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2 THE SHJRBURNIAN 

EDITORIAL 

When introduced to a schoolboy many adults will pose the inevitable question: 'Do you enjoy school life?' Most boys are asked 
this so often that they reel off a standard answer without much thought: 'Well, I didn't at first but it's okay now', or 'I prefer the 
holidays'. Yet because boys don't think about it they never realise the importance of the question, and indeed never give the right 
answer. 

Firstly any built-in prejudice towards school, which is lurking in most pupils, must be removed. Secondly the question must 
be considered in context: there is no point in saying one doesn't like school because breakfast is at seven thirty there and at ten 
o'clock in the holidays-these things are immovable aspects of school life that must be accepted. The question is not 'Do you enjoy 
life at school'. 
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At this stage one is at last reaching the point of the question, which concerns the atmosphere of the place and the community 
feeling that exists there. This is one of the main indicators of a good school-those that don't have it are desperately unhappy 
establishments. 

On an individual level every boy takes part in different activities with varying degrees of success, and derives more or less 
enjoyment from what he does. But underneath all this is a much stronger undercurrent, the ethos of the place, which invariably 
and invisibly affects us all-as well as our final answer to the question of the first paragraph. 

In Sher borne changes arc now occurring which are greatly affecting this 'spirit'. The ordered pattern of the last thirty years 
has been broken with the introduction of Central Feeding, and the School is now working in a different direction. 

Any new-boy can see the hustle and bustle of Central Feeding, its colossal effects upon the timetable, and how it brings 
occupants of different Houses together at meal-times. What he cannot see are the subtle and invisible changes occurring just as 
certainly but with much less speed than those material ones. 

Of course, it is still only a few months since Central Feeding began, so these changes are particularly difficult to assess. Most 
interesting to observe will be the individual Houses. Will they, as someone said, just be 'servicing dormitories'? Or will House 
Spirit maintain the high level that it generally seems to have achieved? Certainly there was no evidence of it slackening in the 
Thirds rugby final; in some houses it even seems to have reached new heights. 

On the other hand a sense of belonging to the school may also grow, or even grow alongside boys' allegiance to their Houses. 
The 1st XV seems to have been well supported in its extremely successful season. 

These things will become apparent as a new breed of Shirburnian is born. New-boys who never knew whar it was like to eat 
as a House will work their way up the School. Probably they won't regret it, and probably the school will have little reason to be 
disappointed by this mammoth alteration of feeding arrangements. Although made for economic reasons, its main effects will be 
felt far less in that area than in the human one-the ethos of the school. 

* * * * 
On a rather different note, it must have been a very embittered master who said: 
'In the classroom they obey me, in meals they ignore me and at other times they merely give me a cold stare.' Bear in mind, 

however, that he said it at the end of the last century, in what seems to have been the far from rosy 'era of the cane'. 
Now, hopefully, we live in an enlightened age of student-teacher co-operation, when the student must realise that his tutors 

want to help him, and that he can help himself by doing what they want. But is this really the case, or is there still an Us-and-Them 
attitude in existence, as one writer to .Newsboard so fervently believed? If there is, every effort should be made to extinguish it, so 
that there should be no need for people to speak like the embittered schoolteacher of yore. 
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OBITUARIES 

JOHN HERVEY RANDOLPH 

In 1922 two young men from Oxford joined the staff: the one 
tall and thin of face and frame, the other the reverse. Almost 
inevitably they became 'Long Bun' and 'Dough Bun'; it is the latter 
whose memory is honoured here. 'John Hervey Randolph' announced 
the Blue Book for forty-five years, but he was Jack to his family and 
a few intimates; and Dough Bun softened to 'Doughey' Randolph 
or just 'Dolph' for everyone else. 

Having gained a first in Maths Moderations at Oxford, J.H.R. 
then switched over to Theology. This rather small, and for much 
of his life, rather stout man, stalked, and sometimes strutted upon, 
the Sherborne stage for nearly half a century. Choleric, and at 
times infuriating, gay and companiable at others, quick witted and 
full of humour, temperamentally nervous and unpredictable, 
enthusiastic and excitable, imperious and diffident in turn, deeply 
affectionate but embarrassed to admit it, exceptionally clever and 
gifted (The Times crossword was a daily routine but scarcely a 
challenge) ; learned and widely read; of unswerving Christian 
conviction, brilliant teacher, fine schoolmaster, fervently patriotic 
Englishman; was above all a lovable man. A man of such stature 
that for all his lack of inches, no-one who was part of the Sherborne 
community in his time will ever forget him. 

Mathematics was his main subject, and he was Head of the 
Department for many years. Of course with his quick mind he was 
at his best with the top sets, and marked papers with astonishing 
speed and accuracy. There was a splendid cartoon of him once in 
the Shirburnian, when he was at his most rotund. He was depicted 
standing on a dais with a piece of chalk in his hand and half facing 
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his class. Out of his mouth were coming the words, 'then I looked 
round'. He treasured that because it so aptly matched his own sense 
of humour. 

A born actor in his earlier days, he often took major parts in 
School Plays, and his memory was such that it was difficult to 
catch him out over a quotation from Shakespeare. 

The Corps, which he commanded for sixteen years, was his 
pride and joy, though not every cadet shared in his joy! He could be 
an intimidating figure in his uniform, and if on parade some cadet 
was particularly inept his Commanding Officer would march up to 
within inches of him and vent his displeasure in a voice which 
became high pitched with fury. Even his officers were known to wilt 
before his tirades. He was proud with good reason of the discipline, 
efficiency and morale of the Corps, especially at Camp. There he 
was a highly respected Contingent Commander. 

Fond of games, he was in his day a diminutive wing forward in 
the Christ's Hospital XV; a College cricketer inclined to retreat 
towards square leg, so he said, when confronted with fast bowling, 
and for years an impressive coach of the school 2nd XV, refereeing 
in shorts of such shape and length which even in those days caused 
furtive merriment! Golf he played until very near the end of his 
life. In his prime he had a handicap of three. VVoe betide anyone 
who moved or spoke when J.H.R. was addressing a golf ball. 

Having spoken of the Corps as his Pride and Joy, Housemaster
ing at Abbeylands, followed by his marriage and the growth of his 
family took over that role in his life. Betty who understood him so 
well, unobtrusively and steadily helped to develop the other side of 
his nature, and with his children gave fulfillment to his life. This 
fiery self-willed little man gradually mellowed, and in his own kind 
of way became a devoted paterfamilias. I am sure that his other 
gifted children will agree with me when I say that no family success 
gave him greater pleasure than the news that Mark was to follow 
in his footsteps with a Mathematical Scholarship to the Queens' 
College, Oxford. 

His work for the welfare of others in politics, Schools Clubs 
and Parish cannot be adequately summarised here. Suffice it to say 
that it was a matter for regret to many that.it never received any 
mark of official recognition. 

I shall end as I began with the schoolmaster with his deep and 
abiding loyalty to Sherborne. The man who never preached, but 
taught so much to his colleagues and his boys; the man who won the 
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respect and attention of the five Chiefs under whom he served. 
The Housemaster who cared deeply about his House, collectively 
and individually; who interfered as little as possible and respected 
a boy's privacy, but whose help and advice was always available. 
It was perhaps because he had the brain and wit to see clearly what 
was really important that he could sympathise with the ways of the 
young, and forgive or pass over some waywardness or temporary 
aberration, when younger less tolerant men were baffled and upset. 

H.F.W.H. 

GEOFFREY O'HANLON 

Geoffrey O'Hanlon died in December 1975, aged go. He came 
to the School as a master in 1908, one of Canon Westcott's last 
appointments, was the first housemaster of VVestcott House, and 
retired in 1945. But he remained in Sherborne for another twenty
five years. 

He came of a large north country family who had prospered 
in the Manchester cotton business: his private means gave him 
independence to go his own way. At Rugby and Oxford he went 
through the rigorous discipline of the Classics, but was quick to 
discard the pedantry, while retaining the inspiration of the authors 
whom he so readily quoted. In both places he made lifelong 
friends, all of whom achieved distinction, private or public: and he 
was for many years a member ofU.U., a very select society, nearly 
all of whom either were or became headmasters. But it was to 
Sherborne and to Dorset that he devoted his life, to our great profit. 

He had joined the Corps in lg IO, so went off in August 1914 
as a Captain in the new 6th Dorsets: with them he served up to 
February 191-7, enduring for eighteen months the horrors of the 
'Vestern Front, and winning the M.C. He later wrote for Duffers 
a paper on that subject, of which Cecil Day-Lewis said that its 
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poetic imagery went straight to his heart. Some twelve years later 
he wrote the official history of that battalion: he wrote it as 'a 
labour of love, lest their record should be buried in oblivion when 
none that served in the 6th shall be alive'. To read it is to see how 
deeply he felt both for the unit and for the thousands of citizens 
who served in it. 

On returning to Sherborne he remained in the Corps for eight 
more years. In 1920 he built 'Vestcott House at his own expense, 
gave it to the School in 1925, and thereafter paid rent to the 
Governors. For twenty-five years he had the form through which 
nearly all bright boys passed in the Middle School. In 1936 he gave 
up his House, and moved to Abbey Grange, which in 1970 he 
released to the School as the Headmaster's house, a use he had had 
in mind when he bought it. 

\Vhat of the man himself? Only a contemporary could do 
justice to him: the writer, who first met him in 1928, must do his 
humble best. He had rare gifts, physical, mental and moral. 
Efficient at any game he chose to play, he could sing and play the 
piano, and was a notable actor of such parts as Brutus and Hamlet. 
'Vhen he could be persuaded to preach, the effect was moving. 
The secret of it all was perhaps Measure, his measured gait, his 
measured speech (for you could be sure that nothing ill-considered 
or uncharitable would pass his lips). An O.S. who knew him well 
has suggested that he was the most respected master of his time: he 
had no gimmicks, he was not a 'character', he never lost his temper 
or his dignity, and respected the dignity of his pupils. As a house
master, he is said to have declared ''Vhat matters is not what they 
are now, but what they will be in twenty years' time'. At a time 
when discipline was much more rigid, it needed faith and courage 
to say this: but certainly his old boys, united in affection for him, 
have been at least as successful in many varied ways as those of 
more orthodox houses. 

It is not surprising that at the end of Mr Boughey's time as 
Headmaster many of the staff urged him to stand for the vacancy. 
His modesty and integrity made him refuse: but in 1950 he emerged 
from retirement to act as Headmaster when Canon Ross 'Vallace 
was away in the United States. 

As a writer of English he had few equals. For proof of this 
you need only turn to the (anonymous) preface to the Third Edition 
of the Sherborne Register, or the paper on H. R. King which he 
read to the Duffers to celebrate their Jubilee. The effect was 
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enhanced by his superb elocution: he used his gifts as an actor, 
but it all rang true. 

Nothing has been said of his lifelong love of the Lakeland Fells, 
the Cornish coast, and his spaniels: nor of his happy married life 
since 1933. But many will remember the kind welcome they were 
certain to get at Abbey Grange, and later at Cerne Abbas, where at 
the age of 85 he set about creating a new garden, order out of 
chaos as was his way. Latterly he suffered from increasing deafness, 
but this did not cut him off from the affection of his friends. 

Only the words of Matthew Arnold about Sophocles can give 
a fitting epilogue: 

'But be his 
My special thanks whose even-balanced soul 
From first youth tempted up to extreme old age 
Business could not make dull nor passion wild, 
Who saw life steadily and saw it whole ... ' 

And, to quote Shakespeare, as was his habit, 
'This was a man'. 

C. G. Green 
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W. R. MILLIGAN 

1898 Born at Caputh, Perthshire. Educated at Ardvreck, Sher
borne, University College Oxford, and Glasgow University. 

1917-19 Served in the Highland Light Infantry. 
1920 Won the mile for Oxford O.A.U.C. (4 min 33i sec). Ran 

relays with Rudd, Stallard and Tatham. Won the World 
Record (4 x t mile relay): the Philadelphia Press described 
the race as one of the greatest sensations in world's sport in 
recent years, and said that the recent victory of a horse at 
odds of 107- 1 against had nothing on the triumph of the 
English (sic) quartet. The contribution of each of the members 
of the team was described in great detail, but "I think that 
the New York Times reporter's statement - 'Meanwhile 
Milligan was scurrying like a scared rabbit' - came nearer to 
the truth than the account given by any of his colleagues" 
wrote W.R.M. "It is certainly nearer the truth than an 
English commentator's 'He (that is Milligan) ran a great 
half-mile in that historic conflict, and disclosed qualities of 
speed, nerve and calculation rare in one of his years.' " 

W.R.M. also wrote, "Before leaving the two-mile relay 
I should like to add that our record did not last long, and that 
it has steadily come down". 

1923 President of 0.A.U.C. 
1926 Member of Queens' Bodyguard for Scotland (The Royal 

Company of Archers). 
1936 President of the Scottish Amateur Athletic Association (later 

Hon. President). 

1945 Took Silk. 
(Unsuccessfully fought Parliamentary elections m the St. 
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Rollox Division in Glasgow in 1945 and Central Ayrshire in 
1950 and 1951.) 

1951 Solicitor General for Scotland. 
1954 Appointed Lord Advocate. 
1955 Privy Councillor. 

1955-60 Conservative M.P. for Edinburgh North. 
1960 Senator of the College of Justice in Scotland. 
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1974 Retired from the Bench. President of the Royal Overseas 
League in Scotland at the time of his death and also President 
of the Scottish Basketball Association. 
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A Few Introductory 
Lines 

Once again the longest term is over and the two short sprints 
leading up to exams begin; but before returning to the grindstone 
it is always pleasant to stop for a few moments and think-what 
impressions do you have, for instance, of the last ~1ichaelmas term? 

If a new boy you were probably overawed by the place at first 
and longed for the holidays; if a leaver you may not have been in 
too much of a hurry for the end of your last term. If anyone else 
you must have either enjoyed it or disliked it, both of which are 
more laudable feelings than the apathy which seems to pervade so 
many. 

Members of staff as well have been quiet on the home front 
lately-there have been no children born for over half a year. 
Perhaps another round of births next summer. 

The birth of the new style Shirburnian provoked a great deal of 
interest although little heated comment. Generally people seemed 
in favour, but were under the impression that there would be an 
immediate change back: this has obviously not happened, and 
hopefully future editors will continue at least for a time with the new 
format. 

Talking of new editors, I now step down after the customary 
two terms and Mike Beadel takes control for one term-a literary 
interlude, one might say. Nicholas Nisbet also leaves the board, 
and the new faces are Nick Colfer, Giles Tillotson and Julian 
Thomas. . 

Returning to this edition, one or two problems have arisen, 
notably with the advertising. Difficulties in prompting large firms 
into action together with stringent new economies on their part 
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have r~duced advertising in this edition to four pages, from the 
;isual six. Next term, when there are more regulars, it should 
mcrease a little. 

The theme of the magazine is nothing grandiose, just the every
day life of the school, and it should be apparent in the whole 
magazine (rather than in a specific feature section), as I have tried 
to liven up the more mundane aspects of what attempts to be a 
school record and at the same time readable. It is a pity that the 
Christmas spirit did not reach some of the contributors, whose 
articles were either never put in the Christmas post, were lost in 
it, or arrived late because of it. 

However that's life, and I end with a heartfelt note of thanks 
to the_ Editorial Board, and to C.H.R.N. in particular, who puts 
more mto the magazine than may at first be supposed. 

Charles Dowding 
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Michaelmas term, the one that starts with Summer and ends 
with Winter, has this year been one of the more notable in the 
School's history. Two things mainly earn it this distinction, the 
introduction of Central Feeding and the two unbeaten rugger teams. 
Not that it is the job of the Diary to report these things, rather the 
trivia which are so inconspicuously important in the life of the 
school. 

At the beginning of term a rumour reached certain privileged 
ears about plans to improve academic performances. The key to 
this scheme was meagre rations in the Dining Hall (which we all 
noticed) and it ran something like this. For a good hall a pupil 
should be awarded one chocolate biscuit, for a good test he should 
be given two and for a good exam he would receive three. Any 
example of outstanding intelligence would merit five. The scheme 
was dropped however (and rations increased) when the Bursar 
discovered the price of chocolate biscuits. 
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SHERBORNE 
DIARY 

More than a chocolate biscuit was awarded to J.H.P.G., who 
won first prize in a competition to write the best cathedral and 
church guide. The competition, which was sponsored by the 
Council for Places of \Vorship and the Standing Conference on 
Local History, was part of European Architectural Heritage Year 
and boasted a strong entry. Mr. Gibb won the prize for his book
let on Sherborne Abbey, and it was awarded by the Poet Laureate 
Sir John Betjeman. It is ironical that Mr. Gibb missed the lecture 
on the Abbey excavations while he was receiving his prize. 

Of strictly professional architectural interest were all the girls 
who turned up to the Upper Sixth and Seventh forms' dance. 
Fortunately there was little repetition of the proceedings at the last 
dance of this kind; on the whole things ran very smoothly. It was a 
pity that the drink ran out after half an hour, but this was no 
obstacle to the headmaster who could be seen gigging away until 
the ripe hour of one in the morning. David Brown again excelled 
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by producing delicious food, although there was about four times 
as much of it as anyone wanted! 

No such problems at the marvellous supper organised by the 
Bursar for the whole school at the end of term. In two sittings over 
six hundred ravenous boys were given a proper Christmas dinner, 
with the exception of brandy butter which was withheld to prevent 
drunken orgies. 

Earlier on at half term the courts sadly gave up the three 
elm trees that had been there for so long. But do not worry for 
them: they are reportedly being shipped in the QE2 to America, 
where President Ford has made a special request that they be 
planted in the \Vhite House gardens; there they will be guarded 
night and day by painted Angolan warriors and fed regularly with 
ICI 'Growmore'. (Really, the rumours in this place become more 
and more bizarre.) 

One not so bizarre rumour was that last term's Shirburnian 
was in great demand, though not for the plausible reason that 
people wanted to read it. Rather they wanted to cut up the cover, 
to make the little pink cards that obviate the necessity of queuing 
at the Dining Hall. 

While on the subject of rumours, the one circulated by the 
'underworld' that P.C.B. is to give up School House and go to live 
in Somerton has been refuted, but he is definitely taking over the 
job of second master next Autumn, for which congratulations. 

Congratulations also to the Headmaster for his excellent little 
speech in Lists, the main theme of which was a search for excel
lence. He certainly found it that evening, when the Head of School 
House did an excellent imitation of him in their entertainment. 

Obviously this pursuit of excellence has not yet been heard 
of by the Chapel Organ, which continues to go on strike whenever 
the heating is turned on: it seems to be a case of no heating or no 
organ (and I know which one most would rather go without!) 
P.J.W. even had to accompany the Senior Chapel hymn on piano 
once. 

The organ in the Abbey has no such problems, but it cannot 
always be heard by the parts of the congregation in the farther 
reaches of the building. Sometimes on \Vednesday mornings a 
block of boys merrily sing along half a line behind the rest of the 
school, so it was perhaps in retaliation that B.R.J. gave them less 
than normal to sing in the Carol Service. 

Returning to social events, one that will hopefully be much 
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encouraged is members of staff giving drinks parties to the hard
working members of their Upper School sets. J.P.R. is the leader 
in this field; he bravely opened his house one evening to his U6 
Physics set, who didn't exactly look a gift horse in the mouth and 
enjoyed themselves greatly. 

Also much appreciated in members of staff is a devotion to 
duty and willingness to work hard, which never seems to be lacking. 
Unfortunately it takes quite a toll on some: the School House tutor 
is so conscientious and diligent that the strain is beginning to tell, 
and he can never make it out of bed before half past nine! 

Any ideas that the new masters may have had about taking 

Sherborne by storm have now faded away as they adapt to the quiet 
routine, although each has had an impact in his own different 
way. Mr. Murison has made himself felt both on the rugger field 
and in the classroom, where boys have been on the receiving end, 
and benefiting from, his wide philosophical views. Mr. Patterson 
too has brought his own style and discipline to the English Depart
ment in a quieter but very impressive way, while Mr. Kershaw 
seems to have settled into that amiable clique of music-masters. 
Among other things that have happened to him since he arrived, 
a music stand (given a push by the fellow 'cellist behind?) fell on 
his head during a Mussoc rehearsal! 

Two new old hands, Mr. Melvin and Mrs. Webb can both 
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often be seen around the school, although the same cannot be said 
for Mr. Hatch, who is spending a year at Cambridge (though still 
managing to materialise at odd times in the Courts). 

Still on the subject of masters, the H.M. was to be heard in 
Lists complaining about people walking over the grass, saying that 
this made "unattractive bald patches." This annoyed certain 
people behind him, and C.H.R.N. could be heard muttering to 
Messrs Holmes, Lloyd and Stephenson that he at least found bald
ness to be an attractive quality. 

Meanwhile at Oxford Myles Hockley, to the surprise of many 
people but probably not himself, has earned a Blue in his first 
term through being selected to play in the Varsity Match. Many 
congratulations to him, and also to the larger than usual crop 
of national and club selections from the school. Most notable 
among these are D. Hofmeyr and W. Hamilton to play for 
Richmond Schoolboys, with T. Edwards as a substitute, and A. 
Short to play for their opponents London Scottish Schoolboys. 

A brave attempt was this term made to introduce a new sport 
to Sherborne. It was a pity that the efforts of Yeovil College's 1st 
XV to interest the 3rd XV in boxing, ordinary wrestling and all-in 
wrestling were not met with equal enthusiasm, and the 3rds-who 
in fact had turned up to play a normal pleasant game of rugby 
football-just walked off. Perhaps in future if Yeovil G.S. want a 
rugger match they had better get in touch with Harry Levene. 

And so it was that term rolled on (or rocked and rolled in the 
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case of M.J.T. and A.M.D.), with Christmas inexorably drawing 
nearer, although the Spirit of Christmas could have been more 
apparent on certain occasions. For instance, there was the boy 
who gave a 'favourite' master a box of 'Cosmic dust-free' chalk
'dust free' supposedly so as not to smother the cosmic polish on his 
head. In return he was given a fancy blue envelope with all sorts of 
pleasant greetings on it, which contained a haircutting chit. 
Things were never that bad last year when a certain form brought 
kettles, coffee, sugar, milk and mugs into an end of term lesson, 
and proceeded to brew up before the master arrived. vVhen he did, 
and after he had recovered from the shock, he showed true mag
nanimity by accepting their offer of a cup, and they then had a good 
old chat. 

Finally, this diary could never be closed without a comment 
upon a major new feature of Sherborne life: the pre-meal athletics. 
By an unfortunate coincidence of timing most masters teaching 
junior school sets let their flock out at about the same time. Since 
no-one wants to queue for lunch there is then an almighty rush, 
almost every day, when anything between eighty and a hundred 
boys converge on one door. The rest is left to the imagination. 

That seems to be it-anything not in this diary is probably 
mentioned somewhere else in the magazine. So farewell all; may 
the Gods of Fortune be with you as you tread the Courts in the 
next three months. 

Sherborne Diarist 
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MUSIC 
J\llusic Section compiled by DANIEL LLOYD 

Musical activities have definitely benefited from the introduction of Central Feeding-not only have Chamber Groups been 
introduced into the timetable, but also the First Orchestra now has two rehearsals in one week. This has enabled B.R.J. to produce 
'The Messiah' in only one term. 

Numerous other concerts have been given this term, including a visit by the Band of the Royal Corps of Signals, a Music Club/ 
Polyglottes/Art Society sortie into the world of Impressionists and a post-Oxbridge recital given by Richard Bett and Gerald Heath. 
This last included the 'Rondo' from Wilfred Meller's Sonata and Saint-Saens Bassoon Sonata. Both >vere sensitively played and 
representative of the whole concert which was a successful enterprise. . 

This term the Choir has not only provided a joint evensong with King's Bruton Choir in the Abbey, but has also visited Salisbury 
Cathedral and Thornford Parish Church, in addition to singing numerous anthems in the weekly services. 

Still in a religious vein, the senior half of the school were surprised one Friday to find themselves attending an organ recital 
given by P.J.W. in place of morning prayers, and an unexpected service for the Juniors took the form of a hymn request show. 

Early in the term a prep. schools musical weekend put the music staff into a flurry of activity. In later weeks the strong support 
given to the numerous outings to listen to the B.S.O. emphasises the keen interest in music which many of the school's non-players 
have. 

The orchestral concert at the end of term included the Second Orchestra playing Ballet Music from Schubert's 'Rosamunde', 
and also the familiar tune of the first song from Smetana's 'The Bartered Bride'. A brass group, percussion ensemble and string 
quintet were followed by the Band, who made a valiant attempt at a military arrangement of Tchaikovsky's 'Capriccio Italien'. 

It was at this last concert that the school first heard of clarinettist Richard Hosford's success in gaining a place in the National 
Youth Orchestra-no mean achievement for a first attempt! 
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MUSSOC 

Handel's Messiah 

For a work produced in one term this was a masterpiece. The 
stumbling block of only one orchestra practise a week having 
been removed (there are now two), B.R.J. could steam full ahead 
and reach the high standard of performance that he demands in 
a mere eleven weeks. 

Although possibly the orchestra stole the show, the massed 
choirs of Sherborne and the soloists also acquitted themselves very 
creditably. VVe must not forget the Abbey either, the edifice 
which enriches the tone and provides a brilliant setting for religious 
music of this kind. This, the cultured Sherborne population, and 

excellent performances over the years mean that a packed house 
can now be taken almost for granted. 

The soloists all proved that they could dominate proceedings 
when required to-Rae Woodland, soprano; Oriel Sutherland, 
contralto; Brian Burrows, tenor; Keithjones, bass. It was amazing 
how their voices merged so well with those of the chorus, making 
it seem as though they had been singing together for days instead 
of just one afternoon. 

Little worthwhile can be said here about the 'Messiah' that 
most people do not already know. It should be said, however, that 
while one could hear more polished and professional productions 
than this in many cities in the world, seldom would one stumble 
upon a performance with such atmosphere as this one; this was 
demonstrated by the spontaneous and fervent clapping at the end, 
something which should never happen in an Abbey. 

Informal Concerts 

The number oflnformal Concerts in a term is the most accurate 
guide to the enthusiasm which has been infused into the musical 
side of School life. Last term there were four graded concerts, all 
of which represented much hard work on the part of individuals, and 
everyone attained a very high standard as will be testified by anyone 
who cared to go. 

On 13th October A. B. G. Bett showed promise as a pianist 
playing C. P. E. Bach's 'Solfeggietto', and M. A. B. Price sang 
'Sea Fever' with striking clarity and feeling. N. P. J. Falla played an 
'Adagio and Allegro' by Stanley with confidence and expression, 
although H. M. Laidlay who followed him treated a Chopin 
prelude a little beefily perhaps. 

The second concert involved those from grades 1 to 3. Helena 
Ketley's Bach 'March' and Bridget Macnaghten's 'Scherzo' by 
Diabelli were followed by a tuneful account of an 'Andante' by 
Schubert from H. G. 0. Thomas. R. J. Harlow was notable for 
managing an 'air' by Bach extremely well. 



The concert by those from grades 6 to 8 was justifiably the 
best attended. An exceptionally long programme was filled with 
many good performances, including A. ]. F. Bruce with the 1st 
movement of Hummel's Trumpet Concerto, R. N. S. Leece giving 
a powerful rendition of a Beethoven Sonata (1st movement) and 
T. D. Tozer's amusing 'The Acrobat'. In addition to these and 
other solos the audience heard the fruit of the first term of organised 
chamber music, the 6th form percussion group and two string 
quartets. The last were well received and provided an excellent 
end to this mammoth concert. 

M. J. T. and A. M. D.-In Concert 

For just short of two hours the B.S.R. was rockin' and rollin' 
to the big new sound-the two local talents who have recently taken 
Sherborne by storm were in concert. 

The show opened with the Miniband. , This well-established 

ensemble under the casually professional control of Patrick Shelley 
enriched the programme with such well known favourites as 
'Swingin' Safari' and 'Windmills of your Mind'. The sound pro
duced by this marvellous group of musicians really would sound 
good on Radio 2. 
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The two soloists then displayed impressive versatility and 
professionalism in the face of numerous minor electronic disasters, 
and many holes between numbers were filled with subtle ad hoc 
jokes. Each used his talent to the utmost with startling effect, the 
best results coming from solo songs, not to say that the sound isn't 
good when they sing together. As the mood of the songs changed 
so did the attire: a dinner jacket for 'Misty', 'casuals' for Don 
Maclean and more casual 'casuals' for the rock and roll numbers. 

When the unwelcome end finally came, most people had only 
one question to ask-how long will it be before the Two Mikes once 
more make 'music to watch the girls go by'? 

Prep Schools Orchestral Weekend 

For one brief weekend early in the term, Sherborne was over
run by a horde of instrumental prep. school boys, who represented 
the cream of musical talent from all over the south-west. 

Although most of the school were blissfully unaware of the 
situation, a few at least cannot have failed to notice the various 
excursions around the town which inevitably concluded with a visit 
to the tuck-shop. These expeditions, such as the one to scale the 
north-west face of the Abbey ( !) were led by such stalwarts as 
'Sherpa' Schiele, whose miniature band of retainers gave him little 
rest. 

But this acted as no more than an intermission between the 
numerous practises during which Mr. Judge worked the orchestra 
hard; hard enough on one occasion for him to break his baton in 
despair at the clarinet section! 

However, the overall picture was rapid progress towards 
the final concert, when everything went very well. The percussion 
group struck boldly; the strings accompanied three soloists from the 
school in the first movement of Kuhler's Concertino in D; the 
brass and wind ensembles blew heartily, and the full orchestra 
managed Grieg's Piano Concerto (1st movement-soloist P.J.W.) 
surprisingly well. 

The weekend as a whole was an enjoyable success, which well 
deserves to be repeated. 
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CONCERT CLUB 

The Nash Ensemble 

A bold programme was chosen for this, the first concert in the Concert Club's new season. In the first half the Ensemble 
spiritedly performed Beethoven's Ghost Trio, whilst in the second Messiaen's quartet 'Pour la Fin du Temps' was played. 

The latter work was written during the second war while the composer was in a prison camp. It is scored for Piano, Clarinet, 
'Cello and Violin because Messiaen was in the company of players of these instruments, and it was first performed in the camp 
under far from ideal conditions. In spite of these restrictions Messiaen claims that the work has never been listened to with such 
'attention and understanding' as at its 'premiere'. It is divided into eight movements, three of which are serene solos, no doubt 
intended to portray the quieter side to the end of time; the other five are loud and rhythmical, for Messiaen meant the title 'For the 
End of Time' to have a double meaning. 

The Ensemble played this second work with sincerity, and it is no reflection upon them that some of the audience were dis
satisfied with the concert: rather it reflects upon the lack of variety in the programme. 

* * * * 

Heinz and Ursula Bolliger 

This was one of the more notable events staged by the Concert Club in its many years of existence: not often do two such 
talented musicians grace the town of Sher borne with their playing. The unlikely combination of a brilliant harpist and a virtuoso 
oboist was unmistakably popular with the full house that they were playing to. 

Although the major attraction was Heinz Holliger-regarded by many as the world's most accomplished oboist-the successes 
of his wife's solo performances, in which she played the harp so well, showed us that this was a true husband and wife team. Indeed 
the programme laid an emphasis on duets, duets by composers ranging from the present day to the time of Rossini, and it was while 
playing these that the two fully displayed their immense talents. 

Heinz himself shone brilliantly in his rendering of Piri, by Isang Yun; his faultless technique and natural ability made this 
contemporary piece a sheer delight. To sum up, an excellent concert which well deserved the two encores it received at the end, and 
to be seen by so many. 

* * * * 
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Opera for All-Rossini's Cinderella 

The attraction of this opera lies in its combination of the Arts. This is not to say that an opera should be merely a play set to 
music or vice-versa, rather it should be a mixture of the two-a blend where both ingredients are indistinguishably fused. 

Beethoven's 'Fidelio' exemplifies the situation of an uninspired plot lifted to a masterpiece by the quality of its music. In the 
case of Rossini's 'Cinderella' a classic storyline has been set to sparkling music, to produce a lively operetta. 

Although the performance of this work in the B.S.R. tended to drag a little towards the end, the familiar story, attractive music 
and ingenious set held the audience captive, from Cinderella's first entry right through to the predictably happy final chorus. The 
absence of not only the fairy godmother with her frilly crepe dress and wand, but also of the glass slipper, did nothing to detract 
from the whole which was undeniably good, and deservedly received much applause. 
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DRAMA 

THE REAL INSPECTOR HOUND 

Although not based upon a particularly original subject ("All 
the world's a stage .... "),Mr. Stoppard's play is funny. Indeed, by 
the final curtain I felt happily sated with his poignant wit. Here the 
play's brevity stands it in good stead; any more would have been 
over-indulgent. These assets together with its generally unambitious 
nature make it a sensible selection for a school play; I presume we 
have Jonathan Landsberg to thank for this. 

A comic script alone, however, cannot ensure a boisterous 
response; the actors, too, must play their part and, except for a few 
overt lapses in memory and one or two unprofessional pauses for 
laughter, they accomplished this more than adequately. Once again 
Mr. Landsberg is to be congratulated, for the actors have been 

The Card-game 

The Real Inspector? 

well-matched to their roles. Charles Diehl, for example, as the 
disguised Lord Maldoon, played a part with creditable panache: 
I ultimately found it difficult to forget that I was merely watching 
Charles Diehl in a make-up moustache. Anthony Pralle as well 
was given a suitable role as the mysterious Simon Gascoyne. He 
regrettably tended to over-burlesque a part which needed little 
caricaturization. Mark 'Vippell was also a good selection as the 
frustrated second-string pedantic reviewer. However, when he 
moved 'onto the stage' his well-rehearsed confusion and helplessness 
came across rather stiffly. This same criticism can be applied 
somewhat more severely to Caroline Spence's Lady Maldoon. 
Similarly Brian Nelson was never in complete control as Inspector 
Hound; he seemed to lack the confidence needed for what should 
have been a more slapstick part. On the other hand, Julia Crutchley 
played her comic role as Mrs. Drudge competently even though her 
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1m1tation Irish accent began to wear thin towards the end. Tizy 
Romanes as Felicity Cunningham possessed spirit and the right 
amount of spite as the jilted lover, but was not as convnciing when 
other emotions were demanded. Finally, Andrew Rose, as the other 
critic, is to be congratulated for the finest performance of the 
evening. He understood his role and played it with poise. Well done. 

Moving on to the other aspects of the play's production, but 
for a few minor exceptions the props, costumes, make-up and so on 
worked together to create a sympathetic atmosphere for the actors. 
My criticisms here are limited to the use of The Times and The 
Observer colour supplements, a far too ordinary looking tea set for 
such a polite household, Felicity Cunningham's grossly out of period 
tennis costume, the overly made-up face of Lady Maldoon and the 
rather scruffy dress of the two critics (after all one presumes that 
they are attending an opening night). Finally, the lighting and the 
other electrical and mechanical aspects of the play were handled 
professionally enough so as to go unnoticed. 

In the end it is left only to once more thank Mr. Landsberg 
and all those who took part (yes, even including the indispensable 
Mike Beadel as The Body) in his production - a production into 
which much effort was infused and out of which I gained an 
evening of pleasure and mirth. 

A.C. 

The Whole Team 
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FRENCH PLAYS 

Le Barbier de Seville by Beaumarchais 

With the previous performance by the Troupe Frarn;:aise in 
mind, I went to the B.S.R. armed with a cushion, thus suitably 
prepared for a lengthy and uninspiring performance. The failure 
of Le Malentendu was soon forgotten though; this play has so much 
more to offer than that of Camus, and the group of very talented 

actors brought the evening alive. 
Any weaknesses in the acting of M. Alan Grizelin as Le Comte 

Almazin were more than amply compensated for by the brilliance 
of Phillippe Boucherat as Figaro, whose antics and expressions 
never failed to amuse. The wicked guardian was suitably portrayed 
by Gaston Ruher, the leader of the Troupe, whilst the unsuspecting 
damsel in distress was played by Elisabeth Mugrin. The charm 
and innocence displayed by her in the role of Rosine made it 
easy to understand why Figaro should want to help the Count. 
Meanwhile the evil schemes of M. Richer as Bartholo, aided and 
abetted by Rosine's tutor Don Bazile (Bernard Charnuce), all fell 
flat against the tricks and humorous disguises conjured up by 
Figaro and the Count. 
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This report would not be complete without a mention for the 
enterprising head of Modern Languages, C.H.R.N., who appeared 
as 'Le Notaire'. His expression when being throttled by Bartholo 
was loudly applauded, and was considered by the Newsboard 
reporter, if I may quote him, 'to have been perfected through 
years of marking examination papers!' 

J. C. V. Thomas 

* * * * 

Le Jeu de I' Amour et du Hasard by Mamvaux 

This production, by the sixth forms of Lord Digby's and of 
Sherborne School, naturally lacked the polish and finesse that was 
displayed by La Troupe Francaise, but was none the less a highly 
enjoyable performance. This and the sparkling successes of his 
previous productions do much credit to C.H.R.N. as a producer. 

The delightful plot centres around two young people, Dorante 
and Silvia (Ian Spencer and Frances Gibb), who have been told 
that they may marry if each consents (unusual for the period), 
and have each swopped positions with their servants to spy on their 
spouse to be. Of course, an extremely amusing comedy of situation 
appears as neither side realises what the other is up to, with the 
result that Silvia is spying on Dorante's valet Arlequin (Nick 

Colfer), whilst Dorante is spying on Silvia's femme de chambre 
Lisette (Jenny Smith), and everyone feels apallingly conscience 
stricken as they fall in love with someone who seems to be of a 
different social level. The only two who know exactly what everyone 
is doing are Silvia's father and brother (Hugh Pope and Julian 
Thomas), who revel in the situation. 

The two girls, fresh from their resounding success in Le Bal 
des Voleurs, proved what talented and amusing actresses they are, 

as each both worried about and then took advantage of the situation 
in which they found themselves. 

Ian Spencer, cast as the nobleman, looked suitably out of 
place while acting as a valet named Bourgignon, and it was easy 
to see why he should get so angry at Nick Colfer as Arlequin, who 
so successfully made a mess of everything and then promised to 
his master 'to do even better next time'. Julian Thomas, who 
seemed to have a perpetual grin on his face, was the right person 
to play the part of ;\1ario, Silvia's brother, who was continually 
teasing his sister and Dorante. 

Hugh Pope, as ;\1. Orgon, amused all as the stage was enveloped 
in smoke from his pipe, and was just right as a reassuring father 
figure. Finally Alastair ;\faitland, as the Laquais, should not be 
forgotten for saving the day on the second night when at one point 
Dorante failed to appear because nature called. Having been heard 
to exclaim 'Help, what's the future of venir?', he came on and 
assured Silvia that Dorante would be coming shortly. 

Many congratulations to C.H.R.N. and his cast for such an 
enjoyable evening's entertainment. 

M.O. 



20 

MAILBAG-100 YEARS AGO 

From the Shirburnian of March 1876 

Dear Sir, 
I wish to take advantage of a valuable space in your valuable 

pages to make a few remarks with regard to the Debating Club. It 
is in my opinion an institution of considerable value, and I can 
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scarcely remain silent and see it go to ruin. In the first place I beg 
to suggest that it would be considerably better if the subjects of 
debate were chosen more from historical and political subjects 
than from matters of a purely local, or, at the most, 'school-boy' 
interest. Again, the debates are so badly supported and kept up, 
that, much to my disgust, I have often seen the debate closed before 
eight o'clock for want of speakers. I should have thought that out of 
the large proportion of the Upper School who attend the debates, 
more than five or six ought to be found who could make a short 
speech. I appeal to all members of the Upper School, or, at all 
events, of the upper part of it, to support a society which seems in 
danger of 'going to the dogs' for want of energy on the part of the 
members. 

I remain yours, etc., 
Nemo 

Here is a summary of the much-criticised debates of Michael
mas Term l 875: 

(i) 'That a belief in Dreams is not Unfounded.' g speakers. 
Result - g for, 19 against. 

(ii) 'That a Counsel is not justified in Defending a Client that he 
knows to be Guilty.' 8 speakers. 

Result - IO for, l 2 against. 
(iii) 'That the Arctic Expedition is a Useless Waste of Time and 

Money.' 5 speakers. 
Result - 6 for, 14 against. 

In the following term attendances continued to decline: a 
mere 12 people turned up at a debate with the motion 'that the 
literature of the last half-century is inferior to that of any other 
half-century!' We can certainly see that the Wildman of this 
century is not inferior to that oflast century. 

* * * * 
From the same magazine. 

Dear Sir, 
Although a constant reader of the Shirburnian, I have never 

yet seen in it any account of the football matches which are played 
by the lower fifteens. 

I think it would add much more to the interest already taken 
in football if a short account of the various matches played on the 
lower fifteen grounds were sent regularly to the Shirburnian. A 
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fellow is always somewhat proud of seeing his name in print, and it 
certainly seems rather unfair that the chance of attaining this dis
tinction in the pages of the Shirburnian should be limited to some 
thirty individuals. 

I would suggest that the captains of the various fifteens should 
send an account of their matches every week, taking care to mention 
those who particularly distinguished themselves. I am confident 
that this would render the game even more popular than it is at 
present; while, as for the editors themselves, they would be only 
too pleased to insert anything which would tend to increase at the 
same time the bulk and circulation of that useful, but oftimes 
attenuated journal, the Shirburnian. 

Yours very truly, 
O.S. 

The last comments that he makes in this letter are interesting 
in view of what the Shirburnian of March 1876 actually contained: 
6 pages on rugby football (5 on the 1st XV). 
5 pages on the O.S. Society. 
4 pages on Westward Ho! 
3 pages of Virgil's Georgics. 
2 pages of school news. 
2 pages on the debating clubs. 
Ii pages of correspondence (the above). 

Which makes 23! none too readable pages. 

Shirburnian 1976-From Start to Finish 

For the more inquisitive reader: how the magazine content is 
decided, collected, and printed. 

Early in the term the editor decides on the theme and the 
approximate number of pages that he wants in the magazine. 
When the last term's Shirburnian comes out he can deal with the 
advertising, sending off invoices and inquiring about future ad
vertisements. During the term appropriate people are asked to 
write articles and artists to do drawings, school events are covered 
and the photographer is given ideas. There are two meetings of the 
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Editorial Board, who discuss the editor's plans and suggest new 
ideas. 

Towards the end of term the editor must start to collect the 
routine reports (e.g. games, societies), to chase up any articles 
not in and to contact those advertisers who still obstinately refuse 
to reply. The most hectic time now arrives-the first week of the 
holidays. All articles have to be typed on A4 paper and marked up 
(i.e. print type and size and column width to be specified), and there 
is still a fair bit of chasing after missing reports. 

The whole lot is then sent off to the typesetters, who take 
about three weeks to do it all. The proofs that come back from 
them are read by the proof-reader (J.R.G.B.) and the editor, who 
then assembles them into magazine form. This is done by cutting 
up each piece of print and sticking it in the appropriate place in a 
blank magazine. Photographs, drawings and headings are also 
put in at this stage and articles cut up to conform to correct page 
size. This stage takes about twelve hours. 

The Abbey Press now make up the page-proofs, which means 
that they arrange all the type as indicated by the editor, and print 
off three or four sets of these (which are really the magazine without 
the cover). One each goes to J.R.G.B., the headmaster, the editor 
and C.H.R.N. to check suitability of publication, and when cleared 
printing of the magazine begins. 

Two weeks later (sometimes less), the Shirburnian comes out. 
It is because of the various lengthy processes involved that it is not 
possible to publish the magazine much before half-term (except 
after the long Summer holidays) by which time the next edition is 
under way. 

Charles Dowding 
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The Wessex Schoolboys Hockey Team in 

South Africa 

In August five Shirburnians were joined by five of their 
brethren from Downside and three from Taunton to form the first 
Wessex Schoolboys team to tour abroad. The team spent three 
weeks in South Africa, played 13 matches against the individual 
school teams, saw much of the country, its peoples and their way of 
life and enjoyed immensely the hospitality of the schools and homes 
in which they stayed. 

We were the first English schoolboy team to play in South 
Africa since 1960 and wherever we played our opponents were 
(a) greatly interested in our style of play and (b) determined to beat 
us. It was a considerable experience to play in front of large and 
enthusiastic crowds, and to have to adapt to the differing con
ditions-bright sunshine and hard kikuyu grass surfaces in the 
Transvaal; floodlights in Durban; desert-like conditions at Hilton; 
and an English environment of rain and heavy pitches in the Cape. 
The hockey was always competitive and the evenly balanced 
matches speak for themselves in the record: P. 13, W. 6, L. 5, 
Goals F. 29, A. 26. Four of the defeats came in the last five matches 
when injuries, illness and the general weariness of such an exacting 
tour began to take their toll. 

The five Shirburnians were: Rob Sellers, the outstanding player 
in the side, whose fine stickwork, sound temperament and pace were 
greatly admired by our opponents; in addition he captained the 
team with a good deal of sense and direction. Jonathan Powe, a 
commanding left-half whose long up-field clearances relieved the 
defence on numerous occasions. Eddie Wilson, an enthusiast above 
all else, whose determined play in a variety of positions played no 
little part in the team losing only one of its first eight matches; and 
Richard Cockman and Michael Holman who shared the right-half 
position and as well played in several different places on the field. 
Both made a valuable contribution and improved steadily as the 
tour progressed. 

One of the chief advantages of such a tour is the opportunity 
to see something of the country and to meet its people. We may not 
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all agree with the policies adopted by other governments but we 
did at least see just a little of the problems other people face and 
the solutions they adopt. Our understanding of this particular 
international problem was greatly enhanced by the tour. To this 
end we visited a gold mine on the Rand, a sugar mill in Natal, a 
wine farm in the Cape and the remarkable African township of 
Soweto just outside Johannesburg. Here 600,000 Africans live 
amidst all the problems of bringing a tribal, primitive people into 
the heart of the twentieth century (for example, an average of 30 

murders every weekend). Alan Paton's Cry the Beloved Country is 
essential reading for anyone interested in the problem. 

In the Transvaal we saw some of the harsh realities of modern 
industrial life in Southern Africa; in Natal we experienced both the 
glamour of Durban and the remoteness of the real Africa whilst 
staying at Hilton and Michaelhouse and journeying into the 
Drakensberg Mountains; in the Cape we investigated the initial 
seventeenth-century Dutch settlement in South Africa as well as 
taking-in the clear mountain air of the wine farms around 
Stellenbosch and Paarl. In three weeks we gained an insight into 
the geography, economics and politics of this westernised industrial 
nation at the foot of the vast and undeveloped African continent. 

We stayed throughout with the schools against whom we played 
and on occasions with the parents of the day boys. St. John's 
College (Johannesburg), St. Alban's and the Boys' High School 
(Pretoria), Hilton College and Michaelhouse (near Pietermaritz
burg in Natal), Durban HS and the Diocesan College, Rondebosch 
(Cape Town) all went out of their way to entertain us and to enable 
us to see something of their brand of school life. Shorter hair, tight 
discipline (30 canings a day in the Durban HS boarding house of 
130 pupils!) more conformism and a considerable sports-orientation 
all impressed themselves upon us. The Shirburnian of a decade ago 
might perhaps have found the environment familiar. At the homes 
of our opponents we appreciated the warm hospitality for which 
the South Africans are renowned. 

South Africa is just one of many international controversies 
of the mid-twentieth century; undoubtedly understanding is 
enhanced and influence engendered by contact rather than boycott. 
But politics aside it is the country for a sporting tour, the enthusiasm 
for the sporting life and the conditions in which it is played provided 
an experience the team will not readily forget. 

D.F.G., Manager 
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By courtesy of Savile Row 

A look at Staff Fashion 
With the committee which was empowered by the Headmaster 

to look into ways of improving the daily 'beach-wear' uniform still 
in session it somehow seemed appropriate to place oneself on the 
other sid~ of the fence and to assess current trends in staff fashion. 
Are there indeed any trends at all, say towards wider flarelines, 
flashy American-style jackets, ev~n coloured und~rpan~s? Fatuous 
speculation, you may say, dreammg back to our illustrious pas_t of 
boaters, gowns and cane walking sticks 'strictly for Upper Sixth 
formers only', of mortar boards at lists and the sound of the finest 
leather-soled footwear smartly crunching across the Courts. How
ever read on .... 

Standing outside the Lodge one sharp morning in November, 
I watched as Mr. Wellby scooted into the Courts on his bicycle. 
My eyes were led almost im~ediately t<_> the copper colou~ed 
bicycle clips. Were they protectmg some wid~ ?~w flares, the clips 
being a sure sign of both common sense and mitrn~ embarrassment 
at again setting the pace in fashion, as the wearer is so wont to do; 
after all who could forget that first dramatic sighting of the re
versable' quilted blue anorak on the washing line outside g Greenhill 
not two' years ago? What a trendsetter it. was, and s_till is: Mr. 
Bridge has stuck courageously to a camel hair overcoat m which to 
brave the draughts of Room 16, and very nice it is too, while Mr. 
Ketley, exposed as he is to the long walk do~n from. ~yon, has 
wisely invested in a dark green duffiecoat, sufficiently distmct from 
the navy blue of those worn by the boys so as not t~ r~n the risk. o~ a 
mugging at the hands of roaming youths. Mr. Bmssier, safe withm 
the confines of School House - or so one hopes - seems to have 
thrown down the gauntlet to Mr. Wellby with his green anorak 
complete with its bold orange fur lining, but as it fails to impress 
from the outside, my money for the overcoat honours would still go 
to the latter. 

Ties present a greater problem, and thanks sh_ould first 150. to 
Mr. Davies, who, by his habit of hardly ever weanng ~ne, dimm
ishes the difficulty by one. For the most part, however, stnpes appear 
to be out, though it is cheering to note that some members of staf!, 
notably Mr. Mitchell-Innes, are still prepared to show where their 

true affiliations lie by wearing their old school ties. Yet the trend is 
definitely towards soft, pastel shades of pink a~d ligh_t blue, delicately 
patterned with a plethora of floral and suchlike designs. Dr. Bea.van 
was the pioneer here, obviously serving the urgent need ~or a bit of 
colour to alleviate the otherwise drab decor of the Chemistry Labs. 

Even Mr. Oldham, very much an innovator where suits are 
concerned - who has failed to be impressed by his racy, three piece 
chequered number, reminiscent of Sherlock Holmes in so many 
ways - even he has had to follow Dr. Beavon's lead in h~s ~hoic~ of 
tie. He now sports a glowing, iridescent pink one by Christian D10r, 
which must have spurred his European counterpart Mr. Barker 
into digging up some modish flower-power examples, though I fear 
their house of origin is somewhat humbler than that of Mr. Old
ham's. Still, anything is better than nothing, as they say, and _they 
fare much better than their opposite numbers across the corndor, 
since both Mr. Stephenson and Mr. Chandler, for reasons best 
known to themselves, insist on keeping their ties hidden ~ehind 
high-knecked pullovers. A mean trick to pla~ <_>n the connmsseur, 
but then it does have the advantage of avmdmg the expense of 
keeping up with the Joneses in at least one area of dre_ss. Mr. 
Currie, too, keeps clear of this particular rat race by ~dhermg to a 
choice selection of hand-woven greens and browns (with the occas
ional tartan for Saints' days and elections), yet the patriotic mood 
they invoke betrays his otherwise convincin!? flair for things French 
- a pity really, since I find them most appealmg. 

Another bastion of individualism is Mr. Higginbottom's stout 
pair of rubber-soled walking shoes, purchased during his sta~ in 
America or so the 'moccasin look' would suggest. Not my favountes, 
I have ;o confess, since they remind one of their uglier English 
cousins, the 'Creeper' (which also goes by other.na!11es),_ but we 
can thank heaven for small mercies in that l\1H didn t arnve back 
with some lurid, multicoloured jacket so beloved on the other side 
of the Atlantic. However it is Mr. \Vitchell who takes the honours 
for enterprising dress with his fluorescen~ orange socks, which are 
a major slap in the face for those who believe sock_s s~ou~d be wor:n 
but not seen and probably the reason for the astomshmg mcrease i_n 
numbers at Gram. Soc. evenings. How about a lettuce green pair 
for the next meeting? 

Yours truly, 
van Heussen 
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During the summer holidays I spent several weeks in Massachusetts, U.S.A. Having seen the article in the 75 :2 edition about 
Sherborn, Mass., I determined to visit it. At the Town Offices I was very warmly greeted and talked to several prominent members 
of the community. From this discussion, and pamphlets about the town, here is an account of Sherborn today. 

Before 1950, Sherborn was a small semi-agricultural community with a population of between 800 and 900 inhabitants. Then 
it was discovered by the commuter. Being about 18 miles from Boston, it is the ideal spot for someone working there. It is a charm
ing little town and the drive to the city is an easy one. Therefore, one cannot be surprised that the population of the town suddenly 
increased dramatically, and in November 1974 was 4,032. 

Whereas the town used to be one small community, now new neighbourhoods are being set up. Farmers are having to sell off 
land, on which houses are built. Most of the traditional industries-shoes, baskets and cradles, whips, firearms and cider-are gone. 
Sherborn is in danger of becoming another of Boston's dormitory towns. 

However, there is still much community feeling, though obviously less than there was 15 years ago. Despite the commuters, 
there is a close hub of people in the town-there is a community in which everyone knows everyone else. This community is simaar 
to that of a small village-it is a village within a town. Sherborn has not yet reached the stage when all the inhabitant wants from 
the town is a bed and a garden to look after during the weekends, and it is hoped that it never will. , 

The danger of overpopulation by commuters is not imminent for two reasons: firstly, there are zoning by-laws which restrict 
the growth of the town. These divide the parish into one, two and three acre areas. A house built in, for example, a two acre zone 
must have a minimum plot of two acres of land. This prevents the land from being over-exploited and stops ugly, cramped estates 
from being built. 

A second reason why such estates cannot be built, and hence why the population and growth of Sherborn can be limited, 
concerns the town's sewerage and water systems, or lack of them. Sherborn has no town water supply or sewerage system, so each 
house has to have its own well and septic tank. These two nec~sities make it often difficult for houses to be built, for the water-table 
under the earth may be very deep and need expensive drilling to reach it. 

Sherborn has a Town Forest and considerable areas of woodland. The town's total green-belt area amounted, in 1971, to 
l, l 72 acres. These areas are used for recreational purposes and of course add to the town's appearance. Sherborn has always been a 
woodland town and the inhabitants are trying to keep it so. 

A Conservation Commission keeps the town's green-belt in good repair and also, either by purchase or through gifts, acquires 
new traets of land. 

The town also owns a lake, known as Farm Pond, which is used for swimming and sailing. However, it suffers from over
crowding, mostly by people from outside Sherborn, rather than town residents. The latter often have to use the lake in the evening, 
when it is less crowded. This is a problem which has annoyed the townspeople, and a solution is sought. 

Sherborn's High School was regionalised with Dover, a nearby town, in 1962, the school becoming the Dover-Sherborn 
Regional High School. It is co-educational and is divided into the Junior High (ages l l-l 3) and the Senior High (equivalent to a 
public school, though, of course, run by the State). 

The Senior High, in October 1974, had 386 students, 183 boys and 203 girls, and expects a peak number of pupils in the next 
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few years. As the school amalgamated with Dover, the facilities 
available are much more wide-ranging than they would other
wise be, and include gymnasiums, lecture halls, libraries and 
art and modern language facilities. 

Sherborn has its own library, fire station and police depart
ment (housed temporarily in the Town Hall). 

What of the future? 
Sherborn has no town green, and it was felt that this would . 

be a useful asset, but apart from that the underlying message 
was that Sherborn should stay as it is. And with such an 
attractive town, why do anything else? 

N. Colfer 

Right: An Aerial View of the Main Street 



Reminiscences and Reflections 

on some Rural Rides 

From the top of the Abbey Tower on a clear summer's day it 
is possible to cast your eyes over miles of rolling Dorset countryside. 
But the fact that the countryside is rolling gives it both its beauty 
and its disadvantages. Whichever way you look from the tower, if 
the view does not fade before then into a summer haze or winter 
mist which seem prone to gather in these great nestling valleys, the 
line of vision is halted by ranges of hills. To the north, the range 
that stretches out to Perrock Hill beyond Marston Magna and 
Corton Denham; to the south The Slopes and West Hill obscuring 
the rearing hills around Cerne Abbas; to the east the barrier of hills 
that form the western range of the Blackmore Vale, and only to the 
west is the view long and flat, though blocked eventually by the 
steep slopes ofMontacute and the hills of Devon beyond. 

Beyond these hills lay a special world, and while at Sherborne 
I penetrated the country on all sides during weekends, to escape 
from the feeling of being enclosed by and dependent on the cradle 
of the valley dominated by the Abbey Tower. I set down here a few 
reminiscences of my excursions, that were rigorously recorded in 
my diaries, maps and traced onto greaseproof paper borrowed from 
house kitchens, and duly stuck in, along with mileage, and naturally 
enough with end of term Grand Totals. 

The worst parts of the excursions by bicycle were invariably 
actually getting out of Sherborne, because this meant that usually 
one had to start on a main road, or climb a long hill, but before 
long, shrewd use of a map showed that such courses were not always 
necessary, and it was possible to leave the valley northwards 
through Coombe, or, going south by skirting Honeycomb Wood 
and passing through Thornford. There is not enough space here to 
list all those carefully mapped rides, so I will select special details 
and memories from each. 

By far the most enjoyable cycle ride I went on was during my 
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last summer term. I had worked late, and first because of the heat 
had found it impossible to sleep, so, tired of turning in bed, at 
four o'clock I got up, and walked towards the slopes as the sky began 
to be tinted pink by the dawn among the trees and familiar iron 
railings of the Park. It was cooler now, and to sit on the slopes 
watching the sun rise would not have been entirely comfortable. 
So, returning to my house I wheeled a squeaking bicycle out under 
the main gate as the sky grew lighter and lighter, and struggled up 
Hospital Hill and into Coombe valley, to be greeted by dew
covered grass in the long shadows and a herd of Jersey cows just 
waking, and chewing the wet grass. I eventually reached a spot 

near the golf course which looks towards Corton Denham and 
Cadbury. The air smelt of fresh bracken and pine trees, and walking 
over the links I sat down on the hill that projected furthest into the 
depression, and watched the sun come up over the hills. First the 
sky assumed a glowing intensity, and then little by little the sun 
showed itself, huge and orange. Succumbing at last to sleep, I dozed 
on a heap of turf, and on waking decided it was time to try and 
wake up fully, so knowing that there were a number of springs in 
the hills I found a tree-enclosed depression, and down from the 
rocks trickled, ringingly, cold clear water. Bestriding it with feet on 
damp fern-covered stones, I stripped to the waist and covered 
myself in it, and drank long cold draughts. Now thoroughly awake 
I returned to my bicycle, and having looked at the hills and plains 
I had traversed many times before I turned sunwards and crossed 
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the Bristol Road to Poyntington and Oborne, each looking so 
placid in the pinkish light. A stillness seemed to radiate from the 
well-kept old church at Poyntington over the stone houses, and each 
road brought new summer smells, each tree breached the pastel 
shades of the sky with bold greens. The Hams tone of St. Cuthbert's 
Chapel on the main road took on a radiant colour that the brilliant 
midday sunlight steals. Everywhere and everything seemed more 
impressive, more memorable in the cool morning. The only sounds 
were the familiar cawing of the crows high in the trees. The only 
thing that reminded one of the existence of people was the smell of 
bacon and eggs wafting out of the kitchen windows of the farm
houses. Every stone I saw as never before and I noticed details in 
trees, walls, and streams that I had passed by when cycling in the 
afternoon. 

Not every excursion was graced with such fine weather. Once 
the decision had been made to go, and once the picnic lunch had 

been ordered even if it rained it was better to be soaked than be 
condemned to the dreary readingroom. The day I travelled to 
Evershot to rub the brass in the church was such a day. It was 
raining hard, but very finely. The sort of rain that those who have 
not experienced think is paradoxical. It was like a sodden mist as it 
fell, and at times it was impossible to see more than ten feet in front 
of the bike. Lunch was taken under a tree that was in the hedgerow 
of two adjoining fields. In the next there were some cows, who 
decided to rub themselves on this tree once I had sat down and 
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unpacked my sandwiches. This resulted in the heaviest shower so 
far. Finally, on emerging from Evershot Church it had cleared, and 
further along the road, which seemed to climb interminably 
upward, there was suddenly a breathtaking view right over to 
West Hill. Many such views present themselves unexpectedly on 
the Dorset roads, and often I would get off and gaze at them for 
almost half an hour. In early autumn, one of my favourite jaunts 
was to Cerne Abbas, surely one of the most fascinating villages 
south of Sherborne. The ruins of the old monastery and the sense 
of history the place had, dating back to Anglo-Saxon times, and 
the rows of Tudor cottages, not to mention a selection of excellent 
teashops where buttered teacakes were greedily devoured, always 
drew me there, and for these it was worth braving the thick drizzle. 
Other rides took me and a number of friends to Montacute, Stour
head, Dorchester and Bruton, through many miles of country roads 
and numerous calm villages nestling in the high rolling hills, which 
seemed to represent the unity that can be achieved between man 
and the country. Each village was a living community, and this 
drew me to Trent more than any other place. It was a perfect 
village, with its fine church, three manor houses, village houses and 
farms, and high-banked roads leading to the mysterious Barrow. I 
once succeeded in frightening myself by cycling there in the moon
light late one Michaelmas Term. But behind Trent were the Trent 
lanes, a series of old stony paths winding in and out of fields and 
hills. 

In winter, when cycling was impossible because of the limited 
hours of daylight, walking after lunch was the rule. Down to the 
Trent lanes, along the old bridle paths between Coombe and the 
Marston Road, over to Oborne, and the footpaths in the Park to 
Haydon and to Milborne Port, where I also rode. Every week the 
paths changed with the seasons, so that the same route could never 
become tedious. And when the sun did set I was back in my study 
with a cup of tea and a large slice of farmhouse cake. 

By the time I left I knew the area around Sherborne intimately. 
Every tree, every house and village came to be imprinted on my 
mind. It was these Sundays that made the weeks of hard work more 
enjoyable. They lent variety and beauty. I still hold, and always 
will, that there is something very special about Dorset and its 
expansive hills and small villages. It is there for the seeing, it is 
living history, and great beauty, while it can be seen, while it is 
still there, it should not be ignored, for it is only beyond the hills. 



Brotherly Love 

(Don't take this too seriously!) 

I pass my brother on the way to Chapel in the mornings. 
It gives me a superior stare and mutters under its breath 'Pleb'. 
Not to mention this demoralising factor in a new-boy's life, he 
prepared my entry to the School with warnings to the rest of 'the 
lads' in the House, giving details and methods of dealing with me. 

I was in the School House lobby to see which team I was 
playing on, and was wearing a pair of clean, plastic-studded boots. 
Then the House Tutor entered. Behind him Brother Hugh, who 
surveyed me disgustedly and tactfully mentioned, in his clever way: 
'Sir, are you sure this little boy ought to be wearing his boots to the 
Games Fields? A school warning, don't you think?' Ha, ha. A 
clever little remark that caused me to spend the next fifteen minutes 
endeavouring to locate three boys whose names I knew but whose 
faces I did not. 

Later that afternoon I was in the unenviable position of both 
being under my brother as captain and in the second row of the 
forwards. He paid no heed to my complaints and took delight in 
seeing me being trampled on and injured by uncoordinated sixteen 
year-olds. 

Later, it was a boring Friday afternoon when I made up an 
uncertain mind to visit my brother's study. On the floor I found a 
copy of the Sun, so I picked it up and started working my way 
towards page three. Unfortunately I was too involved to notice 
Hugh silently and inconspicuously enter, and he could see it was me 
by the radiating black shoes under the newspaper. He acted, 
taking a rare chance. Noiselessly, taking hold of the Brut 33 from a 
shelf, he pounced ever so subtly from behind. I was fumigated 
with a thorough twenty-second burst, finally managing to catapult 
out of the armchair. Then I seized a fortunately handy canister, 
brandished it over my head, and pressed down firmly: out spluttered 
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a dribble from the end, which feebly came to rest on my brother's 
jersey. As if even this was too much to bear, he landed a stinging 
toe-banger in the small of my back, sending me flying through the 
door. That was the end of that, and I was coated with a thick 
layer of anti-perspirant, causing me to perspire heavily. 

There are countless other reasons why elder brothers should 
be criticised, but I feel I might be digging my own grave; I am an 
elder brother to four! 

Thomas Pope 

And some thoughts on 

A~ernoon School 

Freak autumnal sun 
Permeates the tired mind, 
Dreary monotone fades slowly to oblivion, 
Distances blend in easy harmony. 
Seasonal winds gather, 
Tree-tops sway together; 
Their rustling conspiracy 
Foretelling winter. 
Distant chimes sound 
From disembodied towers, 
Slammed doors, running feet, 
And I am alone at last. 

N. F. Thorpe 
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LITERARY 

The Crowd : The Crash : The Silence 

He didn't see the long pull out of the back road, he didn't really want to 
see the lorry. He was concentrating on the relaxing chair in his home, and the 
inviting fire of his drawing-room. The impact cut deep into him. The silence 
and peacefulness also hit him hard. No-one, no-one was on that road, car or 
pedestrian. 

He lay, face upwards, watching the wheel of the car, which was also 
up-turned and spinning wildly; he was lucky, he had been thrown clear. 

Suddenly, the crowd came, people appeared from nowhere. 

' ... Oh, I say ... ' 

' ... That does look nasty ... ' 

' ... Don't move him .. .' 

Amongst the crowd there was an old woman, still in her night-gown; 
a commuter, still in his suit and wearing the usual slippers; a young child, 
with an innocent face and shining teeth; a mother, holding a baby, with a 
cigarette hanging out of her mouth. 

The Crowd: The Crowd. 

He was all right, he came out of hospital within a week. 
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Setting off for work, coming back. He was always watching the 
road, driving slowly. A year passed, all was well. 

He had been studying the old newspapers, local newspapers, 
covering the past ten years, fifteen years, he was never really sure. 
The photographs of the crashes, still the people were there. The 
SAME OLD LADY, BUSINESS MAN, CHILD, MOTHER, 
BABY. In every one of the pictures over the past ten years the very 
same people. It took him hours to work this out. He hurried to his 
friend's office and explained: 'Can you tell me what's wrong with 
me! I'm going mad! Look, look . . . In these photos there are 
always the same people! No-one can live in the same place and be at 
every accident over ten years, unless. . . . They are sadists, useless 
sadists, perverts, vampires! Do you understand, Bob, can you hear 
me? Every-one who died was moved by them.' 

He did not hear him. 
That evening he drove very carefully home from work, but 

somehow he did not concentrate on one particular area of road. 
A blank out. 

A wall appeared, he crashed. 
'Don't move me, you murderers, you killers!' He screamed 

inwardly as the crowd appeared. 'You have killed everyone who 
died in the crashes.' 

'He needs help. He looks uncomfortable .. .' 
'Okay, let's move him ... ' 
'No don't, don't!' he thought. 
'Yes, why not, let's kill him.' 
'No don't move me, please.' They moved him onto his back 

and placed a pillow of brick under his blood-stained head. One 
said, 'We've killed him'. 

The ambulance siren called out in the night. As he died he 
forced out: 'Yes, I'll soon be-joining you-in your home
you .... ' 

He died. 
]. G. Earls-Davis 

The Wisdom of the Muse 

A poet frats his stubble at dawning; 
Lifting red lids from the sticky morning. 

Lets hang his jaw, and swears he must 
Search for significance in dust. 
But, since his thoughts aren't quite complete 
He doodles on his winding sheet. 
Then, uninspired, he quits his stool 
To converse with a daytime slut. 
A master of this subtle school 
He's controversial, polyglot. 

Bide your time, woeful shepherds, bide your time, 
For Cankermouth, you know, has passed his prime. 
It happened on that Summer's day a Muse 
Tripped from Parnassus in her walking shoes. 
Sweet herbal Sighs expired between her lips, 
Bold Gen'us swooned upon her fingertips. 
Hoisting her skirt she skipped to field's edge 
To cull the lazy laurel from a hedge. 
From this a noble wreath, the Gay Young Thing 
\\Tanted to make, and to a suitor bring. 
This thatch to our wise poet now presents 
\\Tho runs off dribbling in incontinence. 

A. \V. J. Morgan 
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The Crowd : The Crash : The Silence, The Wisdom of the 
Muse and Concrete Escapism won the three Shirburnian Literary 
prizes. 
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Concrete Escapism 

Myriad of concrete proudly stands, 
'V arming in the early morning sun: 
Representing hopes with no more use, 
Objects for the cynics cold abuse. 
Sands of life flow slowly through the glass, 
Doors unlocked, and blinds pushed out of sight, 
Concrete walls and buildings leering on, 
Their dreary faces judging right from wrong. 
Traffic shakes foundations, but not pride, 
People run through corridors and rooms, 
'Vorshipping their silent overseers, 
Escaping from their private world of fears. 
Myriad stands alone now in the dusk, 
Outliving those of whom it held the trust; 
Finally losing faith in all its pity 
They lie dead in its streets of futility. 

'Moi, je sais ... ' 

Demain je serai loin d'ici, 
Je penserai a toi, Cherie; 

N. F. Thorpe 

Nous nous manquerons d'abord 
Et tu vas pleurer comme toujours. 
J'embrasserai tes yeux de larmes, 
Tes sanglots tomberont, sans charme; 
Tu me diras que tu m'aimes 
Comme tu as dit a l'autre centaine. 
Mais tout ce temps-ci, moi je sais 
Exactement ce que tu es, 
Quand je ne serai plus ici 
Je sortirai de ton esprit. 

Alphonse Duport 
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J. S. Pounder's last Appearance zn 

The Shirburnian 

The Caller 

Over the hill, beyond the field of kale, there used to live an 
old woman whose name, as a matter of fact, was Cynthia Jones. 
She dwelt in an ancient stone house where the russet lichen grew 
like hair and where the nettles swayed chest high right up to the 
door. On her head Cynthia wore a soiled handkerchief; on her 
torso a nylon chair cover over which someone had spilt tea and on 
her feet clogs rudely manufactured from saucepans. It was not 
difficult to see, as no doubt you have seen, dear reader, that she was 
a witch. In fact she had-not two months after her Silver Wedding 
day-changed her husband into a face flannel. 

Now, one afternoon during the late winter, when the three 
elder trees outside were bare of leaves, Cynthia, after listening to 
the Archers, sat back on her extremely comfortable sofa stroking 
her warty chin, grunting happily and flicking through the latest 
addition to Denis Wheatley's library of the Occult. On her left, 
on an elegant little florentine table, lay an opened packet of Gallard 
and Bowsers' peppermint toffees and on her right the cosiest of 
cardigans which she was knitting for her nephew, a Cardinal in the 
Roman Catholic Church. The room was full of the incense of the 
logs that hissed in the grate, like someone with a nasty cold. And 
then, quite out of the blue, someone knocked on the door. 

'Now, who can that be?' Cynthia asked herself irritably, 'Not 
the Avon lady surely!' 

But, fortunately it was not her. Instead, when Cynthia opened 
the door, there appeared to be no-one there. 

'Ah', said Cynthia in the foulest manner. But just then some
one cleared his throat. And Cynthia Jones saw a toad-one of 
those green, slimy jobs-standing on the doorstep. 

'\Vas it you who knocked then?' she asked. 
'Yes,' said the toad, 'I've come to read the meter.' 
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'A toad? Reading the meter?' said Cynthia. 
'I'm the Gas toad,' said the toad, smiling in a jolly way like 

that sickly milkman on ITV, 'They sent me because you are always 
changing my colleagues into hideous things like pencil sharpeners 
and washable wallpaper. You see, toads being members of an 
inferior species it doesn't really matter what you do to me.' 

'Oh,' said Cynthia, passing a talon vacantly across her leathery 
upper lip, 'But toads can't read meters.' 

'Well,' said the toad, blushing a light beige as the streaking 
clouds darkened at the end of the day, 'I can if I stand on a chair.' 

J. S. Pounder 

Early Morning Gale 

Howling through the bare poplar trees, 
Drumming at my bedroom window 

The honeysuckle leaves dancing, 
On the lawn below. 

Ruffiing through the branches, 
At the bottom of the garden, 

Young apples tumble; to them 
The leafy ground is death. 

How safe I feel, windows tight, 
\Vrapped up in my bedclothes, 

\\That warm security 
From the bitter wind outside. 

J. R. Fielder 
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ETHELRED AND THE KLEENEX MAN 

'I've come to see Ethelred' the man announced brashly, showing his Kleenex badge through a haze of Castella smoke. 
'But Ethelred's Unready!' cried Maud from the other side of the portcullis, hoping that the oily peasant would disappear. 
'That's too bad,' the oily pleb retorted, 'I've got very important business with him. I'm offering insurance for this turreted 

place of his on a basis of ten pounds a month against William the Conqueror, and an extra five to include Arthur and l.Vferlin if 
they try to come back. Tell Ethelred that I'm fed up with him always being so unready.' 

'Oh, all right,' Maud muttered through a particularly tough wad of tobacco. She opened the portcullis to let the man in, and 
then sent an Icelandic eunuch up to tell Ethelred who was coming. The eunuch hurried away to the stairs and then kowtowed his 
way up the Great Hall between the two rows of halberdiers, towards the High Throne upon which King Ethelred sat in Full 
Majesty. 

Throwing himself down before the Throne of Grace the eunuch addressed the King in a deep voice: '0 King of Kings, and of 
all animals and water-lilies that be upon the earth, your Queen Maud, nee Macgregor of Macgregor, is at this very moment pro
ceeding up the stairs with an unknown stranger, who is undoubtedly wearing Brylcreem, and smoking a Castella cigar.' 

Whilst being well aware that he should show more respect for a man smoking Castella cigars, the Good King swore elegantly: 
'O Shiza !' at being interrupted from his most pleasant occupation. However, realising his Kingly duties, he detached his arm from 
his comely concubine's wide waist and prepared himself to meet the foreign gentleman. 

The insurance salesman, for thus he described himself, advanced steadily up the aisle with a desperately nonchalant uncon
ciousness of the halberdiers on either side. Queen Maud stalked at his elbow, a hand raised to her face waving aside the stench of 
Brylcreem and the permanent smog that followed the stranger wherever he went. 

All at once, or rather perhaps 'once upon a time' (since this is a fairy story and the phrase has not yet been employed) Good 
King Ethelred burst out: 'What do you think you are doing, you miserable rat. You expect me to receive you in My, in Our, castle 
when you will not even kowtow up to Our throne? You come here with your whining chatter and your snivelling smirk and really 
think that I am going to buy your nasty little pink toilet rolls and Harpic toilet cleaner? I'm telling you-we haven't got any damn 
toilets, not even a blasted portable one-only those rotten cesspits which stink about as much as you do. I've had enough of your 
sort, you nasty little commercial traveller.' 

'But I don't have any toilet rolls!' sobbed the about-to-be-eaten man. 'It's just a disguise for selling Prudential Insurance. 
Please don't be so harsh, 0 Good King of Kings.' 

But the Good King stood up resplendent in his shining chain armour, which was getting a little tight at the waist, swelled his 
muscular chest and cried: 'Frying tonight!' 

And so it was that the salesman cried, died and fried all in one night. 
J. D. C. Arnheim 
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THE CREATION 

There was a nothing, an emptiness, a void. 
Nothing existed, nothing was. 
But in this were things: 

Things that swirled, 
Things that flowed, that swam, that trickled. 

They were without form, without shape, without life, wi~hc~t 
thought, feeling, composition. But through these and the void, m 
them, round them and through them 

Was a greater thing, a thing of love, 
A thing of knowledge, 
A thing of kindness, 

A thing of understanding, of life, of thought, of feeling, composition: 
A being called God! 

This being, this power, this eternal strength 
Gathered the nothings and made them things! 

He made a light and a darkness; 
As a symbol and a maker of light he made Sun. 
As a light in the darkness he made Moon. 
As a servant of Sun and master of Moon he made Earth. 

A mass of matter, gases heaving, glowing, pulsating, but too hot. 
He formed the things that swirled, that flowed, that swam, that 
trickled, 
And called them water. 
The being called God sent the waters to the Earth to cool it, 

And they took command of it. 
God put weed in the water; 
Plants, trees, flowers and grasses on the land. 

He put fishes to swim among th~ weed, . . . 
Animals to run on the grass, apes m the trees, birds m the air. 

They multiplied and spread, till the world became a garden. 
But God was not satisfied. 

He wanted a ruler, a commander, a king 
To direct the creatures of the Earth. 

God created Man! 

:Man became the ruler, commander, king, director. 
l\1an had power, complete control, absolute authority. 

Because God had given him a gift: 
He had given him Intelligence! . . 

And with that gift Man now destroys himself and his world. 

Feeling Low 

When you're feeling low 
And things around you are strange. 
When you have friends, 
Yet you do not know. 
They think something of you, 
But they've got it wrong. 
They've jumped the gun 

They're way ahead. 
Soon it'll wear off, 
And they'll see through 
Their own clouds of deception. 
You'll have no friends, 

Anon 

And you'll know it. 
D. A. Sparks 
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Chataway Society 

It is _most encouraging to find a Junior Debating Society which 
can sustam a relevant floor debate for well over an hour, and which 
usually has to be cut short for the summing up. 

The first debate last Michaelmas term took the form of a Gen
eral Election. The House was infiltrated by a witty and persuasive 
fifth column of committed, sixth-form Young Liberals, who defeated 
the Conservative candidate, their only serious rival, by 77 votes to 
28. 

The House ~ext decided by ~ substantial majority that it did 
not regret the discovery of America, and ended the term with a 
public speaking competition. There was an average attendance of 
98 during the term. 

Th:_motior: 'This House believes that 1975 should bring a com
plete. military wit~drawal from Northern Ireland' was just defeated 
and m the followmg debate a draw was pragmatically declared on 
the motion 'This House believes you should never look before you 
leap'. 

In a joint debate with the Girls' School there was a decisive 
vote against the pr~posal that Bri_tain should be insular politically 
as we!! as geographically. The Giant scraped home by one in the 
followmg Balloon debate for Pantomime characters while the Red-
Riding-Hood Wolf came convincingly last. ' 

This term the House have decided they are proud to be British 
~midst a plethora ofUnionJacks, and the Headmaster and C.A.J.K'. 
maugurated our debates in the School House Dining Hall on the 
motion 'This House would prefer to have lived in the Past', which 
was narrowly defeated. 

The Society thanks the many staff who participated in its 
debates and P.C.B. and A.D.C. for providing suitable debating 
chambers. 

P.M.H.W. 

THE SHIRBURNIAN 

Gramophone Society 

'GramSoc' members-now well over a third of the school
can. ~njoy the newly equipped society room in Abbot's Acre, in 
add1t10n to the regular three meetings a term. During the last 
year. we have heard Mr. John Parry of Decca Records; Yeovil 
Audi? and E~1I arranged a very loud demonstration of Quadra
phomc sound m the BSR; and Roderick Leece presented a diverse 
programme of songs, symphonies and chamber music in 'Aimez-vous 
Brahms?' 

Edvard Grieg, the American Music Scene and Sir Edward 
Elgar each merited an evening; a programme devoted to classics 
used in films and T.V. incorporated a competition with 'hidden 
themes'; 'A Musical Tour of Europe' included many live items 
by some not often heard Sherborne artists such as Herr Alp and 
the Cwm Morgan Male Voice Choir; 'Chamber Pot Pourri' 
managed to have seven instrumentalists playing a quintet; whilst 
the Summer term concluded with the Fancy-Dress Gilbert and 
Sullivan extravaganza, which contained the operatic debut of the 
man-at-the-top (not a farewell performance we hope). 

P.J.W. 

SOCIETIES 
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Geography Society 

The activities of the Society have followed the usual pattern 
this term with a combination of visiting lecturers and discussion 
groups providing most of the activity. Lecturers were Dr. Robson 
of Cambridge University who strayed from his theme of urban
isation into the dangers of subjectivity in Geography; Dr. Small of 
Southampton University who gave an excellent lecture on Tropical 
Landforms, highlighting the difficulties presented by the theory of 
equifinality; and Dr. Basset of the Water Resources Board who 
talked on 'Water, past, present and future'. In the discussion 
groups the Oxbridge set took the lead with discussions based on 
quotations of Lord Kelvin, 'If you cannot express it in numbers 
your knowledge is of a meagre and unsatisfactory kind', and Le 
Corbusier, 'It is not the size of cities that matters but how they are 
assuaged', but perhaps the most lively discussion was the Lower 
Sixth group's arguments, often heated, on the problems of the 
proposed Bideford by-pass. 

My thanks to M. Hammick, not only for proving a most 
efficient secretary, but also for surviving a trip down Swilden's 
Cave in the Mendips. 

D.P.J. 
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Art Society 

At the Society's first meeting, Frank Goddard conveyed a 
vivid impression of the Bangkok market. His slides and commentary 
showed a sculptor's examination of texture, shape and form. Special 
attention was paid to the market produce, notably the vast variety 
of fruit; the foul-smelling Durian, the Mangosteen and the 
Rambutan, for example. 

Later on in the term the Art Society, together with the 
Polyglots and the Music Society, contributed to the two enjoyable 
evenings devoted to Impressionism. 

The Society also organised a trip to the Ashmolean Museum 
and the recently established Museum of Modern Art in Oxford. 
The latter was housing a temporary exhibition of the provocative 
work of Alan Charlton, Bryan Pearce and Kim Lim. 

At the last meeting Hugh Lipscombe, himself an artist, 
presented us with a fresh and personal appreciation of the idio
syncratic modern painter, Stanley Spencer. Spencer's distorted 
and tubular figures, clearly seen in his 'Resurrection of the Soldiers' 
may have seemed bizarre to some, but as Mr. Lipscombe reminded 
us, 'one man's meat is another man's poison'. However, Spencer's 
work must surely be nourishment for many of us now. 

Tim Devitt (Hon. Sec.) 
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Biology Society 

Although the Society had a very quiet Summer term owing 
to the pressures (or apathy?) resulting fro~ 'A' Levels,. it has been 
highly active this term. We have had a va:iety of meetmgs, as w~ll 
as the weekly seventh form seminars at which papers on a favourite 
topic are given by people doing Oxbridge. . 

Dr. Newsholme gave a much-heralded and greatly appreciated 
lecture on muscles and respiration. Next one of our old boys 
Richard Michelmore who is studying botany at Cambridge, 
talked at length ab;ut current research t~p.ics there, and Dr. 
Gutteridge gave an excellent report on Parasitic Protozoa (as well 
as some propaganda for Kent University on the side). Finally 
J.R.G.B. gave us a lecture. on Dr. Banks' semantics-or why 
biologists should apply Chemistry more carefully. 

Overall a very successful year, and many more in store! 
Mike Tomson (Hon. Sec.) 
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LECTURES 

The sound of live Jazz is one that will raise the hearts of most 
and when the BSR received Cyril White and the Sherborne Jazz 
Band we could be sure of the spirited playing that last year was so 
evide~t in the Town Band. We heard in chronological order some 
of the most stimulating music that the twentieth century has pro
duced, presented with impeccable style, and it was with relief that 
the initially shy audience joined the rhythm. 

The enthusiasm that the Jazz Band showed was equalled by 
Stuart Keen when he introduced and showed 'METROPOLIS' 
which he coupled to a contemporary score, so. that the films' original 
impact was fully conveyed to a mod~rn audie.nce. . 

And it was a streak of scholastic enthusiasm that earned the 
lecture by Richard Gem and Laurence Keene on the Abbey 
excavations from detail to detail, and we can be grateful for the 
opportunity to preview the result of the excavations that so dis
creetly came and went. 

David Hurford presented what was probably the best lecture 
on Art for some time: his slides and script on Goya lucidly conveyed 
the setting for a real man and his work and also gave a glimpse of 
his later importance. 

A more modern medium was the topic when Dr. John Braybon 
gave us a witty summary of the motivations behind television in 
this country, which provided a good point of departure for further 
discussion. 

The talk by Col. Woodward on public participation in .local 
government a topic which the audience had very little experience 
of, was ham'pered also by the small amount o~ material presented, 
so that little dialogue resulted, although the pomts were well.made. 

We may be grateful to ].J.B. and R.A.H. for presentmg an 
excellent gaggle of lectures, not thin in those regulars which have 
given the Lecture List a traditional consistency. 

N.N. 
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NEWSBOARD 
To celebrate the fifth anniversary ofNewsboard it was decided, 

after two weeks' hard debate, that three co-editors should be 
chosen, a record number. The Green provided two, while School 
House kept to tradition with the other. It was foreseen that this 
novel arrangement might produce problems of communication, 
although it was hoped that this would be more than compensated 
for by the personal influence of the editors spreading over a larger 
percentage of the community, as well as the work-load being 
divided. However, after half term the problem ceased to exist when 
the School House editor, Mark Carden, resigned due to the pressures 
of work. 

It was hoped that the spirit of the Summer Term Newsboard 
would be continued, and this was indeed reflected in the generally 
amusing and intelligent level of contributions, from almost every 
sector of the school. The regularity of these contributions was often 
pleasing, and thus Newsboard was usually able to offer a wide and 
varied number of articles. Many tended to be humorous, but 
intellectual stimulation was also catered for. John Hubbard wrote 
his 'Vivat' column at startlingly regular intervals, and they were of a 
quality and quantity rarely rivalled in Newsboard's history. His 
ambition was achieved when he covered one quarter of the board 
with a single article. For somewhat lighter entertainment, Rupert 
Bravery discovered some of the school scandal, and revealed all in a 
harmless and enlightening manner with his 'Diary' column. A rich 
mixture of tones was achieved by both John \ Vallis and Giles 
Tillotson in their respective 'Eye' and 'Hieronymous Hash' columns, 
and Giles secures the future of Newsboard with an encouragingly 
high level of literary talent for one with so much time left at 
Sherborne. 

The Whiteways, Andrew and Peter, both contributed well, 
Andrew concentrating on drama reports, Peter characteristically 
on penetrating but constructive analysis of Sherborne life. Colour 
came to the board through the term's competition: to find the most 
boring post-card. Some extraordinary entries were returned, the 
prize eventually being won by Giles Woolveridge with an exception-

ally boring black and white view of Ferring-on-sea (but don't tell 
his grandmother). 

An ex-editor, Anthony Pralle, presented us with regular lecture 
reports; notably one on local government. His views however on 
this occasion were somewhat marred by a 'sore bum' from sitting 
on the floor for an hour and a half. Justin Cobb, with great diligence, 
produced a regular report on 1st XV's weekly performance, gather
ing for himself a large readership through subtle observations and 
tenacious wit; even those most averse to the game found themselves 
held after the initial mastering of the jargon. 

Naturally enough, with the introduction of Central Feeding, 
much of early Newsboard was concerned with this novelty which, 
as our contributors noticed, has done more to change the life of 
Sherborne than anything else this century. But criticism, even on 
this topic, remained pleasantly constructive and helpful; regular 
reports from P.M.\'\T's dining-room committee kept us up to date 
with changes. But Newsboard was never drowned by the topic, 
and by half-term, the novelty beginning to wear off, correspondence 
declined markedly. 

Staff contributions on any topic were disappointingly few and 
far between. It is undoubtedly important for Newsboard to appeal 
to every stratum of society, but likewise contributions must come 
from every level. Having left behind us the era when any staff 
article would be immediately and unfairly criticised, it is now up 
to the staff to reflect themselves on Newsboard. Thanks to photo
graphs from Henry Kendal and Jonathan Marsden, people have 
found themselves being drawn for the first time towards the 'Board', 
and have discovered it contains useful information and suggestions 
as well as being an amusing past-time while waiting for lessons. 

The concept of Newsboard, after five years, has more than 
proved itself. \Vhat is now important is that people should not shun 
displaying their literary talent on the same board as that of proven 
'A' level candidates, and that it is remembered that Newsboard 
must cater for all levels. To those who are to continue, may they 
help Newsboard to continue for at least another five years. 

Charles Diehl and Jonathan Landsberg 
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Central Feeding -

An Artist's Impression 
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We bid Farewell and Good Luck to the following 
gentlemen: 

(a) 
Bett R. A.H. 
CobbJ. P. 
Foot S. J.C. 
Hamilton-Fisher R. A. 
Heath G. J. P. 
Homfray C. J. 
Hubbard]. B. S. 
Lacey T. G. 
Lane P. L. R. 
Lane P.R. L. 
Samler C.H. 

Stephen M. Q. 
Sturge C. A. 
Taylor A. J. 
(b) 
ByronJ. G. 
Cuthbert C. K. 
(c) 
Baker C. G. B. 
Todd B. W. 
Wippell M. A. 
(d) 
Bisset R. F. H. 

And a Photographer's 

Hammick M. P. 
Hofmeyr D. K. 
Lee C. E. I. 
Tomson M. J. F. 
Tyson P. V. 
Vorley R. W. 
(f) 
Curnow T. J. 
Murdoch D. A. 
Palmer S. D. 
Smith A.H. H. 
Wotherspoon ,V. F. D. 
(g) 
Cooper Q. B. 

View of Sherborne 

John R. L. 
MacKeith A. K. 
Wood S. D. 
Clayden D. H. L. 
(h) 
Barber I. P. 
Barnes T. J. P. 
Dixon A. C. W. 
Hamilton W. D. 0. 
Morgan A. W. J. 
Swallow J. R. 
Vipan R. A. L. 
(m) 
Blackshaw C. B. 
Craigen M. A. C. 



GAMES 

Rugby 

FIRST XV 

P. 11, W. 11, For 232, Against 55 

This year all school matches were won. In accounting for the 
successful results the leadership of D. Hofmeyr was of utmost 
importance both on and off the field. The old colours all trained 
harder than anyone else and their poise reassured those new to the 
side. We were fortunate with injuries and managed to field an 
unchanged side for most of the term, bolstering everyone's con
fidence to a degree that the team felt it could not lose, yet still 
maintaining a high degree of self-criticism even when winning. 

The School matches began with a narrow win over a good 
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The Unbeaten rst XV 

Canford side but the following week a dominating performance 
brought our easiest win over Blundell's for some years. Injury-hit 
Taunton tackled well but failed to prevent another large score. At 
Cheltenham we won comfortably without ever playing well and 
King's Taunton proved as tough as we had expected, but superb 
loose play by the pack and great control in the backs saw us through. 
Downside were beaten in a game dominated by the referee's whistle, 
but Marlborough outplayed us in the set pieces for the first time in 
the season; fortunately we made up for it by taking our chances to 
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Charity Match: International Invitation XV vs. 
Dorset and Wilts XV 

Results 1975 
v. Pilgrims w. 15-4 
v. St. Luke's Freshmen w. 19-12 
v. Canford w. 16-3 
v. Blundell's w. 39-3 
v. Taunton w. 40-0 
v. Cheltenham w. 25-0 
v. King's Taunton w. 13-3 
v. Downside w. 14-6 
v. Marlborough w. 20-6 
v. Radley w. I 1-g 
v. Clifton w. 19-10 
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score. Radley were run ragged in the first quarter but having 
missed six easy penalties we were still only eight points ahead when 
we conceded our first try of the season, and only a late penalty saw 
us through. At Clifton the team played superbly the first half but a 
spirited Clifton revival brought the scores close before another 
penalty secured the unbeaten season. 

Individually, T. Edwards proved an increasingly safe and 
adventurous full-back, while M. Davies and J. Fish provided 
contrasting styles on the wings. A. Short proved to be one of the 
better centres produced in recent years and S. Ellyatt's tackling and 
place-kicking were invaluable. P. Saunders began tentatively but 
gradually became more and more confident playing outside 
Hofmeyr's ubiquitious skills. C. Cuthbert passed on his knowledge 
to P. Lane and A. Rose in the front row while J. Cobb's steadying 
influence extended over B. Williams in the second row. The back 
row was superb with R. Barrett clearing up the pieces left by the 
rampaging of C. Samler and W. Hamilton. 

D.P.J., A.M.D. 

Colours awarded to the XV. 
Caps awarded to: D. Hofmeyr, C. Cuthbert, J. Cobb, C. 

Samler, W. Hamilton and A. K. Short. 
A.M.D. has also been coaching the very successful England 

U.19 XV. 

Series 

P. 7 w. 7 D. o L. 0 
59 37 7 34 
33 20 3 IO 

21 13 7 
6 5 0 

80 39 7 34 
42 24 2 16 
29 21 I 7 
45 27 6 12 
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Second XV 

P. IO, w. 6, L. 4 

The fifteen have completed an enjoyable but undistinguished 
season winning six of their ten matches. Major reasons for the 
four losses appeared to be the thoughtlessness on the part of the 
1st XV in removing all the best players, and an imbalance in the 
fixture list which left too many gaps between matches. 

After a very poor start against ~oole G.S. th~ team_ gradu~lly 
improved and reached their peak with a resoundmg thirty pomts 
victory over a good King's Taunton 2n~ XV. Ha_lf term t~en 
intervened and although another large wm was achieved agamst 
Clifton 2nd XV, the rhythm of the team was never ful_ly restored. 

The team was ably captained by the redoubtable Mike Tomson 
whose propping was a legend on the 2nd XV cir~uit: it was a great 
pity for him that he seemed to regard handlmg as one of the 
needless frivolities of the game. Robert Ambrose always ran hard 
and straight in the centre, though he will need to incorporate some 
guile into his running for next year. The back row and scrum-half 
produced some spir_ited running wh_ile Keith_ Ma~Keit_h, whet~er 
in the back row or m the centre, allied Oxbridge mtelhgence with 
strong hard running on match days, even though practices against 
the 1st XV hardly drove him to ecstasies of enthusiasm! 

The following were awarded their 2nd XV colours: R. 
Cockman, J. Swallow, R. Ambrose, K. MacKeith, N. How~rd, 
R. Hamilton-Fisher, R. Bennett, C. Stock, M. Tomson, A. Prentice, 
T. Hughes, J. Powe, J. Griffiths, R. Curnow. 

I.R.E. 

Third XV 

P. IO, \'\T. 8, L. 2 

The last match of the season was, fittingly, its highlight. 
The pack played superbly and completely dominated both in the 
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tight and the loose and hardly a pass was fumbled by the outsides. 
The result against a Clifton team that never gave up was 54-0. 

The team had always shown this promise earlier in the season 
but, despite occasional brilliance and several important changes in 
the team, had rarely reached this level in their earlier victories. 

Clothier led the team with great good humour and example, 
often being the only forward still backing-up the three-quarters after 
a long move. 

Their only defeats were at Blundell's, where the team never 
recovered from having to be on the pitch twenty minutes after a 
pack-lunch, two-hour coach journey had ended; and a regrettable 
game against Yeovil College. 

Team: M. Homfray, T. Rice, J. Smith, Childs, Marshall, 
Herring, Allardyce, Hall, Madley, Kemp, C. Wilson, Clothier 
(Capt.), Warren, Hooper, Keable-Elliott, MacKean, Button, A. 
Taylor (Belbin, S. Rice). 

P.M.H.W. 

Fourth XV 

P. IO, w. 8, D. 1, L. 1, F. 237, A. 76 

The 4th XV has had a successful season under the captaincy 
of P. J. Waterfield who, in addition to his individual prowess as a 
goal kicker, has proved to be a dependable captain, capable of 
promoting the enthusiasm of the team and of holding them together 
at critical moments in a match. 

The season started badly with a heavy defeat at the hands of 
Foster's School 1st XV by 35 points to none, due mainly to poor 
Sherborne tackling. But thereafter the team were undefeated 
throughout the season, winning all their matches save that against 
Yeovil Sixth Form College 2nd XV, drawn in poor weather con
ditions which made handling difficult. 

In general the forwards, led by A. J. D. Sampson, dominated 
their opponents, particularly in line-outs and loose p!ay, thus 
providing the backs with a steady flow of good possess10n, even 
when faced with packs heavier than themselves. The backs showed 
great eagerness to run and a high level of ability in moving the ball 
along the line. The sizeable margin by which most matches were 
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won is an indication of their success. G. T. Davidson and ]. P. 
Love were especially outstanding in this department of the game. 

R.D.R.M. 
Team: P. J. Waterfield (Capt.), R. H. Ault, A. P. Aylward, 

R. V. Ball, P.]. M. Bayly, G. T. Davidson, A. H. Gillman, A. C. 
Johnson, C. E. I. Lee, T. C. Lewington, J. P. Love, A. J. D. Samp
son, E. M. K. Shaw, J. N. H. Taylor,]. M. J. Notley. 

v. Foster's School 1st XV L. 0-32 
v. Canford 3rd XV W. 13-8 
v. Blundell's W. 25-4 
v. Taunton W. 35-0 
v. King's Taunton W. 36-9 
v. Milton Abbey 2nd XV W. 20-IO 
v. Downside W. 42-0 
v. Yeovil College D. IO-IO 
v. Wadhams 1st XV W. 30-0 
v. Clifton W. 26-3 

Colts XV 

P. IO, w. IO, F. 398, A. 26 

It was the first unbeaten season that the Colts have had since 
1951. The feat is all the more amazing for younger players because 
they lack the experience to adapt to unfamiliar styles of play, states 
of ground and different referees' interpretations of the laws. The 
high points of the season were the away victories which included 
Clifton, Downside and, most importantly, Canford, who were the 
only side to beat them as Junior Colts. The latter, in only the second 
match, was in devastating style, with, in our opinion, the best 
performance of the season. 

Such a superb season leaves inevitably a series of vivid recol
lections. The great strength of the team was that it did not rely on 
the performance of individuals; but that having been said, memories 
of individual characteristics will remain: \Vaterfield's captaincy of 
the side from loosehead, with a splendidly uncompromising display 
of mawling, Kenny's mawling and lightning hooking, Lillingstone
Price's complete domination of the line-out, Bruce's possession of the 
best side-step in the side, which he used to good effect for the front 
peel, and Taylor's wise head on the youngest shoulders in the team, 
coupled with the boot expected of a full back rather than a No. 8. 

At scrum-half Hockley's pass was astonishingly accurate and 
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long for one so small, and Dally possessed a remarkable pair of 
hands to make good use of it. His timing of passes, punting and 
drop-kicking were also outstanding. Abel and Bak combined well 
in the centre to put away the wings, where Knight thrilled with 
scintillating balanced running, particularly in mid-field from the 
fly-half's pass. 

A great season, based inevitably on the three-headed monster 
that represented the front row. Their domination can be judged 
partly from the fact that only four tries were scored against the team, 
but more significantly perhaps, there were only two penalties 
kicked against them; a fair comment, with five away matches, on 
the territorial advantage. 

Team: Archer, Small, Knight, Abel, Bak, Milne, Dally, 
Hockley, Waterfield (Capt.), Kenny, Sharpe, Lillingstone-Price, 
Toomer, Bruce, Taylor, Price. Also played: Devitt, Ross. 
Results: 

v. Shaftesbury G.S. w. 63-0 
v. Canford w. 42-4 
v. Blundell's w. 26-6 
v. Taunton w. 76-0 
v. Poole G.S. w. 94-0 
v. King's Taunton w. 33-3 
v. Downside \\T. 15-0 
v. Marlborough w. 8-o 
v. Bryanston w. 21-0 
v. Clifton w. 20-13 

M.J.C., P.M.W. 



Junior Colts 

P. IO, w. 4, D. I, L. 5 

This has been a season of sturdy efforts and great individual 
improvements. The side this year travelled badly, and did not really 
do themselves justice on any of their away visits. At home, there 
appeared to be considerably more fight and determination as the 
results show. The strength of the side was undoubtedly the fierce 
forward play, which was full of vigour and reflected the com
mitment of the individuals. They hunted as a pack, and as the 
season progressed, developed a fine rapport with each other. The 
eight forwards from the first match remained in the side throughout 
the season, although Simon Tuke did move to the centre. Alec 
James and Nick Isaac displayed a mature attitude, and emerged 
during the season as the crafty 'old hands' of the pack. 

The three-quarters and half-backs were badly hit by injury, 
but again developed well both individually and as a unit. The 
progress of the season is well reflected in the results of the first and 
last matches. On the one hand, we had the mauling at the hands 
of a capable Canford side and on the other a workmanlike victory 
over Clifton, never allowing them to get into the game. 

Many thanks to all members of the side for their enthusiasm 
and willingness to learn and particularly to Alec James, captain and 
leading try-scorer, who set a superb example to the side. 

Team: Eckersley-Maslin, Day, Tuke, Garrett, Mason, Oborne, 
Williams, Isaac, East, James, Haly, Tomson, Kittow, Fisher, Blunt, 
Leach. 

R.A.H. 

Mini Colts 

Although results this season have been rather disappointing, 
the team has shown itself to be potentially very promising and 
at times, has produced some determined and skilful rugby. 

Two weeks into the season, Blackburn (Capt.) and Zealley, 
a front row forward, sustained serious leg injuries which put them 
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off games. However, after half-term, Blackburn rejoined the team 
and proved himself to be a skilful fly-half, producing also some 
excellent goal-kicking. 'Il.1e forwards played well for most of the 
season, in particularly Hewett at No. 8, who has great potential, 
and Earls-Davies in the second row. The three-quarter line played 
with pace and displayed some good handling of the ball though 
several of them do not give enough thought to their game, con
tinually cutting inside the opposition which tended to lose them 
possession. Our full-back, Stevenson, had a very good season, 
fearless tackling and safe hands saving many a try. 

I would like to thank all members of staff who have helped 
to coach this season, especially Mr. Higginbottom, the parents who 
gave us their unfailing support on the touchline, and above all, 
the boys in the game, an extremely pleasant group who have made 
this a thoroughly enjoyable season for me. 

A.C.M. 

GOLF 

A great deal of golf was played during the term, at all levels. 
This was in part due to the admirable weather, especially in the first 
part of the term, and also to the excellent condition of the course. 
With so many signs of enthusiasm, and of developing talent among 
younger players, we embark on the second twenty years of inter
school matches with plenty of confidence. It is of interest to note 
that, in the 20 years since the first match was played, there have 
been a total of 143 such contests (of which exactly one-third have 
taken place in the last ten terms). Of these, 85 have been won, I I 

halved, and 47 lost; and it is significant that, since the number of 
matches increased, the level of success has been markedly higher. 

A further six school matches were played this term. We began, 
however, with a two-day match against the 0.S.G.S., with four
somes at Sherborne and singles at High Post. This resulted in an 
impressive victory (8!-3!) and seemed likely to set the tone for a 
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successful term. These hopes were only partly fulfilled, but there 
was plenty of cause for satisfaction. We lost, by 1f-4f, at Bristol 
and Clifton G.C. to a notably strong team from Bristol Grammar 
School; thereafter, there were some very creditable results. Our 
first-ever match against Radley, played at High Post, was won 
(5f-t) and so were the home matches against Allhallows (4-o) 
and Downside (6-o)-the latter after the previous day's equally 
conclusive performances on the rugger field. Late in November 
came the most exciting match of the term, where the standard 
surpassed the high level of play in the Bristol match. Against the 
full Millfield team, in a series of close matches, we lost 2-4; but the 
quality of the match can be gauged from the fact that Nigel Whalley 
went round in a remarkable gross 68 (better than the official 
amateur course record), but still lost! The same was true for Crispin 
Wilson, with a most impressive gross score of 71. Just for once, 
the cliche about defeat being no disgrace was merited! 

A large number of members of the Golf Society took part in a 
variety of competitions, which were keenly contested. The main 
one (a cumulative Stableford, played throughout the term) was 
won by R. C. A. Johnson, with A. M. Clarke the runner-up out of 
nearly 30 competitors. A competition for Tuesday golfers was won 
by D. Munden, and that for Wednesday golfers by M. P. Kemp. 

The School's team for the various matches was selected from 
N. K. Whalley (Capt.), R. L. John, G. A. Abel, C.H. A. Wilson, 
M.A. C. Craigen and D.R. Bryant (all of whom have their colours); 
and also Powe, Diehl, Farley, Pryor, Prentice and Sturge. 

N. Whalley, P.T.C. 

Shooting 

Shooting, as an activity, has increased considerably this term. 
This is partly because more C.C.F. boys have been encouraged to 
take part, even if they are not very good, and partly because boys 
have been allowed to join the rifle club without previous service in 
the Corps. Some of the latter have shown considerable potential 
but are on the whole unwilling, and are in any case ineligible, to 
take part in .303 shooting in the summer. 

There have been two matches under Staniforth conditions, 
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one of which was lost and one won. In the latter match A. E. Lee, 
the captain, achieved a possible. In the Dorset League the team 
was doing well until, in one match, it was disqualified owing to a 
technicality. 

Next term the emphasis will be on Country Life shooting. 
Team: 

Dorset League-A. E. Lee, E. M. K. Shaw, C. R. de Mattos, 
H. M. G. Pope, P. M. Cherry. 

C.C.F. Eight-the above plus]. C. V. Thomas, I. C.J. Spencer, 
N. C. Allardyce. 

].P.R. 

Squash 
P. IO, w. 4, L. 6 

Squash this term is only played when the hustle and bustle 
of rugby permits. In spite of this the team was able to perform 
creditably-even if it was depleted at certain times. 

The main two events of the term were the Dorset Schools 
Team Championship and the Premiere National Competition. The 
Dorset Schools was played at Canford and the school lost 2-3 to 
the eventual winners Bryanston. It can safely be said that Sherborne 
had the best player on view in Chip Lindquist, who comfortably 
beat the Bryanston number one by three games to love. Also it was 
pleasing to see Justin Cobb back in action after his endeavours on 
the greensward, winning both his matches. 

In the Premiere Competition the School had a convincing 
5-0 win over Bournemouth and then surprisingly lost to Canford 
2-3 at home, after beating them earlier at Canford. 

The school looks forward to a successful season next term under 
the captaincy of Chip Lindquist. 

My thanks to M.R.G.E-D., who has spent his Tuesday and 
Thursday afternoons in painfully preparing a future race of 
Sherborne Superstar Squash Players. 

Team: J. Cobb, R. Hamilton-Fisher, C. Lindquist, N. 
Whalley, R. Green. Also played: A. Symondson, A. Prentice, B. 
Blackshaw, P. Toomer, C. Leach. 

M.J.C. 


