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Editorial 

It is Remembrance Sunday. The Abbey's packed for once, packed with late-middle-aged men, and 
women who still wear hats. The organ strikes up, the Union Flag is brought smartly to attention 
before the altar, and throughout the building people visibly swell with pride as the first few bars of 
the National Anthem d rone out. This is quite a strange sight if one considers it in comparison with 
attitudes in the everyday world. How do we see this in the light of the riots during the summer, the 
lack of faith in British Industry of the investors and the unwillingness of almost the entire populace 
to make any attempt to help bring Britain back to its previous heights? A Remembrance Service is 
in fact one of the few occasions where the phenomenon of patriotism is still publicly displayed and 
encouraged as a desirable quality. It is with this background that I would like briefly to investigate 
some of the attitudes towards patriotism that are prevalent in. the country al present, and then see 
whether I can draw any justifiable conclusions from this investigation. 

Patriotism is fairly easy to define; in the classical sense it is the quality of having love and pride 
in one's nation, and the willingness to do what benefits that nation regardless of one's own sacrifice. 
There is no reason why this definition should not satisfy us today; after all, it hardly altered since the 
days of Ancient Greece. This would be true, but patriotism no longer holds to such a neat meaning. 
It is tainted by many with the wrongs of our society, and in extreme cases it is considered as the 
standard under which fascism is rampant. It is this reek of politics that has encouraged many to take 
Samuel Jolrnson's view: 'Patriotism is the last refuge of a scoundrel'. The quotation comes from the 
eighteenth century, but the present lack of 'patriotism', which undeniably exists, certainly cannot be 
traced back to that time. Jndeed some of the most patriotic moments in our history have occured in 
the intervening decades, notably when the country has been at war. rt is in fact very tempting to say 
that the largely anti-patriotic climate that exists today was created as a reaction against war, by a 
disillusioned nation. Tempting, but not true: the people who fought in the last war, who have most 
right to be disillusioned, are those men and women who proudly attend the Remembrance Services 
forty years after their linest hour. No, the break with traditional views occurred later than tJ1at, with 
another generation who never had a war to unite them. That generation and now our generation have 
grown up during times when everything has appeared to be improving, progress in every field has 
never been so great, yet the country has inexorably hit low after low on all the indicators that mark 
the success of a nation. It is therefore not surprising that the general consensus of opinion has veered 
away from an overpowering pride in the country. Especially since, despite the apparent lack of 
prosperity , the discontented majourity now have more wealth than their predecessors and also more 
leisure time in which to consider the acute injustices of society. 

So far I have only been attempting to show the ways in which the patriotism of the British has 
waned during the past three decades. I must now try to decide whether this is of any importance to 
Britain's success or failure by standards set in the past. There are many arguments both in favour and 
against a patriotic outlook. Those most often cited in opposition to such a view, are concerned with 
the narrow-minded attitude that 'inevitably' stems from a high degree of patriotism. This argument is 
epitomised by a quotation from Elizabeth Gaskell's 'Sylvia's Lovers' which is actually commenting 
on the Napoleonic Wars and , 'That kind of patriotism which consists in hating all other nations'. It 
is not difficult to see that were patriotism to reach such an extreme level, then it would become very 
difficult for the country to avoid catastrophe. The catastrophe might not be war - the situation that 
Mrs. Gaskell implied - but would certainly be a grave economic crisis because of the importance of 
the interdependence of the various groups of countries in the world. Patriotism of this sort has 
become so unpalatable to many people, that they have totally rejected the idea of belonging to a 
particular nation and instead declare themselves as 'Citizens of the World'. This appears to be a very 
logical step; a ft er all there is no good reason why a quirk of fate should condemn one to a particular 
nation's ideology for the rest of one's days. So why not try to break down these illogically imposed 
barriers by renouncing concepts such as patriotism? 

History may one day show that people with this cosmopolitan view are ahead of their time. 
However, to take another quotation from the eighteenth century, this time from George Canning who 
wrote: 'A steady patriot of the World alone, 

The friend of every country but his own.' 
I suspect that this expresses the real reason for such a 'World Citizen's' standpoint. It is a negative 
attitude. It is not a love of humanity that drives them to reject patriotism but a hatred of that par
ticular part of humanity into which he happened to be born. I would venture that so long as the 
World's political structure continues in its present form, with the fundamental unit of government a 
country , then patriotism is a necessary evil. It is only through the individuaJ having a commitment to 
the country's success that the standards which aroused such discontent in the first place, may be 
raised or changed. Unfortunately true patriotism is a hard idea to instil since it is inseparably tangled 
with Nationalism. However, I feel that if we want to lift Britain from its present state, then we must 
all possess a commitment to the country as a whole, and risk old-fashioned patriotism. 



Sherbome Diary 

The term saw a multitude of plays, poetry readings, sporting events and babies. What a lot of 
babies! Great is the number of masters who have been heard talking wearily of nappy changes and 
six o'clock feeds. Nevertheless, enthusiasm has won through and Mr. Gardiner has been seen modelling 
the latest in romper suits (a tasteful brown creation) although he insists on calling it a •track suit'. I 
congratulate him and his wife on the birth of Jonathan Peter Deane, on the 11th or 12th of May: he 
is not sure which! I congratulate also M.A.S-W. and his wife on the arrival of Margaret Mary, a sister 
to Tom, Esther and John. (Keep up the good work.) The same to C.A.P.S. and his wife on Stephen 
John's birth. He is now building a trailer for his mini. Finally (what more!) Mr. Tommis has obviously 
taken at least one break from his spatial studies of Bradford, and my felicitations to him and his 
wife on Natasha, born in July. 

We waved goodbye to Mr. Cooper as Westcott's housemaster, but welcomed Mr. Lloyd as his 
successor. He is rumoured to have said hullo to the birds and trees before he greeted his future charges: 
but I know that this is not true, he would have said hullo to the flowers ftrst. 

The LVIth play recovered from a virulent disease, Scapino, (not dissimilar to sleeping sickness) 
and appeared in public as 'Outside Edge' a very funny play enjoyed by everyone. On the subject of 
plays the flagship of Sherbome drama, the good ship 'My Fair Lady', refused to flounder in the 
heavy theatrical seas and was an unprecedented success. 

Mr. Francis surprised us all when he announced that he was leaving temporarily to teach in Texas. 
It is rumored that the transfer fee to get him playing as quarter back for the Dallas Cowboys was in 
four figures. He has, perhaps, moved from poring over his lessons to padding out his body. 

Near the beginning of term the LVIth, with parents in tow, duly turned up to the Further Edu
cation Forum, and received lectures on Oxbridge, Redbrick universities and Polytechnics. The pro
ceedings were under the masterful eye of M.L.M. and began with the fust speaker reminiscing about 
soccer. Which I did not think was very wise in a school where the goals are worth three points not 
one. Some parents, despite the red-faced protestations of their offspring, asked questions : I expect 
that they were severely dealt with over luncheon. 

The Vth form, or at least some of it, decided that the above mentioned seminar in the Dig_by Hall 
was too staid an affair, and with courage and daring proposed an alternative venue. This involved the 
placing of the necessary seats on top of the classrooms (even with wastebins). Unfortunately the 
suggestion was not taken up and for a while the chairs were not taken down. The roofs in the Courts 
are where no Happy Harry dares to tread. Denners came to the rescue and scaled the craggy peaks 
to bring down the objects. 

The Old Music School became the focus of enormous artistic activity. During the term Michael 
Horovitz regaled us (when he was not selling his books) with poems and his anglosaxophone: a most 
peculiar instrument. Later Craig Raine read us his poetry from 'A Martian sends a postcard home' 
which was fun. 

Commem. saw the said building full and overflowing with the works of John and his son Edward 
Piper. The pictures seemed to consist of watercolours of nudes in bizarre positions, or combine 
harvesters in less bizarre positions. Mr. Cooper was given for a leaving present the painting of his 
choice. Alas! I cannot relate which he chose. 

The Cricket team, though not unbeaten (but then who is these days?) seem to have done very well 
by all accounts. The definitive ball by ball account comes later in the magazine. Bill Rydon appears 
to have bowled out most of the opposing teams in the space of his opening overs, which was impres
sively efficient. 

Mr. Barker arrived back at school late at the beginning of term having gone with the Sherborne 
'It's a Knockout' team. I understand that he went as the Joker and was misplaced for the inflatable 
bucket of real ale race , causing the trophy to be lost. My commiserations to him and the team: what 
a way to go! 

Finally, the time it is taking to mend our beloved Abbey had necessitated the starting of another 
appeal fund: The Save the Abbey Scafolding Fund'. Apparently owing to wanton disregard for its 
upkeep a fundamental part of the Abbey's structure is decaying and with it a vast slice of Britain's 
Heritage. 

The Sherbome Diarist 



Graham Stephenson 

lfltimately, a school such as Sherbome depends on excellence. It can be excellence in all manner 
of things, but at the end of the day, it is academic excellence that counts most. It was in this par
ticular respect that Graham Stephenson made his contnoution to the life of the school over a period 
of twenty-five years. 

Whether or not he really did know the way to the Upper must always remain a matter of con
troversy, but there was no doubting his scholarship, the fecundity of his mjnd, the ability to stir 
the duUest meeting to the height of frenzy, and the power to fill the debating chamber when it was 
known he was going to speak. Nor must it be forgotten how successful the History Department 
was in his fifteen years as Head, how many gained awards and places at Oxford, Cambridge and 
elsewhere, and how many others not set on University places nonetheless came away from Room 22 
their eyes opened, their minds aware, their interest provoked. It has been a remarkable and long
sustained achievement. 

That tall, gaunt figure , hands plunged deep in his coat pockets is much missed striding across the 
Courts. But at least he has left two things behind him of quality - his distinct flavour of books in the 
School Library that he was for long in charge of, and his own 'History of Russia', the surviving 
copies of which show that wear which comes of much reading by the boys for whom they were 
intended. Our best wishes to him for his retirement. 

J.J .B. 

M. S. A. Goodchild 

A polyglot from whose lips Polish , Russian or Welsh fell almost as easily as his immaculate French, 
German , Spanish and Italian, Michael Goodchild impinged decisively upon the fluency of any boy 
he taught. The runaway success of the school in all divisions of all three languages tested in the 
South West of England verse-speaking competition owed much to his tuition , and his wide experience 
as a member of the BBC schools council has been of benefit to aU the teachers of languages here. 
Whether as umpire, theatrical adviser or lecturer to the European Club on Chinese intonation, his 
enthusiasm remained total, and Christ's Hospital will be gaining a linguist of unusual breadth. We 
wish Kay and Michael and their three children all the best in their new home. 

C.H.R.N. 

R.W.S.F. 

Two years, on the Sherborne timescale, is but as a day . It would be - well, impertinent almost 
to talk of lasting influence and fond recollection on such a slight basis. And Ronald anyway enjoyed 
his own sense of the privileges that go hand-in-glove with the disadvantages of the en passant role. 
Teaching part-time made lime for writing, which in any context he would have regarded as his main 
activity, and such an arrangement, when it works happily, pays off both ways. English wouldn't, 
after all, be with us as a school subject if no one went through the solitary and endlessly time<on
suming busjness of getting things written. Despite the uneasiness that has always existed between 
writing and academic criticism, knowledge of how a thing is done remains among the main qualifica
tions for teaching it. 

That aside, safe though we may all feel from meeting ourselves somewhere in print, we'll miss the 
humour and inimitable incisiveness of Ronald's conversation, the well-judged ease and conoisseurship 
of his wardrobe, the man himself. 

5 



Bob Oarke 

Head Groundsman and Cricket Professional died suddenly on 3rd August, 198 1 

It was our loss at Sherbome that we knew Bob Clarke only for the last four years of his life. In 
that relatively short time, however, he established himself in the school community as an immensely 
hard-working, outgoing character and great lover of c ricket. 

Shirbumians are rather apt to take the grounds for granted but the remarkable quality of facilities 
extending for nearly a mile across the Upper, Young's and Carey's are living testimony to the work 
that Bob and his team put into them. His was a familiar figure striding purposefully across the fields 
and preparing wickets long before commuters dashed down Lenthay and Horsecastles in their cars 
on fine summers' mornings. He was also invariably the last to leave the ground late on a Saturday 
evening when the gates were finally shut on a week's cricket. Edges and hedges are often neglected 
on sporting grounds, not so at Sherborne where Bob insisted on everything looking immaculate. 

His main work was in preparing the basic facilities for vast numbers of boys to spend end less hours 
kicking, throwing, catching and hitting balls of all shapes and sizes, as well as running, jumping and 
other such athletic pursuits. He also found ti.me to do a good deal of cricket coaching. Here he had 
two essential assets, a knowledge of the game which only many years of good professional play can 
bring about and an understanding of how boys think and work. His cheerful character and trenchant 
comments endeared him to a whole series of young cricketers, not least on the I st XI tour of Holland 
in 1979 when his remarkable qualities of leading singing in canal-side bars came into its own! 

Robert Wakefield Clarke was born at Finedon, Northamptonshire on 22nd April, 1924. Between 
the ages when most Shirbumians are starting their• A' level courses and perhaps finishing off a degree 
at university he served in the Royal Navy. Six years at sea in war time provided camaraderie as well 
as the experience of appalling conditions in the Mediterranean and on Arctic convoys. Perhaps it 
was here that he developed his phlegmatic but gregarious approach to life. 

The war had given him no chance to start a peace-time career but the revival of county cricket in 
1946 gave him the opportunity to develop his obvious talents as a cricketer. He joined his local 
county Northamptonshire and played for them more or less regularly for the next decade. The bare 
statistics of his career tell us that he took 484 wickets at 34.60 runs each and scored 2,745 runs 
average 15.30. His best season was 1953 when opening the bowling with Frank Tyson he took 97 
wickets; and his best performances were eight for 26 from 25 overs against Hampshire at Peter
borough in 1951, and a score of 56 versus Nottinghamshire at Trent Bridge in 1948. Freddie Brown, 
captain of England in the early 1950's and later President of the M.C.C., was also captain of 
Northamptonshire for most of Bob's time there: 

'He was a great-hearted cricketer, pretty quick left arm round the wicket and useful orthodox 
left-hander at 9, I 0 or I I , who came off more often than not when the side was struggling! A 
great fielder anywhere (except the slips) and would more often than not take his catches with 
one hand! He needed watching in the field as one often found him 10 or 20 yards from the posi
tion he had been stationed! He was a great trier and no.one could have had a more loyal player 
in his side. We were all very fond of him.' 

Cartilage trouble had intermittently interfered with his playing career and in 1957 brought it to 
an end. He found a congenial and worthwile post as Head Groundsman and Professional at the 
Royal Naval College, Dartmouth where he spent five happy years and also played for Devon in the 
Minor Counties Championships. In J 962 he moved to a similar post at Christ's Hospital, Horsham 
where he remained until it was our good fortune to gain his services in the spring of 1978. 

We shall miss him greatly and offer our sincere condolences to his widow , Hilda. 
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B. A. Austin 

Basil Anthony Austin , inevitably known as 'Bunny', was born in Guernsey in 19 J 4, and educated 
there at Elizabeth College. He moved to Sherbome before the war and worked as an accountant 
for Rawlence and Squarey. In I 939 he joined the Dorset Yeomanry, and later during the war, served 
with the 15th Scottish Division in Holland and Germany. He returned to Rawlence and Squarey, 
with whom he worked for thirty years. 

After taking an early retirement on health grounds, he joined the School Staff as Deputy Custos 
in 1976. Though he was with the School for a comparatively short period, he quickly gained the 
respect and friendship of all those who came in contact with him. 

He set himself the hjghest standards and nothing was ever too much trouble for him. His cheerful 
acceptance of fresh duties made one reluctant to impose on one who never imposed on others, 
always preferring-to bear the bwden himself. The immaculate state of the B.S.R., the Chapel and the 
classrooms is his lasting memorial. 

His sudden death while working for the School on August 29th came as a great shock to all who 
knew him. The large attendance at his funeral by members of the School staff, the staff of Rawlence 
and Squarey (now Humberts) and members of the Yeovil Amateur Radio Club, of which he was an 
enthusiastic member, bore testimony to the affection in which he was held. 

To his wife Vera, who still works with the School, and his two sons, we offer our deepest sym
pathy on their loss. 

R. D. Macnaghten 
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Mr. Cooper 

Mr. Cooper retired as Housemaster of Westcott House this term after fifteen years of service. He 
continues to teach Geography at the school. Mr. Cooper succeeded F. King in 1966 to become 
the House's fourth Housemaster, and he looks back upon his years in Westcott as being divided into 
two distinct periods: 1966 - 1975, when there was House Catering; and 1975 - 1981 , when there was 
centralised catering. When boys ate in Westcott it was beneficial for lhe house in that there seemed 
to be a greater community spirit - although obviously there was much more work for the staff and, 
particularly , Mrs. Cooper. Central Feeding, he feels, turned meals into more of a functional occasion 
despite its obvious practicality. 

The New Wing had just been built when the arrived at Westcott, and as a result there were no new 
additions to the house on the structural side during the fifteen years. The fom1er kitchens became 
the Games Room/T.V. Room in 1976, and three new study bedrooms were created at the top of the 
house when the excess staff moved out. 

Mr. Cooper feels that over his years at Westcott housemastering grew more taxing, with more Lo 
be done , but that boys became easier to deal with, The 'sixties were a time of social change. Boys 
answered back. However, with the new flexibility of attitude seen in Sherbome in common with 
other public schools, the school became an easier place to live in at the end of the decade. He believes 
that it is beneficial , to a large extent, to allow boys to 'get on with it' - to justify their existence 
here. He saw his role as housemaster as a supervisory position , designed to keep things under control. 
The Prefects used to wield too much power in 1966; indeed Westcott was one of the first houses 
to do away with Prefect beatings at the end of that year. 
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Much more interest has been shown over the last fifteen years as to the future of boys. Careers 
advice was almost unknown before the late sixties, and Mr. Cooper recognises its importance. He 
became conscious over his years in Westcott of an increasing interest on behalf of the parents of 
boys in the house as to their son's progress and prospects. Consequently he summarises the role of 
a housemaster, bearing in mind his years in the house, as first a disciplinarian and secondly as looking 
after the welfare of boys. 

Westcott has long been associated with sport - and although Mr. Cooper readily admits that 
sport 'is not everything' - it is clear that a large part of his heart lies on the games fields. Success in 
sport has happily been a constant feature in Westcott and it has reflected in the morale of the house. 
He admits that that he became more philosophical about sporting success as time wertt on, but 
nevertheless he has many memories, notably the Three-Cock draw with School House in 1974. 

Throughout his years at Westcott Mr. Cooper enjoyed great popularity and respect from all those 
who were fortunate to be in the house with him. It is a reflection of his quaJity as a housemaster 
that he recognises his increased awareness of human nature since he came to the house. Most en
joyable for him has been seeing those who perhaps did not thrive at Sherborne succeed in later life. 
We say farewell to both him and his wife, and wish them many happy years of less frantic life in their 
Long Street residence, and we welcome the Lloyds to the house, wishing them many happy years 
here. 

-, 
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Science, Reality , and Real Science 

I wonder how you see Science? Perhaps you hate it, or love it; or distrust it or are indifferent to 
it. But I would bet that unless you were science-trained (and perhaps even if you were) you regard 
science as a body of facts, much less elusive than what is often seen as the subjective content of the 
Arts. Science is seen to enshrine objectivity - 'cold' logic - and to explain and represent true 
Reality. Perhaps you know someone who will produce Science as The Reality, and who regards aJJ 
else as opinion, belief, superstition, anything other than the objective truth. 

ls it like this? Is science a true representation of Reality? And what is it Like to do? The second 
question is very hard , and I'm afraid that you won't necessarily find any answers here though I do 
hope that you will find some things to think about; Reality is such a complicated philosophical 
problem that the questions we ask about it almost certainly have no uncha!Jengeable answers. The 
third question is easy enough to answer. And the first? 

One thing is perfectly clear, though not always clearly appreciated ; whatever the relationship 
that science has with reality , it is not reality itself. It is a collection of ideas, theories, patterns, 
which result from observations of the world, which I suppose is what most people would mean by 
reality. UsualJy the sci en ti st will regard himself as a dispassionate observer, doing experiments de
signed to test hypotheses which say something about reality. He makes his measurements, see if they 
fit the hypothesis, and then goes on from there to modify or to refine his ideas. Now if it were this 
simple , there would never be any controversy in science, since it would be apparent immediately 
whether the results were appropriate or not. The trouble is, that results have to be interpreted, and 
it is in the interpretation that subjectivity intervenes. Once again, most of the experiments at school 
level have interpretations which are generalJy accepted so that the problems associated with it are not 
made clear; so this produces the feeling that science says things which are right or wrong. But science 
at the frontiers , as it were, isn' t like this. 

Physics produces one of the best examples of the evolution of scientific ideas, and the best example 
of the shakiness of our notions of objective observation. In the late I 600's, Isaac Newton developed 
his Laws of Motion, and these are learnt by every 0 level Physics student. They enable us, for example, 
to calculate the trajectory of a projectile to sufficient accuracy to send men to the Moon or Voyager 
out beyond J upiter and Saturn. So we would say that Newton's Laws are right, that they describe 
reality. 200 years later, a young man tried to imagine what it would be like to travel with a Light 
ray , and as a result Einstein answered his own question with his Special Theory of Relativity. From 
this it was clear that Newton's Laws are only approximately true; they break down if the speed 
of the object being considered approaches that of light. So we might feel that Newton was wrong; 
his laws are not universally true. In practice it seldom matters, since at speeds appropriate to any sort 
of vehicle the speed of light isn't remotely approached, though for electrons in big particle accelera
tors speeds of 99 .5% of light are possible. Newton's Laws are a limiting condition of Einstein's when the 
speed is small. Now it may be that Relativity is an approximation ; there are those who don't believe 
it (though none has produced anything better) and someone in the future may well produce ideas 
which desc ribe things better. If thal happens, Einstein will , like Newton , have been right within 
limits. Science evolves ; it is not a static collection of 'right' answers. 
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Even with this view, it's not hard to imagine that scientific observation mirrors Reality with suc
cessively greater accuracy. Not long after Einstein had imagined himself as light, the German physicist 
Max Planck was boring a hole in the wall of an electric fu mace to have a look at the radiation given 
out. Hardly a promising activity, you may think. Yet his analysis of the radiation conting out of that 
hole led to one of the most fruitful ideas in modem physics - and one of the most disturbing. The 
theory which was produced is called Quantum Theory , and it lies at the heart of physics. There is no 
need here to say anything about the ideas behind it , only that it is accepted by physicists generally 
though they do differ as to whether it represents the ultimate view of nature at the subatomic level, 
or whether it contains major misconceptions which will vanish when we cease to see through the 
glass quite so darkly. 

Suppose you wish to observe electrons: most of you will know them as constituents of the atom, 
responsible for chemical bonding and so for the existence of matter in bulk; but what sort of a 
picture do you have of them? Perhaps as a little ball, whizzing around another little ball which we 
call the nucleus, producing an atom-sized solar system. Or perhaps you see them as I do, as a grey 
fuzz. What are they really like? The result of Quantum Theory is that this question doesn't have an 
answer, and in some circumstances doesn't make sense. The problem is that there are two types of 
behaviour;one where the electron does behave as a little ball (of what?), and another where it behaves 
as a wave (rather like light waves). Since we must do an experiment to find out which it is, it turns 
out that we are in difficulties since any experiment will show up either its particle-like behaviour 
or its wavelike behaviour. There is no possible experiment which can simultaneously show us the 
electron behaving in botl1 ways. This is not a technological defect; if Quantum Theory is right then 
such an experiment is in priciple impossible. So, imagine an electron travelling along; we do our 
experiment, and we find it's a particle. We could have done another experiment, though, and have 
shown it a wave. The difficulty comes when we try to imagine it as both at the same time; it isn't. 
We can only observe electrons through experiment, and so the message is clear; the nature of our 
experiment determines the nature of the electron at that time. It makes no sense to ask what it was 
Like before we observed it. 

This is a radical departure from our view of science as resulting from detached observation of 
reality. Now we have a system whose nature is affected profoundly by the observations we choose 
to make of it. It would be quite easy to say that this bizarre outlook is due to imperfections in the 
theory, if it were not for the fact that it has successfully predicted so much in all areas of physical 
science, so for the present at any rate we are stuck with the idea that at the atomic level we cannot 
separate the nature of that which is observed from the nature of the observation. 

Does it matter, though? Quantum Theory is not exactly everyday reading, and many scientists 
will pursue perfectly rewarding and fruitful careers without knowing anything at all about it. We 
don't need to study it unless we are interested in the finer points of chemical bonding or in details 
of atomic and nuclear structure. But all scientists are affected by the inseparability, at bottom, of 
the observer and the observed. 

It 's not possible to get very far in physical science without mathematics; some ideas can only be 
expressed exactly by mathematics. There is a further interesting aspect to the relationship between 
reality and science; why does mathematics fit the physical world so well? A priori there's no apparent 
reason why it should, since Pure Mathematics stands on its own as a self.consistent body of know
ledge. Nevertheless its ideas are applicable (however unpalatable the Pure mathematician may find 
the notion of applicability !), and in a way which makes it seem more than just a powerful tool 
enabling a description of physical phenomena in concise and precise terms. Mathematical theories 
often produce more than their originators intended, producing new knowledge and greater insight. 
Mathematics is predictive. Maybe the correspondence between mathematics and the world is illusory, 
and that really the Universe is chaotic and our mathematics acts as a selective filter which catches 
only some Universal characteristics. That is an unpalatable thought! Or maybe the agreement is 
because our observations on the world and our mathematical descriptions of it are both products of 
that little-understood structure, our mind. 

If the idea that Science isn't a body of unchanging fact has come as something of a revelation , then 
I've achieved some of my purpose. This doesn't mean that it is woolly and as unreliable as a house 
of cards - that's clearly nonsense. But whatever system we're working with and with whatever 
discipline, we need to know as well as we can what it is we are able, or not able , to do. Science cannot 
solve all problems; it is not the repository of all truths though it is of some truths. It is a part of a 
description of reality which uses a particular set of techniques to construct what our minds perceive 
as scientific Reality. 

The illustration opposite comes from an early edition of Josephus' "History of the Jews" 
in the School Library 



So what is Science like to do? Unquestionably, many see it as an absorbtive activity where the 
observer soaks up information from the observed, and this despite considerable science education 
much of which is presumably deficient in the message that science is a creative activity. It is an 
activity which remains pretty inaccessible to much of the population, which is not true of History 
or Literature or Art or Music, all of which have large numbers of often distinguished amateur ex
ponents. But amateur science is hardly possible since the resources needed for even modest experi
mentation would be considerable. Scientists of course differ in temperament as much as any other 
group, but most would see science as an exciting, beautiful, challenging and cultural activity. 1 rather 
hope that you regard the 'illiterate scientist', beloved of anti-scientists everywhere, as a fiction. Some 
scientists are illiterate; so are some artists and some writers. Science is also a painful acitivity, as all 
creative acts are at some time or another. The scientist is struggling to understand his observations 
of Nature and to make as simple as possible the rules which govern its behaviour, and this requires 
inventiveness and imagination to see what things might be like. Albert Einstein was unquestionably 
one of the greatest of scientists as well as being one of the best known. His work on Special Relativity 
in 1905 changed Physics so profoundly that enormous areas of knowledge were opened up and 
have been very productive. It took a further eleven years for him to produce the General Theory of 
Relativity, applicable in less restricted circumstances. He wrote 

' In the light of knowledge attained , the happy achievement seems almost a matter of course, and 
any intelligent student can grasp it without too much trouble. But the years of anxious searching 
in the dark, with their intense longing, their alternations of confidence and exhaustion, and the 
final emergence into light - only those who have experienced it can understand it.' 

I imagine this is much as a composer might feel as he writes the last bar. This experience is com
mon to many scientists, even though their findings may be of much less moment. 

Science is aJso a search for pattern. Generally scientists believe that the world is simple, and 
simplicity is beauty. A particle physicist will try to describe matter using as few particles as possible , 
and so far this attempt seems to be successful though the number is growing and perhaps we shall 
be pushed a stage back to 'more fundamental' particles. If you picture certain properties of these 
particles you get a graph which is hexagonal, and it 's interesting in our search for pattern how often 
this type of symmetry occurs. Many molecules contain hexagonal rings of atoms; honeycombs have 
hexagonal symmetry and so do some viruses, and insect eyes, and snowflakes; and metal atoms pack 
hexagonally in a metal crystal. Paul Dirac, one of Britain's greatest physicists, is convinced that 
beauty is important. 

' It is more important to have beauty in one's equations than to have them fit the experiment. It 
seems that if one is working from the point of view of getting beauty in one's equations, and if one 
really has a sound insight, one is on a sure line of progress.' 

My emphasis; Dirac's equations were successful, and he predicted the existence of antimatter 
which gives a rather pleasing symmetry to the world of matter. He believes that if the equations are 
beautiful, then ultimately they will be supported by experiment, that activity by which the scientist's 
creative activity is eventually constrained. The insight is crucial. 

Great people think like anyone else solving problems, their special abiJities being as a result of 
caring very much about the answer. All great achievement comes from passionate caring, not just 
curiosity. J. S. Bach (are there any other composers?) was more than just interested in music! Some
times the answers will come almost involuntarily after the investigator has immersed himself in the 
problem. A difficult chemical problem in the mid-1 SOO's was the structure of benzene, C6 H6 • 

Friedrich Kekule, a German chemist, had worried about the problem for a long time, until one 
evening he was dozing in front of the fire and dreamt of a snake swallowing its own tail. So he postu
lated a ring structure for this molecule - and this it has. 

So science is difficult, painful, bizarre, funny, exhilarating, and fun: just like any other intellectual 
activity. The depressing times when all the results seem to be eluding you, or the tedious times when 
you have done the same thing for the umpteenth time, the times which a novelist or a composer or 
an artist has too; these are all worth it for at the end the scientist and the artist share the same ex
perience, the euphoria of creating something that stands as a testimony to man's creativity and 
inventiveness, and his ability to grasp some of the Reality that lies behind it all. 
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Working in a Factory 

At 192 Waterloo Road, London you will find the scruffy offices of Extraman Ltd., temporary 
agency; and indeed at seven in the morning last holidays you would have found me also - waiting 
for a job. 

Extraman caters for factories and firms who, owing to illness, holidays or some such reason have 
too few workers for the day and thus supplement their workforce with 'Extramen' - the likes of 
myself. 

Early in the morning, Factory whistle blows. 
Man rises from bed and puts on his clothes. 
Man takes his lunch; heads out in the morning light 
The working, the working, just the working life. 

l began with a week in a tea factory near Tower Bridge taking the filled cartons of tea from the 
end of the conveyor-belt and placing them on a pallet. l would execute this simple action continuously 
from eight until twelve (with a short tea-break) and from one until five (also with a short tea break). 
It was here that I discovered real boredom; an absence of interest so total that it was almost physically 
painful. The noise of the machjnes precluded conversation with Ted my workmate; but even in silent 
surroundings conversation would have been difficult. 

Ted had worked at Sainsbury's Tea for 29 years, the last ten of which he had spent lifting boxes 
off the line. He did not complain of boredom. He was short, rotund and bald with ill-fitting false 
teeth which he continually pushed out with his tongue, clearing his throat with a vociferous 
'Ughahhh!'. He wore thick glasses and had a squint, his left eye drifting unnervingly to one side as he 
short-sightedly peered up at me. Ted had been friendless all his life. At school his contemporaries 
had once stolen his watch and pawned it. He left his first job because his workmates teased him. He 
was invalided out of the army just weeks after joining up, after which he worked at Johnny Walker 
Whisky for twenty years until he was sacked for drinking the product! Sainsbury's Tea presents no 
such temptation. A lifetime's repetitive labour has atrophied his mind. 

Through the manisons of fea r , through the mansions of pain 
r see my daddy walking through the gates in the rain. 
Factory takes his heaving. Factory gives him life, 
The working, the working, just the working life. 

The next week I worked at F. Francis' Can Manufacturers and came as close to hell as I would 
care to be. The whole building shook with the huge machine's stamping out the metal and the thun
derous noise that filled the factory crashing from wall to wall in an agonising cacophony. Bedlam. 
The racket stopped more than conversation: it stopped thought. The workforce just loaded the 
machine: grey eyes, grey faces, grey minds. Betting was the only escape and wages drained into the 
little pink slips in return for the small excitement of the race. 

My job was to sweep out the engineering department, whose job was to fix the line when it broke. 
It seldom broke and as a result the engineers were underworked and spent most of their time reading 
t heir Soaraway Suns and smoking. My duties were, as a consequence light, which aJlowed me time to 
try to think. Not a good thing; because only when one's thoughts roamed free did one fully appre
ciate the sheer futility of factory work. The ensuing frustration made a thought-filled day a hundred 
times worse than a thoughtless one. 

It was at Francis' that I met a REAL shop steward and lived to tell the tale! Contrary to popular 
belief he did not yelJ incoherently about unrealistic settlements, aspirations and non-fruitful nego
tiation situations. Quite the opposite, he found the job a bore, merely doing it in the absence of 
anyone else and had the task of increasing the pay in the wake of a crafty trick played on them by 
the management. The last pay rise depended upon the engineers, contrary to Union rules, becoming 
multi-skilled (learning to operate more than one machine). But the way in which the firm was run 
made it almost impossible to attain this level of multi-skilfullness: thus the small pay rises. There 
was little that John could do, for the last time that they struck no machines broke down so they were 
not missed and had to return to work very sheepishly! 



The last work place about which I shall write was the Oyez Printing works. I had the honour of 
being the very first non-union man to wrork in a printer's, as the union (the most neanderthal of 
them all) has only just relaxed its regulations. 

'One small step for Extraman. One giant leap for mankind!' 

Again I was the sweeper and had to clean the lavatories. Fortunately the printers turned out to be 
civilised though the night-shift workers less so. 

The Oyez Press had old equipment which needed many people to work and hence it was losing 
money. The one thing that kept it going was a large order from the House of Lords to print the book 
which contained all that had been said the previous day. It is probably the least read yet most often 
published book in the world! 

Talking lo a machine assistant, I heard a story which if true either reveals a worrying lack of 
probity on the part of the management or reveals a depressing lack of perspicacity on the part of the 
Unions. The story runs thus: When British Leyland was bringing out the Metro a fault was discovered 
in the design. So in order to make time to correct the fault without paying wages lo the workers 
not directly concerned with it the management suddenly moved twenty men from one department to 
another. The Unions, of course, objected and brought them all out on strike when the men were not 
moved back. This gave time to fix the fault without paying the wages. Surely this is not the way to 
conduct a major part of Britain's industry, Union and ~nagement trying to exploit one another. 

Thus ended three and a half weeks of hard work, very boring much of the time yet interesting in 
what and whom it revealed. Unimaginative and ill-trained managers; a chronic lack of reinvestment; 
and worst of all, workers who hate their job, hate its repetitiveness and who care nothing for the 
things that they make. The reasons for Britain's ailing industry lie in part with the economy but 
mainly with old machines, techniques and a dispirited workforce bored out of its mind. Man never 
was meant to work on a production line. 

End of the day, Factory whistle cries, 
Men walk through the gates with death in their eyes, 
And you'd just better believe, boy, someone'e gonna get hurt tonight, 
It's the working, the working, just the working life. 

Verses by B. Springsteen 

Sixth Fonn Lectures 

Charles Lucas 

The Sixth Form Lectures are a largely successful attempt to create interest and even excitement in 
subjects not remotely connected with Sherborne or 'A' levels. They are largely successful because 
attendance is compulsory and unless you actually will yourself to fall asleep, you will be privileged 
enough to learn something new. 

This term's lectures started with a talk by Sir Anthony Duff on: 'Problems of Southern Africa'. 
Sir Anthony, an official of the Foreign Office, suffered from a general characteristic of his kind: a 
total inability to offer solutions. Unfortunately I couldn't even hear whether he expounded the 
problems clearly or not, let alone offer some answers, since he suffered from a dry, quiet voice 
which made it virtually impossible to concentrate. This was especially so if you were unlucky enough 
not to be sitting in the front few rows. Not surprisingly, then, I found his talk somewhat lack-lustre. 
However, to those lucky few, who could hear, he did exhibit an intimate knowledge of African 
affairs, even though he offered few conclusions and no solutions. 

The second talk was by Dr. Jonathan Dare on the subject ' Disturbed Behaviour in Young People: 
Treat or Punish'. We were all pleasantly surprised to find our preconceived notions of the consultant 
child psychiatrist (as a kind of trendy, liberal-minded fool who would subscribe to the: 'I understand 
these kids syndrome') were confounded. 
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instead he offered a more balanced view, pointing out that as privileged Shirburnians we must 
attempt to imagine the deprivation some young people suffer: latch-key chjldren, chHdren beaten 
by their parents and those from broken families, before we could possibly make damning judgements. 
He illustrated his points with a variety of case-histories and was really indicating tl1at there should 
be no intractable rule about how to treat young offenders. If there were, he commented wryly, he 
would be out of a job. Altogether it was an interesting and practical talk which provoked some 
intelligent questions although the suggestion that the extreme solutions, as presented by the Not 
the Nine o'Clock News' team, should be employed, was not greatly appreciated. 

The third talk was by Ian Bradley on the subject of 'The Press'. Mr. Francis' uncanny sense of the 
topical ensured that Mr. Bradley visited us whilst the Murdoch takeover bid was hitting the headlines. 
The talk was excellent: covering most areas of the newspaper world but concentrating on The 
Times' and her workings; both because of its current importance and the fact that our speaker works 
there. He talked at lengtll about the absurd stranglehold which the unions have. in the past, held 
over the newspapers but indicated that Murdoch appeared to be making a breakthrough in forcing 
the acceptance of the new technology. It was for tlUs reason that Ian Bradley welcomed the takeover, 
hoping that it would bring with it a forceful, more dynamjc leadership to 'The Times'; although he 
did have slight reservations with regard to Murdoch's reputation for editorial interference. 

Our thanks go to all speakers who gave up their time to enlighten often obtuse and resistant 
audiences, and also to Mr. Francis for arranging the lectures and his skillful presentation. 
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Letters to the Editor 

Sir, 
I wonder if any other readers of Dr. Mercer's splendid article on the nature and uses of historical 

study ( 'The Wisdom of Clio', Trinity 1981) have noticed the incongruity between his views and those 
expressed in Jonson's poem printed with the essay? 

This poem explains the allegorical picture which appears as the frontispiece to an early edition of 
RaJeigh's 'History of the World', in the following way: 

'From Death and dark Oblivion (near the same) 
The Mistress of Man's life, grave History, 
Raising the world to good or evil Fame , 
Doth vindicate it to Eternity . 

High Providence would so: that nor the Good 
Might be defrauded, nor the Great secur'd, 
But both might know their wayes are understood, 
And the reward and punishment assur'd.' 

This view, fanciful though its expression may be, is far from the tenor of Dr. Mercer's arguments: 
'Because each age bas new concerns (or different expressions of old concerns) and therefore, new 

questions (perhaps new limitations as well), history has to be re-written. Fresh evidence, too, is 
always being disclosed. This means that, whereas the physical and mathematical sciences can go 
forward from the assumptions of universally accepted theories and from t11e body of knowledge as it 
stands now, historians constantly dig over old ground and yet never arrive at certainty or absolute 
truth ... At best the historian will put forward a convincing case ... He will have to recognize that 
his explanations are not definitive and that success lies in the gains he can make to his own and 
others' understanding.' 

Although Dr. Mercer cannot be accused of adopting a thorough-going relativist attitude to histori
cal events, ('one does not change pig-liver sausage into pate de foie gras by relabeling the tin'), he 
gives the impression throughout his essay that history has Httle claim to make judgments on the 
nature and quality of the past: 'His (the historian's) task is not to judge what is good and bad. Others 
can do that, and finally it is only God's judgment that counts. The historian's task is to try to under
stand and explain the causes and effects of men's actions.' 

Jonson thought differently. He saw in the duty of History the right to bestow on men and their 
acts the good or bad name they truly deserved. In our own times the concepts of Honour and Reputa
tion are little understood and less valued, but Jonson belongs to the respectable tradition which saw 
that the two could be and should be identical. That a good name was the just desert of a good life 
is precisely the kind of judgment that History makes, a judgment by which both good and evil repu
tation - as the allegorical picture of Lady History shows - may look clear-eyed and unafraid into 
the eye of Truth. 

For some of us, the judgments of History are matter for contemplation and discussion in the 
comparative isolation and detachment of scholarly life. For others, it is not so, as Solzhenitsyn has 
repeated often: ' ... to fight againft untruth and falsehood ... to fight for our memory, for our 
memory of what things were like - that is the task of the artist.' That, too, I would argue, is the task 
of the historian. (It should not go unnoticed that the title of the talk from which those words are 
quoted is 'A Warning to the Western World') 

I have had no intention of criticizing Dr. Mercer's essay, and I have not the space to give it the 
praise its qualities deserve. I hope that my neglect of them may not be construed as a slight, but 
taken rather as an indication of my attempt to enlarge upon his theme, an attempt which would have 
been impossible without the strength and range of thought originally provided by Dr. Mercer. 

M.A.S-W. 
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Dear Sir, 
Last Thursday, (22nd October, 1981) there was an open lecture in the B.S.R. lniliaUy, only six 

people turned up. One of the most common criticisms of Sherborne School is the lack of enthusiasm 
and positive thinking displayed amongst its pupils and to a lesser extent the staff. The major factor 
in the creation of this dreary state of affairs is the totally unnescessary emphasis on 'O' levels. 

One of the school's major selling points is the quality and quantity of its 'O' level results - argu
ably tJ1e best in the country: however, the 'A' level results do not compare so favourably. In a school 
where 99% of its pupils stay on for 'A' levels and most of whom will go on to University. the empha
sis on 'O' levels seems to be totally out of proportion. 

The three year build-up to 'O' levels has much to answer for. Those doing 'A' levels will have been 
long familiar with the plaintive cry of their teachers that they are 'not doing ·o· levels now!'. It 
would seem that much of the lower sixth year is spent trying to undo the ham1ful habits of 'O' level 
study. Indeed , most of the staff have a low opinion of the examination system, especially the ·o• 
level system - the relevance of which to real education would seem minimal. 

Yet the school continues to pursue methods of teaching which are contrary to the real purpose 
of the school, (education). The work done in these years tends to be of similarly little value: mono
tonous, tedious and repetitive, it serves only to stifle the intellecwal curiosity of its pupils. Thus the 
lack of individual initiative and enthusiasm that prevails throughout the school stems from the 
stifling of intellectual curiosity and an understandable reaction against anything that involves picking 
up a book - the associations with the classroom being almost unbearable. The tradition of the lower 
sixth rebellion is exemplary of this reaction against learning and the futility of '0' level achievements. 
This rebellion is often condenmed as 'immature' because of the number of opportunities wasted ; but 
is it not an expression of the frustration induced by the 'O' level system? And is not this 'immaturity' 
the result of the school's failure in terms of real education? 

Winchester, in contrast to Sherborne. devotes three years to 'A' levels and their associated study 
and only two years to 'O' levels, at the end of which time only six 'O' levels are taken. Thus, much of 
the sterility and stagnation of 'O' level study is avoided and a much more fertile environment in which 
real education may flourish is created. 

Crispin Davies 

Book Review 
A History of Cricket at Sherbome School - 0 . F. Gibbs 

It would be a pity if David Gibbs' book were judged by its physical appearance, or by its author's 
modesty in calling it a 'booklet'. Fewer than thirty pages of text contain certainly three books if 
not four: an accurate historical account of cricket at the school from its inception to the present; 
a study of the role of games in the English Public School ; a sociological history of Sherborne School ; 
a shrewd contribution to the understanding of our nation's recent history as a whole. My admiration 
for such an achievement must admit the criticism that of these three last books. only tantalising hints 
are given of the nature and scope of their subjects. I hope that Mr. Gibbs may find the time and 
opportunity to express more completely the vision his vigorous imagination has glimpsed within the 
apparently restricted horizons of his topic. 

There is no need , however, to seek beyond the author's ostensible object to find the book's 
considerable merit. Apart from being an accurate and comprehensive history of the School's cricket, 
it is also an interesting one, to a disinterested reader, 1 dare claim, as much as to a partisan. The 
discreet selection of comments from contemporary reports, ('if anyone bowls fast downhill he 
stands a great chance of breaking the batsman's head'); enlivening touches, such as the description 
of Canon Westco tt requesting the local railwaymen to light fog-signals to welcome home victorious 
teams ; and the unaffected , clear style, all prevent this account from being a dilZying Babel of names 
and figures. 

This is a considerable achievement. Even more admirable is the sense of historical continuity 
expressed. and the perspective within which the chronological instances are placed. We read of the 
work of successive groundstaff. the administrative structure behind the game, innovations and de
velopments in the science of cricketing techniques, changes in the size and reputation of the school; 
and we learn thus not only how such diverse inOuences have affected cricket at Sherborne, but also 
how complex is the composition of the game it sci f. 

By virtue of this assurance in combining heterogeneous elements. this little book is a model of 
summary history , as well as being a complete account of its subject. 

MAS-W 



Flight Paths 

Flight no. 406, bound for New York, left the twinkling lights of Vienna behind her at precisely 
8.42 pJTI. The young man settled himself into the contours of his seat: he looked aimlessly down 
from his little cocoon in the sky, through the double layer of perspex, into the dark murkiness below 
him. In this dream-like state of drowsiness, the hostess' voice came over the intercom - from her 
indistinct welcome, one fact began to play and be repeated in his mind : rather like a song which you 
can't stop humming but which you don't especially like. 

'We are flying at an average speed of 642 miles-per-hour.' 
Disinterestedly he wondered why this should bother him. The plane didn't seem 10 be moving; 

there was only blackness outside, no sense of speed. Before drifting into a doze he contented himself 
with the thought of the empty seat beside him: he didn't like talking to strangers. 

He awoke to a bustle of movement - dinner was being served. He was surpirsed to notice an old 
lady sitting next to him. She had already begun her meal and was delicately eating prawns and salad 
cream; he imagined her eating somewhere in Paris, she was that sort of lady, vaguely East European, 
he thought. He began to chew the rubbery roll which he had prised from its particular compartment 
in the pre-packed tray in front of him. Self-consciously, he cut rather than broke his next mouthfuJ. 
The old lady continued to eat in silence, taking an occasional sip of Perrier water. She made no 
sound . 

The trays were removed aod the young man eased his chair back into a more comfortable position. 
He was about to light a cigarette when he suddenly remembered the old lady. She was reading a book, 
he couldn't see what it was. Her nostrils twitched imperceptibly - somehow disquieted and yet not 
angry, he put away his lighter. He didn't know why , he just did it; she hadn't said she minded. He 
tried to forget the incident. 

He pulled a magazine from the pouch in front of him , a sick bag fell onto the floor; he couldn't be 
bothered to pick it up. He felt those stem aristocratic features willing him to replace what had fallen 
down . He put the bag back and chanced a furtive glance at the old lady. She hadn't moved; her jaw 
still set horizontally from her long neck - he imagined an old woman's wrinkles hidden behind that 
stiff black collar. Despite her outward severity, he was drawn to her eyes, they seemed to hold a 
mysterious luminosity, something just out of reach. Her perfume seemed vaguely familiar. 

He felt constrained, caged in. He felt his every action was being critically appraised. He decided the 
best course of action was sleep, maybe he'd be in New York when he woke up: he hoped so. No 
sooner than he closed his eyes than he felt a poke. 

- What is your name young man? 
- John Langdon, he replied. He wondered why he had answered, a conversation was bound to 

ensue. There was no escape; he couldn't ignore her, he couldn't be rude to her; she was just an old 
lady. There couldn't be any hann in an old lady. 

- Stop biting you r lip. Could you please peel this orange for me? 
He refused . She didn't move; she just sat there staring at him. The hand holding the orange was 

steady - he could see the thin transparency of her skin - it looked cold. It was impossible to ignore 
her in action or thought. He felt a strange sense of foreboding. Not normally impolite, he was sur
prised at his sudden response. But, after all, she was perfectly capable of doing it herself. Why should 
he do it? He wasn't going to be one of her obedient Slavonic servants who merely nodded and obeyed. 

-Could you please peel this orange for me? 
He had to make a stand. God, it seemed so trivial, but he wasn't going to back down. Maybe this 

would put an end to her aspirations of smaJI talk. 
Involuntarily , he touched her arm; to make sure she was real, that she was beside him, that he 

wasn't dreaming. She didn't flinch , those black eyes didn't fli cker. He knew he had made a mistake; 
he shouldn't have touched her. 

She held the segment between thumb and forefi nger and popped it into her mouth. The slightest 
of smiles played across her ivory lips. 

Would you like a piece? It's quite delicious. I buy my oranges in a special greengrocer in Vienna -
one has to be careful where one shops nowadays, don't you think? 

He said nothing, but he had to admit that the orange did taste delicious. 
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The woman continued demanding answers to everything she asked him. Why did he now think of 
her as a woman? She looked the same. Stern, hair drawn back and wisped with grey. Maybe she 
dyed it. Her dress was beautifully cut , there wasn't a fold out of place. Funny how this grand old 
lady (he could picture her sipping tea in an ornamented drawing room) seemed to merge with the 
surroundings; cheap nylon/cotton covering to the seats against the elegance of the material she was 
wearing. There was something else bothering him, he couldn't quite place it. He felt trapped again, 
caught in a web beyond his control , he had to escape. 

He stood up. 
- Where are you going? 
She sounded like a mother talking to her disobedient child. 
He said nothing. A nod of the head towards the other end of the plane was good enough. He was 

careful to remember his cigarettes. He felt as if everyone was looking at him - how did he walk when 
not consciously thinking about it? His arms felt out of place; he put them into his pockets. A little 
boy saw him coming and followed him with huge round enquiring eyes - brown eyes, he noticed. 

He shut and locked the toilet door - his face in the mirror stared back ; his eyes held no purpose , 
no sense of confidence. What should he do? His mind began to act freely again. He couldn't stay in 
here for ever- he chuckled at the thought-safety in a toilet. He had to get away from her, but how? 

As soon as he began to walk back down the aisle, that sense of oppression closed in. He longed for 
a cold shower - he felt even more constrained; he rolled up his shirtsleeves as he walked. A droplet 
of sweat snaked down his spine. He could see the back of her head now, two rows up. Her presence 
was overpowering. I-le had to force himself to walk past. There was an empty seat on the other side; 
he sat down, ignoring the inquiring glance of the passenger by the window. He tried again to sleep -
he could feel her eyes boring into the back of his neck, willing him to tum and face them. He dozed 
but his mind would not rest - why was she flying economy class? 

The intercom clicked on again. They would be in New York in five minutes. He felt a sense of 
peace at the thought. The plane had closed in on him too far, he needed the release. 

The hotel was small but not seedy. It was quite popular amongst student visitors. 'The Ritz' 
seemed an inappropriate name , but it didn't matter, he liked the atmosphere in the lounge - there 
weren't any constraints, nobody cared what you did or how you did it. He'd been here 'five days now. 
The memory of the flight was becoming a blurr, less real; he had always imagined aeroplane journeys 
as being like dreams; maybe it had all been a bad dream. He wasn't sure , but at least the memory 
was fading. 

- Anything for me? he asked the receptionist. 
- J ust this letter. 
He knew who it was from, but he wasn't frightened anymore. How had she known where he was 

staying? He couldn't remember what be had told her, he must have let it slip. Slip wasn't the right 
word though; chance had played no part in what developed between them. He felt helpless against 
the inevitability of it all. 

"Dear John, 
I am staying at the 'Hilton', Miami." 

He didn't bother to read the rest, what was the point? He settled his bill that night and caught the 
earliest flight possible. 

He looked down at the clouds below. They looked so solid, but of course they weren 't. He had 
just come; there had been no doubt or inner argument. He didn't know why. He just had. Why had 
she travelled economy class? He couldn't understand it. 

He had often read about o lder women attracting men of his age, but he felt no desire, no love. She 
didn't even look ready to die yet, and she had t ravelled economy class. Still, it was better than New 
York - he imagined the beach, the casino, the people he would meet. 

Over dinner that evening she told him everything - how she had met his father and how he had 
been killed in a car crash - everything. 

I. L. Young 
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One of Life's Ironies 

One young man, aJone in the night, 
Posing as a soldier for right 
Proudly strokes his unsullied gun. 
Ready for the evening's fun. 

He lights a Turkish cigarette, 
Coughts and retches, but no regret, 
'Cos he knows that now he's the man 
To help his cause with its great plan. 

Now the scene's set, the road is still; 
The hunter's poised for his overkill. 
But where's the prey? The loyalist foe; 
Brother of some politicaJ Joe. 

A ray of light fans through the trees 
And climbs the hill with beguiling ease. 
The gun is cocked, the bus appears, 
The trigger's pu.Ued, all without tears. 

A senseless killing, blood on steel, 
He just keeps on, he's got the feel. 
Now men die with every pass, 
The bus; a melee of flesh and glass. 

Just fifteen seconds, that was aJI, 
One hundred rounds for ten to fall, 
For the sake of one. who wasn't there, 
Having had a tip and taken care. 

Mark Spearing 

The Girl With The Afghan Hound 

I'll see her again one day, the girl with the Afghan hound. I've only seen her once, walking by the 
Jake in St. Jame's Park , in a lambswool coat; her brown boots worn over the tight purple trousers. 
There was a bounce in her stride; her elegant high-cheeked face was brushed as she waJked by dark, 
black, hair. I didn't speak to her, that time I saw her, I just stood under the oak and watched her, the 
girl with the Afghan hound. Stunning beauty. I stood under that oak by the bridge and looked. In 
the distance 1 saw a policeman leisurely walking the bank of the lake, the clatter from his radio set 
barely audible across the water. Some ducks fought over a piece of bread and the ever-present Japanese 
with their ever-present Nikons snapped them; to show the family over a bowl of rice tea, I suppose. 
She waJked with the Afghan, sometimes taJking to it. She bent down, brushed that lovely hair around 
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her ears and snuggled that mouth into the tltlck coat of the animal. It was the distant striking of Big 
Ben which reminded me of the time. I had to move on, I was meant to be lunching with Carla, my 
wife, at Boodles. I'd be late, not that she'd mind; she was loving and very very kind, always forgiving. 
Always ... 

She got up as I walked in , gave me a kiss and took my arm firmly, I remember. She was beaming 
a smile, her face so fresh and young, so alive and aware, yet somehow innocent. A coy twenty-two 
if ever there was one. Her rich Spanish eyes looked into mine and she felt my face. It must have 
seemed torn and rough, sickly, to her who didn't know the effects of age. I hadn't shaved, I'd been up 
since five working through the morning's brief. It was a fraud case, I recall, I think we won, it doesn't 
matter. I'd worked fourteen hours a day for the last two months on some bloody awful arson brief, 
it killed me. I felt now emotionally and physically shattered. I flopped motionless into one of the 
velvet-touch chairs. Sandro took my order, a scotch, and Cada continued to look into my heavy 
eyes. She said I looked tired. I laughed. How clever of her to notice, I said. She giggled too. I was so 
tired J almost forgot it was her birthday. My secretary had bought the present, as I'd asked her to. I 
told Carla to close her eyes. She giggled again, told me not to be so daft, but l playfully insisted; she 
did so. I put the pearls carefully around her neck, making sure not to touch the delicate skin until 
the necklace was secure. She squealed with delight when she saw them; so young. 

She was talkative through lunch: all about the publisher she'd seen, he was very keen about pub
lishing her collection of recipes; she was a great cook. The words were all rather a blur - I was almost 
asleep. She left soon after lunch, I think, she had an appointment with Fontana Books, someone like 
that. It doesn't really matter, does it. I had a coffee and a brandy, then I took a taxiback to cham
bers. 

That evening, the evening of her birthday, we went to the theatre. That's right, it was the revival 
of t11e Sound of Music at the Adelphi. Carla'd always loved it. Afterwards we walked up the Strand 
and went to Covent Garden, looked around the arcade. We. had a quiet supper, at Porter's, a rather 
fun restaurant, normally swinging with young - people of Carla's sort of age. She didn't really like 
coming to the Club. Well, I could see her point. She called them old fuddy-duddies. I suppose they 
were rather. 

I'd had quite a lot a to drink, I suppose, because I don't remember how, but anyway, we got over 
to Hyde Park and walked for a bit. We ended up at Speakers Comer. I loved that place - you could 
do what you wanted there, not like in court. No restrictions, no order to be called. Out in the open. 
So I always stood by the lam post and blurted out ridiculous speeches ... like a politician; gabbling 
some Shakespeare , like a mad man. Generally just showing off. I always did it, a sort of tradition I 
had with myself. I was doing a very dramatic speech at the time when suddenly she said, very quietly, 
I hardly heard, that she loved me. I hadn't heard her say that for ages, months, I don't think. I 
stopped dead. Nothing else mattered then, the speech I was reciting was gone. I just held her, as she 
sat on the cold ground. I held her partly from the love I used to have, but partly from pity. I was 
sorry for her. You see, I knew the truth. I knew the truth about ... 

I pretended for a long time that I was wrong - her always going away to stay with 'old friends' on 
her own I could understand; her staying late at the bookshop where she worked. Oh yes, it could all 
fit in. But she made a silly, silly slip once - left a note saying 'ring Max ', by the telephone. She 
slipped up badly there. Oh certainly, I'd had my suspicions for some time, and this confirmed them. 
Of course, she said quite innocently it was just a note to rentlnd her for Max to come to dinner. Max 
I knew weU, very well in fact. We'd grown up together. He lived nearby to us now but we hadn't 
seen much of him for a while, not since his marriage split up. Apparantly he'd been really shaken by 
it, he'd been so much in love and suddenly she'd upped and out with another man. Such a shame. I 
knew Max intimately but still found it frosty ground to tread on, to talk about the marriage. Max 
came to dinner, yes, she managed to cover up that one by actually inviting him round; but I saw she'd 
made a slip, though she thought she'd got away with it, acted perfectly normally. Of course, Max 
too was full of charm; all a big game, I knew, to cheat the horrible fact. We didn't talk about his 
marriage, it being only two months since she left. He clearly wasn't the same Max. He wasn't the same 
Max I'd scrapped with in the school yard, wasn't the same Max I'd coxed in the Cambridge boat, 
nor the Max who'd rung me as soon as he got his fust big deal on the stock market, keen to tell his 
old friend about it, all excited. I knew this unease he showed was due to the fact of him and Carla. 
I knew the truth, you see, about Max and Carla. 

It bit very hard at first, well, of course it did. It was bound to. She carried on perfectly normally, 
nothing changed. I pretended I was ignorant, but we both knew, oh yes, we both knew. We just kept 
it quiet, didn't discuss it or anything, but, we both knew. 
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I 'd sit at home in my study, sometimes late into the evening, thinking about it. The deceit. The 
life we'd shared; how innocent she'd always seemed, now all gone. I'd sit sometimes until about 
two a.m. and then be up at five, working. I'd just sit and think about the horrid enormity of the 
situation - about the horrible truth that had been staring me in the face for who knows how long? 

I'd sit sometimes and think where they'd go: where he'd take her when I was working late at 
Temple. The restaurants, the clubs. Everything. He was my age, but so what; always was vivacious, 
active. I dropped off in my chair in the study one night and dreamt they went to a club I knew in 
St. Martin's Lane ... 

They drew up in the white Rolls Royce. Max got out of the car and began to adjust his tie and 
jacket, crumpled somewhat from the drive. In the car Carla saw to her face and nails - a last minute 
check. She opened the door and Max lit a tipped cigarette. She unfolded from the car, her lovely 
long legs, toes delicately pointing; the white dress strongly contrasting with her black hair. And l 
was watching from the shadow, like some peeping Tom, watching what was mine. I remember l was 
sweating a little. My friend, Max was; known him through school , university. l watched as he lightly 
kissed her forehead. l watched as she smiled slightly, fmally left the warmth of the car, passed briefly 
through the cold and entered the warmth of the fur coat he held open for her. Max, my pal, my 
buddy, my closest friend, my greatest enemy. The years of friendship gone, just like that; all a facade. 
He'd pretended to be a friend all those years, just to get at her, even pretended before l met her. All 
the time at school he'd been a friend, just so he could eventually get to her. And l watched from the 
shadow like some deprived child, yearning to see what I knew l wasn't meant to. Max left the Rolls 
running and casually, oh so bloody casually, proferred his arm for Carla to take. They walked up the 
steps to the night club. I remember the detail now, there was an orange tree in a green tub to the left 
of the door, a long canopy was suspended over the red carpet that led to the entrance. A fat man in a 
double-breasted white suit came out to greet them. Smiles everywhere, of course. Especially from 
Max, of course. A quiet word in the fat man's ear and they disappeared into the building. The fat man 
went to the car, slid behind the wheel, caught the lights before they changed to red and disappeared 
round the corner. I stepped from the shadow and walked to the door. I was wearing only a sweater 
and slacks, but they'd let me in, they knew me. 

But they didn't. I wasn't even allowed in. I had to wear a tie. I wasn't allowed to see my wife in 
the arms of that bastard because I wasn't wearing a tie. I slammed the door and ran from the building, 
and ran, and ran. 

Well, that was my dream. You see, I wasn't allowed to see Carla any more. She had gone from me. 
I couldn't see her any more, not because I wasn't wearing a tie, but, because I wasn't to see her any 
more. 

So that's why it started - only a few drops every day. In her tea or in her milk if I was warming 
her some at bed time. Sometimes I'd put it in her wine. She never noticed the taste ; I tried a sip once , 
just a small one, and didn't notice a thing. I had a tiny bottle, a brown one, which I'd use to put it 
in. Al breakfast one morning she was reading the paper so I slipped a few drops in , while she was 
looking at the Court and Social. I looked at her fresh eyes, scanning the words, her perfect hands 
lightly holding the paper; all gone now. She read out a couple of pieces which I acknowledged; 
commented or laughed at them. Then she put the newspaper down , moved around the table and 
placed herself on my knee, her arms around my neck. J felt her hold me with such warmth and 
genuine affection, but no, it was all an act, a lie. She couldn 't see me shake the little bottle violently 
over her cup, I don't think she noticed the slight moistness of my brow: she had her head resting 
on my shoulder, she whispered things. But they didn't matter. She clung to me still, my pity and 
sorrow changing to anger. The deceit. Yes, I would miss her, I would miss the devotion, the inno
cence, the concern, the love she showed, that she had once seemed lo show me. But it had all been, I 
knew, a fake, a sham. f would miss that love, even though it was false. I remembered then the girl, 
the girl with the Afghan hound and realised I'd still have her. I shook the bottle harder still, the drops 
flying haphazardly into and around the china cup, angry with myself for having hesitated, for having 
thought for a brief moment of the days when things were, or seemed, perfect. All gone now. 

It took about a year; quite painless, I think. We didn't see Max at all, of course, I know they 
always met when I was at work. I supposed he worked at nights, to catch up. 

I dreamed a lot about that girl, the girl with the Afghan hound. She was in my dreams all the time. 
Once Carla had gone we would be able to get back together, I knew it. 

It took about a year, yes, a year and then she had the heart attack. So then l was free to go to 
St. James', to see her, the girl with the Afghan hound. I go there every day, and one day she'll come; 
when she's sure, in her own mind, that Carla can't bother us any more. 

Hugh Williams 
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Thoughts of the Capital 

Daffodils moum a cancerous lament in the putrid air of a London park ; 
The hollow words of a poster for a film light up as the town grows dark. 
Eating a hot dog from a down-out vendor the teenage kiss with mustard tongues 
And the kicking shots from the hardening drugs embalm their helpless lungs. 
Breath steamy air of this spring time scene sees the broken home kids in a smoking ring 
And paper bags brush motionless tramps and a bird with its broken wing. 
In well to do restaurants middle ageing.couples sit over a stifled starch tabled cloth 
Sipping soups; talk of friends from Jong ago and what they all meant to them both. 
The penthouseman settles, in the fading glow, to the long night's prepaid champagne date 
His periodical wife has a supper-do flirt for she knows he is working up late. 
The sick night descends on the unconscious city as it huddles for wannth in a destitute fonn; 
In homely hostels with ill-washed sheets drunks cower from the threat of the dawn. 
The champagne date hurries headached away, past the dogs that are rising with the dying day, 
Past the broken bird and the grey daffodils and the youth of the city's decay. 
The penthouseman stirs from his rest in peace and below in the street sirens start to sing: 
So serenaded sleepers on the park bench awake and nurse the bird's broken wing. 

Hugh Williams 
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Sport 

Another season opens in typical conditions 

Cricket 1981 

The records of the ten School cricket XI for 1981 , and indeed for recent seasons, make impressive 
reading: 

1st XI 
2nd XI 
3rd XI 
4th XI 
Colts A 
Colts B 
Junior Colts A 
Junior Colts B 
Mini Colts A 
Mini Colts B 
Total 

Totals for: 
1980 
1979 
1978 

p 
IS 
8 
8 
7 
7 
5 

11 
8 

12 
8 

89 

75 
82 
61 

w 
7 
6 
7 
5 
3 
3 
7 
7 
9 
5 

59 

36 
46 
32 

36 

L 
4 
1 
1 
j 

2 
1 
1 
0 
I 
2 

14 

10 
10 
13 

D 
4 
I 
0 
1 
2 
1 
3 
l 
2 
1 

16 

29 
26 
16 



• I 

An average Sherbome 1st XI cricketer might play 60 matches in his five years at Sherborne and 
appear on a losing side, say, only haJf-a-Oozen times. There are some grounds for praise in this record
enthusiasm and ability on the part of the boys, dedicated management and coaching by the staff, 
excellent playing and practising facilities provided by a skilled and hardworking groundstaff and a 
relatively ordered and structured environment in the school; for cricket is above aU a game difficult 
to play well and requiring discipline to master its subtleties. However, far too many of our fixtures 
at aU levels are against inferior opposition and the margins of large numbers of victories this season 
have been ridiculously wide. 

This has several effects. It means, firstly that most of our players do not get sufficient competition, 
the batsmen find runs too easy to make and the bowlers get wickets from loose deliveries instead 
of having them punished. No matter how good the basic coaching in the nets, it is experience in the 
middle against their peers and betters that helps to develop a young cricketer. Too many players 
reach the I st XI lacking a really sound technique. Secondly, and equally important, they have not 
developed the ability to fight. Quite simply they are not used to losing and have had insufficient 
experience of difficult situations. When faced with good opponents and events going against them, 
too many Sherborne cricketers are onJy too willing to 'throw in the towel.' To succeed at cricket, 
practice, determination and the willingness to learn are cruciaJ. Playing for example, in the Brad ford 
League, or in Madras or Melbourne in the heat of January against highly competitive opposition, 
often in front of a hostile crowd , is a very different matter from taking a quick 50 off an aged club 
side or a weak school team on a true Sherbome wicket on a hot summer afternoon. 

In terms of basic technique and application, then, there are in1provements in Sherborne cricket 
that can be made. The strengthening of the fixture list at all levels is a crucial priority. It is also 
important that boys take the opportunity to widen their experience by playing at home in the 
summer vacation at club and representative levels. Despite producing endless school cricketers it is 
still true that only six Shirburnians have played first-class cricket since the war. 

1st XI 

Few seasons in the history of cricket at Sherbome School can have provided so many exciting 
finishes. Fifteen matches were played of which no Jess than three were won or lost on the last ball of 
the match (the Xl beat the Free Foresters with one wicket standing but lost to Cheltenham College 
18 runs short of victory and to the Pilgrims who had 4 wickets standing). ln addition five other 
matches were resolved one way or the other in the last two overs. Jn each case play had been going 
on for neady seven hours so that there was either some judicious management or some evenly
matched sides. Certainly after sucb an appalling climatic start to the season the game of cricket was 
the winner with a whole series of absorbing and determinedly-fought contests. 

The season fmished in the delightful cricket setting of Haileybury College, when, on hard wickets 
and in warm sunshine, the school beat tbe hosts and Marlborough but lost narrowly to Cheltenham. 
No greater contrast could be envisaged than its beginning on a bitterly cold April weekend when the 
Dorset Rangers match had been abandoned not only because of snow but aJso because a blizzard 
reduced visibility to something less than 22 yards. The XI certainly took time to get going, but once 
established and with improved conditions after half term, played much good cricket. 

In general the batting was stronger than the bowling and the fielding variable rather than out
standing. There was no lack of aggressive batsmen. Webb usually set the innings going with some 
finely-timed stroke play but invariably got out when well set. In 1 S innings he was only once dis
missed for less than 14 but never e:<ceeded 47. He also raised the tone of the fielding with some 
splendid flat throwing. His eventual opening partner was Jones who came into his own towards the 
end of the season to prove himself a very good batsman, culminating in a fine century against Hailey
bu ry. Ry don and Ford both scored heavily in their contrasting styles, the former with elegance and 
consistency, whilst the latter allied an unflappable termperament with a good eye and finished the 
season in commanding form with three haJf..centuries at the Festival. Quinlan and Ambrose both 
made useful contributions in the middle and lower part of the order, but the number 3 spot posed 
the same problems to the selectors as it has for England this last year. SeveraJ were tried until 
Henderson earned himself the position with some positive and consistent performances. 
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With lhe exception of Rydon the bowling lacked real penetration. When the ball was moving about 
his inswinger was otten <levastating (for example 6 for 12 in the first 45 minutes against Downside), 
and when it was not he bowled with sustained accuracy. In the last year or so he has turned himself 
from a talented but fair-weather cricketer into a most accomplished all-rounder, and has it in him 
to go a good deal further in the game. His main accomplice was Powe who bowled with determination, 
accuracy and no little fire. Ambrose chipped in with a number of useful wickets by virtue of bowling 
a full and accurate length, but Garlick and Quinlan never made the impact which their abilities 
promised. In some respects the tlat and true Sherborne wicket can be considered the graveyard of 
bowlers but it does inculcate the virtues of line and length. 

The outcricket of lhe XI varied. It could be good but was too often shoddy and second-rate. 
There were individual exceptions to this, not least Lloyd whose wicket-keeping developed markedly, 
and l 0 stumpings, several of them off the faster bowlers, was no mean achievement. He proved also 
a reliable and skilful captain who did much to steer the team ultimately to a successful and enjoyable 
season. 

1st XI Averages 

Batting Inns. NO Runs HS Av. 
Jones 11 2 356 101 * 39.55 
Ry don 15 2 491 100* 37.76 
Ford I 5 4 413 73* 37.54 
Webb 15 2 408 47 31.38 
Ambrose 9 4 146 40* 29.20 
Quinlan 12 0 197 56 16.41 
Lloyd 12 I 136 45 12.36 

Bowling Overs Maidens Runs Wickets Av. 
Ry don 208.1 65 513 39 13.15 
Ambrose 74.5 19 254 15 16.93 
Powe 163 35 506 24 21.08 
Garlick 114.1 34 279 10 27.90 
Quinlan 141 21 372 12 31.00 

Matches 

Sherborne Town 207 /5 dee. 
Sherborne 175/8 (Ford 52, Martin 52) Drawn 

Sherbome 82 
Radley 84/5 Lost by 5 wickets 

Bradfield 98 (Rydon 4 for 2 J) 
Sherbome 99/3 ( Rydon 5 J) Won by 7 wickets 
Millfield 2 13/5 dee. 
Sherborne 148/9 (Quinlan 56) Drawn 

Sherborne 229/5 dee. ( Rydon 100*) 
King's, Taunton I I 5 (Powe 4 for 32) Won by I 14 runs 

Sherborne 198 (Quinlan 51) 
Canford 137 (Rydon 6 for 22) Won by 61 runs 

Downside 70 (Rydon 6 for 12) 
Sherborne 73/3 Won by 7 wickets 
Free Foresters 200/7 dee. (Rydon 4 for 48) 
Sherborne 204/9 (Rydon 50) Won by I wicket 

Blondell's 2 12/5 
Sherborne 130/8 Drawn 
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D. F. Gibb's XJ 175 (Ambrose 4 for 30) 
Sherborne 160/9 (Rydon 50) 
Sherborne 221/5 dee. Jones 68, Ford 52) 
MCC 225/5 
Sherborne 200/5 dee. (Jones 60) 
Pilgrims 201/6 (Rydon 4 for 87) 
Sherborne 229/5 dee. (Jones I 0 I*. Ford 50) 
Haileybury 221 (Ambrose 4 for 34) 

Sherborne 237 /6 dee. (Ford 73*) 
Marlborough 205 (Quinlan 5 for 83) 

Cheltenham 195/9 dee. 
Sherborne J 77 (Ford 51) 

Played 8 Won 6 

Drawn 

Lost by 5 wickets 

Lost by 4 wickets 

Won by 8 runs 

Won by 32 runs 

Lost by 18 runs 

2nd XI 

Drew I Lost l 

Second eleven cricket is often unpredictable and su"bject to the requirements of the first eleven. 
This year proved no exception and we selected the same team on successive Saturdays only twice. 
Despite this, the results were extremely good, our defeat against Bournemouth 1st XJ being the first 
since May 1979. The great asset which Sherbome sides possess is confidence in their ability, so that 
defeat is regarded as a remote possibility, not to be taken seriously. Thus two of the six victories 
were gained from unlikely positions. Against Taunton we scored 161 in one hour and three quarters 
to win by four wickets and against Blundell's we won by one wicket after losing our ninth wicket still 
21 runs short of victory. 
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We decided early in the season that our best chance of victory lay in batting second - a policy we 
pursued until our middle order batsmen found that they were not even getting to the wicket. The 
success of this policy depended upon our ability to dismiss the opposition cheaply and in Oborne we 
possessed a bowler who caused the opposing batsmen difficulty whenever he bowled. He maintained 
an admirable line and length and moved the ball in the air and off the seam. He was our major wicket
taker with 21 wickets in eight matches, from 85 overs, a genuine renection on his stamina and per
severence as a pace bowler. He received admirable support from Thomas and Henderson, with 
Billington's left-arm spin providing the variety, which enabled him to become the other major wicket
taker. Drew was pressed into service as a left arm fast bowler and although he took some useful 
wickets, his accuracy was always suspect. He provided one of the sensations of the season by bowling 
six wides in his one and only over against King's Taunton! 

Our batting was not entirely reliable and we were indebted to the steadying influence of Gill at 
No. 1, who has worked hard at the game over three seasons of senior cricket. He accumulated nearly 
200 runs from 4 completed innings, carrying his bat through our innings no less than three times. 
Henderson's batting was the more Likely to win a match and he played a number of high quality 
innings, taking Taunton's attack apart with a score of 86 not out in even time. Jones, who gained 
sufficiently in confidence to return to the I st XI, and Macadam also recorded half-centuries, whilst 
our other major contributors, Martin , Bennett and Drew also had spells in the I st XI. Matthew 
Roberts, our captain, had a modest season with the bat, partly owing to an unselfish wish to give 
others a chance. His captaincy was most asture, showing a thoughtful approach to the game and in 
an otherwise rather unathletic fielding side, he led by example. 

As I have hinted above, our wicket-keeper, Kitson, did not have an easy season, having to contend 
with some wayward throwing. However, he worked at his game and he was making our bowling and 
fielding look much better by the end of the season. A number of good catches were taken, but none 
more so than a skied catch taken with deceptive ease over his shoulder, by Tice , running back from 
slip. 

1 am always grateful to a regular scorer, who devotes a great deal of his spare time to gatheringi 
the statistics. TI1is season Gould, like myself, was variously frozen, soaked and never overheated! 
Normal service resumes in April I 982, let's hope for some better weather! 

Beat Wells Cathedral School by 9 wickets 
Sherborne 97/ 1 (Gill 45*, Henderson 41 *) 

Results 

Wells Cathedral School 95 (Billington 3 for 15, Bennett 3 for 21, Oborne 3 for 25) 
Beat Taunton by 4 wickets 
Sherborne 161 /6 (Henderson 86*, Macadam 22) 
Taunton 156/8 dee. (Oborne 3 for 43) 
Drew with Mill field 
Sherborne 105/6 (Jones 37, Henderson 31) 
Millfield 133/7 dee. (Oborne 4 for 47) 
Beat King's Taunton by 8 wickets 
Sherborne 109/2 (Gill 42*, Macadam 50*) 
King's Taunton 104 (Oborne 5 for 17, Billington 3 for 6) 
Beat Canford by 10 wickets 
Sherborne 94/0 (Gill 33*, Jones 50*) 
Can ford 93 (Oborne 3 for 19, Thomas 3 for 37, Drew 3 for 20) 
Beat Downside by 82 runs 
Sherborne 149/7 (Gill 46, Ma rt in 27, Bennett 25) 
Downside 67 (Oborne 3 for I 2, Drew 3 for 19, Billington 4 for I 8) 
Lost to Bournemouth by 6 wickets 
Sherborne 136 
Bournemouth 137 /4 (Henderson 3 for 20) 
Beat Blundell's by I wicket 
Sherborne 138/9 (Knecht Ii 45*, Drew 38) 
Blundell's 135 (Garlick 4 for 27, Oborne 3 for 25, Peplow 3 for 49) 
* denotes not out 

The Team was: 
Roberts E. M. G., Drew J. R., Gill H. F., Henderson D. M. , MacAdam D. W., Martin C.R .• Oborne 
J. R., Thomas 0 . E. M., Jones M. M. C. F., Billington T. J., Kitson R. J ., all wilh colours. 

Also played: 
Bennett M. C., Tice G. A., KeUeway D. K. 

Scorer: Gould G. D. 



3rd XI 

Played 9 Won7 Drew I Lost 1 

The results show clearly that this was a very successful team. When batting first the side scored 
1156 runs in 7 innings for the loss of 39 wickets, an average of 30 runs per wicket , an excellent 
performance by 3rd XI standards. Except for being bowled out for 48 against Bishop Wordsworth, 
yet st ill winning by 22 runs, the side scored at least 173 runs before declaring. 

Six batsmen made 50, Robert Gray on two occasions, and Tim Dudgeon a century in the opening 
match. However, he was at once elevated to the Upper, never to return to the Lower! Besides Robert 
Gray's batting, other memorable knocks were David Kelleway's whirlwind 38, including 24 off the 
final over against Bournemouth , Bob Corlett's gritty 61 at Downside and Simon Duffett's hard hit 
63 against the Junior Leaders Regiment. 

The bowlers were no less successful. Jerry Peck began to generate some real pace on our slow 
wickets and on two occasions took 5 wickets; Hugo Carpendale was in the Hendrick mould, bowling 
a good line, just short of a length and moving the ball a little but without much luck. 

Paul Grellier returned 5 for 18 against Can ford but he seemed to lose the rhythm of last season and 
towards the end his batting was more impressive than his bowling. Paul Peplow had few opportunities 
with his slow left arm spinners but with more practice he could develop into a useful bowler. Chris 
Knechtli moved the ball into the batsman and in t11e right conditions he was very difl1cu lt to play. In 
four matches he took four or more wickets as well as making an excellent 49 against Downside. He 
is a talented all-rounder. 

Although the side contained many promising cricketers including Graham McKinnon Croft behind 
t11e stumps, it had three different captains during the term. The ability to handle bowling changes, 
field placings, declarations, etc. comes wit11 experience and I am sure that George Tice, Simon 
Buchanan and David MacAdam will remember the season, for the captain's job is not an easy one. 
My thanks to them , to all the players and to M.L.M. for such an enjoyable and successful season. 

Beat Sexey's, Bruton by 141 runs 
Sherborne 221 /S dee. 
Sexey's, Bruton 80 
Lost to Clayesmore I st XI by 3 wickets 
Sherborne 176/ 3 dee. 
Clayesmore I st XI 177 / 7 
Beat Bishop Wordsworth I st XI by 22 runs 
Sherborne 48 
Bishop Wordsworth I st XI 26 
Beat King's, Taunton by 8 wickets 
Sherborne 93/2 
King's, Taunton 67 
Beat Can ford ny 8 wickets 
Sherborne 93/2 
Canford 90 
Beat Downside by I 04 runs 
Sherborne 189/8 dee. 
Downside 85 
Beat Bournemouth by 1 16 runs 
Sherborne 174/9 dee. 
Bournemouth 58 
Beat Blundell's by 89 runs 
Sherborne 175/9 dee. 
Blundell's 86 
Drew with Junior Leaders Rgt. 
Sherborne 173/5 dee. 
Junior Leaders Rgt. 136/8 

M.J .H. 

ResoJts 

Team: 0. W. MacAdam (Capt.), R. C. H. Gray. S. C. Curtis. D. K. Kelleway, S. E. Duffett, C. J .C. 
Knecht Ii. R. E. Corlett. G. P. D. McKinnon Croft. C. P. D. Grellier, P. T. Peplow. J . N. W. Peck. 



4th XI 

In September, 1882 the following advertisement appeared in 'The Sporting Times': 

An affectionate Remembrance 
of 

English Cricket 
which died at the Oval 

on 
29th August, 1882 

deeply lamented by a large crowd of sorrowing friends and aquajntances 
RIP 

nb_ The body will be cremated and the ashes taken to Australia 

Far too insignificant, far too parochial is the sway of the New Printing House Square broadsheet 
for the record of the momentous - nay, cataclysmic - event which took place on JuJy 4th, 1980: 

The 4th XI DREW! 
No matter what the scores, no matter what the opposition thwarted within sight of its just reward 

ha.llowed by centuries-old tradition: wonder only that the veil of the Pavillion was not rent in twain 
and that the earth did not belch open and swallow all twenty-two players as Nature revolted in 
response to an instance of such monstrosity! Wonder only how Rees-Williams, throughout the season 
until that fateful hour an exemplary captain in all aspects of 4th XI cricket - with bis run-up remi
niscent of the cobra bemusing its victim with its tortuous writhjngs, with his savagely primitive yells 
of appeal in a language alien to creatures claiming even the remotest kinship to humanity, with his 
ability to exercise almost sacerdotal authority in gathering a team of thirteen by the afternoon when 
the names on the teamsheet had dwindled by break to six, with his mystic cricketing bonnets -
wonder only how he could so forget his noble. office and the reverend merl)ory of his august pre
decessors as to be personally responsible - he himself at the wicket possessed by some demoniac 
spirit instructing him which end of the bat to hold - for playing out the final half-hour of tin1e. 

Oh! in vain were the deeds of Hosford, Redmond, Buchanan and Foreman, diligently maintaining 
our great tradition of over-the-railway-or-out; in vain the baroque splendour of Carpendale's bowling 
and Sinker's batting; in vain George's remarkable feat of teaching semaphore under the guise of 
keeping wicket; in vain Bogie's sacred vow never to let his bat touch a single ball. 

I can no more: tears blur my eyes and blot the page. One word more and I have done. We all know 
the consequences which followed the appearance of the advertisement I have quoted above. Let the 
world of sport take heed what prodigy will follow the elegy here published. 

Played: Almost everybody who did not play for the l st, 2nd and 3rd Xl's, and a good number of 
those who did. 

Especial thanks to CHRN for his help. 
MAS-W 

Colts 

Played 7 Won 3 Drew 2 Lost 2 

Many recent seasons of Colts cricket have been dogged by uninteresting draws so it is good to be 
able to report that the only 'bore-draw' of 1981 was caused by torrential rain rather than bad cricket. 

This year's vintage of Colts cricket team batted briskly if britly, and fielded with enthusiasm, but 
with one notable exception, bowled badly. In aU recent Colt teams, batting failures have always been 
the prelude to tight, accurate, even penetrative bowling, but this year only Rugge Price ever looked 
like reaching these standards consistently. It is interesting to note that most able games players make 
their particular sport look easy and Rugge Price was no exception to this. His run up rhythmically 
accelerated into the Last stride and then, with a sideways action, the arm came easily over and the ball 
was propelled straight enough to make the batsman play. No-one else remotely approached these 
standards, so that when the batting failed against Millfield and Blundells, the matches were not only 
lost easily, but quickly. 
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The highlight of the batting was surely in the first match of the season when Lloyd employed the 
Bradford Abbas smite to such good effect that he scored 73* in 44 minutes. Near the end of this epic 
the Marlborough opening bowler turned to the Sherborne umpire and very reasonably exclaimed 'but 
that was a good ball' as once more it sailed into the undergrowth beyond long on. Rydon batted 
with some technique and a lot more determination, as he often played the anchor role in the side , 
while Spink played with Dexterian authority, even if he did lack some of the great man's straightness 
of bat. Perhaps the most encouraging aspect of the batting was the performance of Nitsch who 
showed the others very clearly what common sense and belligerent determination could do to make 
up for lack of text-book technique. 

The major conclusion of the season is that Sherborne needs bowlers - but Sherbome also needs 
faster wickets to encourage the bowlers. 

Team: R. Spink (Capt.); R. Mather; R. Rydon; R. Nitsch; R. Lloyd; C. Rugge Price; S. Bryant; 
J. Quinlan;P. McMahon; R. Shaw; D. Ford; H. Alexander. 
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Results 

Drew with Marlborough 
Sherbome 189/4 (Lloyd 73*, Rydon 48* , Spink 36) 
Marlborough 140/7 
Drew with Taunton 
Sherborne 167/9 (Rydon 52, Nitsch 31) 
Rain stopped play 
Lost to Millfield by 9 wkts. 
Sherbome 103 (Nitsch 38) 
Millfield 107/1 
Beat King's Taunton by 4 wkts. 
King's Taunton I 04 (McMahon 3 for 10, Rugge Price 3 for 29) 
Sherbome 105/6 
Beat Canford by 5 wkts. 
Canford 106 (Rugge Price 5 for 14, Ford 3 for 28) 
Sherborne 109/5 (Lloyd 40*) 
Beat Downside by 8 wkts. 
Downside 49 (Rugge Price 5 for 25, Quinlan 3 for 12) 
Sherborne 5 I /2 (Spink 34 *) 
Lost to Blundell's by 9 wkts. 
Sherborne I 00 
Blundell's I 04/ l 

Junior Colts Cricket 

The season was a very successful and most enjoyable one for all concerned. I think that it wouJd 
be fair to say that the year as a whole was the strongest that I have ever encountered. Never before 
have three batsmen scored over 300 runs each: I. Bourke, D. Thome, M. Bryant. They were ably 
backed up by R. Tice, who captained the side by example as well as with great confidence. S. Ewen 
and R. Matthews also played excellent innings when needed - at Queen 's Taunton and Canford 
respectively. The bowling lay in the hands of l. Sharpe, who was very quick at times although way
ward in length too. R. Matthews and S. Ewen bowled steadily throughout the season and J. Gilshenan 
teased many an opposing batsman out with the beguiling flight of his off spin. The fielding on the 
whole, was of a high standard, except in the crucial Lord's Taverners Match versus Somerset. Slip 
catches were held - even by M. Bryant! 

The pattern of play started normally with Sherbome always batting. It soon became evident that 
the side was going to have problems bowling out the opposition. They were inverted in the last four 
matches and this brought about 4 very exciting victories at Queen's Taunton, Downside, Canford 
and Blundell's. Marlborough were defeated easily at the beginning of the season, but the games 
against Taunton, Millfield (both rain affected) and King's Taunton were drawn. The Clifton match 
was rained off. 

The most exciting and frustrating time was playing in the Lord 's Tavemers Trophy - Sherbome 
representing Dorset. There were easy victories against Wiltshire and Avon, which took the school to 
the South West Semi-Final (3 games away from the final). Somerset, represented by Queen's 
Taunton were the opposition. We batted slowly and gradually built up a fine total. With a vital early 
break through, it looked possible for us to win. The bowling became inaccurate, fielding slipshod and 
the catching - well! no comment! We lost. Much was learned by all and next year Sherborne will 
again represent Dorset and we will improve! 

M.J.C. 

Team: R. Tice, D. Thome, I. Sharpe, I. Bourke, M. Bryant, J. Gilshenan, A. Bolton, S. Ewen , R. 
Matthews, R. Brock, S. Knechtli. 
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Results 

Beat Marlborough by 9 wickets 
Marlborough 33 (Gilshenan 3 for 2, Matthews 3 for 14) 
Sherbome 35/l 
Drew with Taunton - Rain 
Sherborne 161 alJ out (Bourke 39, Thorne 38, Tice 31) 
Drew with Millfield 
Sher borne 127 /3 (Bourke 7 5) 
Millfield 75/5 (Sharpe 3 for 10) 
Drew with King's Taunton 
Sherborne 152/1(Bourke74n.o., Thorne 62n.o.) 
King's Taunton 70/7 
Beat Canford by 4 wickets 
Canford J 17 (Matthews 5 for 33) 
Sherborne 1J9/6 (Bourke 39 , Matthews 31) 
Beat Downside by 9 wickets 
Downside 126/9 dee. (Gilshenan 4 for 42) 
Sherborne 131/1 (Bryant 69 n.o., Thome 47n.o.) 
Beat Queen's Taunton by 7 wickets 
Queen 's Taunton 168/9 dee. (Sharpe 5 for 39) 
Sherborne 169/3 (Bryant 85n.o., Tice 33n.o.) 
Beat Blundell's by 8 wickets 
Blundell's 96 (Sharpe 5 for 20, Gilshenan 3 for 41) 
Sherborne 97/2 (Bryant 59n.o .) 
LORD'S TA VERNERS 
Beat Avon by 1J8 runs 
Sherborne 21 l/6 in 40 overs (Thorne 64, Lloyd 45 , Bryant 34) 
Ridings 93 (Sharpe 3 for J 6, Gilshenan 3 for 29) 
Beat Gloucestershire by 37 runs 
Sherbome I 15 in 40 overs (Bryant 3 J) 
Rednock 78 (Sharpe 5 for 9, Ewen 3 for 7) 
Lost to Somerset by 5 wickets 
Sherborne 121 in 40 overs (Ewen 44n.o.) 
Queen's Taunton 125/5 
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Junior Colts 8 Cricket 

Not only did this team not lose a match in J 981; at no time did they ever look at all likely to 
lose one. Of the two games drawn, one - the first match of the season - would have been won if a 
catch to slip from the final ball of the day had been held. The side's success was founded on its very 
capable early batting; only 23 wickets were lost all season, I 0 of those in the first game, in a frenetic 
chase for runs. Cockerham, for most of the season averaging well over 100, was happy to bat all 
afternoon, taking full advantage of the loose ball, and building his innings with confidence and 
excellent judgement. Millar played a series of forc.eful innings, displaying a good range of attacking 
shots. Fawcett showed against King's Taunton that his very powerful hitt ing off the back foot 
could completely demoralise opposition at this level. Gray batted soundly without ever domina
ting the bowling, but played an enterprising innings against Bournemouth to win the most difficult 
match of the season. Sugden hit effectively when given a chance. Few others batted. 

The bowlers, too, thrived against often undistinguished batting. Ward consistently bowled with 
menace and was the main wicket-taker. Longrigg took useful wickets, but would have taken many 
more if he had bowled accurately. Whelan produced useful spells in support, and Fitzgerald, the 
left-arm spinner bowled better and better as he grew in confidence. Nevertheless, the draw against 
Bishop Wordsworth School showed up the lack of penetration i.n our attack. Against determined 
opposition, on a good wicket, we struggled. Nor was it really a surprise that towards the end of the 
season our bowlers, playing on - for them - an unusually lively wicket at Bournemouth, should 
have failed to take full advantage of the helpful conditions. 

Both out-fielding and close-catching were of high standard , and Cockerham kept wicket most 
effectively to both the medium-pacers and the spinners. Stuart Millar was an exemplary captain, and 
the team played with great enthusiasm and enjoyment. My thanks to all those concerned in a memor
able season. 

P.T.S. 

Team: S. Millar (Capt.), P. Cockerham, R . Gray, R. Fawcett, E. Sugden, D. Abate, J. Longrigg, 
C. Ward, M. Fitzgerald, A. Whelan, W. Chandler, J. Cran ton, A. Lockyer, I. Sewell. 

Scorer: J. Ward. 

Drew with Wells Cathedral School 
Sherbome 141 (Cockerham 58) 
Wells Cathedral School 8 1 /9 (Ward 6 for 8) 
Beat Clayesmore by 111 runs 

Results 

Sherborne 156/4 dee. (Cockecham 42, Millar 44*) 
Clayesmore 45 (Longrigg 6 for 8) 
Beat MiJlfield by 9 wickets 
Millfield 73 {Fitzgerald 4 for 14) 
Sherborne 79/ 1 (Cockerham 56*) 
Beat King's, Taunton by 97 runs 
Sherbome 169/l dee. {Cockerham 76*, Fawcett 59*) 
King's, Taunton 72 {Fitzgerald 3 for 12) 
Drew with Bishop's Wordsworth School 
Sherborne 146/1 dee. Cockerham 57* , Millar 67) 
Bishop's Wordsworth School 95/4 
Beat Downside by 9 wickets 
Downside 72 (Ward 4 for 22) 
Sherborne 74/1 {Millar 41 *) 
Beat Bournemouth Grammar School by 5 wickets 
Bournemouth Grammar School 89 {Ward 4 for 14) 
Sherbome 93/5 
Beat Foster's by J 0 wickets 
Foster's 65 (Fitzgerald 4 for 33) 
Sherbome 66/0 
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Mini-Colts Cricket 

It is difficult to imagine a more fitting or more gripping climax to a season than the events of the 
last Thursday of term. The Dorset final of the Lord Taverners Trophy against Poole GS produced 
some marvellous cricket and a well deserved victory. The lessons of the term seem to be put to great 
effect because it was team spirit, aggressive fielding (four run-0uts), and an ability to withstand 
pressure which enabled the trophy to return to Sherborne for the third year running. This was a very 
different side from the one that had survived nervously against Millfield and had lost slightly naively 
against a strong Taunton side early in the season. Their final record was a most impressive one. 

We were fortunate to have a reliable opening pair in Nick Parfitt and Jeremy Milne , and the batting 
was given further momentum by David Rosser and Justin Taylor. Nick Parfitt accumulated more runs 
in the season than any previous mini-colt had done, including a mighty 100 at Bournemouth. Mark 
Wright and Charles Rix and Richard Jory played innings of note and between them produced some 
breathtaking catches and fielding. Justin Thomson-Glover swapped a tennis racquet for a cricket bat 
late in the season and added considerably to the efficiency of the side. The bowling attack was led 
by Magnus Bowles and Freddy Foreman, until injured, although the leading wicket-taker was the 
wily Angus Holbrook with his leg-spinners. David Rosser and Justin Taylor also provided solid 
bowling support. Henry Jodrell kept wicket with great enthusiasm and considerable flair. 

The development of players during the season was greatly aided by the coaching of MMW, who 
continues to give assistance with his helpful analysis and enthusiasm. The basics are important and he 
can coach them. Thanks are also due to DFG for his painstaking administration and care and to 
Justin Taylor for proving to be so cheerful and co-Operative as a captain. 

Played 12 Won9 Drew 2 Lost I 

Athletics 

This term seems to have had its ups and downs. The weather has been particularly unkind. Not 
only did it disrupt some of the matches and the standards competition but it even managed to inter
fere with some of the training programmes as well. 

We have had some outstanding performances during this term whereby five of the existing school 
records have been broken: -

1. Young - Senior Triple Jump 13.04 
D. Edwards - Senior High Jump 1.84 
D. Hornell Scott U.17 400m 50.7 
H. Pratt - U. 17 High J ump 1.80 
G. Pilbrow - U.15 80m Hurdles J 3.00 

However, we have also had a number of athletes of great potential who have not, for one reason 
or another, achieved what was expected of them. 

I think two factors are responsible for this. Firstly there is a tendency nowadays to train the very 
young extremely hard , and by the time they are older they have become bored with the monotony 
and intensity of the training, and have 'peaked' too early. Consequently unless they have a great 
ambition they lose impetus and fall by the wayside. Secondly, there seems to be a lack of real dedi
cation on the part of some of the athletes who, in this pre-packed world, want an instant formulae 
for success without the hard graft necessary to perform well. These problems may seem paradoxical 
but in fact do exist side by side. There are some athletes who are self-disciplined enough to practice 
by themselves but these are few and far between. 

Finally I would like to thank the Club Captain, Ian Young, and the Secretary, Mike Wade , for all 
their hard work this term, and more particularly Dr. Mercer, Mr. Morgan , Mr. Sammut, Mr. Harris, 
Mr. Gibson , Mr. Carling and Mr. Davis , and all those who have helped officiate this term; without 
such help the smooth running of any meeting would be impossible. 
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Mike Wade about to break another focal1)1ane shutter 

Lutra Shield 

An excellent meeting to test the depth of a senior team by having three strings in every event 
is held at Allhallows every year. This meeting includes the 400m Hurdles, the 5000m and the 4 x 
400m relay. There are nonnally 5 schools taking part , and this year the schools were Sherborne, 
Bryanston, Clifton, Exeter and the hosts, Allhallows. ln the past the competition has always been 
extremely close and this year was no exception. With just the 4 x 400 Relay to run there were still 
three schools who were capable of winning and in an exciting race we won the relay and also the 
shield as well. 

Achilles Relays 

The Achilles Relays were held at the beginning of term on Saturday the 9th of May, and con
sequently we were able to send a number of teams this year as it did not clash with our half term. 
There were two particular events where we performed extremely well. rn the 4 x I OOm Hurdles we 
were leading the race until the last flight but were ultimately beaten into second place. In the 4 x 
400m an endless battle between ourselves and Abingdon took place which we again unfortunately 
lost on the line after an excellent run by all four athletes. This competition is between 40 schools 
(Public Schools), so to reach the final is doing well, let alone challenge for the winning place. 

Sberborne Relays 

On the 27th of June we staged the first Sherborne Relays Competition with 10 of the top schools 
in the West of England taking part. Basically the meeting was designed to provide relay running at 
all levels. However, there were some extremely high quality performances at all age groups. ln the 
sprinting relays Clifton seemed to dominate while Marlborough dominated the longer distances. The 
climax of the meeting was a medley relay comprising I x 800m, 2 x 200m and I x 400m. This 
Sherbome managed to win. 
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County Events 

The North Dorset Athletics Championships were held at Sherborne this year and our athletes 
performed exremely well , winning both the Senior and the U-17 age groups. In fact, the Seniors won 
every track event as well as coming second in one or two as well. 

After the area meeting a number of our athletes went on to perform in the county championships 
where we gained four county champions, five second places and four third places. 

Five of these athletes went on to represent the county at either the South West Championships 
or the Dorset County match at Reading. 

Finally, D. r. Hornell Scott competed in the All England Championships where he was ext remely 
unlucky not to make the final. He normally would have qualified but the track only had 7 lanes and 
he was the 8th fastest qualifier being beaten in his heat by the thickness of a vest. 

House Relays 

The House Relay Competition took place on Sunday , 5th of July and amidst the drizzle some 
excellent performances were achieved. Out of the fourteen events seven new records were set and, 
after a thrilling competition, The Green emerged the overall winners. 

The Green also managed to win both the Standards Competitions. 

John Bassett is hexed home to victory 
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Tennis 

Fuller tribute is paid elsewhere to Bob Clarke, the head Groundsman , whose untimely death 
occurred during the summer holidays. But his energy and expertise have made and kept the Match 
Grass courts superbly true, and a pleasure for all to play on. This has been a consistent cause for 
comment by parents and visiting teams, and we are very grateful for all that Bob did. 

1st VI 

A young and enthusiastic team had a very good season. Only one school match was lost, and this 
before the team members or pairings were established. But all the other traditional rivals were well 
defeated, notably Bryanston who only managed one set in the whole afternoon. Hampshire sent 
almost their full Junior team, and we did better than usual to win 3* rubbers off them. 

Tony Batcup and Peter Bradshaw, the only old colours, added growing determination to their 
splendidly equable termperaments. They lost against the Hampshire 1st pair and the Pilgrims 1st pair, 
but were unbeaten by school pairs. Their enjoyment of the game and increasingly consistent concen
tration gave the team a strong and relaxed leadership. Tim Leask's unorthodox style and willingness 
to run for anything matched well with Justin Thomson.Clover's better-grooved strokes to make for 
a successful second pair. They were at thei r best against opposition 1st pairs, winning some good sets 
early on several Saturdays. Simon Barker and Roddy Barrow guarded their position from the 2nd VT 
1st pair, and proved a reliable 3rd pair. They took the opportunities given them, and won some 
useful rubbers in the process. 

The first two pairs will be here next year, and should give us the makings of a first rate team and 
yet more enjoyable tennis. 

Major Colours: A.G. Batcup (Captain), P. T. Bradshaw (Secretary), T. J. A. Leask, J. 0. Thomson· 
Glover, R. G. Barrow,S. F. M. Barker. 

Honours Colours were awarded to Batcup and Bradshaw. 

King's Taunton 
Taunton School 
Poole Grammar 
Bryanston 
Marlborough 
Hampshire Juniors 
Clifton 
Can ford 
Pilgrims 

Won 7-2 
Lost 3*-5* 
Won 6-3 
Won 8*-* 
Won 5-1 (rain) 
Lost 3*-5* 
Won 6*-2* 
Won 7*-I* 
Drew4*-4* 

Results 

2nd VI 

This was the best 2nd VI for years. Robert Hammersley and Robert Maxwell were unlucky not to 
make the I st VT, and played with ruthless efficiency to concede only one set in 2nd VT matches all 
term. The team as a whole showed both talent and enthusiasm, and of 110 sets played, they lost only 
10. This convincing record included defeats of two opposition 1st VT 's. 

All but two of the players will be here next year, so the 1st VI places look like being well con
tested. 

The following played: Hammersley (Captain), Maxwell, Aubin, Brand, Gell, Vincent, Moore W., 
Macintosh. 

Taunton School 
Monkton Combe (1st VI) 
Milton Abbey (1st VI) 
Wellington School (I st VI) 
Marlborough 
Clifton 
Canford 

Won 8-1 
Won 8-1 

Results 

Leading 3-0 (rain) 
Won 9-0 
Won 7-0 (rain) 
Won 7-2 
Won 8-1 



Colts Tennis 1981 

This year's Colts proved to be the strongest team to represent the School at this level for some 
years. Playing attractive tennis, they won all their matches against other schools, succumbing only 
to Hampshire Juniors, whose thirteen year-olds reminded us of the gap between public school and 
county tennis. It was particularly gratifying to win at Marlborough for the first time; here, as in other 
matches, the margin of victory was rather wider than an observer of play throughout the afternoon 
might have predicted. Strength in depth was the key to success: Barry-Taylor's return from an abor
tive mission to the l st VI strengthened our play and he formed an impressive partnership with 
Bradshaw. They were a good first pair, stylish in their strokeplay and sensible in their tactics. Plewman 
and Wyatt-Smith either won or lost quickly and need to learn to play at a controlled pace. Sebag
Montefiore and Caines combined languor of demeanour with obstinacy in getting the ball back. They 
provided a test for Barry-Taylor and Bradshaw on court during practices and for the master-in-<:harge 
off court. 

Groom, Jeffreys, Eggleston and Macdonald also featured in the season's play. They were unlucky 
to be kept out of the team, as at least one of them opined. All of these players should contribute to 
the strength of seniors' tennis next time the winds of April usher Summer in down at the Hyle courts. 
My thanks to all concerned, especially Neil Bradshaw, an exemplary captain, for an enjoyable term's 
tennis. 

R.G.P. 
Junior Colts Tennis 

The season was a poor one, despite the admirable determination and effort of the captain, Small, 
and a slight improvement towards the end of the season. 

There was a sad lack of ability to sustain concentration, or to fight back when down in games. 
ln the first match we did badly to draw against a weak Bryanston side and lost the following week, 

with a singular lack of courage, against Marlborough; undoubtedly the feeblest showing of the season. 
Though we lost by the same substantial margin to Hampshire, ironically the team played their best 
tennis in this match, responding to the aggressive game of the opposition. TI1ere was a further meek 
submission to Clifton, before the final, heartening confidence displayed against Can ford. 

Small, Brooking, Waddy and North all showed a good attacking spirit at times. The others, though 
having fine strokes, were too often conquered by temperament and tended to lose games through 
their errors rather than the skill of their opponents. 

The Team: A. J. Small (Capt.), J. A. Brooking, J. M. Lee , J .E. G. North, T. J. Waddy, P. N. Minden
Wilson , R. Talbot-Williams, A. B. Emley, G. P. Letchworth. 

Bryanston 
Marlborough 
Hampshire 
Clifton 
Canford 

Drew 4~ -4~ 
Lost l - 8 
Lost l - 8 
Lost 4 - 5 
Won 8- I 

Results 

Tournament Results 

School Tournaments 
Senior House Final: Abbey beat The Digby 
Senior Singles: P. T. Bradshaw (The Green) 
Junior House Final: Harper beat The Green 
Junior Singles: J. 0. Thomson-Glover (Wallace) 
South-West Schools Open 
Under-19: Bat cup and Bradshaw P. reached the semi-final, losing to Mill field, the winners. 
Under-16: Thomson-Glover and Bradshaw N. reached the semi-fmal, also losing to the wirtners, 

Mill field. 
Dorset Schools Doubles Cup 
Batcup and Bradshaw P. regained this cup for the school, with convincing wins over all the opposing 

pairs. 
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Clark Cup (open to all British schools) 
Bradshaw P. and Leask lost the opening round to St. Benedict's, Ealing, but then won through all 
four rounds of the plate event (Ramsden Cup) before losing to a strong Bodmin pair in the final 
at the All England Club. 

Milbourn Cup (all British schools, under-16) 
Thomson-Glover and Wyatt-Smith reached the quarter-finals before losing to Teignmouth. Wyatt
Smith hung on well to beat the Teignmouth 2nd string in 3 sets, but the Teignmouth pair proved 
too strong in the deciding doubles. 

You/I Cup {Public Schools, senior. At the All England Club) 
The three strongest players not being available, the school was represented by Leask and 
Hammersley (1st pair) and Barker and Barrow (2nd pair). This team did very well to beat Win
chester 2-0 in convincing straight sets in the first round. They then played two tense 3-set matches 
to beat Charterhouse 2-0 in the 2nd round, these matches being fully reported in the Daily Tele
graph. St. Paul's (the top seeds) defeated us 2-0 in the 3rd round. 

Thomas Bowl (Public Schools, junior) 
Bradshaw N. and Wyatt-Smith defeated Sedbergh II easily in the first round, and then Charter
house I by 6-4, 4-6, 7-5 in the 2nd round, before losing to a good Repton 1st pair in the 3rd 
round. 

C.B.G.A. 
Golf 

Taken all round , Golf performances in the last twelve months have been less distinguished than 
could properly have been expected. This is, sadly, true in all three of the main areas of School golf: 
major tournaments, inter-school matches, and the everyday golf played within the school. With a few 
notable individual exceptions, (which , broadly, means Nick Sandall and Nick Aubin), talents were all 
too liable to give way when the pressure was on. However, since it is precisely in order to give ex
perience of facing this problem that matches are arranged, a good many players should have learned 
valuable lessons from the various episodes in which they were involved. 

It is plainly impractical to chronicle all of these; but a number of occasions deserve special men
tion. There was certainly room for justified disappointment in the annual Aer Lingus competition; 
with a stronger team than the one which qualified for the National Final last year, including two 
(Nick Sandall and Clive Martin) of the same trio, we had high hopes of renewed success. But, sadly, 
neither of the two latter were fit on the day. The 'substitute' team (including Gavin Prentice who 
nobly came away with the team on the day term ended at ten minutes' notice) did creditably to come 
fifth. ln the other annual event, the Burnham tournament, Y{e were again handicapped by Sandall's 
absence; the other players could not rise to the occasion and, after beating Blundells, last heavily to 
Marlborough in the second round. 

The year was marked by the introduction of a new, nationwide, competition open to all Inde
pendent Schools, on a knock-out foursomes basis. This promises to be a great success. In this opening 
year, Sherborne defeated Bruton in the first round of south-west schools; but, in a match which 
should have been won , we lost to Marlborough thanks to some amazingly inept play by two talented 
players (whose blushes can best be preserved by anonymity) in the vital third match against modest 
opposition who won what never need have been a tense match at the 20th hole. 

A not dissimilar picture emerges from the results of inter-school matches. Most of these could 
have gone either way. But , although there were some very creditable struggles against good opponents, 
there were rather too many occasions when 'winnable' individual games ended in narrow defeat. The 
inevitable temptation is to ascribe such defeats to 'bad luck'; but closer analysis would often reveal 
that, in close contests, players failed to retain the composure which is such an essential feature of 
successful match play. Overall, wins were recorded against Marlborough, BlundeUs and Downside 
during the year; a match against Canford was halved; and we lost to Bristol G.S. (twice), Queen's, 
Taunton, and Millfield. These matches involved nine different courses, and provided splendid ex
perience for those taking part who, at one time or another, included the following (with initials for 
those with colours): N. J. Sandall, C. R Martin, N. D. A. Aubin , J . R. Drew, J. D. Sinker, G. H. 
Prentice, Savidge, Parsons, Moore, Burgett , Johnstone, Thomas. 

In addition to these matches, the usual greatly enjoyable matches were played against the O.S.G.S. 
and the Parents ; these social and successful occasions gave a chance for match experience to con
siderably larger numbers than those listed above. 

Within the school, the inter-house matches were won by The Green (which was especially credi
table when, in the final, they had to field a team of reserves); the Kemp Cup was won by Sandall, 
and the Farley (under-16) Cup by Burgett. 

P.T.C. 



In House 

Abbey Hoose 

Abbey House played a large part in the life of the school this term, with George Courtauld starring 
in 'My Fair Lady' and many other members of the House playing an important part in the production 
both on and off the stage. Also at Commem. Alaistair Gibson's spiri ted performance of a Vivaldi 
violin concerto was high point in the Chamber Orchestra's concert. 

On the sporting scene, four members of the House , Nicholas Ford, Andrew QuinJan, Mike Webb 
and Tim Billington were in the I st XI and this acheivement is reflected in victories in the Senior and 
Under I 6 inter-house competitions. We also had four players, Robert Maxwell, Robert Hammersly, 
Nick Aubin and William Moore on the tennis second VI and three on the Colts Vl. Success in the 
Senior House Tennis Competition made up for our somewhat less praiseworthy performances in 
the swimming and Athletics. 

Academically too the term has been successfuJ, with good G.C.E. results attained, as a result of 
which Jeremy Quinlan and Robin Hammond won prizes for their 0-levels and Ed Russell-Smith for 
his A-levels. Particular congratulations to David Ford on being awarded an internal exhibition on his 
0-levels. It was also good to hear that Giles Watts has been awarded an exhibition after his ftrst year 
exams at Cambridge. 

Finally the best of luck to those leaving, to those six, an unusually large number, staying to take 
Oxbridge and to Nick Crowley, next term's Head of House. 

T.D.W.J. 

Green House 

During the Trinity term, The Green continued to do well under the capable leadership of Nick 
Sandall , the Head of House , who was a sufficient support to allow Mr. Oldham to complete his first 
twenty-five years at Sherbome more or Jess unscathed. 

Academically, this term is always rather a tense one as public examinations loom ever closer, 
although several candidates managed to take time off to sunbathe in the House Garden during what 
was (for Sherbome) a summer heatwave. 

However, on the sports field the picture was rather more optimistic as we 'swept the board' to 
win all the silverware, both in the house relays and on Sports Day , thus avenging the eclipse of the 
House's sporting reputation by rivals (who shall remain nameless) at the swimming sports. 

We say goodbye to lDG, and at the same time welcome MRT as House Tutor. We must also say 
farewell to alJ the U6th except for three Oxbridge candidates, one of whom Richard Moore takes 
over as Head of House. We hope he can lead the Green to take the honours in next term's House 
Singing Festival! 

Harper House 
B. Young 

Despite the sun's reluctance to shine for more than two days at a time, Harper House passed 
smoothly through another Summer Term. On the sporting front, various members of the House 
managed to perform creditably. Hugo Ambrose was a reguJar member of the l st XI, while Tony 
Batcup, with customary efficiency, captained the 1st VI Tennis. In the Junior part of the House, the 
under-16 tennis team managed to win the competition. A more than respectable position was also 
achieved in the House Swimming, thanks partly to the efforts of Alex Nicholl, who continues to beat 
all comers. 

On the academic front, both 5th Form and Upper Sixth worked industriously at various times 
and for various exams, and were rewarded with some good results. 

The term ended on a suitably light note with a performance, at the customary House Lunch, by 
a choir which included all the House Tutors, reputedly the finest male-voice choir in the School! 
This surely provided a suitable farewell to all the leavers, to whom we extend our best wishes in 
their various destinations ranging from the heights of Cambridge, and the Army, Antigua, an American 
University, all sorts of Home Universities and St. Edward's, Oxford. 
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Wallace House 

Perhaps the most notable incident about last term was one which didn't happen when it was sup
posed to - despite the fears expressed in the last report, the House is still standing, and moreover, the 
powers that be were apparently impressed by the state of upkeep of the house. Does this mean that 
the other houses are also falling down? 

The number of cups has also increased (a special shelf has now been built for both of them), 
largely due to the efforts of Thompson-Glover, who not only won the junior tennis cup, but also 
represented the school in the first VI although still in the 3rd form. 

On the cultural side, Wallace was the only house to appear at the back of 'The Book of Sherborne' 
by J. Gibb (no. 276, to save you the bother of checking up). Most memorable, however, was the 
meeting of the BriUat-Savarin Society, after which, I am sure that most of the U6th will entirely 
understand why the Princess of Wales wishes to shoot deer. The Venison which we ate must be one 
of the best meals I have ever tasted. 

Apart from these events, very little else seems to have occurred during the summer - probably 
a good thing, since the 0-level results suggest that a few people spent a considerable amount of time 
working - a pursuit which many Shlrburnians may not be aware of being available at the school. 

M. J. Wbittell 

Westcott House 

As our Housemaster has always said, a term cannot be 'judged' until the results have come through. 
The results were thought to have been 'satisfactory', so at least on the academic side Westcott had a 
reasonable term. However, sport, which much to the disapproval of some is thought to be just about the 
most important activity was, frankly ,disappointing. Westcott should have sailed through all the cricket 
competitions, but in the end won only one: the B leagues. The house won the swimming competition 
but was not up to its usual standards on the athletics field. Art-based activities seemed to exist 
quietJy in the background until the arrival of the end of term and the Pipers, wit11 Mr. Cooper's 
leaving present - a painting from the Piper echibition of the Housemaster's own choice. He looked 
to be more ilian pleased with the present - it was certainly well deserved after fifteen years of hard 
but successful grind running the house. The whole house, young and old, is indebted to him. 

G. A. Tice 

The Digby House Report 

In July, The Digby saw the bulk of their most sporting year for some time leave, whose achieve
ments over five years certainly added a t;Ype of glamour to ilie house. Simon Barker, Roddy Barrow, 
William Egerton-King, David MacAdarn, Graeme McKinnon Croft and Will Rydon all achieved notable 
success in a variety of sports. The academic honours, however, went elsewhere. On the other hand, 
all this term's Oxbridge candidates did thoroughly well. But to combine prowess on the games field 
and at 'A' level proved elusive. The 'O' level year, however, seem altogether more capable of this. 

The hundred trees which ilie house planted in the late spring have all survived despite encroaching 
nettles and bindweed. 

Particular, though not exclusive congratulations go to Will Rydon for an exciting century in the 
Bradfield match, to Matthew Roberts, James Perry , Adrian Clarke and Alexander MacGillivray for 
a clutch of school prizes, to Jimmy Burgett for winning the junior golf cup and to Matthew Morony 
for his convincing performance in 'My Fair Lady'. 
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Valete 

SCHOOL HOUSE 

R. J. Cronk 
HaUkeeper. 
Sailing Team; Leading Seaman (C.C.F.) 
Training as a Chartered Surveyor 

J. R. E. Cutler 
5th XV , 3rd XI Hockey 
Secretary of: Geography Society, 
Epicurean Society. Member: Science Society 

A. J. A. Down 
House Prefect. 
Art Scholar; Longmuir Art Prize 1980. 
Commendation in Cadbury Schweppes 
National Competition. 
Member: Green Ribbon Club; 
Photographic Society. 

N. 0 . Fitzgerald 
5th XV. Under Officer (C.C.F.). 
Member: Biology Society; Epicureans. 
To R.M.A. Sandhurst. 

S. D. Fitzpatrick 
House Prefect. 
4th XV; Athletics. 
Secretary: Epicureans. 
To Exeter University. 

T. G. J. Gibbon 
House Prefect. 
Sailing Team (Capt.); Petty Officer. 
J.C.R. Treasurer. 
To Reading University. 

G. W. Headley 
Sailing Team; Sergeant (R.A.F.) 
To Virginia Military Insitute. 

G.D. Knight 
House Prefect. 
3rd XV; Athletics; Basketball. 

C.R. Martin 
Hall keeper. 
I st XV; I st XI Cricket; 2nd XI Hockey; 
1st VI Golf. 
J.C.R. Treasurer. 
lnterpretes. 

T. W. T. Mead 
House Prefect. 
5th XV; Soccer Team. 
To Bristol Polytechnic to study Agriculture. 

W. R. Simon 
House Prefect. 
Member: The Agora; Science Society; 
Biology Society; Epicureans. 
To Seale Hayne Agricultural College. 

P. D. M. Upton 
House Prefect. 
Member: Biology Society; Science Society. 
To Guy's Hospital. 

S. M. White 
House Prefect. 
5th XV; 4th XI Cricket; Soccer Team. 
Member: Epicureans; Green Ribbon Club. 

ABBEY HOUSE 

W.R. Ashby 
Star Prize '77 
Junior Colts B Cricket '78 
Golf'79 , '80, '81. 
Hallkeeper. 

J.P. Byron 
Hallkeeper. 
Star Prize '79. 
Polyglots. 

M.A. Cassidy 
Hallkeeper. 
3rd XI Cricket '80; 4th XI Cricket '79, '81 . 

N. J. Ford 
Head of House '81 /2. 
2nd XV Rugby '80; 
1st XI Cricket '79, '80, '8 1 ; 
1st XI Hockey '81. 
Polyglots. 
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A. J . L. Gibson 
Hallkeeper. 
Senior String Prize '79. 
4th XV Rugby '80; Sailing '78, '79, '80, '81. 
Leader of School Orchestra '80, '81. 

R. P. Hammersley 
House Prefect. 
3rd XV Rugby '80; 1st XI Hockey '81; 
1st VI Tennis '81. 

R. A. K. Maxwell 
House Prefect. 
2nd XV Rugby '80; 4th XI Hockey '81. 

J. M. Mumford 
HaUkeeper. 
Colts XI Cricket '79; 
3rd XJ Hockey '80, '81. 

A. C. Quinlan 
House Prefect. 
Star Prize '78. 
I st XV Rugby '80; I st XI Cricket '79, '80, '81. 
Captain of Fives. 

R. L. Waddy 
Hallkeeper. 
Science Society. 

J. A. Young 
Hallkeeper. 
4th XV Rugby '80; 3rd XJ Cricket '80, '81. 

THE GREEN 

S. Buchanan 
Ha llkeeper. 
2nd XV; I st XI I Jockey 
3rd XI Cricket 

H. A. Gourley 
Hall keeper. 
5th XV; Basketball (Capt.) 
Member: Les Philosophes ; The Duffers; 
The Green Ribbon Club . 
To Davidson College N.C. 

A. B. Hosford 
House Prefect. 
4th XV; 4th XJ Hockey; 4th XI Cricket. 
School Orchestra; Jazz Band. 
To Agriculture. 

J . A. Kemp 
Hallkeeper. 
I st XV; Fives; Athletics. 
Science Society. 
To Read Mining Engineering at Leeds University 

A. N. P. Martin 
Member: Biology Society; Science Society. 
To Bristol University. 

D. J. Patterson 
Editor Shirburnfan. 
Secretary: Senior Film Society. 
Member: Duffers; Epicureans; Polyglots. 

M. T. Peplow 
Hallkeeper. 
I st XV; I st XI Hockey (Capt.); 3rd XI Cricket 
Athlet ics; Fives. 
To Loughborough University. 

G. H. Prentice 
House Prefect. 
3 rd XV; 1st V Squash; Golf. 
Working in the Metal Exchange. 

A. J. Pringle 
5th xv. 
Reading History of A.rt at U.C.L. 

G. J. Redmond 
House Prefect. 
I st XV; Athletics; Fives. 

M. B. J . Talbot 
Hallkeeper. 
4th XV ; Basketball; Athletics. 
Reading Law at Liverpool. 

0. E. Woolley 
Hallkeeper. 
1st VI Tennis. 
Member: Geography Society; Epicureans. 
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HARPER HOUSE 

H. W. Ambrose 
Richard Green Fives Singles Trophy '81. 
3rd XV Rugby '80; I st Xl Cricket '81; 
lst lV Fives '80, '8 1. 

Q. M. C. Anderson 
House Prefect. 
Directed Harper House Play '80 
Fortinbras in 'Hamlet'. 
Les Philosophes. Wildman Committee. 

R. J. Barton 
Secretary of West MW Restoration Society. 
Science Society. 

A. P. de V. Carey 
Globe Society. Biology Society. 

S. C. Curtis 
3rd XI Cricket '8 1 . 
Duffers. Polyglots. 

A. M.Dowding 
Hall keeper. 
4th XI Cricket '80; U 14 B XI '77. 
Acted in 'Raffles' '80; House Play '80; 
'Richard of Bordeaux' '8 1. 

D. 0. Edwards 
Hallkeeper. 
Basketball '80; Cross Country '81; 
Athletics '80, '81. 

P.A. Hamilton 
Hallkeeper. 
Soccer '81. 
School Choir. 
Acted in 'Princess Ida'. 

T. A. M. Nelson 
Hallkeeper. 
Sergeant C.C.F. 

R. A. Roberts 
Cross Country. 
West Mill Restoration. 

R.M. Roope 
House Prefect. 
3rd XI Cricket '81. 
Choir and Band. 
l st Horn Orchestra. 
Active Dramatist. 
Scholarship, Caius College, Cambridge. 

0. E.M. Thomas 
House Prefect. 
2nd XI Cricket '80, '81; Soccer. 
Biology Society. 

S. A. Wade 
Sir John Cass School of Art. 

WALLACE HOUSE 

A. Y. H. Chong 

R. J. Evans 
House Prefect. 
5th XV Rugby (Capt.) '80; 
Sailing (Capt.) '81. 
C.SM. (C.C.F.). 
University College. Durham and B.R.N.C. 
Dartmouth. 

H. S. Lim 
House Prefect. 
Junior Plumtree Prize (Maths) '80. 
Imperial College of Science and Technology, 
University of London. 

J. Y.-K. Lim 
Head of House '80/3; '81 / I . 
Senior String Prize '80 
School Orchestra. 
Guy's Hospital Medical School. 

N. J. Snell 
Head of House '81/2 
4th XI Cricket 
Shooting Squad. 
Acted in 'Trial of Luccullus' and 'Caucasian 
Chalk Circle'. 



ABBEYLANDS 

1. E. Barnes 
Hallkeeper. 
Star Prize '78 
lnterpretes. 

H. Y. 1. Chang 
HaJlkeeper. 
Basketball. 
To U.C.L. or Southampton to read Naval 
Arclti tectu re. 

G. C. Christie 
Hallkeeper. 
Cross Country; Sailing. 
Exeter University. 

A. A. Ellery 
Hallkeeper. 
16th Maths Prize; Star Prize '77, '79 . 
Judo (Capt.) '79. Sergeant C.C.F. 
Dramatist. 

C. M. Grainger 
Head of House '80/3. 
4th XV Rugby; Soccer '80, '81. 
Founder of Pythagoreans Society. 
King's College, London. 

D. M. Henderson 
Hallkeeper. 
Star Prize '77. 
2nd XI Cricket '80, '81. 
3rd XI Hockey '81. 
School of Oriental and African Studies to read 
Japanese. 

1. A. Huntington-Whiteley 
Hallkeeper. 
Barnes Elocution '81. 
Editor of Landmark. 
Active Dramatist. Globe Society. 

A. D. S. Moseley 
Hallkeeper. 
5th XV Rugby '79, '80; Athletics. 
Soccer; Cross Country. 

M. L. Pratt 
Sth XV Rugby '80; Orienteering. 
Polyglots. 

1. M. Savidge 
Soccer; Golf I st VI. 
Ten Tors. Pythagoreans. 

A. B. Weller 
Hallkeeper. 
Colts B Cricket. 
Active Dramatist. 
Wildman Committee. 
Sydney University. 

M. C. E. Wurtzburg 
Star Prize. 
Swimming. 
Lance Corporal C.C.F. 

LYON HOUSE 

R. 1. Attlee 
Hallkeeper. 
Cross-Country; Athletics. 

M. T. Evans 
School Prefect. 
2nd XV Rugby; 3rd XI Cricket. 

D. G. Gossip 
House Prefect. 
2nd XV Rugby; 1st XI Soccer. 

P. J. Hughan 

P. W. Johnston 
Head of House. 
3rd XV Rugby; 2nd XI Hockey; 
Athletics 

J. D. Uoyd 
House Prefect. 
Captain of Cricket '81 ; 
2nd XV Rugby; 1st XI Hockey. 

A. M. P. Montgomery 
Hallkeeper. 

H. C. Morgan 
House Prefect. 
Sailing; 4th XV Rugby. 

R. A. Paddy 
Music Scholar 
School Orchestra. 

D. J. Payne 
Shooting. 
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J. A. B. Price 
Hallkeeper. 
Shooting 

N. B. Shaddick 
Hallkeeper. 
Head of School C.C.F. 

WESTCOTT HOUSE 

J. R. Bassett 
Hallkeeper. 
Economics Prize '80. 
Fencing '81 ; Athletics '81. 
Sergeant C.C.F. 
Sandhurst or Edinburgh University. 

M. J. Dixon 
Hallkeeper. 
4th XI Cricket '80, '81. 
Orchestra (Violin). 
Manchester University. 

N. A. C. Foreman 
Star Prize '78, 79. 
Colts XV Rugby 79; 3rd XV Rugby '80; 
4th XI Cricket '80, '8 1; 4th XI Hockey '80, '81. 
King's College, London. 

A. L. Henderson 
House Prefect. 
4th XV Rugby '80; Swimming (Capt.) '81; 
Athletics '77, '78. 
Management Training College. 

M. C. Humphrey 
5th XV Rugby; Swimming. 
Cirencester Agricultural College. 

J. W. S. Lund 
Head of House. 
3rd XV Rugby '8 J ; I st XI Cricket; 
2nd XI Hockey (Capt.) Golf I st VI. 
Medical School. 

M. J. Parsons 
Hallkeeper. 
Golf; Sth XI Hockey '81. 

S. M. Rees-Williams 
House Prefect. 
Colts Rugby '79; 4th XI Cricket (Capt.) '81 ; 
1st XI Hockey 79, '80, '81. 

J . D. Sinker 
Hallkeeper. 
Star Prize '78. 
4th XI Cricket '80, '8 1 ;Golf78 - '81. 
Editor of House Magazine. 

M.C. Wise 
Hallkeeper. 
2nd XV Rugby '80; 2nd XI Hockey '8 1; 
Athletics. 
Birmingham University. 

THE DIGBY 

R. A. Arg)es 
Hallkeeper 

M. J. Atwell 
Swimming Colours 
Peter Symonds College 

S. F. M. BarJcer 
Hallkeeper 
Captain of Cross~ountry 
1st VI Tennis 

R.G.Barrow 
Head of House 
2nd XV Rugby 
1st XI Soccer 
1st VI Tennis 

J. N. Crofts-Davies 
Hallkeeper 
Sailing Team 
Portsmouth Polytechnic to read Estate 
Management 

W. N. Egerton-King 
School Prefect 
2nd XV Rugby 
Cross~ountry Team 
Athletics Team 

59 



J .P. Hayllar 
Hallkeeper 

D. W. MacAdam 
Hallkeeper 
3rd Xl Cricket Captain 
2nd XI Rugby 
I st Fives Team 

M. J. MacAdam 
Farnborough College 

G. P. D. McKinnon Croft 
Hallkeeper 
I st Xl Soccer 
3rd XI Cricket 

W. J. Rydon 
House Prefect 
1st XV Rugby 
I st XI Hockey 
I st XI Cricket 
Royal Agricultural College, Cirencester 

T. C. Somers Cocks 
Hallkeeper 
Cross-Country Team 
Athletics Team 
Orienteering 
University of Leeds, Textile Enginnering 

STUDY RJLL-1Th1E OR PART-TIME 
AT DORSITS OWN INSTITUTE OF HIGHER EDUCATION 

WITH CENTRES AT BOURNEMOUTH, 
POOLE AND WEYMOUTH 

Degree Courses in: 
Business Studies, Catering Administration, Educational Studies, English, French, Geography, 

History, Landscape Studies, Politics, Sciences, Teacher Training. 

Higher Diploma and Professional Courses in: 
Accountancy, Archaeology, Building, Business Studies, Catering, Computer Studies, Ecology, 
Economics, Electronics, Engineering, Hotel Management, Management Studies, Mathematics, 

Microprocessor Technology, Nursing, Sciences, Statistics, Social Studies, Tourism. 

Apply for further information to: 
The Academic Registrar (Room SM81 TS ), 

Dorset Institute of Higher F.ducation, Wallisdown Road, Poole, 
Dorset. BHU 588. Tel: 0202 524111 
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