of storeman 
for many years. 

After retirement he joined the staff of Sherborne School as a 
cleaner, and became a member of that notable group of men known 
as the Happy Harry's, whose duties are unlimited in keeping the 
school clean and tidy. 

Bert was a very popular figure and well liked by anyone he 
came in contact with. He worked at the school for ten years and 
his duties during the last five were to clean part of the headmaster's 
block and the boy's Junior Common Room. 

He was greatly respected for his thoroughness and manner by 
the headmaster and his staff and will be greatly missed by the boys 
in the J.C.R. Bert used to act as barman two nights a week in the 
].C.R. bar and got to know many of the senior boys socially. His 
activities in the town were many: a 1'Iember of the Royal 
Antidiluvian Order of Buffalows and Sherborne Conservative 
Club, he played billiards, snooker and skittles, and was a sidesman 
for many years at Sherborne Abbey. 

Many friends attended his funeral including Mr. Macnaghten 
and several masters and boys as well as members of the 
administrative staff. Bert will be greatly missed in Sherborne and 
the school and his humour will be remembered by all of us who 
were lucky enough to know him. A collection was made in the 
J.C.R. in his memory and a silver Rose Bowl was presented to 
his widow at the end of the Trinity Term by the Head Boy P. C. G. 
Donald. 

A. E. Lugg 
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ONE YEAR AT SHERBORNE 

I can hardly refuse an invitation to contribute to a journal 
prepared to describe my egg-stained suits as 'immaculate'. Yet I 
have evaded two previous requests for a contribution. Idleness? 
Partly perhaps, but the speed with which a number of new 
impressions have rushed upon me has made it difficult for me even 
now to sort out all my ideas and feelings. 

To begin with the place. First entered on the evening of a 
Sunday in September in pouring rain, which soon cleared to 
allow the Abbey bells to ring out through the sunshine. Already 
the warmth of the stone work has exerted its fascination, which 
binds Sherborne's inhabitants with bonds of steel, and previous 
colleagues trying to obtain expressions of regret at my apostasy are 
sadly disappointed. The welcome from town, staff and boys has 
been overwhelming and my wife and I have experienced a flow 
of hospitality such as we had never imagined. 

The School. I have been most impressed by the high standard 
of the teaching and the feeling of involvement both on the part of 
staff and boys. Comparisons are odious, and I have steadily 
refused to be drawn on this subject, but there is a difference between 
the length of hair and the content of posters of Shirburnians and 
Etonians. Going beyond this Delphic utterance, I would say that I 
am fascinated by the difference between a school where every boy 
has his own study-bedroom from his first day at school and one 
where dormitories are the norm. I do not yet know Sherborne well 
enough to assess the difference accurately enough, but whereas a 
year ago I would certainly have insisted on the Eton pattern were I 
called upon to design a new house from scratch, I am not so certain 
that I would to-day. 

Criticism. The forthrightness of expression among boys which 
I very much like is liable to become arrogance, and the dress 
though practical, can look scruffy. ' 

Ambitions. To know every boy by name-unlikely for one with 
my memory. To improve "lines of communication". I have 
already found my small meetings very useful here and feel they 
are the most effective way of maintaining communications. 
Discussions with other headmasters suggest that Councils etc. 
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lea~ to the setting up of elaborate machinery without much being 
ach1e:red at the end of tl1:e d~y. One year to win 39 open awards, 
and m any case to mamtam the lugh academic standard. To 
introduce rowing (un~ikely). To in~rease _the number of single 
study-bedrooms. To improve the lmks with the Girls' School. 
To find a uniform that is at once smart, practical and economical. 
To ensure that as many activities as possible are made available 
to boys. To build a theatre. 

And the [uture? Well, there are many reasons for gloom 
on the ec~mon:1c front, but as Ion~ as Sherborne keeps its character, 
people will still want to send thelf sons here, and so I am quietly 
confident. 

R.D.M. 

We bid Farewell and Good Luck to the following gentlemen: 

(a) 
Barrett H. 
Brice J. D. 
de Montfort P. L. T. 
Dowding 0. H. A. 
Hardy D. C. 
Madley R. J. B. 
Nicholson W. L. 
Miller C. ]. 

Pascoe R.H. 
Wilson A. C. 
Younghusband Q. M. 

(b) 
Butler P. G. S. 
Exton R. C. 
Hannay A. N. 
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Jones M. H. 
Lloyd-Jones C. 
Randle W. A.]. 
Rawlins P. A. T. 
Salvage H. 
Symondson R. F. 
Walker C. ]. B. 

(c) 
Burt]. K. 
Hough R. F. ]. 
Manning C. W. 
Mason]. V. G. 
Rich A.J. E. 
Salkeld R. E. 
Sinclair A. J. M. 
Taylor R. St. J. A. 

(d) 
Barker T. P. 
Ferguson C. M. 
Keeble S. C. K. 
Kenny F.]. 
Lawson P. ]. 
Mellows W. A. N. 
Owen D. K. 
Potter C. M. 
Varley J. S. 

(f) 
Beazley T. J. 
Davies S. R. 
Evans D. B. C. 
Fitt C. S. 
Haley M. T. 
Hoare D. S. D. 
MacKean A. N. 
Moseley N. E. H. 
Rudge R. S. 
West R.J. 

Woodhead S.]. M. 

(g) 
Brakspear N. 
Brown]. N. 
Jackson A. L. 
Jackson C. ]. S. 
Jackson M. K. 
John R. L. 
Hunter A.]. de C. 
Long-Innes W. M. 
Marmion]. P. T. 
Maxwell C. ]. S. 
Michelmore P. de J. 
Paine M. H. 
Nicoll B. K. 
Sutcliffe D. W. 
Sellers R. H. M. 
Wilson E. ]. B. 

(h) 
Donald P. C. G. 
Kerr C.R. B. 
Griffith R. ]. 
Marshall P. ] . 
Tait]. M. 
Thomson G. C. B. 
Winch N. A. 

(m) 
Chapman C. ]. 
de Iongh H. D. 
Phillips S. J. 
Scarlett F. J. 
Somers-Cocks R. V. 
Taylor M.J. 
Walkey J. R. C. 
Menard P.R. M. D. 
English S. R. B. 
Graham A. D. 
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5th form visit to Bradfield 

After about two hours travel we stopped for lunch. Halfway 
through a bullock confronted the reclining L.E.C.B., and giving 
him rather a puzzled looked it seemed to remark: "You had less 
beard last time I saw you". After this it returned to the far corner of 
the field, in which we were sitting eating our packed lunches. 

When the driver eventually found the way we followed 
J.H.P.G. into the Greek amphitheatre. The production itself 
was a bit rough at the edges. The acting varied from mediocre 
to rubbish: Titus Lartius and Volumnia were both well acted, as 
was Valeria; the two tribunes were good enough but Virginia 
and Coriolanus were terrible. The fault was just that the actors 
didn't fit their parts. The crowd was well-arranged but appeared 
excessively stupid. The costume and scenery were unimaginative, 
and the whole programme would have been better if they had 
cut out the introductory music. 

The journey back was uneventful except in that there was a 
varied display of musical ability, dog imitations, and chants. 
Unfortunately I fell asleep and missed a performance consisting of 
The National Anthem, The Twelve Days of Christmas (adapted), 
and the Carmen, plus the usual dirges. 

The excursion ended with the urgent subduing of the Carmen 
by L.E.C.B. as the coach descended Hospital Lane. 

C. J. Arnheim 
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To say that it rained over Commem would be doing no justice 
to the many black clouds which scurried across Sherborne at that 
time. It poured. Indeed, to grossly misquote, Commem saw 'The 
first of the Summer rain'. It drove many performances indoors 
and plunged the players into unrehearsed and unconquered 
situations, as well as catching many an unsuspecting mother out 
in the open with her best dress or hat. 

Despite this general wetness, however, the eternal loyalty to 
the school which nearly all O.S.'s and parents seem to have lurking 
within them assured Commem of a fair deal of success. Attendances 
at the plays and the tattoo were amazingly good, although one 
could excuse parents from not visiting what few exhibitions there 
were, as they were generally below the standard of recent years. 

First and foremmt I must mention the annual Greek play, 
which failed a mention last year. This, the product of 5a's summer 
sojourn into the classical realm, was very popular with the audience. 
The play was amusing, fast-moving and (for the most part) well 
acted: there was a notable performance by Hugh Pope as 
Dikaiopolis, whose witty humour extended throughout. 

COMMEM '75 

Nearby in the vestry the unfortunate parents of budding 
mathematicians were forced into understanding the mechanics 
of none other than a shop till! This, I have little doubt, must have 
left them in the sorts of knots and tangles NOT experienced by those 
taking part in the demonstration of fly-tying. In their display 
there were also the practical elements of the religion of fishing laid 
out for all to see. 

Meanwhile John Hubbard's 'Chronicle' tried to convey in 
an hour some of the more notable aspects of Mediaeval life. Both 
words and music were used, with amusing anecdotes and attractive 
psalms and songs all contributing to make it highly successful. 

The Art School, now well established, housed a disappointingly 
small display of the years art and photography. Surely it would 
have been possible to fill both floors and make the exhibition more 
worthwhile: after all, this was done last year, and two years ago 
the whole Gym was filled in what was a quite excellent exhibition. 
However, for the most part what was on show was attractive enough, 
particularly the photographs. 

Mr. Gibb's Archaeological display of recent excavations was 
well laid out and, if one took time to read all the commentaries, 
highly informative. Both his pictures of the School c. 1850 and 



THE SHIRBURNIAN 

Mr. Gates' honey at the main gate were selling like good pictures 
and honey should, that is with great rapidity. 

And so I come finally to THE TATTOO. As per usual the 
band stole the show, but more of that later. On Friday night 
the skies were clear and a large audience was in attendance, and 
even though there was a driving drizzle on Saturday night the 
large crowd remained loyal under their umbrellas to the end. 
Any uninformed outsider would call it madness, and understandably 
so, for they could not know of the excellent entertainment that 
parents were expecting. 

As one would expect the Army showed off their guns in 
a raid to rescue a severely wounded prisoner. The noise of the 
guns probably woke up one or two parents who had fallen asleep 
under their umbrellas. The Navy rope trick was the same as last 
year, but was livened up by some witty commentary from C.H.R.N., 
who kept the audience in a good mood and gave the whole a sense 
of continuity. 

The R.A.F.'s death dive from the main gate was very com
mendable-the steep descent looked pretty formidable. For this act 
a hole was dug in the courts to fasten the end of the rope. At 
the end it had to be filled in, but I heard more than one person 
discussing ways of digging it out again, as a means of livening 
up the Band's marching which came next! The Navy also had a 
bit of trouble when part of their rope and tackle disappeared for 
a while on the Saturday night. 

The Drill Squad gave another near perfect performance, 
although once again they failed to walk into each other when the 
floodlights went out. 

A new item from last year was the Gym Squad under A.M.D. 
who impressed everyone with their agility and co-ordination, 
even in the wet conditions. It was certainly a novel idea for them 
to jump over P.J.S.'s car, with the intrepid J.A.D. sitting inside. 

And so to the Band. Under sub-lieutenant Shelley they once 
again captivated the audience with such favourites as El Capitaine 
and such nationalistic stand-bys as Land of Hope and Glory. 

However, the exce3sive patriotism as described in last year's 
review of the same was lacking. VVhether this was because Britannia 
and Monty Python failed an appearance, or because beneath the 
fixed smiles parent's tolerance of the rain was wearing thin, or 
even because the establishment is becoming less Conservative 
I cannot say (though I doubt the last). The point is, though the 

drum-major twirled his baton faultlessly and the music echoed 
round the courts defying those blacker corners where the floodlights 
did not penetrate: though the buglers blew with conviction and 
the lights showed off the highly polished instruments, despite all of 
these, after the khaki-clad players thankfully retreated having 
finished with three verses of the Carmen I was left curiously 
unmoved. 

The fact that ~ patriotism remained dormant does not take 
anything from the Tattoo as a whole which was, as most have 
come to expect, a great success. Nevertheless, a very good case 
can be made out for holding it every two years, as a similar pro
gramme two years running is bound to cause some loss of interest, 
in both performers and the audience. Perhaps in the year that 
there isn't a tattoo a Marquee could be erected on the Upper 
instead. 

Daniel Lloyd 
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MUSIC 

I Musici 

Although I Musici have revived many almost forgotten 
concertos by 17th century Italian composers, their concert in the 
Abbey was a recital of some better known works from the Baroque 
Period. 

The first concerto, in D minor by Vivaldi, was clear-cut and 
played with feeling. This was followed by the 'cello in C minor 
also by Vivaldi and with Francisco Stravo as soloist; he played with 
tense emotion. The third of the Vivaldi pieces, an A Major concerto 
for the violin, was not the work that some, who knew the A minor 
concerto, were expecting; nevertheless it was applauded loudly. 

During the interval the audience swarmed around and settled 
on the player's platform to admire the Harpsichord which was 
positioned for the next piece-the F minor Harpsichord concerto 
by Bach. Sadly the accompanying strings were not restrained 
enough and the Harpsichord was drowned all too often. 

The penultimate work, the E major concerto for violin by Bach 
was one of the highlights of the evening. During the second 
movement Salvatore Accardo built up a tremendous sense of 
pressure in his playing; the third movement, a lively Rondo, 
brought relief. 

The last work was a double concerto for two violins also by 
Bach. This spirited work was played beautifully by Accardo 
and Anna-Maria Cotogni. 

The Famous I Musici 

The Italian charm and wit were carried across in the excellent 
playing to such an extent that an encore was earned at the end. 
This piece of music-from Vivaldi's Four Seasons-sent the 
audience home happy in the thought that they had listened to some 
of the world's finest musicians. 

Brian Schiele 
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Gramsoc Bacchanalia-
Gilbert and Sullivan evening 

Perhap3 Bacchanalia isn't quite the right word, as I don't think 
that the cup was strong enough to provoke drunken revels. 
However, there was certainly a festive mood about; hardly sur
prising when one saw the costumes. 

Invited to dress up as someone out of a Gilbert and Sullivan 
opera, almost every Gramsoc member and several other invited 
guests took a great deal of time and trouble over their garb. There 
were a good number of sailors, such devious pirates as lVIrs. 
Heseltine, a bridesmaid and entourage, several ladies who weren't 
ladies at all, and K.A. in his Chinese dressing gown. 

The actual music, mainly live and in the B.S.R., would 
have become almost secondary had it not been for several good 
performances. P.M.H.\V. was probably the star act-he was quite 
superb in the nightmare song-and C.W.M.I., Mrs. Judge and 
several other musicians all performed well. It was amusing watching 
the chorus, which always had a nucleus of the same four boys 
changing appearance and character from act to act. 
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After the music had ended Mrs. Hunt and her staff once 
again served what one might call five star refreshments. The only 
blot on the copious food and drink was its distribution. Those 
neare3t to the door out of which it came tended to get most, and 
the law of gravitation ensured that most people were next to the 
door. In the resultant slight scrummage I noticed one or two 
people behaving, under the guise of their costumes, in a way that 
they probably wouldn't normally! 

On the whole the evening was a great success, and an excellent 
opportunity for people to display their talents at dressing up. 
Many thanks to P.].\\T. and the Gramsoc committee for all the 
hard work that they put in; let us hope that there is a similar 
event next year. 

Commem Concerts. 

I-Garden Concert 
That for the second year running this concert did not live up 

to its name was of course due to the persistent rain, which seems to 
have become a regular feature of recent Commems. The Saturday 
attempt at staging it outside was particularly unfortunate, as the 
concert drew a large audience which was subsequently compressed 
into the Recital Room when the rain came. 



However, the moving did not appear to upset any of the per
formers, who played the programme (which had a definite bias 
towards the more 'popular' style of music) with impressive 
confidence and competence. 

The concert started with a loud band piece, Clarinet Polka, 
which made one realise that the material had been chosen with 
an outdoor performance in mind. Next a group of two oboes and 
two bassoons played an arrangement of the Mikrokosmos Suite 
by Bartok, and made us (if nothing else) admire their sense of 
rhythm. 

After Daniel Lloyd's Dance for Violins, David Evans performed 
Mozart's Alla Turza; surely it is only a matter of time before this 
piece of music is adapted into some jingle for a shoe-polish 
advertisement. Never mind, he played well, as did the three pianists 
who produced an amusing spectacle as they performed Scharwenka's 
piano trio. 

Down South by Middleton (whose 'i' was a 'y' in the last 
report of this well-worn piece) was notable and also amusing, 
because of its numerous false endings. This was followed by 
the first movement of lV[ozart's quintet in E flat major, which 
was well played and consequently pleasing to listen to. 

The two oboes and this time only one bassoon then returned 
to play a piece by Beethoven; the resultant sound was not unpleasing. 
Penultimately Daniel Lloyd and George Davidson played a Rhumba 
by Thomas A. Johnson-another well-worn piece with an attractive 
rhythm. 

The concert was rounded off by P.J.W.'s arrangement of some 
immortal gems from Gilbert and Sullivan which, even if they did 
not sparkle, made for good listening. 

2-Abbey Concert 

An ambitious programme was compiled for this year's 
Orchestral concert in the Abbey. There were no less than four 
soloists whose performances, if not always note perfect, were 
certainly enthralling. 
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The first item was the second orchestra who, as always, were 
entrusted with the vital job of putting the audience into the right 
mood. They played three works, the highlight of which was 
undoubtedly the Concertino for Piano and Strings, this following 
the fanfare introduction of Berlioz's Hungarian March. Jonathan 
Pryor succeeded in playing a difficult solo part extremely well, 
shining particularly in the Cadenza. 

The choir followed with a polished performance of Schumann's 
six songs for male voices, the last of which had a delightful 'bell' 
effect which I assume fitted in with the words, which I was unable 
to translate. They seemed to be the most popular act of the evening. 

The Sinfonia Concertante (Mozart) was an ambitious piece 
and, if not too difficult for the talented soloists, then it was certainly 
stretching the ability of the orchestra which accompanied them. 

It was again in the Cadenza that the two soloists blossomed. 
When accompanied Gerald Heath (viola) had tended to be 
drowned; however, left to play solo his rich tone came across 
beautifully. Likewise Brian Schiele (violin), whose tone was also 
excellent, but whose tuning was a little suspect in places. Despite 
these two the complete performance was, on the whole, a little 
disappointing. 

The First Orchestra ended the evening with four works: 
La Clemenza di Tito (Mozart Overture), a suite of ancient airs 
and dances by Resphigi, Allegro Spiritoso by Senaille and finally 
Overture Festiva (1975) by Peter Witchell. 

The second and last were to my mind the best, but nevertheless 
Richard Bett (bassoon) performed competently as soloist in the 
Senaille. The Resphigi was attractive and baroque in character, 
with the addition of a harpsichord to the school orchestra completing 
an excellent general effect. 

Lastly the Overture Festiva, despite its quote from Beethoven, 
was an enjoyable work with a particularly attractive main theme. 
Although strictly it should have introduced the programme it 
provided the right sort of ending to a varied evening's entertainment. 

Daniel Lloyd 
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Informal Concerts 

The term saw two informal concerts, enough to sustain interest 
without overstraining boy's capacities to attend these functions. 
Seeing that there is to be an informal concert seldom stimulates 
much enthusiasm in people's minds, so that any more than two a 
term causes almost complete disinterest. Perhaps a case can be 
made out for altering the name and style of these concerts: a change 
always provokes interest. 

The first concert was for those who had attained the higher 
grades, resulting in a greate~ ai~ ofseriou_sness about t_he pr:iceedi~gs. 
J. Wilding opened the evenmg s entertamment on his v10lm, settmg 
a relaxed scene as the last rays of sunlight faded from the east wall 
of the Recital Room. R. Edwards and C. Croft continued with 
short lively pieces. Then on the piano D. Evans maintained the 
spirit of his piece throughout, and he was followed by J. Rogers 
and R. Leece, both of whom reminded the audience that they 
were indeed listening to the cream of Sherborne's musical talent. 

The highlight of the evening was probably the piece composed 
and played by D. Lloyd himself: his style ranged from a sober 
classical to an exciting jazz. Finally, following a mature performance 
by B. Schiele on the violin, J. Smith rounded the evening off with 
some emotional playing on the oboe. 

The second and last informal concert of the term was for those 
who had attained the lower grades. Although it suffered from. a 
rather poor attendance, it proved, as always, a good opportumty 
for the younger players to become accustomed to playing to an 
audience. By being broken in at this stage, playing to small 
audiences to whom mistakes are unimportant, these musicians are 
prepared for more important concerts at later stages: a strong 
justification for informal concerts as a whole. 

Sherborne on Tour 

Once again the provinces had a taste of Sherborne's musical 
talent· the two orchestras, the band, the choir and a brass group 
all pl~yed at St. Edmund's Church, Salisbury, on one Friday at 
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the beginning of term. The outing was of course strictly musical, 
and rehearsals when not playing kept anyone who might have been 
thinking of nipping off to explore certain establishments in the 
town busy enough. . . 

Since January of this year the church ~as bee_n enthusiastically 
improved by voluntary workers who are domg thei_r utmost t~ r:i~ke 
the best of a difficult job. The concert, together with the exhibit10n 
of paintings on show at the same time, was all part of the launching 
of the new Art Centre. Although there may be a long way to go, 
the general enthusiasm of the workers left little doubt in one's 
minds that they will be reward~d with success. . 

Returning to the concert itself, the small audience who had 
paid to see it (proba~ly. either to support. t~e new venture or ~lse 
just out of plam curiosity) were still smilmg at the end, which 
speaks for the general quality of the music (the concert was the 
same as at the end of last term-see the last Shirburnian for a 
report). Thanks should go to Mr. Judge for an enjoyable outing. 
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DRAMA 
THE MAGISTRATE 

Cis Farringdon + excellent set 

R.S.G. + Pinero seemed a foolproof combination. So it proved 
in the event-though after the effervescence of Act 2, the police 
court scene which opens Act 3 tasted very flat-Pinero's fault, and 
almost impossible for the producer to overcome, I imagine. Anthony 
Pralle, Peter Donald and Amos David did their best; but the dire 
business with the cravats rather defeated their efforts. 

So much for the worst of it. Now for the best. Giles 
\'Voolveridge as Capt. Horace Vale threatened to steal the show 
in Act 2 and certainly got most of the laughs: his goofiness was a 
sheer delight, particularly his emergence like a half-drowned 
Cheshire Cat from the balcony curtain. 'Charlotte Verrinder' 
(Roderick Young), a kind of late Victorian Joan Hunter-Dunn, 
flirted with him convincingly, though her gastronomic fervour 
transported me momentarily to ... House Dining Hall! 'Agatha 
Posket' won all hearts: I looked at my programme to identify this 
interesting import from the Girls' School; and if David Reffell 
appeared to wilt a little at times in his portrayal of mature feminine 
wiles, it was still a notable debut. I liked Brian Nelson's dashing 
Col. Lukyn-a splendid foil to the mooning Vale. 

' Those confounded Jujubes ' 

But these of course were the 'plum' parts: Edward Mead, 
Keith MacKeith, Simon Smith, Stewart Leasor, Richard Bennett, 
James Scott and Timothy Allen put a great deal of effort in and 
managed to squeeze something out of their not very rewarding 
roles. Charles Mills deserves a special mention for bringing some 
life to the dreary 'Bullamy'-even if he did at times appear to be 
on the point of choking on those confounded ju-jubes. 

But the acting honours must go to Anthony Pralle and Sean 
Sutcliffe. Anthony Pralle as the doddering 'Magistrate' survived the 
handicap of an extremely unflattering wig to turn in a solid and 
satisfying performance; whilst Sean Sutcliff e's 'Cis Farringdon' 
looked right and sounded right, almost making one believe in this 
sharp-witted youth who has yet somehow failed to notice the loss 
of five birthdays! 

The play depends for its success on our suspending disbelief in 
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The mooning Vale 

a situation of total incredibility. This can only happen ifthe people 
on stage carry conviction, which they undoubtedly did in this 
performance. But such conviction cannot be provided by the actors 
without a solid body of expertise and enthusiasm behind the scenes. 
As for the 'scenes' themselves, they added enormously to the 
success of the evening: one really believed in that crumbling 
balcony and sound effects ensured a satisfying descent by 'Pasket' 
and 'Cis' into the kitchens beneath. 

In short, yet one more R. S. G. success! 

Le Bal des Voleurs 
by Jean Anouilh 

A highly entertaining play of hide-and-seek concerning the 
secret motives and actions of people was presented by the boys of 
Sher borne School and the girls of Lord Digby's in their production 
in French of Anouilh's "Le Bal des Voleurs" (Thieves' Carnival), 
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Fortune-seekers meet Lady Hurf and pretty neice 

on Thursday and Friday, 22nd and 23rd May, and also at Commem. 
A ball given for a group of spa dwellers, inviting them to dress 

up as 'thieves', helps to reveal their true natures and is responsible 
for a good deal of the comic effect of the play. 

Three ambitious pickpockets, whose constant change of costume 
and false beards has so far only served to deceive each other, 
but not such wealthy victims as Lady Hurf and her two nieces, 
eventually present themselves in costumes of grand style-as 
Spanish noblemen. But their plan to win the ladies' jewellery 
is seriously at stake when they meet the shrewd Lady Hurf in 
person, who apparently seems to recognize one of them as 'Le Due 
de Miraflor'. Does this revelation put an end to their happily acted 
masquerade? The announcement of a 'bal des Voleurs' comes as a 
heaven-sent opportunity for them to change back into 'real' 
crooks-a fact which they've eagerly tried to conceal! 

As the plot thickens it becomes more and more obvious that 
only those who are 'romanesque et simple' do not need to appear 
in disguise: Juliette, one of Lady Hurf's nieces, a delightfully sincere 
young girl, confesses her deep love for Gustave, one of the pick
pockets. He in turn, equally honest and frank, admits 'J'ai honte 
de jouer cette comedie'-thus abandoning his disguise for ever! 
Their bid for simplicity and happiness leads to the final denouement 
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Amusement for two 'voleurs ' at Chris Homfray' s expense 

of the plot. 
Both performances at Lord Digby's were well attended, and the 

attention which the audience gave to the play proved that "Le 
Bal des Voleurs" is ideal for school productions as it provides ample 
scope for individual talents: the wonderful trio of 'voleurs', with 
the ton~ue-in-cheek, ever-beard-changing Hector (Charles \Vilson), 
the easily puzzled and nervously-trembling Peterbono/Duke of 
Miraflor (Christopher Homfray), the seriously 'honest' crook 
Gustave (Christopher Ferguson); the smartly-dressed fortune 
seekers Dupont-Dufort (Rodney Varley and Alastair Maitland), 
the utterly self-absorbed Lord Edgard (Richard Cockman), the 
delightfully natural and extraordinarily pretty nieces Juliette and 
Eva (Frances Gibb and Jenny Smith), the impressive Lady Hurf, 
most convincingly played by Frarn;:oise Cheminaud, lent authen
ticity to the play. And last but not least-the musician (Richard 
Hosford), who skilfully linked each scene to the following one by 
playing a few bars of appropriate music on his clarinet;-the 
town crier (Robin Taylor), and policeman (Richard Bissett)
they all contributed to a sparkling comedy, whilst maintaining a 
remarkably high standard of French. 

Congratulations to the producers, Mademoiselle Cheminaud 
and Mr. Colin Niven, for presenting such an amusing entertainment. 

Ursula Dedek 
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Blend 41 
Apologies ar~ due from the editor to the author (particularly), 

the cast, the audience and any others who were looking forward 
to a .report on 'Blend 41 ', W.A.D.'s witty analysis of society. 
Despite many efforts a report could not be obtained in time and 
it is hoped that the two photos compensate to some extent. ' 
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SHERBORNE AND THE FUTURE 
Sherborne 1985 

1985; those who are going to University this autumn will, 
hopefully, have been employed for seven years, and some will be 
married with a house and a family; presently minute Staff children 
will be taking 0 or A levels or their late-century equivalent; 
most of the housemasters will be different; and the incipient sports 
centre (how I hate that word 'complex') will be old and battered. 
Every generation is convinced that change occurs more rapidly 
within and around it than in any preceding generation. Perhaps. 
But there have been some fairly spectacular changes in the short 
time I've been here, and already the greenery and the glasshouses 
and the eagles on the gate to nowhere are but a silver image on a 
piece of paper. So prediction of the effects of the next decade is 
hardly easy! 

Sherborne, as a town, will be large then, and the school 
proportionately smaller. I hope that we shall see more integration, 
more concern with the life of the town, more contact with the people 
in it. We are a relatively self-contained community, and it is very 
easy to become parochial. The school will probably be somewhat 
larger (and throughout I'm assuming that it will remain as a private 
fee-paying school) and I hope, possibly to the horror of many, that 
it will be coeducational. Having been to an all-boy's grammar 
school, I look back and think how much more realistic the childhood 
of many of my contemporaries would have been if they'd grown up 
alongside the (much) fairer sex. I confess that the mechanics of 
such a move to coeducation elude me, but if the school wanted it, 
it could be done. 

Teaching techniques and syllabus content have altered con
siderably since I left school in the dim distant days of l 963 (3 l, 
to save you working it out!), and they will change even more. 
Science will become conceptually more difficult at the top end; 

historians will be analysing the traumas of the mid-7o's, and 
perhaps wondering what all the fuss was about; the modern 
linguists will be offering more languages; and the classicists will be 
doing what they've been doing for hundreds of years. But what I 
would really like to see in 1985 would be one of the biggest, and 
most modern, school libraries in the country. The academic life 
(to me the most important part of school life) needs books, and lots 
of them, and all of the other paraphernalia that makes other 
peoples thoughts and contributions easy to come by. Video-tape 
and microfilm readers; tape recorders and a learning-aids 
laboratory; and cash to support them. 

Central feeding promises or threatens, depending on your 
view, to change the social character of the school completely, 
and I believe that this will be the greatest change that a present 
Upper Sixth former would notice on returning in ten years time. 
The surroundings will be different, and the faces too, but the 
character of an institution can remain recognisable for quite long 
periods even so. But central feeding is a major change: I hope it 
will strengthen that rather nebulous concept of "school spirit" 
without suppressing entirely the idea of house spirit which makes 
your house rather more of a home than just a place to sleep. 

As staff, we are called upon more and more to justify our 
actions, and rightly; gone is the authoritarian rule of the cane 
and the fagging system, thank God; and in 1985 the school will 
appear very liberal to those who were there ten years before. 
It always does: it's a sign of advancing age. 

So, Shirburnians of 1985, good luck; you will have inherited 
what we set out to build today. The buildings, yes, but they don't 
matter very much. The people, they matter, and what you have 
in ten years depends on them. 

J.R.G.B. 



and a less serious appraisal ... 

This might conjure up visions of progressive co-education, 
with robot teachers expounding on the wonders of a world without 
exams, without Communism, and without money. A world 
pleasantly full of nothing, no ambition, no need for qualifications 
to stagger into the rat race with, just a simple, joyous, and 
harmonious existence with our surroundings. But I can't see any of 
this boring nonsense happening; our lives will, I believe, still 
be marvellously cluttered up with lectures from the house-master, 
breakfast at 7.45, and many messed up chances. 

I can't imagine the technological revolution stopping M.M.W. 
from solving the nation's problems with his patent economic 
theories. It will need more than ten years to exchange a 
Birmingham-made robot with J.R.G.B. I can see only one side of 
school life being suffocated by the passing of ten years, and that 
is the Classics Department; I am afraid that Duncan Mitchell-Innes 
will have to be fed on the works of P.M.W. and not Plato's Republic, 
a sad loss indeed ! 

Of course, in 1985 we boys will have our own wee boys and 
girls, we will be 'past it'; the rage of youth will have left us decrepit 
old fools far behind. We might come back in our wheelchairs, 
pushed by some sour-faced matron from Alaska, and exchange a 
few smutty jokes between laboured breaths. We needn't worry 
about Sher borne, it'll press on; what we must be worried about is 
ourselves, as we leave this stalwart outpost of Cornflakes and 
Tomato Ketchup, and face up to our old age. 

Andrew Rose 
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A Close Look at Sherborne in the Future 
Attempts to map future events on the basis of historical trends 

and contemporary experience normally prove more memorable 
for ingenuity than accuracy. Mediaeval and renaissance theologians 
prepared an ever-credulous world for a series of Apocalypses and 
eternities that never unfolded, for instance. In turn the relations 
between Sherborne and the Outside World in 1985 demand 
speculation of heroic cut at a time when the price of tomorrow's 
Guinness and next week's Middle East situation remain equal 
mysteries. 

Nevertheless a few small assumptions about the school's 
evolving role may be grouped in the following categories: 
Financial-Despite Mr. Healey's defamations and those ofHealey's to 
come, inflation will remain a respectable English activity. Private 
institutions like Sherborne possessing unimpressive capital reserves 
will find that the balance between increased fees and maintaining 
student inflow becomes increasingly unattainable. Fundraising will 
transform from the current circulation of genial reminders to 
alumni into a grim eyed appraisal of each O.S.'s donation potential 
and a subsequent application of pressure a la americain. 
Social-The school will gradually relinquish its role of hatchery 
for middle class orthodoxy as social class barriers dwindle. The 
spectrum of idioms, intonations and behaviour among pupils (and 
parents) will satisfactorily widen. Minor concessions on co
education and intersexual activity will continue to be granted. 
Ritual-Sacred custom (e.g. dress, pupil stratification, punishment 
etc.) will fall under mounting secular scrutiny. 
Educational-As modern opinion on what constitutes respectable 
knowledge and the knowable diversifies beyond the Victorian 
concensus still discernible in the Shirburnian syllabus, the subjects 
available to a school correspondingly proliferate. Sherborne must 
inevitably (and commendably) reflect this in a growing variety of 
courses. Seminar methods, increased emphasis on independent 
study projects and like symptoms of intellectual overreach may be 
whispered around in faculty common rooms. 
Recreation and Diversion-The current trend of musical and dramatic 
experiment frequently advertised in these pages will hopefully 
accelerate into other areas. Even politics and cuisine. 

Peter Kerr-Jarrett 
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SHERBORNE AND ARCHITECTURE 

Those who have read a History of Sherborne School will have 
seen among the illustrations a picture of the proposed plan to 
complete the North East corner of the courts, and the Medlycott 
Building was duly sited in order that the original plan could be 
implemented. But sadly, to build well-designed buildings faced in 
Ham Stone is costly, and the expanding school in the 6os and 70s 
resorted to constructing boxes on the western edge of what was 
once the School Garden. The Modern Languages department 
is therefore housed in fragile greenhouses, which give the appearance 
of a meagrely-endowed prep. school, and are aesthetically most 
regrettable. Now it seems that somehow the school has found the 
resources to embark on an extravagant building programme 
and both sports centre and central feeding lots have claimed their 
sites, and work proceeds apace. What has this to do with 

Fragile Greenhouses 

architecture? 
The new central feeding building in and around the old gym 

has been tastefully designed, and, having finally resigned r:iyself 
to this scheme I began to look for the advantages. How mce, I 
thought, it will be to look out of the central feeding building at 
lunch and see the beautiful trees in the School garden, and those 
not destined to leave as soon as I can look at the fons limpidus and 
the lupins in the summer sun. Yes, the idea to landscape this 
area was not as wild as it seemed. Oh, how lucky are those who 
come after me! 

Sadly, this is not to be so. Future generations will have to 
look out onto tarmac and that thing hailed as Sherborne's beneficent 
gift to the community. Imagine my ho~ror on_ my retu_rn to _find the 
most noble trees in the school precincts npped d1spass10nately 
up and burnt, the sweet-smelling stocks never destined to bloom 
again, the gate pillars demolished, and the proud eagles rescued 
from the barbarian's hammer only after efforts by Mr. and Mrs. 
Whelan. Then, an even more stultifying shock. The model of this 
new conglomeration was put on display in the Lower Library. 
Yes, it had to happen, that great-sized m~mster of t~e modern 
age 'Functionalism' has struck Sherborne m the architecture of 
the new Mammon-The Sports complex. Oh HORROR. If 
there ever haunted the balmy cloisters of this place spirits kindred 
to Wren, Vanburgh, even Le Corbusier and Ruskin, they must 
surely have fled screaming as this sacrilege entered these n?b~e 
halls to be worshipped and admired by all Dorset. Maybe it is 
my personal sensibilities, but the design of the Sports Cent~e crowns 
the decline of the architecture sponsored by the school m recent 
years. I am sure it contains all the athletes. could ever wish for, 
but its gaunt sides, its concealed fenestrat10n and blank "'.al!s 
strike a note of coldness in my heart. I am equally sure that it is 
well-designed that it will not fall down as soon as the Modern 
Languages d~partment, and that the expense on it will be justified 
by the rigidity of the structure. H~wever, I always though~ that 
buildings were supposed to look n_1ce, as well as be fu_nct10nal. 
The Sports complex will stand as a hghtless, gaunt ~emor!al to ~he 
change in atmosphere that came about as a result of its. bemg bmlt. 
It is little more than a windowless echo of the new kitchens on a 
grander scale, and at least they replace a l~ss pleasant building. 
The sports complex has smothered a beautiful open space, and 
surely the amount of pile-driving that has to be done shows it 



was not an entirely suitable site anyway? 
Although the Complex is a fait accompli now, as a last gasp 

against it I hope I can show that there really were alternatives. 
Given that as a result of Central Feeding we need a new Gym, 
what about the Methodist Schoolroom? If it was offered to the 
school not so long ago, perhaps the need for it has not increa~ed 
among3t the \VI ladies so much as for it to be positively unobtainable 
as a gym. What else? Squash Courts. There is room for them in 
Armoury Square, or just beyond the Modern Language classrooms. 
Swimming Pool? At least the present one is the open air, stopping 
it smelling like a chemical works, and the heating system will not be 
wasted if an entirely new pool was built on the same site. Special 
Hard Games surface? Once written up in the Shirburnian as having 
'passed into school legend'. That seemed an unnecesrnry joke when 
first mooted. Is it still necessary now? Instead a new Sports 
Complex had to be built at vast expense, and money spent on the 
pool heating and filtering has been wasted. Was it really necesrnry 
for the school to be so overtly benificent to Dorset? We have 
always been willing to share our facilities. That is a good thing, but 
did we need to erect this new temple where Dorset can come and 
give thanks to Sherborne School? And how much is the school 
going to suffer academically? Economies will have to be made. 
Who is paying for the labour on the site now? Is it connected with 
limited spending on books? 

Whatever is said I feel that I must state again that Sherborne 
will change, maybe it has started changing, as a result of this 
gaunt extravagance built on the site of the Abbot's fishpond, where 
boys first swam, and when games played an enjoyable minor role, 
when education was the first aim of the school, when it was confident 
enough in itself not to feel the need for grandiloquent gestures 
for all to see. I never deny the right of the sportsmen to play their 
games, as I do not expect them to share my passion for bicycles and 
typewriters, please do not misunderstand me. My case is that 
perhaps we could have increased our facilities well and tastefully, 
with the correct emphasis, and good architecture, not with that that 
screams modernity and minimum costs. Where are the old ideas 
of ae3thetics, and education? Dear Sherborne, you will find them 
groaning, buried deep under the Sports Complex, with the knife 
Edward VI and Aldhelm would never have placed in their back. 
Forgive me writing such a long letter. It is my last whatever the 
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reply. It is my last to a Sherborne I once knew, and hoped to pass 
on to those who came after. Sadly, such things are not in our 
own control; gladly, I quit it all at the end of the year. I quit a 
corpse, not a living body. 

Yours, 

John Hubbard 

And a Reply ..... 

I do not flatter myself that I can satisfy John Hubbard or any 
who take the view that change is to be deplored and that functional 
architecture must be described as HORROR. But a rationale for 
what is being done has been asked of me and in a few lines I will 
try to give it. 
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The board recognise the threats both political and financial 
to independent education but they are unanimous in their belief 
that Sherborne has much to give the country. They are determined 
therefore to ensure that the School remains in the forefront of 
Public Schools because, when the pressure mounts, the weaker will 
go to the wall. 

To find a balance between mounting fees and the provision 
of education, which must include the building of character as 
well as intellect, is a matter of judgement. 

It was economy that led us to introduce Central Feeding. 
It is economy that dictates the use of school facilities during the 
holidays. It was economy which led to the building of the much 
needed specialised classrooms, which, though described as fragile 
greenhouses at least serve to screen some less notable architecture 
beyond. And it is the desire to provide a varied choice of physical 
education and recreation which led the board to approve the 
building of the Sports Complex, though economy dictated a 
standard building rather than something in Ham Stone. 

Beauty is in the eye of the beholder. The Upper would be 
a fairer lawn without its functional but inelegant posts in winter 
and its screens in summer, to say nothing of its hard tennis courts 
and netting. 

I believe that Sherborne is no corpse but is alive to the 
possibility of enjoying the heritage of beauty while not being stifled 
by it. 

Admiral Sir Horace Law 
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THE ROAD TO MEDIOCRITY 

Jim Spicer M.P. 

There is a very old saying 'Softly, softly, catchee monkey' 
which has been used over many years in many varied situations. 

In my view, it has a very direct application at the present time, 
to our whole system of education. We are seeing a forceful and 
determined attack by those who aim to establish a Socialist/Marxist 
State. Their plans include education as a priority; and their aim 
is to destroy completely our mixed system of education, as it exists 
at present. 

Their planning falls into three distinct phases. Phase I: 
The attack on, and the destruction of, the Grammar School. 
Phase II: (following close behind Phase I) is the end of the Direct 
Grant School. Then, after a suitable pause to re-group their forces, 
they will move into the third and final phase-the destruction of 
the Fee Paying School. 

How goes this battle at the moment? From the viewpoint of 
the egalitarianist, remarkably well. Under great pressure from the 
Secretary of State for Education-(including the threat to withhold 
finance from those who do not conform) most Counties in England 
and \Vales have agreed to go fully comprehensive. This includes 
Dorset, and both our Grammar schools in Sherborne are now in 
the firing line. If we continue with a Socialist Government, then 
the day must come-perhaps in three or four years time-when they 
will be overrun. 

With the phasing out of the Grammar schools almost completed, 
the Government has embarked on the second stage of their battle 
plan-the destruction of the Direct Grant School. Here their 
victory is sure. By virtue of their majority in the House of Commons, 



the choice facing all direct grant schools is quite clear. Go independ
ent, or be absorbed into the comprehensive system. Many have 
opted for the first course. 

So, with the first two rounds completed, the contestant in the 
'red' corner is limbering up for the third and final round, which, in 
Socialist eyes will end up in the destruction of the private sector 
in education. None of us should be in any doubt that the same 
fierce vendetta which resulted in the demise of the Grammar and 
Direct Grant schools, will now be carried forward to the private 
sector. 

This follows directly upon the basic and long held socialist 
belief in the supremacy of the State-even although the thinking 
behind state policy may be in direct opposition to the wishes of 
individual parents, and largely against the best interest of their 
children. 

What are the weapons they will use in this battle? Firstly, they 
will fight to remove the charitable status of schools in the fee paying 
sector. This would mean increased fees. Secondly, they will rely 
upon the very real pressures of inflation, which, year by year, make 
it more difficult for fees to be found. Against this, all that your 
parents can offer is their willingness to fight it out-to go on paying 
whatever the cost may be to them in terms of personal sacrifice. 

\'\Thy should they carry on the fight? In the main, because they 
have a deep belief that you should grow up in a structured and 
disciplined school environment, combined with a high standard of 
conduct and learning. This may sound rather pompous, and not 
be in accord with your views at the present time. But possibly 
in ten years time, you might think differently. 

Of course, none of this destruction will come about if we have 
the will to resist it. There are still two good grammar schools in 
Sherborne. The aim will be to 'pick them off' and then to launch 
out on the private sector. 

It would be my hope that in the time available before Fosters 
and Lord Digby's come under the attack, that the links between all 
the Sherborne schools will be strengthened wherever and whenever 
possible. 

Our aim must be to make our case felt before everyone; and 
to show that the destruction of that which has so much to offer, and 
is of proven quality, will just not be accepted. In all this, you all 
have a part to play. 
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And lastly, see what you make of this ... 

Sherborne 2000 

' ... and here was where the sports complex was-I suspect you 
were here when they started to build it?' 

'Yes I was actually,' I commented. 
'It's a great pity you know, what with the price of water for the 

pool alone. We drained the last of the water from it yesterday to 
supply School House for a couple more days. It saved the water bill 
a few pounds, you see.' 

'Where will the boys swim now?' I asked. 
'Oh, I don't know, we're thinking of taking a party of boys 

once in a month, in the Summer term, down to the coast for a 
swim. That's if we get the 'go-ahead' from the bursar, of course.' 

I put a finger inside my tight collar to message my neck a little 
and to wipe the sweat from my throat. The sky was dreary and 
overcast, but yet it was so hot. I loosened my tie a little and fumbled 
with the top button of my shirt. I felt a sudden wave ofreliefsweep 
through me as my top button suddenly detached itself from my 
collar, and rolled slowly, in an ever decreasing circle until finally 
it came to rest at the foot of the old grey lamp-post, on which I 
had been leaning for the last ten minutes. 

'Do you mean to say that they're actually draining the 
swimming pool to supply the school with drinking water?' I asked. 

'Er ... yes, something like that. Perhaps you'd like to come 
and visit School House now,' added Mr. Reeves hastily as he took 
my arm and quickly led me away from the sight of the old sports 
complex. 

'Things as bad as that are they?' I asked. 
'No, not really. Just economising that's all,' and to this Mr. 

Reeves added a nervous little laugh. 
'Oh' I said. 
I reached up to my throat and tried to pull both ends of the 

collar around my neck, but every time they just sprang back again. 
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I had had enough trouble this morning trying to do up the button 
anyway. After my fifth unsuccessful attempt I decided to give up. 

'I say, it hasn't changed much has it? School House, I mean.' 
'No,' replied Mr. Reeves, 'You were in Harper weren't you?' 
'No, The Green,' I said. 
He made no effort to reply, but gave me a small sympathetic 

nod. 
'How long have you been Housemaster of School House?' 

I asked. 
'Four years,' he replied, 'watch out you don't tread in that 

puddle it's, er ... rather deeper than the rest.' 
I thanked him and we continued until we came to the large 

oaken door. Mr. Reeves drew back the two rusty bolts, produced 
an old silver key from his pocket and undid the large padlock on 
the outside. 

'Do come in,' he added as he pushed open the door. It creaked 
open upon its rusty hinges, and from where I stood I could see the 
gloomy interior, appearing like the dark depths of a cavern before 
me. 

'Mind out for the step,' he added, as he gave me his hand and 
helped pull me to my feet from the dusty, concrete floor. 

'Didn't hurt yourself did you?' 
'No, luckily,' I added as I tenderly rubbed my aching posterior 

that I had banged against an old tea-chest in the corner. 
'Miss Lewes, could you light the candle, please,' called out 

Mr. Reeves. 
I heard the rasping scrape of a match against the rough brick 

wall, and the slow spluttering as it burst into life, and then died 
quickly. 

'Oh, Miss Lewes, please do be careful with the matches, we 
haven't got many left, you know,' called out Mr. Reeves once more. 

This time the candle was lit. The whole room was eerily 
shadowed with the feeble light, cast by the single candle that had 
been planted in the top of an old wine bottle. 

'Fancy a drink, old chap?' asked Mr. Reeves. 
'Yes, I'd love one. Thank you very much.' lVIy mouth watered 

at the thought of an old malt whisky, or a Welsh claret, a tot of 
gin; come to think of it-even a tot of rum would do me. 

'Miss Lewes, fetch the '99 please.' 
'99, what could that be? I thought. An old coffee mug was 

slammed down onto the table in front of me, covering up the words: 

'Smith was here '75-'80'. I began to wonder where Smith was 
now, of course he'd be quite old, only a few years younger than 
myself. Suddenly I heard the trickle of running water. 

'Ah! Bless you Miss Lewes,' I said charitably. 
'You won't when you've tasted it, mate' came the answer, but 

she was interrupted before she could continue, by an irate :Mr. 
Reeves. 

"Miss Lewes, please leave the room!" 
I raised the cup to my lips and drank thirstily. It was halfway 

through my second gulp that my taste-buds suddenly registered the 
taste, causing me to call out quite unexpectedly and obviously in 
some distress. 

The cup dropped to the ground, and it's obnoxious contents 
spilled themselves over the grimy concrete floor. 

'Yes, it is rather strong. Not much of it left now, homebrewed. 
Confiscated off one of the boys-his father's in the oil business.' 

'Have you, er ... any water,' I croaked desperately. 
'No, that's been off for two weeks; the electricity goes off 

next week,' came the reply. 
I sat back, gasping like a grotesy_J.e fish. 
'Yes, well, I must be on my way, then,' I said. I didn't bother 

to wait for an answer-I just ran through the open door and past 
the two amazed faces of two boys who had been caught red-handed, 
dismantling the old dove-cote outside, for firewood for their studies. 

'Good afternoon,' I shouted after me, to their further 
amazement. 

I ran straight through the courts, that had now been converted 
into vegetable plots, past the remains of the old sports complex, 
and stopped dead at the barbed wire barrier. 

Without further hesitation I scrambled under it. I ran the 
quick ten yards to where my old bicycle was parked, leapt onto 
it and pedalled back to the station. 

\Vell, when I was a boy .... 
Jam es Burgess 



Of General Interest 
Stop that Drawing! 

I suspect that only the more observant readers of this magazine 
have noticed the recent repetitions of drawings in the latest 
editions. In fact it is quite commendable from the economic 
point of view, since it costs something like £5 to have a block made 
for a 4" x 4" drawing, and blocks can be used over and over again. 

Because there is normally at least a year between each use of 
a block, their repetition is not immediately noticeable. I expect 
however, that you recognise this one ... 

but it may surprise you that the little fellow has appeared three times 
in all. His debut, in the 72 :3 edition of the Shirburnian, was at the 
foot of a report on a Gramsoc outing to London. Next he popped 
up at the foot of an article on Country Houses in June '74. 

His latest appearance was in the last edition, when he was 
punting along at the bottom of the Sherborne Massachusetts 
article. 

I doubt whether you remember the man with long blond hair 
and far-ahead clothes as he last appeared in Autumn '73, heading 
the Lectures report. His only previous appearance had been in 
72 :3, when he was gaily sauntering around the Literary section. 
Funny, but he reminds me of a recently departed master. 

Another pleasing little drawing is the one of a little man with 
a black blob above his head first seen in the 73: r Literary section, 
he was then promoted to the position of Sherborne Diarist in 
February of this year. 

Three other drawings have been used twice recently. One 
is a man with a hat which gives a large shadow over his face, last 
seen in February '75, and the other is something akin to a bundle 
offeathers, last seen in Autumn '73 at the foot of an article entitled 
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'Is there a Generation Gap?' 
The last of these three is the only one to have appeared twice 

consecutively. It appears on page 27, and you should recognise 
it as its two appearances were in the latest two editions of the 
magazine. Since it has now appeared here as well, it has achieved 
the notable hat-trick-well done indeed! 

Saint Aldhelm and Co. 
In the programme the author (Mr. Arden Winch, whose 

effervescent wit had been on display at the \'\'ildman a week 
before) said that if there was a theme to the play, it was the 'life 
of a community, not its history in strict chronological order'. 

The section of the community that watched the play seemed 
to enjoy it immensely. The script was lively and there were lots 
of familiar faces. C.H.R.N. got in on the act, but was only seen 
briefly-dancing down the centre aisle barefoot and clad in rags, 
banging two bits of wood together-along with the rest of the 
band. 

The basic framework of the play is that of a chat show, hosted 
by the suitably modern and superficial Tony Coldwell, and starring 
the admirable Mr. Glen as St. Aldhelm himself. Several members 
of the audience felt that the play lacked continuity, but even if 
this is so there are several sketches that are memorable as part of 
the whole play. The hilarious band, the more sentimental scene 
of the First World \Var, the appearance from the audience of a 
remarkably eloquent representative of the 'common folk' and the 
uproarious finale-they all deserve to be remembered. 

\Vhat the author set out to do was no easy task. To hold 
together the history of Sher borne and it's Abbey, while maintaining 
a sense of humour and placing the emphasis on the importance of 
each individual in the life of the town, would have been too difficult 
for most. 

The acting was lively and did not lack talent. The production 
was smooth, and most importantly for a play like this, the actors and 
audience were not overawed by the setting. 

5op may seem a lot of money for a ticket, but it was most 
certainly not a waste-ten packets of crisps do not remain in one's 
memory. 

P. ]. Whiteway 
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ABBEY 

COMMEM 

That the Abbey Commem, held over the six days following June 19, turned out to be such an enormous success was due to 
firstly the excellent organisation of the whole thing, and secondly the continual sun which blessed Sherborne over the whole period 
(surely something which can never have happened to an English Festival before). 

Saturday was the centre point of the Commem, when all the paraphernalia of a fete packed the Abbey Close. The fete was 
in the true English tradition, with skittles, a coconut-shy and most important of all a large cheerful crowd. The various stalls were 
all much more fun than the ones to be found at an ordinary fair, the reason being that everything really was what it claimed to be. 
Truly, it was easy to put a hoop round a bottle or knock a coconut off the shy. Also on the Saturday an organ recital and exhibitions 
in the Abbey attracted even more people. 

Monday evening saw all sorts of dancing in the Close by groups from the Girl's School and the surrounding area. It was 
refreshing to see people of all ages doing their best-sometimes a very good best too. Unfortunately the evening was very warm, 
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so that the participants were inclined to heat up rather. The marquee, which was up for the whole period, did brisk trade in cool 
drinks. 

The important job of seeing the festival out was given to the play both written and produced by Mr. Arden Winch, 'St. Aldhelm 
and Co.' This was, as everything else had been, an unqualified success, putting everyone who saw it into a very happy frame of 
mind-surely the most important thing for a play to achieve. 

Finally, congratulations to all those responsible for organising and advertising this Commem. Since it was was so very popular, 
how about another one in five years time? 

'The ca pi tall Messuage consists of a very faire yellow free-stone 
house 3 storeys high with a faire hall, great and little parlour 
wainscoted, a dyneing Room and withdrawing room and very many 
faire lodging chambers all with lofty roofes and a faire Gallary of 
260 feete long \'Vainscoted, with dyvers good lodging chambers 

Charles Dowding 

MONTACUTE 
HOUSE 

adjoining, and 3 very faire and large staircases all built with the 
same freestone, and the Kitchen Larders cellers and all other 
necessary Roomes of office very large and faire, the building of 
which house cost at least 20000 li.' 

Thus runs a survey of 1677 describing Montacute House. It 
has one inaccuracy-the Long Gallery is only 189 feet long, but 
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nevertheless it is still the longest surviving gallery in any Elizabethan 
house in this country. 

Montacute house was begun in the year of the Armada, 1588 
and completed in the year of Elizabeth's death-16or. It is pro
bably a unique example of this type of Elizabethan house, because, 
since the fortunes of the owners the Phelips family had stabilised by 
the seventeenth and eighteenth centuries they felt no need to further 
extend and elaborate their fine house, which rises impressively 
with its cliff-like walls in the small village of Montacute a few 
miles to the west of Yeovil. 

Sir Edward Phelips, who employed one William Arnold to 
build this magnificent house, was a successful lawyer, who later 
went on to become Master of the Rolls (Head of the court of 
Chancery, a much sought-after position), and Montacute House 
remained in the possession of the Phelips family until 1915, when it 
was leased to Lord Curzon, who went from Montacute to London 
to find that he had been passed over and Stanley Baldwin had 
become Prime Minister in 1923. 

1975 sees Montacute restored by the joint efforts of The 
National Trust and the National Portrait Gallery to its former 
glory-after a long time, for, when Montacute became Trust 
property in 193 l it was almost completely empty, and the collection 
and loan of furniture to fill the 'lofty' rooms of this great house 
has taken a long time. The principle benefactor of Montacute was 
Sir Malcolm Stewart, who bequeathed his paintings, furniture and 
tapestries, mainly from the famed Gobelin works in Paris. 

l\fontacute House is built in gently glowing warm brown 
Hamstone, and is both gaunt, and poetic. It is well-windowed and 
its three stories rise sheerly from the ground giving an impression 
of strength, wealth and elegance and vast size, even from a distance; 
for the Elizabethan great houses were not built to disappear into 
the landscape-they declared that their builders had money and 
had 'arrived'. Yet, for all this brashness of a status symbol, the 
design of Montacute shows infinite taste. The North and South 
wings are very narrow, as was the main body of the house, before 
the addition in the late eighteenth century of a corridor to stop 
the rooms being used as passages too. This addition was made out 
of much old material from the reconstruction of Clifton Maybank 
House ( l 550) and extends the length of the West front, rising only 
two stories-showing how the ideas of design changed in the years 
from 1550 to 1590. 
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The Dutch Gables, entablatures and stone courses separating 
the stories, the niches and statues on the east front, and above all the 
pre-requisite of a great Elizabethan house, symmetry, are all present 
at Montacute-but the curving gables of varying sizes, projecting 
windows, especially the oriel windows at the ends of the Long 
Gallery give Montacute a flow and poetry that Hardwick Hall lacks 
because of its harshness. The gardens too are a pleasure. The 
East garden is part of the original design, with the pavilions and 
little turrets, reminiscent of a castle, capturing the essence of 
Renaissance Architecture in their delicacy and decoration, with 
a hint of classicism. In between the two pavilions used to stand 
a gatehouse which was used when the east front contained the main 
entrance. 

The interior, which has been so tastefully redecorated in the 
past four years contains furniture from many periods, but the best 
effect is obtained in the Drawing Room and the Library, on the first 
floor, which are rich with colour and light. The main entrance hall 
itself, with the elaborate screen, used to be the main room of the 
house, and it is in here, and the restored Long Gallery that one is 
best able to capture the essence of the Elizabethan house. 

Thanks to the generosity of the National Portrait gallery the 
Long Gallery is now decorated with many portraits from their 
collection of works from the time of Henry VIII to Charles I. The 
Long Gallery was always used to display portraits and paintings 
and has afforded a perfect setting for a remarkable collection, which 
previously, because of space limitations in London had to be kept 
in store. The reframing and restoration of these paintings has shown 
them literally in their true, and brilliant colours, and also brought 
to light much new historical information. The figures they represent 
are from Henry VIII, Elizabeth, ·walter Devereux, father of 
Lord Essex, her favourite, and Bess of Hardwick (Elizabeth, 
Countess of Shrewsbury) to Anne and Charles of Denmark (1625). 

l\fontacute House is well worth a visit, and one could easily 
spend a day there looking at the portraits alone, but perhaps the 
most important thing is to breathe in the atmosphere and be 
overcome by the strange and subtle mixture of grandeur and delicacy 
that makes :Montacute House a unique tribute to its talented master 
mason, the Phelips family, The National Trust and The National 
Portrait Gallery, who have all in turn created a poetry of compo
sition for us all to see today. 

John Hubbard 
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LITERARY 

' Simul unctos Tiberius umeros lavit in undos ... ' 

Gregory Pierce unwound his mauve nylon sarong and eased his leopard 
skin Bermuda shorts over his hairless kneecaps. Then, having tiptoed 
ostentatiously down the grand staircase smelling of Ambre Solaire, he tripped 
out onto the lawns. 

'Ah' he breathed several times, as they do on toothpaste advertisments. 
Then he sneezed, shook the pearl-like drip from the tip of his nose and rubbed 
his chest. A pigeon rattled deep among the woods and the lawns glistened 
like polythene bags with the dew and the morning sun. On Gregory skipped 
blithely, and even when he stubbed his toe on a croquet hoop, he only said one 
impure word. Under the cedar he danced, through the rhododendrons, among 
the bracken where the dew made his calves itch, to the lake and the summer
house, where the nineteenth Duke had done illicit things. 

Gregory rubbed his sweaty palms. A moorhen scuttled into the reeds. 
The lilies smiled and Gregory brought together his vapid knees and dived, like 
a nymph (but for his moustache) between the shivering waters. For a quarter 
of an hour he swam backwards and forwards, feeling awfully picturesque, 
and then there was a crash in the bushes behind him like an Under-Secretary 
turning over a page of the Times in a railway compartment. 

"I say" said a voice, "You do know that you are swimming in my pond?" 
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Gregory did one of those nifty racing turns which impress 
people and make water go up your nose. When he emerged he saw 
a man sitting on the bank with the most incredibly hairy legs. 
Allah be praised, thought Gregory and then said aloud: 

'Oh silly me, I forget your name.' Which is what he said to 
everyone he met at cocktail parties. 

'I am Pan' said the man, who, Gregory saw with interest, had 
little curly horns in his hair and hooves and a dinky little tail 
hanging out of his bottom. 'And this is my pond. Begone, little 
man, or your life shall be short.' 

'Temper' said Gregory and then-'Would you pass me my 
towel?' Pan stared at him from irises of green crystal, like licked 
Valda pastilles .... 

'You know' he said, 'I am dreadfully bored with little cads 
like you, sir, who see me and, instead of gibbering-indeed dying
with fear as they ought, sit wobbling gormlessly like toads in 
their Y-fronts.' 

'You do use long words' said Gregory 'that's really fantastic.' 
'Why sir,' said Pan, 'I have been in Atticus, in the Sunday 

Times, and in the National Geographic.' 
The gong went for breakfast back at the house. 
'You're a journalist are you?' said Gregory and Pan sighed: 

there was a little opaque tear in the corner of his eye. He handed 
Gregory his towel, picked up his pipe and shambled into the bushes. 

'That was great' said Gregory 'So good for my Athlete's Foot'. 
]. S. Pounder 

The Word-Brush 

A poem after Oskar Kokoshka. 

Sunsetred 
Yellow brown 
Stretching head • 
blueworldly 
In purpureal night 
height. 
Starlightspot 
Whitecream 
Y ellowdream 
Snowstorm 
Greyswirl 
Stingwhirl 
Purple brown 
Black bough 
Ivydark 
Entwined ochreskyly. 
Behind 
Moon why 
Risepink? 
and as sky falls 
Over the edge of the world 
:Moonnow 
Shines 
Brightwhite 
Night. 

Stewart Butler 
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THE CANYON 
The ledge along the mountainside was narrow and weak, 

particularly where recent earthquakes had removed much of it. 
Even where it widened there were large boulders, preventing 
safe passage of even the most sure footed person. 

Alfonso didn't know what to do. Always an indecisive person, 
this was the sort of situation that he didn't relish. But he knew that 
Erastus was an adulterer, he had absolutely no doubt about it; 
why should a man tolerate such a heinous crime? The baby was so 
like Erastus. 

It was hot and close, even though the sun had just disappeared 
behind Grant's rock, which dominated the western skyline. Far 
below the great River Po surged and swelled, battering the sides 
of the canyon and giving out a steady roar as it tumbled over one 
waterfall after another. 

'So easy' thought Alfonso. Erastus was having difficulty 
negotiating a particularly narrow bit just in front. Although 
no coward, the steep drop frightened him: he had already broken 
his arm in a fall earlier on in the day. 

Darkness began to draw it's soft mantle over the countryside. 
It reminded Alfonso of that evening two months back. 

He had been going through the last of the year's production 
figure3. He was pleased, as his foundry had made more steel than 
ever before, and in the back of his mind was a plan to build three 
new furnaces, which would make him the main producer of steel in 
the whole of Italy 

He drove happily home in his new Lancia, with Handel's 
Messiah repeatedly running through his head. Things were 
definitely looking up, and since he was in such a good mood he 
had bought Isabella the largest bunch of roses he could find. His 
mind drifted forward two months to the time when he would be 
sitting outside the Maternity w·ard, impatiently waiting to hear 
whether it was a b::iy or a girl. 

The car tyre3 crunched on the gravel as the Lancia swung 
in through the gate. Alfonso noticed at once that there were 
no lights on in the house. How strange-normally Isabella would 
read in bed quietly waiting for him to return. But not tonight. 

This worried Alfonso. He stopped the car and moved ever 
so quietly up to the house, thoughts of robbery and kidnap running 
chaotically through his head. The front door was unlocked, so 
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he quietly let himself in and tiptoed to the foot of the stairs. 
As he stood still, listening, a faint groan floated down the stairs, 

and the little hairs on the back of his neck slowly began to rise. 
He unwillingly forced himself to creep warily up the stairs and 
beyond, until he reached the door of the bedroom shared by 
himself and his wife. To his horror, as he put his ear to the door, 
he heard the unmistakable voice of Erastus, who was softly uttering 
quite unrepeatable love ditties in Isabella's ear. 

In a moment his world collapsed about him. Lethargically 
he tripped down the stairs and then onto the drive, clumsily 
siamming the door as he went out. 

'vVhat's that?' snapped Erastus as he jumped naked out of bed. 
'Who cares' replied Isabella. 'It sounds as if they're going 

away now anyway.' 
For four hours Alfonso drove crazily around the countryside, 

causing more than one curious policeman to stop what he was doing 
for a moment. On his return everything seemed normal: the lights 
were out and the house quiet. He tiptoed into the bedroom 
determined to forget the whole thing, but his body instinctively 
squirmed at the sight of the woman who had offered her favours 
to another. 

Alfonso slept little that night. 
Yet now here was Erastus, the one he hated, balancing 

precariously to avoid the three thousand feet drop. 
'Give me a hand Alfonso!' he begged-his coat was caught 

on a jagged outcropping rock. 
'I must do it, I must.' Alfonso stretched out his hand

nearer and nearer. It would be so easy to push him off now. 
As his arm neared Erastus the latter suddenly turned with his 
back to the rock; at the same time he grabbed Alfonso's hand and 
twisted it vicously. 

Shrieking from the pain of a broken wrist Alfonso's body 
bounced off one rock after another as it dropped lightly down the 
gorge. After a few seconds the noise stopped as all life left it. Ten 
seconds later Erastus noticed a tiny splash in the raging Po. 

'You pathetic fool, you little no-hoper. Isabella is mine now, 
no one can stop me. Why should I let a little beggar like you get in 
my way?' 

Slowly, surely Erastus made his way down the mountainside, 
to where he knew Isabella would be waiting for him. 

F. ]. Targett 
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Time is a concept 
Invented by Man, 

Time 

By which we measure our need. 
But why? What is Time? 
A void, a myriad of wheels and springs, 
a controller of seasons and successive states of the universe 
Regarded as a whole whose every part or movement 
is before or after every other, and position of which 
Is defined by when? 
The state of being early enough, 
A selected moment, an appointed interval, 
A certain past or future period. 
To finish within a certain time, 
Time is up, give me time, many a time, 
For the last time, ten times better, 
The time of my life, 
Bomb, designed to explode some time after being dropped 
Timetables; Overtime, time and time again. 
Seconds, minutes, hours, days, weeks, 
Years, decades, centuries, ages, 
Pass above the hills and valleys, 
Who are oblivious to the need of time, 
The chaos caused without time, 
the brainwashing effect of time on Man. 
But how long can time rule Man's life? 
This word, a single word, 
Meaning everything?-No. 
Signifying 

Nothing. 
.Mark Davies 
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Vengeance 

Vengeance is said to be sweet: the forbidden fruit which, when 
taken, is over ripe with corruption. It can be found intoxicating 
with all those years of growth. Wine is none the less for being 
matured from some early season, but mayhap it is cancerous and 
vile? 

Turn the other cheek, bare your neck, lie still. Take what is 
given with all the mildness of a fleeing spirit. The ground may be 
cold and wet, but lie still. 

It is now the Autumn of my life. Long have I fought with 
my conscience, drunk with rage I laugh. Why have I not taken 
my revenge before? 

Red and brown are the colours of my decaying season. Where 
are the values, the price of success? Bound in shadows in a cellar 
of vintage hatred-red and heavy, an expensive claret. It was paid 
for, it shall be drunk. 

Rise above the horned beast, face winter with the warm light 
of your burning cross. Drink water from crystal cut glass. 

My winter will be extreme, no longer a thorned garland. 0 
sweet, warm pleasure of vengeance. 

Robert Lines 
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Some Contemporary writing 

The Horse has Dreams of Immortality 

Trick of light and flick of mane: 
Pegasus-white winged, red flame, 
Phoenix like skyward, soars sunbound, 
Wild exhilaration of lost memories found. 
Barefoot and bold, breaking cold, 
Dreams again, full light, full told, 
Spreading wings forward in half a chance, 
Cloudless, unboundless, an onward glance. 
Unfettered reins windward blow, 
Wild flight, in starless flow, 
Against the earthward, seaward sky, 
Ever present in mindful eye. 
Brow bound with oak, a garland fine. 

James John 
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Why is God? 

The horses stood still at last; chests heaving, legs shaking, their breath being drawn in great hollow rasps. Their legs, from the 
knees downwards, were indistinguishable from the mud that enveloped them. Now and then a horse or a man would collapse from 
utter weakness and fatigue. The cannons, those signatures of man's inhumanity to man, refused to be moved. The mud had 
enveloped them too. The young private, having tried in vain to make the horses move on, fell helplessly into the mud. As he sat 
there, head in hands, he thought: 'Why is God?' but he found no answer. A wind with less bite than usual began to blow around 
him; perhaps it was the advent of spring? In January? Unlikely. His numbed brain began to respond to the warmth, thawing 
out thoughts that had remained iced up in his mind all these long months. 

A whirlpool of thoughts cascaded through his head. Tangled, muddled, disarranged. But through it all, 'Why is God?' Old 
and new memories, vague and vivid, passed before his eyes. Bloodshed, death, guns, snowstorms, fire, mud. Bloodshed, mud and 
death; in that case 'Why is God?' Royal cousin fighting royal cousin fighting royal cousin. Four commandments broken, six 
commandments cracked and breaking. 

In the distance the melancholy sound of gun-fire echoed across the sky. The private did not move. His brother killed at 
Wipers, the brother he loved. His father killed at Wipers. Was it his father? It did not matter: the mother he loved was alive. 
Well, a widow. In England. England? The war he hated alive. Well, bloated and fat with blood. Here. Here? 'Why is God?' 
The dreary knell of death sounded everywhere. The rasping horses said 'Why is God?' The falling snowflakes whispered mockingly. 
The very snow, the very sky, the very mud. 

'Why is God?' 

Alone at home, the young private's wife bore him a son. A new child had come into the world. A new child to kill or be killed. 
A new generation of death. But one day this death would breed a generation of true life. 

At that moment the soldier knew the answer. He knew why he was fighting. He knew why is God. Unlike many men of 
that war the soldier stood up. Catching hold of the horses reins he began to pull. The horses responded to his new lease of life, 
slowly moving forward. 

Roderick Young 
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NEWSBOARD 
When P.M.H.\V. wrote an article on the purpose ofNewsboard 

in the Autumn 1973 issue of the Shirburnian he concluded by 
saying: 'Each term editors change and it is hoped that each term 
the board will consequently develop a different character'. ·what 
then of this term? 

To start with, the editorial domain moved westwards across 
to Lyon House, thus breaking the hold that School House and Abbey 
seem to have held since the demise of The Journal. This move 
itself brought at least one major problem; indeed the very problem 
which was avoided by keeping the editorship in a centrally
situated House-namely, the question of balance and consensus. 

By very virtue of its geographical position no one would 
suggest that Lyon House has been, or ever will be, at the hub 
of school life. Thus the difficulty lay in attracting to Newsboard the 
widest possible spectrum of opinion instead of allowing it to become 
an ultra-parochial series of self-centred jottings. In attempting 
to direct Newsboard along such lines we were greatly helped by the 
quality of articles which arrived voluntarily through the pigeon-hole 
from members of all houses, not to mention the staff; in fact, we even 
received a letter from an anonymous kitchen maid lamenting the 
arrival of central feeding. 

As for the material itself there was a pleasant lack of vitriolic 
and snide remarks which have been known to haunt Newsboard 
in the past; so much so that it is probably worth recording that for 
the first time during the last nine terms M.l\!I.W. found no cause 
to accost either the editors or P.M.H.\V. asking for the alteration 
of a particular article. 

In general no one topic was debated for any length of time. 
Instead, it was possible to publicise a wider range of subjects of 
interest: Mr. Hall's lecture on the dangers of smoking provoked 
an excellent constructive report from Jerry Brown; the intrepid 
and highly eloquent John Hubbard was roused by the appearance 
of a scale model of the Sports Complex to argue at length the case 
against modern 'functional' architecture, especially in the environs 
of Sherborne; Richard Bett was rudely awoken one morning when 
he saw that the report he had written on a concert in the Abbey 
had been badly mauled by the editors, and consequently focussed 

everyone's attention on the illiterate nature of much of the written 
work done in the school, by writing with fastidious correctness no 
less than ten sides on the nuances of language and style. 

Charles Diehl contributed on a more regular basis with his 
'Boz' column which was enough to squeeze a smile out of even the 
most preoccupied reader. On more than one occasion we managed 
to collar some unsuspecting stranger to Sherborne for an impromptu 
interview which, we have to admit, was then sometimes 'cooked', 
especially in the case of the Swedish boy whose English would have 
produced some hilarious, but unfortunate double-entendres had 
it been published in its original form. 

However, it was probably the competition, or as Peter Donald 
would have it known 'the Jeanette with the Sexy Toes' competition, 
that brought out the funniest side of the term's articles. What was 
intended as a mildly provocative short story for continuation was 
interpreted in many ways. When the Head of School was awarded 
the first prize of £I, corruption was suspected by the runner-up 
who proceeded to disrupt the presentation ceremony in a most 
unsportsmanlike manner. Memorable photos of Peter Donald 
hanging from the diving board, having been pushed off by the 
anonymous gentleman were snapped just in time by one of the 
school's excellent, if erratic, photographers. It took no less than 
seven weeks to get one set of pictures from the Photographic 
department, but they can console themselves in the knowledge that 
such illustrations were much appreciated once they eventually 
arrived. 

To give a comprehensive outline of the term would require 
far more space than we can be allotted. May we conclude by 
saying that we feel Newsboard has fulfilled its primary task as a 
conveyor of news, debate and other matters of general interest with 
the very minimum of pushing and pulling. This is proof in itself 
that the concept can and does work given that every member of the 
school community can identify himself with at least some of the 
material on it. Good luck for next term, which marks the fifth 
anniversary of 'The Board'. 

Anthony Pralle and Andrew Rose 
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The Wildman 

The Wildman has experienced a year of mixed fortunes. It 
almost disgraced itself out of existence at the beginning of the Lent 
term when it argued about whether development aid should be 
cut off to underdeveloped countries that do not practice birth 
control-most speakers had little to add to the main speeches from 
Messrs Holroyd, Cobb, Lane and Ripley, and on this subject that 
few had ever seriously considered there was a dearth of ideas. 
This debate was a salutary shock to the secretaries, and thus as the 
second debate of the Lent term the contentious subject of the 
monarchy was revived, with Ben Blackshaw and William Nicholson 
clamouring for its abolition and Colin Sturge and Charles Mills 
demolishing them under the attack of lack of national pride and 
'Neo-Marxism'. Mr. Mills produced the most unabashedly Loyal 
speech to be heard for a long time with superb extended metaphors 
about hillsides and oaktrees. Very stirring. It seemed that thanks 
to the subject and the arguments of the main speakers the society 
was to be dragged from the nadir of its existence. 

The term before produced two good debates-the first saw 
Duncan Wilson and Hugo Bray welcoming a return to wartime 
spirit, opposed by the dour pair Myles Ripley and Chris Strong-but 
the house, in its wisdom decided after an intense debate that such 
a return would be a Bad Thing. The second saw the \Vildman at 
its most elitist. James Robertson and David Tyrrell proposed that 
all those with an IQ under 125 should be disenfranchised. Mr. 
Robertson delighted everyone with his command of language, 
which seemed to sway the house despite John Hubbard's use of 
almost every rhetorical trick in the book, and his seconder Tony 
Rich who delivered four minutes of his usual rumbustuous air. 

Needless to say, it had to happen, and in the Summer Term 
the first debate was on the Common Market. A full house heard the 
unrepressable conviction of Mr. Stephenson (against) and the 
charm and sincerity of Mr. Barker, which, despite being 
vituperatively undermined in the Hon. Opposer's closing speech 
seemed, along with the resigned attitude of the house, to win the 
debate. 

The final debate of the year was probably one of the most 
amusing and one of the best of the past three terms-a father-and
son combination of Mr. Arden Winch and Nick Winch proposed 
that 'to be young is very heaven'. .Mr. Bruce and Andrew Rose 
formed the calm and reasonable opposition. All main speakers 
uttered words of wisdom and wit, liberally scattered with literary 
allusions, legal quotations, reminiscences, and forceful argument. 
The floor, strangely at the time of A levels mainly consisting of 
members of the Upper Sixth, responded in similar fashion, but 
:Mr. Bruce's final speech won him the debate with its characteristic 
calm and reason. 

In all, a good year, firmly chaired through floor revolts on 
methods of conduct by the imposing figure of Dr. Beavon; the best 
debates seem to have been those with the small regular attendance
but it is absolutely essential that the present Lower Sixth break 
away from their commendable, but blinkered obsession with their 
work, and come and join in school life through the debates, which 
are often highly enjoyable and make demands on the wit and brain 
that not even the most tortive plagiarism of E. P. Thompson for a 
history e3say can command. 

Finally, thanks to all the floor speakers, notably Mr. Rich who 
has provided us all with hours of self-effacing entertainment and will 
be much missed, and to my fellow secretary Charles Mills whose 
modestly proffered assistance has been most welcome. 

John Hubbard 

LECTURES 

The first of the three lectures was given by l\Ir. J. Hall, an 
eminent scientist, on 'Smoking and Cancer'. Being only a scientist 
he just presented the facts, and left it up to us to decide whether 
smoking is worth it. Some of the things he said were funny, others 
pretty grisly, but if nothing else the lecture demonstrated that the 
school finds it easier to be sceptical and dispute the interpretation 
of volumes of statistics, than to see the real significance. On the 



whole, however, it was well balanced between medical and statistical 
information. 

Once again Stuart Keen returned to Sherborne to show 
Eisenstein's 'Alexander Nevsky'. A large crowd was drawn to 
the B.S.R., knowing that Mr. Keen's films are always worth a visit. 
Alternating between scenes of great power and emotion and some 
of cliche and overacting, the overall effect of the film was mixed, 
but the political overtone gave a strong theme and, in the light 
of Mr. Keen's introduction, an enlightening result. 

The long awaited lecture from Lord David Cecil was on 
Charlotte Bronte: he spoke in an intriguingly pensive monologue 
meandering through twin worlds of fact and fiction. In this lecture 
the audience were puzzlingly quiet, this surely because they were 
listening attentively, and not because they were all having a quiet 
snooze. 

Lastly, three soldiers from the Light Division gave a vivid 
account of the work of the Army in disaster relief, and the realities 
of operations near the Irish border. These contrasting scenes were 
followed by a very lively political discussion. 

One cannot call the first lecture enjoyable, but the other three 
certainly were, so once again many thanks to ].J.B. for some 
excellent scoops. 

Nick Nisbet 

C.C.F. Canoeing 
Canoeing has been revived this term and has once again 

proved fairly popular. Most of the ten who did it this term joined 
for a change from the normal routine, and it turned out to be 
enjoyable if not always relaxing. 

The first week or so turned out to be rather cold. Most of the 
time we were upside down in a cold pool, as the heating hadn't 
been turned on. Things improved as time went on though, and we 
enjoyed many warm Wednesday afternoons in or on the pool. 
Under the excellent instruction of J.S.M. and Sean Sutcliffe half 
of us were able to roll by half-term. 
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vVe are very grateful to Commander Norman for the camping 
site for our canoeing weekend. The site certainly had a plentiful 
supply of thistles and ridges! On the first day we travelled in 
double canoes up the River Frome, and on the second canoed in 
the sea off Weymouth. Even though we had to eat 'Compo' 
rations it was good fun. 

Next term we hope to acquire a fibre glass mould and build 
some serviceable ( ?) canoes. 

We are all extremely grateful to J.S.M. who has devoted 
much of his spare time to the cause, and to J.R.G.B. for amusing 
us with his inverted rolls in the pool! 

Henry Glasse 

ART ACTIVITIES 

Our activities since last term's edition of the Shirburnian have 
been varied in spite of one last minute change of plan and another 
cancellation owing to the non-appearance of guest speakers. 

I am glad that record numbers of Shirburnians braved the 
rigours of British Rail to visit the Turner exhibition at Burlington 
house. This superb 'once in a lifetime' exhibition was given so much 
publicity at the time that I do not need to say more, except to add 
that all who went thoroughly enjoyed the experience. 

Later in the term Peter Major, the Art Master of St. Paul's 
School, treated us to a refreshing look at the engravings of Piranesi. 
Sequential to this, a short visit to Montacute House surprised many 
of our party, who were unaware of its close proximity to Sherborne. 
I say surprised because few realised that such a· wealth of Elizabethan 
painting (among other interesting exhibits) was housed there. 

In late May Frank Goddard and his wife showed us a fine 
selection of coloured slides: he and his wife had taken them in the 
garden of Katsura, Japan and in other places of special interest 
to the student of architecture and environmental design. 

Tim Devitt and Jeremy Brice opened their exhibition of work 
in the recital room in the middle of June. If I were asked to attach 
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a label to Tim Devitt's style of painting I would use the term 
'expressionist', though he feels that 'formative' is a more appropriate 
title. On viewing his paintings one felt that they could be divided 
into two types-namely those which were preconceived before they 
were undertaken and those which were allowed to progress 
spontaneously, after initial decisions concerning subject, mood, 
colour, technique and application. The evolvement of paintings 
in this latter category relied, it seemed, upon impulses and emotional 
changes felt by the painter from day to day. Many of us are already 
familiar with the conceptional art of Jeremy Brice, who continues 
to pour out a steady stream of clear cut statements in two 
dimensional and relief form. 

At the beginning of July a small group visited the R.A. Summer 
exhibition, and the Tate Gallery. The R.A. especially in recent 
years has become fairly light hearted in character and is now as 
much a social event as a display of serious painting. 

Our last visit this term was to the Central School of Art, 
London, when D.W. took a small party to view the annual exhibition 
of students work. This was particularly useful for those considering 
a career in Art and design for crafts, and rounded off an eventful 
term. 

E.B .. 

43 

ALWYN EDWARD LUGG-

Looking Back 

I was born in Sherborne and, apart from two stints in the 
Royal Artillery, have lived and worked here all my life. Originally 
I joined the R.A. in l 926, but left again in l 933 to join the staff of 
Alan Seager Enterprise Coaches. With them I drove all school 
transport up until the outbreak of war. Then I rejoined the R.A., 
but when I returned I continued to drive the school transport 
with Enterprise Coaches. 

In this job I met such people as Chris Chataway (in the 
athletics team) and David Sheppard (captain of cricket). I also 
learnt the choruses to quite a few Rugby songs, while we travelled 
to schools as far away as Radley and l'vfarlborough. 

When Mr. Seager retired in 1954 I took over from him, 
and in 1956 I stood as a candidate for the Sherborne Urban Council, 
topping the polls at the elections. Chairman of the Urban Council 
in 1959-'60 and 1965-'66, I was made the first full Mayor of 
Sherborne, with the new Town Council, in 1974-'75. 

I joined the staff at Sherborne School in 1965 as School 
Custos, under the Headmastership of Mr. Robert Powell. It is 
a very enjoyable job, but one must be dedicated. My responsibilities 
are varied and many. They include: the locking and unlocking 
of school premises, the cleaning of the school, the showing round 
of potential new boy's parents and the distribution of the daily post. 
I also have to prepare rooms and libraries for Governor's meetings 
and conferences, and to maintain a happy atmosphere with the 
Happy Harry's, who do a marvellous job keeping the school clean. 

Although long hours are required of me in the term I like 
doing the job, as I am working in a happy atmosphere and meet 
many interesting people. 'Vhen Prince Charles visited the school 
to see 'The Bartered Bride' I escorted him to and from the 
Conference Room for interval drinks. The day happened to be 19 
September, which was my thirty-fifth wedding anniversary. When 
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informed of this Prince Charles remarked that it was a day I would 
not forget. 

My year as Town Mayor has been a very interesting one, 
with many notable engagements and functions. (I have attended 
just on 200.) The highlight of the year was the visit of the Queen 
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Mother to the Girl's School when I had lunch with her. Over the 
course of the meal she told me of her visit to the Boy's School some 
twenty years ago, which was just one of the very many enjoyable 
experiences that I have had in my life. 

A. E. Lugg 

Sherborne 1985? 



THE SHIRBURNIAN 45 

GAMES 

Cricket 

First XI 

It appeared before the start of the season that the 1975 XI 
would be no more than an average side, but this forecast proved to 
be unduly pessimistic. It turned out to be one of the best bowling 
sides that the school has had for some time. Five school teams were 
bowled out for scores ranging from 80 to 140, and in all matches 
the bowlers were always making life difficult for batsmen-only five 
fifties were made against the school throughout the whole season. 

In view of this, the results are possibly not as good as one would 
have liked, and the answer lies in the batting, which depended 
heavily upon two players-P. C. G. Donald, the captain, and T. D. 
W. Edwards. (Both have been selected for representative teams, 
Donald to captain the National Cricket Association England 

Under 19 team on its tour to Holland, and Edwards to play for 
Southern Schools against The Rest.) vVhen the side batted first 
the strain was less apparent, scores such as 216-5 against the Free 
Foresters, 234-4 against M.C.C. and 228-6 against Radley 
illustrating this. 

Batting second was a different matter, and stars and ordinary 
mortals alike assumed a careworn, even palsied appearance, 
enabling the most ordinary of bowlers to look virtually unplayable. 
The almost unbelievable three hours it took the side to score the 
107 runs needed to tie with Blundell's provided possibly the biggest 
contrast with the 140-1 at lunchtime against Radley. Comment 
at the time was neither needed nor made. The side was more 



puzzled than despondent about this, and the general work-rate 
and determination shown in the endeavour to put the batting on 
a more even keel was highly commendable. 

If one expects the black day at Canford the team obviously 
enjoyed its cricket, in the right kind of way. One of the criticisms 
of the modern game is that many of the players tend to be faceless 
men lacking the personality of their predecessors. The Sherborne 
XI of lg75 contained no such players; all involved themselves 
thoroughly in the cricket and were rarely short of a word or phrase 
as the crises and triumphs of each match unfolded. 

The team was captained with understanding and care, and 
with a knowledge of cricket well above the average. One of the 
most encouraging features of the season was the promise shown 
by the younger players, all of whom will have two or three more 
seasons in the XI. 
Played 13, Won 2, Drawn 4, Lost 4, Tied l, Abandoned 2 (rain). 

Team: P. C. G. Donald (capt.), T. D. W. Edwards, A. J. G. 
Symondson, R. F. Symondson, J. P. Cobb, A. K. MacKeith, 
J. G. B. Fish, P. R. Saunders, P. W. S. Madley, C. K. Cuthbert, 
C. J. S. Maxwell. 

D.J.W.B. 

Second XI 

This has been another season distinguished for its lack of 
batting temperament. Two years ago only two individual innings 
over 30 runs were recorded. This year there was only one, by 
Maxwell, who was consequently promoted to the first XI. As one 
observer put it, every batsman approached his innings as though 
he were Barry Richards; regrettably few had the necessary 
technique. The innings against Blundell's typified our efforts
batting first we made 156 all out in go minutes, averaging over 5 
runs an over. Childs scored most runs, but he totalled only gr. 

The bowling was of a fair standard, but, lacking a real spinner, 
was unevenly balanced. It was spearheaded by Stebbings, who 
while perhaps a little wayward was quite fast, and moved the ball 
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well off the seam. He claimed twice as many victims as anybody 
else. 

The fielding was good, and the catching, headed by Childs 
at slip, excellent. Marshall, standing in at wicketkeeper, did 
a first-class job. The good spirit of the side was largely due to 
Hofmeyr's relaxed leadership. Not the greatest of tacticians, 
perhaps, but a captain under whom the players enjoyed their 
cricket, and that is a prime function of the captain, and the aim 
of game. 

Our thanks to J. Vorley, the scorer, who assisted at every 
match. 

Team: Hofmeyr (Capt.), Childs, Ferguson, Holman, Kenny, 
Hall, Marshall, Stebbings, Sturge, Waterfield, Wilson E. J. B. 

Also played: Madley R., Maxwell, Mendel, Pascoe, Sellers, 
Warren. 
Results: Played 7, \Von 3, Drawn 3, Lost I. 
( l) Wells Cathedral School 4g (Hall 5-23, Stebbings 5-13), 

Sherborne 51 for l (Childs 22 not). Won. 
(2) Millfield 131 (Childs 4-37), Sherborne g4 (Hall 21). Lost. 
(3) Taunton 153-5 dee., Sherborne 141-g (Maxwell 38 not). 

Drawn. 
(4) Sherborne ro4 (Holman 23), Canford 86 (Stebbings 4-28). 

Won. 
(5) Downside 4 7 (Stebbings 5-15, Sellers 5-30), Sherborne 48 for 

l (Kenny 25 not). Won. 
(6) Bournemouth 142 for 5 dee., Sherborne l 15 for 7 (Ferguson 

26 not). Drawn. 
(7) Sherborne 156 (Stebbings 21), Blundell's 84 for g (Stebbings 

4-44). Drawn. 
P.M.W. 

The Lower 

The 3rd XI had a mixed but fruitful season under the energetic 
and competent captaincy of the wicket keeper, P. Dowding. The 
season eventually got under way, after a number of cancellations, 
with a ten wicket defeat over Millfield, in which Keable-Elliot and 
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Dixon batted magnificently after MacKean and Burt had bowled 
the opposition out. In the next match, thanks to A. C. Wilson, the 
4th XI were easily beaten, and the disparity between the two 
teams quickly became evident. Smit, the Whiteways and Gregory 
all did their best with a team invariably shufHed around by other 
calls in a poor season. 

The 3rd XI drew a good game with Poole, due to an attractive 
fifty from Ferguson, and \Vilson's 70 against Bournemouth won 
another good match. Set to make 220 on a baked wicket at 
Blundell's, Warren, who had won the Downside game with a power
ful fifty led the way back, and only roo were required in the last 
twenty overs; a collapse was steadied by Burt and Gawley, but an 
exciting game was lost with three overs left. 

Waterloo came at Sexey's whose unbeaten 1st XI made 165 for 
6, and then destroyed us with some excellent fast bowling to win 
by 130 runs. 

In all, a cheerful alert side, some memorable moments-a 
catch by O'Brien, six wickets in an innings by :Mason, some fine 
wicket-keeping from Dowding-and a pleasant season in superb 
weather. 

C.H.R.N. 

Colts XI 

As the results show, this has been a highly successful season 
for the Colts cricket team. 

The strength of the team has undoubtedly been the batting 
which has certainly taken advantage of the unusually hard dry 
wickets. Six half centuries were achieved by five different players 
and the side as a whole were never dismissed. The outstanding 
batting performance was against Dauntseys when 201 was scored 
by the first six batsmen in the opening 1 IO minutes of the match. 
Bryant and Bennett were the most consistent run scorers although 
both tended to get themselves out when well set, while other 
significant contributions were made by Dally, Archer, and Lovatt
Williams. 
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The bowling was less consistent and no bowler can claim 
to have bowled regularly on a good line and length. Homfray took 
the most wickets but even he tended to pitch far too short when 
any batsman decided to attack him. Ellyatt bowled with great 
enthusiasm but failed to attack the wickets regularly enough, 
while Falla will have to generate more pace or movement if he is 
to succeed in a higher grade of cricket. 

Nevertheless, this was a highly competent team, ably captained 
by Bryant who generated great enthusiasm from his team in the 
field. It was just a pity from the point of view of the middle order 
batsmen that he couldn't achieve a greater degree of competence 
at winning the toss. 
Results: Played 7, Won 5, Drawn 2, Lost o. 
( 1) Sherborne 124 for 9 dee., Millfield 1 IO for 4. Drawn. 
(2) Taunton 72, Sherborne 75 for o (Dally 43 not). Won. 
(3) Canford I08, Sherborne 112 for 2 (Dally 66 not). Won. 
(4) Downside 132 (Homfray 6-49), Sherborne 133 for 7 (Bennett 

51). Won. 
(5) King's Taunton 96 (Homfray 6-45), Sherborne 99 for I 

(Bryant 64 not). Won. 
(6) Sherborne 198 for 8 dee. (Archer 72), Blundell's 50 (Ellyatt 

5-14). Won. 
(7) Sherborne 201 for 4 dee. (Bennett 58, Lovatt-Williams 54), 

Dauntseys 85 for 9. Drawn. 
I.R.E. 

Junior Colts XI 

The side this year was very strong and consequently did 
very well. The main strength lay in the bowling, but there were 
many good performances with the bat as well. The fielding was 
normally of a very high standard with some excellent catches being 
held. 

The first two matches against Millfield and Taunton were 
both easy victories with good innings' from Bennett (52 not out 
and 88 not out) and Arkell (53). There was some good bowling 



from Fisher (5 for 14) and Belfrage (4 for 27). Unfortunately from 
the Junior Colts point of view Bennett then went on to the Colts and 
scored many runs there too. Taylor took over the captaincy and 
captained the side sensibly in a drawn game against Canford. 
Goddard scored a fine 54 and Arkell took (4 for 34). 

The next match against Downside was probably the most 
exciting. Downside were bowled out for 84-Hawkins claiming 
(4 for 5)-and then with Sherborne at 3 l for 5 Hockley and Fisher 
won the day with scores of 48 and 18 not out. An easy victory 
followed against Bryanston and then a defeat by Blundell's. Poor 
batting lost the game there, where Fisher and Arkell bowled well 
to try and save the game. The final match against Dauntseys was 
exciting with Dauntseys setting us l 26 to win in l ! hours. Good 
batting by Arkell, Taylor, Eckersley-Maslin and Mason saw us 
home by 3 overs. 

My thanks go to D.F.G. who did so much in helping the others 
with their cricket, and also to the whole team who made it an 
enjoyable and successful season. 

Those who played: S. Bennett; M. Taylor; R. Arkell; G. 
Hockley; M. Goddard; J. Fisher; J. Blackshaw; J. Belfrage; A. 
Hawkins; R. Eckersley-Maslin; B. Kenny; S. Keable-Elliot; J. 
Mason; D. MacCarthy. 

M.J.C. 

Junior Colts B 

In other years at Sherborne and perhaps at other schools many 
of this year's U.15 B side would have found places in the Junior 
Colts team. As it was they won each of their five matches against 
St. Aldhelm's (home and away), Shaftesbury G.S., Yeovil School 
and Millfield. Much good and enthusiastic cricket was played 
although there was a dearth of slow bowling and intelligent running 
between the wickets. 

Taylor captained the side with sense and purpose until 
promoted. His successor l\fason was a valuable all rounder, a 
hard-hitting bat and a steady seam bowler. Another such was 
Oborne who contributed much to the splendid victory at Millfield. 
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These two, together with Duckworth, and on occasions Leather, 
generally provided sufficient bowling to dismiss the opposition 
but there was a noticeable lack of slow bowling. At this level a 
leg-spinner or slow left-armer adds much to the game. 

Tuke, Tomson, Severn, Teare, McCarthy and Isaac all made 
valuable contributions with the bat, and the hard wickets of June 
led to some firm stroke play. However, the running between wickets 
lacked initiative. They would do well to study this facet of the 
game in the limited over contests at first class level. 

Much of the fielding was good with Mitchell and Langlands 
outstanding and F. J. Thompson an enthusiastic wicket-keeper. 
Thus in conclusion a worthwhile and enjoyable season with much 
promising material for the future. 

D.F.G. 

Under 14 Cricket 

This was a season of mixed fortune, of considerable promise 
for the future and of many useful le3sons learnt. On all but one 
occasion, we batted first. Against Millfield and Canford, our 
batting proved a little too fragile and we did not have enough runs 
to bowl at. Against Taunton and Downside, we amassed very 
considerable totals and rarely looked in danger of losing. The 
accumulation of 155 runs for the loss of only 4 wickets in an hour 
and three quarters against Downside was a very good performance. 
Bulford's cultured 46 in this match, with Tustain's swashbuckling 48 
not out in the same match and Henshaw's patient 39 against 
Taunton, were the batting highlights of the season. 

The main wicket-taker of the season was Blackshaw with 
I4 wickets and all the bowlers were greatly aided by a high standard 
of catching and fielding. Williams, Garrett and Rodick particularly 
distinguished themselves in this respect. Overall the season was 
certainly enjoyable, with considerable enthusiasm always in 
evidence. The Mars bars were well earned. 

Team: Bulford (Capt.), Henshaw, Garrett, Williams, Tustain, 
Flower, Rodick, Edwards, Blackshaw, Gell, Peck, Cowl. 

R.A.H. 
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First VI 

This has been an impressive year on paper. The rst VI, like 
the Colts, remain undefeated in an inter-school match. However, 
the results should have been better still and far too many chances 
were thrown away. 

Against the Hampshire Under- r 8 side we won the first set in 
five out of the first six matches and then relaxed to drop four of the 
second sets to halve the matches. In both this match and the match 
against Marlborough, the result hung on a final tie-break after the 
sun had set and in both cases we lost, in the latter event this meant 
we halved the match. 

The first pair remained erratic throughout the season, capable 
of :istonishing play (one coach said he had never seen a schoolboy 
pair so talented), yet equally capable oflosing games by a series of 
double-faults and unforced errors. Their fatal weakness was an 
inability to vary the pace of their game when losing. 
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Tennis 

The second pair started the season with great panache but 
became less certain as the season progressed. ' 

The third pair improved most over the year, playing with 
sense and consistency. They were within a game of toppling the 
Bryanston first pair, who had an unbeaten term. 

The first and third pair will be here next year and, if tempera
ments can be controlled, the season should be equally successful. 

Green has been a conscientious, if emotionally mercurial, 
Captain, and Gordon Bradley's coaching has proved itself fully in 
the matches. 

The team: R. Green (Capt.), P. Toomer, R. Hamilton-Fisher, 
R. Griffith, !vL "Wilson, M. Johnson. 
Results: Blundells Won 8-r Marlborough Drew 4!-4! 

Wellington Won 7-2 Canford Won 7 - 2 
Bryanston Won 6-3 Downside Won 5l-3! 
Hampshire U.r8 Lost 4-5 Clifton Won 7 "_ 2 

P.M.H.W. 



Second VI 

It was intended this year, with the addition of some new fixtures, 
to put more pressure on the team in matches. 

After an easy first match success against Blundells, two new 
fixtures proved rather more difficult. Both Taunton rst VI and 
Poole Grammar School (A) were well prepared and gained wins, 
both in closely fought matches. 

The Clifton and Marlborough matches were both drawn, 
unfortunately made necessary owing to the time factor. 

The other matches were won comfortably, with the new 
fixture against l'vfonkton Combe rather too easy. 

Richard Cockman and Nigel King as the first pair had the most 
consistent season, joining the rst VI for coaching and one match. 

Although their temperament and style differed, the balance 
between them became controlled and very successful. 

George Davidson and Alastair Maitland playing as 2nd Pair 
took longer to establish their individual game, with inconsistency 
in both the serve and volley. 

They, however, ended the season with much more control over 
their stokes, and played well as a pair. 

Roger Ellis and Henry Kendall after a promising start became 
erratic and tentative in their partnership as 3rd Pair. Although 
determined, they seemed to lack the tactical skill to control their 
game, especially when under pressure. 

The main aim during the season has been to build up the game, 
moving in from a strong serve to attacking net play. The defensive 
game has perhaps suffered as a result, especially in the earlier 
matches. 

My thanks to Gordon Bradley for his encouraging approach 
and sound advice to the team. 

Team: R. Cockman* (Capt.), N. King*, G. Davidson*, A. 
Maitland*, R. Ellis, H. Kendall. 

Results: Blundell's 
Taunton rst VI 
Poole G.S. 

*denotes Colours awarded. 

Won 
Lost 
Lost 

6t-2t 
2t-6t 
4 - 5 

Bryanston 
Marlborough 
Canford 
Downside 
Clifton 
Monkton Coombe 

Colts VI 
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Won 
Drawn 
Lost 
'Von 
Drawn 
Won 
J.I.W.D. 

8 - I 

4!-4! 
3!-5~ 
6!-2! 
4!-4! 
7 -2 

A very successful season was concluded by a convincing 
win against Clifton. It was in this match and the one against 
Marlborough that the team showed its real strength as a school's 
team. The two defeats, suffered at the hands of the Finnish Boys 
and Hampshire Schools occured in mid-season when the team was 
still dropping easy sets. Had these opponents been played at the 
end of the season the result might have been different. 

The team, with Mullins as its captain, was well directed and 
enjoyed its tennis. Craw and Thompson, the first pair, continued 
until the end of the season to let weak opponents survive and take 
points off them. Bak and Mullins, the second pair, suffered from 
the same disease until they too realized their ability and strength 
in the final matches. Leach and Scott (both under r 5) were the 
third pair, and defeated several of the opponents first pairs. They 
will be extremely difficult to beat next year and should have 
considerable success. 
Played g, Won 7, Lost 2. ),l. 

Team: J. H. Craw, Thomson, M. Bak, T. Mullins, C. Leach, 
T. Scott. 

c. W.A.D. 

Junior Colts 

This year the Junior Colts have had an extremely successful 
season, playing six matches and winning five. 

In the first match of the season they beat Hampshire Juniors 
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in a very closely contested match with numerous tie-breaks-a 
real test of nerves. They next defeated a team of Finnish boys, who 
although a year younger, promised much for the future. After 
t~ese victories :Marlborough, always a strong side, had a convincing 
Wln. 

The next three matches all away, were convincing victories 
for the school, beating Bryanston 8-1, Downside (on their grey 
courts!) g-o and Clifton 81-t-

I feel that the team learnt a great deal from Mr. Neil, their 
coach from Devon and made tremendous progress through the 
season. This will stand them all in good stead when they move 
up to Colts next season. ~ ,,.c 

Team: D. Tomsori (Capt.), R. Verkerk, C. Milliken, M. 
Davenport, J. Perkins, R. Paxman, R. Marchington, D. Inchbald. 

'JC :re. V. E. Cleaver 

ATHLETICS REPORT 1975 

The hard work of the last three years in particular was rewarded 
by the Senior Team finishing unbeaten, defeating l 8 opponents, 
including the formidable St. Luke's College and Marlborough. 
Respectability in the field events plus an improvement in the 
sprinting events backed up the ever consistent performances of 
the middle distance men. The performances of the second strings 
brought points that were so important to the final result. 

The Colts team was a young one which promises well for next 
season. They defeated 16 opponents and lost to l\Iarlborough, 
Bryanston and Clifton. Again field events are gaining much success 
to assist our track performances. It is interesting to note that 
in their only under 16 match the School defeated the other schools 
(Bryanston, Canford and King's Taunton). The ten year Colts High 
Jump record was broken and improved by H.J. Palmes on four 
occasions and the Colts Triple Jump record was beaten by A. K. 
Short. 
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The Inter-House Athletic Standards competition showed up the 
talent available and an Under 15 team was formed for the first time. 
They lost to Millfield, but defeated three other Schools. 

Re-arranging of fixtures has enabled boys to gain representative 
honours without disrupting the School team and the North Dorset 
Championships were staged at Sherborne. The School won the 
Senior and Intermediate boys cups and l 7 of our athletes qualified 
for the County Championships. IO of these boys represented Dorsrt 
in the South-West Championships, gaining a first place and 5 
second places. D. S. D. Hoare won the l IO metres hurdles and will 

compete in the All-England Championships; this will complete an 
impressive season by him, where he gained first place in every 
hurdle race and broke the 16 year old Senior School High Jump 
record. N.E.H. Moseley will also compete in the All-England 
Championships in the 400 metres. He captained the team well, 
not only by example but by encouraging team members in other 
events, especially the younger ones. 

The highlight of the season was winning the Achilles 4 x 400 
metres relay. 28 Schools competed in this meeting from a wide area 
and to win this event for the second successive year was a tremendous 
achievement. The team was J. D. W. Pocock, C. H. Samler, S. C. 
Keeble and N. E. H. Moseley. It is also pleasing to note that the 
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School reached the finals in the Senior 4 x 1 oo metres and 4 x 200 
metres relays, and the Colts 4 x 200 metres and 4 x 800 metres 
relays. This really shows the depth of running talent. 
Results: Seniors Colts 
May 3rd at Kingswood 1st Sherborne 1st Sherborne 
May rnth at Taunton 1st Sherborne 1st Sherborne 
May 17th at Sherborne 
(N. Dorset Championships) 1st Sherborne 1st 
May 22nd at Bryanston 
May 31st at All Hallows 
June 12th at Sherborne 
June 19th at Marlborough 

1st Sherborne 
1st Sherborne 

I St 

1st 
1st 
4th 

Sherborne 
Sherborne 
Sherborne 
Sherborne 
Sherborne 

(U.16) 

June 21st at Marlborough 1st Sherborne 
June 30th 2nd Sherborne (U.15) 

A.M.D. 

GOLF 
The busiest term in the Society's history was probably also the 

most enjoyable; certainly the weather can never have been more 
consistently admirable for golf. There were nine first matches; a 
colts match; and even a friendly encounter with Canford for ten 
Wednesday afternoon golfers at Broadstone, which gave those 
who play their golf at Sherborne, come wind come weather, 
throughout the year, a well-deserved chance to widen their 
experience. The programme of matches had, in fact, started during 
the holidays, with the annual tournament at Burnham; here, after 
three excellent days, we won the plate competition, having been 
beaten by the eventual winners in the first round. 

During the term, the team had the chance to play on no fewer 
than seven different courses. The best collective performance 
occurred when we beat Marlborough 6-o at Tidworth; but there 
were several distinguished individual efforts. The most noteworthy 
was probably Nigel Whalley's round of 72 on the unknown, and 
excellent, Bristol and Clifton course-even though he was defeated 
4 and 3 by his Clifton opponent! This match was one of two that 
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were lost; the other was in our first meeting with Gordano 
Comprehensive (who had at least two Somerset junior players) 
on the intriguing Clevedon course. Other matches won were against 
Millfield (at Sherborne), Allhallows (at Lyme Regis), and Milton 
Abbey (at Broadstone); while those with Downside and Blundell's 
(both at Burnham) were halved. 

Other occasions which remain in the memory include the 
annual visit by the O.S.G.S., when no fewer than 13 pairs took 
part in the usual contest, which the School and Staff team won by 
the odd match; and the torrential rain which sadly brought the 
Parents' match at Commem. to a sudden and sodden conclusion. 
And we can still look forward, at the time this is written, to the 
August match against the O.S. Halford Hewitt team at Walton 
Heath. 

Quite apart from the exceptionally wide range of fixtures, a 
great deal of golf has been played by individual members of the 
Golf Society. This has included the Kemp Cup, won by Nigel 
Whalley, and the Farley Cup (recently, and generously, presented 
for under-16 players) won by Crispin Wilson. Meanwhile, in 
addition to all the golf played under the auspices of the Society, it 
has been calculated that Richard John won prizes to a value of £89 
in open events during the term! This remarkable achievement 
vividly, and appropriately, reflects the enthusiasm that exists 
throughout the Society. 

The following played in first team matches: N. K. Whalley 
(Capt.), M. T. Haley, R. L. John, D. J. Haley, M.A. C. Craigen 
(all of whom have their colours); and also J. J. Powe, D.R. Bryant, 
C.H. A. Wilson, P. J. Farley, J. A.Pryor and C. G. T. Diehl. 

P.T.C. 


