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'Still are the thoughts to memory dear. ' 
- Sir Walter Scott 

'Thought is man in his wholeness wholly attending. ' 
- D. H. Lawrence 

As the past recedes rapidly into the dungeons of history and the future crashes into our lives here 
at Sherbome I feel that in the edjtorial of the first Shirbumian of the 'eighties it would be valuable to 
consider a subject that we do not often attach any importance to;- that of thought. 

In contemplating this somewhat broad topic with reference to this school I bore in mind that 
Sherbome is essentially an academic foundation, but what is more it is an academic foundation with 
a history. Indeed as this issue appears it is almost 431 years since King Edward VI decreed that A 
free grammar Scho/e sha/be erected and established in Shirbome in the Countie of Dorset ... I feel 
therefore that it would be interesting to reflect for a while on some of the characteristics of life at 
Sherborne in the past, and then to tum to a completely different aspect of thought and examine the 
academic technique of productive thinking. 1 hope that this will serve to put present day Sherbome 
in perspective as regards both its deep-rooted historical basis and its essential function as an academic 
institution. My medium is that of thought, so first let us reflect ... 

In the seventeenth century Sherborne was, as it had been since its foundation, a free grammar 
school with about seventy pupils. These pupils consisted of sons of farmers, tradespeople and gentry 
and even included some 'rude boys of the town' (as termed by the statutes). It seems that at this 
time all classes mingled together quite naturally, and their were few of the social tensions that are a 
mark of today. The ages of these pupils varied from ten to eighteen and a stay of seven years o r so 
was the norm. It is amusing to consider the various diciplinary actions that were a featu re of everyday 
life at this time. Both headmaster and usher were advised 'neither to refrayne correction where it is 
deserved, or minister correction where it is not deserved.' - an age-0ld schoolmastedy principle! The 
term co" ection, however, did not imply a house detention or calling as it might nowadays, but 
unsparing use of the rod for such offences as laziness or misbehaviour. Swearing, insolence, the visit· 
ing of taverns and gambling were all similarly punishable. There were to be no excursions into the 
hostile territory of the town without 'a companion one of the Schollers that may be a witness of his 
Conversation and Behaviour with the Rude boys of the Towne.' 

From 1679 onwards there were four prefects, namely a Schoole prefect 'to see the Schollers 
demean themselves regularly there .. .',a Schoole and Abroade man 'for manners both in the Schoole 
and Abroade anywhere', a Church and Fields and an Ostianus 'to sit by the Door to give answer to 
Strangers and keep the rest from running out .. .'! Other duties for the prefects included licensed 
talebearing which involved handing the appropriate master a slip of paper recounting - in Latin - all 
the various offences noted. 
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The timetable, it seems, was radically different to that of today. In particular Saturday from 
1 p.m. to evening prayer was set aside exclusively for the study of scripture and on Sundays, in 
addition to an enforced attendance at both Matins and Evensong, boys were required to attend two 
periods of school at 8 am. and 1 pm. for Bible reading and an examination on the morning's sermon 
respectively! The timetable on weekdays included a summons to the schoolroom at 7 a.m. in winter 
for roll , followed by prayers. Prep followed, until breakfast at 8. The hours 9 to 11 were taken up 
by lectures and written exercises. Dinner was at the end of this session and was immediately succeeded 
by more work from l p.m. to 3 p.m., and from 4 p.m. to S p.m. Boys had to be indoors by 6 p.m. 
and bed , after supper, was at 9. The punctuality of the timetable depended on the Abbey chimes ... 

As the holidays at this time were at Christmas and Easter, and totalled only twenty-five days or so, 
the pupils attended school without break from June to December and even during the holidays were 
obliged to attend Abbey services unless they lived too far away. As we reflect, then, it can be seen 
that in the Sherbome of the seventeenth century there was a strong - indeed almost total - emphasis 
on the academic side of school. School was a place to be educated, and not for anything else. Today 
it is easy to become oblivious to the fact that Sherbome is first and foremost an academic institution. 
The concept of mental toil and agonising cranial battering is largely alien to many of our 650 minds, 
and is obscured by the countless extra-curricular activities that are available, both within the rules and 
without , and the eons of spare time that we have to use as we like. Thus as a continuation of my 
eyebrow-raising theme of thought, I would like to consider a subject that is purely academic in 
nature but which J feel to be useful - in fact crucial - to successful study. In no way does this in
volve a return to the old ways, but simply aims at putting forward a useful idea to those of you who 
value your work, and who can appreciate the importance of a good academic education. 

All of us in Sherborne face the problem of being unable to concentrate on our work. The tempta
tion to have the music on , or to chat to a friend, is often too great. Even in tJ1e Library, I hazard, it is 
often somewhat unquiet. Effectiveness in our work is often related to productive thinking, and it is 
this topic that I would like to examine in closer detail. Whether we are attempting to answer a Maths 
question, or to put pen to paper at the start of a long History essay, we are initially influenced in 
our thought by two factors. Firstly, the degree of concentration that we can muster, and secondly 
the principles which we hold already with regard to the topic in hand. When faced with an insur
mountable academic problem so many of us flounder helplessly in a quagmire of jumbled facts and 
opinions. The art of productive thinking is the art of being able to organise one's thoughts in a 
coherent and logical manner, and it has often been suggested that the ability to think productively 
is the basis of academic success. Perhaps it can be seen that the main opponents of constructive, 
productive thought in any academic field are prejudice, enslavement to stereotypes and acceptance 
of new facts without question. 

Prejudices at secondary school level are formed either as a result of direct indoctrination by 
elders, or by taking the opposite view to propaganda which one has not been able to accept. Such 
attitudes produce barriers that we are unwilling to break down and which often produce undesirable 
charateristics that recur in our work time after time. Evidence may be selected to fit preconceived 
ideas, and over-generalisation may occur where there is insufficient evidence. I am sure that it can be 
seen that prejudice has at one time or another affected all of our work, and tJ1at only by orderly 
and logical thinking can such undesirable habits be overcome. 

As regards enslavement to stereotypes, this is frequently seen in the concept of the 'standard 
essay'. A set problem iliat has to be answered in essay form can often be attacked with lack of 
enthusiasm, and associated lack of spontaneity. Offerings are thus stale, preconceived and uninterest
ing and express views that have only been half understood in the first place. Successive pieces of work 
thus show a degree of similarity that is uninspiring to the marker and which evidently lack stimulus. 
One should approach the reading of recommended books et cetera with a somewhat critical attitude, 
and should feel able to make original comment and express creative thoughts of one's own. Related 
to the tendency to stereotypes is the problem of over-acceptance of new material. Argument, which 
is often fundamental to a successful 'Discuss .. .' essay for example, tends to be neglected somewhat, 
and invariably supports the propositions put forward by the teacher, or by the source material. 

To conclude this brief attempt to consider productive thinking with reference to its opponents, it 
can be said that such an academic necessity involves a deliberate assembly o f available facts and the 
weighing of probabilities of alternative conclusions. The problem should be firstly explored to acheive 
clarification and simplification, and should then be examined with reference to insights that can 
only be gained as a result of one's teaching and reading. The solutions can then be formulated, 
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criticised and checked until they can be accepted. This final stage is often neglected. How many 
times have you found 'Conclusion?' written at the end of your essay? 

I hope that the ideas on productive thinking that I have offered will be useful. You will, no doubt , 
have noticed that my approach has been somewhat systemised and scientific. This has been to try to 
show that even if one is a mathematician there is room for productive thinking in one's work. 

Having expounded for too long on the two related ideas of reflection and productive thinking, 
both, I hope, with relevance to Sherborne School in its historical and its academic senses, I would 
like to thank all the contributors to this term's magazine, and in wishing all of our readership a 
successful and prosperous decade, I shall leave you with some words by Milton on future thought: 
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'For those who would Jose , 
Though full of pain , this intellectual being, 
Those thoughts that wonder through eternity 
To perish, rather swallowed up and Jost 
In the wide womb of uncreated night, 
Devoid of sense and motion?' - Paradise Lost. 



Sherborne Diary 
The Michaelmas term is sadly bereft of a crowning glory. The 'big event', the Carol Service, pales 

in comparison with Commem, and leaves me with little to praise except the wonders of the XV -
something I shall attempt to avoid. Of course they did lose (no longer a cause for universal amaze. 
ment) but only the once: 'away from home and on a muddy pitch,' as their P.R. men are quick to 
point out. As for the Pilgrims match - well, that does not really count, does it? 

Other items of interest were, fo r once, many and diverse. On a serious note there was an outbreak 
of Salmonella poisoning. The World Health Organisation was duly alerted and managed to curb 
rumours that the disease had originated from the school dining-hall . ln fact the actual cause was 
difficult to asceriain. There was distinct evidence of a cover-up, as when questioned the authorities 
would pass no comment. 

To offset this rather unpleasant episode it was agreeable to see evidence of Sherbome ingenuity. 
Apathy dead? Well perhaps. In any case it was heartening to observe Rogue and the Abbeylands 
Radio Station. See the light of day. Pity about the latter's swift demise , but whilst in operation it 
provided a mature and adult alternative to Radio I. MeanwhJJe the editors of Rogue remain in hiding, 
no doubt hoping to qualify for this year's Best Kept Secret In Sherborne Award, and remain smug 
about their non-detection by 'the authorities'. Perhaps this will lend them the courage to plan further 
crimes? It is sad , however, that these main contributions to the cause of Shirburnian enterprise 
should necessarily have to be 'underground' in their nature, but the present strictures of school 
policy ensure that this is so. 

On the subject of school publications, we were regaled with only two: Newsboard and the Shir
burnian. Newsboard , newly resplendent in its most obscure resting place to date - namely a chilly, 
damp comer of the cloisters - managed to shake off its unsavoury reputation of the previous term. 
However, in setting a record for the number of articles successfully removed by that delicate Irish 
hand of censorship, it was soon to gain another. Whether owing to the personal animosity between 
one editor and a certain member of staff or for whatever reason, the editors soon gained a reputation 
as 'rebels'. Perhaps they should transfer their services to Rogue? At last there seems to have been a 
breakthrough in the Shirbumian. Last tenn's issue, although short of material , showed a remarkably 
progressive stance, and an editorial which actually dared to be blatantly , rather than surreptitiously, 
critical of the Shirbumian boy. Either the blue pens were not working or there really has been some 
progress made. 

Entertainment was also abundant and varied last tenn. Of the educational kind (if educational is 
the right word) the Upper School was treated to a series of lectures with a distinctly left-wing bias. 
The inevitably bearded disciple of the C.N.D. movement, who incidentally wore sandals and no 
doubt read the Guardian, was unconvincing. In contrast, the impressive Labour Member or Parliament, 
speaking ostensibly on the Labour Party, proceeded to give a predictable diatribe against the policies 
of Mrs. Thatcher enlivened by his passionate conviction. ln reply for the other side , so to speak , we 
suffered the limited merits of the R.A.F. Presentation Team speaking on 'The R.A.F. In the 80's'. By 
turns monotonous puerile and hilarious, it was summed up by P.S.F.'s closing comment: 'A most 
professional lecture'. 

We were inundated with entertainment more purely epicurean in nature, the R .S.C.'s production 
of Henry rv Parts l and II being perhaps the highlight. Despite acoustic difficulties and rumours of 
double booking, the performances were much appreciated. For the bored philistines, who went under 
a sense of obligation, there were plenty of dirty lines to snigger at. There was also 'African Sanctus'. 
To my untutored ears it didn't sound up to much and in the words of an eminent governor, 'I thought 
they were a load of yobboes .. .'. However, Tam told it was very authentic. The Oxbridge play was 
well-received: Andrew Spink was suitably imperious, Antony Lane suitably subtle, and Mike Morony 
suitably vulgar. 

As for those irritating miscellanies which defy classification , there was a good-sized crop ... Un
fortunately there are no births to record and savour but there was compensation in the announcement 
of R.G.P.'s forthcoming marriage. Despite scenes of spontaneous and delirious joy in the Courts the 
whole school is not invited to the reception: Mr. Patterson's bounteous generosity does not extend 
quite that far. 
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I must write a few words about the addition to the library . This development will undoubtably 
enhance the library's capacity and attractiveness. However, perhaps Mr. Stephenson rather overseti
mates the change. ln his immortal words: 'Yes, without doubt, one of the two best school libraries 
in Britain.' Perhaps Mr. Niven would care to comment. 

A last thought on the Carol Service. Where was the famous tortoise reportedly let loose in the 
main aisle during last year's service by some boy with a disruptive sense of humour? 

The Sherbome Diarist 

Oxford and Cambridge Awards. December 1980 

Scholarships 
College and University Entrance Subjects University Course 

Lane, A. M. Trinity College, Cambridge English English 

Macintosh, P. J. St. John's College, History Anglo-Saxon, Norse 
Cambridge & Celtic 

Roope, R. M. Gonville & Caius College, Maths, Physics & Medicine 
Cambridge Chemistry 

Wade , R. A. Jesus College, Cambridge Maths & Physics Engineering 

Exhibitions 

Arnheim, J. P. Queens' College, Cambridge Theology Theology 

Carey, M. D. G. Sidney Sussex College, 
Cambridge 

History History 

Dally, J. S. R. St. John's College, Maths, Physics & Natural Sciences 
Cambridge Chemistry 

Griffin, S. P. Pembroke College, Maths, Physics & Natural Sciences 
Cambridge Chemistry 

Ketley, N. J. Downing College, 
Cambridge 

Biology , Chemistry Medicine 

Kitcatt, M. W. New College, Oxford History History & Economics 

Lough,S. N. Brasenose College, Oxford Economics & History P.P.E. 

Newton , P.H. Pembroke College, Maths & Physics Mathematics 
Cambridge 

Sanderson, P. E. J . Trinity Hall, Cambridge Biology, Chemistry Natural Sciences 

Zealley , J. K. St. John's College, 
Cambridge 

Geography Geography 
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New Staff 
'The Shirbumian' would like to welcome the following new staff: 
Mr. M. J. Bird; Mr. T. R. Boyd; Mr. M. S. A. Goodchild; Dr. B. A. M. Henry ; Mr. C. A. P. Sammut; 
Mr. S. Skinner; Dr. P. T. Such; Dr. & Mrs. M. R. Thompson; and Mr. S. Tommis. 

Mr. T. R. Boyd 

Mr. Boyd came to Sherbome from St. Bartholomew's Grammar School where he was head of the 
Art Department. He previously graduated from Leicester and Brighton Colleges of Art. Now that he 
has taken over the Art School here at Sherborne he would like to see it established on much more 
ambitious lines than it was before, and has set about this task with vigour and enthusiasm. 

He would like all the boys in the school to be introduced to fine art; in particular contemporary 
art, which he believes would be responded to more readily. To this end he has already staged an 
excellent exhibition at the school of some of the late Graham Sutherland's etchings, and has arranged 
an exhibition of some of the work of Samuel Palmer for the summer term. 

He is impressed by the high standard of practical art that the boys have shown since his arrival, 
and hopes to stimulate them further by making them familiar with the works of famous artists. 

Outside the Art School he has shown a keen interest in , among other things, future school produc
tions, and the school football team. His first term left him an ardent supporter of school rugby. 

We therefore wish this dynamic character and his family a happy stay at Sherborne. 

Mr. Goodchild 

Mr. Goodchild is no stranger to public school life having previously taught at Eton, King's Canter
bury and King Edward's, Birmingham. He is therefore qualified to pass judgment on Sherborne's 
relative merits, compared with his former posts. Thankfully he has found his first impressions of 
Sherborne to be favourable, being especially impressed by the behaviour and friendliness of boys 
throughout the school. 

He has long been attracted to Sherborne because of its strong Language Department and its genera] 
high standards and was therefore delighted to be offered a post here. It is clear that he has a great deaJ 
to offer Sherborne: one of his major aims is to broaden the knowledge of foreign languages. He 
himself is a student of a wide variety of languages including German, Russian and Chinese. With this 
cosmopolitan outlook it is not surprising that he considers himself, first and foremost, a European, 
interested in the people and history of Europe. 

It is interesting to note that despite his public school teaching background Mr. Goodchild was 
originally interested in the Comprehensive system. However, on leaving Cambridge, followed by a 
Dip. Ed. course at Oxford, he soon changed his opinions and is now a firm believer in the public 
school system and holds that they will never be abolished, as some political parties would advocate. 
He is therefore looking forward to a long and enjoyable stay at Sherborne. 

Dr. B. A. M. Henry 

Dr. Henry went to three universities - Queen's University, Belfast, then the University of Western 
Ontario, and finally to the University of Durham for his doctorate. He found a different system in 
Canada than in Britain, whereby one can get sponsorship (a vital part in post-graduate studies) by a 
method known as Demonstratorship. In this the university pays the student a salary to teach at a 
high school for part of the year. 

He has had no previous teaching experience, and between leaving university and coming to Sher. 
borne he has been in the hotel business abroad and in Scotland. 

He takes a General Study and considers it to be a good thing, though he hopes for more partici
pation by pupils in the particular subject since it is a good chance to broaden one's knowledge. He 
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also believes that contacts should be strong between boys' and girls' schools though it need not be 
co-education. 

He is interested in rugby and hopes to become more involved next year than he has (already) this 
year. He has brought with him a new activity for Shirbumians - Ornithology. He also has another 
lined up but would rather not reveal it in case it does not succeed. 

Interview with Mr. Bird 

Shirburnian: The ' Blue Book' indicates that you held the position of 'Post Master' at Oxford. What 
did this position entail? 

Mr. Bird: It really meant that I was a scholar. I had to wear a long gown and was paid £60. 

Shirbumian: Ts this your first teaching post? 

Mr. Bird: Yes. 

Shirbumian: What stimulated you to become an English teacher? 

Mr. Bird: It was not a true accident. I applied for various jobs including publishing and foreign 
language teaching. At Christmas, this job came up. 

Shirbumian: What are your initial impressions of the education standards of this school? 

Mr. Bird: I wasn't sure what to expect. It seems that the school is a happy communHy and it 
works well as an institution. People do not feel too repressed and are not forced to do what they do 
not want to do. As regards the academic standards, I have nothing to compare them with. One 
criticism I have is that there is a tendency to persuade people into taking 'academic subjects' rather 
than art or music. I think, given that the aim is to foster particular talents, that one needn't be so 
nervous about careers if one is educated at a school such as this. 

Shirbumian: As a linguist, do you find the school too 'science orientated'? 

Mr. Bird: I am happy with my teaching facilities. The libraries are good. I would not say that. 

Shirburnian: What is your impression of pupil publications such as 'Newsboard'? 

Mr. Bird: I think there is room for a magazine to cater for more creative writing. This should 
be run by boys. l would like the writing to be of a high standard. In fact, the creative writing that I 
have seen is good. 

Shirbumian: Do you favour co-education? Would you like to teach joint 6th Forms? 

Mr. Bird: Yes. I would like to teach joint classes. 

Shirbumian: Thank you very much for your time, Mr. Bird. 
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Interview with Mr. Tommis 

Shirbumian: What previous teaching experience have you had? 

Mr. Tommis: l have had some experience teaching in a North London school, but most of my 
teaching experience was gained in tutorial work at various Oxford colleges. I was also fortunate in 
holding a temporary lectureship in Geography. 

Shirbumian: What stimulated you to come to this school? 

Mr. Tommis: The South West offers a most congenial environment in which to work and live, and 
the Sherbome post was the fust to be advertised in the area. 

Shirbumian: As a geographer, do you think that within the school geography is somewhat neglected? 

Mr. Tommis? It is not overlooked. It is fair to say, I think, that the subject is of a reasonably high 
status which is not always true of geography in some public schools. One gets the impression that it 
has respect from both staff and pupils but this should not, of course, make us complacent. 

Shirbumian: What improvements do you consider could be made to the curriculum? 

Mr. Tommis: The nature and range of subjects offered here is as good as anywhere else. What does 
impress is the range of extra-curricular options that is offered, for it is these no less than the academic 
subjects that contribute to the school's individuality. 

Shirbumian: What do you think of the standard of writing as expressed in the essays you mark and 
the publications that you read? 

Mr. Tommis: Things could be improved (but as a teacher I have an obligation to say that!). The 
writing ability of pupils here shows the range that might be expected from a school of this size. 
Sometimes one wishes that boys could express themselves clearly and concisely. We are, after all, in 
the business of communication, and under exam conditions, clarity of expression is essential. 

Shirbumian: Are you aware of any emphasis on a particular side of life at this school? 

Mr. Tommis: At this school there is less emphasis on sport than at many public schools. There must 
be a balance struck between the many facets of school life ; this balance depends on the ethos of the 
school and in this we all have a part to play. 

Shirbumian: Do you perceive any apathy within the school? 

Mr. Tommis: No. If apathy is defined by the degree of pupil participation and improvement Sher
bome scores well. I can think of several schools where boys organise few activities and are little 
interested in school life. 

Shirbumian: What are your views on co-education? Would you like to teach girls as well as boys? 

Mr. Tommis: Yes. I'd like to teach both sexes. I suppose it is biologically 'unnatural' to segregate 
boys from girls and, in their very different ways, mixed groups present challenges and offer contribu
tions that give lessons a bread th of perspective - and that is always useful. 

Shirbumian: Do you consider the present system of punishments within the school to be reasonable? 

Mr. Tommis: The range of sanctions here is very little different from other schools; the exercising of 
these sanctions is correctly administered. In a community of six hundred pupils, drinking, smoking 
and other such activities will inevitably occur and therefore sanctions will have to be operated. 
Whether they are 'reasonable' will depend on how well they fit the crime. 
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Shirbumian: What do you consider to be the usefulness of geography in the modem world? 

Mr. Tommis: Geography, as the study of worldly environments, is of great significance. Briefly, the 
usefulne~ of the subject in today's world is: 

J. The student is encouraged to be aware of his environment - to look at what exists around him. 
2. Geography is a very broad subject and therefore geographers have the unique ability of syn

thesizing information. 
3. Geographers can accommodate broad strands of information on a scale where one need not 

lose depth. One can, of course, specialise. 
4. The geographer can contribute to a deeper understanding of common mental problems facing 

the modern world. Witness, for example, the increased numbers of geographers on commissions, 
advisory boards and consultancies. 

Shirburnian: Thank you very much for your time, Mr. Tommis. 

11 



Seventy Years Ago 

My father took me to Sherborne on September 15th, 1910 and inside the front door of Abbey
lands I met my Housemaster - Henry Robinson King or 'Crusoe' as he was called by the boys. I was 
conscious of being very small but even so was a bit indignant when he greeted me in Latin (his 
customary small talk) with words which included 'ridiculus mus'. There were about thirty boys in the 
house of whom twenty were accommodated in the Day Room while the senior ten occupied five 
'studies'. There were three dormitories and in each one boy was chosen to drop a pellet of soap into 
the open mouth of anyone who snored! The House had one bathroom and four lavatories. Morning 
break was from 11 - 11.15, between lessons, and for the thirty boys in the house two glasses were 
provided, one for water, one for lemonade. None of your modern hygenic nonsense! 

Form masters and School prefects had the right to cane and 'six of the best' was quite a normal 
punishment for misbehaviour. Nobody resented it and it probably did us a lot of good. 

Lights in the house were fish tail gas burners, not very numerous, only one in each dormitory, four 
in the Dayroom. But it seemed quite adequate. I remember that the Dayroom was hung with tophats 
which had, only the term before, become obsolete at the school. As a new boy l had to wear an Eton 
collar and a 'bum freezer' jacket. The fagging system was, of course, universal, worked well, and was a 
benefit to all . A new boy was a fag for a year and was attached, with a companion to a prefect. He 
did as he was told; took his senior's books down to school every day, tidied his study and cooked his 
Saturday supper (a custom of the house). We fags were given a grand 'blow-out' at the end of the 
term and enjoyed ourselves greatly. I never saw any bullying and it taught us to serve other people 
and, in due course, (as fagmaster) the proper way to wield authority; in fact the system was excellent. 

With regard to pocket-money, having had a penny a week all my life as a small boy, l was suddenly 
given a shilling with an extra threepence for singing in the Chapel Choir .. I thought I was really 
rich - which of course I was, for poverty and wealth are quite relative terms. And then we never 
went home during term, except in some emergency. My parents came only twice to see me in my five 
years at Sherbome, once on Commem. Day and once when I was ill in the San. I am old-fashoined 
enough to believe that this was good, much as I enjoyed going home. 

My career at Sherbome was, as far as games were concerned, entirely undistinguished. But I won 
the House Fives one year, a game which we had to play without gloves (for the first term) to harden 
our hands. 

The school in my day was relatively small. There were about two hundred boys so that in a very 
short time you knew, by name at any rate, nearly everybody. The Headmaster was Nowell..Smith. I 
had little contact with him in the first year. Once I was caught by him when climbing up a newly
made bank by the swimming-pool and, as a punishment, told to write out a full page of the Oxford 
Dictionary, then being published. But he relented! The only other occasion I remember was during 
School Certificate Papers. I had a fight with a very offensive boy and split a knuckle. This prevented 
me from finishing my exams, but Nowell-Smith said he would let me into the Sixth if I went at once, 
within a fortnight, up to Oxford to take Responsions, which I managed to do successfully. And by 
the way , every boy in the Sixth was required to take a cold bath every morning! 

Of other members of staff I recall only a few. G. M. Carey was the Housemaster next door to us. 
He was in charge of games and a fine Rugger player; I believe he had an All-England cap. But the 
chief thing which thrilled us was the leather belt which hung over his fireplace and which reputedly 
he had seized from a navvy who was maltreating a woman. That really made him for us. Then there 
was dear W. J. Bensley who was Fifth form-master and a Classics enthusiast who always invited boys 
of his class to read Greek with him at 6 a.m. (yes, I really mean 6 a.m.) There were seldom less than 
ten boys at this session and he gave us all a large bowl of cocoa. Another master, instead of the usual 
100 lines of Vergil for an imposition, told us to plan, with the aid of Bradshaw's Guide, the quickest 
train route from a small town in Cornwall to an egually small town in Northumberland starting on a 
Sunday afternoon. This taught us how to look up a train with some degree of competence. And 
S. P. B. Mais taught us Engljsh. 

Of course, it was obligatory to be a member of the O.T.C. but the only interesting memory I have 
of this was the awful occasion when, on a Field Day on Salisbury Plain a platoon of Sherbome boys 
fixed bayonets and charged a squad of Marlborough boys. Fortunately peace was restored before any 
damage was done. 

13 



General Studies: Ceramics and Printmaking 

I am sure that people initially chose 'Ceramics and Printmaking' as a General Studies course simply 
because they had little idea of what else to do. Besides, what was 'Ceramics' anyway? Those who 
did know the meaning of the word and who had an interest in it had rather biased Western ideas 
about it. Not one of the course members was quite ready for the excitement of 'Raku Pottery'. 

Raku is Japanese in origin but has gradually spread west and is now widely practised in Britain. 
The course at Sherbome was directed by a visiting craftsman who combined enthusiasm and expertise 
such that he was easy to like and inspired hard work. 

Rak.u Pottery was the 'invention' of Chojiro Raku and was the art of making ceremonial tea-ware. 
In Kawasaki, Japan , the method is still employed to make the traditional tea-bowls. These bowls 
are usually black or red, rather dull, but the dullness conjures a certain interest. The Kawasaki potter 
is so professional in his work that he will make his pot in the morning and drink from it in the evening. 
It is the speed of the Raku technique that is vital to its quality. Thus, making Raku is an exciting, 
fiery and spontaneous art that yields quick results. The scene is not one of many freshly thrown pots 
being passed into a large kiln, there to fire for many hours and to reappear as perfect pots. Indeed, 
Raku demands a technique whereby there is one pot to one kiln and over that the potter watches 
carefully, peering through a small door. The potter therefore decides for himself when the pot is fully 
glazed; this is usually after about twenty minutes of firing. As one would expect, the temperatures 
involved are extremely high and therefore great care has to be taken in extracting the pot from the 
kiln: protective gloves and long tongs are essential for this. The test of skill and experience is to 
judge J1ow Jong the pot needs to cool. Rapidly, the pot is plunged into sawdust which oxidises the 
glaze, tltis further cools the pot and at the correct moment (for many, the wrong moment!) the pot 
is picked out of the flaming sawdust and thrust into cold water. Crossing his fingers that the pot has 
survived this brutality, the potter scrapes at his blackened pot to find out whether or not his creation 
has ridden the storm. lt is possible that the potter will clean his pot only to find the effect known as 
'Black Shadows', found by Chojiro on one of his own pots. If this pattern pleases the potter he will 
retrace his steps in order· to recreate it. 'Black Shadows' has become a tradition in Red Raku and 
Raku collectors search also for cracked or crazed glazes as well as for tong marks on the pot. It is 
only through experience, as I hope has been indicated, that the correct decisions can be made in the 
hectic thirty minutes that it takes to create a Rak.u pot. 

On the Sherbome course the traditional methods were followed: one man watching over ltis one 
pot in the kiln. Only Mr. Evans was actually able to operate the kiln, but each student stood by and 
watched attentively as his or her pot underwent its fiery metamorphosis. Unfortunately, the students 
were not even allowed to stoke the wood fire as this in itself was something of an art. Nevertheless, 
the potters passed judgement on when they considered the pot ready and how long it should be left 
to cool. Thus there were several occasions of blank faces staring into flames, nodding, and saying, 

'Oh yes, give 'er another couple ofntinutes, I should,' 
without actually knowing what on earth they were meant to be studying. Slowly people got the hang 
of the process. 

Said Mr. Tony Evans, in his summary of the course, 
'It is not intended to provide a detailed set of rules and solutions. Rather its aim is to lay the 
foundation for further experiment and improvisation'. 

To build Raku all that is required is high temperature clay, some bricks, tongs, gloves, wood and 
sawdust, some simple glazes and a desire to plunge into the unknown. 

At Commem. you can see how everyone got on. 
Andrew Carey 
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Current Affairs 

Recently, one member of staff was heard to lament the lack of general knowledge in the school 
at present. Jn view of the complex state of current affairs, I take it upon myself to offer a brief, 
alphabetical, resume: 

AFGHANISTAN - a small, dry, Eastern country whose principal export is Kurds. Recently it was 
invaded by a crack commando group of Paris-Match reporters, who have killed all other journalists 
attempting to enter the country. The Russians entered the land earlier in the year; their force consis
ted of a huge team of building consultants and chartered surveyors, looking for possible sites for the 
Olympic Games (q.v.). Their small military bodyguard was mistaken for an invasion force by the 
resident Paris-Match reporters, and was in fact harmless, as shown by its total ini;ompetence in the 
minor nuclear skirmishes that subsequently broke out between Russian troops and Afghan goats. 

AYATOLLAH - the name given to the latest fashion, surpassing both mods and punks in its 
dazzling audacity of design. Long white beards held on with elastic aie becoming the rage everywhere, 
and down in Brighton the dark black head-to-foot robes of the Khomrnies, as they have become 
known, are a familiar sight as they run merrily into battle with the other new upstarts, the nudists. 
The name was originally that of a little known tent-maker in Tehran (q.v.) who rose from the humble 
position of kneeling, in that quaint old Moslem way, to that of Iranian ruler. From there it was but 
a short step to becoming a friend of President Carter. He is a sinister figure in his all-day dressing 
gown, and, somewhat surprisingly for a world leader, has never been known to speak. His hobbies 
include sitting, stamp collecting, bicycling and body-shovelling, and his ambition is to become a 
petrol pump attendant, although as he once intima.ted to a friend, he has strong fantasies about 'doing 
something in Debenhams.' Amazingly, he hasn't even met Jackie Onassis, let alone marry her. 

BARDOT, BRIGITTE - A famous French actress who plans to storm the Iranian embassy in 
Paris with the use of seals. (Despite the constant flux of jokes about twin guns and the like.) Never 
photographed by Paris-Match reporters from a range of less than 400 yards. Has yet to meet Jane 
Fonda. 

CARTER, JIMMY - ex-President of the United States (q.v.). Not a happy man. He may not have 
driven over a bridge in a state of inebriation, but his management of the V.S. Air F orce comes a close 
second. However, this will win him some votes, which is what matters. 

CHAPPAQUIDDICK - The name given to the bridge which France hopes to construct over the 
English Channel in lieu of a tunnel. By coincidence, also the name of Edward Kennedy's spaniel and 
his housemaid . 

HELICOPTER PrLOT - The slang term for someone who is lost, misguided, involved in an acci
dent, or merely dead. For instance, if by any chance the Americans were to attempt an invasion of 
lran, but only succeeded in getting as far as 230 miles from their compatriot hostages, and then 
crashed into each other, one might say, 'well, they' re a real bunch of helicopter pilots.' On the 
other hand, one might not. 

HOST AGES - an ironic term for those fortunate people who win for themselves an extended 
holiday in any Eastern European country of their choice with free meals, beds and many facilities, 
including the chance to meet the friendly inhabitants of that chosen city. An expression used en
viously by those who didn't win. 

IRAN - One of the principal oil-producing countries of the civilised world . Led by the Ayatollah 
Khomeini (q.v.), this homely little land nestles in the quiet foothills of an arid desert, minding its 
own business: the smoke curls from the chimneys of the peaceful cottages as, down below, the 
comely housewife is raped by a marauding mob who have set fire to her possessions, whilst the 
exquisite song of the nightingale is stopped short by the delicate rattle of a Russian-manufactured 
sub-machine-gun. Just the place to get away for a quiet weekend, whether kidnapped or otherwise. 
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OLYMPICS - A traditional celebration of man's physical ability, harking back to classical Greece, 
and according to some sources, even as far back as post-war London. Through an elaborate system 
of training and competition, men and women from aU over the civilised world increase their indi
vidual powers of strength and stamina in a preparation for the games' frnale, the traditional kidnapping, 
ransoming, and - most dazzling of aU - the shooting of the selected choice hostages. The Germans 
excelled at this wonderful ritual at Munich in 1972: but the Russians ( q.v .), according to reports, not 
content to keep up with the Joneviches, plan to do away with the traditional Olympic torch, and 
instead set fire to a political prisoner, who then has to run from Athens to Moscow without going 
out. On his arrival, the teams will parade proudly around the four hundred metre minefield. A mind
boggJing spectacle of fun and games, marred only by the absence of the American contingent, who 
have ordered a boycott and tightened up their athletic support: it appears that if the athletes are 
transported to Moscow by the United States Air Force, they only have a one-in-fifty chance of 
reaching their destination without crashing. President Carter (q.v.) issued the following statement; 'If 
the games had been held in Birkenhead or Port Talbot, there might have been a chance of some of 
our life-rafts getting there: but Moscow, no way.' 

RUSSIA - A truly vast commercial company, this, stretching from here to a long way in the other 
direction. Nobody actually runs it, but each individual is under the impression that somebody does, 
thus creating an almost stable society of inspired simplicity and staggering efficiency. Occasionally 
somebody gets wind of the marvellous Western centres of Grimsby , Nancy, Sardinia and the Ruhr , 
and tries to escape over a series of 30 feet electric wire fences and the like. This may sound tricky, 
but it's not if you are a ballet dancer. 

SARTRE, JEAN-PAUL - Famous French pole-vaulter, who was 6-4 on to win the gold at this 
years' Olympics (q.v.). Unfortunately, it now seems a distant possibility, owing mainly to the politi
cal dilemmas confronting the games, but perhaps also because Mr. Sartre died recently. However, he 
preserved his athletic spirit to t11e end, overcoming the challenge of the Yugoslavian triple-jumper 
President Tito (q.v.) to finish a comfortable first by a matter of weeks. Well done, Jean-Paul. His 
physiotherapist, masseuse and Lifelong health-food consultant Simone de Beauvoir, interviewed at 
the edge of the grave and said she was 'hungry' and 'looking forward to lunch'. Of Mr. Sartre himself 
she said pithily, 'He was a great man: but we never really saw eye to eye.' 

S.A.S. - The abbreviation for the Salvation Army Specials, a crack force of action men comprised 
mainly of tuba-players and ex-flagselJers. After a tough spell in the depravity of tlie W.I. these enig
matic characters undergo an intense period of training with the traffic wardens before they can join 
the ranks of the illustrious elite. Their spectacular storming of the Iranian (q.v.) Embassy in London 
was their answer to the Israeli entry in the annual S.A.S. 'It's a knockout' contest, in which the 
American team, playing their joker, had failed so miserably. In fact , according to various sources, the 
Americans had contemplated trying the Embassy job themselves, but decided that the traffic in 
Piccadilly posed too great a threat to their tank dnvers. 

THATCHER - A man who mends the roofs of thatched cottages. 

TITO, PRESIDENT - Born at the end of last century, President Tito started dying at the age of 
three months, and his condition has worsened ever since. Since the crucial head amputation of 1924 
there have been many setbacks and difficulties, but he has bravely continued to rule his beloved and 
faithful people even in the years of strife and war. But last year they mourned: Comrade Tito, who 
from November onwards had run his country from inside a fridge, gave up the ghost. World leader, 
writer, model, historian, air-stewardess and pole-vaulter: he was all, and more. 

UNITED STATES - A small, cosy nation tucked away on the other side of tlle world, thank God. 
Run by a man called Carter, it specialises in ciirne, dru~, badly-cut suits, Marilyn Monroe, a chilled 
red wine and an outstanding inability to speak the English language. To be fair, however, the green 
rolJing hills and secluded pine forests of such beauty spots as Harlem and Detroit offer a more ade
quate compensation. It was tlle first country not to put a monkey on the moon which at one time 
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it considered purchasing but subsequently turned down in favour of the quiet little backwaters of 
Vietnam and Korea. Imminent are the presidential elections where Carter's rivals included Teddy 
Kennedy, the famous stunt man, Ronald Reagan, who starred in 'Lassie has a nuclear meltdown' and 
the beautiful but talented Beverly Hills. 

ZIMBABWE - A combination of the swahili words 'Zimb' (Jet's shake it), 'A' (according to the 
19th century hypothesis of), and 'Bwe' (A Haddock). This is the watchword chosen by the tribes of 
Africa to signify the rapid approach of any Russian-manufactured nuclear ballistic device. After 
centuries of common usage, the word has finally come down to mean , 'I can't see any such device 
in the sky so let 's make a new republic while nobody's looking.' Hence the name of the latest addition 
to our wonderful world, which, though endowed with a smiling Prime Minister and several highly 
efficient riot squads, is having trouble with planning permission. So far no suitable site has been 
found for the new state to plonk itself: suggestions have included the United States (q .v.) which 
nobody wants, and the strip of No Man's Land on the Russian Border. For practical reasons, how
ever, the latter has been turned down since it involves an area of around 10,000 miles by 400 yards. 
Any offers please to: Robbie Mugabe, c/o Lord Lucan, P.O. Box 2371, Australia. 

Well, that's just a brief but, I assure you, wholly objective assessment of world affairs at thjs 
moment. So, until the next nuclear holocaust, it's goodbye from all of us here in the studio. 

Yours, 

A. Lane 

Lower Sixth Speed Reading Course 

On Wednesday 8th and Thursday 9th of October the whole of the Lower Sixth did a 'Speed 
Reading Course' . We were split up into five groups of approximately twenty, and each set had their 
own teacher. The general feeling at first was one of bewilderment , since we had all heard mixed 
opinions from the previous year. 

The course was run by the Mast Organisation, whose aim is to provide all kinds of management 
and skills training throughout Britain. In their 'manifesto' we are told that the aim of the 'Advanced 
Reading Course' is to teach students to read different types of literature at different speeds, so that 
a consistent level of comprehension is achieved. 

The instruction took the form of reading various passages at maximum speed, and then answering 
questions on each to ascertain the level of information retained. By concentrating on quick, sweeping 
eye movements, stopping any regression and 'sub vocalisation', we steadily increased our reading 
speed. 

By the end of the second day almost everyone had at least doubled their reading speed , achieving 
the same level of comprehension throughout. Some were beginning to read over 1000 words per 
minute. Although I am sure everyone will agree that we were made to work very hard over the two 
days, I personally do not think that it was worth the time or the money - the cost was £30 per 
person. Admittedly I completed the course having more than doubled my reading speed , but I am 
sure that I now read at the same speed that I originally did , and at the time of writing this report the 
course was only three weeks ago . 

This tends to be the general feeling among all those who took the course, and although everyone 
thoroughly enjoyed themselves, one begins to wonder whether or not it was money well spent. 

S. Stevenson 
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Sixth Fonn Lectures 

The Sixth Fonn Lectures are, perhaps, unfortunately placed in the timetable: for many people 
they are taken to be intrusions on one's study periods, or else they mean a late lunch. Such views fail 
to do justice to what are, without a doubt, one of the most important ways that sixth formers may 
extend their knowledge beyond the bounds of the 'A' Level syllabus. Mr. Francis has an eye for the 
topical since four of the lectures this term (those on the Middle East, Nuclear Disarmament, The 
Labour Party and the U.S. Presidential Election) concerned topics at the forefront of World affairs. 

The first lecture, given by Mr. James Adams on 'The Middle East and The Modem World' came 
immediately after the start of the Gulf War between Iran and Iraq. Despite the inability of the Geog
raphy Department to find a detailed map of the area, Mr. Adams painted a vivid picture of the 
region in question , emphasising the historical precedents and religious differences underlying the 
present conflicts in an area which is of great strategic importance to both the West and the East. 
Mr. Adams' position as editor of the news magazine, 'Eight Days', primarily concerned with the 
Middle East, meant that as well as giving a concise lecture, he capably answered many obscure ques
tions from the noor. 

The next lecture was perhaps the most controversial of the term; Dr. John Cox, Vice-Chairman of 
the Campaign for Nuclear Disarmament, (CND), and a prolific writer on the subject, gave a lecture 
that was full of life, demonstrating his commitment to the cause. The argument for disarmament was 
based on two footings: first, there was the moral argument as to whether any country that considered 
itself Christian and civilised could justify possessing, let alone using, weapons with the capacity to 
destroy life, no matter what provocation existed. His second line was that the use of nuclear weapons 
as a deterrent was unrealistic and that an initiative had to be taken to stop the nuclear arms race. At 
times Mr. Cox's continual use of statistics to 'prove' points became tiring. However, the subsequent 
question session was lively owing to the vocal CND lobby in the school as well as the concerted 
opposition. 

In contrast, on November 8th, we were honoured to be given a lecture from one of the Governors, 
Mr. Hodder-Williams of the Department of Politics at Bristo l University. His theme was the U.S. 
Presidential elections. Coming, as the lecture did, straight after the election result, there was perhaps 
a danger that much of the ground he was to cover would be merely a resume of the preceding months' 
activity . Fortunately, a post-mortem was avoided and instead , the approach was a more general 
appraisal of the election mechanism, highlighting the role of money , the media and time in the 
election procedure. Mr. Hodder-Williams' knowledge and enthusiasm thus transformed a potentially 
tired subject into one of great sparkle. 

When initially arranged , the fourth lecture was to have been delivered by the Opposition Chief 
Whip, the Rt. Hon. Michael Cocks. However, after a postponement, the lecture was given by David 
Stoddart , Labour M.P. for Swindon. The word 'lecture' is less appropriate than 'Political Speech', 
in this instance. Mr. Stoddart was an extremely fiery speaker, dealing in the best political manner 
with problems in the country at present. The frank answers to questions concerning the future of 
income tax levels and Public Schools under a new Labour Government were appreciated. However, 
on the question of Labour Party unity he was less convincing. For those of the audience who gave 
him a fair hearing, Mr. Stoddart's lecture was both a good introduction to political speaking and a 
refreshingly different outlook on the modern world. 

The final lecture was a return to the traditional form. Although under the title of, 'The Role of 
the R.A.F. in the l 980's' there was a very strong feeling that this was a thinly disguised recruiting 
drive. Nevertheless, this should not detract from the praise due to the R.A.F. in NATO, the aircraft 
operated by the R.A.F. and life in the service. The talks were supplemented by some well-chosen 
film of the R.A.F. in action. This lecture partially provided the balance to the views put forward by 
Dr. Cox in the second lecture as well as raising new questions about the ability of Britain to play a 
meaningful role in NATO. 

Thanks must go to Mr. Francis for arranging a tenn of stimulating lectures. This term's offerings 
have prompted much thought and it is hoped that those of future terms will continue to pin-point 
the controversial problems and events in the world and encourage a greater interest in current affairs. 

J. K. Zealley 
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Reviews 

Joint Orchestral Concert 

After reaching a high point a few terms ago the standard of this regular feature of the winter 
terms has dropped off of late. Unfortunately, last term's offering continued this trend , possibly as a 
result of the almost total lack of interest shown by the audience and the school as a whole. 

This was most obvious in the various brass sections, and therefore it was perhaps unfortunate that 
the concert began with the Band. Although conducted precisely by Julian Dams, their rendering of 
Beethoven's overture 'Egmont' was sadly out of tune. 

Even the Madrigal Society lacked their usual sparkle. However, despite this, they provided, as 
usual, the highlight of the evening. Musically impeccable and, as ever, conducted superbly by Augusta 
Miller, they sang a wide range of songs augmented by a very fine solo from Claire Winterton. 

The Brass Ensemble then treated us to a performance of Gabrieli's Sonata Pian'e Forte. An in
teresting piece but again spoiled rather by a lack of timing which obscured many of its intended 
effects. 

Finally, the Joint Orchestra itself played the first movement of Mozart's Piano concerto in C 
minor, and the Casse-Noisette Suite by Tchaikovsky. Richard Paddy was, as might be expected, a 
soloist of flair in the former, and the overall effect was most enjoyable. The second piece again 
suffered from flatness in the brass, and by the fact that any mistake or thinness was exaggerated by a 
perhaps unavoidable lack of depth in the strings. 

All in all, then, it was again a rather disappointing event. However, there are indfoations that 
betterdaysmaycome,especially ifthe apparently great musical interest in the lower school continues. 

Richard Spencer 

Recital o f Music for Violin and Piano 

by Adrian Hill and Paul Ellis 

On Monday, 24th November Adrian Hill with accompanist Paul EJJis performed a varied and 
ambitious programme of pieces for violin and piano, before a reasonable audience, though notably 
lacking in pupils of the school. 

The concert began with Dvorak's Sonatina in G major. This was played with much musicianship, 
especially the slow second movement. In contrast with the Dvorak the second piece was a composition 
by Vitali, a relatively unknown Italian composer of the late seventeenth and early eighteenth cen
turies. Although two hundred years earlier than the Dvorak the piece, Chaconne in G major for 
violin and basso continuo, seemed forward looking in both its melodies and structure. Both the 
violinist and cellist (Richard Kershaw) gave an excellent rendering of the piece. 

Following this came Saint.Saen's 'Introduction and Rondo Capriccioso'. This seemed the most 
taxing item of the programme, and at moments this was made very clear, though for the most part 
it was very musically played. 

The last three pieces were of a lighter nature, beginning with Albeniz's well-known Tango, followed 
by Schubert's astonishingly lifelike 'Die Biene' (the bee), and finally ending with 'Six Romanian 
Dances' by B. Bartok. These three were well played and most enjoyable. We hope to see these two 
together for another recital soon. 

Adrian Clarke 
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The Eton Chamber Orchestra Concert 

"Etonians! I'd never go to anything those snobs do," was the typical reply I received from most 
aloof Shirbumians. Yet those more humble members of our community who condescended to attend 
this concert were provided with an excellent performance. 

I must admit I was rather doubtful of the prowess of a school orchestra - knowing the shortage 
of adequate musicians in our own school. However, as the players filtered onto the stage they lacked 
that distinctive air that prevails over a schoolboy, and appeared to be musicians. From the first bars 
of Corelli's "Concerto Grosso" the way was paved for the first half. They played precisely and 
accurately - there were none of those embarrassing misplaced or excruciatingly flat notes I have 
heard so many times before. It was a joy to listen to them for this was virtually a professional orches
tra. Full credit must be given to Mr. Innes Allen who had drilled the group superbly; the players were 
attentive and sensitive to the more subtle movements of the baton ; the timing was not loose and the 
dynamic contrasts were effective. 

Bellini's Oboe Concerto was equally well-performed. The soloist, Arthur Armstrong, played with 
great competence. although I felt there was an absence of any special flair. The Brandenburg Concerto 
exposed the individuals - there being no conductor and a smaller orchestra. The leader especially -
although he will mature with time - showed considerable skill and ability, and held the group together 
well. The others, although no ostensible brilliance was evident, also performed competently. 

The Elgar, posing further problems than the essentially technical pieces of the first half, was 
extremely impressive. The players displayed sensitivity and conveyed the tone and mood of the work 
well. TI1e Dag Wiren , in a different style again, was well mastered and provided a pleasant ending to 
a most enjoyable evening. 

May Mr. Allen be complimented on producing such a well-disciplined Chamber Orchestra to 
provide such an entertaining concert! 

P. Chavasse 

African Sanctus - Mussoc 

'Sanctus' was, quite undeniably, a shot in the arm for a musical society which has seen a drastic 
decline in members from the school over the last few years. This became clear as soon as the score 
was opened; the music was written for 'Chorus, electric guitars, bongos, rock drums,' and even 
'Ethnic performers ad lib,' although as it turned out, the closest Sherbome could provide to this 
last item were the antics of the composer David Fanshawe, and, of course, our very own Brian Judge. 

The performance opened with Fanshawe, complete with 'spirit cap'. stomping on to the con
ductor's platform waving a tassled stick. He delivered an account of his travels, and introduced the 
main themes of his music - notably the Bwala dance which forms the basis of 'Sanctus', and the 
extraordinary tape recordings of an Egyptian wedding. With some difficulty he even roused the 
highly respectable audience to mark time to the strains of the Acholi tribesmen - no slight achieve
ment. 

During this the chorus waited quietly, painfully aware of its own shortcomings. For the work is 
quite long and it is difficult to accustom oneself to the novelty of singing jazzy African rhythms over 
the accompaniment of tape recordings and energetic percussionists. As it happened , just the sight of 
Fanshawe standing up and 'Letting go' as he calls it, seemed to inspire the choir to a degree of en
thusiasm which had never been achieved nor even thought possible in the rehearsals. The music is 
exhilarating; the singing of it is extraordinary; for it appears to bring out the whooping, spear-waving 
warrior that lurks within us all - during the final 'Sanctus' reprise schoolgirl and geography master 
alike were transformed into wailing tribal dancers. But this was just one of many 'gems', for we were 
also treated to the '4 men chanting the Koran in a trance by moonlight ', as well as the immensely 
popular 'Our Father' theme. Even as the work progressed, the chorus continued to improve, so that 
they even came in with 'Deo' at the right place (well, almost). No slight achievement. 

For me, the highlights were the soft, gentle piano solo played by Paul Ellis to a recording of a 
beautiful African love song, and 'Cum Sancto Spirito', where the blend of tape and chorus is particu
larly successful. 

The chorus, soloist and instrumentalists had obviously worked hard , although much of the credit 
must go to Brian Judge and Paul Ellis for producing it. Looking ahead , I see that Handel's Messiah 
is to be the sequel. Alleluya. 

Stephen Morris 
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The_,.......• the controls 

Prep Schools Orchestral Weekend 

The sixth annual Sherborne Orchestral Weekend for Prep. Schools took place on October 4th and 
5th. Designed to introduce young musicians to full-scale orchestral works, and in the process to 
display what Sherbome has to offer in the way of music, these weekends usually attract performers 
from about a dozen schools. Most of these are, naturally, local, but it is heartening to note that on 
this occasion such far-flung establishments as Dulwich Prep. and two Oxford schools were also 
represented. 

The tradition of performing a popular concerto was maintained. Whenever possible the soloist has 
been a boy from Sherborne School; this time it was the turn of Rupert Sheard to demonstrate his 
skills in the Grieg Piano concerto. A pleasantly large audience congregated in the B.S.R. for the 
Sunday performance, and was rewarded by a sensitive and technically excellent display by the soloist , 
who played the first movement from memory. The orchestra could not fail to respond to his example, 
and gave him a solid foundation under the baton of Brian Judge. It remains one of life's mysteries 
how the unrelated squeaks and scrapings of the first rehearsals are invariably transmuted into healthy 
music within twenty-four hours! As a warm up to the Grieg, the audience was entertained by a 
Lively band piece, 'Snappy Snares' and a tricky, but well-managed percussion exercise, 'Pony Express', 
both conducted by Paul Ellis. Julian Dams conducted two Susato dances for Brass band, and the 
Dulwich boys performed an impressive piece under the direction of Michael Spencer, of some 18th 
Century music for wind and strings. The weekend was thoroughly enjoyed by the boys involved 
and culminated in a lively and interesting concert. 

J.R.K. 
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"HENRY IV" Parts I and ll 

It was both surprising and delightful that the Royal Shakespeare Company should select Sherborne 
as one of the resting places in their headlong gallop around the South of England, though, as some of 
the company intimated, their choice of venue was partially determined by those places they felt were 
most likely to be theatrical wildernesses. The danger of this is that it may breed a condescending 
attitude on the part of the company towards their audience. 

In the event we were presented with a straight, uncluttered and energetic performance, free from 
the diseases that plague so many modem productions of Shakespeare: the 'interpretation' of an 
obtrusive director more intent on projecting himself than the play, or leading actors who pronounce 
the lines with persistently perverse mis-emphases. Yet the actors were so intent on the detail of the 
text, that they did not always succeed in bringing out sufficiently the main themes of the play. 

The production was simple and vigorous, but disappointing compared with the brilliance of the 
R.S.C.'s 'The Three Sisters" at Bryanston in 1978. The company are perhaps over-stretching them
selves, now that they are running concurrently four other companies at London and Stratford. 

Their quality was severely tested by the aptly-termed Sports 'Complex'. We had been assured 
after its opening that any producer with imagination could adapt it as a theatre. When our echo 
chamber was to be put to the test, the prospect invited some amusement. However, the neat collap
sible stands and drapes that the company brought made the acoustics tolerable. 

The auditorium permitted great intimacy between actor and audience and allowed an effective 
under-playing in some scenes, while creating uneasiness with the more rhetorical passages and those 
scenes where the comedy was played broadly, such as the Doll Tearsheet scene in Eastcheap. 

In Part I, a low-key Falstaff and a Hal who could never be mistaken for anything but an aspirant 
Henry V, left a vacuum in the production which was expansively filled by Hotspur. His mannered 
playing provided a needed focus in the drama and was carried off with great panache by Stuart 
Wilson, though out of key with the acting of the rest of the company. It was hard to believe that 
Henry fV really desired his son to be like this Hotspur, but Hotspur held the audience by his bravura 
performance, even through the titters occasioned by his bloodied face. 'The Tragedy of Hotspur', 
while hardly true to Shakespeare, worked well. 

In the second part there were some fine moments, notably in the recruiting scene, played with a 
nice mixture of humour and pathos and avoiding the temptation to make the recruits merely absurd 
grotesques. Thus the casual viciousness of Falstafrs attitude was emphasized, preparing us for his 
rejection by Hal. 

Yet there were flaws too, especially the dismal scene when Vice was confronted by Justice, and 
the di.rector, obviously feeling this vital exchange was unimportant, had Falstaff and the Lord Chief 
Justice upstaged by the gross business of the latter's servant chewing, (echoes of Hotspur's carrot). 
Had the producer never read Hamlet's advice to the players, when he damns those clowns who: 
'set some quantity of barren spectators to laugh, though in the mean time some necessary question of 
the play be then to be considered'? 

A more severe and persistent fault was the diction. One should not emerge from an R.S.C. produc
tion complaining that many speeches were unintelligible. The worst offenders were: Worcester/ 
Shallow, Glendower/Lord Chief Justice and, most heinously , Falstaff, especially in Part I, gabbled 
some of the finest of Shakespeare's prose, or swallowed it in his plummy voice; it was most 'damnable 
iteration', to use his own phrase. 

Why Alfred Marks chose to do this, is perhaps explained by his stated opinion that Shakespeare's 
wit consists largely of topical references. He had thus apparently decided to rush over all that he felt 
the audience might not find immediately intelligible and merely to point up the most obvious humour. 
He looked the part splendidly, peering with huge, short-sighted eyes in hurt surprise at a world which 
questioned his carnal assumptions, but we were deprived of much through his lack of faith in his 
author and audience. 

Such faults as these were accentuated by one's expectations of this company. There was also much 
to commend in both production and acting and let us hope that they return in the near future. 

The enthusiasm with which this visit was greeted, makes one wonder as to the response of the 
town and school, were they to be confronted with a production of real excellence. The prospect 
of this happening regularly is remote, since the construction of a good theatre in Sherborne seems as 
distant as it has ever been over the last two decades. Enthusiastic words on both sides are never 
turned to action. (Both school and town are missing so much.) 
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Oxbridge Play 

'The Apple Cart' - George Bernard Shaw 

I read the play once and was not impressed. How, I thought, can a producer ever hope to prevent 
the audience from falling asleep? There is little or no directed action in the script and the lines them
selves, at first reading, do not lend to an entertaining piece. 
But , 
I had obviously neglected in my reading the fact that Martin Carey was to be the Producer, and that 
accounted for much. The phenomenon of the Oxbridge play has been absent for some time, since 
the 1976 'Dandy Dick', in fact, and so the 1980 G .B.S. play was a welcome return. 

The play itself can effectively be set in any period. The Oxbridge production was performed in 
late Victorian dress which suited the backdrop of the O.S.R. very well indeed. The plot concerns 
the intended overthrow of the English King by the Cabinet members for fear of the monarch be
coming too influential in political life. The problem is twofold: first, the Cabinet bicker amongst 
themselves, some take their job more seriously than others; and secondly, King Magnus is in all 
respects too calm and collected to be forced into agreeing with the Cabinet's demands of becoming, 
in effect, a dumb King. The King instead decides to abdicate and enter politics. Owing to his present 
popularity, the Cabinet realise that Magnus would reach the top in no time, and so they find them
selves outwitted. 

Andrew Spink played himself extremely well. Nay, that is doing him an injustice, he played 
Magnus, the King, extremely well: his r's rolled relentlessly, and his diction verging on the too-perfect, 
he commanded the foolish members of his Cabinet with a superb air of, as it were, knowing exactly 
what they were going to do next; as if all the Cabinet's moves were pre-ordained; as if Magnus were 
a God (sic). 

Guy Hudson played the l-grew-up-0ut-0f-a-working-class-family Northerner, Boarnerges, recently 
appointed to the Cabinet, and convinced which way he was going: to the lop. He was portrayed 

The Cabinet in session 
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with tremendous self-confidence, as indeed the character requires, and his inherent bluntness lifted 
the play. Perhaps a touch over-played, detracting attention from the main action where it was not 
required. Tony Lane, the diminutive paranoid Prime Minister, held the Chairmanship of the Cabinet 
admirably and carried off the mental breakdownish episodes brilliantly. He was invariably driven into 
such fits by the giggly Powermistress General, Mike Morony, splendidly dressed and splendidJy 
flirtatious with Kmg Magnus. Simon Lough was slow and ponderous as the Postmistress General, and 
who can forget the incredible expressions formed by John Zealley? His wonderful melodramatic 
gasps, grins and frowns kept me. T have to admit, in fits of laughter throughout the evening. Barry 
Richards in his, I suppose, debut at Sherbome cannot go without mention. He played with confidence 
and an understanding of the words which helped the production greatly. Miss Madden, as the Princess 
was about as flexible in her brief appearance as hardened superglue. Kath Allen gave, at least, a more 
relaxed performance even if her lines were continually swallowed. 

As 1 said at the beginning, a great deal of praise for the production must surely go to Martin Carey , 
who showed that the success of his Lower Sixth Play was no fluke. The Apple Cart was produced in 
such a way that the words actually meant something to both actor and audience - a point, I believe, 
too often neglected in Shirburnian productions. The simplicity of the set enabled greater concen
tration on the actors, and the carefully directed action allowed the emphasis to be aU the more on 
the lines spoken. It was indeed a thoughtful production, and, it has lo be said, an amazing one. It 
was truly amazing that the cast should put together a production of refinement and polish in under 
a week, and this, I am sure, explains away any criticism that may be levelled at the odd slip of an 
actor's line. lt was only a shame that not more of the school were able to see the Oxbridge play, but 
the B.S.R. would have been completely the wrong setting, and since Sherborne has no proper 
Theatre ..... . 

Mr. Chin 

The Common Touch of Guy Hudson 



Societies 

Senior Film Society 

With the Society neatly established in its new venue, the Turing Lecture Theatre, (the change in 
location having been instituted ·~n order to promote a film club atmosphere", OK?), the 1980-81 
season started well with 'Annie Hall'. Woody Allen won an Oscar - but didn't accept it - for this 
fictional account of his and Diane Keaton's real-life affair in 1971. It was more sober, more subtle, 
less frenzied but, to my mind, less funny than earlier Allen films such as 'Sleeper' and 'Bananas'. 
Next came Joseph Losey's 'The Servant', which was my personal favourite among this term's films . 
Harold Pinter, Losey's constant companion in film making throughout the 'sixties, adapted the 
Robert Maugham novel into a perfect vehicle for his implicit, tip-of-the-iceberg style. Dirk Bogarde 
and James Fox gave bravura performances as master, servant, possessor and possessed (although 
distinctions were unclear), performances which filled the whole canvas of the film, and alongside 
which all the other characters faded into the background. One left the film feeling that comprehension 
was entirely unnecessary and that with each successive viewing of the film, another area of Pinter's 
wealth of implication would uncover itself. 

Just before Half Term we saw 'The Seventh Seal', which is probably Ingmar Bergman's most 
famous film. It tells of a knight returning home after the Crusades, who, when visited by Death, wins 
(in a cheSS" game), a reprieve in which to discover the meaning of his existence and the nature of his 
hold upon his own destiny. It would be presumptuous even to attempt an explanation of the film 's 
meaning since everyone who sees it is affected differently. Bergman himself has confessed that he 
was merely the medium through which these ideas were expressed, not their creator. Despite this, 
almost every scene has something memorable about it, either visually , verbally or symbolically. 

The last film of the term, and perhaps the most warmly received , was Nicholas Roeg's and Donald 
Cammel's ' Performance' . James Fox played Chaz (in sharp contrast to his role in 'The Servant') , an 
underworld strong-arm man on the run from both the police and his erstwhile gangland cronies, who 
takes refuge in the Notting Hill home of Turner, a character having more than a passing resemblance 
to Mick Jagger - whose best film this was. In this drug-ridden, bi sexual and altogether rather de
generate atmosphere, Turner and Chaz lose certainty in their own identities, roles are swapped and 
their minds form one as Roeg presents us with the fust of his immaculate , extraordinary jigsaw/mosaic 
exercises in ftlm style - to be continued in 'Walkabout', 'Don't Look Now' and 'The Man Who Fell 
To Earth' . 'Performance' was dazzling; eyebrow deep in direct allusions to Jorge Luis Borges, and 
with a distinctly Pinter-ish veneer. The photography, the swift cross-cutting and the semi-improvised 
dialogue, mingled uneasily with extreme violence and seemingly gratuitous sex to create what seems 
to be an inside look at the state of Chaz's mind. 

The change of venue for the Society has heralded an enormous visual and audio evolution after 
the crude, primitive sound and projection techniques encountered Last year in the B.S.R. The films 
themselves have been better equipped for access to the Vlth Form Shirbumian mentality. The 
tightening of the membership net has been a good thing and we now retain most of our audience 
after the first reel change. The membership price may have doubled, but one should bear in mind 
that two pounds fifty will buy you seven films in the Turing Lecture Theatre , and only one in the 
West End. It is a positive pleasure to run this Society. Many thanks to Messrs. Francis and Carling 
for management and eloquent, informed introductions respectively. 
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Chataway Society 

The Chataway Society has held two debates this term. Though both drew only small attendances, 
the standard of speaking has been high and those who attended enjoyed the two evenings. 

The first debate was on the motion 'This House believes that Britain is not a civilised Country', 
proposed by Messrs. Knott and Macdonald. To one's surprise, the house voted to pass the motion , 
having been swayed by Mr. Barker to believe that only a chauvinist could fail to admit that Britain 
was uncivilised. 

The second debate was on the motion 'This House supports unilateral nuclear disarmament by 
Britain' proposed by Dr. Thompson and M. E. J. Nicholson, and opposed by Mr. Goodchild and I. 
Walthew. The result was that the motion was narrowly rejected, after an extremely lively floor 
debate where speakers managed to argue both relevantly and interestingly. 

We thank those who gave generously of their time to speak at debates, and look forward to next 
term's debates. 

The Hellfire Club 

The Hellfire Club is a society for Lower 6th historians, in whjch members of the top two history 
sets are invited to speak on topics of their own choice. There were two meetings this term, the first 
of which took place on the 18th November, when Toby Bridge spoke on Chingis Khan or Genghis 
Khan as many people now call him. The speech itself was very interesting and enjoyable as the 
speaker had a great knowledge of the ~ubject . We were told how as a prisoner he escaped from his 
enemies and set about forming one of the largest empires in history. As the speech dealt with the 
subject in great detail there was little time for questions at the end. but those which were asked were 
answered very competently. 

The second meeting of the term took place on the 25th November, when James George spoke on 
the history of Jamaica. The speech dealt with the island's history from the time it was discovered by 
Christopher Columbus in 1494 until the present day. The speech was very well presented and the 
detailed look at the present political situation in Jamaica invoked a number of questions on the 
matter at the end. 

J. Garrett 

The European Club 

The European Club, meeting regularly on a Tuesday afternoon every two or three weeks, has been 
the occasion of a number of varied and interesting talks this term, and the audience, remaining at 
around a dozen for each meeting, has supplied a valuable contribution with its questions. 

On October 7th Madame Comeau, an English lady married to a Frenchman, gave an interesting 
talk on her activity in the last war organising Resistance when she met her husband. Her experiences, 
of being parachuted into occupied France and of blowing up bridges, were hard to reconcile with the 
gentle and benign exterior which she showed throughout the talk. 

Mr. Murison , on October 21st, gave a fascinating talk on speech and language as a distinguishing 
characteristic of human beings, and Mr. Barker, in the next lecture, spoke intriguingly of Romanticism 
as a feature of French art in the early 19th Century. He dismissed many painters, explain.ing why he 
did not consider them true representatives of Romanticism, and left us to deduce from his numerous 
slides what did constitute a real Romantic. On November 18th, Mr. Goodchild, straying a little 
from 'European' in its narrowly defined sense, spoke on the subject: "Let's learn Chinese". With 
illustrations and practical advice he touched on the history and organisation of characters, the system 
of tones, and explained bow to use a Chinese dictionary. Mr. Patterson's enlightening talk on Chaucer 
and Love on December 9th let the term's programme finish with a flourish. We hope next term to 
welcome as many as possible to the meetings. 

M.S.A.G. 
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The Science Society 

It was decided that to prevent the society from becoming too elitist the membership should be 
spread to more sixth formers than in the past - a move which is becoming really rather fashionable 
in the school. So the dogma has been lifted, and twice the Lecture theatre has been filled with enthu
siastic, raring-to-go scientists. 

The first talk was given by Mr. Ian Pollard from Culham Laboratory, which is the centre of the 
Joint European Nuclear Fusion Project. He gave a very polished, informative talk about technology, 
mechanisms and future of fusion (not fission), clearing up several myths about the feasibility of this 
remarkable power source. 

We were very privileged to have Professor Stone, Head of Inorganic Chemistry at Bristol, talking 
to us on organometallic compounds. I was rather apprehensive that the lecture might be a bit ad
vanced for our humble fraternity, but instead he presented an extremely clear and interesting 
introduction to this topic which bridges all the fields of Chemistry (organic, inorganic and physical). 
It is a good thing to be visited by top lecturers, and his talk was well received. 

We are grateful to all our speakers for travelling to the somewhat inhospitable Turing Lecture 
Theatre and consistently giving us such good talks. 

S. Morris 

Before 
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Poetry and Prose 

' lnvictus' Revisited : (Ode to the T.V. addict) 

Out of the night that covers me, 
Black as an addict's all time 'low', 
I thank whatever Gods may be 
For Television's late, late show. 

ln the fell clutch of hackneyed line, 
I have not winced nor moaned my plight; 
Under the bludgeonings of time 
My head is bloody, but upright. 

Beyond this place of restless dreams 
Looms but the horror of clean sheets, 
And yet the menace of the Screen 
Keeps, and shall keep me, on my feet. 

It matters not how poor the taste, 
Nor that those cliches make me glower, 
Since, with whatever I am faced, 
I have to watch the 'Golden Hour'. 

James Drewett 

Man grows old and dims and dies, 
Parting as he does so, with many sighs. 

ls all as insubstantial as this 
Nothing but breath for one to miss? 

Are memories merely made to rot; 
Something one had but then has not? 

Just as an uncut lawn holds frost 
To each blade its own, but all by the sun lost. 

Why is a good day, a 'golden' day? 
Gold is something tangible, here to stay. 

A perfect day is like the evening sun 
Streaming lazily over Downs its course run. 

The sun's long summer evening rays 
Are as unfixed as any of the yet never unending days 

Whose course is already on the fate's loom spun, 
Then warp and weft, suddenly clipped, all's undone. 

So it is with man, his worked life cut 
Once wann flesh lowered down a six foot rut 

Fate's fabric now cold clay, once used, re-used 
And all unravelled to be reknitted and abused. 

S. T. W. Bridge 
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He sat in his study, an exile from the world. Fatigue wracked his body, and a growing feeling of 
frustration gripped his mind. 

The tenn was ending, but still he felt the toanent of the grinding system. He felt no ease, but 
rather that sensation of being a prisoner; not alone, with peace as a companion, but surrounded by 
many others who were equally frustrated. 

The evening had drawn on, and all he had heard was the muffled sound of voices and the tolling 
Abbey bells. 

He scratched at the paper with his pen, but all he could hear was the rustling of creased pages and 
the grunting breath of his study-mate, who was making out his crib-sheet. He lolled back in h.is 
chair, listening to it as it creaked, while the bells chimed out again. The study was overflowing with 
the term's refuse which towered around him, an avalanche of paper and books. 

A massive pile of fossils that he had found at Coombe Valley sprawled over a shelf; countless 
smooth shapes, each one an amazing sculpture hewn from coarse sandstone. By them were some 
slates from Exmoor, and next to them an unruly pile of text books and music scores. 

He groaned and looked at the posters hanging from the faded green drapes. Everything was op
presive and nothing offered him any peace - there were still two weeks to go. 

The window sills were covered with the white smatterings of the study above's refuse. The window 
frame, an ancient chipped lattice, rattled in the wind. He was sure the house would fall down. 

His partner started whistling and folded his crib-sheet, before mumbling some remark. He moaned, 
for there was no escape, even from his friends. 

The bell for the end of Hall rang; the same one which would wake him up tomorrow, and would 
regulate his daily routine. 

He hated that bell. 
J ames Boyd 
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'Yankee' 

His birthplace was, in fact , Wellesley Hills, Massachusetts. It wasn't that long ago since he left: he 
could still picture the mail box at the bottom of the drive, standing like one of those Air Force 
Nissen huts, except on stilts - he'd painted the Zip code, 02181 , on the side one weekend, for Dad. 
He always used to earn pocket money that way: painting, washing the cars, doing the lawn; all sorts. 
Now he sat in hjs rooms overlookmg the main school quad. On the quad boys hurried to and fro, 
hoping to avoid the bite of the freshly sharpened March wind's teeth. Early March he always hated 
and his letter home was full of it. He wondered whether he'd done the right thing: to go to a uruver
sity in England and then take a job teaching in an out-of-the-way Prep school. At home he could be 
having so much of what was American, at twenty-three the doors were only just begjnning to open. 
He imagined his younger sister going down the concrete drive, past two of the cars that were always 
left in the open, across the crewcut lawn and to the maH box; the 02181 he painted, she would think. 
She'd find his letter and run back up to the house. He smiled and thought what they'd say back home 
about him sounding so bored with teaching among a crowd of old-timers, and him still only twenty. 
three. They might write back and enclose a ticket home; or they might tell him not to be so damned 
stupid, Daddy had spent a lot of hard earned money in getting him where he was today, and such a 
fine school. No, he guessed Dad would probably go to the refrigerator and pull a can, then he'd 
probably open the rest of the mail. Mum? She'd read the letter carefully enough, and get back to the 
lunch. 

The wind didn't stop. He looked down at the cedar tree there on the quad; it was bending in agony 
from the beating wind , the branches groaned. One or two of them were dead. He hurriedly finished 
the letter and stamped it; he had a lesson to take. 

He too now was one of those hurrying across the quad, his second-hand gown threatening to fly 
away, split-seams and all. In class the boys were restless. Pellets of paper littered the floor, desk tops 
were being banged: ruddy faced boys in their terylene grey shorts. He watched them as they carried 
on unaware of the master's presence. Some whooped like Indians, others bellowed fragments of a 
song they'd heard on the radio at breakfast that morning - before being kfased, brushed and bundled 
in to the car for school by a loving, coffee-morning mother. The freckled faces, hairless, innocent and 
clean. Their desks graffiti'd, chipped and stained. How the Httle boys pretended so at home and here, 
at school, could they show what they really wanted to be, he thought. 

The murmurs rippled round the room and soon the class was quiet, even attentive. The pupils 
looked at their yankee English master. He stood by the door; the door was his only escape. He was 
scrutirused by each of those spotless faces. He wasn't a tall man, although he seemed to be from the 
boys' height. His frame was strong, athletic: the typical High School champ whom the girls idolised. 
His skin was tanned: he'd spent Christmas ski-ing and the colour still hadn't gone and his teeth 
appeared when he smiled, perfect American-white. His face was thin , but not sickly; his tawny hair 
could have been a wig only he ruffled it so much, patted it down again, that the boys had given up 
hoping that one day the wind would blow it, and him, away. He wasn't particularly friendly towards 
them, he didn't come round the small boarding house at bed-time and talk, so they disliked him. He 
was smart: smart tweed jacket and smart trousers. Posh shoes. He was a beak, whfoh made things 
worse. They couldn't understand how anyone could actually want to become a teacher. But they 
didn't know he didn't want to teach; the fact that he had his job to do kept him from expressing 
what he felt to those he taught. The fact that they had CE exams at the end of the year kept them 
from expressing what they felt to those who taught them. They would conform, and some of them 
would pass on to PubHc school. 

He moved to his desk and sat. They opened their books and he motioned to a boy to begin reading. 
He didn't really listen. He talked about the passage a bit and told them to write a story on 'Destruc
tion'; he thought it was appropriate after the mess they'd made of the desks. The lesson ended. 

It was the weekend, and the gales persisted. He never went out much. He went to the pub in the 
local village on the Saturday evening. A fat ageing woman sat at the bar. Her face was caked in 
powder and her forgetting to put on any Hpstick made her features the more ashen. She wore a 
canary yellow trouser suit; the fashion belt hung loose from one loop, the other had broken. One 
ringed hand steadied her on the bar, the other tugged a Gin glass towards her pale mouth. She was 
drinkmg too much, as he guessed she had done for the last eight or nine years. She sobbed to no-one 
in particular about her bastard of a husband who'd gone abroad on business without telling her. Each 
time she wiped her wrinkled cheeks of tears a large smudge of powder would tear also. She sobbed 
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on. The cleaner had walked out the day before and now she was in the house on her own with all 
eight bedrooms to maintain. He had it all. He guessed her husband was a company director and more 
than likely having an affair with his stupid secretary. The woman lolled, he finished his drink, paid 
and walked back up to the school. He didn't notice, he didn't want to notice, the moon peering up 
from the stream which meandered across the meadow, it didn't mean anything to him. He kept 
huddled in his coat, leant against the wind and pushed quickly on. 

Sunday he made brunch and listened to music. He wrote letters and looked at some of the boys' 
work he'd forgotten to give back. The stories were all about the beauty of the countryside, the glory 
that was England. All that rubbish about the Empire, he thought, was still being injected into them. 
Calm, sedate, lifeless England. None of the electricity of the States. The thoughts of home cheered 
him some; he slept for a while. In the evening he went to the pub again; it was the only thing resem
bling Life in the area. The same woman was there, the same canary; she hadn't mended the loop for 
the belt. This time she was less drunk, her husband was still abroad though. She talked about her 
family, to him now. She had three adult children. The family had a flat in London, she told him. She 
told him how the youngest son, (they were all boys), loved to spend his bachelor days, and nights, 
living in the flat. From there he'd go out on the Town: take his girlfriends to dinner, go to a disco, go 
to a pop concert. How he loved walking around Camaby Street, she exclaimed. How he loved London. 
How she had loved London when she was young. Then he looked up and studied the look of sad 
reflection in her dying eyes. She gazed at the bar wall. A beer drinker's map of England; one of those 
'Give For The Blind' string socks and 

'It is an offence for persons who are, or who appear to be under the age of 18 .. .' 
was all that gazed back at her. She asked his age, saying such a young handsome American as he 
couldn't be old enough, surely, to buy drinks in pubs. He despised her sort: got drunk at each and 
every cocktail party and flaunted her unwelcome self on men, bachelor or no. Quickly he asked more 
about her son. She thought, for a moment, he meant the eldest, the one who was about to make 
Mummy a proud Grandmother. Oh, but he meant the youngest. She repeated just how much he loved 
London: the bright lights, the plays, the night clubs. The swinging sinful life, she giggled. The giggle 
failed in all its intentions to be seductive. To him it was a pathetic cackle, nothing else. God, he hated 
the idea of age and what it would do to him. He wanted to stay young, join a new life. He thought of 
the film Midnight Cowboy: disillusioned country guy joins the life of the Big City. He'd learned a lot 
from that film, all he needed now was a bit of savoir faire and he could go, perhaps tomorrow. The 
bright lights was what he wanted, what he needed. An antidote. The fat woman was drunk. She fell 
off the bar stool and held herself up only by grabbing on to his sleeve. He helped her to her feet and 
she weaved off towards the ladies room. 

Monday mornings he always hated. At home he would be going downtown with his sister; she 
always window shopped Mondays. He'd go to the bar, meet friends. Instead he was to spend a lifeless 
lesson in a destroyed classroom with lifeless pre-adolescents. It was the same class he'd been taking on 
Friday. Arrogant crowd of stockbrokers' children, he decided. Majorca for the Summer, Italian Alps 
for Easter; but these kids were too young to enjoy the life of the places where they spent their time. 

But this. This place was dead. Dead. He couldn't be bothered with any work, so he gestured to a 
boy to read his story out loud to the class. He wondered when his sister would find that letter and 
come running back up to the house, his home. He wasn't listening at all as the boy began reading 
aloud. 

'The man was tired of work, he missed his home. He didn't like the boys or the other teachers 
one bit. He hated the quiet of the place. He really wanted to go to a place which had a lot more fun 
in it.' 

... the girls he used to date, the cars he loved to fool around in. 
'So he left the school he taught in and went to London. He went to a small hotel and Lived very 

badly because he didn't have a lot of money. So he wrote to his parents and told them. So his parents 
sent him some money and he spent it. He met lots of people and pretty girls and went to expensive 
restaurants. He went to lots of discotheques and parties and became very popular.' 

... the driving north at weekends to the house, Blue Blinds on Sugar Hill, New Hampshire. 
' But he spent all his money and didn't know why the girlfriends didn't telephone him any more. 

He had to sell his snazzy car and he didn't clean his suits when they got dirty. He didn't have the fun 
he used to, all the parties got boring, all the shoes got holes, all the discotheques he found he'd been 
to before. He had no money now and one day he came back to the hotel and he fell through the 
glass front door because he had drunk a lot. He didn't pay his bills and the hotel manager told him to 
leave. So he had to leave but he had nowhere to go. He walked around the city but he was lost and 
alone.' 
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... the ski-ing parties at the Club bar during the season, the late nights and the hangovers he 
laughed at after. 

'And he had to live in a dirty hostel because he had no money and he grew a beard because he had 
lost his razor. One day he got his coat caught in a door and it ripped but he didn't have the money to 
mend it. And it was just one of those funny things, the car came round the comer and hit him. And 
he was dead, and no-one buried him, in the city, because he had no money, he couldn't afford to die.' 

There was quiet in the room. He was still thinking of New Hampshire. 
'Sir?' 
He looked up, the dream was gone and he was back with the class. 
'What do you think, sir? It was about you, sir.' 
He paused a moment, trying to gather what the kid was talking about. Then he remembered that 

he'd told one of them to read out a story. He complimented the child, it was a good story, he said, 
but the story lacked, what should he call it ... life? He hoped the boy wouldn't question him. He 
hadn't even heard the story. The class ended and the boys left the room. 

He sat alone and thought. He made up his mind, hand in his notice. He wanted a new life. He 
decided there and then to go to London. He didn't have much money, but he could mail Mum and 
Dad. They'd send him some, sure. 

Alone 

The young boy looked grimly at his frostbitten hands and shivered. The shiver was not only 
because of the cold but also at the thought of what would happen to him if he did not find some 
firewood. His numb hands felt for his face and, although he could feel nothing, he vividly recalled 
the last time that he had failed in his task. He was sick to death of living in a hideous, brutal world 
in which he was the only child, but he realised there was no escape. 

He looked up to the small hut that seemed, from where he stood, to be perching precariously 
in mid-air. Deep down inside he longed for warmth and shelter from the driving snow although he 
knew what awaited him in the hut. 

The snow was coming down harder now, and although he was very reluctant to give up hope he 
knew that it was unlikely that he would find firewood before the light failed. Minutes later he began 
to trudge back up towards the hut, very conscious of the reception committee that would greet him. 
As he came closer he could feel his heart pounding in his chest and as he drew within ten yards of 
the hut he suddenly, for no apparent reason, felt warmth flow through his body. 

He paused when he reached the door and stood still for more than two minutes. He knew that 
sooner or later he would be forced inside by the sheer bitterness of the cold and the driving snow. At 
last he placed his shaking hand on the handle and gently turned it. The door opened just a little and 
be tried to squeeze through so as to avoid detection, but immediately he knew that one of the men 
had seen him. They were playing a card game around the table as the boy stood by the door shivering 
and cowering away from the bright light above the card table. He knew very well that within the next 
few seconds the whole assembly would be informed of his abrupt en try. 

"Well, look what the wind blows in!" said the first of the men. 
Instantly, nine pairs of rough, beady eyes turned to look at the boy. At once he felt something 

in the pit of his belly telling hin1 that he was in very great trouble. 
"Well, where's all this firewood then, boy?" questioned another bearded figure, who seemed to 

be in charge of the group. The boy just remained silent, for he knew from his past experience that it 
would be better for him rather than to try to make up some feeble, half-witted excuse. It had not 
been too long ago that he found himself in exactly the same dilemma and he had considered himself 
lucky to escape serious and very painful injuries. He sensed now that he might not be so lucky this 
time, but all the same he decided to keep his silence. 

"No firewood?" demanded one of the men as he got up from his seat and almost threw it back 
in to its place under the table. This seemed to be some sort of a signal for all the oilier men to get up, 
which they did at once. The only man to remain seated was 'The Leader' of the group who just 
stared fixedly into the eyes of the boy, seemingly unconcerned by the sudden activity of the others. 

The boy bravely stood his ground as the men closed in on him. He waited for the first blow to 
come. It did not take long: within seconds he had been struck to the ground. He felt excruciating 
pain as metal boot tips thudded into his small, weak bones. The pain was followed by a strange 
numbness and then suddenly all feeling disappeared and everywhere there was darkness. The boy 
felt a wave of happiness flow through him and for the first time in his short life he knew that he was 
not alone. 

D. C. Hadjigeorgiou 
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Dreams 

Switch off the light. 
I just want to release the hesitations 
I need to relax the desperation. 
This is the time to get into bed, 
And stop the echo in my head. 
A dream of my own, 
Will take me to a place, 
Where I can act all alone, 
With no care for this race. 
Dreams with no more of running from death, 
No more of running this life. 
Please - fade away the light. 
It's blinding my very sight. 

Nicholas Lusher 

After 



Pilgrims 
Bryanston 
Canford 
BlundeUs 
Christ's College, Brecon 
Taunton 
King's, Taunton 
Blackrock College, Dublin 
Downside 
Belmont Abbey 
Radley College 
Clifton College 

H 
A 
H 
A 
A 
H 
A 
H 
H 
A 
H 
H 

Lost 
Won 
Won 
Won 
Lost 
Won 
Won 
Drew 
Won 
Won 
Won 
Won 

Sport 

Rugby 

1st XV 

Playing Record 

0-13 
19 - 6 
39-10 
10 - 7 

3 - 22 
38- 6 
27 -13 
6 - 6 

15 - 6 
16 - 6 
20-15 
II - 6 

As was stated by many voices during the lead up to the first match, the XV would do well to win 
the majority of their inter-school games. The record clearly shows that the season proved to be 
successful, in that only two matches were lost; although it does not show the attractive and open 
style of rugby which was being attempted in all games. The fact that the wingers scored twenty-one 
tries between them must be just reward for not deviating from this exciting style of football. In 
comparison with the XV's of the previous five years, the team this year was thought not to possess 
the same talent. Possibly those who agreed with this theory were referring only to the front five . 
Certainly height and weight were at a premium in this group, although this was more than equalled 
by the speed and ball handling ability, not only of the back row, but also of the front five who 
created numerous opponunities for the backs to show their true capabilities. 

To allow the XV to expand their game changes had to be made, the most drastic of these was 
Mark Peplow's move to openside flanker and Guy Redmond to hooker. After a difficult opening 
spell against the Pilgrims and Bryanston both proved to be a great success. Our abiJity to create 
second phase possession off opposition ball was initially due to the speed and dctennination of 
Mark Peplow, followed closely by Charlie Cameron and the other forwards. This type of ball proves 
to be better for usage, by the backs, rather than the stereotyped play of old. The XV always had the 
belief that they could win matches without being able to dominate the set pieces. This was certainly 
evident at Bryanston where we saw little of the ball and yet were able to score three tries, one of 
which proved to be wholly opportunist. From this match onwards the confidence was always apparent 
that we could soak up pressure and stilJ find the willingness and ability to counter attack from all 
points on the field. Credit for this must go to Ian Young, Hugh Francis and Jeremy Perkins who as 
a trio showed how to deal with poor kicking by the opposition and change defence into attack with 
both strength and pace. 

The high point of the first section of the tenn was undoubtedly the second half against King's 
Taunton, when the XV as a whole showed rugby football in its best light. The Sunday Telegraph 
reporter who was present stated: 'It was the best attacking rugby he had seen for a number of sea
sons'. The possible reason for us hitting this high point was the fact that King's were also willing to 
run the ball at us which is something the majority of sides had little intention of doing. Basically they 
were playing to our strength and away from their strength. 

The long away trip to Christ's College, Brecon proved to be rather an eye-opener to a number of 
the team who on this occasion tended to be spellbound by the superb handling ability of the Welsh 
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The 1st XV: Clive as High Priest 

side on a day which was not made for backs. The disappointing aspect of the day was not the fact 
that we lost but that for long spells in the game we allowed ourselves to be dominated by forceful 
aggressive play. VirtualJy any ball going loose was won by the opposition whose commitment on the 
day was typical of the school. The good point to come out of this defeat was the realisation that 
pressure had to be put on opponents for seventy minutes in every part of the field. This type of 
pressure play was evident in the game against Blackrock College, Dublin, when very much against the 
run of play we led 6 - 3 going into the last few minutes of the game only to give away a penalty to 
allow them to draw. 

Arter half-term our rugby went from strength to strength culminating in an excellent victory over 
Radley College playing the type of rugby which not only is enjoyable to play , but is also enjoyable 
to watch. The loose play combined with the back play proved to be the best of the term. As the game 
progressed Radley's hopes were pinned on an extremely long and accurate goal kicker who not only 
converted their try but also kicked three long range penalties. From an historic point of view the 
Downside game is viewed with the greatest fervour. Unfortunately the quality of play on that day did 
not match the occasion, mainly owing to Downside's desire to kill all loose ball. This negative attitude 
to football certainly proved to be their undoing with the XV running out winners at 15 - 6. 

The one away trip of this part of the term to Belmont Abbey proved to be difficult mainly owing 
to the lack of atmosphere. The first half of this game was without doubt our worst spell of the term. 
No matter how hard anyone tried we seemed incapable of stringing more than two passes together. 
Having played with the wind for the first half and turned round at 3 - 3, the writing was on the wall 
especially when their fly half kicked a penalty to lead 6 - 3. At this point, having been pinned in 
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our twenty-five for a lengthy spell, we suddenly opened out to give Jeremy Perkins just enough space 
to beat his man and run seventy yards for a try. The transition which took place was quite incredible. 
Scrummaging became dominant, all loose ball was won and used positively , and with the backs 
coming alive we ran-out winners 16 - 6. 

The final game of the term, although won, proved to be a very disappointing affair. Possibly the 
XV thought that if they played well they would run up a few points. Unfortunately the cold, our 
inability to maintain attacks for any length of time, allied to Clifton's desire to be negative , was too 
much to overcome at this stage of the term. 

My grateful thanks to Charlie Cameron for his leadership both on and off the field. Thanks must 
also go to Iain Young for his efficiency in running the junior house matches and also to Simon 
Williams for stepping into the captaincy when Charlie Cameron was injured. Thanks must also go to 
A.M.D. for all his help to those on the Upper. 

Congratulations must also go to Iain Young on his selection for London Scottish Schoolboys XV 
on New Years Day and also to Tim Dicken who captained the South XV against the South West. 

Squad: I. L. M. Young, H. Francis, T. J. W. Dicken, N. C. Lusher, J . M. T. Perkins, W. J. Rydon, 
S. D. Williams, P. J. Taylor, C. J. N. Redmond,, A. C. Quinlan, A. Kemp , A. J.M. Spink, 
G. Deacon, C.R. Martin, H. G. Stewart, M. T. Peplow, C. M. S. Cameron (Capt.). 

The 1st XV: Do you bite your thumb at us, sir? 
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2nd XV 

Every season there seem to be 'in' words to describe the methods and tactics employed by rugby 
teams. The 2nd XV vocabulary this year was limited to two printable words, 'options' and 'lunatic' ! 
'Options' was the key word on the lips of many rugger coaches: a word used to bring home to players 
that there are many ways in which a given situation can be developed and not just the stereotyped 
patterns of present day club rugby. 'Lunatic' described the methods by which the 2nd XV deployed 
their options! 

The disadvantages of these methods are obvious: personal safety is threatened as once more the 
three-quarters narrowly miss colliding with their own posts as they open up the game from behind 
their own line - the left wing is on his knees, not praying that he might, for once, receive the ball, 
but he's just fallen there from sheer exhaustion and the forwards have no idea to which area of the 
ground they should be travelling for their next grapple. Does it mean that the team gives away stupid 
tries? Of course it does, some of them would have been too ludicrous to put into Laurel and Hardy 
films. Unnecessary risks are taken, but occasionally these lead to the creation of quite brilliant, 
unexpected tries. Even if tries do not result from the taking of such risks, everyone is assured of 70 
minutes of total involvement and enjoyment. 

Magical moments of the season included the Sherbome short penalty move which transferred the 
ball directly into opposition hands fo r a try under the posts; and the try at Clifton conceded within 
30 seconds of the start because we tried to run the ball from the fi rst ruck with the full-back already 
in the line and no-one covering. On the bonus side, though, were a constant stream of tries created 
from all areas of the field: particularly memorable was that scored at Huish College by Roddy Barrow, 
a prop. forward, after virtually everyone in the side had been involved in the move. The forwards 
improved enormously as the season progressed and, despite their lack of physical stature, provided a 
constant stream of possession for the three-quarters to weave their patterns or drop the ball! 'Ernie' 
Wise was the most penetrative three-quarter on our circuit by a wide margin and he would surely 
have made the I st XV but for his lack of experience in school team rugby. 

The team was very ably captained by Johnathan Uoyd whose play on the field was an example 
for all and whose administrative ability off the field made life so much easier for the master in charge! 

l.R.E. 

Pilgrims 
Bryanston 
Canford 
Milton Abbey 
Blundell's 
Taunton 
King's Taunton 
Downside 
Richard Huish College 
Radley 
Clifton 

Won 26-14 
Won 28 -0 
Won 18 - 13 
Won 2 1 - IS 
Won 34 · 6 
Won 46 - 12 
Won 15 · 10 
Lost 4 - 9 
Won 45 - IO 
Won 41 - 18 
Won 29 - 6 

Results 

Team : R. Maxwell, M. Wise, C. Lucas, M. Carey , M. Wade, J. DaJly, J . Lloyd, R. Barrow, D. Gossip, 
P. Taylor, M. Evans, P. Chavasse, H. Stewart, S. Buchanan, M. Lovell. 

-
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3rd XV 

The 3rd XV had a very successful season as well as a very enjoyable one. Although the same side 
was never fielded in successive matches the strength of depth on the lower was so great that the side 
was in no way weakened. The side was enthusiastically and vigorously led by J. Lane, who put his 
whole personality into the job. 

The forwards were very light but mobile and there lay the strength of the eight to win loose ball. 
R. Tice was a very quick hooker, at times too qukk! - the front row was aJways solid. P. Johnstone, 
in the second row stood out as a great worker and the back row of J . Lund, D. Manson and M. Cadle 
covered every blade of grass on the lower. 

The threequarters marshalled by W. Richards at Scrum Half, a player of great talent, and C. 
Knechtli at Fly HaJf were aJways very dangerous. The speed of the wings, J. Nicholl and J . Daunt was 
too much for most schools as was exemplified by J. Nicholl scoring 5 times against Bishop Wordsworth. 
The centres M. Ambrose and R. Powe were aJways dangerous, especially the long-striding Ambrose. 

Rugby is a competitive game_and the 3rd XV competed at all times and gave their aJI. It is also a 
sport to be enjoyed and it pleased me more than anything else in the season to have four or five 
players come up to me and say that they had enjoyed the match against Bournemouth School - (the 
best side we played, lost 26 - O) - far more than any other. That is the true spirit of sportsmanship. 
Long may it continue in Sherbome - and with teams like this there is no doubt of it. 

My thanks to C.H.R.N. for his help with the running of the Lower. Also our thanks to the Lower 
for a very generous liquid gift - still to be opened at the time of writing. 

Shaftesbury G .S. 1st XV 
Canford 3rd XV 
Blundell's 3rd XV 
Christ's Brecon 2nd XV 
Bishop Wordsworth 2nd XV 
Bishop Ward School J st XV 
King's Taunton 3rd XV 
Downside 3rd XV 
Clayesmore I st XV 
Bournemouth I st XV 
Clifton 3rd XV 

Won 
Won 
Won 
Won 
Won 
Won 
Won 
Lost 
Won 
Lost 
Won 

Results 

31 - 0 
26- 9 
30-10 
16 - 9 
48- 0 
22 - 7 
30- 6 
0 - 3 

12- 6 
0-26 

14 - 0 

Team: J. Daunt;J. Nicholl ; R. Powe;H. Ambrose; G. Knight; C. Knechtli; W. Richards; D. MacAdam; 
G. Tice; R. Hammersley ; J. Lane; P. Johnstone; J. Lund; M. Cadle;D. Manson. 

Also Played: R. Barrow; S. Buchanan; R. Corlett; W. Egerton-King; P. Garlick ; A. Henderson; 
J. Lucas; C. Prentice; A. Quinlan; J. Zealley; H. Williams. 

4th XV 

Under the authoritive and imaginative leadership of Hugh Williams, the Fourths played some 
exhilerating rugby, running everywhere and effect~vely playing Barker, the full-back, as an extra 
centre. Most matches were easily won, and in a relaxed mood many points were scored. Sandall's 
winning try in the last minute at Bryanston; Henderson's two tries in a I 0-7 win over Foster's; several 
exciting runs by Fielder and Fitzpatrick; the mole-like industry of Wright as wing or prop; the awe
some sight of Talbot destroying all obstacles in his path, friend or foe; the speed of Cadle and Gibson 
as flankers - these were a few of the highlights. Of more sober hue was the 50-0 annihilation at the 
hands of a vastly superior Foster's 1st XV, but to their credit the team kept trying, and indeed two 
days later won a match by 46-0. The high scoring owes much to the colossal kicking of Tustain, a 
shrewd fly-haJf. Unbeaten against other 4th XV's, the team gave the 3rd's many a fright in practice 
and underlined the depth of taJent within the school. 

C.H.R.N. 
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The Lower: Cr09S-eountry with a ball 

Colts A XV 

Played 12 Won7 Drawn 0 Lost 5 

In a season that was as incident-packed as this one was, it is easier to identify various phases 
through which the season developed , rather than attempting to summarise twelve matches in one 
sentence. 

The opening games were characterised by some increasingly expansive back play, characterised by 
by the four tries scored against Canford. The philosophy of giving the ball a good deal of air was 
accepted by all and the half-back partnership of Robert Rydon and Jimmy Burgett set up many 
chances for those outside them. Tim Williams and Bob Mackean were both to prove themselves 
as incisive and penetrative runners although neither were as consistently fluent in their play as they 
will need to be in the future. Douglas Hornell-Scott showed how much he had developed from his 
experiences in last year's Colts side by running excitingly on the wing and by a considerably tighter 
defence. 

Our two excursions into Wales were to prove acutely disappointing experiences and the two last 
minute defeats were as inevitable as they were regrett able. At least in Brecon we had played well for 
most of the game; unfortunate defensive mistakes gave points to opponents who were capable of 
taking advantage of them. The Belmont game was devoid of atmosphere and satisfaction; our play 
reflected this. 

The three defeats against King's Taunton, Radley and Clifton, were characterised by the fact that 
we lost the forward battle heavily, particularly in the tight. Ill-luck in the form of the injuries to 
Rupert Backhouse and John Seagrim was to prove to be significant here. Their front-row combination 
with Hugo Alexander had been of great value early in the season. Their day will come, however. 
Being under pressure in the tight put a much greater tackJjng lead on the back row and especially 
sturdy efforts were displayed in the testing Radley fixture. Richard Lloyd, Richard Spencer and Alex 
Nicholl earned their caps in this game alone. Nick Capom developed well throughout the season, and 
with a little more aggression in the line-out and fluency in his kicking, he could be an important 
asset on the Upper in the future. 

As a squad we were fortunate to have the benefit of frequent visits by DAS and AMD and they 
deserve our thanks. Thanks are also due to Tim Williams for captaining the side with great enthusiasm 
and understanding. 
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Colts 'B'XV 

Played 8 Won3 Drawn 1 Lost 4 

At first sight the playing record looks unimpressive but each defeat was by a narrow margin and 
over t1ie term the team scored 18 tries, and conceded only 6. Against weak opposition, who allowed 
the side to settle down and gave them space outside, the team played attractive rugby, but were too 
inconsistent and lacking in pace against sharper sides. Throughout the term the forwards played well 
in the tight, improved in the lines out but lacked real flair in the backrow. The outsides lacked the 
confidence in their own ability to beat a man and as a result often looked hesitant, but against 
Shaftesbury and Oayesmore they threw the ball around and scored 14 tries. Failure to kick penalty 
goals cost us the games against Canford and Milton Abbey. A sleepy first half display allowed King's 
Taunton to tum round 10 points up before we shook ourselves and scored two excellent tries, but 
once again failed to kick the extra points. The game against Radley was a Jekyll and Hyde affair. 
Radley ,looking very sharp outside, scored two quick tries before we were warmed up but in a spirited 
second half display we were unlucky not to reduce the gap. 

My thanks to Johnny Johnstone for being an efficient captain and to the rest of the squad for 
remaining cheerful and enthusiastic even when success seemed always just out of their reach. 

M.J.H. 

The following played: J. M. Johnstone, T. H. Yarde-Leavett, M. C. Bennett, J. W. M. Boyd, M. N. 
Day, P. McMahon, R. A. Caines, R. P. Romer-Lee, R. N. Kerr, S. C. Reid, A. C. Tresidder, 
B. R. Coode-Adams, G. C. R. Budden , A. J. Watkins, J. W. N. Peck, R. J. Turner, C. J. Stubbs, 
J. R. Roberts West, B. R. Curry, H. D. Thomas, C. K. R. Wetherall, A. St. C. Holbrook, C. A. 
Tombs. 

Results 

Shaftesbury G.S. H Won 31 - 4 
Canford H Lost 3- 4 
Milton Abbey A Lost 0- 6 
King's Taunton A Lost 8-10 
Downside H Won 7- 0 
Clayesmore H Woo 37 - 3 
Radley H Lost 3 - 1 I 
Clifton H Drawn 4 - 4 

Junior Colts 

Played 12 Won 10 Drew l Lost 1 

This term has been highly successful despite a number of injuries to key players, which left the 
team decidedly weaker. Summers, Crinks, Gilshenan, Millar, Thorne, Plewman and Sharpe were all 
unavailable on occasions and yet despite this we lost only one of our twelve matches. The Loss was 
against King's Taunton who so completely dominated up front that we were starved of possession 
and only looked like scoring through the opposition's mistakes 

Throughout the season we met teams whose forwards were far bigger than our own and as a result 
we rarely gained more than 50% of set piece possession. However, a good back row combination of 

Chambers, Bryant and Hartley coupled with some excellent mauling by Tice frequently won us more 
than our fair share of loose ball. Although the front five lacked size they worked hard, and Cranton 
in particular improved tremendously as the season progressed. 
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The backs handled very well and towards the end of the season began to run elusively and dan
gerously, but this is still an area of their game which needs to be developed more fully if they are to 
continue to be successful. They all have a great deal of potential which cannot afford to be wasted 
through sloppy play or bad habits. It was encouraging to see that both Sharpe and especially Hunt, 
did more than fill the gaps when injury struck. 

Rugby must be a fifteen-man game if it is to be enjoyed by players and spectators alike , and the 
Junior Colts succeeded in this. The record shows that thirteen of the regular fifteen scored and 
Waddy was top scorer with 65 points; only two points less than the total scored against the team. I 
would like to congratulate all those in the squad for making this term so enjoyable and I wish them 
every success in the future. My thanks also goes to Mr. Carling for all his hard work and help. 

Montgomery of Alamein 
Bryanston 
Can fo rd 
Westbury 
Blundell's 
Taunton 
King's Taunton 
Downside 
Mill field 
Westfield 
Radley 
Clifton 

Won 23 -4 
Won 19 - 14 
Won 29 -4 
Won 12-6 
Won 38 -6 
Won 8 -0 
Lost 0 - 15 
Won 15 -8 
Won 10-4 
Won 40 -3 
Drew 0 -0 
Won 7 - 3 

Results 

Points: For 201 Against 67 

AXV 
BXV 

PIO 
p 8 

W7 
W5 

Under 14 Rugby 

DO 
Dl 

L3 
L2 

F204 
Fl 35 

L.D.G. 

Al 18 
A 56 

The Under 14's have had an enjoyable and quite a successful season. Led by the formidable 
figures of Adderley and Brook respectively, both the A and the B XV's played some good rugby. For 
our part, what pleased us most was that a group of rather lost little boys managed to transform 
themselves into competent players in so short a time , even though they succeeded in causing us 
considerable doubt and anxiety on the way. We learned quickly that the boys had their own ideas 
about the purpose of the game. The backs, for example, were convinced that being tackled was an 
excellent opportunity for giving the ball to an opponent, while the forwards were always careful to 
leave large gaps in the line-out so that the opposition could trample over their scrum-half. Sadly, we 
felt compelled to stifle this original approach to the game with the very ordinary result that, by half
term, we were able to field two rather useful teams who won all their remaining matches except the 
frustrating encounters at Clifton. 

The strength of the A team lay in its pack which changed very little in the course of the season. 
We thought that they were quite big for their age until we saw some of the opposition. There were 
times when we wondered if we were not playing another school's Colts by mistake. Nevertheless, 
their tight play was good and they more than held their own against heavier packs such as Radley 
and Millfield. We were also lucky to have such a good jumper in the line-Out as Foreman. However, 
the back row was perhaps our greatest strength. Ewen, Roberts and Bradby did much to ensure the 
success of the team. There was scarcely an occasion in the term when we were beaten in loose play 
and there must be opposition backs who shudder still when they remember Bradby's imitation of 
a cannonball. 
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The B team braved the rigours of practices and, after having been knocked alJ over the pitch for 
several weeks, began to develop their own style of play which, for reasons best known to themselves, 
depended upon mauling rather than rucking. Brook, Kellow and Moody were the great exponents of 
the art especially after their victory over Sandhurst, a match in which the team grew up and played 
well for the first time. The maul of the season, however, was the occasion when the redoubtable 
Pickles methodically forced down an opponent with the ball and continued to maul some half an inch 
or so above t11e grass. At that point his opponent gave up. 

The three-quarters produced some fine displays of running rugby but their play could be fitful 
and sometimes ill-disciplined. When Milne and Goswell were not together in the centre, it showed. 
The team's performance was always less assured. Nevertheless, there are a number of promising 
players here for the future. 

True to fonn, the B team backs did not do what was expected of them and played best in the worst 
conditions of the season at Downside. It was a fine victory and it says much for their handling that 
Holbrook and Pilbrow on the wings had enough running to do to escape frost-bite. 

On the whole it has been a successfuJ season though there have been anxious moments. The matches 
played at Blundell's and Taunton were not happy occasions for the A XV, and the B XV was com
prehensively defeated by Bishop Wordsworth School early in the season. Yet both teams were able to 
come back and improve. The A team played well against Radley and produced excellent performances 
against King's Taunton and Millfield, while the B team had their moments in the Sandhurst, Downside 
and Clayesmore games. 

A XV Longrigg, Simpson, Milne, Goswell, Sirley, Emley, Nash, Rosser, Knott, Morris, Adderley, 
Foreman, Ewen, Roberts, Bradby. 

B XV Taylor, Pilbrow, Rix, Paul, Holbrook, Wright, Wilde, Hadjigeorgiou, Pickles, Brook, Kellow, 
AJlmand-Smith , Mason , Moody, Bramble, Jory. 

D.P.J. & R.D.R.M. 

Golf 

In the year since the last report appeared, the School's golfers have earned two particular dis
tinctions. After a good many near misses over the years, Sherborne (this time represented by Simon 
Barclay-Brown, Clive Martin and Nick Sandall) at last won their way into the final of the Aer Ungus 
International Schools' Championship. Their fine performance in a strong field in the regionaJ quali
fying round was, however, doomed to frustration; for, when the final was played in the Easter holidays, 
not one of the three was able to take part. Not surprisingly, the limited experience of their replace
ments was not equal to the demands of medal play at international level ; so, unfortunately, an 
Everest expedition was lost without trace in the foothills. 

In October, Clive Martin distinguished himself by tying for first place in the Dorset Schools' 
Championship; even if local knowledge may have been an asset (it was played this year at Sherborne), 
this was a fine effort amongst very talented opposition. Sadly, he lost at the fifth hole of the play-off, 
but had the consolation of winning the handicap prize. Subsequently, both he and Nick Sandall were 
selected for the County schools' team. 

The other events of the year were sandwiched between these two splendid achievements. Twelve 
inter-school matches were played, of which only two were lost. This was a creditable record for teams 
whose composition was, deliberately, always changing, so that a maximum number of players could 
gain experience of different courses. Besides these contests, the school once again took part in the 
Burnham tournament; but , rather against expectations, came away empty-handed, after defeat in the 
first round by Marlborough and , later, in the final of the ''Plate" by Radley. 

Those who played in at least four matches during the year were Barclay-Brown (capt.), Martin; 
Sandall ; Aubin; Macintosh; Sinker; Drew; Prentice; Savidge; Parsons. 

Besides the inter-school games, the usual, and always enjoyable, fixtures took place against the Old 
Shirbumian G.S. (in J uly and September), and against the Parents at Commem. The inter-house 
competition was won by The Green, and the Kemp Cup by Clive Martin. 
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Orienteering 

There has been an influx of beginners to the sport this term, including Mr. Sammut. We have 
competed regularly in the South West Gallopen, and in the Avon Schools' League where we are now 
number eight out of forty-five schools. The beginners have received much support and sympathy 
from Mr. Sammut, and l know they have encouraged him too, especially after the Wessex Gallopen 
where he fell into the same pond twice. 

Mapwork is something we all work on and improve slowly with experience , but fitness can only 
be achieved the hard way. Eight of us have trained intensively this term with Mr. Harris and his dog. 
Such has been the effort on these occasions that "our eyeballs have been out on stalks" . Surely we 
must win something soon. 

Considerable effort was also channelled into the event at Coker Park on October 26th. This 
attracted over 250 competitors, and was run almost entirely by the dedicated Sherborne orienteers. 
It gave us all valuable practise in event organisation. 

The highlight (twilight) of the term was the British Night Championships at Sutton Park near 
Birmingham. T. Somers Cocks and I entered for this and ran, with some trepidation , over half an inch 
of snow and between iced-over ponds. We didn't win anything, but the hot soup afterwards was 
delicious. 

R.G. 

Orienteers this term: 
P. Messervy, T. Somers Cocks, R. Roberts, A. Upton, J . Smith, N. Parham, H. Wilkinson, T . Dineen, 
R. Price, R. Watts, A. Henderson, E. Brain, C. Ashmore, J. Reid, W. Chandler, T. Case, J. Dalling, 
R. Bridge. 

Sailing 

A mixed term for the sailing team, with three wins and three losses. The O.S.S. match was 
particularly enjoyable, against a star-studded O.S. team who had won the Bembridge weekend the 
previous week - congratulations to them. Cranleigh seem to have a jinx on us; the first match sailed 
on Frensham Ponds in Alpha's, vessels which looked more like floating tanks than boats, and the 
second at Poole on a day which demanded nothing more than one to be snuggled up at home with 
a whisky in one hand and a hot drink in the other! 

Turning to other matters, this term has seen the advent of a disreputable letter called 'No News', 
which the ma~a~ement disclaim_s all responsibility for! We have also been donated an Enterprise, in 
excellent cond1t1on, by Mr. Cassidy (O.S.) and to him we are extremely grateful. 

In the house sailing competition Abbey, Lyon, Wallace and Westcott are through to the semi-final, 
and we look forward to some close competition next term. 

Thanks, as ever, to Tom Gibbon for his enthusiastic captaincy, and to Andrew Yorke for his total 
dedication to the club and team. 

Marlborough H 
Can ford H 
Milton Abbey H 
0.S.S. H 
Cranleigh A 
Cranleigh H 
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Won 16~ -25 
Won 16~ - 25 
Won 17~-24 

Lost 22 - 19~ 
Lost l r. - 2 r. 
Lost I r. · 2 r. 

Results 

A. J. L. Gibson 
(Hon. Sec. of Sailing) 



ABBEY HOUSE 

The most creditable of all achievements by any member of the house must be that of Charlie 
Cameron, who follows John Love in being awatded a Morehead Scholarship. Other notable academic 
awards went to lain Young (Junior Longmuir), and Steve Wright and Mike Webb received Lower 
Sixth prizes (Steve got two). 

The music front was vastly improved by the arrival of Mt. Ellis as a House Tutor. Congratulations 
to Alastair Gibson for being awarded a Music Exhibition (for services rendered) and making, together 
with Mr. Ellis, the house concert such a success. 

Despite having five in the first XV, we were unable to reach the second round of the senior rugby 
competition (injury problems, of course). We did better when we fielded a strong hockey XI to play 
Kenelm. We scored two good goals but were held to a draw (Johnny Stock, our keeper, did well 
to bring them back into the game). We also drew 14-14 in the 5-a-side football final with the Digby. 

Nick Lusher and Andtew Quinlan have been chosen to captain the school squash and fives teams 
respectively 

Congratulations to Mt. Patterson on the announcement of his engagement. 
Good luck to Andrew, Charlie, Hugh, Nick and Simon in the big world ......... . 

Nicholas Ford 
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THE GREEN 

It has often been said that the Green exists solely as a warehouse for the school's cups. This term 
at least undermines such a standpoint. Amidst a spasmodic supply of hot water from our extensive 
and expensive new heating systems and numerous false alarms from our recently installed 'fire detec
tors', the house settled down to a broader range of activities, including an art competition, a debate, 
a bridge drive and the preparations for the Lent term's house play, 'The Fire Raisers.' (Not connected 
in any way with the term's dis~ster in the cottage.) 

On the academic side, Anthony Lane and George Newton were awarded a scholarship and an 
exhibition respectively, and only one 0 -level retake was failed. On an even more intellectual level, 
the house skits to conclude the term went down extremely well and included a superb cine film 
(thanks to Guy). 

Un fortunately, our attempts to reshuffle a sports-orientated society were marred by the U- l 4's 
collecting the rugger cup, and the seniors putting up a condemnably epic struggle in an extra-time 
marathon against Westcott. We will simply have to ~y harder to empty our shelves! 

D.C.M. 

WALLACE HOUSE 

Nothing more was added structurally to the house this term for a change, though the odd internal 
wall did need a bit of repair. Dean Wallace arrived soon after the beginning of term officially to open 
the house and a portrait of him was presented to the house by the six surviving housemasteis of 
Elmdene, among them Mr. Melvin and Mr. Oldham. 

The house continued to g_row in numbers; a previously confiscated bottle of vermouth {no trade 
names please) mysteriously appeared in the housemaster's drinks cabinet: we won quite a few rugger 
matches, not exclusively from the practice rounds; the housemaster casually replied, 'if you want one' 
on being asked for a cigarette instead of a blue book by a genuine non-smoker. 

Finally we wish our departing seventh formers John Zealley , Robert Harrison and Andy Bett the 
best of luck for the futuie. 

ABBEYLANDS 

Abbeylands somehow survived the long winter term, without any great achievement or success. 
Bath plugs continue to be hard to find. 

Our sympathy extends to our three Oxbridge candidates, none of whom were successful. So, the 
Awards Board must remain unaltered for another year. 

On the rugby field the thirds reached the final, but lost narrowly to School House. The amount of 
support was very pleasing - a good show of house spirit. As for the seniors team, they had to settle 
for a series of 'moral victories'. 

We look forward to the soccer season, and the house under the Pete Taylor regime. 
Abbeylands sends best wishes to all readers of the Shirbumian. 
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LYON HOUSE 

last term was an unusually quiet one in retrospect. Under the competent management of Robert 
Smith the house functioned smoothly, and this in itself is something commendable. It is not, how
ever, the stuff from which sparkling house reports are fashioned. 

On the sporting scene, the senior rugger team gave in gracefully in the semi-finals of the competi
tion after a surprising win over Abbey House. The juniors fared little better. On the other hand, 
Rupert Attlee completed a prestigious number of physical jerks of various descriptions and was amply 
rewarded by having his photograph taken with Brian Jacks. 

Socially, the highlight of the term was the end of term House supper, accompanied by the depar
ture of our Australian contingent; James Crawford has returned to sweat alongside Guy Matthews at 
Canberra Grammar, while Francis Greenslade is still in the country, farming sheep and 'completing 
his further education' . On the subject of University I shall close with the glad news that Michael 
Kitcatt has been awarded an exhibition to Oxford, while M. Carey also gained an award at Cambridge. 
Let us hope that next term will be more interesting than the last one proved. 

N.B.S. 
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Valete 

SCHOOL HOUSE 

T. P. Amheim 
Internal Scholar; School Prefect; 1st XI Soccer; 
1st VI Tennis (Capt.); Lyon Parsons Prize. 
(Divinity). 
Member of: Christian Forum; Science Society. 
To Queen's College, Cambridge to read 
Theology. (Exhibitioner). 

J. D. C. Atkinson. 
Hall keeper. 
Member of: Hellfire Club; Duffers. 
To University to read English. 

J. S. R. Dally. 
Entrance Scholar; House Prefect; 2nd X1 
Cricket; 2nd XV Rugger; 1st Basketball (Capt.); 
Jarrett Scholarship; Secretary of Whitehead 
Society. 
Member of: Science Society; Les Philosophes. 
Stage Manager. 
To St. John's College, Cambridge to read 
Natural Sciences. (Exhibitioner). 

G. H.J. Deacon. 
House Prefect; 1st XV. 
To Durham University to read Architecture 
and Anthropology. 

J. D. Higgins. 
Internal Exhibition. 
Head of House; School Prefect. 
School Geography Prize. 
Secretary of: Wildman Society; Epicurean 
Society; Editor of The Shirbumian. 
To St. John's College , Cambridge to read 
Geography. 

P. S. Messervy. 
House Prefect. 
Swimming Team; Cross Country Team (colours). 
Lower VT German Prize. 
Member of: Green Ribbon Club; Polyglottes. 
To Edinburgh University to read Modem 
Languages, then to R.M.A. on Army Scholarship. 

T. G. M. Morony. 
House Prefect. 
Fencing Team (Capt.); 5th XV (Capt.). 
Member of: Les Philosophes. 
To St. Andrew's University to read Economics. 

S. P. Robeson. 
House Prefect. 
1st VI Tennis; Jst V Squash. 
Member of: Les Philosophes. 
To Nottingham University to read Law. 

A. J .M. Spink. 
Head of School; Head of House. 
Entrance Scholar. 
l st XV; Fencing Team. 
Barnes Elocution Prize; Christopher Morcambe 
Prize for Science; Turing Physics Prize. 
Chairman of: Science Society;EpicureanSociety 
Secretary of Globe Society. 
Member of: Whitehead Society; Les Ph ilosophes. 
To Queens' College Cambridge to read Law and 
Natural Sciences. 
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ABBEY HOUSE 

C.R. M. Cameron. 
Head of School; Head of House. 
J st XI Hockey; 1st XV (Capt.). 
Member of: Duffers; Agora; Les Philosophes; 
Green Ribbon Club; Hellfire Club; Polyglottes. 
To University of North Carolina, Morehead 
Scholarship. 

H. Francis. 
House Prefect. 
I st XV; Sevens Team; Senior Athletics Team. 
English Longmuir Prize. 
Member of: Wildman; Duffers; Polyglottes. 

S. P. Griffin. 
House Prefect. 
Member of: Whitehead Society; Science Society 
To Pembroke College, Cambridge to read 
Natural Sciences (Exhibitioner). 

N. J. Ketley 
Entrance Exhibitioner. 
School Prefect. 
Member of: Science Society; Biology Society; 
Whitehead Society; Les Philosophes. 
To Downing College, Cambridge to read 
Medicine (Exhibitioner). 

N. A. Lambie. 
Member of: Biology Society; Science Society; 
Whitehead Society. 
To Magdalen College, Cambridge to read 
Natural Scineces. 

THE GREEN 

A. M. Lane. 
Entrance Scholar. 
Head of House; School Prefect. 
Bereny French Prize; School Prose Prize (2); 
School Poetry Prize (2); Kitson Vocal Prize; 
Wildman Latin Prize; Francis Iles Prize. 
Editor of The Shirbumlan. 
Member of: The Agora ; Duffers; lnterpretes; 
Polyglottes; Madrigals. 
To Trinity College, Cambridge to read English. 
(Scholar). 

G. P.H. Newton. 
Member of: Whitehead Society. 
Hon. Sec. of Science Society. 
To Pembroke College, Cambridge to read 
Maths or Engineering. (Exhibitioner). 
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HARPER HOUSE 

C. C. A. Woodward. 
Hallkeeper. 
To St. Peter's College, Oxford to read Natural 
Sciences and Engineering. 

WALLACE HOUSE 

A. B. G. Bett. 
Entrance Exhibitioner. 
House Prefect. 
English Verse Prize; Kitson Vocal Prize. 
Member of: The Agora; Duffers; lnterpretes; 
Philosophes; Polyglottes. 
Member of Jetlag. 
To University to read Philosophy. 

R. Harrison. 
House Prefect. 
Lyon Parsons Prize. (Divinity) 
Secretary of SYCOSS 
Member of Science Society. 
To Mansfield College, Oxford to read Theology 

J . K. Zealley. 
Entrance Exhibitioner. 
Head of House; School Prefect. 
Cross Country Team. 
Secretary of Globe and Les Philosophes. 
To St. John's College, Cambridge to read 
Geography. (Exhibitioner). 

ABBEYLANDS 

J. L. A. Lane. 
Entrance Scholar. 
Head of House. 
Secretary of Science Society. 
Member of: Whitehead Society; Biology Society; 
Les Philosophes. 
To Edinburgh University to read Natural 
Sciences. 

R. P. Thomas. 
Entrance Exhibitioner. 
1 st XI Soccer. 
Member of: Green Ribbon Club; 
Les Philosophes; Polyglottes. 
To University to read History. 
C. B. L. Watson. 
Hallkeeper. 
Leweston Classics Prize. 
Member of: lnterpretes; Hellfire Club; Green 
Ribbon Club; Les Philosophes. 
Member of Jetlag. 
To King's College, London to read History. 



LYON HOUSE 

M. 0. G. Carey. 
Head of House; School Prefect. 
1st XI Hockey (colours); 2nd XV; 3rd XI 
Cricket (Capt.). 
Barnes Elocution Prize. 
Secretary of Globe. 
Member of: Green Ribbon Club; Duffers. 
Sub-Editor of The Shirbumian. 
Producer of L6th Play and Oxbridge Play. 
To Sidney Sussex College, Cambridge to read 
Modem History. (Exhibitioner). 

S. R. Turnbull. 
House Prefect. 
Sailing Team. 
I st Orchestra. 
Member of Jetlag. 
To London Medical School. 

P. N. Walkington. 
Entrance Exhibitioner. 
Hallkeeper. 
Member of: School Choir; Whitehead; Green 
Ribbon; Madrigal; Mussoc. 
To York University to read History. 

R. C. W. S. Smith. 
Head of House; School Prefect. 
2nd XI Hockey (colours); 5th XV. 
Member of: Green Ribbon Oub; Agora; 
Polyglottes; Whitehead Society. 
To Mansfield College, Oxford to read Modem 
History. 

F. J.M. Greenslade. 
Hallkeeper. 
Francis Iles Prize. 
Member of: Wildman; Duffers; lnterpretes. 
To Adelaide University to read English. 

M. W. Kitcatt. 
Internal Scholar. 
School Prefect. 
Francis Iles Prize; Alison Blenkinsop History 
Prize; Junior l..ongmuir Prize. 
Editor of The Shirburnian and Newsboard. 
Hon. Sec. of: Chataway; Agora; Green Ribbon 
Club. 
Member of: Duffers; Hellfire Club; Polyglottes. 
To New College, Oxford to read History and 
Economics. (Exhibitioner). 

WESTCOTT HOUSE 

P. J . Macintosh. 
Entrance Scholar. 
1st V Squash (Capt.); Golf Team. 
Member of: Green Ribbon Club; He!Jfire Club;· 
Whitehead Society. 
To St. John's College, Cambridge to read 
Anglo-Saxon, Norse and Celtic. (Scholar). 

P. E. J. Sanderson. 
Raban Closed Exhibition. 
Head of House; School Prefect. 
1st XI Cricket. 
Ridout Biology Prize; Driver Chemistry Prize. 
Secretary of Biology Society. 
Member of: Science Society; Whitehead Society 
To Trinity Hall, Cambridge to read Natural 
Sciences. (Exhibitioner). 

P. G. Tustain. 
Internal Exhibitioner. 
Hallkeeper. 
1st VJ Tennis; 1st XI Soccer. 
To University to read Engineering. 

R. A. Wade. 
Entrance Exhibitioner. 
School Prefect. 
Harley Music Prize for Brass. 
Member of: School Orchestra and Band; 
Science Society; Whitehead Society. 
To Jesus College, Cambridge to read 
Engineering. (Scholar). 
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THE DIGBY 

A. Bickerton. 
Exhibitioner. 
Hallkeeper. 
Shooting Team (Capt.). 
Member of: Science Society; Whitehead Society 
Member of Jetlag. 
To Fitzwilliam College, Cambridge lo read 
Chemical Engineering. 

G. A. Hudson. 
Entrance Exhibitioner. 
School Prefect. 
4th xr Cricket (Capt.); 4th XI Hockey; 
Golf Team. 
Economics Prize (2); History Prize. 
Secretary of: Duffers; Wildman. 
Member of: Agora; Les Philosophes; Green 
Ribbon Club; Hellfire Club; Globe. 
To Brasenose College, Oxford to read History. 
(Exhibitioner). 

J.M. T. Perkins. 
Entrance Scholar. 
Head of House; School Prefect. 
l st XI Hockey; l st XV; Athletics. 
Secretary of Polyglottes. 
To University to read Architecture. 

W. Richards. 
House Prefect. 
1st XI Soccer; 3rd XV; 3rd XI Cricket. 
Plumtree Prize for Maths. 
Member of: Science Society; Whitehead Socitey 
To St Andrew's University to read Mathematics 
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