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Introduction 
Resisting the opportunity to air my 

views on 'education in the 1980s' or some 
such inviting topic, I'd like to thank: 
Roderick Young, retiring as assistant editor, 
for his unflagging industry and wit; 
Anthony Lane, for making the coffee; 
Andrew Bett and Michael Kitcatt, the two 
new assistant editors; 

Andrew Brotherton, who starts as vice editor; 
Stephen Morris for his incurable sense of 
humour; 
and most of all Charles Trefusis, for the 
astounding amount and quality of work he 
put in to the photography. 

Michael Croft 

Sher borne Diary 
Looking back in my blue-book-or 

rather yellow-book, owing to the shortage of 
blue card at the Abbey Press-it seems to 
me that the term has gone incredibly 
quickly, even remembering that it was only 
nine-and-a-half weeks long. However, Nature 
takes its course and our congratulations go 
to Mr. and Mrs. Mitchell-Inness on the 
birth of their son; indeed as I write this he is 

only a few weeks old. Our congratulations 
are also due to Mr. Sutherland-Smith who 
has just acquired a kid; but before you all 
jump to the obvious conclusion which could 
prove embarrassing for the whole Biology 
Department I think I should explain that it 
is a goat that he is now the proud owner of. 

The term has been one of stark contrasts: 
it seems that we have experienced just about 
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Sherborne under snow 

all the weather possible. There have been 
heavy frosts, rain, gale-force winds and it is 
perhaps these cold conditions that accounted 
for the rash of very trendy hats which 
appeared on the heads of many masters at 
one stage in the term. On the evening 
?efore half-term, much to everyone's surprise 
1t began to snow. The snow continued over 
the weekend and most people managed to 
get stranded and postpone their return from 
half-term for at least one day with the result 
that there were no lessons on Tuesday. The 
headmaster got his own back however by 
making us work on Thursd~y aftern~on. 
The snow led to another development 
among fashion-conscious masters and the 
welly-wearing craze came in. Then just as 
the term threatened to become boring there 
was the merriment of mock 'O' and 'A' 
levels for the 5th and Upper 6th forms. As 
usual in the Lent Term most of the school 
seemed to have 'flu at least once-but think 
how much worse it would have been if we 
hadn't had the injections! 

The main event of the term was the 
inauguration of \Vallace House in the 
building that used to be Elmdene · the 
authorities hope that this will put an e~d to 
all the malicious rumours about Elmdene's 
being converted into a supermarket or a 
theatre. The house colours of \\'allace are 
blue and red which is very distasteful as it 
shows no regard for tradition; unfortunately 
the suggestion by another housemaster that, 
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for the sake of continuity, the colours should 
be black with black stripes has not been 
adopted-a pity; it would have looked 
rather jolly. I understand that although 
Wallace comprises only fifteen boys it 
receives and manages to consume the same 
amount of bread each day as School House. 

The other major change of the term was 
the succession of Mr. Bridge to the post of 
master in charge of the dining hall. Most of 
the regulations have been altered at least 
once and this has been accompanied by a 
marked improvement in conditions and 
behaviour. Meanwhile the master formerly 
holding that position seems to have under
gone a decline as it is rumoured that he let a 
form out several milli-seconds early at the 
end of a lesson. 

This term Mr. Schutzer-Weissmann has 
categorically denied that he is selling his car 
to the Montagu Motor Museum. I hope that 
this is true as Sherborne just wouldn't be 
the same without his red A4o roaring down 
H?sp!tal Lane at 08.29 and 59 seconds, 
skiddmg to a halt with much screeching of 
brakes and grinding of gears just in time to 
avoid running over some uninformed young 
3rd former. 

Talking of cars, :Mr. Chandler seems to 
have undergone an inexplicable ( ?) con
version to bicycle transport; perhaps he 
harbours a secret desire to become the head 
of the English Department. 

If this term goes down in the annals of 
history it will be remembered as the term in 
which Mr. Smart made a mistake during a 
~laths lesson; although, to be fair to him 
one ought to mention that there was reduced 
voltage at the time. 

Yet ultimately nothing very new has 
happened this term: the Abbey is still 
standing if with a bit of help from some 
scaffolding; Mr. i'\iven still keeps on finding 
the best book he has ever read; and we are 
almost getting used to the sight of the 
Sports Centre, which they are starting to 
landscape with some trees. 

I hope I have not offended too many 
people by mentioning or not mentioning 
their name. If I have not mentioned you the 
chances are very high that your name will 
be somewhere in the sports pages-although 
I must admit that it will be like looking for a 
needle in a hay-stack. 

The Sherborne Diarist 
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Nevvsboard 
After watching Newsboard decline into 

an almost unread and unwritten-on twenty
cight square feet of hardboard, we set about 
remedying both complaints by employing 
weekly columnists with the available money, 
instead of having the traditional 'best letter' 
and 'best drawing' competitions. The tactics 
paid off, and from the first week onwards 
the Newsboard pigeon-hole was besieged 
with a constant volley of articles and letters, 
humorus, iconoclastic, or both. 

Mike Kitcatt firmly established himself 
as the school's most perceptive and sardonic 
writer with his weekly column, attacking as 
it did anything from tree-planting to punk 
rock. Each instalment was avidly discussed 
in the lunch queues, producing some very 
distinguished replies, notably Simon Tuke's 
articulate defence of punk rock. 

Michael Croft reaffirmed his already 
widely-acknowledged position as Sherborne's 
most tasteless and tactless writer with his 
scarcely pseudonymous gossip column, 'Un
dercroft'. Over the course of the term, 
during which he was physically assaulted by 
one school prefect and two house prefects, 
subjects ranging from an embryonic (and 
totally ficticious) romance set in the History 
Department to topics of conversation in the 
]CR (the fluctuating price of gumshields, 
etc.) were dealt with. 'Undercroft' has since 
been discontinued. 

Despite the new financial policy, a few 

We take off our hats to : 

Richard Hosford for reaching the semi
finals of BBC TV's ' Young Musician of the 
Year ' ; and to Tim Leask for winning the 
·wallace House U-14 Bridge Competition, on 
his first attempt. 

competit10ns were held: a 'first-letter-from
a-third-former' prize produced some inter
esting complaints from Steven Muirhead; 
Mr. Hunter judged Matthew Whittell's 
drawing of a bloated hog the winner of the 
drawing contest; and Philip Herbert won 
the cartoon competition. An attempted 
'why-all-school-prefects-ought-to-be-lined
up-against-a-wall-and-shot' essay competi
tion produced a response of epidemic 
proportions, none of which was publishable. 

Correspondence broached on the neglect 
of minor sports and the dominance of rugby 
over fundamental human liberties, Mr. 
Bridge and the dining-hall, and Giles 
Tillotson and his 'A' levels. Morant put 
forward a theory that Lyon House had died, 
which nobody refuted. Letters from Enoch 
Powell and Jeremy Thorpe provided a little 
light relief; we would like to thank especially 
Messrs Patterson, Currie, Howard and 
Stephenson for their contributions from the 
staffroom, particularly the latter for his epic 
description of Ms Georgiadis' piano playing, 
and also for his actions which gave the 
gossip columnist so much to talk about. 

It was satisfying, as editors, to by the 
end of term actually be forced to edit 
material due to its sheer volume. We have 
established the quantity; all we need now is 
the quality. 

Simon Gell, Charles Morrish and 
Michael Croft 
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Co01petition 

£IO goes to arryone who can spot the difference between 
these two photographs. Competition not open to relations 
or employees of the Editorial Board. 

Wallace House 

Elmdene 

7 
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Features 

Paris in the Spring of '78 

Departure jrom Sherborne Station 

The immediate reaction on waking up 
on the Thursday morning was one of 
pleasurable anticipation, in no way clouded 
by the night's fall of snow. On arrival at 
Sherborne station a frenzied snowball fight 
broke out, which was great fun for everyone 
except the masters who huddled together 
near the ticket-office, well aware of their 
vulnerability to missiles, notably those pro
jected by the Exeter contingent. We were all 
pleased to see that B.R. was keeping up its 
standards, and as the train rolled out of the 
station half an hour late, morale, among the 
boys anyway, was high. 

We left the skate-boarders of London 
shortly after lunch and after a pleasant 
journey through Kent, which basically 
served as a time to take our 'sea-legs', the 
train arrived at Dover Hoverport. R.A.H. 
and Stephen Hogg revelled in the 'land-sea 
interface' (the white cliffs of Dover), while 
the rest of us occupied ourselves in various 
ways. These included studying the Duty 

Free list, looking at other people's passport 
photographs, or searching through the plastic 
wallets we had been given by the travel 
agency, which had obviomly been very 
conscientious, as we even had given us a slip 
warning us of pick-pockets-though Tom 
Blach found that his had disappeared. Only 
]. J.B. was silent (something rare in itself), as 
he looked forward to the hovercraft journey, 
or as he called it, the v ... t-craft. The 'flight' 
was actually very comfortable, and it was 
not long before we had crossed the Channel, 
gone through customs, and got seated on the 
Paris train. Unfortunately, it seemed to 
have no engine, and we were left for some 
time to enjoy the somewhat limited view of 
Boulogne hoverport which basically comisted 
of sea, hill, and a large pipeline. 

Once in Paris we travelled by Metro 
which was generally agreed to be cleaner, 
quicker, and much easier to use than the 
London underground. We arrived around 
ten at the hotel, and by the time we had got 
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to bed that night, most of us had already 
discovered how cheap the wine was, and a 
few of us regretted it was not slightly more 
expensive the following morning ... 

The next day we discovered that Notre 
Dame is just as impressive as its reputation 
suggests, and although we didn't see a 
hunchback we saw enough Japanese tourists 
to last a lifetime. One thing I can say with 
perfect certainty is that we never stood any 
real chance of getting lost, with R.A.H.'s 
'distinctive' laugh leading us everywhere. 
Meanwhile Michael Croft showed a remark
able ability for walking into parking meters, 
and then apologizing-in English. Later 
that evening Bob Henshaw stumbled up 
against the War Memorial under the Arc 
de Triomphe (triumphal arch), and was 
hustled off by two gendarmes who suspected 
him of trying to put out the flame. Another 
incident involving the harassed French 
Police was when a flautist started to play the 
'Pink Panther' theme to a crowd who were 
waiting outside a cinema. The flautist was 
chased away by three baton-waving gen
darmes, to ecstatic booing from the audience. 
(In fact films were rather a popular way of 
spending time in Paris; Simon Tuke went to 
one at 3. 15 in the morning, while others, 
going to an 'educational' film, stumbled on 
a rather embarrassed (and for £5 nameless) 
member of staff two rows in front of them.) 

Perhaps the most amusing story was one 
involving David Moore, at the Jeux de 
Paume Impressionist gallery. He was looking 
at a fairly 'revealing' painting when a 
couple of Americans came up behind him 
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and started making some fairly obvious 
comments. With remarkable presence of 
mind he turned round and said in a loud 
voice: 'It's a good thing we're all French, 
isn't it?' 

So soon it was back to England. The 
train journey from Paris to Calais was 
entertaining, especially for one six-year-old 
French girl who spent the journey looking 
lovingly at Stephen Hogg. Although we had 
left Paris it had certainly made an impression 
on us, and perhaps two boys, one wearing 
his now famous brown anorak, will never be 
forgotten by the Parisiens who watched 
them walk through a mile of six-inch slush 
to look at the four legs of the Eiffel Tower, the 
rest obscured by a snow blizzard. I shall 
never forget the experience: impressions of 
walking down endless corridors in the 
Louvre, of Paris night-life, of waking up 
each morning with a splitting headache 
unable to remember how I had got it. 

Once back on Waterloo station, the 
drama continued with the line to Sherborne 
apparently blocked by snow from Salisbury 
onwards. Stephen Hogg started to talk 
excitedly of the 'snow-land differential' 
beginning at Basingstoke, and then proceeded 
to leap about the station believing he would 
not have to read the lesson in the abbey the 
following Wednesday. 

There can be no doubt that everybody 
did enjoy themselves, and so our thanks to 
].J.B. and his colleagues whose 'activities', 
too numerous (and too exotic) to relate, kept 
our spirits high. 

Graham Flower 

A Bridge too Far: 1st IV 

The headmaster's permission for Bridge 
has out-trumped any moral opposition to 
such "gambling'', and since school rules 
restricting card-playing have long passed 
away, the logical step was to institute a 
1st IV to play for the school. The theory 
was that the game depended more on skill 
than on luck, so why should a match not 
be played ... 

It took a very long time to reach 
Southampton by train, and the thought 
occurred: Have we taken this Bridge too 
far? But this apart, a further difficulty 

arose ; we hadn't a clue where to go. Traffic 
wardens' directions were sparse and mis
leading, and we had to lug around our 
"gear"; that is, the sandwiches. Rescue 
took the form of an Estate Agent who, 
convinced of our plight, in return for 
assurance that we would make any property 
transactions through him - such alas is the 
corrupt nature of modern business practice -
gave us one of his customer-orientated 
street-maps. On arrival at the club, it soon 
became noticeable not only that almost all 
the participants were big, beefy players, 
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already long initiated into the subtle mys
teries of duplicate bridge, but that several 
were using obscure Italian bidding conven
tions the like of which none of us had ever 
seen, or known to exist. \Ve felt shattered, and 
at half-time we nervously broke off for 
refreshments, to discuss how to arrange the 
pack for a lightning attack when play 
resumed. The referee led us back to the 
green baize and said some conciliatory 
words, whistling through his dentures to 
signal the start of the second half. 

The luck of the pack began to look up 
as we got back into the game, but we were 
beginning visibly to tire now, and soon 
disaster struck. After a heavy tussle with the 
Italian mobsters, we soon realised they had 
some tricks up their sleeves, and too many 
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tricks in the bag. 
So Sherborne is on the bridge map 

(albeit on a rather dog-e:tred corner of it.) 
It was 'enjoyable', we all agreed. Neverthe
less the captain was so anxious to leave the 
scene of carnage that he called a taxi which 
arrived before we had finished playing. The 
pig-headedness of British Rail porters, and 
the total failure of steam heating under seats 
on this side of the compartment and the 
exciting results of the electric heating under 
all of the seats made the rest of the evening 
interesting if, perhaps, not eminently com
fortable. 

D.G.M. 
The team: 'A' pair: George Newton, 

captain of school bridge, Michael Croft. 
1st pair: David Moore, Richard Moore. 

A winning entry from the 1978 Francis Iles Essay competition: 

The use of free time at boarding school 

The boy, clad in dismal duffie-coat, 
slowly wanders down the street, a shadow of 
boredom. Aimlessly he gazes through the 
shop windows, into the vacant spaces 
behind. The colourful display ceases to 
impress, or stimulate the wet creature. 
Instead, the warmth and dryness entice him 
to enter. Once in, there is little to sustain his 
interest except perhaps the magazine rack or 
the plastic-faced assistant. 

This boy is the classic public school 

'moocher'. 'Ah,' says the public school 
master, 'there are few like this. Besides, they 
need free leisure; they need to know how to 
manage their free time. Let them find out 
for themselves! Most of my boys spend their 
time in the Art School, or the Music School, 
or in the T.A.C., or working, or doing any 
of the other activities so plentiously provided.' 

Recently I did a survey. Thirty fourth
formers were picked at random from our 
school, and asked how they spend Tuesday 
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and Thursday afternoons. The period of free 
time was between 4pm and 6pm so the two 
days made a total of four hours free time. 
This is how they used it: 

1 hour 35 minutes: Nothing in Particular 
(sitting in studies, wandering about, 
casual reading, etc.) 

2 1 hour 22 minutes: H7ork (left-over halls, 
'blues', 'reds', etc.) 

3 27 minutes: Sport 
4 22 minutes: Reading (proper books, news-

papers) 
5 IO minutes: Play rehearsals 
6 2 minutes: T.A.C. 
7 3 seconds: Music practice! 
8 o seconds: Art, i.e. none of the thirty did 

any! 
The ten hours of Saturday and Sunday 

afternoons were spent as follows: 
3 hours : Television 

2 2 hours 56 minutes: Nothing in particular 
3 54 minutes: Sport 
4 50 minutes: Work 
5 44 minutes: Reading 
6 32 minutes: Art 
7 24 minutes: Play rehearsals 
8 20 minutes: T.A.C. 
g 12 minutes: Walking/Cycling 
IO 6 minutes: Music practice 

I think some very interesting points 
have been revealed here. For example the 
category 'nothing in particular' is easily the 
most popular on average. That is why I 
used the illustration of the 'moocher' in the 
first paragraph. This category is defined by 
boarding school masters as the 'important 
relaxation category'. Unfortunately some 
boys seem to think that after a certain stage 
of relaxation, it becomes so hard to remain 
relaxed that further relaxation is required! 

The most popular weekend pastime is 
the ever enticing 'haunted fish-tank'. I asked 
one boy in the top fourth form what he did 
during an average ten hours on Saturday 
and Sunday afternoons. He replied, 'six 
hours of television, and four hours of "town 
strolling".' \Vhat a fascinating and anony
mous case! He seems to be the exact opposite 
to our energetic ancestors, or so E.B. thinks ... 

He said that in his time many more 
people did long walks, runs and cycle-rides. 
He strengthened his statement by adding, 
'Yes, even a few years ago many more 
people darted around the countryside dis
covering the outermost limits of their 
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environment.' I was not sure whether to 
believe what he said or to lay it down to an 
exaggeration through time. But just last 
night, while reading that splendid auto
biography of John Cowper Powys, I dis
covered that he too frequently ran to 
Montacute and back during long summer 
afternoons. Is the youth of today dormant 
and stagnant? Does he love to lie under the 
television set instead of the greenwood tree? 
This last term, thirty boys spent on average 
one-fiftieth of their weekend time clinging to 
handlebars or soothing blistered feet! 

However, I think the real horror lies in 
the use of Art School, Music School and 
\Vorkshop. To fully understand this phenom
enon, we must first discuss 'leisure' and then 
discuss each of the three. 

The dictionary tells us that 'leisure' is 
the 'opportunity afforded by freedom of 
occupations', and 'the state of having time 
at one's disposal-time which one can spend 
as one pleases; free or unoccupied time'. 

Instantly the age-old problem of free 
time influence or compulsion arises. 'It is all a 
matter of the age of the individual,' mutters 
the master, idiot that he is. Of course he is 
right up to a point, but we must go further. 
'The young must be shown and forced in 
pastimes; the older must be guided.' But 
when does a young boy become an older 
boy? Adolescence? Thirteen? Fourteen? 
Fifteen? Sixteen? 

I would say fourteen, perhaps, or 
fifteen certainly. But that is the age of my 
survey candidates! They are now, by 
definition, allowed the privilege of leisure
the choice. Yet they choose to spend sixty or 
seventy per cent of their time doing nothing. 

\ Vhy is the Art School so uninviting? 
'You go up there and are asked what you 
want to do. "Art" you reply. But you are 
expected to know precisely what you want 
to do. If you do know what you want to do 
you are usually not allowed to do it. For 
example, I wanted to do a "Snoopy" screen 
print. I wasn't allowed to.' So said a Sher
borne fourth former. 'Besides, I can't do art.' 

Why is the .'.\1usic School so unenticing? 
From my experience, progress was so slow 
that after the fourth term of struggling to 
master an arpeggio or finish a sonata, the 
whole idea of music practice was so boting it 
was omitted from the 'free-time-table'. 

Why is the T.A.C. so uncaptivating? 'It 
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takes so long to get started on something 
riveting' (forgive the expression). 'And 
besides, people say everything there costs so 
much. I hate that "signing-in" book!' 

'So why not just give yourself a break? 
"Mooch" around the town, or sit around 
your study.' So says the ever-dominant voice 
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re-echoing around your skull. 
In the meantime the end of term is 

approaching, and so is the grave. 'I wonder 
what we'll do in our free time when we are 
dead ... ' 

Steve Morris 

The consumer's guide to 'A' levels 
and gerbils 

'The navy are incredibly efficient. I got 
another letter, this time from the bloke who 
the first bloke had said he'd write to. I'm 
not sure whether to write back to the first or 
second bloke or whether to join the navy. I 
know it sounds very indecisive, but it's such 
a big decision that I boggle when I think 
about it.' 

Christopher Croft, Old Shirburnian, is 
now making washers for a firm in Yeovil 
before going up to Cambridge this Autumn. 
Throughout his long and undistinguished 
career he has kept a diary; in the following 
extracts, he records his progress through the 
'A' level term. These first passages show him 
slotting smoothly into the pre-examination 
build-up right from the start: 

'In the evening we went to Mr. ---'s 
house for going through an 'A' level paper, 
and apart from a phenomenal five 'd' ja 
farrlow tha arrguments ?' it was rather 
uneventful. On the way back we found a 
very tame hedgehog on someone's lawn.' 

'Extra Maths was even more boring 
than usual. We were doing a problem about 

a rod one end of which is going round in a 
circle and the board was covered in r.8s 
and other unintelligible stuff. It was quite 
amusing, though rather boring as I couldn't 
understand one word of it. The only inter
esting moment was when Ben fell off his 
chair. I suddenly saw out of the corner of my 
eye some flailing arms, then Blam-he hit 
the floor. He'd fallen off sideways by tilting 
his chair too far, probably when dozing off.' 

Interest in syllabus work is equalled 
only by interest in his 'general education' 
(aimed at broadening his scientific mind): 

'I've discovered that it's incredibly easy to 
do a crossword in either Mr ---'s or 
Mr. ---'s lessons without them realising. 
All you do is make the occasional remark to 
make them think you're interested and then 
ponder the clues. Despite this extra time I 
still haven't finished today's Sun crossword.' 

'In English we mimed one of the scenes 
from a "Winter's Tale". I forecasted to 
Dave as Mr. --- started allocating parts 
that he'd give me Mamilius. Dave was very 
impressed when he did. Mamilius is the 
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king's eight-year-old son who is a right git. 
I know ---'s psychology and he doesn't 
like me. He also dislikes John, and made 
him the king's wife.' 

'I saw three films in the Turing Lecture 
Theatre on oil rigs. They were quite good, 
though they were full of cliches like "oil is 
the yeast in the brew of civilization"; "oil is 
the verb in the sentence of our era"; these 
crumbs from the breakfast table of the 
world". vVe groaned in chorus as each was 
said.' 

Nevertheless, he does seem to have a 
natural flair for his 'A' level subjects. 
Mathematics, for instance: 

"Nick and I found a white rat hiding 
under the long aquarium. J.R.L. got all his 
2 r for dissection; we kept our 3: where has it 
come from?' 

Or Physics: 
'My tape-recorder refused to give any 

sound today, despite the fact that the wheels 
went round and the radio still worked. 
After the usual treatment of hitting it, Pete 
and I took the back off. I got more and 
more worried as we undid more and more 
screws, until fifteen screws later it was all in 
pieces. Right inside we found a tiny wire 
which had become disconnected from the 
playhead and after we'd soldered it up again 
we found that it worked. I still find it rather 
hard to believe that it works after we took it 
apart.' 

As 'A' levels approach, he takes every 
opportunity to miss revision time. These are 
taken from the fortnight before examinations: 

'In the Ricci conert I was sitting next to 
one of the women from the town library. 
Although she wasn't one of the good-looking 
ones I still felt I ought to talk to her, and 
thought about saying "I've read a lot of 
your books" but didn't dare. Her perfume 
smelt of soldering irons. Later I discussed 
with Dave whether it would be possible to 
play Paganini with a beard.' 

'The GRAMSOC extravaganza: the 
theme being jubilee, I went as a jubilee 
pirate.' 

He hides from his work in the school 
gerbil room: 

'Q--n who's keeping his gerbils here, 
has suffered another blow. He looked into 
their cage to see one of them ripped to 
shreds by a rat that had got in. It was only 
recognisable as a gerbil by the tip of its tail. 

I've seen plenty of these and I'm hardened, 
but it was one hell of a shock for him. The 
other gerbil has either escaped or got eaten 
whole. We'll try and get another on Monday 
and put it on the Biology Department's bill.' 

'We managed to get two absolutely 
free. I put them in a totally rat-proof cage 
on top of an isolated cupboard with an 
extra-fine mesh over the ordinary bars, and 
with two bricks keeping the door closed.' 

'Guess what.' 
72 hours to go: 
'With exams only three days away I'm 

still not doing as much work as I should, 
and this is really worrying me quite a lot, 
though not enough to make me work. Of 
course I've done some, and people like 
Andy exaggerate when they say they've 
worked all day, but I'm still not very happy.' 

It is of some consolation that laziness is 
not peculiar to him: 

'Pete made an amazing admission to 
me this morning. He chose the 'cello solely 
because it's the only instrument you must 
play sitting down. He's that lethargic.' 

Sunday morning, twenty-four hours 
befor~ the first paper: 

'The Abbey service was even more 
boring than usual. The preacher, however, 
was rather amazing. He talked "straight 
from his heart" with no notes. Despite this 
the things he said were sometimes interesting, 
though he got carried away and rambled on 
for twenty-five minutes. During this Chris 
drew some lovely cartoons of things the 
preacher was talking about like "false 
values" and "the real world".' 

In the afternoon he reverts to the gerbil 
room: 

'Nick, Dominic and I had great fun in 
the gerbil room pretending to kill a mouse 
just as an old biddy or a new boy walked 
past. Dominic would shout: "There it is! 
Get it!" and I would smash a brick down on 
the bench. Then we'd both go "eeeyyuk !" 
and stare at the underside of the brick.' 

With 'A' levels a day old, a long-sighted 
housemaster gives some words of advice: 

'House Assemblv at the usual time of 
8.50 was even more thrilling than usual. 
Apart from remembering to turn up, 
something of interest in itself, there were 
various fascinating topics touched on, like 
"do girls distract us from our work?" and 
"don't have orgies after 'A' levels".' 



·words which served only as a helpful 
reminder: 

'My last exam, Chemistry III, is over, 
and I spent the afternoon looking for the 
beer-room key. The evening was rather 
riotous; Dave started the proceedings by 
pouring half a pint of cider over Charlie; 
Charlie had had four pints and nothing to 
eat since lunchtime. Anyway, we dragged 
Dave away to his study and put him to bed. 
Meanwhile Andy was putting shaving cream 
on James ---'s door-handle, then decided 
to open the door himself. . . ' 

The morning after the night before 
brought with it a few headaches, and the 
realisation that twelve years of schooling 
had finally ended: 

'With nothing better to do, Chris and I 
went down to the cricket match. All the 
teams were away except for the 4th XI so 
we watched them. Considerable interest was 
added by the presence of several people who 
were of the type that say "Well held sir" 
after every catch, "Damned good shot sir" 
after every good shot, and "\,Yell bowled, 

THE SHIRBURNIAN 

young man" after every wicket. All the 
suggestions were either cretinous or obvious, 
but nonetheless amusing for it.' 

'I managed to remember the house 
photograph this year, and was the star 
attraction with my good looks and immacu
late suit. Unfortunately the prints are 
always poor quality with lots of sky and 
grass and very little people, only one hun
dredth of which is me anyway.' 

'We've been planning some practical 
jokes for the end of term, including walking 
round and round the sixth form green with 
nonchalant expressions for hours and hours; 
sitting in armchairs with slippers and 
newspapers in the middle of the courts; and 
when everybody's beating carpets in the 
courts to beat an armchair, preferably into 
Ii ttle bi ts.' 

The combination of relief and boredom 
becomes too much; this final extract is taken 
from the last day of term: 

'This sentence is just to fill up the last 
line of the page.' 

The Consumer's guide to Hi-fi 

Recently I heard the Nitzu 937842659 
BUmF turntable played with a Phantom 
9 amp, coupled to a PSE UD03 semi
diverter and Anakron ISM 923 speakers. 
Amazing!! Though the overall design (see 
pie) is not as slick as the complete C-THR U 
system I mentioned last month, its superior 
performance is well worth the visual sacrifice. 

The system is clearly a collection of 
some of the best components on the market; 

Our correspondent testing the new Nitzu 

the turntable, a direct-drive ultra-micropyled 
model characteristic of the whole Nitzu 
BUm range, has fitted the usual audio
sonically synchronised hydro-oscillator, but 
here it is mixed with a mono-incorporated 
di-projection unit to give maximum Specific 
Tension figures, while the semi-diverter does 
the microwave parking. The amp is no less 
spectacular, employing a multi-adjustable 
bromine crystal overrider which makes for 



THE SHIRBURNIAN 

incredible volume cut-out specifications. The 
speakers give superb performance as well, 
using the improved pre-diverging midi-rater 
for non-hiss. 

The shocks don't end there, though, 
because having heard the Nitzu I instead 
incorporated the Zancron 37 cassette deck 
with in-built radial frequency equalizer 
along with the usual Welby noise-reduction. 

Again a most incredible piece of equipment. 
All in all the whole thing's a very impressive 
system, well worth adding to one's collection. 

Finally, the result of our monthly 
'spot the hi-fi' competition: Medico solution 
4 has been voted the best cure for spots for 
this month, with Spodogone (from ICI) best 
runner-up. 

Andrew Bett 

CANADA 1978 

Any doubts that Sherborne and Down
side wouldn't knit into a touring party were 
dispelled during the two days preliminary 
training at Sherborne. Accommodated in 
School House and superbly fed in the 
Dining Hall by D. Brown, the tour party 
trained each morning and afternoon in order 
to define likely playing combinations and to 
recover fitness lost since the Michaelmas 
term. Kit was issued, official team photo
graphs were taken as well as the multitude 
of last minute checks by the Manager. 
Resplendent in the 'official' tour uniform for 
the first time the tourists spent their last 
evening in England with parents at a relaxing 
and amusing pre-tour dinner. 

The journey to Heathrow and the 
subsequent long flight were relieved by 
amusement at Lillingston-Price's ability to 
consume at least four times the food offered 
by Air Canada; by Dr. Scott Brown's 
stretching of most of the in-flight rules; and 
by inspiring views over the Arctic ice-pack, 
the patchwork-quilt of the Prairies, and 
marvellous views of the Rockies. 

After landing at Vancouver at 1.00 p.m. 
jct lag was forgotten as a huge eagle circled 
the airport (we saw four more on the short 
trip to the ferry terminal), and further 
evidence of British Columbia's wildlife was 
seen on the trip to Vancouver Island - seals, 
sea lions, thousands of ducks and geese, and, 
most impressive, a school of killer whales 
leisurely keeping pace with the ferry \Tssel. 
After a further brief coach journey we 
arrived at the Strathcona Hotel in Victoria. 
'Ve had now been travelling over 24 hrs. 
and after a brief meal the players were 
packed off to bed while the 'management' 
had official functions which lasted for a 
further seven hours. The evening set the 
pattern for the rest of the tour: Island 

hospitality was tremendous, not least from 
our two hilarious liaison men, Paddy Stuart 
and Don Shaw, who were far better than 
Morecambe and Wise. Fortunately the 
Manager seemed to come to life after 
midnight which eased the pressure on the 
Coaches! 

From then on the players trained every 
day, usually in the morning, leaving the 
rest of the day free for sight-seeing, school 
work or matches. For the first match we 
fielded a strong team against a combined 
club side, Oak Bay and Castaways. We lost. 
Our first taste ofB.C. rugby was not pleasant: 
players on average two years our senior were 
allowed by totally inept refereeing to break 
most of the laws of the game and following a 
second half of 52 minutes (played until the 
winning drop goal was scored) we were 
fortunate to have lost only four players 
through injury. The following day was spent 
licking wounds and deciding on different 
tactics for the second game against the 
Vancouver Island Under 20 team. 'Ve 
played at the University of Victoria and 
gave away at least two stone per man in 
the forwards and though ahead at halftime 
we succumbed to superior physique in the 
last ten minutes and lost 9-18. There 
followed a few days break before the next 
game and we were entertained by our hosts 
in and around Victoria: some went salmon 
fishing (successfully), others to look at killer 
whales in the occanarium, while we all went 
to the Parliament buildings to meet the 
B.C. Premier, but met "Amazin' Grace" 
:\IcCarthy, the :\Iinister for Tourism, instead. 

For the third game we travelled up 
country to Cowichan to play the combined 
Schools of the district and it was a welcome 
break for the party to be housed together in 
a motel. Training facilities were primitive to 



say the least but the scenery was majestic. 
The match, against our own age-group at 
last, restored shaken confidence and we 
eventually won 40-6, but the occasion will 
best be remembered, not least by the captain, 
for the hectic reception at the Cowichan 
R.F.C. Clubhouse. Cowichan is in Indian 
Country and there were several pale faces 
the following morning when we left for the 
mainland and the Fraser valley. 

We had all envisaged a spell at the 
'frontier' in the Fraser Valley and it was a 
disappointment to find ourselves in the 
eastern suburbs of Vancouver. The players 
were again billeted, seemingly all with girls 
from Port Coquitlan School much to general 
approval. Host to the 'management' was the 
schoolmaster coach to the Fraser Valley 
team, an ex-American football player (and 
medieval historian) who dispelled our dis
appointment by recounting how he had 
tripped over a bear - literally - while out 
jogging the previous week and, as he departed 
at speed bumped into a mountain lion; All 
this in the suburbs of Vancouver. The 
Andersons proved delightful hosts while the 
Fraser Valley team played with immense 
enthusiasm to make a hard but enjoyable 
game that we won 20-6, and which was 
televised. It was interesting to play on a 
pitch that was marked out for American 
football, had soccer goalposts, and contained 
a gravel baseball diamond in one half. While 
at Port Coquitlan the team went to their 
first High School dance and were in great 
demand. The following day the boys donned 
American football kit at the School: L-Price 
had to be seen to be believed! 

From the eastern suburbs we moved 
across Vancouver to billet in the city centre 
to prepare for the next game v. Vancouver 
Under 2o's. The match was a thrilling affair: 
I've seldom seen a School team play as well 
as we did in the first half to lead 19-4, but 
the final score of 25-22 indicates the second 
half excitement that fully justified the 
portrayal of the match on T.V. The winning 
try was highly improbable, involving a 65 
yard free kick to touch by one prop forward 
and an intercepted throw-in by the other who 
fell over for a try. Waterfield claims it was 
all planned. Spirits were now very high but 
the penultimate match was a poor affair. 
Vancouver East set out to win by any means 
and the game was an ill-tempered brawl 
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where the ball often seemed irrelevant to the 
proceedings. We lost the match 6-7 but 
considered it a sort of victory that we left 
the field with players more or less in one piece. 

For the last five days of the tour we 
moved into a motel near beautiful English 
Bay and Stanley Park. Daily training now 
took place on the waterfront where snow
capped mountains were a splendid backcloth 
for the ocean-going vessels anchored in the 
Fraser River awaiting their turn to enter the 
harbour for grain and timber. All thoughts 
though, were on the game with the B.C. 
Under 20 team. Long tactical talks, positional 
changes and team meetings evolved a plan 
which the players were determined would 
work: the entire party felt it could prove that 
brain could overcome brawn on the field. 

And so it proved. A marvellously 
efficient and disciplined team effort kept 
the score to o-o at halftime: thereafter our 
tactics proved to be precisely correct and 
the final win by 13-0 was the first ever 
defeat of this B.C. Junior XV by a touring 
team. After the match there was a brief 
reception in a nearby clubhouse before the 
teams went to the official match dinner at 
"Ming's" in Chinatown (Vancouver has the 
second largest Chinese community in N. 
America). Recollections of the en tire evening 
remain hazy for us all but dawn over the 
skyscrapers of Vancouver and Grouse Moun
tain will not be forgotten. There was barely 
time for sleep before an outing organised 
for the next day during which the narrow 
suspension footbridge over the deep Capilano 
Canyon, and the ski lift to the ski-slopes of 
Grouse Mountain, seemed more unstable 
than perhaps they were. We returned to the 
motel in time to prepare for the end of tour 
dinner, an occasion as enjoyable as that 
with which the tour had begun but more 
nostalgic in that the team was splitting up, 
some players staying in Canada. 

Goodbye's were even more reluctant 
at Heathrow, but for those that travelled 
back to Sherborne there was a totally un
expected and delightful welcome at the 
School gates. This wa5 a fitting climax to 
the tour into which so many people had put 
so much effort and from which a large 
number of friendships have sprung. After 
all, that is what it's all about. 

D.P.J. 
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The Touring Party 
Manager: N. C. Kerr (S) 
Assistant Manager: D. A. Bulfield (D) 
Coaches: D. P.Jones (S); R. G. Smerdon (D) 
Players: M. Taylor (S) (Captain); N. 
McKibbin (D) (Vice Capt.); S. Halliday 
(D); P. Milner (D); T. Rice (S); M. Hunt 
(D); G. Abel (S); D. McKechnie (D); 
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A. Short (S); R. Bruce (S); R. Vyvyan (D); 
D. Dally (S); G. Hockley (S); S. Waterfield 
(S); B. Kenny (S); M. Hill (D); H. Bishop 
(D); G. Sharpe (S); M. Lillingston-Price (S); 
P. Toomer (S); J. Perez-Branger (D); 
J. Herring (S); A. Prentice (S); D. Buchanan 
(D); N. Isaac (S); M. Bunbury (D); P. 
Luckhurst (D). 

"OUR BONNIES LIE OVER THE OCEAN" 

The pumped-up leather bladder soars in the 
cloudless sky, 

Like a nauseated seagull: another game is 
nigh. 

The player who is six foot tall and the one 
who's six feet wide 

Strap on their sequined skin-pads: the 
SHERBORNE RUGBY SIDE 

Has deigned to take the field: it's won 
another game 

And in Canadian scorebooks wins everlasting 
fame. 

Quebec's not been so shaken since \Volfe 
first took its heights; 

And Ottowa's inhabitants have had some 
sleepless nights. 

But now, with jockstraps worn, and gum
shields worn to splinters, 

The studs are put away, for many future 
winters, 

But still, when winter brings another 
Downside routing, 

Our rugby football players keep up their 
ruddy shouting: 

Chorus: Hurrah, yea, hurrah; follow up, my lads, 
follow up, 

On roasted moose and glory will we 
sumptuously sup. 

A hanging sign says: "\\1elcome home"; it 
cost a lot of money. 

It's all boots back to Sherborne and the 
Upper's Milk and Honey. 
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Poetry and Prose 

Loss 

Touch me now. 
Pangs of absence needle me; pain of memory. 
Reach out to touch; slender hand, when the sun would smile, sea beat, 
Or later, bodies gleaming, songbirds praying in the dark, 
Cicadas teeming. 

Reach out to touch; aching empty grasp. 
And silent plea; Just once, 
Just once to see the real happiness 
Before the end; fading, 

gone. 

Andrew Bett 



THE SHIRBURNIAN 

The Eagle 

What a fallacy the eagle's liberty is! 
Starlings tumble through a vacuous sky 
Like clumsy missiles, ad infinitum across the 
Kitchen window. They mock their simplicity. 
The kitchen clocks and hum of the boiler 
Are out of cadence; but this ceaseless 

argument 
Complements my welcome and confused 

complexity. 
Beware the boredom of that rootless eagle. 

The Fallen Tree 

I woke to the chock-chock of their axes
They came early to chop up the tree 
That fell in yesterday's high winds. 
I swung wide the shutter to see 

That great, still majestic form 
Crawling with busy ugly men 
Chipping and scurrying like ants 
In their industry, or trappers when 

The old bull elephant is felled 
And they stand in their triumph across 
The conquered hide and plunder 
The carcass, unaware there's no loss 

Of dignity or strength of pride. 
For though this tree was our screen 
of perfect, proportioned immensity 
And though at dusk it would lean 

'Vith the wind and its blackened leaves 
·would rustle and change their course 
Like a school of fish, it now lies 
'Vith gravity but without remorse. 

I swung- wide the shutter to see 
And I knew it is the struggling one 

drowning
The sheer futility-which kills 
And our tree's submission will ring 
Down the ages, and mocks these axemen. 

Giles Tillotson 
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Prize winning entry for school poetry competition : 

Tree 

The gnarled tree stood on the wintry moor, 
Its branches pointing upwards to the sky
Stark silhouette. But still it could endure 
And, 'though leaf-lean, the harshest wind 

defy. 
Birds weaved their nests in its cool, green 

shelter 
For centuries; cows stood, tails lashing flies, 
In its shade, fleeing the sultry summer. 
Meanwhile, the curlews' and the plovers' 

cnes 
Fill the shimmering air, as far beneath 
The grouse blurr, flying closer to the ground, 
Above the undulations of the heath. 
The single man approached without a sound. 
Just a short, strident roar-a power-saw; 
The stump states simply the tree is no more. 
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Graham Flower 
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Winning entry for the school prose competition: 

Ever-present 

Life, when tired, withered, and lost, 
Wanders through a wilderness, 

Searching for a foreground of meaning and survival. 
It reviews the innocence of its birth, 

Wonders at the sadness of its course, 
And gapes at the distance to revelation. 

Finding no fore-dimension, unable to return, 
It stumbles into depressed, and chronic meditation. 

As life rots, a faint flicker in the subconscious enters the senses. 
The life relaxes, accepts the warmth, and the flicker germinates. 

It is weak, and has no root. 
But again tension is freed, and the light burns, and flares up. 

Life is filled with a new idea, a new challenge, and 
A meaningful end: This is inspiration. 

The life needs no surrounding, no support -
But it sees the miserable company which delivered it no truth, 
And through mercy, it sews a flicker of joy and hope 

Into the sick, which is saved. 
The fire burns away evil and combustion yields good. 

Life is devoted to good, and destruction of evil-
Thought, experiment and consequence are elevated into life, 
And reason is recognised, though never fully understood: 

This is learning. 

From reason grows a desire to understand all, and 
A pretence to know all. .. 

From pretence grows arrogance. 
Arrogance forgets reason, forgets the faint light which gave it life; 
It treats life as a mere disciple of its interest. 
It is selfish, and falls, not knowing, uncaring, self-destroying. 
It falls to live, in a search for superiority: 

This is Hell. 

But another seed burns, thankful for inspiration. 
It fears the light, and understands; and learns, 

But cannot define its existence. 
It is overwhelmed by a presence that was in the beginning, 
Though no-one believed ... 
A presence that is now, though no-one understands. 

It accepts a limitation, and grows 
In trust and faith. 
No evil can overcome its barrier 
For it accepts the ever-presence, that is the light 

That is the reason, that is God: 
This is salvation. 

Adams 
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Short Stories 
The Young Winston 

John Winston-Smythe fell into his 
study, scattering differential equations every
where and throwing his Maths file into the 
waste-box. He groped for his illegal packet 
of Victory cigarettes, and left the house by 
the back door in order to escape the thought
prefects who tended to patrol about that 
time for those avoiding Maths lessons. 

\Vinston arrived after a long random 
walk in one dimension at Y eoceania Lane, 
away from the telescreens and microphones, 
and inhaled a black-market lungful of 
relieving poison. He reminisced over the past 
day's events . . . an hour in the art school 
preparing posters for the annual rugger 
week . . . that unsuccessful attempt to 
evaluate matrix B ... the fear of his hatred 
for the whole Boolean system becoming even 
infinitesimally apparent to the Calculus
minded thought-prefects ... the nagging 
matrix B at the back of his mind, with the 
feeling of desire to solve its determinant and 
the intricacies of its eigenvalues fighting at 
his automatic reaction of abhorrence at 
meeting such a repulsive conic equation. 
Winston's mind was suddenly flooded with 
the fullness of the dilemma before him. 
Either he took the route squarely and 
followed matrix B to the point where he 
became an instructor-thought-prefect teach
ing innocent fifth-formers the integral of 
cash-squared y ... No! Corruption such as 
this is immoral and diseases the mind. 
Winston noted that his own ability to 
concentrate seemed to have lapsed recently 
... the cause of his inability to solve matrix 
B? Then, of course, there was the other 
path: grip matrix B firmly and throw it into 
the waste-box with last week's teabags and 
fight the system forcefully. He would resist 
all torture and die a martyr to the cause of 
the antimath faction ... 

* * * 
Winston slithered down the steep one-

way street in the public sector and sheltered 
in the illicit bookshop from the rain. Here he 
had bought a week before a pad of paper 
and written, in flowing script on every page, 

'Down with Matrix B!' Today a leather
bound volume caught his eye ... 

Five minutes later Winston emerged 
into the rain with a copy of Chairman 
Goldstein's masterpiece 'The paradigm of a 
computerized mathematocracy'. This liter
ature was suitably revolutionary to be 
considered worth reading, and Winston 
hurried the hundred yards or so back to his 
study ... 

* * * 
A squad of six thought-prefects burst 

into Winston's study. The scene was much 
as before, except for Goldstein's 'Paradigm' 
lying on the floor. Silently Winston offered 
himself up for the torture which he realised 
was inevitable, the thirty pages of Goldstein 
which he had read weighing heavily on his 
mind. He took his mini-computer and his 
trig. tables and braced himself ... 

Several hours later, a thought-piglet 
came into his study and removed the copy of 
'Matrix Analysis' from the waste-box ... 

* * * 
The examination had been hard. Hyper-

bolic simplifications followed by reduction to 
canonical parametric form, remembering to 
use Yate's corrections, had defeated nearly 
all the defendants. Winston's sentence was a 
year in room 202. He screamed for hours 
when told ; nothing could be worse, as room 
202 was famous for the mental wrecks it 
produced. 

* * * 
Winston-Smythe]. (No. 45637002 Class 

B.D.L.O. one year matrix solution achieved 
required standard 1984 test result positive 
good conduct fully converted) emerged once 
more into the rainlight. His haggard face 
was virtually unrecognisable, his stoop pro
nounced and his limp evident. He staggered 
across the courts and entered the vectors 
department. An astonished observer noticed 
a faint smile on his face ... 

Winston-Smythe J. (No. 4567002, etc.) 
sat down silently in the corner behind the 
rostrum amongst the cones and cubes and 
waited for the matriculation candidates to 
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return from their applied calculus seminar ... 
* * * 

Winston settled into his chair. Suddenly 
a thought approached him, slowly and 
visibly, from beneath the pile of unmarked 
scripts on his desk. Winston began to mark 
faster in order to have time to realise his 
thought fully. The scripts flew under his 
pen. Never before had he awarded marks so 
generously. The candidates seemed to find 
matriculation algebra very easy these days ... 
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Winston finished and thought. The soft, 
tender feeling immersed him in a sort of 
trance, indescribable to the unenlightened. 
Winston tried to verbalise, but so great was 
his emotional involvement that he could 
only emit a low groan. The idea had at last 
presented itself in fully reduced form. John 
could see the beauty of the system at last: he 
loved Matrix B. 

J. D. Turing 

Alicia's Bereavement 

Alicia Fitzpinkle (of the Cheshire Fitz
pinkles, of course) paused by the oak door 
(famed for its carvings, by a disillusioned 
fifteenth century monk, which depicted a 
group of people performing questionable 
rites, which the guide book referred to, 
diplomatically, as 'the first Earl and his 
family playing hide-and-seek in the great 
hall') and a frown covered her beautifully 
chiselled features. On the other side of the 
stout door she would undoubtedly find 
Clarence, the man with whom she was 
linked for better or for worse; she frequently 
considered that the latter state predominated. 
Clarence had seriously curtailed her social 
life, not by any prohibitions, for she would 
never stand for that (indeed when women 
had been denied a vote in the parish council, 
the fearless lady had chained herself to the 
pulpit and stoically remained there through 
three of the vicar's sermons which were 
infamous for their length) but by his actions. 
After all, where could one take a spouse who 
grated the silver cutlery over the best china 
and flicked peas at the footman? 

Entering the drawing room, Alicia's 
frown quickly became a look of intense pain. 
Clarence was, as usual, indulging in the only 
pursuit that held any interest for him: he 
was inspecting his whistle collection and at 
any instant, she knew, he might start to test 
them. Moreover her anguish was heightened 
by her sudden awareness of his spats, which 
were canary yellow and clashed horribly 
with the blue wall paper. 

Alicia sat down mournfully as she 
remembered the devastating effect that 
Clarence's Kalahari whistle (used by the 
busmen of that desert to round up their 
wives in the event of a sudden sandstorm) 

had had on the dowager's pekinese. Clarence 
had crawled up behind the animal and had 
given a sharp blast upon the offending 
instrument, whereupon the victim had shot 
under a tasteful, but large, Georgian dresser, 
from whence it refused to be enticed for 
two days, during which time its hair fell out 
as a physical expression of its emotional 
shock. \\That is more, it had obviously never 
recovered, for the previously docile animal 
had savaged a visiting Austrian soprano, 
whose claim to fame was that her highest 
note equalled that of a Kalahari whistle. 

Alicia moaned inwardly as her husband 
put a police whistle to his lips-one of those 
that work by virtue of a dried pea in the 
mechanism and make a particularly vibrant 
sound. Clarence drew a deep breath and 
then exhaled into the whistle, whilst Alicia 
looked coldly in the opposite direction and 
wondered which would be the more effective: 
a thin layer of arsenic on his hot buttered 
toast or strychnine in his cocoa. Next, by 
way of experiment, and hoping for a different 
note, Clarence endeavoured to suck air in 
through the whistle. Alicia heard a sudden 
shrill note which quickly gave way to a series 
of strangled exclamations, followed by a 
loud and resonant crash. After several 
minutes of silence had passed, Alicia turned 
around to tell her husband that she was not 
impressed by his attempt to reproduce 
modern music and was surprised to see that 
his form was no longer silhouetted against 
the French windows. Perplexed, she glanced 
round the corner of the settee, upon which 
she was sitting and behind which her 
husband had been standing. Clarence was 
stretched out on the floor with a face the 
colour of the setting sun, which as she 



watched was rapidly taking on the shade of 
his spats. The dear man had not only 
inhaled air from the whistle, but also the 
dried pea. 

As Alicia rang for the butler to take 
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away the body, she reflected how she would 
now be able to attend Lady Pessington's 
soiree. And besides, she looked frightfully 
fetching in black. 

Roderick Young 

Armaggeddon 

A mantle of greyness hung over the 
earth, and of silence. A fine layer of ash 
covered everything, imparting a ghostly 
quality to all that it touched. Here and 
there stood the shell of a house, the empty 
windows grinning inanely at the dull sky. 
The high rise buildings appeared taller 
now, their ugly concrete tops blending with 
the molten heavens and stretching into the 
infinite; occasionally a twisted, blackened 
staircase that led to nowhere would belie 
the promise of infinity. 

A man picked his way through the 
rubble, scavenging for food. He walked on 
through the gathering twilight gazing in 
awe at the skeleton buildings which, once so 
ordinary, had gained a certain mystery in 
their dereliction. He passed aimlessly through 
the city boundary exchanging one greyness 
for another, one battlefield for another. 

Then the air in front of the man became 
dense and cold and white, and making his 
way through the mist he emerged under a 
sky of blue, in front of a tree laden with 
succulent fruit. The tree was green and vital 
and laden with succulent fruit tempting to 
the starving man. Spittle falling from the 

corners of the hungry mouth, he scrambled 
towards the tree and then drew up abruptly. 
Someoni: had been here before him. At his 
feet lay a fruit from the tree, a bite taken 
from its side. He saw the marks where the 
teeth ha.d sunk in deep and hard and in 
their imprint he saw the world; he saw 
death and devastation mirrored in the hole 
left by the greedy mouth. All past and future 
encompassed in a single bite. Recognition 
flared up into the man's face and he turned 
away from the tree and its betraying fruit in 
disgust. Man had come home. 

The head of state tossed the school 
magazine into the neat chrome-plated bin 
that lay beside his smart mahogany desk. 
'My God,' he said scornfully, 'these young 
people write some pretentious tommyrot 
nowadays.' Then, returning to the matter in 
hand, he lent earnestly across the desk and 
suggested to his colleague: 'Look, how about 
this for an idea. We'll flip a coin. Heads we 
perfect the neutron bomb, tails we double 
the production of the hydrogen bomb. OK? 
A suitable impressive statement was sent to 
the media and the two adjourned for lunch. 
The magazine smouldered in the bin. 

Roderick Young 
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Suppletnent 
The birth of Wallace House prompted 

the editors of 'The Shirburnian' to request 
from some well-known poets a remembrance 
in verse to mark this great event. 

Happily, the founding of Wallace House 
inspired the results which we have the 
pleasure and honour to print below. 

Wallace 

\Vhan that Aprille with his shoures soote 
The droughte of l\krch hath perced to the 

roote, 
And everich tree and shoote gan springe 

an ewe, 
So wirketh Nature in ech his kynde virtu, 
Than longen folk to send hir sones aweye, 
That they may lerne on bokcs to scoleye
For swich the prys that lerning hath todaye, 
That manye a wight for it wol gladly paye !
And specially, from every shires ende 
Of Engclond, a thronge of boycs wendc 
To Shereborne where was a noble place
Noon othere scole myghte hir clerkes pace; 
And there amongcs othere wondres mo, 
To tellen whiche sholde al my wit fordo, 
The lerned men that of the yong have care 
Kan werke a wonder thing so heigh and rare 
That ye shal be astoned atte lceste, 
As thogh I tolde you some ferly geeste. 
Of studie-houses that longcn to the place, 
Is oon that men ylate have highte \Vallace: 
Therinne goocth boycs al rude vileins 
And oute they cometh clerkes ful of breyns ! 
Now is nat that a greet miracle cnow, 
That how it happes only God kan knowe? 

G .••.. y Ch .... r, 'The Ilarkcres Tale'. 



Wallace House 
'Nihil in intellectu etc.' 
' 'An it had been my enemy's cur, 
I would not ha' done it.'-Ford, 'The 
Swineherd's Tragedy'. 

If you came this way 
Taking the path you are likely to take, 
Leaving the way you might have taken 
From the place you would have started from 
Had you been there in the first place, 
It would be the same had you not 
Taken that path. You have not come 
Because you chose to come, but because 
It has been chosen that you should come. 
You have come here where desire is 

annihilated 
At the still centre of organized activity. 
You have not come to the end of your journey 
Because your journey's end is a beginning, 
A beginning which is your end, an end 

different 
Perhaps from the purpose by which the end 

had meaning. 
If you came this way 
When the fog curled against the grey stones 
Like a cat rubbing the grey flannelled trousers 
Of history, you would find only the 

significance 
That time in its alteration cannot stop to 

find significant. 
If you came this way, expecting 
To find the well-worn print of voices 
Still living in the unexhausted horizon 
Of the past, recognizable still in the 

intersection 
Of then and now, you would find 
Only the same bewilderment in the partly-

tutored mind. 
Time past and time present and time future 
Are all present in time spent. 
All time spent is never more than time lost, 
And all time spent here is time lost. 
Go, said the bird, hopping away up the 

gravel, 
Before the door which opens into our first 

world. 
Go, go, go-said the leaves, rustling with 

the laughter 
Of children hidden behind the rose-bushes. 
Go-said the prefect. Time to say goodbye. 
Goodbye, goodbye. 
In my beginning is my end. 
Humankind cannot bear much schooling. 

-T. S. El .. t 
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Ode to Wallace House 

Thou still unpainted shell of learning, 
Stepfather to the milk and wine of youth, 

Methinks I hear thy cut-price timbers 
yearning 

For future generations yet uncouth. 
Ah, studied grace, thou gracious home of 

study! 
Do not thy corridors, though empty now 

Ring with sweet boyish ditties of no tune, 
And tramp of boots all muddy? 

To prophetic fancy thou dost show how 
Thy master needs his draught of vintage 

soon. 

What men or gods are these? What deities 
Or mortals, of scarred shin and acneed 

frown? 
What shapes divine, or human frailties 

Are hid beneath that blue and furry 
demi-gown? 

What rush of flannelled limbs? What mad 
pursuit? 

Canst thou, 0 South Street Arcady, yet be 
To these a glade of peace and solace? 

0 silent form, though mute 
Thou seems to say to them: go not to Digby, 

Harper or School-House-but come to 
Wallace! 

-] .. n K .. ts 
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Co01petition 

S/1ot the deliberate mistake, and win your very own house colours socks. 

Competition not open to friends of the Editorial Board (either of them) 

School House 
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Clubs and Societies 
The Green Ribbon Club 

Dr. Anthony Heath, at the first meeting 
held at Wallace House, began the Lent 
Term by attempting in his paper, 'Why go 
to a Public School?', to show us all up in 
our 'true reactionary light'. How much he 
succeeded and how much his audience in 
fact showed him up remains very much to 
be debated. Dr. Heath made it clear some
what apologetically at first that he was both 
a sociologist and a socialist. He set out to 
prove both that public schools do not have 
the advantages that are claimed for them 
and that those attending them have an 
unfair advantage over those at other schools. 
Contradiction? Very many thanks, anyway, 
to Dr. Heath for provoking us all to virulent 
opposition, all that is with the exception of 
him who smashes J.J.B.'s furniture. 

John Reed spoke at the second gathering 
of term and at what was later discovered to 
have been the Club's 3ooth meeting. The 
subject was 'Schubert and Beethoven in the 

Vienna of 1820-30'. Mr. Reed, who has 
written a life of Schubert, read a very 
interesting paper and threw much light on 
both the cultural vigour and the political 
turmoil in the Vienna of this outstandingly 
rich decade. 

In the absence of the great Professor 
Richard Cobb, who was to have spoken 
about nineteenth century France, l\fr. Patrick 
Francis offered very gamely to read his 
paper on the Earl of Shaftesbury and the 
first Green Ribbon Club. The insight into 
the politics and electoral system of seven
teenth century England was unusual and 
thorough. The Green Ribbon Club itself, 
however, was found to have carried very 
little weight. The Second is evidently of 
infinitely greater importance. Finally, many 
thanks to the Barkers for their friendly 
hos pi tali ty. 

Michael Davenport 

Films 

Of all the films shown this year, this 
report endeavours to cover the films that 
have or should have gained the most praise. 

The Senior Film Society kicked-off, if 
that's the word, with Ken Russell's 'The 
Music Lovers', hailed by many critics as the 
worst film ever made. During the perform
ance I overheard someone saying 'I never 
thought I'd see that rnrt of thing in the 
B.S.R ... .'; a reasonable summary though 
the film did show sparks of the elusive 
Russell genius. The other memorable film 
from the Autumn was the 1923 version of 
'The Hunchback of Notre Dame' with Lon 
Chaney in the title role, leaping around the 
famous edifice. 

Meanwhile the School Film Society 
threw up the odd curiosity, most notably 
Oscar winning Liza Minnelli vainly trying to 
seduce the not-so-naive Michael York, with 
diverse subtle overtones lurking in the 
background. Later A.C.M. gave us a taste 

of Raquel Welch hitting the well-worn 
vengeance trail in 'Hannie Caulder'. 

The S.F.S. thundered into the Lent 
Term with Sergei Eisenstein's 'Battleship 
Potemkin', on which I can safely bestow 
that famous Shirburnian cliche, 'a good time 
was had by all'. The season was ended with 
a riotous showing of 'The Cameraman', 
starring the riotous Buster Keaton. 

Stanley Kubrick's '2001: A Space 
Odyssey' made new ground in the School 
F.S. by actually making the audience have 
to think, a task that seemed an insurmount
able obstacle for most. 

Some people are always complaining 
about the societies' choice of films, so before 
the 'what-a-bad-selection' clique start up 
again, perhaps a preview of the next season's 
films would silence them ... 

Jeremy James, 
secretary of every 
single film soc. 
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The Chataway Society 

The first debate of the Michaelmas 
Term was held with the Girls' School in the 
B.S.R. on the appropriate motion of 'This 
House approves of Co-education'. Proposing 
were Miss Leach and Mr. Spink and opposing 
were Mr. Watson and Miss Schultz. Various 
interesting points arose from the debate 
including R.A.H.'s confession that girls 
always stare at him. The number of people 
attracted by the presence of the opposite sex 
was reflected in the poverty of the speeches 
and in the eventual carrying of the motion 
by 98 votes to 23. The second debate was 
about the merits of corporal punishment to 
deter football hooligans and the star attrac
tion of the evening was Mr. Schutzer
Weissmann making his debut in the society. 
Speaking with M.A.S-W. was Mr. Williams 
and opposing them were Messrs. Morton 
and Perry. Despite the fact that he gave the 
house all the gruesome details about spanking 
his 2~-year-old daughter, M.A.S-W. lost the 
debate by 52 votes to 38. The third meeting 
of the term was rather poorly attended 
owing to competition from the Jazz Concert 
which was belatedly arranged for the same 
Sunday. However, the debate was lively and 
enjoyable. The motion was that governments 
should never give in to terrorist blackmail. 
Messrs. Knott and Manson spoke for the 

proposition and Messrs. Barker and Higgins 
for the opposition. The debate centred on 
whether more people would eventually be 
killed if governments gave in to terrorists but 
the house decided to vote for flexibility in 
dealings with terrorists and defeated the 
motion by rg votes to 14. 

In the Lent Term there was only one 
meeting at which the motion, 'This house 
believes that this Country would benefit 
from a Totalitarian Government', was dis
cussed. Messrs. Niven and Carey had the 
doubtful honour of proposing this, and 
opposing were Dr. Turner and Mr. Kitcatt. 
Despite the difficulties of the motion and the 
raving from the floor of Mr. Tom Herbert 
who described himself as 'a neo-fascist with 
Communist inclinations', the oppos1t1on 
spoke very convincingly although Mr. Niven 
almost carried off a coup with his final 
speech, being in the end defeated by only 
one vote. All the debates of this year have 
been of a high standard and well worth 
attending; in the Trinity Term there are to 
be two meetings which we hope will be 
rather better attended than the past two 
debates. 

Mike Kitcatt 
(Honorary Secretary) 

The Agora 

Mr. Francis spearheaded the term with 
his revealing 'East Africa: continuity and 

change' which to many showed just how 
unsophisticated life in the confetti of Eastern 
states is. Dermot Turing's 'Vienna in rgoo' 
was learned (though for some extraordinary 
reason he professed to know very little!) as 
well as being amusing. The only blemish of 
the evening was the fact that the society's 
founder and honorary secretary Giles Tillot
son was retiring. \Vhether Nietsche was a 
novelty or not David Moore's short talk and 
the ensuing debate on whether the man was 
a prophet or Nazi was very enlightening. 

I would like to thank C.W.M-1. for his 
mastering of the meetings and his valiant 
though sometimes vain attempts to obtain 
coffee for the beleaguered members. 

Jeremy Jam es, 
Hon. Sec. 
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Lectures 

Royal Artillery: 'The role of the Army 

in the World of Today' 

This lecture was given to the VI th 
forms, and it was obvious from the start that 
the lecturers were somewhat concerned that 
we should not take the lecture merely as an 
encouragement to join the Royal Artillery. 
It was, we were given to understand, 
intended only to be educational. 

Any impartial observer could have 
judged them to be comedians, for they 
performed a funny little play involving a 
man dressed as a Russian general. I was 
puzzled when someone told me that it was 
meant to be a mockery. Why, after all, 
should these lecturers wish to make fun of 
themselves? The lecture was therefore both 

confusing and comical. 
Comical, because of the subject: war. 

At least, the lecturers thought it all good 
amusement, as far as one could tell. They 
did not discuss the reasons for their existence, 
presumably because they assumed that 
everyone knew that it was an entertainment. 
They certainly tried to show it to be that. 

In the morning, before the lecture 
began, we were all impressed with the 
weapons in the courts (the 'car-parks' as one 
lecturer called them; another of their jokes, 
perhaps). The armaments were coloured in 
a cheerful red, and one could not but feel 
the harmony between them and the chapel. 
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The British North Pole Expedition 

After various escapades involving the 
Sherborne one-way traffic system, Captain 
R. T. Wickam-Fiennes began by explaining 
that the title subject was merely one of many 
he wished to talk about. A brief introduction 
mentioned a planned three-year journey 
round the world, passing both poles (some
thing that's never been done before). Con
centrating on the North Pole for a moment, 
he gave some idea of the difficulties involved. 
For instance, unprotected skin would freeze 
in thirty seconds while their machines had to 
be 'warmed up' every morning with a 
blow-lamp. 

The next subject was a trip down the 
Nile by hovercraft. It was fairly uneventful 
apart from some mass manslaughter by the 
driver. They only got out of prison because 
the ancient copies of the British Law in use 
there didn't mention hovercrafts. Another 
member of the party survived twice the 
lethal dose of morphine. 

Dhofar was the next port of call. Here 
a group of soldiers assisted by the local 
'army' were using hit-and-run tactics against 
terrorists in the mountains. Their opponents 
were using Russian-made weapons and had 
copies of Chairman Mao's little red book, in 
Arabic. 

A less violent, though no less dangerous 
surveying trip in Norway followed. The 

object was to determine whether Europe's 
largest glacier was moving quickly enough to 
endanger the people below. This was more 
complicated than it may at first appear as 
parachuting and crossing crevasses with bits 
of shelving had to be mastered. There was a 
higher injury rate here than in the fighting 
in Dhofar, a reflection on the accuracy of 
the terrorists. 

In 1973 he went on an expedition in 
British Columbia to celebrate the centenary 
there. The two Scots were soon panning for 
gold, just as their predecessors had a century 
before them. There was a four-minute film 
of the rubber boats on one stretch of river 
where 154 people have been killed in the last 
25 years. The boats were literally bouncing 
in midair, and desperate weight distribution 
was needed to survive. On reaching their 
destination they were made Honorary 
Mayors of Vancouver, a privilege that 
entitled them to three free film shows. 

It was a most interesting and informative 
lecture with excellent slides and a most 
illuminating piece of film. There was, 
perhaps, almost too much to take in at 
once, although the perpetual giggling from 
some rows of the audience was not the 
lecturer's fault. All in all a most enjoyable 
evening; our thanks to R.A.H. 

Simon Gell 
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Music 

Introduction to the music section 

Considering the Easter term this year 
was so short, the amount of musical activity 
which has occurred in it is surprising. Illness 
certainly did not aid matters, but despite 
these shortcomings, event followed event, 
chiefly through the hard work of all the 
music department and the many boys 
involved. 

Grades 7-8: G. vVatts, S. Hogg, H. 
Laidlay, R. Edwards, R. Paddy, J. McVity, 
D. Tomson, T. Blach, R. Hosford. 

Grades 4-6: R. Sheard, C. Weir, P. 
Rogers, C. Grellier, J. Pilling, D. Hornell
Scott, M. vVade, A. Powe, A. Grainger, 
G. Tatham, G. Watts, T. Pope, C. Herring, 

The choir had an active term, singing 
in most of our Sunday services, and also 
making another joint visit to Salisbury 
Cathedral with the Girls' School Choir. 

We had three informal concerts laid on, 
despite the effects of 'flu, which rather cut 
down the number of performers. The 
following played in these concerts: 

J. Wells, D. Ollerhead, J. Ware, M. 'n' J. 
Soltau (duet), P. Sinclair, R. Sheard, P. 
Chavasse, C. Redman, M. Croft, J. Nichol
son, R. Fugard, M. Carden, H. Laidlay, 
S. Anstice-Brown, N. Foster. 

Andrew Bett 

John and Susan Georgiadis recital of 
gypsy and virtuoso music 

The recital of 'gypsy and virtuoso' 
violin music by John Georgiadis and his wife 
Susan disappointingly turned out to be yet 
another pot-pourri of gems of mediocrity, 
sounding something like 'These you have 
loved' arranged for violin and piano. Mr. 
Georgiadis, although leader of one of the 
world's finest orchestras, did not quite come 
into the 'virtuoso' category with far too 
many errors of intonation in the more 
demanding passages, nor into the 'gypsy' 
category despite his clothes. Whether he 
would have fared better in more demanding 
works remains to be seen, as nothing they 
offered lasted more than a few minutes. 

Our programmes were, unfortunately, 
two years out of date, so the audience had to 

be continually informed as to the changes. 
Mr. Georgiadis seemed to revel in his own 
unshamefacedly arrogant story-telling, 
though not many other people did. I admit 
that the concert contained some rewarding 
items, though increasingly sophisticated pub
lic opinion dictates that this kind of in
substantial programme be limited to a once 
in a season affair rather than the norm. The 
accompanist, incidentally, was one of the 
most clumsy and insensitive ever to mount 
the stage of the Big Schoolroom, and for 
once the piano did credit to its player. 

Quite how the second half was received 
I cannot say, as together with most other 
music-lovers I left at the interval. 

Tom Blach 
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The Roaring Twenties 

Afr. Barker and partner defy shutter speed 

On the particularly cold evening of 
Monday, February 13th, a packed audience 
gathered in the Recital Room of the Old 
Music School for what was quoted to be a 
'musical/literary evening', though perhaps 
the title and advertising posters may not 
have suggested the latter; however, the 
supposition that this concert was to be a 
reckless plunge through the story of the 
riotous birth of popular music were soon to 
be proved wrong. The programme, devised 
by Dr. Richard Kershaw, provided us not 
only with examples of such popular music, 
but also with examples of Classical work 
influenced by such music, of the literature of 
the time, and of mixtures of the two. 

The evening opened with a Scott 
Joplin rag played by Hugh Laidlay, followed 
by a ragtime from Hindemith's '1922' suite 
played by Mr. Christopher Knott with his 
usual skill, control, and panache. Mr. 
Jeremy Barker showed a rare athleticism in 

A history of social graces, 110. I g. 

a performance of the Charleston, with the 
sporting partnership of Mrs. Macnaghten, 
who wasted into the fray totally unrehearsed. 
Mr. Wellby hid behind a music stand and 
recited Edith Sitwell's 'Fac;ade' with a piano 
accompaniment. Mr. Gerald Pitman showed 
slides of Sherborne in the 'twenties, much to 
the inconvenience of two ladies, who com
plained bitterly about Mr. Pitman's opaque 
bodily composition. 'Take 6', the school's 
newest jazz band, played us some old 
favourites. The evening ended with a song 
by Fats Waller, which may easily have been 
dedicated to 'The Shirburnian' Editor, the 
title being 'your feet's too big'. Interspersed 
between the musical items were extracts 
from the work of T. S. Eliot, e. e. cummings 
and others, read by Giles Tillotson, and 
together with the music, the evening bril
liantly recaptured some of the jovial and 
carefree atmosphere of 'The Roaring Twen
ties'. 
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School Concert, 
Wednesday, March 18th, 1978 

Owing to an incessant virus, the B.S.R. 
was unusually empty, which was rather a 
shame. Suddenly however the spritely little 
figure of P.J.,V. crossed the stage, baton 
twitching nervously in hand. It had been a 
short term, too short for this complicated, 
syncopation-filled composition. However, the 
second orchestra tackled Peter Witchell's 
Abbey Strains bravely, providing the audi
ence with smooth strings and lively pizzicato. 
The contrasts and dynamics improved greatly 
towards the end, which was really very good. 

The band's energetic rendering of 
Schubert's Rosamunde was really very 
professional. Under J.A.D.'s precise, clear 
conducting, some beautifully smooth legato 
chords were produced by the brass and 
clarinet sections. A light Air followed, and a 
third phase again demonstrated our good 
trumpeters, and bright clarinet playing. A 
subtle blend of moods led the music to a 
pompous ending, which kept recurring, 
leaving the audience continually ready to 
clap. 

Then the stage was swamped by the 
school orchestra who performed the familiar 
'Minuetto and Trio' by Haydn. Special 
credit must be given to D. Tomson and 
R. Paddy for their brilliant oboe and flute 
playing. The Trio held some good violin and 
'cello scraping, which sounded surprisingly 
nice, and continued into the frilly, Viennese
like ending. 

Now, at last, the moment all had been 
waiting for arrived: B.R. J.'s beaming intro
duction of Lutoslawski's Little Joke (The 
Wooden Flute). Now was the moment that 
the audience shrugged their veils of slumber 
to listen to the (brilliantly performed) 
woodwind to string crescendo-starting with 
A. Leather's and A. Neubauer's smooth 
clarinets. The ensuing blurred chromatics 
led into a fabulous sense of controlled 
discord. The next 'movement' was just as 
effective as the first with frenzied rhythms 
and eerie changes of key. Let's have more of 
this erratic music! Congratulations to the 
first orchestra. 

Next the compact body of the Mussoc 
members sidled into their cramped condition 
for an energetic rendering of Wagner's 
Wedding Chorus. The ceremonial introduc
tion rolled its way towards the entry of the 
chorus. Suddenly muffied mutters of 'Hey
l think I've heard this one before' wafted 
back from the appreciative front row. 
However, the well disciplined chorus pulled 
their weight, and were complemented, not 
dominated, by the excellent orchestra. 

All in all it had been a good evening
congratulations and thanks to all who 
conducted, taught, toiled and prnctised to 
make such an excellent performance. 

Steve Morris 
P.S. Let's have some more of that Lutoslawski 
beat! 

George Malcolm Concert 

George Malcolm is a world famous 
harpsichord player. He came to Sherborne 
on Saturday, March 4th, at no cost, to play 
in a concert held in aid of the School Harpsi
chord Fund, which was originally proposed 
and is now organised chiefly by Thomas 
Pope. The school was doubly lucky on this 
occasion, for the harpsichord itself was 
kindly provided, again at no cost, by Mr. 
Malcolm Russell. It was a particularly fine 
example of the instrument, and Mr. Mal
colm's skill at handling it did justice to its 
intricacy, for intricate it is, as we were later 
to discover. 

The evening carried an informal air, 

for Mr. Malcolm gave an explanation of 
most pieces before playing them, and though 
his professionalism was unquestionable, a 
joke or an amusing anecdote were never 
beyond him. 

The programme began with Bach's 
Italian Concerto, followed by a group of 
pieces by Thomas Tomkins, and some 18th 
century French music. There then followed 
an interval, after which Mr. Malcolm gave 
us an account of some of the technicalities of 
the harpsichord, and the change of design 
through history. He then continued with a 
Handel Suite, Mozart's Andante in F, and 
three sonatas by Scarlatti. After these 
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followed two items under the title 'Bach a la 
mode'; the first, 'Bach before the mast', was 
a baroque style arrangement of the Sailor's 
Hornpipe by George Malcolm himself, and 
the second, 'Bach goes to town', was a 
syncopated Bach-style piece by Alec Temple
ton. As an encore, Mr. Malcolm played a 
fairly spontaneous blues number. 
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Technically, the concert was definitely 
interesting, but, seeing it as an instrument 
rather than a machine, I feel that the 
harpsichord lacks enough tonal variation to 
warrant a full solo concert, though Mr. 
Malcolm displayed great skill and was 
worthy of all applause which h~ was given, 
substantial a5 it was. 

'The Creation' 

'The Creation', by Josef Haydn, was 
performed on Wednesday, March 8th, by 
the Music Society, assisted as usual by 
members of the Girls' School, Lord Digby's, 
Leweston, Foster's School and Sherborne 
Preparatory School. The soloists were Doreen 
Murray (soprano), Alistair Thompson (ten
or) and Reg Eppey (bass), with Brian Judge 
conducting. 

For many, the main feature of the 
evening was possibly not the music, but the 
large amount of scaffolding and polythene 
which decorated the Abbey so tastefully; 
perhaps I should mention that these were 
Hidin' the construction work going on 
above until the Creation for a new roof is 
complete, but perhaps those readers with a 
sense of humour should not read that last 
phrase too many times. 

As for the music itself, it was sung with 
the fire and enthusiasm we have come to 
expect of Mussoc. 'The Creation' is set in 
three parts. The first two (the two longest) 
tell the story of the Creation, and the shorter 
third part is a jubilant conclusion to the 
work, in praise of the earth's beauty, and of 
God the Creator. 

In the main, the soloists gave successful 
performances. Alistair Thompson displayed 
much tonal control, and a range which 
reached impressive proportions. Doreen Mur
ray's voice was always a joy to listen to, 
while Reg Eppey had a rich tone, though 
not perhaps enough volume on the higher 
notes. 

'The Creation' is an impressive piece of 
music; Mussoc performed it as if impressed 
by it, and did justice to Haydn's work. 

Peter Frankl piano recital 

At the term's second meeting those impulse behind it, holding the attention at 
members of the school not watching television all times, and this was kept up throughout 
were greatly privileged to hear a piano the piece. For the reviewer the high spot of 
recital given by the increasingly prestigious the concert was the absolutely ravishing, 
Peter Frankl, a Hungarian of British citizen- mysterious Trio of the third movement, 
ship. Frankl's conception coming through even on 

His recital opened with Mozart's well- the B.S.R. instrument. 
known 'Fantasia in C minor', which is often After the interval the sole item was the 
attached to his sonata in the same key. Here twenty-five variations and Fugue on a theme 
was combined enormous musicianship and by Handel by Brahms, opus 24. Though the 
poetry with consummate mastery in matters performance brought all the nobility of 
of nuance and inflection. Unfortunately, as Brahms' piano writing out I felt that the 
was to be the case throughout the evening, reading had not fully matured, even regard-
the appalling condition of the B.S.R. piano ing the great technical difficulty of the piece; 
was very much in evidence. This is a disgrace, it seemed less well prepared than the other 
and surely the powers that be should consider pieces, and his high powered performance 
the possibility of the piano being recon- seemed too much for the instrument. 
ditioned. As an encore he performed first a piece 

Following the Mozart, Frankl's superb by Bartok followed by Brahms' E flat 
musicianship was brought to bear on Intermezzo, an interpretation of a great 
Schubert's 'Fantasy-Sonata in G major', and beauty. It is rarely that a concert is enjoyed 
this produced a sublime reading of a sublime so unreservedly by so large a cross-section of 
work. The first movement moved with great the town. 

Tom Blach 
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Drania 

The Alchemist 

Subtle, Dal and Face 

Ben Jonson's play 'The Alchemist' is 
undeniably a complex play. A rudimentary 
knowledge of Elizabethan English is needed 
to fully understand many of the puns and to 
unwind the intricacies of language. It is 
surely a tribute to the director, P.M.H.\V., 
and to the actors, that so difficult a play 
should have been universally enjoyed-for 
the high standard of the production made 
the events readily discernable and extremely 
entertaining. 

The play records the wiley stratagems 
of three confidence tricksters, Subtle, Face 
and Doi-characters that offer great scope 
for talent, a trait with which this production 
seemed to proliferate. Face, a servant, is left 
in charge of his master's house, while the 
latter flees from the plague, and in collab
oration with Subtle and Doi he proceeds to 
extort money from a motley crowd of 

Rupert }vfaas (on the right) 

characters. 
The part of Face was magnificently 

played by Jeremy Notley, and when I say 
'magnificer.t:y', 'I mean that most sincerely, 
folks'. Acting as Face is not merely a matter 
of portraying one character, but, essentially, 
portraying four: the (presumably) real Face 
who works with Subtle and Doi; Face, the 
'umble servant to his master; Face, the 
swaggering 'Captain' and the geriatric 
'Lungs', those last two being disguises that 
he adopts to aid Subtle in his deceptions. 
Mr. Notley was able to captivate the audience 
in every role (perhaps especially with the 
disgusting 'Lungs'!), so that when he finally 
double crossed Subtle and Doi, and became 
the favouring servant, he was able to retain 
our sympathy. 

At the risk of running out of eulogistic 
adjectives, I must record that Simon Tuke 
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made a superb Subtle. Subtle docs not 
command the sympathy that Face does, and 
Mr. Tuke sustained throughout the perform
ance a greedy and slightly malevolent 
personality. Subtle, too, is required to don 
several disguises, in order to appear as an 
authentic alchemist, and Mr. Tuke managed 
convincingly to combine avarice and mys
ticism. Penny Dyke was the brave lady who 
volunteered to act opposite Simon Tuke's 
seve1al days' growth of beard as Doi. Miss 
Dyke gave a most entertaining performance 
as the conmen's brazen accomplice and 
created a sensation on her entrance as 'The 
Fairy Queen'! 

As well as masterly portrayals from 
leading characters, the audience were treated 
to an equally splendid display from those 
who were duped. Stephen Wright's pathetic
ally naive Dapper was splendid to watch
and unforgettable, crouching on the floor 
with his mouth full of cake! Adrian Clarke 
was highly amusing as the brainless Drugger, 
as was Jonathan Love as the insufferably 
puritanical Anarias, whom James Hunting
ton-\Vhiteley had vainly to endeavour to 
control. Rupert Maas was most impressive 
as the idealistic knight, proclaiming in basso 
profundo tones how he would build a world 
of delight with the philosopher's stone, while 
Hugh Williams sneered at him with suitable 
cynicism. Mr. Williams also gave a very 
funny performance as a fake Spanish grandee 
-flamenco dancers obviously face tough 
competition here. Tim Allen put on a superb 
accent to become a social climbing yokel 
intent on marrying off his sister, played by 
Anna Robson, to some wealthy knight. Miss 
Robson ended up espoused to Andrew 
Neubauer, Face's master, who, arriving 
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A dramatic reconstructionette 

home earlier than is expected, adroitly takes 
advantage of the situation. 

One adverse criticism that might be 
directed towards the play was the simplicity 
of the set-although what was there was 
made full use of. However, I am told that 
time did not allow for a more adventurous 
London house. Indeed such was the extra
ordinarily high standard of acting that 
flamboyant props were hardly necessary. A 
truly impressive production. 

The Glass Menagerie 

Last year, when wntmg about 'Ken
nedy's Children', I remarked how fortunate 
we are to have a professional theatre company 
so near to us. A year later I am even further 
convinced of our luck, for the Touring 
Company of Salisbury Playhouse reaffirmed 
their expertise with a production of Tennessee 
\\Tilliams' 'The Glass Menagerie'. 

The play has many moments of humour 
but the overall atmosphere is one of oppres-

sion and sadness. As is typical of Williams, 
he shows us a group of people caught up 
with their own obsessions and immersed in a 
fraught family atmosphere. In this case we 
see a woman, deserted by her husband, who 
lives only for two things: her own childhood 
and her daughter's future, while her son 
works in a factory to sustain them. The 
garrulous mother unwittingly grinds her 
daughter down with endless preparation for 



the gentleman callers who never come. The 
daughter lacks self-confidence, for she is 
lame and her only solace is in her glass 
animals, who reflect the light so beautifully 
-and she locks herself away in the fragile 
world of her glass menagerie. 

Selina Cadell gave a superb performance 
as the lame Laura, acting with great feeling 
and succeeding in moving a Sherborne 
audience-that most phlegmatic of bodies. 
Kay Gallie was masterly as the stifling 
mother and never let her southern accent 
falter! While it is true to say that the ladies 
stole the limelight, the male contingent also 
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displayed considerable skill-Donald Mac
I ver as Laura's brother Tom, and Clive 
Hornby as the gentleman who finally comes 
to call. Tom eventually follows in his father's 
footsteps and leaves mother and daughter to 
fend for themselves, but everywhere he goes 
he is pursued by the memory of the gentle 
Laura and her trailing leg. The play ends 
with Laura blowing out the candles and 
plunging the stage into darkness and we are 
left feeling that she will live out her lonely 
life on the memory of a kiss, received from 
the one gentleman who came to call. 

Roderick Young 

Unman, Wittering & Zigo: 

the Lyon House play 

Where is Zigo? Of course, I thought 
that it was going to be Zigo who had pushed 
Mr. Pelham over the cliff, but I was wrong. 
You see, Zigo had been in the Bahamas with 
his father all along. Let me explain. 

Unman, Wittering and Zigo are the last 
three boys on a class roll call and they lend 
their names to a play, by Giles Cooper, 
about a class who terrorise their new form 
master by confiding to him how they 
murdered his predecessor, Mr. Pelham. 
R.A.H. and Simon Keable-Elliott ensured 

Succesiful schoolmasters-
John Fielder and Richard Payne 

that this production (in fact the 17th Lyon 
House play) maintained the high standard 
of previous years, and were helped by an 
abundant pool of talent. 

The class of twelve boys were most 
impressive-their co-ordination and team 
work was excellent and one wonders whether 
staff attending the play will ever dare turn 
up to lessons again. David McCarthy gave a 
splendid performance as the rather ineffectual 
schoolmaster, whose nerves are frayed by the 
boys, while Polly Sharpe played his tactless 

Failed schoolmasters-

David McCarthy and Anthony Fraser 
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The class 

wife who insisted on working as a cinema 
usherette. Wandering around in a brilliant 
red shirt, Anthony Fraser was most convinc
ing as the pathetic (but trendy) at t master, 
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whose only success in life is to be able to 
recognise his fellow failures. Richard Payne 
aged rapidly to become the dignified head
master who disapproves of staff who die in 
term time. 

The end of the play was something of a 
scramble-one felt that the author had 
remembered a prior engagement and rushed 
to a hasty conclusion of his work. He seemed 
to be saying that the boys, in banding 
together to commit so grotesque a crime, 
were able to work as a group so successfully 
by virtue of the authority instilled into them 
by the system in which they live-or so 
insinuated the trendy art master. But 
whether the moral pronouncement at the 
end was forced or not, that is no reflection 
on an excellent production and one enhanced 
by the skilful use of lighting and an extremely 
effective set. 

'The Shirburnian' Drama Competition 

In their tireless search for talent, the 
editors are introducing a competition to 
discover an original playwright. P1inted 
below is the opening to a short play which 
entrants to the competition should complete 
according to their own ideas. All plays 
entered should consist of a single act only; 
and should be submitted to the editor by the 
end of term. The winning entry will be 
published in the next issue. 

Scene: the reception-hall of a grand 
country house. Enter Dominic, tall, stout 
and grave, and dressed as a butler. After a 
moment the staff materializes suddenly: two 
footmen and two chambermaids. 
Dominic: The Blue Room in the east wing is 
ready? 
The men : Yes, Mr. Dominic. 
Dominic: The \Vhite Room in the west wing 
is ready? 
The maids: Yes, Mr. Dominic. 
Dominic: The procedure will be as before. 
That will do. 
(The doorbell rings. Dominic answers it, 
and returns with Leonard dressed in a heavy 
coat. He is clearly surprised when he sees 
the interior of the house.) 
Leonard: Oh ... er ... is this ... er ... an 
hotel? \Ve've had a breakdown on the bend. 
My chauffeur Saunders said that Anne and 
I could put up here. 
Anne (from outside): Saunders has gone, 
Leonard. 
Leonard: Gone? ... What the! 
Dominic: Saunders was perfectly correct. 
This is a-sort of hotel. 
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Gatnes 

1st XI Hockey Report 1978 

Despite the atrocious weather, the 
debilitating effect of the 'flu and the shortness 
of the term, the hockey XI completed a full 
and successful season, winning six and 
drawing one of the nine school matches 
during term-time. 

Perhaps the most remarkable feature 
of the term was the fact that so many 
matches were played and the only cancel
lation against King's Taunton was caused by 
their 'flu and not by the state of the ground. 
Indeed on two successive Saturdays at 
Colstons and Dauntseys it was reckoned, 
with some justification, that these were the 
only hockey matches played anywhere on 
grass in the west of England. The early 
part of the season brought a series of com
fortable victories which were perhaps not 
the best practice for the fixture against 
Taunton. Despite a slight territorial advan
tage in the first half of the match, Sherborne 
found themselves 3 goals down at half-time 
due to the greater incision and speed of the 
opposition. The lessons learnt in this match 

were quickly put into practice against the 
star-studded Millfield team and victory was 
achieved by a combination of tireless 
defence and outstanding goalkeeping. It was 
a pity, therefore, that the final school match 
against Canford provided the first loss 
against them for many years, and although 
we missed a penalty flick which would have 
squared the match, there was no doubt the 
opposition deserved to win. 

At the end of term the rst XI went to a 
splendidly organised hockey festival at Rep
ton and this helped to put the team's per
formance into perspective. Convincing wins 
were achieved over all the teams that we 
played except for Felsted and there was 
little doubt that we were better than the 
two other Midland schools in the tournament 
who we didn't play. Felsted were a very 
good team and undoubtedly deserved their 
narrow victory, but they were totally 
undefeated on the strong eastern circuit this 
year, and as we were short of four rst XI 
players when we played them, it did suggest 
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that perhaps the balance of power in schools' 
hockey is shifting westwards. 

Of the players in the team, Mickel Bak 
was an outstanding captain, Rory Bruce 
eventually fulfilled last year's promise and it 
says a lot that in the game against the West 
Under 2 l, he looked as good a player as 
anyone on the field; and Charlie Cooke 
after one or two aberrations early in the 
season had marvellous games against Mill
field and Felsted. Mickel, Charlie, Phillip 
Milne, Mike Wilson and Charlie Leach 
were selected to play for Dorset in the 
Western Counties Under 19 tournament at 
Cheltenham. 

Results 
v Occidentals 
v Downside 
v Colstons 
v Dorset 'A' 
v Dauntseys 
v King's Taunton 
v King's Bruton 
v Bryanston 
v Taunton 
v Monkton Combe 
v Millfield 
v Pilgrims 
v Canford 
v W. of England U-21 

lost 2-7 
won 2-0 
won 4-0 
lost l -2 

won 5-3 
cancelled 
won 6-3 
won 5-1 
lost 1-4 

drew 2-2 
won 1-0 
lost 1-3 
lost 2-3 
lost 1-4 
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A final reflection on the season must 
include the obvious lack of hockey playing 
facilities at Sherborne. To cite two of the 
many examples of other schools, Canford 
have an all-weather pitch and three superb 
grass pitches on which rugger is never 
played; Repton have three all-weather 
pitches and two grass pitches on which 
rugger is never played; it is becoming 
increasingly difficult to maintain the standard 
at Sherborne as we fall further and further 
behind other schools in the playing surfaces 
that we provide. 

Repton Hockey Festival 
v U ppingham won 5-0 
v Cheltenham won 1-0 
v Heidelberg won 4-0 
v Felsted lost 1-2 
v St. Columba's Dublin won 3-1 

Team: J. Cooke, R. Bruce, A. Wilson, 
P. Milne, C. Leach, J. Peplow, M. Bak 
(Capt.), M. Wilson, R. Robotham, N. 
Oborne, J. Lee. 

The party that went to Repton also 
included D. Blunt, T. Gordon, S. Archer, 
and C. Cameron. 

l.R.E. 

2nd XI 

S. A. Archer (capt), A. C. Jarman, 
C. J. E. Bulford, R. C. Cowl, T. G. Gordon, 
D. J. Blunt, J. J. Fisher, P. M. Upton, 
M. A. J. Rodick, R. C. A. Garrett, J. C. 
Mason. 

(Played g; won 5; drawn 2; lost 2; 
goals for 2 l, against IO). 

It has been another very bad year for 
weather and it is surprising that only three 
out of our twelve matches were cancelled. 
In fact more than half the days on which 
hockey has been possible must have been 
match days. With so little hockey possible 
the team in fact achieved a high standard 
towards the end of the season; two good 
wins against Monkton Combe and Millfield 
and a determined performance against a 
very good Taunton side were perhaps the 

highlights. At this level the directness of the 
Sherborne approach, with both wings fre
quently able to penetrate the defence, 
proved effective. Mason on the right wing 
caused other defences a lot of trouble, Archer 
and Rodick were both effective on occasion 
and as the term progressed Garrett with two 
hat-tricks found the confidence to take on 
the defence and score goals. After a shaky 
start to the season the defence became very 
sound indeed. Bulford at full back showed a 
very strong positional sense and the two 
wing halves were more than a match for 
most oppos:tion. James made some very 
good saves in goal and always inspired 
confidence while Blunt, at centre half, was 
at his best linking with the attack and pushing 
up behind his forwards. Cowl took some 
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time to sort out his positional play but hit 
the ball very hard and was a convincing 
converter of penalty strokes. 

So, a good but frustrating season and -
to end on a note of warning - it is noticeable 
each year how the basic skills of the opposition 
improve relative to our own now that other 
schools have the benefit of two or three years 

THE SHIRBURNIAN 

experience of a wet weather surface. Except 
in very good winters the development of 
these skills as a boy progresses through the 
school are just not possible and one wonders 
how long the enthusiasm and determination 
ofSherborne teams will continue to overcome 
this disadvantage. 

M.H. 

The Lower 

This year's 3rd XI was a very ex
perienced side with 8 ex 2nd and 3rd XI 
players; add to them the dash and enthusiasm 
of 3 'youngsters' from last year's Colts' 
game and one had the best side for many 
years. The season opened with a most 
entertaining match against the Royal Ar
moured Corps HC who won 5-4 but scoring 
4 goals against a good senior side was most 
encouraging. In the remaining six school 
matches the 3rds were unbeaten, scoring 3 l 
goals and conceding 7, three of these in a 
bizarre 9-3 win over Sexey's. 

Tim Mitchell and Johnny Perkins 
provided a stream of well struck crosses from 
which Ian Patterson averaged two goals a 
match with his devastating first-time sweep. 
Jim Blackshaw and Chris Kendall com
plemented each other at inside forward; Jim 
with his intricate stick work and Chris with 
his speedy, direct approach. At half back the 
senior pros of the 3rd XI, David Badcock and 
Ricky Thomson ensured that we dominated 
the midfield and Nick Hewett got better and 

3rd XI 
RACHC 
Dauntseys 
Bryans ton 
Taunton 

(H) Lost 4-5 
(H) Won 5-0 
(A) Won 6-1 
(H) Won 4-1 

better at centre half. Again the side was well 
sened at full back by the experienced 
Adrian Clarke and David McCarthy who 
captained the side with an admirable blend 
of constructive criticism and encouragement. 
Joe Goodman had a quiet term in goal but 
rose to the occasion when required. 

A most satisfying term, for not only was 
good hockey played but plenty of goals were 
scored as well. Having lost to Taunton and 
Canford last year it was particularly pleasing 
to beat them this time although the Canford 
game produced the least distinguished hockey 
of the term. 

Unfortunately four of the six 4th XI 
fixtures were cancelled but the 4ths defeated 
Clayesmore 2nd XI, 1-0 and Taunton, 3-2. 
Simon Bennett and Nigel Rivers were 
excellent substitutes for the 3rds and Charlie 
Bishop led the side with characteristic 
efficiency from full back. 

My thanks to all those who played on 
the Lower and to C.W.M.-1. for umpiring. 

M.J.H. 

Monkton Combe (A) Won 5-1 
Sexey's 1st XI (A) Won 9-3 
Canford (H) Won 2-1 

The matches against Colston's and Milton 
Abbey were cancelled. 

Colts Hockey 

The Colts hockey team had a good 
season winning all their seven matches and 
conceding only one goal and that in the 
last match of the season. The strength of 

the team lay in the mid-field trio of centre 
half and inside forwards. Here Carey 
dominated throughout the season with some 
constructive and thoughtful play. He led the 
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team well though as a captain, of course, he 
was never tested in adversity. Rydon showed 
a number of nice touches at inside right, 
whilst Blackburn's unceasing energy and 
willingness to shoot on all occasions were 
precious assets. 

Much of the credit for keeping the 
opposition out must go to Bravery, a dis
tinguished goalkeeper together with Cameron 
and Trist (despite his weak hit) a solid pair 
of full backs and the former well deserved 
promotion for the rst XI Festival at Repton 
at the end of term. The find of the season 
was probably Perkins at left half, a key 
position in any defence, whilst on the other 
flank Ramsey played a number of good 
games although he will need to speed up his 
sprinting before next season. Peplow was a 
skilful and powerful centre forward whose 
particular strength was in deflecting centres 
goalwards but he did lack real pace. The 
wingers Stevenson and Wilson completed 
the side in contrasting style, the former 
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made many fine breaks whilst the latter did 
the basics well, stopping the ball reliably and 
centering strongly. 

An encouraging season therefore as the 
aggregate of goals 34-1 suggests and certainly 
there was much good play, not least in the 
victories in very different circumstances at 
Taunton and Canford. However several 
points need improvement. The hitting was 
not always as crisp and as accurate as it 
might have been and too often passes at 
critical phases were made straight to the 
opposition. And it must be remembered that 
several of the schools we played against 
were smaller or indeed promoted their best 
players of Colts age to the rst or 2nd Xis. 

Finally a note of praise to the Assistant 
Manager C.H.R.N. who combined the 
qualities of Brian Clough, John Dawes, 
Mike Brearley and Henry Morton Stanley 
which helped to create a fine team spirit. 

D.F.G. 

Junfor Colts Hockey 

After such a wet season, it is somewhat 
surprising to be able to report on what 
emerged as virtually a full programme of 
matches. We could however have done with 
more practice time <J.nd this is where the 
inclement weather hit hardest. 

The final record of the side reflects 
rather unfairly on the achievements of the 
team. The defeat against Monkton was 
avoidable and yet in a strange way inevitable. 
\Ve learnt a lesson or two from it, as :Mill
field discovered as nine goals were put in 
against them. The defeat against Canford 
produced some of the best hockey of the 
term, injuries having forced several people 
into somewhat unusual positions. They may 
in fact find themselves there again! We 
scored goals freely, and although we seemed 
prepared to give them away as freely at the 
beginning of the season, as the season 
emerged we tightened up the defence very 
considerably. 

The side developed well as a unit, 
proving themselves to be flexible as well as 
competitive. " 1illiams on the right wing 
showed great pace and directness and Young, 
in a variety of positions, improved with 

every game and promises to develop into a 
very useful hockey player. Martin scored 
many goals, and yet he will probably remem
ber most vividly the one that got away 
against Monkton. The twin pillars of Abbey 
at full back let few things past, be it man or 
ball and Daunt at left half thought about his 
game and his marking acquired the qualities 
of a blood-thirsty leech. 

It is pleasant to think that for all of our 
opponents we probably provide the game 
they would most like to win. This reputation 
does present some difficulties, but this year's 
Junior Colts helped add to this reputation 
by playing some brisk and direct hockey. 
A professional and disciplined win against 
Taunton and an eight goal second half 
against Millfield showed our true capabilities. 

Many thanks to I.R.E. for his irrepres
sible good-humour and organisation, to 
M.M.\V. for his informative insults, to coach 
and team, and to Bernie Ford for providing 
such amiable and inspiring captaincy. 
Played 7, \Von 5, Lost 2. 

For 30, Against g. 
R.A.H. 
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U-14 Hockey 

It has been an interesting but frustrating 
term for the Under 14 team. \Vith so many 
matches cancelled in the early part of the 
term, it meant that the team never really 
settled down to be a fully integrated unit 
such as has been the case in the last two 
years. Also, with all due respect to the 
forwards, there was no one this year who 
could be relied upon to score goals. The 
final match, against Canford, which ended 
in a 1-1 draw, showed that both schools 
were suffering from the same deficiency. 
The defence was good, the attack was weak. 

In goal, Lucas improved enormously 
as the term went on. Duffet and Garlick 
at full back were always reliable and kept 
the opposition out with what seemed quiet 
skill rather than any great effort. At centre 
half MacKean was industrious and skilful 
by turn and nearly always effective. Tice, 
the captain, and left half has a natural flair 
and skill. If he can combine this with a bit 
more speed he will be a really effective 

player. Dudgeon at right half played with 
enormous enthusiasm. An improvement in 
technique could make him into a good player 
too. 

The forwards all had a lot to offer but, 
as yet, also a lot to learn. Bradshaw, on the 
left wing, had speed and potential skill, as 
yet undeveloped. Kelleway, on the right 
wing, lacked speed but was a good hitter of 
the ball. The inside left Batcup, and the 
inside right, Bennett, as well as the two who 
played centre forward, Thatcher and Cave, 
had plenty of enthusiasm but were slow 
when the opportunity arose of scoring a goal. 
They must all learn not to hesitate when the 
moment arises. 

It was an exciting season as several 
matches could have gone either way. At the 
same time it will be interesting to see who 
makes the Junior Colts team next year. Good 
luck to all! 

J.P.R. 

GOLF 

The Lent Term usually produces at 
least one spell of pleasant, and even spring
like, golfing weather. 1978 offered no such 
bonus. A good deal of rain, and even more 
wind, made conditions almost invariably 
difficult. On top of this came the effects of 
the Great Blizzard at half term, of which 
traces could still be seen on the course when 
term ended. The fact that, despite these 
adverse conditions, quite a lot of golf was 
played (and played to a creditable standard) 
reflects the determination of those who 
refused to be put off. Indeed, a successful 
competition was run, involving all those who 
played regularly on Tuesdays or Wednesdays. 
It took the form of a Stableford event, with 
the average points scored on each day 
determining the outcome. The five prizes 
were won, in order, by Drew, \Varburton, 
Macintosh, Jarman and Lane. All had 
certainly earned them! 

The School team played two matches 
at High Post, against Marlborough and 
Radley; both were halved, each side winning 
an equal number of enjoyably close matches. 
These provided some preparation for the 
annual Aer Lingus Schools' Championship. 

This year, we played in a qualifying round 
at the excellent Isle of Purbeck course. 
Although conditions were the same for all, 
it was unfortunate that there was a full gale 
blowing, and the course was exceptionally 
difficult. All the more credit to Andrew 
Jarman for producing the fourth best 
individual score of the 72 competitors; and, 
although Peter Martin and David Munden 
had a few problems, the team finished 
ninth which, in view of the quality of many 
of the other players, was respectable. Martin, 
in particular, played a good many really 
impressive strokes, without scoring as well 
as he probably deserved. 

The annual inter-house competition 
was also completed without a hitch, and the 
finalists (Abbeylands and School House 
"B") were not only the best in the competi
tion, but provided the best four players seen 
in the final for some time, It was a pity 
(though by now not really surprising) that 
the match had to be played on yet another 
day of rain and wind. A close and exciting 
match, in which neither side was ever more 
than one hole up, eventually went to 
Godfrey Abel and David Munden for 
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Abbeylands, with the two Martin brothers 
yielding a trifle more disastrously than their 
opponents to the considerable nervous strain 
over the last few holes. 

47 

The following played in the two school 
matches: P. Martin (capt.); A. Jarman; 
D. Munden; C. Martin; R. Copley; G. 
Tustain. 

P.T.C. 

SQUASH 

The squash team had its best season for 
some time. 

The five colours were A. I. H. Prentice 
(capt.), R. M. Eckersley-Maslin, T. Scott, 
P. Toomer, P. Macintosh. They achieved 
some notable victories, particularly against 
Blundells, Canford, Dorchester S.R.C. and 
Milton Abbey; all three matches to two. 
Roger Eckersley-Maslin and Angus Prentice 
shared the number one spot and a friendly 
rivalry in trying to maintain it once it had 
been wrested from the other. 

Both Tim Scott and Paul Toomer were 
outstanding on their day. Unfortunately 
along with their obvious skill at racket 
games, much of which they have gleaned 
from tennis, they have picked up some of the 
temperamental problems which regularly 
punctuate matches between Messrs. Connors 
and Nastase. It is good to know that they are 
keen to win but I feel that they must learn 
that there is always a price to pay. Patrick 
Macintosh worked very hard at his game 
over the season and despite his present 
limitations, he proved a superb match player 

and competitor. Much of the onus will one 
day fall on him. 

'Flu and other external commitments 
meant that other players were able to 
experience match squash. Messrs. Coles, 
Croft and Duckworth provided valuable 
assistance from time to time, sometimes at 
very short notice indeed. My thanks for 
their he! p; I hope to be seeing more of them. 

We still have a long way to go before 
we can hope to challenge Marlborough or 
Clifton but we are improving at all levels 
in the school and thanks to the help of Pat 
Sampson, our local friendly professional, 
and the redoubtable duo of Earls-Davis and 
Cleaver, squash should continue to grow at 
Sherbornc, if the Colts results arc anything 
to go by. 

My thanks to Mike Earls-Davis for his 
efforts both on the court and in the gallery, 
and to Mike Cleaver for the same, and also 
for arranging the fixtures and remembering 
to tell me about nearly all of them! ! 

T.J.L.C. 

FIVES 

The term has been a very difficult one 
for the team, because there have been so 
many wet days, breaks for snow and illness 
and not least the brevity of the term. The 
results do not look good on paper, but it 
must be taken into account that the majority 
of the fixtures have been against club sides, 
who of course have va5t experience. The win 
over Colstons was conclusive, as was our 
defeat by Blundells. The games with Clifton, 
Bank of England and Old Tonbridgians 
were close; the Jesters and R.F.A. proved 
to be too strong, but the School fought hard 
in all it's matches. The games against 
Bristol Grammar School and Exeter U niver
sity were cancelled because of snow and 'flu 
respectively. 

Michael Taylor led the team by 
example and turned into a good player, who, 
when on song, was hard to beat. Jonathan 
Turner suffered from 'flu and bruising but 
looks an excellent prospect for the future. 
Jeremy Stubbs improved all the time and 
since he is so unorthodox will pose problems 
for his opponents in years to come. Tim 
\Vhitmey played steadily at number four 
with some good singles results to his credit. 

Team: M. Taylor;]. Turner;]. Stubbs; 
T. Whitmey. 

Also pla;·ed: D. Lines; A. Gray; J. 
Ambrose. 

3rd pair: J. Ambrose; S. Keable-Elliott; 
l\L Chavasse. 

l\1.j.C. 
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COLTS FIVES 

The colts had a highly successful 
season winning 3 and losing r match. There 
were convincing wins over Clifton, Colstons 
and Marlborough, with the lone defeat 
suffered at the hands of Blundells. The 
Blundells match was marred by injury and 
'flu and therefore only one player from the 
regular team was present. Andrew Gray, 
Howard Gill, Guy Redmond and David 

MacAdam proved a very solid and skilfull 
IV and I hope that their enthusiasm and 
ability will be carried on next year. My 
thanks to P.M.W. for all his help throughout 
the term. 

Team: A. Gray; H. Gill; G. Redmond; 
D. MacAdam. 

Also pl.zyed: M. Kemp; C. Davies; 
J. Ambrose. 

SOCCER 

Following two successful seasons we 
came down to earth, often literally, this 
term. With only two of the previous year's 
team in the form (unmistakeable) of the 
captain, Bert \Vaterfield and the equally 
unmistakeable orator of the side, Miles 
Ritchie, much restructuring and practice 
was needed. 

In the event, while, owing to illness 
among other reasons, we never fielded the 
same team, much endeavour and potential 
was displayed, although the coordination of 
experienced teamwork was harder to achieve. 
As a result, the team always felt fallible and 
tended to collapse psychologically under 
pressure from good opposition. 

This year, for the first time, we had the 
benefit of our new trainer, Bill Guppy, whose 
own brand of inimitable optimism in the 
face of disaster and his ability to cajole the 
best out of everyone brought an enthusiasm 
and expertise which will be of great value in 
the years to come. Much also is owed to the 
example of Bert \Vaterfield who always gave 
everything he had, and usually as good as 
he got, and to the goal-scoring ability of 
Miles Ritchie who scored some good goals, 
despite frequent attempts to do otherwise. 
Great credit goes too to the two goalkeepers, 
Charlie Thomas and John Fielder, whose 
courage against frequent battering was 
frequently acclaimed - they certainly no 
longer lack experience. Considerable promise 
was shown by some of the younger players 
whose first year in the game suggest hope for 
next season, while we shall sadly miss the 
experience of Roderick Porter's presence in 
the defence where his approach to the game 
was a delight to the spectators. 

The matches against Downside and 
Beaminster suffered from the 'flu and snow 
respectively. We drew the first against 
Fosters, 2-2, quite promisingly, then, after 
a long break, collapsed 0-7 away to Clifton, 
who now have a strong soccer organisation 
and were clearly too good for us, followed 
by a good equal battle to 2-2 against King's 
Taunton. Another collapse to the tune of 
r-12 against the Pilgrims, who brought a 
strong side of recent leavers, while we 
finally achieved the much sought win 2-r in 
a return fixture with Fosters. This was a 
fitting climax to the season since the team 
always played with determination and enjoy
ment, and in these respects at least the 
season can be said to have been a successful 
one. 

M.L.M. 



'\Vho are you? You look a bit weird.' 
'But I am an alien!' 
'Then what are you doing here?' 
'I've come to invade you.' 
'Have you had permission?' 
'Permission?' 
'And what are you doing on the sixth form 
green?' 
'The sixth form gre .... ' 
'Are you a member of the ].C.R. or sixth 
form do you have your house colours for 
rugger hockey cricket or other noble occu
pations are you a prefect do you have a 
signed chit allowing you onto the grass after 
1813 on Wednesdays why are you looking at 
me like that?' 

'I always look like this! Don't you 
understand? I, AM, AN, ALIEN!' 

' us. 
'And I suppose you've come to invade 

'YES.' 

'And what about your vehicle? Have 
you written to the bursar twenty-three days 
in advance to get clearance to park it in the 
courts?' 

'What's that got to do with it? I've 
come to take you over, don't you see?' 

'Yes I'm sure. I suppose you're an alien 
from a far galaxy?' 

'YES! .. .' 
'Well then, did you submit the correct 

application form to the ministry for entry 
into British air space? If not, you're not 
only violating the law, you are also causing 
much danger to other aircraft.' 

'But that's what I came here to do!' 
'And to invade us?' 
'Yes.' 
'Have you remembered to notify the 

Ministry of Defence?' 
'Christ what a place. Who'd want to 

live here? I'm going.' 


