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Introduction 

Does The Shirburnian follow too rigid a pattern so that each edition is too similar to the 
previous one? 
Is this rigidity dictated by the purposes of the magazine? 
If so, must these purposes be maintained for surely monotony would take the wind out of 
the sails of any intentions, however apparently important? 
Or can one maintain these purposes and act with originality within the established 
framework? 
These are the questions that confront every editor and they are listed here because they will 

help to explain the motives in this edition. The fifth question is the most important: What are 
the purposes of the school magazine in effect? There are two; the first, somewhat mundane 
one is to record the events of the term. This is necessary not just for the archives and parents but 
because one simply cannot have I Musici play in the Abbey and make no permanent record of it 
as though it never happened. One cannot have a successful seven-a-side team and not wallow in 
its success. (Or so they say.) The term must therefore be presented by the Diary and the reporting. 

The second purpose is undoubtedly the more important one. This concerns the letters, 
poetry and articles that are not just important in themselves but, in that they represent ideas 
and attitudes that are extant in the school at the time of that edition. It is these ideas that really 
differentiate Sherborne from other schools and if the magazine is to be a reflection of the 
Sherborne 'identity' then these three sections must prosper. Every school has society meetings 
and athletics matches and even if the nature and details of our own provide some transient 
interest they do not reflect the way Shirburnians are thinking to anything like the same extent. 

For this reason the emphasis has been put on the more individual and creative elements 
without obliterating the reporting elements. In the process a few changes have been made in the 
presentation (though still acting within the framework established by the editions of the last 
few years) simultaneously liberating it from the dangers of becoming too repetitive. This edition 
will therefore not be quite as many will have anticipated even if it does contain all the habitual 
reporting. It will be a relief from expectation if nothing else. But there is change not just for the 
sake of it but because change implies movement and that in itself is a healthy sign. 

There arc two immediate criticisms that confront this approach. That no editor must ever 
impose his own views on the magazine to such an extent as to mould it out of character, is the 
first. However it is precisely the expression of ideas of people other than the editor on which such 
an approach rests. That there is a danger that only the opinions of a few will be heard, is the 
second. In answer one can only say that the views of those that want to be heard will be so, and 
that anyhow this approach is more lucrative than past methods. At any rate change is a pre
requisite of progress (even if it does not imply it). 

More by coincidence than by design 'progress' in its many forms is the theme of this edition. 
The articles seem to be linked by this flimsily defined word though they vary from an appre
ciation of progress in Modern Art to a comparison of the relative merits of the German and 
English education systems. 

All this seems to be rather too much a defence of what follows but it is intended merely to 
clarify and introduce its intentions. Evidently such an introduction is essential; the last attempt 
at change ended in disaster; it was in an effort to upgrade the sports section that the hockey 
articles in the June edition were moved further into the magazine from their habitual ignominious 
position. This produced nothing but storms of protest from sporting individuals who thought 
their section had been invaded! 
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Diary 

First and foremost in this term we would 
like to express our loyal and warm congratula
tions to Her Majesty the Queen in her Silver 
Jubilee Year. 

This was another term in which it 
rained, in which many babies were born, 
and throughout which P.J.S. retained his 
driving licence. The last few weeks have 
seen a number of peculiar sights, ranging 
from A-level candidates to Messrs Brown 
and Howard, hand in hand, performing 
'singing in the reign' at a Jubilee party. 

This particular act was just one at a 
Jubilee evening held by Gramsoc. Another 
memorable sight was the head of the English 
department in a white dress, turban, and 
shoe polish. However, the evening is more 
likely to be remembered for its cider cup; 
originally consisting of lemonade, cider, 
and wine, when the former ran out the cider 
had to be diluted by adding wine, so three 
hundred and fifty people continued to 
drink alternate glasses of wine and cider 
thinking it was all lemonade. 

The next day saw a lot of tired faces 
at senior chapel. Incidentally, this term has 
seen the germination of a new breed of 
sermon, with, apparently, added youth 
appeal; the theory is that by alternating 
biblical quotations with jokes you keep the 
congregation awake. This resulted in some 
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rather intriguing scenes; one gentleman, 
with a total of ten initials before and after 
his name, had to resort to waving a huge 
silver spoon at us. One other point on the 
subject; with renewed calls for voluntary 
chapel, perhaps those against it should be 
reassured by the fact that attendances at 
voluntary chapel have overtaken attendances 
at compulsory services. 

As always the summer term was cram
med with exams, and so the end of term need 
for hair-letting-down was particularly strong. 
It was not surprising, then, that seven 
hundred people crammed into the B.S.R. to 
hear M.J.T. in concert. The programme 
included some old favourites, such as the 
inexterminable 'American Pie', and also a 
few world premieres. One of these was a 
song about the progress of an American 
tourist through Sherborne, and the strange 
sights that he saw, most of which were 
masters; as M.J.T. went through the song, 
for the first time in the evening faces i.n the 
masters' enclosure looked decidedly 
anxious ... 

The Chataway society had one of its 
most interesting seasons to date. The first 
motion was concerned with apathy's domina
tion of Sherborne school; R.G.P. could find 
nobody willing to be a main speaker, and 
when the debate eventually did take place 
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virtually nobody turned up. The second 
meeting was about the Jubilee, or something, 
and was held at the girls' school; one hundred 
and fifty-eight people came along, one 
hundred and forty-one more than usual. 

The Chataway was not the only all 
male institution to be penetrated by girls 
this term. Looking back through my blue
book I see a joint informal concert and a 
rather bizarre sounding joint athletics match. 
·who knows where this will stop? Perhaps 
the rugger season will provide the answer. 

Meanwhile mixed studies have com
pleted their first year, bringing mixed 
reactions. Most seem to have enjoyed them, 
but some found them academically wanting. 
On these grounds, next term there will 
begin some all male discussion groups 
instead; the idea is for a master to enter a 
classroom, say something controversial, and 
wait for the class to erupt into frenzied 
discussion. I admire the optimism. 

Cultural links have also been forged 
with outside; as the number of play pro
ductions rises, the need for female parts 

5 

also rises. The commem production, as 
most of you who endured the packed third 
night I hope have been told, was Henry 
VIII. The other production of this term 
was Harold Pinter's 'The Dumb ·waiter'; 
however, seeing the editor had a leading 
part, I am sure there will be at least a four 
page exclusive with photographs of him 
later in the magazine. 

Cries from The Green that rugger should 
be abolished, Physics not taught, and the 
corps disbanded have been sadly ignored. 
The corps have had a field-day this term, 
and will have their annual camp in the 
holidays. Their luminous spats were one of 
the highlights of commem, and their dexterity 
with fire-extinguishers is remarkable. 

The dining hall has completed its second 
year but still, according to the periodical 
minutes that it chums out, has some pro
blems; 'Chips', it says, 'are still a very 
emotional issue'. As time goes on I hope we 
can learn to live in peace and harmony 
with our colleagues - and with our chips. 

Sherborne Diarist 

Congratulations : To the Cleavers on the birth of their daughter, 
Hanna Elizabeth. 

Toj.H.P.G. on becoming a Fellow of the Society 
of Antiquarians. 

Ave atque Vale 
New members of staff: 
'Ve welcome 

:Miss Hayes to teach Biology, 
l\fr. Schiitzcr-,Veissman to teach English 

and 
Mr. Sutherland-Smith to teach Biology 

and Chemistry. 
'vVe welcome back Fraulein U. E. Dedek 

who will continue to teach German. 
Mr. H. Holmes, retires officially from the 

Modern Languages Department this term, 
though he will cotinue to teach Theology. 
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Dr. D. L. HOLLAND 

It is surprising when a new member of 
Staff arrives in the middle of a term, but 
when he turns out to be a University 
Lecturer in Theology, who was lead trum
peter in the New York Symphony Orchestra 
we discover the presence of a very rare bird. 
Larry Holland's contribution to the intel
lectual appreciation of Theology amongst 
the members of the school has been enor
mous and those of us who feel deeply 
indebted to him hope that the stimulus and 
inspiration he provided will be built upon in 
the future. At times perplexed members of 
the Lower School must have wondered 
whether any biblical material was. t~i:e, and 
whether belief could be a possibility for 
rational man, when sitting at Larry's feet. 
What they have since learnt is that they 
have been given a lively, perceptive and 
open mind whi~h gives t~eir ~hinking. <!; ~ew 
objectivity. Semor boys will miss the civilized 
evenings sharing Mozart, conversation and 
the best German beer with Larry and Jill. 
It is going to be very difficult to replace Dr. 
Holland, we hope that he will enjc;iy his 
time as Dean of American Students m the 
University of Salzburg. 

K.A. 

Obituaries 

We deeply regret having to record the 
sudden death of David Woodward, of 
Harper House, last term. Our sincere 
condolences to his family and close friends. 

We also regret the deaths of fy!iss 
Marion Packer who only recently retired 
from teaching the piano at Sherbome, and 
also of Mr Jack Wharton who taught the 
trumpet here for some years. 

Sadly, at the very beginning of the 
Michaelmas Term, Mr. Sam Hey (House
master of The Green, 1936-57) died. A full 
obituary will appear in the next edition. 
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HENRY HOWARD BAK.ER 
an appreciation. 

I first knew Howard when I was a 
schoolboy over 40 years ago and recognised 
him at once to be a dedicated and efficient 
schoolmaster, whose love for and interest in 
Modern Languages, French and German in 
particul~r, their peoples and ~ouI?-tries, \~ere 
so infect10us as to make a lastmg impress10n. 
Having kept in touch with him off and on 
throughout my subsequent careers, especially 
since entering the teaching profession myself, 
I would like to write this tribute to his 
memory. Apart from his considerable con
tribution through invaluable publications -
sadly he did not live quite long enough to 
see the 100,oooth copy of Ai1e-A1emoire sold 
- he always cared and had time for people, 
young and old, and never spared himself 
when the interests of his pupils or friends 
were concerned. 

Strangers and foreigners alike also found 
in him a ready and true friend, who w~uld 
put himself out in every way to be kmd, 
helpful and encouraging. 

Right up to the end he lived a very full 
life, despite much physical su.ffering and 
handicap for several years, patiently _borne 
although terribly tiresome and frustratmg for 
one who had shown throughout great en
thusiasm and considerable talent in all sport
ing activities ... in hockey, ~hich he help:d 
to introduce to Sherborne, cricket and tenms, 
just to mention his main fortes. 

He also maintained to the end the keen
est interest in all his former pupils, in the 
school he loved and served so well and in his 
efforts in furthering friendly relations between 
British, French and Germans of all ages -
surely a significant contribution to peace and 
mutal understanding. 

I have particular reasons to be grateful 
to him for all the encouragement and help 
he gave me when I started teaching and I 
am sure that I am only one of very many 
who will cherish his memory with infinite 
gratitude. 

Our thoughts go out in sympathy to his 
wife, Beryl, and to all his family. 

Eric Burton Loveluck 
(Abbeylands, 1932-37). 
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Music 
Introduction 

This summer has seen a shorter term than usual but the musical events seem to have been 
as plentiful as ever. Moreover what we have heard has been of an excellent standard. The informal 
concerts continue to flourish and this term saw the start of an idea that one hopes will carry on -
joint concerts with the girls' school. The highlight of the informal concerts was of course the 
grades V to VIII concert ,for which one presumes all aspiring musicians aim. Most of the 
performances were impressive, but perhaps eight piano pieces in succession was a mistake! 
The highlights of the evening were probably Peter Collings playing an extract from a violin 
concerto by Sitt and Richard Paddy playing a valse by Godard; the former was tuneful and 
executed with precise timing, the latter an enjoyable rendering of a taxing piece. 

Instrumentalists have had a busy term, or at least a busy commem. when they seemed to 
be turning up all over the place; in an abbey concert, a chamber orchestra concert, the tattoo, 
the play and speeches. They must be congratulated for their stamina! 

The choir were in good voice as always and apart from delighting the inhabitants of 
Sherborne sang evensong in Bath Abbey. In contrast to the chanting of choristers, some strange 
sounds could be heard issuing from the B.S.R. at the end of term, as the Gramophone society 
enjoyed its annual bout of madness in the form of a Jubilee extravaganza - an evening thoroughly 
enjoyed by all! 

The prize for innovation must go to the authors of 'Stones into Sound', a musical tour of 
Sherborne Abbey - just one example that the music department is, as ever, thriving. 

Roderick Young 

I Musici 
Pina Camirelli joined I Musici for the concert they gave in the Abbey on May 28. They 

began with the Concerto Grosso Op 6 no 3 by Corelli. This was in six movements, the slow ones 
always balanced by the faster ones. 

The second item was Vivaldi's well-known Concerto in A minor for two violins, strings and 
continuo, Op 3 no 8. The first movement was played lightly and gracefully. In the second the 
beautiful slow melodies were played with great warmth by the soloists. The last movement 
was taken very quickly, which allowed the virtuosity of the soloists to be fully appreciated! 
This was the highlight of the evening, showing I Musici at their best. 

The third item was the Sonata in G major for strings by Rossini. This light and joyful work 
was composed by Rossini when he was only twelve years old! Although it was well executed, 
it seemed rather out of place among the Baroque works of the rest of the programme. 

After the interval Pina Camirelli was the soloist in Bach's E major violin concerto. This 
was a rather disappointing performance as Pina Camirelli failed to maintain clarity in her 
tone, and in places synchronisation was not good. The first movement was taken rather too 
slowly. 

The last work in the programme was a Concerto for three violins, strings and continuo 
probably by Bach. This authorship is doubted as he is known to have made many transcriptions 
of the works of other composers, in particular Vivaldi, and the manuscript is lost. This rich and 
harmonious work, although more enjoyable than the E major violin concerto, still lacked clarity. 

I Musici's visit was enjoyed by all, even if they played better on their 1975 visit. 
Brian Schiele 
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Commem. The Abbey Recital 
On the Friday night of commem. we were treated to an excellent recital of music in the 

beautiful surroundings of the Abbey. 
The second orchestra started the evening, filling the Abbey with the flowing strains of 

Handel's March from "Scipio" followed by Vltava by Smetana. The orchestra were on top 
form and succeeded in giving a fine performance. 

This was followed by the first movement of a Orondahl concerto for trombone and piano, 
with John Pocock playing the trombone and B.R.J. at the piano. The strident notes of the trom
bone were sent confidently ringing around the building in an accomplished rendering of the 
piece. 

In contrast to the last item we were next entertained by the quieter tones of a suite by 
Milhaud, with Brian Schiele on violin, Richard Hosford on clarinet and Daniel Lloyd on the 
piano. The trio were well suited to each other and played this somewhat impressionistic piece 
with great coordination. 

The last three items on the programme were played by the school orchestra, conducted by 
Brian Judge. They whetted the appetite with Borodin's overture to "Prince Igor" before giving 
a superb rendering of the less easy Double Piano concerto in D minor by Poulenc. The piano 
parts were supplied by Roderick Leece and Stephen Matthews, whose synchronisation was a 
pleasure to listen to. The sudden changes in mood and volume were tackled well, particularly 
by confident strings. 

The evening was triumphantly brought to a close with a composition of Mr. Witchell's 
entitled March XXV and the Friday night audience were privileged to be attending the world 
premiere! The success of the piece can be judged by the fact that people could be heard whistling 
the main tune well after the event was over. This concert was surely one of the highlights of 
commem. and an evening into which much hard work had been put. 

The Chamber Concert, O.S.R. 
This was the most perfect event of Commem. Although less flamboyant in content and 

quieter in reception it was no less ambitious than other events and if there is any value in 
equating success then the calm perfection of this Concert was most striking. The programme 
opened with Concerto in D for Trumpet, Strings and Continua by Torelli with Andrew Bruce 
playing the solo part. There was an elaborate explanation on the programme as to why the 
trumpet was silent in the slow movement - when he did play it was with precision and with an 
interesting contrast to the quality of the strings. Although rather similar to other works we have 
heard recently by Vivaldi, James Wilding and David Cronk gave an admirable rendering of the 
Concerto Grosso in A Minor. They worked well together and with the orchestra. The first 
movement was slightly heavy but perhaps this is a criticism of the music. The gradual change in 
mood - from energetic to lyrical - in Handel's Concerto No. 2 in B flat for Harpsichord and 
Strings was well brought out by Jonathan Pryor. The last movement was played particularly 
beautifully. After the interval David Tomson gave a show of confidence in Marcello's Oboe 
Concerto in C Minor. It would not be undermining the rest of the concert to say that this was 
outstandingly played by the orchestra as much as by the soloist. The Concert ended with Corelli's 
Concerto Grosso in F Major played by Brian Schiele and Julia Wells. The music is intriguing as 
much as beautiful and the playing was clear and expressive. Generally it was a concert where 
one was struck by the professional attitude taken not only by the soloists but by the orchestra. 
The sound they made could not have been made by endless practice alone. The intimate 
atmosphere of the Old School Room also added to the overall ambience. Congratulations and 
thanks must go toJ.I.W.D. in particular. 
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A Piano Quartet 
A quiet and thoroughly enjoyable concert was given by Mr. Knott, Mr. Davies and two 

visiting players. This is the best kind of concert to go to at Sherborne because you are guaranteed 
superb playing in an appropriately intimate atmosphere and there are none of the frustrations 
of larger scale performances. Even so one suggestion might be made: a relatively small audience 
may be taken for granted on such occasions and ifthe seating was arranged with this in mind we 
would not get empty rows in front and people at the back, but rather establish an even greater 
intimacy with the players. 

On this occasion the programme was Mozart and Brahms. Although the Mozart was 
precise and clear it did not seem to hang together as well as the Brahms. One got the impression 
that the players enjoyed the Brahms more: the coordination was more exact and Nicole Lead
better seemed to be more in control. Nevertheless the Mozart was light and highly entertaining. 
The Brahms was more serious and moving, as one might expect. The contrast was a successful 
one. Such expert playing together with the summer evening sunlight filling the O.M.S. made a 
most pleasant concert. Thank you. · · 

Stones into Sound 
The Abbey on a clear May evening provided the setting for a novel musical event devised 

by B.R.J., Richard Hosford and John Pocock. "Stones into Sound" proved to be a most en
joyable musical tone of the Abbey church. The music was provided by thirteen singers and 
four instrumentalists, Richard Hosford playing an unusual wind instrument known as a 'crum
horn'. The scene was set with a 12th century plainsong in the porch, after which J.H.P.G. 
(whose knowledge of Sherborne architecture seems inexhaustable) told us the history of the 
porch, then J.R.K. related the history of the music to us - thus was set the style of the evening. 

The 'tour' took in most of the main features of the Abbey and music appropriate to each 
section was chosen, each piece being of a later date then the one before, so that we started with 
the twelfth century 'Benedicamus Domino' in the twelfth century porch and ended with Byrd's 
'Agnus Dei' in the centre of the building. The Leweston tomb provided a delightful setting for 
Byrd's 'O Lord, make thy servant Elizabeth', a song written for the first Queen, but as Dr. 
Kershaw pointed out, just as fitting for the second. The evening not only gave people a chance 
to learn more of the Abbey but a chance to hear some early English music often sadly neglected. 

drama: King Henry VIII 
Technically "Henry VIII" was one of the most ambitious of dramatic productions to be 

played at Sherborne. The vast pageantry fitted the lavishness of Jubilee Year splendidly - so 
much so, that Cranmer's fortelling of the future glory of Queen Elizabeth, at the end of the play, 
appeared somewhat engineered. Perhaps, however, that is being too cynical because the audience 
as a whole, seemed to respond cheerfully at the end. 

But the success of the pageantry makes up little for the fact that in some ways this was one 
of the weakest plays to be performed at Sherborne for years. Unlike "Draconcore" the term 
before, "Henry VIII" failed to produce the emotive appeal. The fault, however, lies not in the 
production but in the play itself. I have said the production of "Henry VIII" was technically 
ambitious and I can certify that it was also technically successful allowing for tl1e limitations of 
the B.S.R. in space and structure. The stage was well constructed and R.S.G.'s use of the central 
aisle of the audience as a projection of the stage provided a greater feeling of movement and an 
intimacy with the audience. Forty-five actors is a large cast by any means and praise should go 
to R.S.G. for not making the limitations of space seem unbearable. The acting too was largely 
without fault. Although none of the principal actors excelled in their parts they nonetheless 
played them with an ability and consistency which deserves praise: Greg Jackson and Thomas 
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Pierpont in particular. The minor actors did not play their parts with the same vigour although 
each one added another touch of colour to the pageantry. Collectively, however, the actors all 
deserve praise for doing justice to a play which involves such dramatic restrictions. 

"Henry VIII" is written in a completely different vein to other Shakespeare plays. In 
fact there are doubts as to whether he wrote it at all. What distinguishes it from his other 
plays is that it is written as historical pageant rather than drama. The only drama is in the 
conflict between Henry and Wolsey; Buckingham and Catherine of Aragon but, despite the 
efforts of the actors, the play is far too episodic to allow this drama any consistency. As an 
historical pageant, however, "Henry VIII" is a splendid exposition of that King and his court. 
R.S.G. certainly exploited its history and flamboyancy to the full and, if we ignore its lack of 
drama, the play was an admirable choice for a Jubilee commemoration. 

The Dumb Waiter 
'But then Pinter is funny ... in both senses.' 
This was the conclusion of the reporter on the last production of a Pinter play at Sher borne 

(The Birthday Party performed by Lyon House) and it certainly seemed to be the reaction to the 
Agora production of The Dumb Waiter. The audience were amused by such exchanges as 'Why 
have they sent us back the tea?' ... 'Maybe it isn't tea time' but even such light humour did 
not stop the modern 'kitchen sink' style from being somewhat baffling. What Pinter is striving 
to do in this one-act play is to set up a situation - in fact an alarming and unexpected situation 
out of a mundane setting. The 'moment' in the play is the very end when the two hired gun
men (the only actors) simultaneously realise that one of them (Gus) is to be the victim on this 
occasion. The way this situation suddenly builds up out of the conversation that forms the entire 
play suggests that Pinter has taken a leaf out of Racine's book in an effort to 'make something 
out of nothing'. Gus' unwillingness to serve the outside authority (the messages from the dumb 
waiter) is a product of his stubborn idiocy and forms the psychological part of the conversation 
that is otherwise a marvellous insight and appraisal of a class attitude. It was interesting that 
one member of the audience suggested that the person operating the dumb waiter (always 
referred to as 'upstairs' by Gus) was in fact a symbol of God or at least some controlling force 
(society?). Certainly the relationship of incomprehensibility and awe between Gus and it 
implies this. 

The producer, Giles Woolveridge, added to the atmosphere and drama - the menace - of the 
play though certainly did not make it any easier to understand by deciding to perform it 'in the 
round' and set up a strong actor to audience relationship. When at the beginning the actors 
nonchantly took their seats amongst the audience who were already surrounded by scenery 
there was some doubt as to who was actually doing the acting. The actors' action was no more 
important than the audience's reaction. In the world of Ben and Gus the audience were mere 
flies on the wall. But in the higher reality of the drama of that particular play as acted by Simon 
Tuke and Giles Tillotson, they were vital to it and participated by reacting to the actors (most 
obviously when the latters fired direct questions at them). In that sense it would have been more 
logical if the actors had written this report - it is easier for two people to write a report on fifty 
rather than vice-versa. 

On the whole, I think they must admit, we behaved rather well. After the initial embarrass
ment of being told in front of forty-nine other people that 'You look a bit off, what's the matter 
with you?' the audience settled down and began to enjoy it. Put fifty people in a dingy kitchen 
with banal wallpaper and two hit men and you can expect almost any reaction - they got them. 
Congratulations to the team ... and audience. 
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The Agora 
Symposium was not quite the order of the day at the Agora's first meeting of the term 

thoughJ.I.W.D.'s paper had been previously presented under such circumstances. The surplus 
of biscuits and coffee however did something to rectify this .The aim of the meeting was to 
present a mock trial of Berlioz (he was accused of abuse of the orchestra and extravagance). 
Celebrities such as Mendelssohn and \Vagner were called to witness and extracts of Berlioz's 
music were played to allow the audience to form their own impressions and act as jury. The 
verdict was left open though the meeting ended with an extract from the Symphonic Fantastique: 
March to the Scaffold. 

Giles \V'oolveridge produced Harold Pinter's The Dumb Waiter of which there is a full report 
on page ten. It was performed twice, firstly to the Agora only and then as an open meeting. A 
production in 'the theatre of the round' was something new to Sherborne and this was a good 
opportunity to introduce it since the feeling of inclosure emphasised that theme in the play. 

The final meeting was given by l\1erlin Lewis, on Voltaire. After a brief and lucid intro
duction to Voltaire's life and ideas we discussed the influence of the philosophe movement on 
the French Revolution, the validity of Deism as a popular religion and the opposing force of 
Romanticism embodied by Rousseau amongst other aspects. Altogether they were three very 
stimulating meetings though the society is progressing not without its "teething problems". 
I wish more members would realise their obligation to attend since this would make the effort 
more worthwhile. 

Honorary Secretary. 

The Hellfire Club 
This year has seen the club rise again (Phoenix-like) from its ashes under the auspices of 

P.S.F. Mrs. Macnaghten has kindly let us invade her sitting room and in elegant and com
fortable surroundings we passed eight enjoyable evenings. 

The first paper was given jointly by Giles Tillotson and the secretary and asked the question 
"Oliver Cromwell: saint or sinner?" and the general opinion seemed to point to his being a 
sinner. Only the one meeting was managed in the winter term; however this was made up for 
in the short lent term with three very different papers. Simon Tuke talked about the con
troversial subject of electoral reform, from Richard Payne we learnt about 'Cortes and Monte
zuma' and David Reffell and David Moore rounded the term off with a philosophical sparring 
match between Hobbes and Locke. 
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If you wished to learn about the pleasant art of 'defenestration' Stephen Rich's paper on 
'The Reformation in Bohemia', at the start of the summer term was the place to be. James 
Wilding provided the next meeting with the provoking title "The Wonderful World of Moderate 
Socialism?"; this paper stimulated a heated but enjoyable political debate. Tony Duckworth 
and Dominic Frost followed with "Danton and Robespierre" and Mike Ware and Mike 
Davenport finished a successful year with the intriguing paper "Hitler: should he have suc
ceeded" - naturally Mike Davenport, trying objectively to point to some of the Fiihrer's more 
positive policies, had much prejudice to overcome! 

Our thanks then to P.S.F. for all his work and to the Macnaghtens for allowing a year's 
worth of biscuit crumbs to be trodden into their carpet! 

News board 
This term the Silver Jubilee gave us an ideal opportunity to look back into the past, and so 

after delving into the archives we have been able to display articles written in 1952 expressing 
the views of Sherborne at that time. In fact the topics for discussion were very much the same as 
they are now, notably the debate about compulsory chapel and a long tirade against the House 
Cross Country run. Indeed there was one article which seemed to go a long way towards answer
ing the complaints about chapel today, that the services would be far more bearableifweputmore 
into them ourselves, instead of sitting around in an apathetic heap. . 

Also in celebration of the Jubilee we interviewed P.C.B. on his memories of 25 years ago. 
In this interview he said that the Sherborne boy of today compares very favourably with those 
of 25 years ago, apparently being "open to reason, rational and articulate". However he did 
think us all mad to be so much influenced by the trends of clothing, pop-music, etc., and he left 
us with the advice that we should laugh more, especially at ourselves. 

Apart from the Jubilee, we have tried to promote Newsboard as a medium for discussion 
by all members of our society, and we have had several debates in which both boys and masters 
have taken part. These included a vigorous debate on the merits of comprehensive education, 
in which Dermot Turing, supported by several other people, attacked the idea of equality in 
education, i.e. mixed ability classes, as this often leads to the intelligent members of the form 
being frustrated, while the least intelligent members are still left behind, because the teacher is 
trying to come to a compromise between the two. L.E.C.B. replied that on the contrary, mixed 
ability classes can often be a success, and in the instigation of discussion and in stimulating pupils 
to learn for themselves they can be an advantage. 

As a result of James Wilding's complaints at the extortionate price of British Rail and at 
the lack of a coach service as an alternative, there was a debate on what should be done about 
the railways, in whichJ.R.G.B. advocated the reopening of rural lines purely as a social service 
to provide an adequate transport system for the poor and old. He argued that the worst thing 
that happened to B.R. was the Beeching Axe on economic grounds; anyway the savings that 
were hoped to be made, in fact never were. James Taylor replied that B.R. is a 'Lame Duck' 
and that the railways are an outmoded form of transport and should therefore be allowed to 
die in favour of the long term proposal for a "strategic road network" which could then support 
more bus services. 

Apart from these two topics, various other subjects were discussed, including a short but 
heated outburst by various members of School House about the advantages and disadvantages 
of allowing cars in the courts. We are very grateful to Mrs. Heseltine for her article putting 
forward the idea that boys should actually invite staff into the dining room for meals with them. 
We should also thank P.J.W. for his weekly "letters from Coldharbour" which have beenamusing 
satires often on controversial issues, and all those who have written reports for us this term on 
matches, debates and concerts, etc. 

So although the competitions for satires and cartoons were poorly subscribed, we have 
maintained a full spread throughout the term including letters from a wide variety of people 
including some juniors. Thank you to all who have read or contributed to Newboard this term. 

N.C.R. Isaac 
S.M. Hogg 
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Commemoration 
1977 

Two years ago it rained for most of 
Commem; last year it rained on the Friday 
and this year the seemingly impossible 
occurred - it did not rain at all! So for once 
the annual blossoming of exciting hats was 
not stemmed by unkind weather. 

Festivities appeared to start earlier than 
ever this year - no doubt because of the 
Silver Jubilee. The Tuesday of Commem 
week saw a barbecue - half of the money 
raised going to the Jubilee fund for young 
people. This was followed by a very enjoy
able M.J.T. concert, perhaps the highlight 
being the saga of an American in Sherborne 
and the pedagogues that he meets, but the 
less said about that the better .... 

Anyone entering the courts on Thursday 
afternoon might be forgiven for imagining 
that the inmates of a lunatic asylum were 
at large. People were rushing around taking 
part in diverse and bizarre activities - Jeux 
sans frontieres had hit Sherborne. Nine 
teams (eight house teams, including some 
gullible girls, and a combined Foster's/ 
Lord Digby's team) competed in an 'It's a 
Knockout' extravaganza. Lyon House came 
first, although whether this makes it the 
most lunatic house is a debatable point. 

Commem proper started on Friday 
and I think that it is fair to say that the 
exhibitions were not generally up to their 
usual standard - with a few notable excep
tions. The Beckett Room was as usual a 
delight for the antiquarian and non anti
quarian alike. This year the librarian had 
appropriately mounted an exhibition of 
books relating the history of past monarchs 
until the present day. Going from one 
type of antiquity to another, the history 
exhibition was very impressive. History 
projects done over the past year were on 
display, reflecting just about every aspect 
of early Sherborne history including exten
sive histories of Sherborne's saints - Saint 
Stephen Harding is one of our more notable 
old boys; however ShirbU:rnians no longer 

13 

seem to achieve saintly status! The exhibition 
also contained an account of Mrs. Barker's 
dig behind Arthur Cooper's which has 
proved to be very exciting; the photograph 
of the interior of the wine store was pre
sumably to show how the archaeologists 
keep refreshed! 

The chemistry exhibition proved to be 
a popular attraction even if a nerve racking 
one for the non scientists, who were startled 
every few minutes by the janging of a bell, 
set off by hydrogen pushing mercury around 
a manometer and so completing a circuit. 
And if the ladies ever wondered how their 
stockings were made, the answer was there 
in a display of the production of nylon! 

After the excellent efforts of previous 
years the T.A.C. exhibition was disappointing 
- there was a lack of interesting and baffiing 
circuits this year. The centrepiece of the 
display was a model railway with very real 
looking scenery. 

Anyone entering the art school with 
the intention of seeing an art exhibition was 
in for a surprise. Opening the door they 
descended down a tunnel and found them
selves under a large white dome where 
flashing lights were activated by the fre
quency of their voice! They had unwjttingly 
stumbled upon the fascinating 6J:h form 
Environmental Exhibition, conceived by 
Andrew Neubauer and built by many other 
boys with l\fr. Cole. Once in the dome the 
unsuspecting victim was directed into a 
maze that wound around the art school in 
darkness and semi-darkness, with false pas
sages to lead one astray and mattresses and 
various other objects for the uneasy traveller 
to fall foul of! The final stretch found the 
victim's arms crawling with ama:ba 
images of course. 

The art exhibition itself could be 
found in the O.M.S. and while there were 
many interesting designs, two names stick 
out for their superb work - A. S. Leppard 
and A. Stock, the former for his fascinating 
paintings and the latter for his delicate and 
extraordinarily accurate drawings of birds. 
The pottery of James Burgess was also 
fascinating and a comparatively calm release 
from the grotesques suspended on the 
facade of the O.M.S. - a concrete hulk by 
John Devitt and a psychedelic vice by 
Andrew Stock. 



Despite its isolated and far removed 
position the West Mill exhibition stirred 
up much interest. Many who had seen its 
dilapidated state last year could not help 
but be impressed by the progress made. The 
Mill now has a back wall and a roof, as a 
result of which the exhibition of its history 
could be held in the building itself, instead 
of in a tent as last year. But most exciting of 
all was the mill wheel which, static since 
1958, is now going round again. The West 
Mill work force have painted it black, 
picking out the bolts and lettering in .gol?, 
which records that the wheel was built m 
1877, the spokes have been painted in -
wait for it - Harper House blue, and quite 
right too! 

Exhibitions were not of course the only 
events to be seen. A spectacular gym display 
took place on the 6th form green and some 
very amusing modem language plays on 
the 5th form green, by which Mr. Niven 
showed the different variety of languages 
spoken in the school. 

For once the weather permitted cricket 
to take place, so the Head of School had an 
excuse for turning up to speeches in cricket 
flannels. Speeches this year found a new 
location in the courts and although the 
headmaster did not have to compete with a 
helicopter, he did have to clutch the micro
phone, to prevent it blowing away! The 
wind did not seem to bother the 1st XI who 
beat the Pilgrims in a hard fought game. 

The courts were made use of rather 
differently in the evenings, after the play, 
with a very enjoyable tattoo. The tattoo 
began with an epilogue to the play during 
which, much to the amazement of the 
audience, horses galloped across the gravel 
bearing members of the cast. King Henry 
VIII and Queen Catherine watched the 
proceedings from a favourable vantage 
point and at the end of the evening Henry 
led the cheers for Queen Elizabeth II 
(Gregg Jackson has done wonders for 
Anglo-American relations!). Perhaps most 
unforgettable about the tattoo was Charlie 
Bishop's Silly Squad, whose marvellous 
stupidity was a pleasure to watch! It was 
good to see Mr. Grant again - even if he 
was on top of the tower and in a kilt. The 
evening was rounded off with a firew?rk 
display and the band marched out playmg 
the Carmen, without which no Commem 
would be complete. 
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Dear Sir, 
A propos of the closing lines of the 

Sevens team report in the June edition (a 
quotation from the Daily Telegraph) I would 
like in answer to quote from a letter from 
The Shirburnian of about fifty years ago that 
shows that the bones of contention in Sher
bome debating seldom change: "Let's close 
this correspondence on games - the athletes 
don't seem to know what they are talking 
about and the aesthetes certainly don't." 
Having thus sued for peace the correspondent 
sportingly signed himself, 

"Yours sincerely, 
F. E. Lump." 

From a letter in the edition of October 1877 
written by a Shirburnian en route for Australia. 

Nov. 17 - Here we are wading at the 
rate of 4 miles an hour through the Suez 
Canal. It is so narrow that, if you want to 
pass another vessel, you have to go into a 
little siding, as it were, and wait. You cannot 
imagine anything more ugly than it is, 
solid banks of mud on each side! The 
flamingoes are a wonderful sight, and, till 
they are pointed out to you, you cannot 
understand the dense masses of white. It is 
very hot, just like the hottest room in a 
Turkish bath. All the Indian passengers 
leave us here, I am sorry to say. Notwith
standing the heat we have some fun, every 
afternoon lawn tennis, manback polo or 
cricket; but this last has been stopped by our 
captain, as unfortunately yesterday I shied 
a ball at a half-caste, who was standing in 
the way, and I fancy he was rather hurt ... 
We had a sad thing happen this morning: 
a poor young man, named White, went into 
his cabin to wash his hands for dinner, and, 
as he did not reappear we looked in, and 
found him lying in his berth quite dead. 

It was heart disease, so he was wrapped 
in a sail cloth and quietly dropped overboard 
to the words of the burial service only four 
hours after he died, the body could not be 
kept ... Dec. II th: Last Monday we steamed 
into the harbour at Singapore. . . we have 
a drawback to perfect happiness in the 
shape of 250 Chinese, who smell powerfully. 
Singapore itself is an old place, most of the 
houses being built on piles some 4 feet from 
the ground in consequence of the floods ... 

Are Shirburnians becoming less adventurous ? 
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The Dragoncore Tour . .... . 

Dear Sir, 
The Dragoncore company left England 

on April 28th for three weeks in America. 
The first ten days were spent at Masconomet 
regional High School, outside Boston. The 
school itself was a revelation, both in size, 
with about 1,200 students, and in the life
style. Classes on the whole were informal, 
and of a lower standard than equivalent 
ones in Sherborne. The school buses pick 
students up at 7.30 a.m., however, and 
lessons start at 8.oo a.m. In every classroom 
there is an internal telephone, and, of course, 
the Stars and Stripes. 

Here we also gained our first view of the 
American way of life, staying with the 
families of students. The area was termed 
suburban, but in fact the houses were mostly 
built on 2-acre lots, which gives some 
impression of the amount of space everywhere. 

The same cannot be said of New York, 
which we visited over Easter weekend. It is 
one of the most densely populated cities in 
the world, and the view from the top of 
the World Trade Centre was probably the 
most breathtaking sight to which we were 
treated. During our stay we went to see a 
show on Broadway, afterwards going up the 
Empire State Building; many of us went to 
the Anglican cathedral, saw the Easter 
parade, and visited the Statue of Liberty. 
We also had the benefit of a lengthy Grey
hound journey, which was in fact quicker 
than and as comfortable as a train journey 
would have been. 

The New York visit was during our 
stay at Phillips Academy, Andover, who 
brought the "Thurber Carnival" to England 
during the Easter term. This was a great 
contrast to I\1asconomet. The most striking 
factor was size, a vast complex spread over 
the whole town, and the amount of money 
injected into the school. An appeal had 
recently been launched for $50 million. 
Things were much better organised than at 
Masconomet, and the facilities were vast 
and various, including four dining halls, 
a radio station, and a theatre to hold 1,100. 

The American way of life is in many 
ways as I had imagined it, with Macdonalds 
hamburger stores everywhere, proclaiming 
"over 21 billion served". However there 
appears to be a considerable ecological 
feeling, a move away from junk-food and 



huge, disposable cars. This is shown by the 
large number of Volvos on the road. The 
shops are enormous, often housed in great 
complexes called malls. The Sunday papers 
consist of as many as 20 parts, mostly adver
tisements that nobody reads. The most 
remarkable phenomenon, however, is Ameri
can television. Broadcasting on over 10 

channels, it operates from about 8.oo a.m. 
to 3.00 a.m. Station identification is frequent 
and monotonous and there is no apparent 
break between programmes and commer
cials, which can cause confusion. 

It is impossible to sum up our visit in 
such a short space, but suffice it is to say that 
we had some of our myths about America 
shattered, and quite a few upheld. One that 
was emphatically supported was that of 
American hospitality, which we will all 
remember for a long time. By the way, 
"Dragoncore" was a great success. 

Yours faithfully, 

Sixth Form Uniform 

Dear Sir, 

Simon Tuke 

I heartily condone the new regulations 
concerning school uniform. Whilst I am a 
believer in uniforms as such this is a move 
which to some extent will bring about the 
much needed unification between the Upper 
and Lower Sixth. Nowadays if one refers to 
"The Sixth Form" the question inevitably 
returns "Which one?" or there is an assump
tion that you mean the Upper Sixth. A 
union is essential not only to what you might 
call "academic atmosphere" but also because 
the Sixth Form must be the governing body 
in the School and the senior part of it has 
other commitments. Therefore a greater 
reliance on the Lower Sixth in that function 
would be helpful. Leaving aside the factor 
that giving more personal choice encourages 
responsibility this union will be (I hope) the 
most important effect of the new rule. 

On the other hand the reintroduction 
of the boater can serve only to alienate us 
from the town for the sake of a little senti
mental indulgence. It seems, however,· that 
very few people have taken advantage of this 
rule and perhaps this is the best state of 
affairs. 

Yours hopefully, 
A Sixth Former 

King Henry VIII 
Dear Sir, 
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Having had the opportunity to read 
the report on the production of "King 
Henry VIII" I feel that I must comment 
since I think the criticism is confused and 
inaccurate. I agree with his fundamental 
point that the performance "failed to pro
duce the emotive appeal" but, contrary to 
what the report says, the fault lies not in the 
play as such, but in the occasion. Although 
the diction was not always very good (and 
this did not help to stimulate an "emotive 
appeal") it was not a good occasion for the 
play. It is a poor argument to blame the 
play - if it is the wrong one another one 
should have been chosen. It is an even poorer 
argument to doubt the authorship of the 
play. Has not every Shakespeare play been 
ascribed to someone else? What has this to do 
with our production? I consider that it was 
not a good choice for a Commem. play 
because it was rather too heavy. It is not the 
only play with pageantry and while I 
accept the point about that, Shakespeare 
(or was it Marlowe?) wrote several plays 
about the other King Henrys ! The nature 
of the play, which your reporter describes at 
length, meant that the performance was 
doomed to fail to produce not merely the 
emotive appeal but the intellectual appeal as 
well. But blame not the production and 
certainly not the play itself but, if anything, 
the choice. This point your reporter got 
round his neck; the second one he almost 
entirely ignored. 

This is, that from a purely visual point 
of view the production was superb - this is 
the importance of the pageantry. The stage 
was not so much "well constructed" as 
exceedingly imaginative and artistic. In 
fact all the props were very good and the 
anonymous team that always misses the 
limelight really deserves praise. The report 
graciously congratulates R.S.G. for coping 
with the large cast when in fact its visual 
effect was what made the play. One was fully 
entertained by watching the choreography 
as one watches a Kaleidoscope. However, 
despite the clarity of the two principal 
actors - Greg Jackson and Tom Pierpont -
as a play it was not a flamboyant success. 
(Comparison with "Dragoncore" is hardly 
appropriate; perhaps the producer intended 
a sharp contrast.) We have learnt something 
from it at least. Whatever the verdict con
gratulations to all those that put effort into 
it. 
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Nine Men's Morris 

Dear Sir, 
The diagram below is the board for a 

game with a great variety of names but most 
commonly called Nine Men's Morris. The 
French have some sea-food-ish name for it 
like Merelles. It is clearly a very old game 
and better remembered on the continent 
than in England. The board layout appears 
on Roman tiles, at the Parthenon and on the 
deck of a Viking ship. It was most popular 
here in Tudor times. It is fascinating to note 
that Dr. Hyde (not of Jekell fame) records 
in his Hist Nerdiludii that the game then had 
at least eight names that arc all more or 
less the same. Often the lines were cut out 
of the turf of the village green and perhaps 
this behaviour led to the reference in "A 
Midsummer Night's Dream": 

"The Nine Men's Morris is fill'd up with 
mud 

And the quaint mazes on the wanton 
green, 

For lack of tread are indistinguishable." 
Or perhaps not: there may have been heavy 
rain on the dancing green. 

The rules of the game are as follows. 
The two players have nine counters each and 
put one in tum on any point on the maze 
where two or more lines meet (there are 
twenty-four such places). \Vhen all the 
counters are on the board each player in 
tum then moves one of his counters at a time 
along a line to another unoccupied position. 
He may not jump over a position or leave 
the line. If there is no unoccupied node at 
one position away from any of his counters a 
player loses his turn and continues to do so 
until the situation changes. The aim of the 
game is to reduce your opponent to just two 
counters. You may remove any one of his 
counters at your choice if you succeed in 
forming a straight line of three counters. You 
may not remove a counter that is part of 
such a line (called a "mill" in the official 
jargon). If the opponent has no counter 
that is not part of a mill then you cannot 
remove one. Having formed a mill a player 
can break it up again - it is of no use since 
one mill only allows the maker to remove 
one of the opponents' counters. However a 
player can break it up by moving one 
counter out of the mill and then form a new 
mill by moving it back in the next go. 
Although in fact reconstituted this new mill 
counts and allows the maker to remove 
another counter. 
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A good strategy would therefore be to 
set up two potential adjacent mills which 
are joined at the centre. For example the 
top line of the board and the second line. 
This means that the middle counter of the 
top line can move down the joining line and 
become the middle counter of the second line. 
If it goes to and fro it will create and destroy 
a mill each time. The operation needs five 
counters. The only way to attack this 
strategy is to remove one of the counters of 
the row at that time unoccupied by the 
centre counter, and therefore not a mill (if 
you see what I mean). 

These are the simple rules. There is an 
additional rule that when one player is 
reduced to three counters he may jump or 
skip to any unoccupied space on the board 
rather than move to an adjacent one. (That 
is to say his counters may jump or skip.) 
If eventually the opponent is reduced to 
three counters as well then the same applies 
to him. This is an interesting rule as it 
allows a player who has done badly at the 
beginning of a game to make up lost ground. 

If revitalised here, the game could be 
an answer to the Eton Wall game. It is a 
simple matter to make a board and two sets 
of nine counters of different colours. The 
skill involved is most intriguing. However, 
Mr. Spink will be delighted to hear, if you 
are bored with Nine l\1en's Morris the board 
(ha, ha) can be used as a Maze with no 
solution. \Vell what's so amazing about that? 
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Progress 
Dear Sir, 

A letter in your last edition began with 
the words, "few would deny the need for 
progress in a school, and certainly Sherborne 
has seen, in the past few years, a great many 
changes". The words "change" and "pro
gress" are used frequently in any ancient 
establishment for its members - and this is 
true of Sherborne - seem to feel that it is no 
use hanging onto traditions if they contribute 
nothing to the present but nostalgia. Even if 
our enthusiasm for progress is kept within 
bounds by such catch phrases as -

"plus ~a change, plus c' est la meme chose" 
and 

"Progress would be wonderful if only it 
would stop." 

we nevertheless feel the need for forward 
motion. In the minds of many progress at 
Sherborne means the abolition of outdated 
regulations and recognizably unmodern rules. 
The rule, passed last term, that boaters 
may once again be worn may be considered 
not progress since it merely restores. What is 
not considered is that what the rule actually 
restores - the ethos of the boater rather 
than the straw object itself - is really worth 
restoring. An endless stream of rules abolish
ing things that are not absolutely necessary 
because they are not modern would end in 
destroying something that is essential -
atmosphere. 

However this is not to suggest that the 
future holds nothing of the ideas of the past. 
We can learn from it- that is the importance 
of cause and effect - and it is possible that we 
may lose out by attempting to fight off the 
modern too. This thought struck me when I 
saw a copy of the present "Student's Charter". 
One of the articles reads "All school rules 
apply to students". The philosophy behind 
giving students extra privileges (that at one 
time even included smoking) was to teach 
responsibility - rather a modern idea in 
public schools. Unfortunately one year 
abused the privileges and immediately they 
were all swept away. This year there is no 
choice of accommodation: all the students 
must live in Cutlers. To punish people for 
other's vices is how you treat the under-fives. 
Many years ago Winston Churchill rebuked 
the headmaster of Sherborne in The Times 
for holding the policy of General punish
ment. Surely it is realised that people resent 
being treated in an undignified manner and 
will react against it until they are taught 

THE SHIRBURNIAN 

responsibility by being given responsibility 
and trusted with it. May we see a reversal in 
the barring of student privileges? It is more 
important than the question of boaters! 

Horace Vachel! 
Dear Sirs, 
I was very interested in your memoirs 

of Horace Vachell, in the current issue of 
The Shirburnian. 
I knew Horace Vachell quite well in my 
twenties & thirties; he was a distinguished 
member of my club: The Authors'. On his 
ninetieth birthday we gave him a dinner, at 
which he made a delightfully rotund and 
mellow speech. Afterwards he, Compton 
Mackenzie, Douglas Jenold and I settled 
down to a literary obbligato in the smoking 
room. Mackenzie and Jenold were then in 
their seventies and sixties respectively, but 
Vachell was the liveliest of the whole party! 
Brandy after brandyservedonlytointensifythe 
cavalier gleam in his eye; and at 4 a.m., when 
I had been more than ready for bed for three 
hours, he was as fresh as when I handed him 
his first aperitif at 7 p.m. ! 

He was certainly prolific, though not, 
I think, the "most prolific writer of our 
century." Simenon, for example has written 
over twice as much. 

Q_uinneys was, of course, a novel before 
becoming a play. An interesting quirk is that 
John Chanty is described as having been 
"edited" by him. I never asked him why. It 
is a straightforward romantic adventure of 
California in the early years of Victoria's 
reign. 

When I last saw him he was as impec
cably dressed as ever, with the high white 
stiff collar you mention, a grey cravat with 
a pearl pin, an embroidered cream waistcoat 
(he pronounced this correctly as "weskit") 
and a black jacket and striped trousers 
above beautifully polished shoes. It was his 
customary outfit. As always, too, he was 
fruity and gracious. He never patronised. 

Yours sincerely 
Russel McKinnon Croft 

Dear Sir, 
A notice in a reconstructed tomb in the 

Cyprus Museum explains the presence of 
small clay vessels surrounding the buried 
man and ends by saying "The skeleton is 
that of an attendant." Persona non grata? . 

Yours faithfully, 
G. Tillotson 
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Of a Deaf Child 

Your mouth moves 
Your eyes change shape. contract. slits. 
You are funny and I laugh. 
My mouth is soundless also. 

Of a Blind Child 

Around me is dark 
I cannot see your faces 

But I know you lurk som~where 
Hideous misshapen toads. 



The Joker 

I had been visiting the public library for three weeks now, and was gathering information. 
Walking near the reception desk listening to telephone conversations, or sitting among the pen
sioners, schoolteachers, students, overhearing their remarks filtering through the newspaper I 
held in front of me, I learnt of their plans. I had left my comfortable job in the Civil Service to 
this very end; I identified myself with the dead wasp on the window sill -·watching and waiting· 
and gaining the means of revenge, ready for the moment of my resurrection. 

There was a conspiracy which I had discovered against me; they wanted to swat me against 
the glass and watch me fall. My first suspicions had come in the cinema at the end of January.· 
I was sitting in the front row, when I felt the blood running to my cheeks, my neck, my ears 
tingling, and with increasing fear, I slowly turned my head: THEY WERE LOOKING AT 
ME, NOT AT THE SCREEN. They were laughing, each face a contorted mask. I got to my 
feet and ran, and I heard their voices shouting after me, echoing in my skull. Outside on the 
pavement, everywhere was wet and slippery, and the building formed a tunnel, sloping down
wards. I realised that I was in a maze, and was being followed. At first I tried to run, but they 
just watched me, and ran past to wait for me. Looking in a shop window, the colours were too 
bright and hurt my eyes. Searching for my reflection in the glass, there was just another mask, 
mouth hung open, sneering. Searching in my memory during the restless nights, I could find 
no friendly face, no-one I recognised - the conspiracy must have started in my earliest years. 

Instead of running now I just sit around, listening. You see, they don't realise I've uncovered 
their plot. And I have stumbled across the secret of human existence - we all live underground -
and nobody knows but myself. Their plots amuse me with their trivial nature. All they talk of 
is material gain for their deeds. They worship each other, and write books about each other's 
wisdom. Perhaps they aim to destroy others as well as myself. But they will never get me, because 
I am learning the route to the exit - the escalator. The fools themselves are showing me the way! 
They mention the Truth, the way to the surface, every day without noticing it as such, because 
they don't realise we are all underground. But I do not intend to tell anyone. In my dreams 
recently I have seen escalators, rising up out of the ground in front of me, covered in brightly 
coloured flags, and I just need to step on. 

Today they came for me, and I was caught unprepared. They handcuffed me, dragged 
me down the steps, and stretched me on a table. I didn't want to tell them my secret, but they 
forced fingers through my temples into my mind, and the truth dripped out. When I had told 
them they exchanged worried glances, pretended not to be terrified, and refused to believe what 
I said. I merely record this as a token of their stupidity. 

They brought me to the asylum, and now the pain has gone I just sit on the lawn and laugh 
and laugh. You see, it was all a big joke. I was just poking fun at the Western mentality. 

Nick Thorpe. 

Happy Day 

Silence now, she thinks she is a mouse. Her slender form crouches in a distant corner. 
Gingerly she arises, and sniffs the air. Cat. She scuttles in a clumsy, haphazard fashion along the 
skirting board and stops. Again she sniffs the air. Cat? She crawls awkwardly behind a leather 
bound armchair, peering uncertainly from beneath it. She squeaks excitedly as a pair of slippered 
feet pass her by. Soon she is bored, and pushing the armchair away with her feet, sits hunched 
in the comer sucking her thumb. 'Happy Day,' she thinks, and runs through the open french 
window to the lawn beyond. She surveys the flat expanse of the closely cropped green carpet, 
feeling the bristly projections tickle the underside of her bare feet. She stoops - to sniff the fresh 
turf, squinting as she does so. Each blade of grass dissolves before her eyes into a single mushy 
green haze. Now she is a dog. She is happy and need have no fear. 'Nothing eats dogs' she says. 
Again, on all fours she ambles to the large peaty flower beds that border the monotonous expanse 
of green. She sniffs at a large yellow flower, and then chews at a long grass stalk, knowing that 
dogs do this. 



I The Source 

II Bald Mountain 

III River Song 

IV Waterfall 

The River 

Haunted jade castles. 
Fragmented chips of hollowed marble 
Call the myths. 
Where swells the earth 
Weals cold glass water. 

Lack-lustre stone 
Cruel arid sand 
Down whose dusty throat 
Flows the shimmering delight. 

Age-old tides 
The river runs. 
Pools of shimmering crystal 
And darting nymph 

Sonorous dove upon 
Wings of limpid fire. 

• 

Jam es Burgess. 

Strange Old Men 

The child looks on, fingers clutching railings, 
and gapes at the scene of curiosity. 
'A Home for ·wounded Soldiers 
of the First 'Vorld ·war' means nothing, 
though the placard trembles older minds. 
·white-haired men smile their hearts at her: 
She doesn't smile back, but frowns, 
and wonders where their limbs have gone. 
She does not know why, but wants to. 
If she did know, she wouldn't. 
As for them - they still smile their hearts around. 
But the face creases are not joy; 
they are pain, the physical long departed 
but the mindful ever present. 
Of wounded earth and wounded friends, 
killed substances of life. 
The stench of searing cordite and of blood, 
and hissing shells instead of wild birds. 
The candle glow of life reduced 
to smouldering by gas. 
The child turns away, and runs 
to find her waiting parents, 
and to tell them of the strange old men 
behind the iron railings. 

Anthony Lane. 



To Begin 

Do you believe these eyes 
Dropping down dripping tears ? 
Do they see the chalk white snow 
Below the soft sung sigh ? 
Do not cry : it is your morning. 

M.J.S.B. 

Downpour 

downpour 
tall wall and 

Plans 

Beneath the burning of tarmac in 
softening 
struggling 

all covering ladybird lollystick 
thin film of sunoil 

surface of summers 
plans shuffie in the womb of mind 
and roll back their sleeves. 

knee graze climb 
till bone stone 
run with blood and rain 

limping through : 
pain and puddles 
slipping drainpipe hand hold hair 
drips sweat and 
storm · 

on layers of 
cloth and flesh 

window sill : 
clumsy embrace and 

struggle 
room reached lying 
back in heaving lungs 

in waves of warmth and 
downpour: 

Returning to the Odeon 

quivers as 
the' of the 
old turn 
in the far projecting 

distorted before an enthralled 
m the vast 

: picture reels film wall images audience auditorium 
- stolen by time. 



Leaf 

frozen in mind 
leaf 

will 
frozen in sky 

fall 

down 
onto the ice 

and 

frozen in time 

melting in flight 

after a while 
freeze. 

Inquest 

\ Vhen the drum 
and the block of silence 
no pain came 
there were 
on his face 
on the wall 
it was the 
that killed him 

stopped 
fell unhindered 

rivulets of blood 
and 
and 
silence 
not bullets. 

N. Thorpe. 



The Slow Movement 

The theme develops. 
Its quiet serenity spreads over the hall, 
The honey over the lifeless bread. 
Its waves awaken the emotions; 
The senses drift away on a crest of calmness. 

The languorous largo lovingly engulfs its listeners; 
The storm may chop the ocean with its noise, 
But eventually anxiety and anguish are gently drowned 
In the warm viscosity. 

Lifelike, the bars intermingle, 
Their drowsy effect tautening the subconscious essence. 
Kindly, the music's imagery 
Permits a fantasy. 
Anticipation of the future climax 
Are washed away in a sea of joy. 

Depression descends into depressions 
Amid the sound waves' water, there dissolved. 
Docile daydreams softly surfacing 
Beside the noble ending. 

At last ... 
There is no end: 
Although life's storms are past 
The silent soul of sound lives on, 
Integrated, indelibly, in another world, 
Dimension, mind. 
Memory remembers 
This overflowing of ecstasy, this very life. 

Dermot Turing 

An Exercise in Rhyme 

Oh do come near, 
Hortense, my dear 
You do look queer: 
Yours eyes, so drear. 
Is this a tear, 
Down by your ear? 
You've been reading "Lear" 
I do declear ! 
And so, to clear 
Your look of fear 
And return some cheer 
We'll sing "Bright Weir" 
Although I fear 
I'm not your peer 
At it, my dear. 



An Impromptu 
Cold, clean room, 
Shiny, glistening windows, 
Healthy green plant, 
Black and white ivories. 

Supple agile fingers 
Dancing like puppets whose master 
Is the imagination. 
Tangled hair whose roots 
Are firmly entrenched in the mind. 

Time passes, and more time ; 
Time for passion and anger, 
And time for sadness. 
Angry chords rumble 
Menacingly ; 
Poignant lyricism lingers. 

And when finally 
Expression is complete -
What remains? 

Cold, clean room, 
Shiny, glistening windows, 
Healthy green plant, 
Black and white ivories. 
Also, walls that remember 
With melancholy nostalgia. 

Summer 

The poverty of tears dried by the Sun. 
The road sweat streams skyward 
Dragging the sheet bright whiteness body high. 

Sea salt blisters on tight parchment skin. 
Eyes dry like stone burn hot, 
I draw the distance closer - he is near. 

Daniel Lloyd. The sun is high and now the water flows, 
I walk into greenness, 

Underground 

Huddled forms crush together 
Numberless faces merge 

Velvet in its softness, kind light drifting. 

I can smell and touch : my flight is ended. 
Fields of intoxication, 
Panacea poured, drunk in a long draught. 

M.J.S.B. 

Identies slipping and sliding with each shudder 
Melting in the heat offear. 

Plastic smiles dissolve into despair, 
Detached faces snap back into reality 
As the weird 'bomb' seeps through to their conciousness, 
They know anguish. 

Confusion reigns supreme in this melee of human weakness, 
Here are fear and selfishness to the extreme, 
Is this the stoic resilience of our glorious race? 
Only in the face of death is our humanity bared. 
And the pathetic frailty revealed. 

The Barn Sleeper. 



Night Peom 

Le bleu mystique du soir: 
bleu alangui. 

Subtle magic presides 
Pluie et soleil 
Sense of spring 
Explained in silence, 

bleu alangui. 
I have lost your image, 
Thrown pebbles into a glass pool, 

soundless. 

Tomorrow's light will make this rock a mountain, 
The night's unseeing solitude will pass 
As the sea will leave a virgin sand. 

If I grasp this stone in my hand 
I know it - it is dark and rough. 
When light's knowledge comes 
A clenched hand will open, 
Upon a sweaty palm- a diamond. 

There are many strangers that I will greet tomorrow. 

M.J.S.B. 

The Orphic Door 

The irregular thudding of the uncarpeted stairs and I was down, 
Nose to the dusty off-white front door, 
Feet to thick doormat and dusty perimeter. 
(Always a bad design to go straight up) 
A pause -

to watch the grime around the bolt of the unseen knocker 
Whilst - Copenhagen, a city as creamy as its porcelain - drifted through 
(from the one down right). 
The scraping click - familiar as the dropping latch of the last one 
That continues to be heard and warn - and 
White blindness to the back of the head 
My retina flooded, helpless to Summer's unveiled anger. 
Flinch back 
The splintery staircase grew green mould blotches 
Contrast in light to the sun, surface to the porcelain voice 
Struck me as important. 
I turned again to the shimmering pale street. 
The tarmac breathed out its groan 
Its yelp of agony as a slimy voiturc slid over it. 
Burning, this vision dissolved. 

Remember the soft firm body 
Of the gull. Behind the splintered brightness -
Halo to the smooth whiteness. 
Remember the crunch crunch shingle 
And the soft foam frog spit bearding it. 
Remember the evaporating rock headland. 

Orphic door - blueprint to creation. 
Giles Tillotson. 
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Articles 

Sherbo roe 
Progression 

Sherborne is both unique and fortunate 
in its state of progression. It possesses a tradi
tion which remains vital through a continual 
process of progression: it is part of tradition. 
Perhaps this is best illustrated in the interest 
we have in our heritage. There has always 
been a small group of boys who have taken 
a keen interest in archaeological digs and 
architectural restoration. In recent years 
however this group has expanded and 
become more active. The school as a whole 
is learning that our tradition is something 
to treasure rather than just accept. With the 
recent construction of more modern buildings 
the old hamstone gives us a sense of pride 
in our tradition. But we have learnt that this 
tradition is meaningless if we do not realise 
progression. 

Sherborne progression is probably best 
measured by its state of intellectual aware
ness and activity. To understand that 
Sherborne has indeed undergone a state of 
intellectual progression we must realise that 
the term intellectual apathy as applied 
to Sherborne is a complete fallacy. The very 
term repulses me. Not only is it false but the 
word intellectual is abused. Most people 
consider it high-flown but it is far more 
simple: it refers to our basic mental educative 
attitudes and their manifestations. 

In a recent Wildman Society meeting 
we discussed whether or not progress is an 
illusion. One of the speakers drew the 
distinction between progress and change. 
As I see it, there have been tremendous 
material changes at Sherborne, but could 
one call the Feeding Complex progress? In 
my mind it is a change but one which is a 
break from tradition. Whereas, the fact that 
the Wildman is a thriving society, despite 
television, A-levels, and increased extra
curricular pressure, indicates intellectual 
progression. 

All the other societies, for the most part 
traditional, are thriving. Boys see in them 
a welcome relief from the formal atmosphere 
of the classroom but, at the same time, a 
chance to encounter a new aspect of a certain 
subject. The influence of the societies has 
widened in both the social and intellectual 
life of the school. Apart from the benefit 
to members in attending a paper, they also 
provide openings for outside speakers and 
boys to speak themselves. 

I had said that the societies are tradi
tional. The two exceptions are the newly 
formed Science Society and the Agora. The 
innovation of both societies was the work 
of boys. The Science Society is run in a 
traditional vein but its approach is of a 
general scientific interest without the need 
for specialised academic knowledge in a 
subject which might not be studied by certain 
members. The Agora has now existed for 
a year. It is probably the most progressive 
of the societies without orthodox form a and 
minutes. Although supervised by J.I.W.D., 
the speakers are all from the school. It is a 
general Arts Society with talks ranging from 
Solzhenitsyn to Berlioz, but it has also 
produced a Pinter play and a concert. 
Probably its most progressive aspect however, 
is that it is in no way a projection of any of 
the teaching departments. 

Behind the societies and the classroom 
is the Library. Since recent developments 
the Library has become increasingly popular, 
especially with junior boys, and it should be 
satisfying to think that the increased use 
of the library is not just as a result of material 
developments. The new Library Committee 
consisting of staff and boys, is recognition 
of the importance the Library now holds 
in school life. 

In the classroom too there has been 
progression. Throughout there is occurring 
a transformation from note-taking to ques
tioning. The pupil is no longer the passive 
observer. The new General Studies, although 
not as successful as might be thought, have 
made room for feminine viewpoints and a 
wider range of subjects. These changes 
provide increased flexibility to satisfy the 
requirements of each pupil. 



The education system is also being 
extended beyond the school buildings. There 
are frequent visits to plays, exhibitions and 
monuments. Through these visits a school 
subject is made to feel far more intimate. 

Many of the Wednesday Afternoon 
Activities also broaden a boys education 
through no academic means. Archaeology 
is perhaps the best example. Special praise 
must go to A.T.C., J.H.P.G., and Mrs. 
Barker, who have organised it, and also to 
those boys who are restoring ·west Mill. 

There are even more subtle examples of 
intellectual progression. Despite the recent 
move to make services compulsory and 
more formal on Sundays, there has been 
a growth in voluntary Christian activity. 
Christian Fellowship exists on both a school 
and house basis. House prayers have given 
way to less formalised House Communion. 
Friday night Communions are rapidly in
creasing in attendance. What characterises 
all these meetings is that they teach a boy to 
question himself as well as countless other 
things and to form arguments. 

It is the Shirburnian and Newsboard 
which are the expressions of this intellectual 
progression. Newsboard has been in existence 
for less than a decade. ·when I came to the 
school certain views were painted on the 
walls and even on the face of Newsboard. 
Now however Newsboard is seen as a forum 
for all views. It still sadly suffers from lack 
of correspondents and censorship, but, despite 
this, it is always well read. Above all it 
encourages boys to formulate their own 
opinions. This is also true of the Shirburnian. 
It succeeds in remaining the traditional 
and official chronicle of school-life as well 
as showing a progression both in the school 
and as a journal. It is useful not only as a 
record of the school's achievements but also 
as a constant purveyor of new insights into 
the school and co-related subjects. The 
school is no longer seen as an isolated unit. 

Sherborne progression induces the men
tal progression in the individual Shirburnian 
which equips him for intellectual life beyond 
his time at Sherborne. 

Merlin Lewis 
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The German 
Example 

The obsession currently circulating 
around West Germany is a confused mixture 
of dedication to liberty and a reluctant 
obligation to egalitarianism. Conflicting with 
this ideal is the immense number of so
called 'Gastarbeiter', from Turkey, Greece, 
Yugoslavia and Italy, who are taken on at 
wages scarcely reaching subsistence level 
and who are dismissed when it so suits their 
employers. Their children are given sub
standard education and their knowledge of 
German, particularly amongst women, is 
exceedingly scanty. 

Coexistent with this appalling scandal, 
which could, judging by the relationship 
between the two communities, develop 
almost 1940s proportions, is a tremendous 
urge by the shaky socialist coalition majority 
to carry out sweeping educational reform. 
The aim is to set up a 'Kooperative Schule' 
encompassing all strands of society, and 
allowing no room for any kind of elitism, 
anathema to the rigid and increasingly 
socialist-minded Germans. It must be ad
mitted however, that the present system 
also allows very little flexibility. Parents 
must decide whether or not their child 
should take further education when he is 
only eight years of age. It is argued that this 
places most children of working-class parents 
at a disadvantage (though Germans claim 
to live in a near classless society), and of 
course only the other extreme is acceptable 
to German rigidity. 

What are the implications of this new 
system for Germany's partners in the 
European Community? I believe that it 
will lead, as would the murderous merging 
of CSE and GCE in this country, to a general 
lowering of standards to an unacceptable 
level. The brighter pupil is forced to lower 
his standards and loses both incentive and 
interest, and the struggling pupil finds him
self out of his depth and reacts similarly. 

If we proceed out of our present state 
of suspended Lib-Lab animation and the 
wheel of socialism begins to turn once again, 
then it is almost inevitable that a similar 
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system of education will be introduced in 
this country. It is a process of levelling 
downwards rather than upwards, with a 
resultant drain in quality. 

What bearing could this process possibly 
have on Sherborne, one may ask? It might 
quite well lead to a very damaging social 
isolation of public schools, assuming that 
the institutions themselves will be allowed 
to remain. However it might also lead to the 
realisation that public schools risked the 
danger of becoming ivory towers, islands in 
an admittedly mediocre sea, and to the 
gradual penetration of state schools by 
students whose parents are anxious to use 
pressure to get the best for their child, both 
academically and socially. 

"Conservatism shrinks from principle, 
disavows progress,'' so said Benjamin Disraeli. 
Does not Socialism, as practised at any rate, 
also live up to the same description? Progress 
remains so ill-defined and elusive that it can 
never be certain that it has ever been 
achieved. 

Michael Davenport 

Cricket, 1952-1977 
The changes in the daily cricket scene 

on the playing fields over the last twenty
five years have been quite remarkable. 
In 1952, cricket was the be-all and the end-all 
of the summer games programme, and the 
amount that was played would astonish the 
cricketers of today. The appearance of the 
playing fields would also surprise them. 
Although Ross's and Freeman's were in 
those days common land and farm land, 
there were nevertheless, on the Upper and 
Carey's combined, a total of 14 pitches. 
The hard tennis courts on the Upper had 
yet to appear; that area, known as Young's 
(named after the headmaster who bought 
the land and gave it to the school), was 
used as a cricket ground in the summer, 
and it made a very good hockey pitch in 
the second half of the spring term. Many 
of the senior members of the Common 
Room have fond memories of disporting 
themselves against the 1st XI on Young's 
in the early Fifties. 
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In addition to all this, there were 12 
House nets where the Colts grass tennis 
courts are now to be seen; the six nets by 
the Chinese Pavilion (why Chinese?) were 
also House nets, making a total of 18 - and 
in use virtually every day. The Colts and 
Junior Colts nets (no Yearling in those days -
not, in fact, until 1970) were the four by the 
cottages on Caveys. 

When was all this cricket played? 
\Vell, for one thing the term was much 
longer than it is now, lasting through to 
the end of July with Commem at the end 
of June; no half-terms, no exeats - they 
were light-years ahead. Early morning 
school (7-30 a.m. - 8.10 a.m.) meant that 
Tuesdays, Wednesdays and Thursdays were 
half-holidays. So, away we went, with four 
league teams per House, all playing twice 
each week. What did they do on the half
holiday when they were not playing? 
House nets of course. The 1st, 2nd, Colts 
and Junior Colts teams were exempt from 
the leagues so, with a school of some 550 
boys, here was a system which, quite 
obviously, provided cricket for every boy 
all the time. Standards were therefore pretty 
good, as there was considerable competition 
to get on the various teams. The A league 
team - House 1st Xi's over 16 - were 
particularly good, though B leagues tended 
to be a bit of a shambles, and it was in this 
area that the first anti-cricket rumblings 
began to be heard, at the beginning of the 
Sixties (The Lower 6th can always be relied 
on for thoughtful and progressive ideas -
except that it was called the Fifth form in 
1952). 

In addition to the leagues, the House 
matches took place towards the end of term, 
and were great affairs (only two "A" levels 
per boy remember). The final was a three 
day match, when boys had time to score 
centuries, and a now well-known Liberal 
M.P. once took seven wickets in an innings. 
In a sense, those were the days - but not 
for those who could not play cricket. Tennis 
and athletics? Apart from the 1st VI, there 
was no organised tennis; apart from the 
school "sports day'', there was no organised 
athletics. It was as simple as that. A running 
track was marked out on Carey's when it 
was needed. A masters' team once took 
part in the relays - J.H.P.G., M.E-D., 
D.j.W.B., and P.T.C. (memory insists that 



the baton was dropped when the race was 
totally sewn up). Athletics was very soon, in 
fact, to become a full-time occupation for 
seniors, but it was a long time before tennis 
was "recognised". 

Change? Obviously. Progress? Yes, I 
think so. Not only have we come a long way 
since 1952, but I believe that we have 
travelled in the right direction. Cricket in 
the school is played now with more interest 
and enthusiasm than it has been for some 
years, and it seems to me that the right 
amount is played- those are the two important 
factors. But, I must say, for a cricket master 
in those days it was "bliss to be alive - but 
to be young was very heaven". Perhaps 
their names should be recorded, with the 
teams they coached: 1st XI M.M.W., 
2nd XI D.J.W.B., 3rd XI W.A.C., Colts 
M.E-D., P.T.C., Junior Colts P.C.B. 

Modern Art • • • 

a layman's viewpoint ... 

It is said that art, even the abstract art 
of today, should have meaning or relevance 
to people in all walks of life everywhere, 
and those at Sherborne who are followers of 
that philosophy came out in strength over 
Commem. Those who thronged down Hospi
tal Lane over that weekend cannot have 
helped noticing the large, rusty-brown object 
suspended from the first floor of the Old 
Music School, and it was the subject of many 
rather disparaging remarks. Alternatively it 
was possible to make a slight detour across 
Abbot's Acre to the Art School where there 
was an exhibition entitled "Art Environ
ment". Many dared not penetrate further 
either at the sight of panting parents outside 
the door marked "EXIT- Please Keep Shut" 
or after being trapped at the first hurdle 
inside a giant gauze globe. 

Modern art has certainly arrived at 
Sherborne thanks to a small group of 
enthusiasts. On a visit to an exhibition of 
Contemporary Art at the Hayward Gallery 
with one, I was able to marvel at the variety 
of meanings and interpretations he could 
extract from a plain white canvas sheet or a 
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series of wooden planks, hailed as the master
pieces of our Age. 

The art of the 'seventies, as opposed to 
that of the 'sixties, is, we are told, of appeal 
only on a strictly intellectual level. Those to 
whom it does not appeal are accused of 
being lacking in both comprehension and 
intelligence. I suppose the work of art of the 
last few years which has been most in the 
public eye is "Equivalent VIII", or simply 
the "Tate bricks" as they have come to be 
known, by Carl Andre. If a work of art 
requires talent in its physical construction 
then the piece is worthless, but it demands 
much more than that. 

Firstly, it might be pleasing to the eye, 
although it is important to get beyond the 
idea that "good" art must necessarily fulfil 
this qualification. Secondly, it might reflect 
either the permanent attitude of mind of the 
artist or merely a passing whim. Thirdly, it 
might have a meaning or at least a feeling to 
convey. 

Contemporary art, we are told, has 
been rejected in all ages. The discontent 
does, however, run deeper than that. The 
art of the 'seventies strives to appeal only to 
the intellect without attempting to be 
aesthetically pleasing. Opponents of recent 
trends reflect a disappointment that aestheti
cism in art has been so much pushed into 
the background by artistic intellectualism. 

It cannot, however, be disputed that 
the money spent on the "bricks" was money 
well spent. They are, albeit sadly, fully 
representative of the emphasis in the art 
of our time. 

M.H.D. 

and a reply . .. 

The attitude that suggests that a work 
of art must have "meaning or relevance to 
people" is an entirely spectator orientated 
one and therefore typical of laymen. It 
does not begin to consider the process of 
Art from the artist's point of view and surely 
in a creative activity the creator has the most 
important role. Although Art is often con
sidered a means of communication this 
definition is often taken too far. We arc not 
talking about telephones - a work of art 
must be able to exist in its own right. 
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Who has told you that "the art of the 
'seventies ... is of appeal on(y on a strictly 
intellectual level"? Certainly it has such 
appeal because it demands more of the 
spectator - demands a more forceful reaction 
(notice "reaction" not "communication") -
but this too can be over emphasised. I am 
sure your companion at the Hayward was 
not "extracting interpretations" but merely 
appreciating. I agree that "good" art must 
not necessarily be beautiful - whole areas 
of art are ruled out if it must be - so why 
must it even attempt to be, as you suggest? 

The loss of figurative references - the 
breakthrough that has snowballed down 
from the Impressionists' destruction of 
realism - necessitates the introduction of 
abstract ones so that there remains some 
manner of relating the work of art with its 
subject. It has been realised that there is 
more to a bottle, say, than shape, size and 
colour and that its more abstract qualities -
texture, function and even being - may be 
represented instead. Such a portrayal re
quires activity of the mind where the nine
teenth century demanded activity of the eye 
and hence the word intellectual creeps in. 
Personally I favour the era when there was a 
high regard for both aspects - the post
Impressionists. 

This is the cause of the Modern Art 
Dilemma. Its idea is nothing new: abstract 
painting (like everything else) was invented 
by the Chinese centuries before our own 
Rennaisance. There is nothing to suggest 
that great art should stop in 1920 with the 
death of Monet and it takes time for status 
to be recognized. L. S. Lowry, talking of his 
early poverty and late affluence that resulted 
from the sudden competition for his now 
valuable paintings remarked, "Huh! they 
should have bought them when they were 
cheap". 

G.H.R.T. 

Yorkshire Abbeys 
On Monday 18th April, whilst an 

Economics group was making its way 
northwards to Teesside's grimy and in
dustrial glory, a select band of people also 
headed north in convoy, towards one of 
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the most beautiful areas of the country: 
the North Yorkshire Moors. 

Leaving early our first stop was York, 
where we saw the Minster and Clifford's 
Tower, part of the ancient city defences. 
We spent the first two nights at Helmsley 
Youth Hostel, from where we visited Rie
vaulx and Byland Abbeys and also walked 
some seven miles to reach Mount Grace 
Priory, set up by the Carthusians in the 
14th century to encourage monks to live 
solitary lives according to the Eastern 
tradition. 

We were joined at Helmsley Castle 
on Wednesday morning by Mr. Barker, who 
had set off at some unearthly hour that 
morning. 

Probably the most interesting castle 
we visited was at Pickering, which boasts 
a long royal history. Edward II was forced 
to take refuge there after his defeat by the 
Scots at Byland Abbey. Edward I had 
greatly improved the defences of the castle, 
but in 1535 John Leland, who also visited 
Sherborne, wrote "In the ynner court be 
also 4 toures, whereof the kepe is one. The 
logginges yn the ynner court that be of 
timbre be in ruine." 

Despite 'Whitby's situation on the coast 
and the beautiful coast walk near Scar
borough, Fountains Abbey was certainly 
the high point of the week. Fountains is a 
Cistercian abbey, indeed one of the best 
preserved in the whole of England, lying as 
it does in the midst of some of the most 
beautiful landscape gardens in England. 

It was established in I 132 by Benedictine 
monks dissatisfied with the laxity of St. 
Mary's York and they spent the first winter 
in "a place remote from all the world, 
uninhabited, set with thorns ... fit more, it 
seemed, for the dens of wild beasts than for 
the uses of mankind". Unhappily there 
are few places nowadays which meet that 
description. 

Thanks must go to :Mr. Mitchell-Innes 
for organising everything down to the last 
detail, to Mr. Barker for his hospitality at 
Elmdene, to Sister Siderfin for services happily 
not rendered and to Mr. Gibb and especially 
l\1r. Lawrence Keen for imparting their 
considerable knowledge to us, contributing 
so much to a very enjoyable week. 



Caesar's Progress 
A Fable. 
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Caesar lay back on his couch, and looked 
out across the Gallic plain. 'Imagine', he 
said to himself, 'that you have two parallel 
wires, of infinite length, in a hypothetical 
vacuum, stretching out across the Gallic 
plain, a current of one ampere having been 
passed through them, applying Fleming's 
right hand rule, the force per metre length 
acting on them would be 2 x w-7 Newtons!' 

Leaping out of bed, he differentiated 
the function of his angular velocity, and 
plotting his integrated mean velocity against 
time, he went once through the construction 
of a thermionic diode before breakfast. In 
came a Tyrolian slave of velocity ratio 3. 

'Sir, the Gauls draw near,' said the 
slave. The tympanic membrane of Caesar's 
left ear resonated the message through the 
perilymph of his cochlea. Sensory Neurones 
transmitted the audible impulse at a fre
quency of 10,000 Hz, across synaptic gaps, 
through enzyme ambushes, past gaping 
capillaries, to the grey tissue of the cere
bellum. 

'Hyperbolic Parabaloids!' exclaimed 
Caesar, utilising an immune spinal response 
for the secretion of adrenalin from the 
pancreatic gland. As his blood sugar level 
began to rise, he went to join the Roman 
forces, and as no external factors were acting, 
he moved at constant velocity, in accordance 
with Newton's first law. 

On the battle field things were getting 
tough. Caesar, emperor of all Rome, surveyed 
his troops from a vantage point, situated 
not far from the l\fons Ampudus. Suddenly 
an impudent Gaul, standing about two 
hundred paces from Caesar, threw a dart 
at him. 

'Now,' thought Caesar to himself, taking 
out his protractor, 'the original elevation of 
that spear was 50° to the horizontal. Taking 
g as g.8, to calculate the time and position 
of the landing of that spear we make t the 
subject of the third equation of kinematics, 
s = ut + ! at2

.' 

The emperor was half way through his 
calculation when the spear transfixed his 
body. 

M.D.H.C. 
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The Death of Lovsci 
A short story 

"Tell me, Mr. Sremska, how did Lovsci really die?" the Baroness asked mildly. "Was 
there not some mystery in the matter?" She had entered the smoking room after luncheon 
bearing a slight feeling of envy at the ordinary nature of her hostess's other guests to discover 
Mr. Sremska whom she identified by a process of elimination: he was the only guest whom she 
had not yet met. Intrigued by this small, dark, heavily bearded figure with bright button eyes 
she decided to deviate her boredom by questioning him about the enigma of Lovsci. She had 
heard some hint of it from her hostess. A strong cold draught was coming through the French 
windows situated immediately behind Mr. Sremska's armchair and he explained that it would 
not shut properly - he had tried already. The Baroness's depression was no doubt accentuated 
by the thunderstorm raging outside. As she turned from one window to another and watched 
the mysterious effect of the swirling mist over pine forests, she was not at all sure if she really 
wanted to hear the macabre story of Lovsci's death at all. 

"I don't suppose you ever knew him," her bearded companion began very slowly. "He was a 
humorous man - given to pranks, you know. Well on one occasion he was due to be met by his 
cousin Arowitz whom he had never seen. Having arrived at the station Lovsci heard a voice 
near him say softly, as if in his ear "Oh! Bertie, where did you get that coat?" 'Vell of course 
this wasn't directed at Lovsci at all - in fact it is the refrain of that ridiculous song they sing -
but Lovsci could not resist a prank. He went up to the man and said "Oh goodness, I'm so glad I 
found you, Contact Seven. It is such an obvious code phrase I didn't think I would pick it up." 
Well much to his delight his "contact" instead of being merely embarrassed, rose to this, played 
the part and took Lovsci home in the full belief that he was a genuine spy and, in fact, secretly 
hoping to turn him over to the police. Lovsci had as little idea that his adopted contact was his 
cousin, Colonel Arowitz as the Colonel had that he was preparing to turn in his cousin Lovsci 
as a spy. 

"Unfortunately for Arowitz, Lovsci was both swift and poignant in his romantic invention. 
(It was an attribute in him of which I was always envious.) Lovsci, of course, could not know 
whether his contact was a genuine one or whether he too was playing along but at any rate he 
revealed to him the plans for the murder of a certain Colonel Arowitz who lived in the area. 
He hoped to frighten his host by pretending to use his house as the headquarters for the murder 
though naturally Arowitz realized he had greater problems than that. For Lovsci, in choosing 
the one local name he knew had quite accidently convinced his cousin that he was about to 
be murdered by the spy he was harbouring. Arowitz had to maintain the pretence of being 
Contact Seven since after all he was dealing with a dangerous agent that was after his life. Lovsci 
continued to explain that he did not know what Arowitz looked like (quite truthfully) but that 
Contact Eight, a milkman common to the houses of Arowitz and Contact Seven would put him 
onto him. They had arranged a rendezvous on a day to be appointed by the milkman increasing 
the milk order from two to three bottles. 

"As the day went by Colonel Arowitz became more and more frightened by the prospect of 
this spy discovering that the victim and Contact Seven were one and the same person: himself. 
He deeply regretted his interference in the business and began to wonder why he was to be a 
victim at all. Lovsci for his part was delighted by his scheme though he could not understand 
its full effect- he was oblivious to the terror he had stirred in the heart of his cousin. He realized 
that with the improbability of the milkman affair he would have to declare himself sooner or 
later. But as it happened, the next morning, quite by accident, the milkman left an extra bottle 
on the doorstep of Colonel Arowitz's house. Arowitz, rising early in order to check this very 
thing, discovered the change in order. Terrified and abandoning all reason he murdered the 
spy in his bed with a presentation Kukri he had received in Khatmandu. It was in burying the 
body in the garden that he discovered the spy's passport and realized he had murdered his 
cousin Lovsci whom he had forgotten all about, not surprisingly. Terrified still further he became 
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something of a recluse for the rest of his life and soon became, of course signally successful in 
keeping his secret." 

"Then how is it that you know it?" the Baroness demanded incredulously. "I simply do not 
believe a word of it. To begin with there is no way in which you or anyone could know the 
secret intentions of this Lovsci" she added with contempt and turned towards the window that 
still framed a turbulent grey sky. 

"That is a simple matter," the bearded man replied, "for I am not Mr. Sremska, as you 
supposed; my name was Lovsci." The Baroness had no need to turn round. She could see in the 
tall mirror that the chair by the French window had suddenly and noiselessly become empty. 
The only movement was the perpetual slight disturbance in the curtain responding to the 
draught and the distant image of the stormclouds where Lovsci had been sitting. She was not a 
lady given to fainting through habit though under the circumstances she might be forgiven even 
for her somewhat superfluous gasp as she fell: "He's vanished!" 

Having arrived in the garden through the deftly opened French window :rvir. Sremska 
made a hasty retreat through the rain to the porch where he casually removed his beard. "Quite 
a complicated plot, for an instant fable" he mused as he proceeded to the Smoking Room again 
to discover what all the noise was about. In recounting the story now he still congratulates 
himself on the slickness of his departure but allows that the billowing of the curtain did help to 
conceal his retreat and add to the general effect a littleje ne sais quoi. But he cannot understand 
why friends never agree that he was doing the Baroness a service - for having perceived her 
boredom before luncheon he had determined to find a cure for it after luncheon. Still, to his 
mind the perfection of the plot is that to this day neither he nor the Baroness know how Lovsci 
really died. 

Ga01es 

Cricket 
1st XI 

\Ve were unfortunate not to get more 
cricket in the first fortnight of term because 
it meant that it was an unpractised side 
which took on Bradfield and Clifton, in two 
rather uninteresting draws. 

Our batting always looked vulnerable 
if Tim Edwards went cheaply, and in the 
two club games against experienced bowlers 
we were bowled out twice for low scores - on 
both occasions by the opening bowlers. 

It was in the match against Radley that 
the tide turned. At lunch Radley were 110 

for 2. After the break Mike Homfray duly 
obliged his captain with wickets at regular 
intervals and Radley finally left us 176 to 
make between 3.54 p.m. and 6.45 p.m. Tony 
Lovatt-Williams and Brian Kenny set about 
the bowling and put on twenty-five for the 

first wicket in four overs and then Kenny 
and Tim Edwards proceeded to bat very 
sensibly until 6.36 p.m. 

Paul Madley led the side cheerfully 
and with purpose. He himself kept wicket 
well throughout and was rewarded by being 
picked for the Welsh Schoolboys XI. The 
other two members of the Triumvirate, Tim 
Edwards and Justin Fish have figures and 
records that speak for themselves. Tim 
Edwards scored over 500 runs at an average 
of 65 and Justin Fish took 49 wickets at just 
over six apiece and was unlucky not have 
been selected to play for the schools' sides. 
Tim Edwards played for the England Schools 
and Hants 2nd XI and his cricketing future 
looks very bright. 

The emergence of younger players who 
will be back next year was also very en
couraging. Brian Kenny, Simon Archer and 
Nick Thorpe will be our front-line batsmen 
and the knowledge and confidence they will 
have gained from playing in a very success
ful side will be invaluable. 



THE SHIRBURNIAN 

The Festival which was held at Hailey
bury this year was a fitting end to the 
season. We swept the board and showed 
that we were far more than a three-man 
team. In the final game against Cheltenham 
we found ourselves 26 for 6, with Edwards 
having collected his only o in four seasons. 
Those seasoned campaigners Homfray and 
Fish added 33. Dally and Stebbings, who by 
the end of the season showed that he could 
become something of an all-rounder, added 
43 for the 9th wicket and then Dally and 
Ault added 31 for the tenth wicket. Having 
pulled ourselves back into the game Chelten
ham got to 53 for 3 before Ault took three 
vital wickets and Fish for the third day 
running took seven wickets. Six of the 
ten Cheltenham wickets were catches in 
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close catching positions. The fielding was of a 
high standard throughout and much of the 
credit for this goes to Paul Madley, who 
kept his side going all the time. 

What was encouraging was the obvious 
enjoyment derived from the game at all 
levels, and the success which we had as a 
school. I do hope that boys will play in the 
holidays and will continue to play after they 
have left Sherborne. 

My sincere thanks to all members of 
staff who helped with the game throughout 
the school, and particularly to D.J.W.B., 
M.M.W. and P.M.W. for their help and 
encouragement on the Upper. It was my 
good fortune to enjoy the fruits of their 
labours. 

T.J.L.C. 

Played 
I I 

Won Lost Drew Abandoned 

v. Bradfield 
v. Clifton 

7 
(Drawn) 
(Drawn) 

v. Free Foresters (Lost) 
v. Radley (Won) 

v. Downside (Won) 

v. Blundells (Won) 

v. M.C.C. (Lost) 

v. Pilgrims (Won) 

v. Haileybury (Won) 

v. Marlborough (Won) 

v. Cheltenham (Won) 

2nd XI 

2 2 2 (Canford and Dorset Rangers) 
Sherborne 167 (T. Edwards 49) Bradfield 114 for 6 
Clifton 140 Sher borne 1 1 1 for 5 

(R. Ambrose 41 *) 
Sherborne 81 (J. Baker 6 for 29) Free Foresters 82 for 4 
Radley 175 for 9 dee. Sherborne 1 76 for 1 

(M. Homfray 5 for 44) (T. Edwards 109*, 

Sher borne 169 for 5 dee. 
(T. Edwards 49) 

Blundells 129 
(M. Homfray 7 for 4 7) 

Sherborne 84 
(N. Knott 7 for 46) 

Sher borne 1 70 
(A. Lovatt-Williams 39, 
P. Madley 37) 

Sherborne 200 for 2 dee. 
(T. Edwards 114*) 

Marlborough 94 
(]. Fish 7 for 37) 

Sherborne 146 (D. Dally 51) 

B. Kenny 39*) 
Downside 47 

(]. Fish 8 for 25) 
Sherborne 133 for 4 

(T. Edwards fo?) 
M.C.C. 85 for 4 

(A. Vaughan 45*) 
Pilgrims 140 

(]. Fish 8 for 32) 

Haileybury 65 
(]. Fish 7 for 29) 

Sherborne 95 for 4 
(T. Edwards 69*) 

Cheltenham 68 
(].Fish 7 for 21, 
R. Ault 3 for 7) 

This was an ideal Second Eleven, well 
balanced, shrewdly captained and with an 
unbeaten record. 

The bowling was excellently balanced. 
\Ve had a speed merchant (Ault), a seamer 
(Fisher), a left-arm over (Falla) an off
spinner (Arkell) and a leg-spinner (Iles). 
Each had his moments, as the results show, 
and no side found runs easy to make against 

Dally kept wicket, and his infallible 
hands and sense of timing tidied up a great 
deal for the fieldsmen. Only Abel and 
Ault were quick movers in the outfield, but 
Isaac was always alert and helped to sharpen 
up the others. Not many catches were put 
down. 

us. 
The batting went well except in the 

first match (against Wells), and the first 
after half-term (Downside). When Dally 
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got going he scored very quickly, and put 
us right on top; his 50 against Millfield took 
only 32 minutes. Abel topped the serious 
batting averages and improved rapidly 
after his years in the wilderness. 

Iles proved an excellent captain. He 
was good on detail, and twice declared most 
generously, to be proved right on both 
occasions. The results speak for themselves. 
We lost fewer matches in this year of rain 
than we did in the drought of '76 (1 against 
3). An unbeaten record in cricket needs a 
little luck. In the first match we were lucky 
that our numbers IO and 11 both made their 
highest score of the season, and in the 
Bournemouth match (which started late) 
their tail-end batsman dragged the fourth 
ball of the last over onto his stumps from 
outside the off-stump. The Blundell's match 
proved the usual fiasco, and for the third 
year in four (all drawn), we bowled twice 
as many overs as they did (56 to 28) - a 
moral victory indeed. 

P.M.W. 
Team: M. Iles (Capt.), G. Abel, 

R. Arkell, R. Ault, S. Bennett, J. Blackshaw, 
D. Dally, N. Falla, J. Fisher, M. Goddard, 
N. Isaac. Also played: N. Oborne. 
Results 
(a) Sherborne 93; Wells Cathedral School 

1st XI 80 for 8 
(b) Clayesmore 1st XI 94 (Arkell 4 for 40, 

Iles 3 for 9); Sherborne 95 for 6 
(c) Sherborne 150 for 6 dee. (Dally 52) 

Millfield 92 (Fisher 6 for 19) 
(d) Sherborne 181 for 8 dee. (Abel 53, 

Dally 55) King's College, Taunton 41 
(Falla 8 for 13) 

( e) Downside 1 12 for 7 dee. 
Sher borne 1 13 for 7 

(f) Sherborne 127 for 6 dee. (Abel 35) 
Bournemouth School 1st XI 105 
(Ault 5 for 30) 

(g) Blundell's 126 for 9 dee. (Arkell 3 for 
30, Falla 3 for 21) 
Sherborne 123 for 7 (Bennett 33) 

The Canford match was cancelled owing to 
rain. 

P. 7, W. 5, D. 2 

P. 4, W. 2, L. 2 
Up until the 24th June only two matches 

had been played; Millfield had been defeated 
by 88 runs and Downside by 107. In the 
first Berkeley had accumulated 73 valuable 
runs but no one else made more than 20. 
Against Downside we were 12 for 3 but 
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Robotham and Mason each got into the 
4o's and Downside were soon in trouble 
chasing 124. At one time they were 8 for 6, 
but after Mason was struck for six by a one 
armed batsman they subsided to 17 all out 
with Hawkins ending with 5 for 7 and Mason 
4 for 10. Although the side bowled well 
throughout the season and were alert in the 
field the batting lacked consistency. Several 
batsmen looked good in the nets but with 
little opportunity for practice in the middle 
it was not altogether surprising that we 
failed to get the modest 63 needed to beat 
a good Bournemouth side or the 12 1 needed 
to defeat a mediocre Blundells team. It was a 
pity that the weather was so poor and the 
fixture list so thin for the side played with 
great enthusiasm and enjoyed their cricket. 

Team: C. O'Brien (Capt.), D. Badcock, 
M. Berkeley, P. Blackshaw, J. Hawkins, 
N. Hill, S. Keable-Elliott, C. Kendall, 
J. Mason, D. McCarthy, A. McMillan, 
R. Robotham. 

Colts XI 

For the fourth season in succession, the 
Colts were undefeated, but no-one could 
pretend that the 1977 team was an especially 
good vintage. 

The side was captained by the twin
headed, six-eyed monster, genus Eckersley
Bulford, and though there were times when 
the left hands didn't know what the right 
hands were doing, the combination provided 
enthusiastic and knowledgeable leadership. 
As far as the batting was concerned, a number 
of people made good scores but no one 
showed the class to suggest either per
manency at the crease or domination of an 
innings. The lack of any really sensible 
aggression with the bat was one of the 
major weaknesses of the team and only 
Johnny Peplow could be exempted from this 
criticism (it's just a pity that in his case most 
of his strokes are nowhere documented in 
any coaching manual). 

The most successful bowlers were James 
Stevenson and Robin Edwards. James was 
by a long way the most accurate bowler, 
but he will become a lot more effective 
when he can achieve a bowling stride which 
doesn't put mid-off in mortal danger of 
being booted in the rear. Robin, on the 
other hand, sometimes bowled a whole 
variety of left arm rubbish in the early part 
of the season yet still had some form of 
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extra-sensory power to dismiss batsmen. 
Perhaps he is a particularly regular attender 
at chapel (perhaps!), but his performance of 
bowling 3 reasonable balls in 5 overs against 
King's Taunton and taking 4 wickets for 
4 runs had to be seen to be believed. 

In the field, the side were sometimes 
competent, but always cheerful and enthu
siastic and this made for a very happy season. 
Results 
v. Taunton - won by 91 runs 
v. Clifton - won by 3 wkts. 
v. Millfield - match drawn 
v. King's Taunton - won by 8 wkts. 
v. Downside - match drawn 
v. Blundells - match drawn 

Team: R. Eckersley-Maslin, C. Bulford, 
R. Henshaw, J. Peplow, M. Rodick, R. 
Garrett, G. Tustain, J. Dally, J. Blackburn, 
R. Edwards, N. Smith, J. Stevenson. 

I.R.E. 
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Junior Colts XI 

P. 7, w. 3, D. 3, L. I 

There can rarely have been a wetter 
or colder cricketing term at Sherborne, and 
the Junior Colts were fortunate indeed that 
in only one match did they not get on to the 
field of play. Two layers of sweaters and 
running between the overs was very much the 
order of the day. Despite this and the lack of 
practice much good cricket was played. There 
were convincing victories over Clifton, 
Taunton and Blundell's, much the better 
of draws with Millfield and Bryanston, but 
set against this was a disappointing defeat 
at the hands of King's Taunton when 
numerous dropped catches cost us the game. 

Turner and Rydon were the most 
successful of the batsmen, showing a pleasing 
willingness to punish loose bowling based on 
a foundation of sound defence. Opportunities 
for the other batsmen were limited but 
Rice played several useful innings and 
Sanderson showed the makings of a promising 
player. The running between the wickets 
was sometimes enterprising but too often 
unathletic. Four batsmen were run out in 
one innings (when going for a speedy 
declaration) but this was caused not so much 
by poor judgement as by the inability to 
sprint and dive for the popping crease. This 
lack of athleticism also showed itself in 
the field. In South Africa, club and provincial 
cricketers train vigorously before the season 
starts, and it might be that several of the 
Junior Colts would be well-advised so to do 
before the start of next season. Cricketers, 
no less than other sportsmen, need to be 
physically fit. 

There was a lack of a really fast bowler 
but in general the attack was well-balanced. 
\Varburton usually managed an early break
through and was well supported by either 
Yarde-Leavett or Higgins; Sanderson 
flighted his slow left-arm deliveries well; 
and Wilson had the knack of taking crucial 
wickets with his steady medium pace. The 
close catching was poor but Richards 
behind the stumps proved a marked exception 
to this lack of athleticism by throwing 
himself at everything and invariably ending 
up with the ball in his gloves, he generally 
succeeded in injuring himself at least three 
times per match in this way! 

Turner captained the team with no 
little cricketing instinct and provided the 
framework for a lively and cheerful team, 
whilst the B side, ably led by Lough, lost 
only one match. Two of their more impressive 
victories were on the delightfully located 



ground at Shaftesbury G.S. overlooking the 
Blackmoor Vale, the heart of Hardy country, 
proving once more the importance of an 
interesting environment to a good game of 
cricket. 

D.F.G. 5 July 1977 

Sincere apologies are due to R.A.H. and 
the members of the Under 14 XI. The 
report on their season has been lost at the 
typesetters. 

Golf 
The highlight of the past six months has 

undoubtedly been the School's success in 
winning (after several years of "near
misses") the Schools' Tournament at Burn
ham in April. This achievement was the more 
creditable since at least three of the normal 
first team players were not available. The 
result reflects the determined mental, as well 
as technical, equipment of those who did 
take part: Abel (Captain), Pryor, Jarman, 
Farley, Gates and Copley. In defeating, 
successively, Downside and Marlborough, 
and then, in the final, Canford, the team 
ensured that the three days at Burnham, 
always excellent in every way, were this year 
especially memorable. 

During the term which followed, the 
weather (if summer-like only at the end) was 
consistently suitable for golf, and the Sher
borne course was always in very good 
condition. Despite this, rather less golf than 
usual was played by the generality of 
members, and a running competition open 
to all had to be abandoned through lack of 
entries. Nor did any player from the middle 
ranks show any marked improvement. This 
gives rise to some anxiety; over the next 
eighteen months there will be a good many 
school team places to be filled, and anyone 
with the necessary ambition will have the 
opportunity for a good deal of competitive 
golf. 

As usual in the summer, a good number 
of extremely enjoyable matches were played. 
For various reasons, most of the established 
players were often not available, so that it 
was possible to give match experience to 
several newcomers to the team. In the seven 
inter-school matches, no less than 16 people 
took part in at least one. The results, often 
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affected by depleted teams, showed wins 
against Canford and Downside, and a 
halved match with Marlborough; we lost to 
Bristol, Millfield and Allhallows. In the 
process, the team played on six admirable 
courses away from Sherborne, a further 
example of the range of experience and 
enjoyment open to those who reach the 
necessary standard. 

The annual summer meeting of the Old 
Shirburnian Golf Society provided all the 
usual enjoyment. Eight members of the 
School were invited to play in the Sunday 
morning Medal, in which Godfrey Abel 
achieved the best score. In the afternoon, 
ten pairs took part in the regular match 
between the O.S.G.S. and a School and Staff 
team; the latter just lost (for the first time 
for several years) - though only because 
one pair was too diffident (or too foolish?) 
to take the strokes to which they were 
entitled! 

Finally, at Commem, a most enjoyable 
match was played against a team of Parents. 
With no less than twelve pairs playing on 
each side, this ended in a win for the Parents; 
five of the matches were determined by 
nerve-racking putts on the 18th green. 

Some good golf was played in the 
various rounds of the Kemp Cup and the 
Farley (under 16) Cup. These were won, 
respectively, by Tom Pierpont (the second 
American to come over and win the "School 
Championship" in the last 20 years) and by 
Andrew Jarman; the runners-up were Crispin 
Wilson (for the second year) and Clive 
Martin. 

1st VI 
The first six had their third year in 

succession unbeaten by any school. Their 
only loss was to the Hampshire Junior team, 
on a miserable afternoon with gales register
ing force eight on the school anemometer. 

Toomer and "\Vilson M., were a very 
powerful first pair, dropping only three 
sets the whole season. Toomer's play is now 
far more reliable than last year. They will 
be hard to beat next year. 

Craw J., has greatly improved his 
game, having lost the listlessness of last year 
and consequently winning far more matches. 
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Mullins partnered him with steady deter
mination, though he had a tendency to 
prod shots. 

King and Scott ended the season as 
third pair. The former developed a stronger 
and more reliable serve this year, while the 
latter shows great promise for the future. 

Toomer and Wilson won the Dorset 
Boys' Doubles cup with considerable ease 
and lost in the final of the South-West 
Schools' Open, Toomer taking the boy 
ranked first under sixteen in the country to 
a tie-break. 

Team: Toomer (Capt.), Wilson M., 
Craw J., Mullins, King, Scott. 
Results: 
v. Blundells 
v. Taunton 
v. Bryanston 
v. Hampshire 
v. Malrborough 
v. Downside 
v. Clifton 
v. King's Taunton 

2nd VI 

P.M.H.W. 

w. 6-3 
w. 7-2 
W. 6-o 
L. 3-6 

D. d-4} 
w. 81-t 

w. sl-3t 
D. 4}-4~-

The second six had a second year 
unbeaten. Bak's game is still too mercurial, 
but at his best he is well up to first six 
standard. Thomson partnered him with a 
curious but very effective style and a flawless 
geniality on court. 

Milliken and Leach played on the first 
six for much of the season, but failed to live 
up to the promise they showed in beating 
the Bryanston first pair. Their great weakness 
was an addiction to baseline tennis and a 
failure to develop firm volleying. 

Belbin and Arnheim formed an arresting 
but very viable third pair. Belbin developed 
a fearsome flying serve and had improved the 
consistency of his game remarkably since 
last year. Arnheim's predeliction for vertical 
smashes was balanced by a steady looping 
forehand. This pair saved the first six's 
record by taking a set from King's Taunton's 
second pair, while playing for a nominal 
first six in the last match of the season. 

Team: Bak M. (Capt.), Thomson, 
Milliken, Leach, Belbin, Arnheim. 
Results: 
v. Pool Grammar 1st VI 
v. Wellington 1st VI 
v. Bryanston 
v. Milton Abbey 1st VI 
v. Marlborough 
v. Downside 
v. Clifton 

P.M.H.W. 

w. 6-3 
w. 7-2 
w. 5-1 

W.8r} 
w. 7-2 
W. 8-I 
W. 8-I 

47 
Colts VI 

The Colts have enjoyed a moderately 
successful season. Their playing record is as 
follows: matches played 9; won 6; lost 2; 
drawn I. Many of their victories were 
against opposition which was too weak to be 
demanding, but the team learnt to rally 
steadily against players who were likely to 
make mistakes. Clifton provided a good 
match, where an excellent performance by 
Cowl and Humphreys in halving with the 
Clifton first pair earned a tense draw. 
Hampshire Juniors sent a very strong team 
against us this year and we were never really 
in the contest against them, incurring our 
heaviest defeat against some quite distin
guished play. The narrow defeat by Marl
borough at home was more disappointing. 
We might easily have earned at least a draw 
by playing a few tighter rallies, when ahead, 
in sets the opposition went on to win. 

All members of the squad practised well 
and seemed to benefit from the attention of 
Mr Bradley, our coach. The squad was as 
follows (first six named were the regular 
members of the team): Davenport M. H. 
(Capt.), Paxman R. W., Allardyce R. O'N., 
Arnheim T. P., Cowl R. C., Humphreys 
D. N., Wade N. D., Brooking G. C. S. 

R.G.P. 
Jnnior Colts VI 

The Junior Colts ended the season well 
after a rather indifferent start. Coaching 
during the first half of term was disrupted by 
rain which frequently flooded the San Courts. 

Paxman and Harris, the first pair had a 
great deal of potential although their results 
did not always show this. Harris was the 
most improved player on the squad by the 
end of term. The second pair Perkins and 
Egerton-King could play well but both had 
a tendency to be idle. Pilling and Ham
mersley, the third pair, both improved 
steadily during the term. All players showed 
interest and an enthusiasm for the game 
and were a pleasure to coach. I should like 
to thank :Mr. Niven for his support, especially 
for the away fixtures. 

Team: J. C. J. Harris (Captain), D. J. 
Paxman, W. N. Egerton-King, J. M. T. 
Perkins, R. P. Hammersley, J. S. Pilling. 

Also played: N. R. S. Governer, R. G. 
Barrow. 
Results 
v. Bryanston 
v. Han ts Juniors 
v. Marlborough 
v. Finnish Schools 
v. Downside 
v. Clifton 

(Drawn) 
(Lost) 
(Lost) 
(Won) 
(Won) 
(Won) 

Sue Whelan 



Swimming 

With the new indoor 25 metre pool in 
action, the interest in competitive swimming 
has of course increased, and by a happy 
coincidence, there are a lot of talented 
swimmers about. 

These boys found time to train hard 
during the Easter term and Summer term 
and the senior beat both Canford and 
King's Bruton. It was a pity that more 
fixtures could not be arranged, but esta
blishing a new sport is not easy and most 
of the boys were committed to other sports. 
However, there is now a firm foundation to 
build on and the swimmers have shown that 
they can hold their own in the future. The 
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colts lost to Canford and King's Bruton, 
but beat Chilton Cantclo. 

J. Love proved to be an outstanding 
swimmer and inspiring captain mainly 
through his enthusiasm and appetite for 
hard work. It is pleasing to note that most 
of this young team will be back next year. 

Team: S. J. Love, R. A. Payne, D. A. 
Sparks, S. C. P. Samoilys, R. M.J. Marching
ton, S. C. M. Rooney, A. K. Short, T. G. 
Gordon, M. T. Wilson, C.R. M. Bishop. 

Colts: S. N. Bound, C. R. Martin, 
I. L. M. Young, S. H. W. Peck, S. M. 
Lavender-Jones, S. D. Williams, C. D. 
Sharples, A. L. Henderson, P. S. Messervy, 
C. A. H. Barker, D. G. Gossip. 

A.M.D. 

With a happy blend of seven old colours and eleven of last year's successful colts team, the 
athletic team enjoyed an unbeaten season against 17 schools. 

The defeat of Millfield was the closest result and the most admirable performance because 
theboyshadonlybeen back at school for three days. Again, the North Dorset Championships were 
held at Sherborne and the depth of our talent was highlighted at this meeting, because a com
petitor can only enter one event; this ended with a convincing win over Bryanston. The school 
reversed last year's result against Canford (who were the only team to beat Sherborne last year), 
but the most satisfying win was at l\farlborough because the boys have to compete in events 
that are not usually part of their programme. 

The usual middle distance strength of Small, Pocock, Ross and Barton was backed up by 
sprinters Milne, Knight and Wallis, while field events still continue to progress at a respectable 
standard, with Lillingston-Price, Teare, Ellis and Day W. always in the top three of any com
petition. Short added to his prowess as a jumper by adding useful points as a shot putter, and 
Bruce abandoned hurdling for a year to concentrate on long and triple jumping. His hurdling 
skill was not forgotten or his willingness as a team member when he competed with credit in 
the 4oom hurdles at Marlborough. The old firm of Clarke and Palmes took it in turns to win 
the high jump and this was highlighted on Sports Day when this duel continued and Clarke 
had to break the school record to win. 

The Colts had a moderate season defeating 13 schools but losing to 8. It is basically a young 
Colts team and there was no doubting their effort by the continuing improvement of their 
personal bests. Some of these boys will immediately be included in the senior teams next year 
and will adapt well, Waring (High Jump), Day T. (Javelin) and Van Rooij (Throwing) in 
particular. 

The U-15 team developed through invitation U-15 events at home matches and started 
off well by winning the North Dorset championships and remained unbeaten defeating 14 
schools and improving 6 school records. 

On the representative front, the school won the Senior and Junior Cups and were 2nd in 
the Intermediates with the result that 36 of the school represented North Dorset in the County 
Championships. Five first places were gained (Pocock, Small, Wallis, Sandall and Day T.), 2 
second places and 7 third places in a successful afternoon with six boys representing the County 
after that. We congratulate Small and Sandall on being selected in the senior 8oom and the 
junior Boom respectively, at the all-England championships. The captain Wallis sadly lost form 
in the senior hurdles at a crucial time and was not selected for the all-England but did break the 
school record. 

The athletic club continues to show with results the great depth of talent available, and with 
an ever growing number of boys joining the club it is satisfying to know that these boys can be 
catered for with expert coaching from Mr. Harris, Mr. Gibson, Dr. Turner and Mr. Morgan. 
Also, without officials, meetings could not run and their interest and observations have been much 
appreciated. 



THE SHJRBURNIAN 49 

RESULTS 
Seniors 
April 30th: 
May 7th: 
May 14th: 
May 19th: 
May 21st: 

June 11th: 
U-17's 
April 30th: 
May 7th: 
May 14th: 
May 19th: 
May 21st: 

June 16th: 
U-16's 
May 5th: 
June 14th: 
U-15's 
May 21st: 

June 14th: 
June 22nd: 
July 2nd: 

Sherborne 117, Millfield 114, King Edward's Bath 74, Queen's Taunton 70 
Sherborne 162, Taunton 134, King's Bruton 103, Queen's Taunton 66 
Sherborne 169, King's Taunton 125, Clifton 122, Blundells 48 
Sherborne 107, Canford, 91, Milton Abbey 66 · 
North Dorset Athletics: 
Sherborne '111; Bryanston 60, Milton Abbey 12, Fosters 5, Clayesmore 4 
Sherborne 187, Marlborough 174, Kingswood 130, Clifton 124, Cheltenham 116 

Millfield 108, King Edward's Bath 100, Sherborne 93, Queen's Taunton 72 
Sherborne 145, Taunton 132, Queen's Taunton I I 1, King's Bruton 75 
Clifton 145, Sherborne 135, King's Taunton 94, Blundells 91 · 
Canford 92, Sherborne go, Milton Abbey,84 
North Dorset Athletics: 
Bry'arisi:on 85, Sherborne 81, Milton Abbey 32, Blandford 15, Gillingham 13 
Bryanston 152, Clifton mg, Marlborough 105, Sherborne 102, Kingswood 61 

Sherborne 123~-, Bryanston 123t, Christy's Shaftesbury 102, Milton Abbey 91 
Millfield 83, Sherborne 60 

North Dorset Athletics: 
Sherborne 59, Bryanston 41, Blandford 40, Gillingham 33, Fosters 25, St. 
Aldhelms 18 
Sherborne 76, Millfield 68 
Sherborne I 73, Blandford 139, Sturminster Newton 77, Gillingham 76 
Sherborne I I 6, Bryans ten I I I, King's Taunton I Io, Dauritseys 78 
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