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Editorial 

When the Dining Hall was being 
planned, one side argued the food would 
get worse, the other agreed but said that 
money would be saved; perhaps not very 
surprising. Now we are fed the correct, 
medically-approved quantities of food, so 
presumably the only change wrought by 
the Dining Hall is a little more money to 
build, say, a Sports Centre or a new House. 

Well, I've no intention of airing my 
views on the Dining Hall, Education in the 
198o's or any other stock topic, so I'll move 
on to something different-rugger and 
apathy. Since the Dining Hall opened three 
years ago the rst XV have been unbeaten; 
the last three years have also witnessed 
scenes of amazing nothingness-'Shirbur
nians' have got shorter, exam results worse, 
Newsboard emptier, people seem to wander 
more than they used to. 

A wit, looking at the frantically pushing 
and heaving dining hall 'queues', attributed 
the School's rugby record to the centraliza
tion offeeding. 

Perhaps the effects of central feeding 
went wider than money saving and food 
differences. Did central feeding cause apathy? 
That would be more difficult to discuss than 
the consistency of mashed potatoes and the 
availability of tomato sauce (topics so 
important to us all that relevant bulletins 
are posted weekly). As it happens, central 
feeding knocked the stuffing out of the day: 
you can spend twelve or thirteen minutes 
making your way to the Hall, or you could 
employ the same time actually wondering 
whether or not to go, or whether or not you 
ought to be going at that particular time. 
Time becomes rather a nebulous concept, 
and people rather nebulous people. 

Now, there's nothing intrinsically wrong 
with nebulosity, and I don't know how much 
I believe in what I have written, but what I 
do know is that small-mindedness is a 
dangerous thing. 
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Sher borne Diary 
This term has been the final one at 

Sherborne for various old and newer faces: 
Admiral Sir Horace Law is retiring as 
Chairman of the Board of Governors to be 
replaced by Sir Arthur Norman; Messrs. 
Walford and Carlyle are retiring; Mr. 
Earls-Davis is to transfer to administration; 
Mr. Witchell is to take his totally unique 
conducting to Oakham to become Director 
of Music; Dr. Turner is to take his musical 
talent (more of this anon) to Queen's College 
Taunton, and there is also a rumour (they 
seem to get more and more far-fetched) that 
he might start teaching science; Mr. Chandler 
is pedalling off to-well, he's going anyway; 
and Miss Hayes after one year in the Biology 
department is going to Exeter University, 
her enthusiasm for teaching, so we are led 
to believe, not dampened in the slightest: 
plucky girl! Mr. Lugg is leaving the Porter's 
Lodge after 15 years, leaving a gap which will 
prove difficult to fill. On the other hand, 
only one birth-a son to Dr. and Mrs. 
Beavon-and so, as Mr. Ketley was heard to 
remark to Mr Howard, it seems as if the 
net out-migration is likely to exceed the 
natural increase: a sorry state of affairs in 
any school's population figures-I believe 
that the Geography department is to. col
laborate with the Biology department to 
produce a pamphlet entitled 'Facing up to 
Sherborne's Baby Slump-what you can do 
to help' and is to arrange for its large scale 
distribution instead of the Shirburnian 
which may have to be withdrawn owing to 
lack of interest. However, there is hope for 
this ancient institution yet: following the 
success of their 24-hour Chess Marathon in 
which they played roughly Bo games, it is. 
believed that Stephen Hogg and Andrew 
Brotherton may announce a Shirburnian 
Reading Marathon (yes, even the sports 
pages and the lecture reports!) if they can 
find anyone bold enough to have actually 
kept an old magazine. _ 
· Meanwhile, the continuing saga of 

M.A.S.-W.'s car: following doubts cast on the 
roadworthiness of the infamous red A4o a 
new vehicle has appeared on the scene; under 
the dirt' it is, so I have heard, a cream 

Austin/Morris, and at the moment it has 
(tut, tut!) no road fund licence-Mr. 
Schutzer-,Veissmann's argument being that 
as it does not have a functioning engine 
(incidentally, I understand that the brakes 
are a little dodgy as well) he does not have 
to pay a motor vehicle tax. I wonder if 
any compar'ly has been foolish enough to 
insure him? M.A.S.-,V., however, never 
ceases to amaze us, and in an Agora Concert 
of Elizabethan music he revealed that he was 
a dab hand :on the Bass Viol (it's a type of 
'cello in case you didn't know) once he had 
managed to get it tuned-a very lengthy 
and painful process. 

Back to the subject of cars: and Mr. 
Cooper (keeping up with the Wilkinsons 
who have also just bought a new car) has 
purchased a very smart Lancia and can be 
seen roaring about Sherborne in it, breaking 
all speed limits, having forgotten the keys to 
his room. I have even heard that in this· 
fearsome new machine he has come down-
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Green Hill faster than the head of English on 
his tremendous Wellby-powered bicycle 
(sorry; cycle clips mp extra)-a feat nigh-on 
impossible. However, all is not well: the 
Bursar, seeing that Mr. Cooper can afford 
such a car, is considering making a cut in 
housemasters' pay. 

No Sherborne Diary would be complete 
without some mention of the weather-that 
convenient and ever-popular British topic. 
Ten days or so of fairly warm and sunny 
we;:i.ther were brought to an abrupt end when 
Dr. Beavon wrote a letter to newsboard 
complaining about the heat, explaining the 
harmful effects of sun-bathing and de
manding the right to remain white. (Actually 
there's no sun in Birmingham because of the 
smog). Of course you can always spot an 
Englishman on the beach by the fact that, 
although he may be surrounded by lotions, 
ointments, oils and other ludicrously ex
pensive medicaments, he nevertheless man
ages to attain that unique, delicate hue 
which is a cross between a boiled lobster 
and a central-feeding genuine pink blanc
mange. One blessing of the weather, however, 
was that it was a real English summer 
(another of those marvellous institutions on 
a par with the English Afternoon Tea) for 
'O' and 'A'-levels which seemed to stretch, 
what with orals and one thing and another, 
from before half-term to nearly the end of 
term, and so candidates were not worried 
by having to struggle in the sweltering heat 
to push their reluctant pens across their 
sweat-covered papers, but only by not know
ing the answers. 

In the last week, therefore, when most of 
the exams had finished there were various 
celebrations. On the Monday, Dr. Turner 
gave his by now traditional concert to a 
packed B.S.R. and made us all the more sad 
that he is leaving the school. On the following 
day a concert was given in the Dining Hall 
by two school groups-"Magnum 45" and 
"Basckskrasctkh Blooze Band" (they spelt 
it something like that anyway). 

Restoration to the Abbey continues: in 
a desperate measure to get people to sing in a 
Congregational Practice, Mr. Judge revealed 
that a lot of noise might make the tower, 
which he was directly underneath, collapse: 
however, even this opportunity was passed 
over by the school, and the Director of Music 
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failed to raise more than the usual apathetic 
drone. The noise of busy hammers in the 
Abbey on a Wednesday morning and work
men walking about between the congregation 
and Heaven during the traditional morning 
service were felt to be incompatible with the 
desired spirit of worship and so the school 
was driven out to seek refuge in an assembly 
in the B.S.R. every Wednesday morning. In 
this assembly masters have to try desperately 
to interest the school in some topic of a 
vaguely religious nature for a quarter of an 
hour. Apparently there is a substantial cash 
bonus for any master who succeeds in this 
Herculean task: there have been various 
attempts for the prize-money including one 
by Mr. Lloyd who wanted to talk to the 
birds and trees (well, we always knew you 
had to be a little odd to teach Biology). 

That seems to be all that should go into 
a Sherborne Diary-and quite a lot that 
shouldn't. I think that this term has been 
most neatly summed up by the person who 
said: "Three months of Mondays." 

The Sherborne Diarist 
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Obituary 
Nan Thomas, who was Nurse at the 

Sanatorium from 1946 to 1971, died in 
Yeovil District Hospital on May 20th. She 
gave a quarter of a century of devoted 
service to Sherbornc School. Hundreds of 
boys will have known her and many will still 
remember her. She had enviable natural 
gifts. The most remarkable was perhaps that 
her words and her actions were both an 
equally spontaneous expression of the good
ness of her nature, and such was her sim
plicity that she was at all times quite 
unconscious of this gift. She never strove after 
effect. She never needed to observe herself. 

The practical expressions of her nature 
were many. She was a thoroughly competent 
nurse. But she had many interests, gardening, 
cooking, needlework, with which she filled 
every moment of the day and often to the 
advantage of her friends. She was an amusing 
conversationalist with a great sense of fun. 
She was without self-pity, without self
delusion, and her astringent debunking of 
pretentiousness in others was untainted by 

any malice and truly perceived. She was a 
generous and lively hostess and had close 
friends of all ages. Her home-made wines 
sent more than a few brave young members 
of the staff for a long walk before they felt fit 
to face house prayers. 

The last two years of her life were spent 
in progressive and often almost unbearable 
pain. Her serenity was unshaken and her 
ability to enjoy herself and to express her 
enjoyment to her friends undimmed. As she 
lay in hospital for ten weeks she drew round 
her a host of visitors, and even then she 
gave her total attention to them, deflecting 
their concern for her by her loving concern 
for them. Such an admirable life was not 
an accident, but an achievement resulting 
from self-discipline, strict adherence to high 
principles and profound faith. In her hand
bag was found a scrap of paper on which 
she had written with characteristic ortho
graphic inexactness, 'Into thy hands, 0 
Lord, I commend my spirit'. 

Good-byes 
Mr. and Mrs. Lugg 

Alwyn Lugg came to be Custos at 
Sherborne School at the invitation of R.W. 
Powell in 1965. He filled that post until the 
end of the last Summer term. That much is 
easy to record. \Vhat is harder to describe is 
what his presence in the School has meant to 
us all and perhaps above all, what an in
valuable link he has been between town and 
school. 

Alwyn's connection with the King's 
School goes back a long way. Born into one 
of Sherborne's oldest families, educated at 
Foster's School he served six years in the 
Royal Artillery until in 1933, he went as 
coach driver to Seager's Garage (now 
Bere Regis). It was his particular task to drive 
the First and Second school cricket and rugger 
teams to their away matches and doubtless 

many remember him in that capacity. The 
war saw his return to the Royal Artillery and 
brought him an uncomfortable three days 
at Dunkirk and a landing in Normandy on 
D-Day +3· In 1948 he returned to Sherborne 
and went back to his old job driving the 
school teams. He remained there through a 
change of ownership until 1964 when, after 
a brief period running his own taxi business; 
he was invited to become Custos. It is in that 
position that we have come to know him so 
well, to value so highly that calm and solid 
dignity that is his special gift. In a fast 
changing world and in the heady and 
exciting days that followed in the wake of 
"Jes evenements" of 1968, he has remained 
the necessary symbol of historical continuity 
and steadfastness. 
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"Has the school changed much smce 
you first knew it, Alwyn?" 

"No. The boys are the same. Hair longer, 
beating's gone, but its the same school." 

At the same time, Alwyn continued to 
serve the town he has always loved so well. 
President of the Sherborne Gardener's As
sociation for ro years, President of the 
British Legion, Governor of Foster's School, 
Carnival Committee ( r 5 years), Youth 
Club Committee, Scouts Committee ... and 
twenty years a Town Councillor. He even 
contrived to combine the job of Custos with 
being the first mayor of Sherborne elected 
for a full term. 
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How was it possible to do so much? 
In large part, the answer to that question is 
simply Mrs. Lugg. Her patience and courtesy 
have been never-failing, her good-humour 
and understanding a certain rock. We wish 
them both a happy retirement and hope to 
see them around for a long time to come. It 
was very fitting that the year of Alwyn's 
retirement should see the revival of Sher
borne's centuries old skimmity ride, Teddy 
Roe's band. It was very reassuring once more 
to see the massive figure of Sherborne's 
former mayor and former School Custos 
leading the procession, this man who has 
known so well how to combine the roles of 
Sherbornian and Shirburnian. 

J.J.B. 
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The Biology Department has been lucky 
to have the stimulus of a newly hatched 
Oxford Zoology graduate this past year, 
while two of us have spent some of our time 
writing text books. Our assistance came very 
attractively packaged in the form of Penny 
Hayes. Here was a clear mind, equally at 
home attending a French play or discussing 
with the 7th form esoteric aspects of the 
causes which lie behind the process of 
development. Both staff and boys will have 
benefited from her civilized thoughtful 
presence. Many of those who enjoyed her 
warm hospitality and excellent cooking at 
East Fields will regret our loss and miss her 
friendship. 

It is a pity that she and the 4th forms 
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Penny Hayes 

took so long to appreciate each other, 
because the boys missed an opportunity to 
explore the subject more fully, and she 
missed the satisfaction of directing the power
ful curiosity that a Sherborne 4S2 can 
produce when it _is working ~ell .. It is a 
credit to her pers1stant determmat10n that 
she ended up firmly in charge of them. 

She has gone on to Exeter University 
for a year to obtain further teaching qualifica
tions. All our best wishes go with her for 
this next effortless hurdle. 'Ve hope she will 
return to visit us and explain just how far 
we have paddled and drifted our practices 
away from modern educational theory. 

J.R.L. 
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I 
Peter Witchell's idiosyncratic c[our 

schemes were a superficial reflection o the 
individuality and independence whic he 
maintained throughout his seven year at 
Sherborne. He devoted himself to the sc ool 
with peculiar energy, but refused to~ be 
shaped by its conventions where these 
conflicted with his own ideas. I 

One of the most striking instances or his 
contagious enthusiasm was seen in the 
immense popularity of the Gramop one 
Society, which he founded. It raBidly 
attained a membership larger than any o

1
ther 

society and its founder's vigorous persuasion 
won many august figures to perform at its 
more whimsical meetings. Typically, 1 the 
society was kept self-sufficient financiallyland 
its success allowed it to build up a large 
record library. I 

He did not share the fashionable l dis
taste for music which was popular, provf ded 
the work had merit. His society mee ings 
were never pretentious but always enter ain-
ing. I 

Among his many contributions to the 
musical life of the school, he undertoo~ the 
massive task of composing and orchestr::tting 
the scores for two original musicals: 'Nicholas 
Nickle by' and 'Dragoncore', both perfor' ed 
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Peter Witchell 

by the school. The former has since been 
seen in the antipodes. 

In running the Madrigal Society with 
the Girls' School; helping with the Musical 
Society; organising house concerts or direct
ing music for school plays, he was above all 
concerned with communicating the pleasure 
to be found in singing or playing well. 

Despite his talent and a determination 
to achieve eventual success as a composer 
with a wider public, he had great modesty 
and a dedication to his teaching and pupils 
which won respect and affection, building 
their confidence with praise rather than 
criticism. 

His compositions reflect his vitality and 
sense of humour, proving also fruitful 
opportunities to indulge an addiction for 
jeux de mots: Abbey House, requiring a 
piece for a house concert, were given 'Abbey 
Strains' to christen. Witty quotations punc
tuate his music and in their more serious 
moments he could rarely resist guying 
himself. 

He has left to become Director of Music 
at Oakham School, a rapidly-expanding, 
co-educational school. He will have there 
even more scope for the exercise of his wide 
capacity for work. The stimulation of his 
presence will be missed here. 
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Tim Chandler 

Tim Chandler was a very enigmatic, 
not to say bucolic character. My first 
encounter with him was on accepting a lift 
back from the Upper. The door handle 
didn't come off in my hand, but in retrospect 
that seemed suprising. 

But soon his mustard Ford was to 
disappear, and Tim was seen on a rather 
rusty bicycle, in emulation of the legendary 
Peter 'Clips' Wellby. As later it was to come 
out in Newsboard probe, that same car had 
been impounded by the police following a 
desperate chase through the back streets of 
Sherborne one Saturday night. 

But Tim Chandler did much more than 
drive his car too fast, and, despite his weekly 

II 

spot in the Newsboard gossip column, we 
suspect that deep down he may at times have 
verged on the serious, or even grave. 

He was a dedicated sportsman-his 
first week at Sherborne he appeared on the 
cover of 'The Cricketer', in the company of, 
amongst others, the immortal Colin Cowdrey. 
His presence on the squash courts, whether 
coaching the firsts, or playing an exhibition 
match with the much fancied Michael 
Cleaver, was, well, memorable. 

Nobody, probably not Tim himself, 
knows quite where he is or what he is doing 
but any coach who forgets his own matches, 
any proctor who gets arrested for alcohol
assisted driving, deserves to go far. 
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Mike Turner came to Sherborne in 1973. 
He had studied Chemistry at the University 
of London and graduated in 1965; he then 
did a Ph.D. in photochemistry from 1965 to 
1968. This was followed by a period in the 
Royal Navy Instructional branch where he 
taught mathematics, physics and radar. 

His interests are wide ranging. Those 
boys who received his classroom tuition will 
remember his quiet enthusiasm for Chemistry 
and Physics; but he also impinged on many 
others who he didn't meet in the classroom. 
He is a very good guitarist, and the concerts 
which he has given will be remembered with 
pleasure for a long time; in Sher borne 
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Mike Turner 

'American Pie' is as synonymous with his 
name as it is with Don MacLean's. Many 
of the songs he rendered were his own, and 
there are a considerable number. He also 
participated in much of the amateur drama· 
in staff plays he was considered a conunitted 
and valuable member of the cast. On the 
athletics field he is a keen runner and also 
played a major role in coaching javelin; until 
an elbow injury stopped this, he was a 
thrower of international standing. 

We shall miss these many and varied 
talents; Queen's College at Taunton is the 
better for them. We wish him success and 
happiness in his new post. 

J.R.G.B. 
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Features 

Ghosts 

In an ancient town like Sherborne one 
would expect there to be a good many 
ghosts. The atmosphere of Sherborne is 
unlikely to have changed so much as to 
forbid the possibility of haunting. 

Considering this, it is surprising that the 
few ghosts around the school and the rest of 
the town have not been encountered, as far 
as one can gather, for some time. Has anyone 
recently seen a hooded figure (and I do not 
mean a dufile-coat hood) in the cloisters at 
night? Ghostly footsteps arc supposed to be 
heard at The Green on the first Friday of 
every month. It would be interesting to 
know if anyone has heard them recently. 

I wonder whether the ghost of Sir 
Walter Raleigh appeared at the castle last 
September, when I was going to look for it 
(circumstances prevented me) equipped with 
binoculars and biscuits in the middle of the 
night. 

An unconvincing studio botch-up Dramatic reconstructioneen 

Perhaps the attitude of many Shir
burnians would put a ghost off appearing in 
the cloisters of the abbey. But perhaps no-one, 
is there to see at the right moments. Anyhow, 
if anyone in the town sees or hears anything 
ghostly I hope they will make it known! 

Good luck! 



THE SHIRBURNIAN 

Join the army and feel a man ... 

Join the army and feel a man ... 
· I suppose I should have realized what 

I was entering, when I was asked for my 
hat size on the entry form. What innocent 
young idealist, full of delusions of yelling 
trash-mag heroes, machine gun in one hand, 
grenade in the other, wants to be asked for 
his hat size? 

In due course, I was standing in a line 
outside the stores room waiting for my kit. 
I remember the pride I took in having a 
brand new jersey. The R.S.M., about whom 
I'd been told many strange and wonderful 
things (including one that once upon a time 
he'd been in the real army), showed me how 
to put on my sweater. I began to realize the 
expected intellect of the average army 
recruit, and the paradox: if they expect the 
I.Q. of most recruits to be in the region of 
150-75, why call them brassards? Anyhow, 
my first day of government-subsidized train
ing had taught me how to dress nicely. 

I was now part of the wonderful world 
of the army. I started to learn how not to 
march, how not to stop, how not to wheel, 
how not to have the ends of my puttees 

tied up, how not to . . . Each week, filled 
with something new, something different ... 
when suddenly one week, we started . . . 
weapon-training (ssshhhhh). It was now that 
I realized I was ... a man. 
-Hey, what you doin' today, huh? 
-(excited voices) weapon twaining, thir! 
-Oh. Better get some guns I suppose? 
Gotn'y guns, Boris? 
-Guns? yeah. (Long pause.) No. 
-Well, spose we beher get some, huh? 
-Spose so. 

So the exciting time went on. I began 
to learn useful things like just how long one 
can prolong the dress shuffie (sounds like a 
Women's Institute Dance) without getting 
sent off running around the yard. 

Then, one bright sunny day, we had a 
proper parade. I don't know why it is, but 
on proper parades, it seems that you can 
keel over and lie down without being told 
off. Nobody does that in an improper 
parade. Still, we all keeled over obediently 
and were dragged away to a shady alcove, 
where we were asked whether we were 
alright and our collars were slackened for us, 
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and we missed that parade. 
I passed some tests with flying colours, 

and then suddenly realized that if I was not 
in the CCF, I could do all sorts of other 
exciting things, like privateprojectsas
approvedbythehousemaster, and I said to 
myself what the hell am I doing here-yes 
I know marching left right left right up down 
halt-but I could be doing privateprojects
asapprovedbythehousemaster. Goody-I can 
leave at the end of this term. I feel like 
opening the window-yes going on and 
sticking my head out and shouting and 
sticking my head out and shouting 
and shouting harder I'm mad and I'm 
n 
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General Studies: A course synopsis. 

Modern Day Truancy: This is a year's 
course on a most fascinating subject. One 
term is spent as a practical, in which boys 
are invited to be absent from as many 
general study periods as possible. 
Yeng Bu-Xhen: A study of the life and works 
of this famous South Mongolian acrobat and 
pig-breeder. Very original. 
Asceticism in a Transmogrified Culture of 
Teciprocal Monetary Status: This is a course 
for the intellectually inferior members of the 
lower sixth only. The concepts and technical
ities are all simple to grasp. 
Sherpas and Sherpism: What religious beliefs 
are pursued on Everest's slopes? \Vhat creeds 
are muttered as the 'Hu', or avalanche as we 
would say, wrecks the sherpa's hut? Find 

out in this course. N.B. :- IT IS COMPUL
SORY FOR ALL THOSE DOING 
PHYSICS-WITH-MATHS. 
Elementary Plasticine: Candidates of this 
course (which is for the upper sixth only) 
are expected to make a model of the lean-to 
in Len Murray's front garden, by the end of 
their first term. A must. 
The wonderful world of chemical explosions: 
this new course should prove most popular. 
Priority will be given to students of religious 
knowledge. 
Several masters talk about their personal 
ideas and experiences. 
Everyman's Aston. 
Essential Dublin. 
How to Own Cheap Street. 
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The dangers, though small, of Aberdeen at 
night. 
Cwmstwythabbwm, or how I learnt to stop 
worrying and love the Davy lamp. 
Everything you always wanted to know 
about Goethe's Faust but were afraid to ask. 
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The psyche of the house rugby pitch. 
Beards, and what to do with them. 
The Beginner's guide to the papier-mache 
sepia-toned reconstructions of famous works 
of art and all in the safety of your own front 
living-room. 

The winning entry 
for the 'Shirburnian' 
Drama Competition. 



THE SHIRBURNIAN 

Turandot 

Act Two, on the last night. Oh, not 
again; standing in the same place for hours 
while the prince showed off his bewildering 
perceptivity in answering Turandot's enig
mas. It gave me a chance, however, to look 
back on almost two weeks of endless rehear
sals and coffee breaks. Making my debut on 
the Dorset Opera Stage, I had come to 
Sherborne not really knowing what to 
expect. 'Really good fun' and other such 
phrases had sufficed as an incentive when I 
signed on, though looking back, I think 
Turandot turned out not to be so much 
'really good fun' as 'very enjoyable'. To put 
it in one member's words, 'not nearly so 
much of a riot as last year'. 

But this observation was just as well 
considering Turandot was to be the most 
demanding work, musically and dramatically 
that Dorset Opera have ever tackled, and 
that at the end of it all, we did have to give 
a performance or two. 

The most prominent figure in our lives 
was, naturally, Miss Miller, affectionately 
known, of course, by another name, who 
took up her normal role as chorus 'encou
rager'. I think we can all admire her for 
having an extraordinary ability both for 
working a chorus extremely hard and yet at 
the same time not causing them all to stage 
some sort of walk-out. I even heard her 
mentioning to one soloist, 'Yes, we work 
them terribly hard; aren't we beastly!' This 
was, however, not the case; chorus and 
mistress remained on very good terms 
despite the occasional frictional disputes 
over some detail or other, with Richard Bett 
(now fully recognized as the Opera Group's 
resident Italian expert, though I understand 
he has been to Italy only once) or his female 
quasi-counterpart, Helen \Vightwick who, 
according to Miss Miller, always had 'so 
much to say'. 

Another feature of the first week was 
the happy band of Italians who swarmed all 
over the school. Quite what they thought of 

us it is hard to say, though whenever we 
imparted to them some gem from the opera 
such as 'In dietro cani' (enough said), they 
would reply with some monosyllabic English 
naughty word which they had just picked 
up. Perhaps they had mis-interpreted our 
message of goodwill. 

When we were not in the O.M.S. we 
were in the B.S.R., where Mr. Glen taught us 
with endless patience what to do on the 
colourful set, which was striking in its 
simplicity, in a cleverly stretched perspective, 
and designed by Mr. Cole. Those who have 
not sung and acted simultaneously will not 
understand the problems one has to overcome 
in combining the two effectively, and often 
in these rehearsals one could sense a feeling of 
apprehension; certainly when the first week 
or so had slipped by, and the performances 
became more of a reality, we were sometimes 
genuinely worried-we still hadn't done Act 
III-would it be alright? Could we memorize 
it in time? But Mr. Shelley's barking instruc
tions and his notorious laugh are enough to 
pull anyone through, and in the end we kept 
our heads way above water. 

Then there was the vogue for writing. 
little messages in everyone else's score. This 
eventually got out of hand, for one member 
of staff over whom many of the girls had 
been swooning from the moment they 
arrived, and who had ever since been 
hounded by females desperate to embarrass 
him, took to writing messages so derogatory 
in people's music that he had to write them 
in Greek. 

I have hardly yet mentioned Mr. 
Shelley, chiefly because we did not find 
ourselves in· contact with him for much of 
the time. \Vhat we must realise, however, is 
that he spends most of the rest of the year 
preparing for the next opera on the agenda, 
he organizes the orchestra himself, he deals 
with the soloists, and most of the losses on the 
opera (the reason for these being the in
adequately sized B.S.R. auditorium) he pays 
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straight out of his pocket. In fact, his dedica
tion to opera and the Dorset Opera Group 
only leaves us to admire him to the utmost 
extent. 

The performances themselves were, 
apparently, very impressive. Mr. Ferry told 
us of a critic he had sat beside who had come 
fully expecting 'another amateur product
ion', of something we couldn't handle, but 
within ten minutes of act one was white
faced. 

Praise is due to the stage management 
and the costume department; the latter's 
designs were superb; grotesque and menacing 
for the guards' outfit, delicate and really 
quite pretty, I thought, for the ladies-in
waiting. The bald wigs of the white priests 
were the source of some amusement as well, 
though apparently they were stuck on with 
copydex, and removing them after a per
formance was, I am told, a very painful 
experience. The stage management did very 
well, spending a lot of time shifting scenery 
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round the stage just so we could run through 
one small bit in a certain act, staying in the 
B.S.R., it seems, till the small hours making 
boxes, or painting, and Miles Ripley proved 
(as usual, I understand) a very well organized 
and efficient stage-manager. 

Then, of course, there were the soloists. 
Two of them managed to get colds, but 
Janet Jaques (Turandot) continued, at 
times at a lower volume than normal (a 
blessing for most of us), while all the others 
gave equally brilliant performances. 

Thanks are also due to Mrs. Stewart 
and Mr. Wilkinson who accommodated the 
choruses, the central feeding for providing 
urn upon urn of coffee and tea, and last but 
not least, Joyce and her husband. 

So, to quote from the opera itself, 
Turandot was vanquished, and we left sadly 
to return only too soon to the reality of 
Sherborne School. We had met new friends 
and lost old ones. Well, you win some, you 
lose some. That's the way the cookie crumbles. 

A day in Wales 

At 7.30 the buses departed, filled with 
bored, tired boys. The journey was long and 
typically nauseating, the only excitement 
being provided by the Severn bridge and 
Newport tunnel. At last we turned right 
and entered the long awaited valleys. A 
narrow road along one side, giving superb 
views of the strange, macabre beauty of the 
black slag heaps and rusting mines, with the 
overshadowing green 'mountains' above. 

The bus convoy split-one to Abertillery 
(a coal mining town) and two to Ebbw Vale. 
The road to Ebbw Vale presents a daunting 
view of disused steelworks and mines that 
were once prosperous. Industry was only 
evident in the rather superficial B.S.C. 
tinplate works, and the new industrial 
estate that we were shown after a very 
impressive civic reception by the disillusioned 
mayor. Pack lunches were then issued and 
field work commenced. Each bus contained 
three groups, each with different tasks
housing survey, functional survey or urban 
transect. Some of these meant mustering up 

enough courage to actually talk to the 
inhabitants! It might help to have new maps 
issued on any subsequent trip, because much 
to one's groups delight, the houses that they 
were supposed to survey had been demol
ished 'years ago'. 

Eventually everyone boarded the buses 
again and began the 12 mile 'head-of-the 
valleys' trip to Cwmbran Newtown, where 
an excellent talk on Cwmbran was given by 
the Geography mistress at Croesyceiwog 
comprehensive school (never mind the 
perfume!) Then field work recommenced in 
the sterile, planned township-a good, 
absolute contrast with the grimy terraces and 
general decline of Ebbw Vale's property. 

The bus journey back home was again 
sickly, especially as the driver turned off the 
motorway at Bristol rather than at Bridg
water. Nevertheless the day had been good 
fun and offered a much required insight into 
'true' urban life. Many thanks to the 
organisers and masters involved. 

Steve Morris 
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Fin de Partie 

The Commem French Play this year was 
'Fin de Partie' or 'Endgame' by Samuel 
Beckett, an Irishman who writes in French 
and who has been awarded the Nobel Prize 
for Literature 'for writing which, in new 
forms for the novel and drama, acquired its 
elevation in the destitution of modern'. 
The four actors were Nicholas Powe as 
HAMM, Brain Schiele as CLOV, Michael 
Davenport as NAGG and Martine Lecronier, 
from Lord Digby's, as NELL. The acting 
was of exceptional polish and feeling, and 
congratulations must go to C.H.R.N. who, as 
producer, was responsible for the selection 
and co-ordination of this fine work. The 
spoken French was of a comparably high 
standard and clarity, and indeed, with two 
of the actors from France, it was as near to 
the native tongue as is possible in an English 
Public School. The Old School Room, how
ever, with its tasteful wood panelling and 
colourful statue of Eduardus Sextus was a 
rather unfortunate setting for a play which 
takes place against a 'grey, grim, bare' 
background; and the proximity of the front 
rows of the audience to the stage and the 
actors, undoubtedly helped to destroy some 
of the force of the dramatic impact. 

The piece itself is of crucial importance 
in contemporary drama, emphasizing as it 
does the futility of modern existence-four 
people in a drab, cheerless interior, trying 

to find some sort of meaning in life: HAMM 
(hammer), who is and in a wheelchair 
and three nails: CLOV (clou), HAMM's 
adopted son, and NAGG (nagel) and NELL 
(nail), HAMM's parents. NAGG and NELL 
lost their legs in a tandem accident and now 
live in dustbins, isolated, but sometimes 
popping up from their prisons to say some
thing. CLOV would have left long ago if 
HAMM were not the only one to know the 
combination of the 'buffet' where all the 
food is kept. Outside the room there is 
nothing, 'zero', and inside there is the 
endless futility of everyone getting on each 
others' nerves. NELL dies, NAGG is crying 
so he's not dead yet; CLOV decides to leave 
the odious HAMM at last; HAMM wants 
to be with the fishing gaff, to give him some 
sense of existence-even unpleasant-rather 
than this total emptiness; CLOV insults 
him and leaves; HAMM realizes that it is 
over and throws away all his possessions except 
for a dirty old handkerchief-'vieux linge, 
toije te garde'-this is what life is reduced to. 

By virtue of the fact that he is foreign, 
Beckett can view the French language from 
outside and so achieve a great precision of 
expression and depth of feeling-The cast 
provided us with a fine rendering of a 
supremely significant play. 

Mike Kitcatt 

Forty Years On 
Although this play met a divided have looked somewhat patched and artificial 

audience of parents and boys, it seemed to but (as one of the builders) I can assure you 
be an obvious success. This was largely due that it was an ambitious construction using 
to R.S.G.'s cleverly balanced direction, the scaffolding for the very first time (whoops of 
brilliant portrayal of the ageing headmaster delight!) The hardworking stagecrew deserve 
by John Love, and the strong, loyal support- a mention, under P.D.C.'s delicate g-uidance. 
ing cast. The other actors were David Reffell as 

The play is about a typical school play Miss Nisbet (aftenvards, a boy's sister asked 
which is performed to commemorate the last me ifhe was always like that!), Steve \Vright, 
term of its headmaster. The new, trendy Ian Tresidder and Graham Flower as awe-
headmaster-to-be (played appropriately by imposing school masters and matron. The 
Charles Southey) directs the play which is main bulk of those patient non-speaking 
acted by typical schoolboys. It is a rather actors are listed below, together with the 
confusing jumble of scenes depicting the stage crew and lighting. Mrs. Harris must 
two world wars, and slowly rises to several again be thanked for producing costumes, 
ironical episodes. and all the other staff and crew responsible 

The stage-set, to the audience, may for the production. 
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Props, sound and eventually appendicitis -
Hugh Williams 
Lighting - Nick Hicks 

Tim Jeffreys 
Oliver Starkey 

Stage construction - Jim Peters 
and 'operation' John Grange 

Charles Morrish 
Guy Malet de Carteret 
Nige Perry 
Julian Gun-Cuning
hame 
Steve Morris 
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Jonathan Love castigating Graham Flower 

The trendy Charles Southey (left) 

The rest of the cast: 
Old lady - Alastair Woolley 
her old man - Richard Thomas 
three rather I John Bulford 
sinister ~Tim Willis 
gentlemen J Jerome Van Rooij. 
(not personally) 
School-boys [Patrick Hamilton 
(Sorry if I've Richard Roope 
left someone Tony Dowding 
out everyone I (someone) Tombs 
seems to ~ Robert Mackean 
have lost l Symon Robinson 
their pro- Howard Gill 
~ramme) Andrew Carey 

.David Maddocks 
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Art Environment 

These exhibitions are taking on a 
growing role in the Commem 'scene', and 
this year's was a dramatic, impressive con
struction and enactment of various famous 
works of art (famous, even though I've 
forgotten most of them). Illustrated are 
Charles Watson and friends 'potato-eating' 
in true Van Gogh style, P.D.C. and chums 
reclining on a Monet balcony, and a very 
Dutch looking P.D.C.-daughter being pre
sented with a jug from somebody. Also 
featured were scenes from Blake's Creation 
of Adam ('it gets in everywhere'), and a 
few typically infectious-looking girls from a 
Lichtenstein cartoon strip. 

Steve Morris 
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Sounds Easy 

Peter Witchell in action 

On the Thursday, Friday, and Saturday 
evenings of Commem, Lyon House staged 
an entertainment of songs taken from various 
musical shows, from the First World War up 
to the present day, including 'Cabaret', 
'South Pacific', 'The Sound of Music' and 
many other equally well known names. The 
four gentlemen from Lyon-Richard Payne, 
Chris Kendall, Dave McCarthy and Charlie 
Bishop-were aided and abetted by two 
de~ectable females from Leweston. Despite 
the occasional slip on a top note, there was 
obviously a good deal of talent there and 
much hard work was in evidence. In this 
context one must mention Peter Witchell 
who was an invaluable help in rehearsals 
and who accompanied the songs on the 
piano, providing support where needed, but 
not being so obtrusive as to drown the sing
ing at any point (another of his many 
successes). Lighting was used to very good 
effect and some cleverly executed dance 
sequences enhanced the visual impact. So, 

Alan Howard-the inspiration of so much 

and so many 

congratulations all round for a very enjoy
able and original evening's entertainment, 
providing many parents with a very welcome 
nostalgia trip. 
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Prose 

He walks the dusk-orange tracks in silence. 
Pursued by black outlines of night-hounds 
Howling their souls to the sky. 
Trapped, his head shakes from side to side, in a desperate rhythm of earth agony. 
Squirming and squealing from what he cannot think. 
The half-body hops its mutilated way to mother, 
Hands gleaming white 
Against the red of its snake-like entrails 
And the black of its scream. 
Teeth fragment around the grassy clumps of mouth 
As the stones lie bloodless in their couches. 

The frenzied shaking creeps to body; 
To stagger drunk down the passage, 
Arms flailing, flapping walls and air, 
Fists clenching knotted clothing 
And sickle swinging in the turgid blanket. 
Insanity leaps from every pore 
Contorts and wrinkles the skin 
Until it dries and cracks under the spray-cloud of purple anaesthesia. 

A wolf-pack flows silently through black trees on white snow, 
The sledge, their prey, 
Twisting and turning to elude; 
And not hoping. 

(continued overleaf) 



So the body writhes and twists, 
Rolls in contortions 
Leaping like a wet-rag fish on land, 
But does not move 
The twin green eyes stare unblinkingly. 
For they have seen before 
The tries of one who cannot move. 
Impassive as stone 
They know. 

The hand on the crank turns faster, 
As the blur becomes a vomit of blood 
And the black void of gut 
That only love can fill. 
But the harlequin stands on the side 
In a green-faced red-lipped 
Obscene fury of laughter. 
The evil cackle growing, 
Growing and filling cranium, 
Echoing off faceless walls 
In the empty room 
Until brain explodes, 
And body collapses in a rag-doll heap 
With strings dangling limp in the master's mind. 

THE SHIRBURNJA.N 

Benson 
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Poetry 

The Old Castle 
Quiet, 
Can you hear the coot calling from the lake? 
The dank air is gathering 
To a mist, 
Enacting its close erosion. 

Patient, 
The rough ruin, with an old man's contempt, 
Waits for something beyond us 
As its birth. 
Something will come from the thick cold. 

Meanwhile 
It tolerates these clambering imbeciles, 
Their creating dignity 
Forgotten. 
It touches molecules of air. 

Giles Tillotson. 



THE SHIRBURNI.AN 

Somewhere, in the land which man called Eden, 
That slept with the stillness of a summer sea; 
Somewhere, through that first enchanted garden, 
Nature breathed harmony, 

Where truth played in the flowers and the trees, 
And beauty lingered, an immortal being; 
Somewhere, the soothing of a wanton breeze 
Lulled the seasons into lasting spring. 

And here the boy-god piped before the sun, 
And crooked-laughing, made the shrill reeds quiver 
Here the dawn came, and here was music born 
By the low singing of a waking river. 

As many, seeking through the years, 
Longed for his ecstasy of sweet delight 
For the scared moment on the heavenly stairs 
When their vision started from his sight. 

These made their music of all the world's pain, 
They carved a temple for a small heart's joy 
And striving for the essence of some form divine 
Essayed unceasing that eternal way. 

Some, in the silence of their lonely room, 
Pictured the spring-time of their inmost dream; 
Some, stirring ivor' fingers into bloom 
Lived in a lifetime not their own. 

An Hour's Music in . 
School 

Of footsteps on the altar i1 
Of spirits thronging up the 
Of music that made finite · 
Of men made angels throi: 
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borne Abbey 
Poem-SherboT114 r937 

sun, 
:len stairs, 
~divine, 

he span of years. 

But one built a tower against the southern sky, 
And painting it in the storm-clouds of the world, 
Filled it with music, that it should not die 
Leaving his cry unheard, his praise untold. 

And life filled the stone, for as I watched, I knew 
He who carved pillars loved the slender pine, 
He knew the forest sky who etched the lacing roof 
And one heard far sheep bells calling in the chime. 

In the glass was a memory of the dying sun, 
And the colours of a rainbow's smile; 
In the night came the fragrance of a bare hill-side 
Down the storied aisle. 

All built their music in the stone they loved, 
In a symphony of life's eternal scene 
Their temple was the age they lived 
For ever glorified. 

And as the organ flared his rolling tone 
My wistful soul escaped me 
For now the pillars into trees had grown 
And the roof shone with the tracery of sky. 

Now as the pages rustled heavy with their notes 
I heard the reeds blowing by Eden's stream; 
And where the sun cast his jewelled motes, 
Playing upon the wall, I watched a dream. 

This and other poems by John Durnford, O.S., 
are published in ' Lark Ascending'. 



On his face, the forest bristles; 
oaks muff their feet in leaves
brown shavings of ice that float 
and hurl themselves like bulls. 
On his palm, the lake is sweating; 
the blood of dying snow, its pure body 
nailed by sun to rock and plant. 
Under mother - shackled cygnets, fish twitch 
in the electric water. 

&surance glowed from every stride 
From every step he made 
From laundered shirt and blue cravate 
His coarse and even suedes 
But as the sun beat down on us 
The sticky stifling heat 
I noticed as I passed him by 
The stench of sweating feet 
And as I watched him walk away 
I noticed something new 
He hated every step he took 
And every line he drew 
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Monday-Morning-Homesick. 
Are you so young 

If you still need to run 
To your sunny-monday-begun 

mother? 
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Revie"Ws 

Under Milkwood 

The lights dim (very dim in fact), the 
effervescent conversation lowers to a murmur 
and one or two squeaks of anticipation come 
from some of the 'fairer' members of the 
audience. A shadowy figure appears before 
us, the broad outlines of her body played on 
by the subtle texture of the green spot lamp. 
As it undulates over her more than pleasing 
contours, her softly intoned Welsh accent tells 
us that one by one the inhabitants of a little 
Welsh town are waking up on yet another 
'fresh Sunday morning'. The spot lamps 
shed their feeble glow on a melee of bodies 
scattered around the stage, as a general 
yawning and armstretching (no, not by th:l 
audience) goes on. 

Well, if you are still with us, this was 
in fact a very creditable performance of an 
extremely difficult play, despite a rather slow 
and murky start: it took me about half an 
hour to work out just what shape and size 
the narrator would take up next under the 
rather crude and ineffective lighting. In fact 
once you could make out who she was, 
Katie Howells gave an excellent performance 
as the first voice, and only managed to 
stumble over her lines once, while reading 
out reams of very complex and clause poetry. 
Marcus Graziani provided the perfect anti
dote to the sometimes wooden acting of the 
rest of cast with a superbly slimy perform
ance of the poisonous Mr. Pugh and the 
quick income Lord Cutglass. One of the 
most amusing parts of the play was that 
involving the domineering Mrs Ogmore 
Pritchard (Fiona Tanner) and her two 
zomboid husbands, played with fine synchro
nization by James Earls-Davis and Marcus 
Graziani, who are told to undress by numbers 
-Yes, they remove their socks too! There 
was also plenty of scope provided by Dylan 
Thomas' veritable plague of sexual con
notations for the lads in the back rows to let 
out great hoops oflaughter: 'Organ Morgan's 
at it again playing with his organ 'til 12 

o'clock at night'. 

To return to the performance, we were 
all riveted to our seats as the little goings-on 
of this village with a collective one-track 
mind were recorded with all its sinister 
charm. All of the girls aquitted themselves 
well, if none outstandingly, as one by one, or 
in more polygamous cases, one by two, they 
lamented over the various states of disrepair 
in their sweet little Welsh sex lives. Cristina 
Broadie Cooper as Polly Garter almost 
threatened to be genuinely moving but I'm 
afraid her singing let her down (the author 
sympathises, having suffered the same fate 
in last year's School House skits). The blokes 
didn't do so badly either even if one or two 
lacked in inspiration and vitality, but this 
play does contain some fractionally difficult 
parts. Antony Fraser (Captain Cat) did well 
to stare into space so effectively while 
murmuring about school children and getting 
'shipwrecked between her thighs'. Hugh 
Williams' rendering of Sin bad Sailors showed 
he was no novice when it came to appreciat
ing certain parts of a young lady's anatomy, 
and Julian Gun Cuninghame reminded one 
more of an ageing punk than a mystical 
Gallic preacher, but nevertheless carried off 
his lines with a certain gusto. 

By the end of the play, I was most 
impressed by this performance of a day in 
the life of a very diverse (or perverse?) little 
place somewhere in the depths of that 
forbidden peninsular of rugby, singing, and 
other naughty goings-on on the other side 
of the Severn Bridge. Here is one hardened 
misogynist who looks forward with eager 
expectancy to another equally successful 
joint effort with our delectable hooded green 
neighbours across the way, and who hopes 
that he will be treated with an equally light
hearted and ludicrous display as last 
Thursday afternoon. 

Grackle Voyeur. 



This was it : :\1 J. T. 's farewell perform
ance! Packing the seats, spilling over into 
the aisles, standing on tip-toe outside in the 
passage, straining to see and hear, maybe 
for the last time! How often our feet had 
tapped and our hearts had throbbed to the 
inimitable sound of our very own Rock 'n 
Roll Star! Our very own !-and now no 
longer: off to some other school, another 
high-vaulted hall, another crowd eager to 
claim that voice and that presence as an 
expression of its own dim and hesitant 
emotional yearnings. 

Of course, he'd never been ours really. 
What connection really exists between a 
man who offers his songs with the grace of 
someone tipping his hat to a lady, and a 
scl::ool full of boys who take their songs from 
chromium fingers, manicured to the finest 
calibration of decibel and distortion, the 
technological muscles of which are controlled 
by a soul of cupidity? Stroll through the 
courts of a Saturday evening and listen to 
the sounds that pour from thousands of 
watts animating the silvered tabernacles of 
high fidelity in almost every study. Hear how 
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M.J.T. in concert 

every human passion, once given form and 
life by the divine agency of music, is now in 
thrall to a monstrous power and transformed 
into an automatic response of bestial savagery 
or mindless sentimentality. 

Standing at the back of the hall, I was 
not surprised, then at the frank expression 
of boredom in the behaviour of the boys and 
girls-yes, even girls unentranced by those 
eyes of cool steel !-in the audience. There's 
no greater affinity between M.J.T.'s music 
and Sherborne Kiddie-Kultur than there is 
between Caruso and Radio Two. 

It didn't make the slightest difference 
whether he sang 'There's a Hole in my Bucket' 
or Bob Dylan's 'Masters of War'. His youthful 
audience did not care to hear any kind of 
song at all, so accustomed they are to having 
their minds blown cleanly off by monstrous 
volumes and exotic varieties of sound, so 
magnetised are their senses to the circuits of 
feeling directed by the great god Pop. 

Let those who have ears, hear. But 
they'd all left them behind-or sold them 
to buy headphones. 

AndM.J.T. ?Oh yes; hewasverygood. 
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The Kings Singers 

The Kings Singers used their large 
singing talent to great advantage one 
evening when they presented us with a full 
and varied programme of choral music. All 
the pieces, which ranged from 16th Century 
Madrigals to 20th Century Zulu music, were 
performed with great skill and the singing 
was so good that it held the audience's 
attention throughout the evening. 

The programme began with a number 
of Flanders and Swann favourites, which the 
singers managed to perform with the same 
humour and expression as the original 
artists and the music benefited from the 
extra harmony. 

Fortunately for those unable to afford 
the 5op Souvenir programme each set of 
of pieces was introduced. The Madrigals 

A demonstration of a really rather puerile 
sense of humour 
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were performed with feeling for the words 
and music and were followed by some Zulu 
pieces which were quite interesting to listen 
to, but I was not sorry when they finished as I 
feel that this music has a limited audience 
outside Africa. 

The second half was filled with pieces 
by Elgar, which were customarily pleasing, 
and some songs specially commissioned for 
the Singers of poems by Yeats and Blake. 
The concert was rounded off with some 
lighter pieces which. demonstrated the 
Singers' versatility and prompted the 
audience to call for three encores to show 
how much they had appreciated the per
formance. So, the evening was enjoyed by all 
and the Kings Singers certainly lived up to 
their reputation. 

l' 

I 
' . ' 
i 
j ,, 
' 
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Societies 

The Hellfire 

'The defence of Napoleon', the title 
of our first paper, was given by Hugo 
Barker. The main topic for discussion was 
the question of whether Napoleon's policy 
both home and abroad, was aimed at making 
France great or at a fulfilment of his 
personal ambition. The majority agreed 
with the latter point of view. 

The second paper was given by Richard 
Thomas entitled 'Europe-why the first 
civilization was interesting and informative'. 

Nigel Perry gave the first paper of the 
Lent term on the assimilation of Algeria. He 
asked the question of whether assimilation 
was ever possible or indeed, even intended 
in Algeria. Interesting parallels provoking 
lively discussion were drawn with Northern 
Island and Rhodesia. 

'Impressionism and Society' was the 
title of our second talk given by Tim Colqu
houn. Although his choice of slides was 
perhaps disappointing he managed to convey 
the atmosphere of the period. It was a pity 
that he did not discuss the work of the 
impressionists in more depth. 

John Peplow gave an excellent paper, 
with little doubt the best of the year, on the 
occupation of the Channel Islands. He 
looked at all aspects of life on the islands 
both domestic and military, during the 
German occupation and enriched our under
standing with the first hand knowledge of a 
native. 

The first meeting of the summer term 
took the form of a balloon debate between 
Pitt, Fox, Disraeli and Gladstone represented 
by Graham Flower, James Severn, Jeremy 
James and Mike Croft respectively. They 

were trying to convince the floor that they 
had principles which they stuck to. Severn 
and James gave us an account of their 
subject's lives rather than a defence of their 
principles. Pitt and Gladstone were well 
defended and after an energetic discussion 
and vote, Pitt and Gladstone remained in 
the balloon. 

The second meeting provided an inter
esting contrast to previous papers when D. 
Hogg and W. Lauste took the role of an 
aristocrat and peasant in the ancient regime 
of France. The discussion was disappointing 
through an inherent lack of knowledge of 
their subject, and tended at times to end in 
futile argument. 

The final paper of the year was given 
by Charles Morrish, entitled 'Cuba and all 
that'. It was basically a defence of rural 
guerilla warfare, using the revolution in Cuba 
as an example, as an effective revolutionary 
force in the light of the increase in urban 
terrorism today. Interesting comparisons 
were drawn between the two. 

We had eight enjoyable evenings in the 
year and all talks were interesting though 
some perhaps lacked the depth of knowledge 
which any paper requires. We thank Mr. 
Francis for presiding over the meetings, Mr. 
Stephenson for his invaluable though some
what ungentlemanly modes of argument, 
sometimes perverse participation, the Mac
naghtens for the use of their sitting room 
until the meetings moved to the Annexe 
owing to the increased membership, and to 
Mr. Brown for the much appreciated 
refreshment. 
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The Green Ribbon Club 

The dominant theme of the term's 
meetings was to have been nineteenth
century Germany, but Professor Richard 
Cobb's brilliant talk on revolutionary France 
inevitably stole the limelight. 

The 'Cobb enigma' was compounded 
when he began by opening his notebook 
from the wrong end and reading from back
cover to front-cover. He expounded to us his 
theory of the study of history, which had 
formed part of the material for his series of 
talks on Radio 3. He spoke of the 'excruciat
ing boredom' he experienced when con
fronted by conventional history, and of the 
exhiliration inspired in him by 'banality'. 
By 'banality' he meant the study of the 
minute details of human existence, including 
clothes, language, weather and social mobil
ity, all of which he had rooted out through 
extensive research from contemporary public 

Well-known disaster areas 

records and personal diaries. His history 
involved eavesdropping and prying into the 
lives of ordinary people-such an approach 
came as a novelty to nearly all of us. Our 
attention was riveted by a languid and 
original style, with sentences which didn't 
end because they didn't really need to. 

The other talks, by members of the 
Club, were of course tame in comparison. 
David Moore delivered a learned paper on 
the eternal German phenomenon of Zerris
senhei t, Michael Davenport spoke on the 
allegedly much-maligned figure of Bleich
roder, Bismarck's Jewish banker, and Giles 
Tillotson discussed Wilhelm II in the context 
of the German origins of the First World War. 
Many thanks to the Barkers for their hospi
t::i.lity and for the use of their house as a venue. 

Michael Davenport 
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Cricket 

1st XI 

I wrote in the 'schools' cricket review' 
before the season began that I thought we 
would have a mediocre season in which we 
would be lucky to win as many school games 
as we lost. 

vVe drew with Bradfield, which became 
our first game, because of rain against 
Sherborne Town, with Bradfield 80 for 9 
chasing 203. We followed this with a splendid 
game against the Free Foresters which we 
lost by two wickets in the last over. 

The following week-end was probably 
the hottest of the summer and we were to 
play Clifton on the Saturday and a touring 
team from Bishop's Stortford College on the 
Sunday. Against Clifton we again batted 
first and made 2 1 1 for 4 declared including 
a sound 55 from Nick Isaac who but from an 
injury to Simon Bennett would not have been 
playing, and a hard-hitting 66* from David 
Dally. 

Unfortunately as so often happens 
Clifton lost early wickets and were 25 for 4. 
The game then gradually died a slow death 
as the Clifton opener ground out a very slow 
49 and as Archer bowled his medium pacers 
rather than spinners and even the 'occasional' 
bowlers to encourage Clifton to go for 
victory, thereby giving us a chance of 
bowling them out. 

The following day saw perhaps the most 
entertaining day's cricket on the Upper 
throughout the entire Summer. For the first 
time Archer lost the toss, but was asked to bat, 
Bishop's Stortford admitting to a weak 
bowling attack, but showing a desire to win 
the game with a battery of good strikers of 
the ball, two of whom were schoolboy 
hockey internationals. 

Kenny and Eckersley-Maslin both fell 
with the total on 1 3 and it was then left to 
Isaac and Dally to take the score to 100, 

before Isaac was out, soon after lunch. At 
this time Dally was 56 not out. He was then 

joined by Bulford and these two put on 132 

in 66 minutes in very contrasting styles. 
Dally 'caned' the attack for all he was worth 
while Bulford played an excellent supporting 
role pushing singles and running Dally's runs 
in a manner which certain England openers 
would not understand. Dally finished with 
149*, out of 232 for 3, and was lucky enough 
to be awarded a small bat by Bishop's 
Stortford in recognition of the innings-a 
gesture which typified the spirit in which 
they wished the game to be played. 

Archer then proceeded to baffie those of 
us sitting on the sidelines with his bowling 
changes, having been primed by the coach 
not to let the game die. He kept them so much 
in the game that they nearly won it, but he 
backed his hunches and it paid off. Perhaps 
the greatest tribute to the game was that 
M.M.W. stayed to watch the end-an 
unheard-of occurrence! Bishop's Stortford, 
sportingly going for the runs all the way, 
finished 201 all out. 

This was followed by another extra
ordinary game. This was against the Sher
borne Pilgrims, in which the opposition were 
chasing 189 and had reached 1 68 for four 
with the school looking as if they were going 
to bowl more than twenty overs in the last 
hour! Pilgrims ended up 187 for 8 with some 
of the most amazing running between the 
wickets I have ever seen! 

This brought us to half-term and the 
start of' A' -levels. I had already released Kenny 
in the hope that his studies would benefit 
since he had spent so much time on Rugby 
grounds over the winter, and one or two 
other members of the team became more 
and more tense, making the atmosphere less 
relaxed and less pleasant. We were lucky to 
have Simon Bennett back after injury and 
he added to the balance of the side. 

The performances after half-term were 
both tense and weary. Only against Canford 
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did we bowl and field as we could. We held 
out against Radley thanks to gritty and 
determined batting by Bulford, Blackburn 
and Fisher. We threw away the chance of a 
win against Downside with some appalling 
batting, chasing only l 26, and ending up 
81 for 7, having been 37 for 5. 

The exams really took their toll in the 
batting against the Dorset Rangers. ·with the 
order upside down we found ourselves 5 l for 
7, Justin Fish having taken 5 for l 7 in l l 

overs with the new ball. A spirited recovery 
by Chris Bulford and Simon Bennett, who 
both arrived at the ground at 12.40 after a 
three hour exam, enabled us to finish 146 all 
out. We then proceeded to bowl and field 
well making the Rangers work for every run 
and they finished 88 for 8 struggling to hold 
out. 

Blundell's away was a real disappoint
ment. We batted quite well, if a little slowly 
on a perfect batting pitch and declared with 
220 for 6 at just before 3.30 p.m. leaving 
Blundells to make 22 l in 120 minutes and 20 

overs. We then bowled and fielded as badly 
as we had done all year. For the first time in 
the season I felt that we had been out
fielded in all departments and having 
dropped three or four vital catches it was 
hardly surprising that Blundells made the 
runs with four wickets in hand. \Ve com
pletely lost control of the game and surrend
ered it, and perhaps saddest of all, some 
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members of the side did not lose graciously. 
We played better against MCC and the 

Pilgrims despite losing both games to better 
sides, and it was good to see some of the 
players lower down the batting order making 
runs just before the festival, particularly 
Nick Oborne who had struggled against 
himself as much as the opposition through
out most of the season. He made a splendid 
and memorable hundred against the Pilgrims. 

It was our turn to act as hosts for the 
festival, in which Haileybury managed to do 
what we had done at Haileybury in 1977 
and win all three matches. We couldn't bowl 
Cheltenham out on the first day. We then 
batted badly against a stiffish Marlborough 
declaration and only held out thanks to 
some sterling batting by Fisher and Sander
son, much to their housemaster's delight. 

Haileybury were not unbeatable and at 
l l 2 for 3 we seemed well placed to set them a 
stiff task, after they had put us in to bat. 
However more inept middle order batting 
meant that we were bowled out for 167. 
\Ve bowled and fielded well but an innings 
of 6 l by a fifteen year old was enough to see 
them home by three wickets. So our record 
was Played 15, \Von 2 Lost 5 Drew 8 with 
one game abandoned, and three of the five 
losses being to clubs. 

Archer's captaincy was idiosyncratic, 
but he learnt a lot during the season about 
the game. Bulford and Oborne proved 
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useful advisers. Dally made a lot of runs but 
never quite came to terms with himself over 
keeping wicket. For the future Eckersley
Maslin should make a lot of runs, Fisher and 
Sanderson will take a lot of wickets, and 
Blackburn and Garrett if they keep playing 
will turn out to be very useful all-rounders. 

Finally my thanks to David Gibbs for 

Sherborne 293 for 4 dee. (R. E. Maslin 88 
B. Kenny 54); 
Bradfield 80 for 9 (J. Fisher 3 for 3 1). 
Sherborne 200 for 5 dee. (R. E. Maslin 53 
S. Bennett 50); 
Free Foresters 201 for 8 (J. Blackburn 3 
for 7). 
Sherborne 211 for 4 dee. (N. Isaac 55 
D. Dally 66*); 
Clifton 150 for 7 (S. Archer 3 for 22 
P. Sanderson 3 for 55). 
Sherborne 232 for 3 dee. (D. Dally 149*); 
Bishop's Stortford 201 (P. Sanderson 5 for 
103). 
Sherborne 189 for 7 dee. (N. Isaac 50); 
Pilgrims 187 for 8 (S. Archer 3 for 22). 
Radley 203 for 7 dee.; 
Sherborne 66 for 8. 
Canford (S. Archer 3 for 15, P. Sanderson 
3 for I 3); 
Sherborne 75 for 3. 
Downside 126 (P. Sanderson 4 for 29); 
Sherborne 81 for 7 (S. Archer 32*). 
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his immaculate organisation, to M.M.W. and 
C.M.G.H. for their coaching help and 
technical expertise, to P.M.W. without whose 
gloves and stick (white!) Upper practice 
games in April would not be the same. To 
my successor, I hope you can find all the 
bits to put them back together! 

Tim Chandler. 

Sherborne 146 (S. Bennett 51); 
Dorset Rangers 88 for 8. 
Sherborne 220 for 6 dee. (N. Isaac 58); 
Blundells 222 for 6. 
Sherborne 166 (R. E. Maslin 5 1) ; 
MCC 167 for 6. 
Pilgrims 210 for 7 (P. Donald 119; P. 
Sanderson 4 for 61) ; 
Sherborne 200 (N. Oborne 102). 
Festival Games 
Sherborne 207 for 7 dee. (D. Dally 73); 
Cheltenham 95 for 8 (R. Garrett 4 for 14). 
Marlborough 208 for 6 dee. ; 
Sherborne 77 for 9. 
Sherborne 167 all out; 
Haileybury 168 for 7 (J. Blackburn 3 for 
48 ). 
The 1st XII were: 
S. Archer (Capt), N. Oborne. R. Eckersley
Maslin, S. Bennett, B. Kenny, C. Bulford, 
D. Dally, J. Fisher, N. Isaac, P. Sanderson, 
J. Blackburn, D. Badcock. 
Also played R. Garrett, J. Blackshaw. 

2nd XI 

This was another good team, every bit as 
good as last year's apart from the lack of a 
serious off-spinner. Unfortunately the record 
was marred by two bad losses. On Bulford's 
elevation Blackshaw took over the captaincy 
very competently, and could not be held 
responsible for the defeats. The fielding was 
probably better than last year's, with Mason, 
Garrett and Kendall superb on the ground 
and Peplow excellent behind the stumps. 
Tustain took a notable gully catch at 
Clayesmore. 

Garrett was the spearhead of an excellent 
seam attack, which included Porter (left-arm 
over, in-swing), Mason (away-swing) and 
Kendall. Smith provided variety with leg
breaks, but regrettably had few chances. 
The batting rested mostly on Blackshaw and 
Goddard; the latter only failed twice during 
the season. The tail served us well on 
occasions, but unfortunately failed to wag at 
all at Downside. It was probably capable of 
large numbers of runs. 
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The wins were generally convincing, 
those against Clayesmore (an innings) and 
Taunton (9 wkts) especially so. The Canford 
game was marred by the wicket, and had 
Garrett and Smith not added 39 for the last 
wicket we would have lost. At Downside we 
simply batted badly against steady bowling 
on a true but slow wicket. 

The match against Bournemouth 
finished on a farcical note, and they made 

Team: J. Blackshaw* (Capt), R. Garrett*, 
M. Goddard*, A. Gray, C. Kendall*, 
J. Mason*, D. McCarthy, J. Peplow*, 
R. Porter*, N. Smith, and G. Tustain*. 
*denotes colours 
Also played: C. Leach. 
Results W5 L2 D1 
(a) Taunton 129 (Porter 4 for 39); 
Sherborne 130 for 1 (Bulford 57*, Blackshaw 
41). 
(b) Clayesmore 24 (Porter 4 for 6, Kendall 
4 for o); 
Sher borne 1 IO for 4 dee. (Blackshaw 31); 
Clayesmore 17 (Garrett 4 for 4, Porter 3 
for 8, Kendall 3 for 2). 
(c) Sherborne 181 for 7 dee. (Gray 32, 
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50 in the last five overs to win. Clifton was a 
new fixture which we welcomed, but their 
scoring of 73 for 2 off 39 overs (59 off the last 
37) was rather sad. 

We finished the season with the first 
result against Blundell's for 5 years. We lost 
the toss, and were put in before lunch. The 
victory, with all of 11 balls to spare, was the 
more pleasing. 

Goddard 50) ; 
Clifton 77 for 2. 

P.M.W. 

(d) King's Taunton 83 (Mason 6 for 24); 
Sherborne 85 for 5 (Goddard 30*). 
( e) Sherborne 1I7; 
Canford 82 (Garrett 6 for 25). 
(f) Downside 68 (Garrett 5 for 12, Mason 
3 for 19); 
Sherborne 28. 
(g) Sherborne 1 39 for 8 dee. (Goddard 58*); 
Bournemouth 1st XI 140 for 7 (Porter 3 
for 27). 
(h) Sherborne 178 for 8 dee. (Mason 50*); 
Blundells 106 (Garrett 4 for 35, Porter 3 
for 25, Kendall 3 for 5). 
The match against Wells Cathedral School 
was rained off. 

3rd XI 

This year's third eleven was a well 
balanced team who played enterprising 
cricket and won five of their eight matches. 
The early batting was dependable with 
Keable-Elliott, Perkins and Gray each 
making good scores on several occasions. 
Keable-Elliott was inclined to waft at balls 
outside the off stump but he rode his luck 
and only failed to get into double figures in 
the last match. Perkins, a most valuable 
recruit from tennis, was the most prolific 
run-getter with three scores over forty. He 
also kept wicket well to both the quick 
bowlers and the spinners but was inclined to 
forget to take the bails off at runouts! Gray 
only played three matches for the Thirds 
before being promoted to higher things; he 
left with an average of 138. 

Belfrage and Peck were a pair of hostile 
opening bowlers, especially on the unreliable 
surface of Pitch 6, who were able to move 
the ball just enough in the air and off the · 
pitch to beat the bat and keep the slips 
awake. Edwards settled down to be the most 
successful spin bowler on the Lower for many 
years. In 51.5 overs he recorded figures of 6 · 
maidens and 21 wickets at an average of 8.9. 
He turned the ball appreciably and was 
helped by some good catching and ground 
fielding. Gell and Williams each got a 
handful of wickets, the latter getting a hat 
trick, all bowled, in the last match; earlier 
in the season Belfrage had had a similar 
success at Downside. 

\Ve were outclassed by a very good 
Sexey's 1st XI but were well on top of the 



rest of our opponents, Blundells excepted, 
who once again beat us in a match we should 
have won! The season was one of the most 
successful and enjoyable I have had on the 

Results 
v Shaftesbury Grammar School match drawn 
v Sexey's Bruton lost by 25 runs 
v Clifton won by 7 wickets 
v King's Taunton won by 70 runs 
v Millfield won by 9 wickets 
v Downside won by 59 runs 

The 4ths enjoyed a successful season, 
judging partly by the results of the 3rds, to 
whose exalted ranks many of our best 
players rose as the season progressed. 
Although twice defeated, the team never 
failed to show that a love and knowledge of 
cricket was an essential feature of civilised 
existence. Like Charles I, they 'nothing 
common did or mean', whatever limitations 
of skill or strategy were in evidence. 

In this, an excellent example was set by 
the captain, Simon Tuke, clearly formed in 
the mould of an Ingleby-Mackenzie rather 
than an Illingworth. As a batsman he might 
have made a higher grade, but he sacrificed 
his talents to the idea of the game, in which 
he succeeded in educating his team, occasion
ally to the benefit of the opposition. A good 
example of this would be the victory against 
Clayesmore, where he succeeded in stage
managing an exciting 2-wicket victory out 
of a target of 48 against mediocre bowling. 

The major batsmen all quite properly 
concentrated on style rather than success, 
and generally offered quite as much aesthetic 
pleasure whether they connected with the 
b,all or not. Openshaw, in particular, batted. 
beautifully without making a score higher 
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Lower. My thanks to M.L.M. for all his 
help and to Simon Keable-Elliott for being 
such a positive captain, aiming to win 
matches not just avoid being defeated. 

v Bournemouth won by 39 runs 
v Blundells lost by 40 runs 
Team: S. Keable-Elliott, R. Henshaw, 
J. Perkins, M. Rodick, C. Leach, G. Low, 
M. Williams, J. Belfrage, R. Edwards, 
S. Peck, S. Gell. 

M.J.H. 

than 3, and his calls down the wicket to 
refuse a run would have been entirely 
satisfactory to listeners of 'Test Match 
Special'. 

One of the assets (or deficiencies, 
depending on one's attitude) of the team was 
the versatility of so many of the players. 
John Fielder, for instance, picked principally 
as a bowler, exhibited a beautifully clean 
swing of the bat, and with coaching could 
develop into a good batsman. Pete Martin 
demon fast bowler, had a taste for opening 
the innings, and did so once with consider
able success. Andrew Spink could never 
decide whether to bowl medium-pace seam 
or slow spin, and would experiment, often 
within a single over. 

I would like to congratulate everyone 
who played for their good spirits and 
behaviour, and to thank all those who 
offered their services, often at short notice 
during preparation for rriajor exams. 

In conclusion, mention must be made of 
a special match, in which. an Invitation 4th 
XI 'All Stars' team won a famous victory at 
Babcary, Somerset; on a treacherous wicket, 
against 12 men,· three. boys and a dog. · 

. ' . M.A.S.W. 
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Team: Tuke, Severn, Martin, Fielder, J. 
Fielder, C. Carey, Spink, Openshaw, Thomas, 
Jacques, Flower, Leather, Jackson, Nicholl, 
Farquarson, Gun Cuninghame, Trist, Peck, 
Williams. 
Results: 
v Foster's (A): Sherborne 121 (Tuke 35, 
Carey 31); 
Foster's 64-5. Match Drawn. 
v Clayesmore wd XI (A): Clayesmore 48 
(Peck 6 for II); 
Sherborne 51 for 8. Won by 2 wkts. 

39 

v Weymouth GS 1st XI (H): Weymouth I I4 
for g dee.; 
Sherborne 89 for 7 (Severn 38*). Match 
Drawn. 
v Downside 4th XI (H): Sherborne 140 
(Martin 39); 
Downside 65 (Leather 4 for 13) 
Won by 75 runs. 
v Foster's (H): Sherborne 135 for 5 dee. 
(Martin 3 I, Severn 35); 
Foster's 138 for 6. Lost by 4 wkts. 

Colts 

For the fifth year in succession the Colts 
cricket team were unbeaten and only the 
defensive tactics of the Canford and Taunton 
teams prevented a clean sweep. 

Although the results were sometimes a 
reflection of the poor standard of the opposi
tion, there was no doubt that the Sherborne 
team played some very good circket. Bill 
Rydon scored prolifically throughout the 
season making up for a certain lack of 
technique with a marvellously calm and 
assured temperament. He was well supported 
by Rupert Rice who always looked capable of 
high scores, but only achieved the con
centration necessary towards the end of the 
season. The rest of the batsmen all made 
significant contributions and although 
Michael Webb was dropped towards the end 
of the season, he will surely become a more 
than competent batsman when he grows 
out of the midget class. 

The outstanding bowler was Hurricane 
Higgins of the Windmill action. One look 
at this action would make any self-respecting 

coach despair, but the results were splendid 
proof of both John's accuracy and deter
mination. In the supporting roles, Adrian 
Warburton and Ted Wilson, both bowled 
well without ever really fulfilling their 
early season promise. Both they and the 
spin bowlers must achieve much greater 
accuracy if the are to succeed in a higher 
grade of cricket. 

A very successful season then, but two 
hopes for the future. Firstly, it can only be 
for the good of cricket in general if the stan
dard of opposition improves and secondly 
techniques of batsman at Sherborne will only 
get better when the pitches and the nets 
eventually recover from the battering they 
took from the drought in 1976. 

Playing record: Played 7 won 5 drew 2 
Team: J. Turner (capt), J. Dally, 

B. Rydon, R. Rice, S. Buchanan, J. Lloyd, 
A. Wilson, I. Jenkins, 0. Thomas, A. 
\Varburton, J. Higgins, M. Webb. 

I.R.E. 

Junior Colts 

In many ways the Junior Colts had a 
disappointing season. Although they were 
technically unbeaten (two wins and six draws) 
and although they were never outplayed they 
rarely played to their full potential and it 
would be fair to say that if they had pressed 
home their advantage each of the six drawn 
games could have been won. Cricket is a 
game which requires not only skill and 
technical ability but also drive, enterprise, 
imagination and a 'feel' for the game and it 
was in this respect that the team as a whole 

was lacking. That having been said there 
were a number of good players and much 
individual development through the season. 

The attack was strong and well-balanced. 
Powe, a fast if not always consistent bowler, 
constantly removed opening batsmen and 
was admirably complemented by Ambrose 
with some accurate medium-paced bowling 
and the ability to move the ball late. 
Henderson was a steady third seamer with a 
fine action who was unfortunate not to get 
more bowling. Quinlan with off-spin and 



Drew slow left-arm completed an attack of 
variety and interest, both did well and showed 
much promise for the future. 

The batting was less reliable and rarely 
forceful. Martin was the best batsman in the 
side but only occasionally dominated attacks 
in the way he knows he is capable. However 
he made over 250 runs at an average of 33 
and improved steadily as captain of the side. 
Roberts developed markedly to be a steady 
and reliable No. 4 not least in rescuing the 
side from a score of g runs for 5 wickets at 
Canford, a match which Sherborne eventu
ally won. Drew and on one occasion 
Mumford were the only other batsmen who 
got to grips with the task of scoring runs 
reliably and at a pace the circumstances 
required. Two matches certainly were not 
won because the batsmen as a whole failed 
to take the initiative either by robust hitting 
or by enterprising running between the 
wickets. 
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The ground fielding was generally 
sound with Gill in the deep outstanding and 
Powe and Ambrose revealing much natural 
ability. Far too many catches however were 
put down. Some of them were difficult but 
successful sides achieve remarkable things in 
the field. McKinnon Croft and Mumford 
shared the wicket keeping and both played 
their part. The former had little opportunity 
with the bat but will long remember his 
leading role in the match-winning last 
wicket partnership at Canford. It is moments 
such as these that a cricketer remembers in 
the depths of winter perhaps when returning 
soaked and muddied from the rugby field or 
when snowed up for days as last February 
and come to think of it, the weather (for 
cricket at least) was not much more inviting 
this term! 

D.F.G. 

Year lings 'A' 

How pleasant it is to be able to write a 
report on a full cricket season of 12 matches. 
Cricket is surely a game which needs to be 
played rather than practised and the 
difference between the net and the middle 
can be disturbing. As the results show, the 
season was a very successful one, with some 
very enterprising cricket and our only 
defeats were against a strong Millfield XI on 
the penultimate ball against Hardyes on the 
Upper in the final of the County competition. 

My main memory of the season will be 
how much the general level of cricket 
improved over the term. This is due not only 
to the amount of cricket played but also to 
the willingness of the players to listen to 
and act on the advice of the battery of 
coaches who gave their time so willingly. 
There was quite a difference between the 
tentative and rather immature performance 
in the early game against Taunton and the 
convincing victories over Downside, Canford 
and King's Taunton when the whole team 
were thinking about their cricket. 

We entered the Lords' Taverners under-
14 knockout competition for the first time 
and we enjoyed some success before being 
beaten in the final by Hardyes, a game 

played on the Upper amidst great pomp and 
circumstance. Over the season as a whole, 
Jones and Knechtli proved a very sound 
opening pair with two partnerships over 130. 
Messrs Tice, Kelleway and Duffet<: all 
played innings of quality on occasions and 
improved considerably over the season. 
Garlick was the main wicket-taker, ably 
supported by the medium pace of Lovell and 
Grellier Billington showed considerable prom
ise with his teasing slow left arm bowling. 
Kitson kept well and had a total of 14 
victims over the season, although Lucas 
pipped him for the honour of most catches 
in the season with a total of 8. 

Thanks and congratulations are due to 
David Kelleway, complete with Tice-advice, 
for managing to captain the side so well and 
to learn some of the complexities of a very 
difficult occupation. Thanks also to M.M.W. 
and Bob Clark for their coaching, to P.S.F. for 
his umpiring, driving and wine, and to D.F.G. 
for his administrative zeal and considerable 
patience when faced with my unreasonable 
requests. 
Played 12 Won 8 Drawn 2 Lost 2 

R.A.H. 
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Yearlings 'B' 

For the first time, we have had a good 
fixture list for the Yearlings B cricket team. 
This meant that far more cricket was 
available for this keen first year group and 
undoubtedly this will help the rst XI in a few 
years time. In fact there were many com
petent cricketers who were unfortunate not 
to get into the side. 

The season started well with four clear 
victories on the trot but then faded away a 
little with a draw and two defeats. The main 
run-makers were the dynamic duo of Paul 
Chavasse and Tim Dudgeon, with Robert 

Mackean and Rupert Taylor the main 
wicket-takers. Several comments were made 
during the season on the quality of some of 
the catches that were taken. 

Many thanks to Rupert Taylor for 
captaining the side in such a cheerful and 
enthusiastic manner, and above all to P.S.F., 
whose side they really were, and who has 
done all the work with them this season. The 
fickle finger of Francis worked in all weathers 
and all locations. 
Played 7 Won 4 Drawn I Lost 2 

R.A.H. 
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Tennis 

1st VI 

This year, with a rst VI potentially 
stronger than last year, we had hoped to 
complete a fourth year unbeaten by any 
school. In fact we lost to Marlborough and a 
touring Sevenoaks team, both of whom we 
could have defeated with more determination 
and consistency. 

In the Youll Cup at Wimbledon the 
school again reached the last eight and there 
met Oundle, the second seeds. They proved 
not nearly as formidable as their seeding 
suggested and we should have won both 
doubles, had it not been for the nerves and 
temperament when each rubber was one 
set all. The best play of the match occurred 
in the first set of the second pairs which Scott 
and Milliken won with confident ease, only 
to lose the second set after leading 3-0; 40-0. 

Toomer and Wilson played all term with 
command and maturity. They had not lost 

Team: P. Toomer (Capt.), M. Wilson, 
T. Scott, C. Milliken, R. Thompson, 
M. Davenport, M. Bak. 
Results: 
Blundell's 
Hampshire 
Bryans ton 
Marlborough 

won 7-2t 
lost 2-l-7t 

won 6i-2t 
lost 3-6 

to any pair in the previous season, yet always 
had the pressure of knowing that one dropped 
set might jeopardise the match result. Their 
reliable strength will be much missed next 
year. 

Scott and Milliken established them
selves as second pair and, at their best, 
matched many first pairs. However both 
were subject to crises of confidence and 
through their errors allowed weaker but more 
consistent opponents to win sets. 

The third pair had Thompson, Daven
port and Bak contending for places. 
Thompson, with his genial and telling 
temperament and the steady deliberate 
groundstrokes of Davenport gave them the 
places. 

The second pair should prove a talented 
base on which to build next season's team. 

Canford 
Finnish Schools 
Sevenoaks 
Pilgrims 
'A' VI: 
Taunton rst VI 
"Poole r st VI 

won 6-3 
drew 3-3 

lost 4-5 
drew 4i-4-~ 

lost 0-9 
lost 3-6 

2nd VI 

Arnheim and Allardyce complemented 
games admirably, playing with good sense 
and steadiness and thus achieving a series of 
victories through exploiting opponents' 
mistakes and tactical inferiority. 

Humphreys had to adjust to many 
partners which he did with unruffled calm, 
solidly supporting them, though having a 
tendency to be caught mid-court. Both he 
and Wade, his most regular partner, need 
more anticipation and greater speed around 

the court. 
Croft played splendid and flourishing 

strokes with fine panache, using much wrist 
and propelling the ball with bewildering 
speed. Opponents were cowed into defeat 
when these shots were going in. Pope 
played an earnest game which produced 
surprisingly mercurial results. If he had 
relaxed more, he would have been more 
steady. 
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Team: T. Arnheim, R. Allardyce, 
M. Humphreys (Capt.), N. Wade, M. Croft, 
T. Pope. 
Results: 
Blundell's 
Bryans ton 

won 6t-2t 
won 5-4 

Marlborough 
Canford 
Milton Abbey 1st VI 
Downside I st VI 
Finnish Schools 
Parents 

43 

lost 2t-6-~ 
won 8-1 
won 5-4 

lost 3t-5t 
won 7-0 
lost 1-3 

Colts 

The wet weather this summer caused the 
cancellation of our match against \Vellington 
and the curtailment of the matches against 
Clifton and Finnish Schools. Of the un
affected matches four were won (against 
Blundells, Taunton, Bryanston and Canford) 
and two lost (against Marlborough and 
Hampshire Juniors). It was disappointing 
that in these last two matches we failed to do 
ourselves justice against what was competent 
but certainly not outstanding opposition. 
The teams we defeated were noticeably 
weaker than ourselves and only against 
Blundell's did we have to fight hard to win. 
One was frequently impressed by the fact 
that our results had an air of inevitability 
about them and whether we won or lost we 
did not seem to compete very hard. 

This point is relevant when considering 
individual performances. Paxman and 
Batcup played well without often achieving 
consistent domination over opponents. Harris 
and Tustain were afflicted by temperament 
and their good play was punctuated with 
erratic hitting and fruitless self-recrimination. 
Perkins and Egerton-King, while they were 
steady, had a strange somnolence about 
their play at times. One hopes that all will 
develop more aggression and confidence to 
represent the school at a more senior level. 
Team: Harris J. C. J. (Captain); Paxman 
D. J.; Batcup A. G.; Tustain P; G.; Egerton
King W. N.; Perkins J. M. T. (Also played 
Love T. R.H.; Hammersley R. P.; Governor 

_N. ~· S.) . _ 
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Junior Colts 

This year's squad had the advantage of 
having two players from last year; Barrow 
and Pilling provided a solid basis on which 
to form the team. 

The 1st pair, Bradshaw and Pilling, 
have the ability to play very promising 
tennis. Their results throughout the term 
were consistent, only losing to the Hampshire 
unior 1st p air and the Marlborough 2nd 
pair. Barrow and Drewett were a reliable 2nd 
pair although they were inclined to play a 
defensive rather than attacking game. Gell 
played as yd pair throughout the term. 
obtaining the best results with Stewart as his 
partner. Milne and Manson both played as 
3rd pair on several occasions. 

Our new coach this year, Mrs. Anne 

Pankhurst, provided great expertise and the 
use of her own ball machine was of tremen
dous help. Our congratulations on the birth 
of her son towards the end of the season and 
our thanks for coaching with such enthusiasm 
and humour. 
The Squad: 
Bradshaw, Pilling, Barrow (Captain), 
Drewett, Gell, Stewart, Milne, Manson. 
Results: 
Bryanston 
Hampshire Juniors 
Finnish Schools 
Marlborough 
Clifton 
Fosters 
Downside 

won 6-3 
lost 4-5 

drawn 3-3 
lost 3-6 

won 8!-t 
won g-o 
won 6-3 

Metamorphosis III 
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Athletics 

The Club has prided itself in recent 
years by having tremendous depth of talent 
and this boast was certainly stretched to the 
limit this year, allowing boys to represent 
the School, but also to test their talents in 
the highest company possible. 

The best example of this depth was seen 
on May 20th. The senior team lost eight 
members of the club who were travelling to 
the Achilles relays (for all Public Schools) at 
Oxford, to try and pull off a remarkable 
double of winning the 4 X 400 m. and the 
4 X 800 m. It is always a temptation to put 
all your eggs in one basket and make sure that 
you do well in one of these events, but Mr. 
Harris and S. Small (captain of athletics) 
were prepared to take the gamble. Both 
relays were won in a convincing manner. 
M. Taylor, N. Bell, B. Ross and G. Abel 
were the 800 m. runners and E. Cameron, 
A. Neubauer, J. Pocock and S. Small were 
the 400 m. runners. Meanwhile, not quite 
back at the ranch but at Bryanston, the rest 
of the senior team (with four more middle 
distance runners) were trying to cover all 
events in the North Dorset Championships. 
As a competitor can only enter one event, 
this task was not easy. They failed narrowly 
to hang on to the shield which has been 
Sherborne's proper:ty. in recent years. The 
intermediate team, however, regained their 
age group shield. 

The School has only lost once in the 
previous three years, so losing to l\fillfield 
and Bryanston has taken some getting used 
to. Both these meetings were exciting affairs, 
and I 3 other schools finished below Sherborne 
during the season. 

The U-17's are still a young side, and 
thoroughly enjoyed the fierce competition 
during the season. Only three schools 

bettered them, and personal improvement 
was most marked. 

Sherborne School were again prominent 
at the County Championships gaining six 
1st places, four 2nd places and two 3rd places: 
P. Milne after chancing his arm (and legs) 
against the All England champion in the 
100 m., had success in the 200 m. and went 
on to the South West Championships. He 
arrived back at the domestic scene to break 
the long standing school record in the I oo m. 
on Sports Day. M. Teare (discus), T. Day 
(javelin) and T. Waring (high jump) made 
sure that field events continue to maintain 
a good standard. R. Bruce, yet again was 
prepared to fill any gap in selection to gain 
points for the team, his events at various 
times being high hurdles, 400 m. hurdles, 
long jump, triple jump, shot and relay. His 
contribution was much appreciated. 

Three boys were selected for the All
England Championships at Chesterfield. 
R. Miller's consistent performances during 
the season in the intermediate long jump 
were rewarded with a 7th position at these 
championships-what would he have achieved 
if he could have hit the board! Then we had 
that wonderful sight of two boys from the 
same school settling down in their blocks for 
the final of the Senior 400 metres. Small 
gained 4th place and J. Pocock 7th. 

Simon Small was a popular and 
respected captain, and although he had to be 
completely dedicated and single-minded in 
his ambition to do well in the All-England 
Championships, made sure that the School's 
high standing in athletics was maintained 
through his own performances, and his 
encouragement to other members in the 
team, especially the younger ones. 



Mr. Harris and Mr. Gibson continue to 
provide a stream of middle distance runners, 
and can still coach by example. Mr. Morgan 
has also ensured that the fast boys in the 
school stick to a hard training schedule, and 
the results show the benefit of his efforts. We 
will be sorry to lose Dr. Turner; an inter
national javelin thrower himself, the 'spear
throwers' are all grateful for his expertise, 

Results 1978 
Seniors 
Sat. April 29th 1st Millfield 1 1 7 pts, wd 
Sherborne 96 pts, 3rd Queen's Taunton 66 
pts. 
Sat. May 6th 1st Sherborne 130 pts, 2nd 
Taunton 77 pts, 3rd King's Taunton 57 pts. 
Sat. May 13th 1st Sherborne 160~- pts, 2nd 
King's Taunton 116t pts, 3rd Clifton I01t 
pts, 4th Blundell's 981 pts. 
Sat. May 20th North Dorset Championships. 
1st Bryanston IOI pts, 2nd Sherborne 91 pts, 
3rd= Fosters IO pts, 3rd= Milton Abbey 
IO pts, 5th Blandford 5 pts. 
Achilles Relays, Oxford. 
4 x400 m. 1st Sherborne, 2nd Bedford 
Modern, yd St. Paul's, 4th Wellington 
(Berkshire). 
4 X 800 m. 1st Sher borne, 2nd Shrewsbury, 
3rd Berkhamsted, 4th Dr. Challoner's, 5th 
Marlborough, 6th Harrow. 
Sat. May 27th Lutra Shield Meeting. 
1st Sherborne 413 pts, 2nd Bryanston 363 pts, 
3rd Allhallows 328 pts, 4th Junior Leaders 
275 pts. 
Thurs. June 1st 1st Sherborne 80 pts, 2nd 
Canford 62 pts. 
Sat. June 3rd 1st Sherborne 129 pts, 2nd 
Marlborough 95 pts, 3rd Abingdon 38 pts. 
Sat. June 24th 1st=Sherborne 75 pts, 1st= 
Dauntsey's 75 pts. 
Sat. July 1st 1st Bryanston 141 pts, 2nd 
Sherborne 138 pts, 3rd Dauntsey's 93 pts, 
4th King's Taunton 80 pts. 
U-17's 
Sat. April 29th 1st Millfield 114 pts, 2nd 
Sherborne 88 pts, 3rd Queen's Taunton 
77 pts. 
Sat. May 6th 1st Sherborne 11 pts, 2nd 
Taunton 88 pts, 3rd King's Bruton 37 pts. 
Sat. May 13th 1st Clifton 161 pts, 2nd 
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time and patience. His wanders over to the 
discus and shot were also welcomed by the 
other throwers. 

Hard work physically and heavy admini
stration have always been part of athletics, 
and we were grateful to our secretary Tom 
Waring for helping the organisation to run 
smoothly. 

A.M.D. 

Sherborne 126 pts, 3rd King's Taunton r 18 
pts, 4th Blundells 74 pts. 
Sat. May 20th North Dorset Championships 
1st Sherborne 81 pts, 2nd Bryanston 62} 
3rd Blandford 39 pts, 4th Fosters 21 t pts, 
5th Christy's 121 pts, 6th St. Aldhelm's 9 pts 
Thurs. June 1st 1st Sherborne 87 pts, 2nd 
Canford 56 pts. 
Sat. June 3rd rst Sherborne 112 pts, 2nd 
Abingdon 84 pts, 3rd Marlborough 80 pts. 
Thurs. June 15th Seven School Meeting. 
1st Clifton 215 pts, 2nd Kingswood 196 pts, 
3rd Sherborne 1 77} pts, 4th Bryanston 1 76 
pts. 5th Millfield 158 pts, 6th Marlborough 
1471 pts, 7th Cheltenham 119 pts. 
U-16's 
Mon. June 19th rst Millfield 74 pts, 2nd 
Sherborne 68 pts. 
U-15's 
Sat. May 20th North Dorset Championships. 
1st Bryanston 57 pts, 2nd Blandford 41 pts, 
3rd Gillingham 36 pts, 4th Shaftesbury 30 pts, 
5th Sherborne 23 pts, 6th Foster's 21 pts. 
7th Christy's 18 pts, 8th Sturminster Newton 
16 pts, 9th Clayesmore 15 pts. 
Mon. June 19th 1st Sherborne 70 pts, 2nd 
Millfield 67 pts. 
Sat. June 24th rst Sherborne 71 pts, 2nd 
Dauntsey's 69 pts. 
Sat. July 1st 1st Bryans ton 13 7 pts, 2nd 
Sherborne 124 pts, 3rd King's Taunton 98 
pts, 4th Dauntsey's 81 pts. 
Honours Colours 

S. A. S. Small,]. D. W. Pocock, P.A. F. 
Milne, R. M. Bruce, N. E. H. Bell, B. D. 
Ross, G. A. Abel, M. M. Lillingston-Price, 
T. K. Day, T. D. T. Waring. 
Colours 

M. R. Teare, D. N. A. Drew, M. J. 
Taylor, E. V. MacM. Cameron, E. A. C. 
Neubauer, J. Van Rooij, R. ]. Y. Miller.· 
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Sw"itn01ing 
Following the enthusiasm of 1977 estab

lishing competitive swimming at the School, 
the squad were rewarded with a full fixture 
list to pit their strength against. Competition 
against nine schools resulted in one loss only, 
so this group have certainly made sure that 
Sherborne School can be recognized as a 
swimming school on our sporting circuit of 
schools. The indoor pool has, of course, been 
the answer, and the boys now realise how 
much hard work is required in training if 
standards are to be raised. 

J. Love gave the team the lead through 
example, and added the individual medley 
to his school freestyle record. S. Rooney was 
always in Love's wake, but picked up 
valuable points in school matches. 

D. Sparks and L. Mencarelli were the 
most versatile swimmers in the team, so 
tactics could be flexible knowing that these 
two could turn their hand to any event. 

R. Payne continually improved his 
breast stroke times, and through his admini
stration also, did more than anybody to get 
the sport recognized in this school. 

S. Samoilys had to give way to a fitter 
H. Barker in the individual events, but 

Results 1978 
Seniors 
Tuesday May 23rd lst Sherborne 64 pts, 
2nd Allhallows 35 pts. 
Thursday May 25th lst Sherborne 63 pts, 
2nd Canford 41 pts. 
Saturday May 27th 1st Sherborne 57 pts, 
2nd Downside 30 pts. 
Saturday June 3rd 1st Clifton 72 pts, 
2nd Sherborne 52 pts, 3rd King's Taunton 
37 pts, 4th Blundelis 36 pts. 
Tuesday June 20th 1st Sherborne 49 pts, 
2nd King's Bruton 26 pts. 
Saturday June 1st Sherborne 43 pts, 
2nd Taunton 32 pts. 
Saturday July 1st 1st Sherborne 52 pts, 
2nd Queen's Taunton 23 pts. 

always made himself available for the 
shorter distance of the relay as a fresh 
swimmer. C. Bishop also appeared as a 
'secret weapon' in the freestyle relay, and the 
school went into this final event of any 
meeting with great confidence. 

The U-16 team made great progress, 
the team being strengthened considerably by 
N. Governor and T. Love by kind permission 
of the tennis fraternity. 

S. Bound again gave himself a demand
ing programme in each match and others 
could only follow his example. 

As the same master was in charge of 
athletics and swimming, C. Sharples and 
I. Young were able to sneak away from the 
athletic track and compete for the swimming 
team. It got to the stage where these two 
boys had to be told what kit to bring for a 
Saturday-match-spikes or trunks. Sharples 
ended up with the freestyle record and A. 
Wilson actually escaped from athletics and 
got the butterfly record. Although much 
younger, S. Williams showed that he will be 
the mainstay of this colt's team next year. 

A.M.D 

U-16's 
Tuesday May 23rd 1st Sherborne 57 pts, 
2nd Allhallows 31 pts. 
Thursday May 25th 1st Canford 45 pts, 
2nd Sherborne 41 pts. 
Saturday May 27th 1st Sherborne 59 pts, 
2nd Downside 29 pts. 
Saturday June 3rd 
1st King's Taunton pts, 2nd Clifton 51 
pts, 3rd Sherborne 47 pts, 4th Blundells 29 
pts. 
Tuesday June 20th 1st Sherborne 43 pts, 
2nd King's Bruton 32 pts. 
Saturday June 24th 1st Sherborne 41 pts, 
2nd Taunton 34 pts. 
Saturday July 1st Sherborne 50 pts, 
2nd Queen's Taunton 25 pts. 



Those of us who knew Tom will always 
remember him as a very genuine person, 
who, though he tended to be a little wayward 
at times, displayed in his character a sensi
tivity such as I have rarely come across 
before or since. 

Such a delicate boy could Thomas be, 
settling himself lightly on the piano-stool, 
loath to write too much in a chemistry hall 
lest he tire his teacher's eyes, anxious not to 
break into a trot on the gamesfield in case he 
bumped into somebody. 

His generosity was unquestionable; for 
myself I owe him countless packets of crisps 
from the ol:l days when you could actually 
buy things in the toey. His friendliness is a 
feature which we will all miss; he was on 
the best of terms not only with his peers, 
but also with the ladies who brought it upon 
themselves to clean his study, ancl even with 
his house matron, to whom he woul::I, every 
now and then ceremoniously present a sock 
or three. ·· · 

Ultimately, of course, Thomas was, 
and still is (in his new school which I am 
told, is more suited to his character), a 
musician; interesting, not totally conformist, 
but with a devotion to the passion in his life 
which was truly an example to any of us. 
So, Ave atque, Vale, Tom Blach; a good 
time was had by all. 

'Blackadder' 


