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ltoct~ 

The image that Sherbome evokes for many people across the country, is that of an institution 
oozing with middle-class respectability - an image that we are for the most part all too content to 
maintain. After all, it is largely due to this facility for turning out responsible, and for the most part 
socially acceptable citizens that has nudged the school into the forefront of Private Education's 
ranks. But is this right? I do not mean that Sherbome ought to concentrate on filling the nation's 
gaols, rather that we should all re-evaluate the priorities of our education and see what the cost is of 
the course that is followed here, if indeed there is any cost at all (in terms of what we neglect). 

My confidence in the way that Shirbumians are educated was dented when faced with the simple, 
but cruel accusation that 'Shirburnians tend to lack ambition'. Of course, we all know that this is 
nonsense ... ... or is it? I admit that I am not best qualified to pass any judgement; indeed, if I did 
commit myself I would probably be wrong. However, a little bit of research helped to clear the way 
to seeing a serious issue more fully. It is a question that has to be investigated, since it would be a 
grave situation if it could be said of Sherborne that it tends to curb our natural ambitions and in
dependant tendencies. 

My first reaction was to list the various O.S. whose names are known weU enough to be readily 
recognisable to most people. ln a word , those who are 'famous', and who have presumably attained 
that status by their own endeavour and a fair amount of ambition. I managed to accumulate nine 
names, which is not very impressive considering that these names are the result of 35 years of Sher
bome's history. Nor is it very remarkable when compared with similar lists that might be drawn up at 
schools which we like to think of as our equals. 

Approaching the question from another angle, it is probably fairer to look at the 'average' Shir
bumian, rather than those who tend to be exceptional, since it is difficult to define who is famous, 
depending on which fields one is interested in . Investigating the careers most likely to be pursued by 
us on leaving, it was no great surprise to find that a career in the services, or a profession (accountancy, 
law or medicine) is the most common destiny, closely followed by agriculture and engineering, 
(increasingly so). But is it just a coincidence that the majority of the parents of Shirbumians find 
employment in these occupations? There are obvious conclusions that could be drawn, but not too 
much should be made of them, since it is extremely easy to confuse cause and effect. However, it is 
reasonable to say that on the whole these careers do not require an over-powering drive to achieve 
success, nor immense ambition. Also there is a remarkable lack of O.S. who can really be said to have 
achieved great prosperity off their own bats, a fact that bears thinking on. I am afraid that I cannot 
offer any profound psychological explanation as to why we tend to prefer these apparently less 
demanding occupations, although I rather suspect that it is the result of that notorious double-edged 
blade: tradition. 
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Having looked at aU the more negative traits which arguably result from an education at Sherbome, 
it is only right to draw attention to the more posiLive aspects of the system. Firstly, despite my 
reservations about the careers most frequently chosen by Old Boys, it is impossible to ignore the fact 
that they are invariably successful and highly respected in these fields. Secondly, there is the caution 
that statistics never tell the whole truth, especially when they are out of date. Therefore, since one 
of my primary sources was the 1965 register, it is very probable that the balance is beginning to tip 
away from the more 'traditional' careers towards a wider range, particularly in industry and private 
enterprise. But whether such a shift will have any effect on our ambition, or whether it actually 
matters in the long run remains to be seen. Even now it is obvious tllat we are all going to have to 
strive harder to obtain the positions that we aim for, let alone to achieve the required qualifications. 

Before concluding, it is only right that I offer some apologies for any over-generalisations that I 
may have made. Obviously not every Shirbumian follows the road that l have perhaps portrayed; but 
for the majority, I feel that my appraisal is just, and contains a modicum of relevance. Nevertheless 
any written comments would be received with interest. 

Finally I would like to thank Mr. Howard and Mr. Innes for their balanced opinions and the help 
that they supplied towards writing this article. 

M. Spearing 
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Sherborne Diary 

Any Sherbome diarist who has asserted that 'the Lent term is boring' has not delved deeply 
enough into the intricacies of Sherborne Life. As the traditional object of this column is to probe 
subltly into the more meretricious occurrences of the Sherbome scenarios, it is insufficient to fljck 
through the Blue Book isolating all the everyday events and commenting on them. Then again, the 
avid diarist wants to be careful about his use of language, as m'alapropism and the misuse of lengthy 
words are always a grave danger. 

Thus as I mck through my Blue Book I note that the f"mancial centre of the school was without 
its head for the whole term; but the business transactions of the term were in the capable hands of 
the headmaster and the deputy bursar J . M. G. Harris. Aside from such uph~avals in the higher eche
lons the school was fortunate to enjoy the use of the newly-developed Undercroft for most of the term. 
Certainly I feel that despite complaints from the first XV and suchlike that their shoulders got 
jammed between the two doors every time they entered or exited, we should be grateful that such an 
excellent facility has been made available. r only hope that the newly acquired Methodist Hall is put 
to such effective use, and that rumours of its conversion into a 'resources centre' where 'masters 
can prepare their lessons' are horribly innaccurate ... 

Other edificial developments during the term concerned the Abbey. Unfortunately they came in 
the form of a massive fracture in the south.east corner of the ancient house of worship , and one can 
only hope that this structural abrasion of San Andrea's proportions was not due to British workman
ship - and pray for Macnally's . There was a glimmer of hope that the Tuesday evening bell practices 
would be disrupted by the danger of collapse but unfortunately this was not to be. On a rather less 
irreligious note I must congratulate RGP on his marriage during the Easter holidays, and must com
miserate with him over the fact · that he was forced by incessant clamour from Finger Lane to move 
his classes to the Lower Library. It was rumoured that much to Mrs. Thatcher's chagrin the Dorset 
County Council were adopting a Keynesian policy in their development programme. In other words 
they were attempting to solve the unemployment problem by employing men to dig holes and fill 
them up again. Incidentally this policy also caused much grief to the feline inhabitants of the said lane, 
who lost most of their nine lives trying to predate on Pneumatic drills. Adverse effects were also 
recorded with regard to the boys of Westcott House, who in being forced to detour past the Comer 
House succumbed to many a temptation. 

Perhaps in protest about clothing regulation clampdowns an orange bin was seen to appear on the 
tower flagpole over one night. Members of the Sherbome Town 'It's a Knockout ' team were seen 
trying to knock it off with bollards feloniously absconded from the Finger Lane redevelopment 
scheme. There was speculation in the Common Room as to whether MAS-W's impending offspring 
(seventh , eighth or ninth?) would be male or female or Protestant, and perhaps in reaction to ex
ploding cigarette pnces GHJF was said to be giving up smoking. IRE suggested that he be christened 
'Polo' as an alternative to his previous - and now inappropriate - nickname. 

T. R. Boyd must be congratulated for his splendid decoration of the Central Feeding on the 
occasion of the Upper Sixth Dance. It must also be said that the Graham Sutherland and Modern 
Graphics exhibitions were testimony to his revitalisation of the Art School. Digby, School , Green and 
Lyon all produced plays last term, and they are discussed more fully later in the magazine. Sport is 
also not a sensible topic to dwell upon in the Diary, but it must be noted for posterity that Abbey
lands lost the house soccer competition, despite the fact that half of the first team were in the house. 
Rumours that competitors in the inter-house cross-country accidentally strayed to Leweston because 
of fog are false. They went to Yeovil instead. 

Despite confusion at Usts as to whether or not there were prizes, the award for Literature must 
surety go to the young lady in the dining hall who gave us 'Apricot Fule' for dessert one February 
day. I think I would prefer Sausage Toad. 

I look forward to a fine, Sherbome summer term ... 
The Sherbome Diarist 
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The Wisdom of ruo 

According to Greek mythology there dwelt on Mount Parnassus nine muses, the daughters of 
Zeus and Mnemosyne, the titaness of memory. Assigned to each muse was a special province of the 
Arts, but all acted as goddesses of memory and inspiration and aJI had the gift of prophecy. One of 
the nine was Clio, muse of history. Her attributes were the heroic trumpet and the clepsydra (water 
clock) and she was usually depicted seated with a writing tablet on her lap. Those who seek elaborate 
definitions of history would do well to stop and ponder the simple grandeur of Clio, for she per
sonifies the nature of the subject and holds the essential cools of the historian's trade. 

Take, first, the heroic trumpet. ls she not announcing to the living the notable deeds of the dead 
and demanding that they receive our attention? ff so, Clio could be made to serve as an exact illustra
tion of Jacob Burckhardt's fetching definition of history: 'what one age finds worthy of note in 
another'. You may prefer the French Academy's rendering of the same idea: ' L'histoire est le recit 
des choses dignes de memoire'. The historian does not summarise everything he can find about the 
past (such an undertaking would quickly take him to the madhouse). Nor does he study and relish 
individual things or people of the past simply because they are old (such blinkered enthusiasm is best 
left to the antiquarian). Nor does a self-respecting historian bathe himself in the warm, sulphurous 
waters of nostalgia for a bygone age. Those who wish to take a medicinal cure from the stress of 
contemporary reality would be better advised to wallow in the romances of Miss Jean Plaidy or Lady 
Antonia Pinter or, by way of a colour television, join the nation-wide 'recherches du temps perdu' 
than to study works of academic history. Historians tend to be a hard-headed lot. They have to try 
to see the past on its own terms, not merely select those aspects of an earlier age which may provide 
comfort and escape from the present. They have to interpret the past , as they think it really was, for 
those living in the present. They have to trace threads of development and map out the paths of 
change. Above all, they have to try and make sense of the past. 

Much business has to be done before the heroic trumpet can be blown. The historian must ask 
of any event: what exactly happened; when and in what sequence did actions take place; who was 
involved, who was affected and who was responsible. In trying to get answers he may have to be a 
wily and indefatigable sleuth, as persistent in his questioning as a zealous young joumaJist hoping 
for his first scoop and as patient and dogged as a veteran detective who knows that only a solidly 
based conviction can stand up in court. Next, of course, he must ask why events happened. The 
excesses of historical thinking in the I 960's and early I 970's, when economic and social causes 
counted for so much and historical personalities for so little, seem to be over. Then , arm in arm with 
sociologists, eager young historians would march as pilgrims to worship at the shrine in Highgate 
cemetery and find in aJI important historical change the inexorable laws of class conflict. The scathing 
attack on the revolutionary campus and the mental world of its tribune, Dr. Howard Kirk, which 
we ftnd in Professor Malcolm Bradbury's novel, 'The History Man', is funny only because, like all 
successful satires, the situations and the people are not altogether unfamiliar. A consideration of 
economic and social forces is necessary, but so too is the attempt to explore human motivation, to 
understand Lhe outlook of any given historicaJ character. After all, what would it avail a historian 
if he knew everything about the circumstances in which a historicaJ character or agent was placed, but 
knew nothing of the agen t himself and how he saw and reasoned about his situation? A study of 
economic pressures and social institutions and political arrangements will tell one much about the 
transition from republic to dictatorship in Rome of the first century B.C., but at some point one 
needs to know why Julius Caesar wanted to cross the Rubicon. The General Strike has causes which 
go deep into the sub-soil of British economic and political life , but to understand why it happened 
when it did and why it took the course it did and, perhaps even, why it was not avoided, one has to 
look at affairs from the point of view of Mr. Baldwin , of Mr. Churchill, of Mr. Cook , of Sir Herbert 
Samuel and of the other chief figures. History is about the most unpredictable of species, man. and 
and he will not allow himself to be completely squeezed into a pseudo-historical law. It may also be 
helpful to ask why an event happened in such and such a way and not otherwise. The general trends 
in history may be discernible, all major roads may have been signposted to Italian unification, but 
why were by-passes ignored sometimes in favour of winding country lanes? Finally, the historian 
must interpret events and the contribution of men to change. This is the most exercising part of the 
musical score from which Clio will play her trumpet. 
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In meeting this last task the historian has to contend with the limitations and reliability of the 
evidence and with an even more testing obstacle, that of the bias in his own approach. There will 
always be a bias in a historian's thinking. What he must seek to do is to recognise it, counteract it, or 
at least minimise the way in which it could cloud his vision of the past. History is made by historians 
and each of them peers at a fraction of the past through the prism of his own assumptions, which 
in tum partly reflect the values and preoccupations of hiis age. Thus, Dame Veronica Wedgwood in 
her "Thirty Years' War" was to interpret the wars of the first half of the seventeenth century as the 
ugly outcrop of German and central European problems, largely overlooking the Franco-Spanish 
and Dutch-Spanish conflicts which lasted much longer than thirty years and which determined the 
course and resolution of the German wars. However, writing in the late 1930's, she may be forgiven 
for allowing the fear of an impending Germano-based war to influence her vision of an earlier Euro
pean struggle among the powers. Again, Whig historians, such as Gardiner\ writing in the mid· Victorian 
years and proud of the undeniable blessings of parliamentary 'democracy', were quick to write off the 
personal rule of Charles I as an "eleven years' tyranny", failing to appreciate that few men in 1629, 
even in the House of Commons, questioned the Monarch's traditional right to rule without parliament 
for as long as he or she deemed necessary. Endless examples of this kind or historical conditioning 
of historians can be mulled over. The choice of new fields of research may also owe a good deal to 
forces which lie outside the strict confines of historical scholarship. Proper study or medieval history 
began only in the second half of the nineteenth century in England. This may well have had some
thing to do with the revival of interest in the pre-Reformation church and its theologians ('revival 
of interest' because William Laud had done much to rehabilitate scholastic theology in the universities 
in the 1630's) which was generated by the so-called Oxford movement. Also, Gothic architecture of 
the Middle Ages was powerfully revived, at the same time , and was even preferred to neo-classicism 
when it came to the rebuilding of the Houses of Parliament. Equally, the present, comparative decline 
of interest in the period, from the fall of the Western Roman Empire up to c. 1700 may owe some
thing to the widespread abandorunent of organised religion and the spiritual doubts of our age which 
shies away from an epoch that saw the complete fusion of church and society and when public 
authorities expected, and almost invariably found , religious certainty in those under their rule. 

Because each age has 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 the body of knowledge as it 
stands now, historians constantly dig over old ground and yet never arrive at certainty or absolute 
truth, such as a mathematician may enjoy (although perhaps even mathematicians no longer accept 
absolutes). At best the historian will put forward a convincing case, based firmly on a well defined 
study of the evidence, which distinguishes the probable from the possible and the unlikely from the 
impossible. He will have to recognise that his explanations are not definitive and that success lies in 
the gains he can make to his own and others' understanding. 

The interpretation of events requires scrupulous judgement and constant selection. What do you 
consider important? What can be passed over? Yet there is another kind of selection that Clio's 
acolytes must make. They must dance to the tune of Time and the choice of tempo is theirs. Clio's 
clepsydra marks the passage of time and all that is subject to time is also subject to change and 
change is the stuff of history. Only God can have no history because He exists outside time and is 
therefore changeless. Within history we have been moulded by historians who have broken the 
continuum of time to serve their own Limitations: the ancient world, the Middle Ages ('early', 'central' 
and 'late'), the early modern period and the rest, are conveniences that at the same moment provide 
intelligible patterns and yet have little or no meaning in reality , any more than the progression into 
a new cent ury marks any change of itself other than the impression it may make in men's minds. 

History, moreover, proceeds at different speeds depending on your angle of vision. The great 
French historian, Femand Braudel, considers there to be three principal speeds: the event of short 
span, the speed at which most of us still tend to understand by 'history' (the French Revolution; 
the English Reformation; the American Civil War); the conjuncture or meeting of elements over many 
years {the expansion of Europe overseas; the emergence of nation-states; the industrialisation of the 
West); and the 'longue duree' , the almost timeless structures of human society and behaviour which 
change at the speed of centuries or millenia or hardly seem to change at all (the round of rural life 
in pre-industrial societies; the importance of family ties and regional loyalties; the roles of the priestly 
and warrior orders). The historian may concern himself with any one of the three speeds or a com
bination of them. Braudel himself in his 'Mediterranean World in the Age of Philip II', demonstrated 
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a simultaneous almost musical mastery of all three and of the infinite variations within them so that 
the book breathes like a work of art perpetually in progress. It was with a similar sense of time and 
change that the English historian, J . M. Roberts, wrote, in conclusion to his recent 'History of the 
World': 'Only two general truths emerge from the study of history. One is that things tend to change 
much more , and more quickly, than one might think. The other is that they tend to change much 
less, and much more slowly , than one might think.' 

To grasp the speeds of change, or perhaps to grasp change at all , one may have to belong to a 
society which either recognises itself as dynamic or which is itself subject to spectacular movement. 
In the first instance one may point to classical Greece, where encouragement was given to those who 
questioned all physical and human forces afresh and from first principles and where Herodotus and 
Thucydides may lay serious claim to be regarded as having practised something approaching a fully
blown historical method. The same awareness of breaking new ground is found in Renaissance Italy 
where the writing of history took another step forward in that events were explained by human 
agencies and consideration was given to finding historical developments as well as to exploring human 
motives. It is probably no accident , however, that tl1e study of history, as we now know it, began 
in the second half of the 19th C. in Western Europe, where men , rightly or wrongly, sensed strongly 
that a new world was being created and the pressure of economic and political change was pushing 
at an unusually rapid pace. By the same token, history has not thrived, has almost not been practised, 
in relatively static societies. ln pre-communist China we find no historical criticism worth the name, 
no attempt to understand the past as a time different from our own, even in the writings of the great 
Ssu-ma Chi'en. The latter is concerned to demonstrate what happens when men depart from the 
dictates of Heaven and the rules of morality by examples from lhe past. He wished to show how even 
the Emperors themselves could lose the mandate of Heaven by not ruling according to the principles 
of Confucius. The past for him was a moral guide, the example of the higher truths, and illustration 
of principles, not a matter for analysis. The absence of historical study (in any accepted sense) in 
communist China is perhaps as much a case of a hard-set cultural mould as any deliberate ideological 
restriction (another case of the 'tongue duree'?). Similarly in medieval Europe , when the church was 
identified with the whole or organised society and all intellectual enquiry , in a formal sense, was 
subordinated to theology and orthodox religious practice, the writing of 'history' amounted to little 
more than the recording of notable events, and historical explanation was seen as the pointing to 
God's purpose (not , of itself, sufficient to satisfy 'A' level examiners). Equally, in Nazi Germany 
or modem Russia,history is not allowed to breathe in its own right and so, as a branch of propaganda, 
it can scarcely exist. 'Historians', said Mr. Khrushchev, 'are dangerous people. They are capable of 
upsetting everything. They must be directed.' 

So much for Clio's water-clock. Her writing tablet need not concern us long, for she is showing 
that history has no existence in itself; it exists only in the minds of historians, in history books. 
Philosophers would doubtless disagree; the war of the Spanish succession took place irrespective 
of whether there are any records of it or whether historians have chosen to use and interpret them. 
Nevertheless, that war does not enter our historical consciousness except through the efforts of 
historians and their readers. llistory, as an exercise of the mind, would not exist if there was nothing 
to read about the past. The historian is limited by the evidence left by the past. Not everything has 
been recorded. Not every tiling that has been recorded has survived the ravages of man and nature. 
Perhaps most of the past is historically irrecoverable (not least the thoughts of ordinary people). The 
historian merely examines the small islands of historical evidence which have stood out against the 
waters of Time. As Professor Elton has put it: 'Historical study is not the study of the past but the 
study of present traces of the past .... the crucial element is the present evidence, not the fact of 
past existence.' ('The Practice of History', p.20). 

What tunes of value can Cilo's trumpet teach us? It is not intended here to justify the study of 
history. It is often asked, 'What is the use of history?', but it is unlikely that any answer will satisfy 
the sort of person who knows so little that he has to ask the question. He might as well ask why men 
write and play music or climb mountains. The activity of an enquiring mind need never be justified, 
especially when the subject of the enquiry is man: 

'Know then thyself, presume not God to scan: 
The proper study of mankind is man.' (Alexander Pope) 

History teaches us what man has done and thus what man is. It is reasonable, however, to ask what 
peculiar benefits are bestowed by history, if only to help us clear our minds about the nature and 
purpose of the study . 
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First, one can avoid a meretricious discussion of the incalculable advantages of a history degree. 
Equally one can pass over quickly the pleasures of history, not because they are few but because 
they would requre another paper. Some historians have claimed that history answers a deeply felt 
human need, since by studying the dead we are helped, in a curious way, to cope better with our 
unconscious fear of death. We are able to break out of the confines of time, which narrowly circum
scribe our own brief lives, and link up with the great chain of the human race. Then there were those 
historians (Plutarch, Polybius, Bede) who upheld that the study of great men would inspire readers 
to emulation. Machiavelli in the 'Prince' and 'Discourses' tried to make the examples of past mistakes 
and successes become a guide for rulers in their present actions. Such views are today highly un
fashionable, perhaps because the effectiveness of the subject in thei;e respects cannot be demonstrated 
one way or the other. Can history be used to predict? Few would think so. Since each person and 
situation is unique, history cannot repeat itself in any precise way, but there are general patterns or 
forces in a nation's history which may narrow down the choice of paths which can be followed in the 
future; thus a study of the objectives and practice of Russian foreign policy since the Tsars will at 
least give one an idea of the range of choices with which a present or future Russian government is 
faced. The French desire for supremacy in Europe, it could be argued, did not begin with Napoleon I 
and did not end in the 19th C.; it may be only the means that have changed. Certainly, to understand 
the present world we must know about the past, insofar as the present is the legacy of the past (and 
not just the more recent past). Woe to British politicians and civil servants who ignore Irish history. 

Yet none of the above reasons for studying history is the chief or greatest of Clio's benefits. What 
is ultimately important for the historian is not bow much he knows but how he thinks. He must 
escape the tyranny of the ideas of the present and try to understand the past on its own terms. He 
must distrust himself (and others) if he finds himself regarding one period as either barbarous or 
especially laudable. It means he has not yet found the key to its true character. He must make re
newed efforts to come to terms with it. The same attempt to be open.ended, to reverse one's 
initial narrowness, must be made in regard to historical people (there are no types). The historian 
must try to get inside the soul of a crusader, an Anabaptist, an Inquisitor, a Nihilist, a Cavalier, a 
Nazi stormtrooper. He must strain to push back the very frontiers of his thought and imaginative 
insight. His task is not to judge what is good and bad. Others can do that and, finally, it is only God's 
judgement that counts. The historian's task is to try to understand and explain the causes and effects 
of men's actions. Moral indignation is best kept to the pulpit or the confessional box and lavish 
panegyrics are better indexed in the library catalogue under 'hagiography' than under history. This 
is not to say that the historian as a private person, so to speak, may not have moral standpoints, or 
even that the study of history in any way could run counter to his private beliefs. A barrister, after 
all, may be privately convinced of the moral turpitude of his client, but such misgivings should -not 
prevent him from defending his man to the best, as he must follow a professional code of practice 
which runs parallel to (not contrary to) his private convictions. So it is with the historian acting 
'qua' historian. 

In his inaugural lecture in Cambridge in 1894 Lord Acton reiterated his great ideal: 'not to rest ... 
until we have made out for our opponents a stronger and more impressive case than they present 
themselves.' Elsewhere Acton hoped that he could provide an account of Waterloo to satisfy French, 
English, German and Dutch alike; 'nothing shall reveal the country, the religion, or the party.' Such 
an approach does not imply the abrogation of standards by which to judge human motives and 
conduct (the lessons of History are always there to ponder, but it is better that we ponder on the 
basis of knowing as many sides of a historical situation as possible). Acton is telling us that the 
greatest task of t he historian is to search out the complexity of events by truing to understand that 
there are so many aspects of historical episode as there were people taking part in it. Of course, the 
ideal of historical objectivity cannot be fully realised, because the evidence is never good enough, 
because the historian is always limited and, not least, because language is never value-free. Should 
the 'sack' of Constantinople in 1204 by the Western Crusaders be called 'conquest', 'destruction' or 
merely an 'unfortunate diversion'? Will historians see the presence of Russian troops in Afghanistan 
as 'intervention', 'invasion', 'invited assistance' or 'comradely help'? However hard one tries, one 
cannot neutralise words. If one replaces 'genocide' with 'the final solution' one only calls into force 
a wholly new range of values, and even if one talks of 'the massacre without the fonns of justice of 
six million people' the very colourless choice of wocds somehow imputes a chilling value into them. 
One does not change pig-liver sausage into 'pate de foie gras' by relabelling the tin. However, his
torical objectivity (strenuous detachment might be a better term) must be sought relentlessly. 
History and polemics should stand in diametrical opposition. 
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Such a search for objectivity would produce dull history books, it might be argued. Only if the 
history were badly written. Nothing can be more interesting than a well constructed historical argu
ment based on a thorough and judicious knowledge of the sources; nothing more tiresome than a 
historian with a message and an endless desire to startle. With the latter the reader has an immediate 
sense of intellectual repletion but (as is often the case with the cheaper Oriental food sold over the 
counter) it is not long before one is again hungry. The chief purpose of history (to conclude with 
Lord Acton) is 'to awaken a generous catholic appreciation of mankind in every period and phase 
of its existence ...... Future generations will llave a keen eye for our failings when they have 
corrected them, and will not be dazzled by our discoveries when they have been surpassed.' History, 
in the view of this writer, is not only the most Hberating of the humanities, it is also the most 
humbHng. 

R.G.G.M. 
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The Undercroft: A Transfonnation 

On the last Friday of term the Library's 'no drinks' was briefly relaxed to allow a modest cele
bration to take place in the Undercroft. This marked the conclusion to a seven year campaign to 
develop that area which had at times seemed unlikely to succeed. The full story of that campaign - of 
plans enthusiastically prepared and less enthusiastically modified , of seemingly endless and occasionally 
heated discussions of lighting systems and furniture designs, of commencement dates postponed and 
completion dates deferred, may perhaps one day provide an entertaining chapter in somebody's 
post-retirement memoirs ('The Loom of Age'?) ; for now, a brief summary must suffice. 

I mentioned a 'seven year campaign' and this dates the first shots in that campaign as having been 
fired well before my own arrival at Sherbome in 1974. It is perhaps invidious to name individual 
'campaigners' when so many were involved , but I must at least mention Messrs. Currie and Uoyd, 
who were pressing for library improvements long before my arrival and have continued to be active 
and enthusiastic members of the l.Jbrary Committee ever since. It seems likely that the idea of en
closing the Undercroft can be attributed to them; but whether or not this is the case, the possibility 
was being discussed when I arrived here and was raised formally at the first Library Committee I 
attended in November , 1974. At that time it seemed rather a remote possibility: the School had, in 
the face of some opposition, just appointed its first full-time librarian; there was a pressing need for 
the provision of a staircase to join the Upper and Lower Library, which had separate entrances and 
no means of inter-communication; and an even more pressing need to increase the book budget to 
keep up with the rise in book prices. Looking back, we seem to have been wildly optimistic even to 
contemplate expanding into the Undercroft. In fact, approval for the new staircase was quickly given 
by the Governors but because of other commitments (the Dining Hall had not then been completed 
and the Sports Hall was still in the early stages of development) there was no money immediately 
available to put the work in hand. Fortunately, in late 1975 or early 1976 a substantial donation was 
made to the school by Geoffrey Pring, O.S., for the specific purpose of improving the Library , and a 
plaque at the foot of the handsome oak-panelled staircase records the benefaction which made 
possible its construction during the summer of 1976. 

Although the building of this staircase greatly improved the efficiency and convenience of the 
Library , it did not provide any increase in shelf space for a bookstock which, thanks to a substantial 
improvement in the book budget, was now growing by something like 400 volumes a year; and with 
an increasing amount of use being made of the Library by both Upper and Lower School, there were 
times when it became uncomfortably crowded. The idea of expanding into the Undercroft was there
fore put to the Governors, and they needed little persuading by the Headmaster that this scheme 
should be carried out - when funds were available. 

In the meantime, the Dining Hall and Sports Hall had been completed. There remained, however, a 
pressing problem on the domestic side: the need to provide additional accommodation in the Houses. 
There is no doubt another fascinating story to be told about the plans, discussions, arguments and 
crises which eventually led to the transformation of Elmdene into Wallace House. Suffice it to say 
that as far as the Library was concerned, the arrival of Wallace seemed to imply the departure of the 
Undercroft scheme - at least for the immediate future. Fortunately, there was still Mr. Pring. Pre
cisely what proportion of the cost of the conversion he has donated, I do not know; but had he not 
made a further substantial gift to the School, the Governors could not have gone ahead with the 
scheme when they did. This was made clear by the Chairman, Sir Arthur Norman, in his comments 
at the opening ceremony. 

So much for the historical background, but what of the Undercroft itself'? Everybody seems 
pleased with the transformation of a dank passage-way into a comfortable and architecturally im
pressive room; and I think I am not alone among members of the Library Committee in saying that 
the result of the efforts of the Architect (Mr. John Daviel) and the builders (Messrs. Bartletts) has 
surpassed even my most sanguine expectations. In particular, the washing of the stone has produced 
an astonishing improvement in the appearance of the pillars and vaulting. 

The question which may still remain in some minds is - what exactly is it for? Ironically, that part 
of the Undercroft which was only given consideration at the latter end of the Library Committee's 
deliberations, namely the rooms formerly occupied by the Chaplain, English Faculty and Pound, 
seems at present to have the more positive role, in housing the main reference collection (formerly in 
the Upper Library) and providing sufficient chair and table space for organised library-based activities 
to take place. On the face of it, the main area of the Undercroft is simply a reading room, furnished 

14 



The Undercroft 

with easy chairs and offering a comfortable place in which to relax with a magazine. It also forms an 
impressive entrance to the Library for visitors of all kinds. But is this enough? The Library Committee 
were certainly aware of an inherent danger in making the Undercroft merely a 'social area', in which 
the ideals of academic excellence might be subtly undermined by a flood of idle chatter; and it was 
this awareness which prompted us to provide work-benches around the walls. But the preponderance 
of easy chairs does perhaps suggest a Jess positive and academically significant function for the 
Undercroft than one would hope to see emerge in the course of time. This is not intended in any way 
to be critical of the comfortable and attractive furnishings, merely to suggest that we should not 
allow ourselves to be distracted by them from the essential purpose of the Library as a place for 
study. Those who through their work and generosity* have made this development possible have a 
right to expect that the use we make of it should be commensurate with its architecturaJ distinction. 
Perhaps it wilJ suffice if from time to time we reflect on the monastic origins of this building and 
aspire, within its waJJs, to emulate the single-mindedness and dedication or its tirst occupants - even 
if in pursuit of ideals not always as lofty as theirs. 

A.D.C. 

*I should mention, in particular, a bequest from Mrs. Younghusband , in memory of her son, A. L. 
Younghusband (Abbey House 1943 - 47; died 1950), which was used for the purchase of furniture; 
and the proceeds of a series of 'sponsored press-ups' undertaken by a number of enterprising boys, 
which enabled us to purchase an atlas stand for the Reference Library. 
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Careers Convention 1981 

This years careers' convention was conducted in a somewhat more serious mood than might be 
expected from a group of I 6 and I 7 year olds, the majority of whom were encountering careers 
advice for the fLrSt time. The reason for the sombreness was, of course, the present unemployment 
situation, but besides this we all had every reason to be interested since Mr. Howard had brought 
together a very wide range of speakers, whose expertise could cater fo r all our varied ambitions. 

The convention started on Friday evening with a short meeting in the BSR, in which we were all 
briefed as to the basic fonnat of the event. The formalities over, we proceeded to hunt for our chosen 
experts, and after a fair amount of squinting at assorted lapel badges we had organised ourselves into 
groups of four to eight Shirbumians listening to well-considered advice in our chosen fields. The mini
lectures were interspersed by our questions, which were generally answered to our satisfaction. It 
was the willingness of the speakers to answer questions frankly that marked the convention as a 
success in my opinion. We had three group sessions on Friday evening, followed by two more on 
Sa turday morning. After a Jong coffee break everyone returned to the BSR for an hour of questions 
directed at a team of four speakers chaired by RAH. This was particularly interesting since it enabled 
us to get a much broader view of choosing a career, and how to go about getting employment. It also 
enabled the speakers from different vocations to compare their ideas, which was very beneficial for 
all concerned. 

On the whole, there was nothing to criticise, so l will rest my pen, but not without fi rst thanking 
Mr. Howard and all the visiting experts for the time and effort they put into the event. 

Physics Trip 

Physics is not merely a collection of dead or dying equations linking equally moribound physical 
phenomena, devised solely as a subject with which to confound students. It is alive and weU and living 
in the Royal Institution at Albermarle Street, London. This was made obvious at the 'A' level Physics 
Study Weekend at the beginning of this term during which a group of our physics students attended 
a course of lectures given by specialists in a variety of fields. 

It began in the Piccadilly Hotel with an introductory lecture entitled 'What is Physics?' by Maurice 
Ebison. The question remained unanswered but the talk became very interesting as he posed ap
parently straightforward physics problems, the answers to which were given at the 'discussion' held at 
the end of the course. How would a balloon, with a weight attached causing it to float at the surface 
of the water, behave if it were pushed under the surface, would it refloat, stay where it was or sink? 

The disco that night provided the setting for questions and answers of a somewhat different 
nature. 

Monday provided an excellent breakfast at the International Hotel and four lectures at the Royal 
Institution. The first was 'An Introduction to Computers' which proved to be very disappointing 
as it was merely a free-ranging physics lesson with a computer summoned periodically to answer 
various problems. The lecturer imparted very little information about computers. The second was 
entertaining and informative, 'Physics and Fairystories' by Prof. E. Laithwaite in which he confuted 
many of the explanations given for various phenomena, such as electromagnetic induction, with welJ
polished panache and showmanship. The Fairystories represented the ill-founded explanations so 
skilfully exposed. Its real value Jay in the fact that it forced us to reconsider the validity of so many 
of our ideas accepted now without even a thought. 

The afternoon provided the two extremes, very bad and very good. The former was a lecture on 
'laser applications and holography' by Dr. David Emmony which sadly he pitched below Sixth Form 
level and said very little about the vastly interesting subject of holograms. However, the second talk 
was 'Physics and Music' by Prof. Charles Taylor in which we learnt how musical sounds are produced 
both conventionally and electronically, about waves and their treatment in the scietific study of 
music. The subject of voice synthesis was broached {do you remember the talking computer in 
2001 ?) and his rendering of a love song on a saw got a deserved round of applause. Thus ended the 
second day. 
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The best lecture came on the last day; 'Optic fibre transmission' by Dr. Steven Cundy who was 
quite brilliant. He was lucid, well-informed and well-prepared and is at the forefront of his field. The 
talk was cast at the right level so that no-one was out of his or her depth or was bored. Optic fibres 
will replace in the next few years telephone cables as thick as a man's fist with a bunch of glass 
'wires' thinner than a pencil allowing for better quality of transmission. 

The lecture was followed by a short discussion in which a variety of people gave short talks on 
examination techniques. Then questions biting deep into the flesh of modem physics theory such as 
'Why does cling-flim cling?' were asked and answered. On this note the course finished. 

The weekend proved to be a great success being interesting, fun and providing a glimpse of physics 
beyond the classroom. Many thanks to the Royal Institution for such a worthwhile series of lectures 
and to Mr. Hunter for enabling us to attend them. The balloon will sink. 

Charles Lucas 

Paris Trip 

The task of writing an appraisal of a trip to Paris is a burdensome one:- one's mind is dulled by 
the countless litres of wine which one has consumed in the infinitesimal number of institutions that 
serve the French National Beverage, and one's whole metabolism is rendered non-functionary by the 
several hundred times that one has run up the hotel steps to the lavatory. However, on our return 
from the French capital we were all deeply contented - not onJy because of the success of the trip 
but also because the facilities on B.R. had, for once, been above the usual inoperative level. 

The journey out to Dover via London was uneventfuJ. The hovercraft crossing of Le Manche was 
anything but placid; twenty foot waves battered the windows in a force seven gale as we left the 
homeland behind, and by the time we reached Boulogne several of the party were somewhat sous 
le temps. 

Le voyage a Paris was tres comfortable. French trains are different from British ones, being both 
cleaner and quieter. Three and a half hours of pastoral scenery obscured by darkness later we glided 
into Gare du Nord. It was 8 p.m. on Thursday evening and we had arrived a Paris. 

During our sojourn of three days and four nights in the city we saw most of the traditionaJ sights 
and soaked up enough cuJture to satisfy our consciences. The Impressionist exhibition at the Jeu de 
Paumes gallery was interesting, as was the medieval Musee de Cluny. All of us scaled the heights of 
Notre Dame to admire the gargoyles and drop snowballs down on _2assers-by 300 feet below, and some 
found the cinema a satisfying way of spending an afternoon. Although the Saturday was fine it had 
snowed overnight and was freezing , so the five miJe 'stroll' round the palace and grounds at Versailles 
was more of a challenge than one might expect. On Sunday the various exploits included running up 
the Eiffel Tower, attempting to cross a French main road without waiting for the lights, and being 
assauJted by a drunken jeune homme who demanded un franc. Goldie Hawn was spotted in the 
Pompidou Centre , and Monsieur Le Patron at the hotel refused to give us our paid-for wine in the 
evening owing to his suspicion that certain members of our party had awoken him very early that 
morning. (Not true, of course.) 

One of the main reasons why many of us had gone on the trip was to sample the French roadside 
cuisine - and indeed a main occupation every evening was a search for a suitable cafe, restaurant or 
bar. Generally we managed to find very reasonably priced meals at exceptionally good value, and, of 
course, the wine was always a prime consideration. Lunch was usually a skimpy affair, as we preferred 
to conserve our funds for the evenings. 

We returned by ferry, train, tube and train respectively on the Monday - the journey from Paris 
to Sherborne taking about nine hours in all. Nobody had any complaints that were in any way 
justifiable and all who went are greatly appreciative to J.J .B. for his organisation and tolerance, 
(he got the wine from Monsieur Le Patron in the end) and to the other members of staff who helped 
to liven up the visit , especially Mr. Boyd - dynamic and extrovert as ever ... ! 

If anyone gets the chance to go next year - take it. It is worth the reasonable cost and makes for 
a very fulfilling and interesting haJf-term. 

Take lots of money. 
Steven Muirhead 
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'Swig' 

The telephone call came totally unexpectedly. 'Mr. Jones, I gather you take boys rough shooting. 
Would the School like a top field trialling Spaniel for use by the club?'. It transpired that the School 
was being offered a choice of two spaniels, a dog and a bitch and, needless to say, I leapt at the idea, 
but would the Headmaster agree? R.D.M.'s reaction on being asked to appoint a new member of staff 
was predictable but, on learning that this one was free , had a first class pedigree , a good nose and was 
house-trained, he gave me permission to proceed. With delight I rang the owner, Dr. Bovill, who lived 
in Lancashire. 

Dr. Bovill was pleased to hear that my first dog, a lo.vely gentle Labrador , had been spoilt as a top 
flight retriever by being allowed to hunt as well as retrieve , and reassured that my current dog, 
another Labrador, was being taught steadiness above all else. 'But', she said, 'Spaniels are different 
and you must come up here for a few days and shoot pheasants with us to learn how to handle 
them.' Once again the Headmaster gave his permission and one Friday towards the end of the season 
I set off for Lancashire intending to break my journey with relatives in Worcestershire. 

After an early start the following morning the M6, M62, Burnley, Nelson and Colne were all 
negotiated in fine weather and in traffic that only latterly increased in volume. Dr. Bovill had spoken 
of snow chains and caterpillar tractors should I get stuck, but the day was a premature breath of 
Spring in January and a good omen. On the journey my mind played over the research I had been 
doing into Spaniels and the leading strains of°English Springers. Among many names one had stuck, 
'Harwes Silas, a steady and consistent winner of field trials,' and I pondered whether there was a link 
between the dog and the Pennine Farm 'Harwes' where Dr. Bovill lived. Such thoughts had to be for
gotten as I turned off the road and began negotiating a steep winding track marked 'Harwes and 
Jerusalem' towards the highest point of the surrounding hills. 

Halfway along the track I drew up alongside a man who was finishing feeding a herd of shaggy 
highland cattle. I offered him a lift and as he got into the car said, 'You must be Mr. Jones; my name 
is Douglas. The Dr. is expecting you.' 

Dr. Bovill proved predictably kind and in no time I had been installed in Harwes's upstairs drawing 
room with its lovely views over the surrounding Pennine moorland, and provided with fruit cake and 
coffee. Fine as the views were, my attention was fixed on a pile of Spaniels in front of a warming 
log fire . The dogs had shown some interest in my arrival and even more in the fruit cake, but soon 
reformed their intertwined mound by the fire. 'Is Harwes Silas anything to do with this farm?' I 
asked. 'That's him over there,' replied Dr. Bovill pointing to a member of the fireside pile-up, 'and 
that is Harwes Mitten who won the National Championship, and the other one is Sage, my current 
trialling dog. We'll take Sage out in a moment to show you the signals to use. Wrap up warmly.' At 
the mention of his name Sage opened an eye, assessed the likelihood of action and then resumed his 
snores. It seemed hard to imagine these dogs capable of much. 

Outside the sun may have been shining brightly but a keen January breeze and excitement both led 
to shivers. Sage was transformed: gone was the droopy.eyed Spaniel: he was vibrant with the prospect 
of action, bright.eyed, ears cocked and totally alert. With a quiet word and gesture Dr. Bovill set 
Sage to work. The next twenty minutes were unforgettable. Sage hunted to a beautifully symmetrical 
pattern , dropped to shot instantly with enviable braking power, and could be directed by hand with 
unerring accuracy on to blind retrieves. One such retrieve stood out. Sage went over a Pennine stone 
wall at least seven feet tall, with a hare-sized dummy in its mouth. Unbelieveable. Dr. Bovill had said 
I would see what a top field trial Spaniels could do; it was amazing, and the School was to be given 
one such dog. What generosity! 

'I'll get some lunch,' said Dr. Bovill,'you go with Douglas who will show you Swig and take you 
shooting.' 'Swig.' I had to smile at the name but resolved, having seen Sage perform, not to shoot but 
accompany Douglas and to watch and learn. 

We climbed over the back of the kennels and Swig, tail wagging frantically, began to hunt. Within 
yards he had flushed a pair of grouse which, being out of season, flew off unscathed. Swig, meantime, 
was lying in the heather watching the departing birds and, at a signal from Douglas resumed his 
hunting. Clearly he was as steady as rock. In the next half an hour we flushed many grouse but none 
of the pheasants we were after and so we determined to try a sparse wood sheltering in a nearby fold 
in the Pennines. We had barely entered the wood before Swig flushed two cock pheasants. Douglas 
slew the first in fine style and we both thought he may have hit the second one before it glided away 
out of sight into the wood. 'We'll leave the fust one and look for the second,' said Douglas and, 
calling Swig to heel, we moved downhill in search of the second pheasant. After twenty minutes of 
fruitless searching we gave up. 'We'll send Swig back for the first one,' said Douglas with a proud 
gleam in his eye, and in no time, from several hundred yards away the first pheasant was delivered 
perfectly to hand. It was a more than convincing exhibition and after the exercise we both viewed 
lunch with sanguine appetites. 
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Over a lunch spent discussing dogs, shooting, field trials and training T learnt just how famous the 
Harwes Spaniels were - winning all manner of field trials and even being exported to the U.S.A. I also 
had a look at Swig's pedigree and a Spaniel 'Hall of Fame' it proved to be with all the great names, 
Hales Smut, Mardown Muffin , Ashley Rob, old Silas himself and many other champions present. 

After lunch Douglas and J took out the other Spaniel, a bitch, which would have made domestic 
arrangements easier at Sherborne. She was good, very good, but not quite as steady or, to my mind, 
as honest as Swig and, anyway, T liked him more. Swig it was to be and it was with a gradually 
awakening sense of responsibility that I received instruction of how to deal with all sorts of matters 
relating to Swig's general training and welfare. 

It was sorely tempting to take up Dr. Bovill's kind offer of accommodation but I decided to 
retrace my footsteps that same day. Swig slept in the well of the car throughout the journey, rousing 
himself only to lick the hand that occasionally patted him. On arriving home Swig crept out of the 
car, went into the house apprehensively, made a bee-line for my wife and curled up at her feet to 
make an instant conquest. 

Since then all has been well. We now go shooting with my Labrador at heel and Swig hunting in 
front; the two dogs get on famously , taking it in turns to do the retrieving with no jealousy. Members 
of the shooting club are exposed to the hunting ability and willing obedience of a top class dog 
immaculately trained; they see the standards at which they should aim with their own dogs in the 
future, standards which would enable them to enjoy unselfish and devoted companionship during 
years of shooting. We realise we are lucky and we are grateful. 

D.P.J. 
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Easter Walking Holiday Report 

In turning our footsteps southwards towards the North Cornwall Coastal Footpath, few of us 
knew exactly what lay in store; C.W .M.-1. who, of course, knows all there is to know of such matters, 
did nothing to enlighten us - a habit that was to become a feature of events over the next week. In 
t.he end, it did indeed tum out to be very different from last year as the Youth Hostels had less 
character, perhaps, and there were fewer magnificent views and romantic buildings to enjoy, but 
nonetheless there was a rugged strength and challenge that was worthwhile in itself. 

One missing face was that of the great romantic himself; JJB was, however, replaced by Frosie, 
the Mitchell-Innes dog, who was to provide us with some additional entertainment - elaboration 
would not be wise, l think. 

Land's End was reached by way of Saint Michael's Mount although we were too late to see the 
castle, and after a short stay we walked a few miles to the St. Just Hostel through rain and marsh. 
Saturday featured a walk along the cliff-tops to Pendeen Watch, where the landscape was much 
enhanced by a series of small and ruined tin mines. That afternoon we visited the Elizabethan manor 
house of Trerice, which was excellently preserved in authentic style as were all the other National 
Trust properties we visited. The day was completed with a pleasant walk along the hill-tops from the 
cliffs and rock formations of Bedruthan Steps to the Treyarnon Bay Hostel. 

Sunday was memorable day for C.W .M.-I.'s cunning but successful attempt to prevent meeting 
by underestimating the distance to be walked by about half. Confusion was great, indignation greater; 
as compensation he drove us in the afternoon to Lanhydroc House, a spectacular, if somewhat 
pretentious, creation of the l 880's. Notable especially were its estates and highly coloured gardens, 
the very long gallery, (the only remnant of the old house which was burnt down) but most of all the 
way the NT had perfectly maintained it in true Victorian-Edwardian style: Eton cricket photos, 
tiger-skin rugs and all. 

Our two days' stay at Tintagel saw the beginning of the really tough walking - though some, 
incomprehensively , found it easier to run - punctuated by visits to the church of St. Enedoc, which 
occasionally has to be dug out of the sand, and is also in Betjeman country; the Old Post Office, a 
Most Extraordinary 14th century building converted from a tiny manor house in the 19th century; 
and, of course, the castle itself, of which l need say nothing. The Hostel is worthy of mention; 
fonnerly a slate quarryman's hut, it was perched half-way down a cliff, had chimney problems and 
a warden called 'Dave' (enough said}. 

Boscastle, an attractive village on an inlet, was our last haven. Nearby was St. Juliet 's Church 
where Thomas Hardy, while conducting restoration, met his first wife; his writing, however, was soon 
discovered to be more inspired than his architecture. Its situation, though, was remarkable and the 
walk enjoyable. 

Our afternoon stay in Camelford was uneventful - the visit was necessitated by a punctured tyre 
in the minibus. This, the last day, was finished off in traditional manner - curry - after a rendering 
of Byrd's Non Nobis - rather to the surprise of the other hostellers who were in the middle of their 
sweet at the t ime . 

Back to Sherborne then, but not before some, headed by C.W.M.-1. himself, had braved the sea, 
and all had walked over the gorse-covered hills north of Bude to the exemplary Norman church of 
Morwanstowe One past incumbent here was R. S. Hawker, an eccentric but feeling man who used to 
spend his spare time sitting in his hut watching shipwrecks. 

Finally, of course, we must record our gratitude to C.W.M.-1., for his organisation, his calculations 
- whether correct or not - and not least for putting up with our not inconsiderable criticism! 
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Music 
Mussoc: 'Messiah' 

On 23rd March 1743, London heard its first MessUih in Covent Garden; so moved was George II 
by the glory of the Hallelujah Chorus that he stood up - and thus from that moment has that great 
chorus - and indeed the entire great work been honoured. Two hundred and thirty eight years 
afterwards, almost to the date, a crowded appreciative assembly in Sherbome Abbey stood likewise 
to honour yet another performance of Messiah, the sixth in the 32 year old history of Sherbome 
School Musical Society. Surely The Messiah (although its official title is Messiah) must be the most 
frequently performed and the most thoroughly known oratorio in Britain. The venues can be as far 
dispersed in status and standard as the Festival Hall and the Miners' Institute. Listening to and appre· 
ciating the Musical Society's performance one realized that it was not that of the highly-polished 
virtuoso professional or semi-professional choirs of the former, nor was it in any way a happy hap
hazard musical get-together of amateur enthusiasts. Indeed , that one could attend the musical offering 
of such a standard as was heard on Wednesday, 18th March, one must be aware of the fact that every 
week, on Sunday evenings a large group of musical enthusiasts meets for rehearsal. When one is made 
aware of the difficulties of getting members of different academic foundations together in one place 
at one time - one is even more amazed at the standard and variety of the works achieved over the 
years. 

To be present at a choral performance in Sherbome Abbey is both a visual and aural delight - yet 
chorally this is no easy matter, as the Abbey can present great accoustical difficulties for a large non
antiphonaJ choir. In this performance, with careful placing of the choir and voices, the worst 
accousticaJ difficulties were overcome, each part was heard dear and distinct ; even the rarer tenor 
section was well represented and evenly balanced. 

The chorus was well trained, the production was clean and precise - even in the more compli
cated colloratura parts. The sopranos kept a singing tone throughout - even in the places of high 
tessitura - such as the G's and A's in All we like Sheep and the close harmony of Lift up your Heads. 
The alto tone was warm but not woolly, the tenor clear and unstrained , the bass - rich but con
trolled. 

Each conductor offers his personal interpretation to the work presented - and although the usual 
interpretation of Messiah is classical - Brian J udge took a more mouvmente Romantic aspect: many 
of the tempi were faster than usual. This gave a lighter rhythmic quality to many of the more 'staid' 
numbers. The strong 2 beat of the 0 thou that Telles! accompanied by agile woodwinds and crisp 
harpsichord invoked an elegant dance rhythm (which was by no means incompatible with good 
tidings). This was well interpreted in the mature, secure contralto voice of Miss Pauline Stevens - but 
this quicker tempo was not so successful on the entry of the chorus. Chorally, although accurate in 
note and good in tone the first half took a little while to get off the ground - and the promise of 
later greater contrasts was heard in the Wonderful, Counsellor section of For unto us. In the second 
half, although Behold the lamb was rather staccato and the That taketh away somewhat sluggish -
Surely he hath borne of Griefs was a great chorus. Perhaps the finest of the choral tone and control 
was heard in the a cappella contrasts of the Since by man came Death sequence - to be matched by 
the climax of the Hallelujah Chorus. Handel wrote of this chorus: ' I did think I did see all Heaven 
before me - and the Great God himself.' Pe rhaps this standing congregation had a glimpse of the 
same vision. 

However, much as the success of an oratorio depends on the quality of the chorus, the rest of the 
burden is borne by the other two important sections - the orchestra and the soloists. Jn this case, the 
orchestra was a pleasure to listen to - fine string tone, singing wood and brasswinds, and a triumph 
of trumpet. The bassoon and the b .. ss string~ 1nade a happy union. Heddie Nash, one of the great 
tenors of a past generation, is said to have said that two important things set the tone of a Messiah 
performance - the E minor entry of the orchestra and the first tenor entry of Comfort Ye - in this 
performance neither was a disappointment. The overture gave the orchestra the early opportunity 
to display the richness of the Grave and the brilliance of the Allegro - and later in the Pastoral 
Symphony there was calm controlled serenity. 
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It was a good idea to use the pulpit as the perch for the soloists; acoustically it was a success, one 
was aware of the difference when the soprano and alto sang the fie shall Feed his Flock - Come 
unto Him at floor level. The most successful soloist of this performance was the tenor - Adrian 
Thompson, he set his own standard with the comforting confidence of Comfort Ye and the easy 
vocal agility of Every Valley and maintained it throughout the performance. 

Miss Pauline Stevens is a singer of experience with a contralto voice of rich quality - it was flexi
ble in 0 thou that tel/est and retrained and calm in He shall Feed his Flock. 

Miss Anne Bartlett is a fine artist with a fine voice; perhaps her best aria was Rejoice greatly 
(superbly supported by fluent woodwinds). The soprano role of Messiah is very demanding in both 
interpretation and technique and is set in a difficult place in the voice. Miss Bartlett was less success
ful in the Shepherd recits. 

As it is sung today the Bass role demands much of the singer; it requires a large range, a powerful 
voice and commanding interpretation. (Unfortunately this performance was deprived of The People 
who walked in Darkness and Why do the nations?) One felt that Jonathan Gibbs' voice was too light 
for the part and too baritone in quality - although it came into its own in The Trumpet shall sound 
- which is always rather high in the bass register. The trumpet obbligato was a tour de force. 

As well as the aural and visual experience of such a performance there is another aspect - the 
sense of occasion: the grooming of the chorus and the formal elegance of the principals. In earlier 
days when the present writer was sin~ing in the professional circuit, the s:irtorial law for male soloists 
in oratorio 'during the day and at any time in a sacred building' was - morning dress. U!ltil compara
tively recently this was maintained in Abbey performances - however, for some time ;:1e Musical 
Society has substituted the 'Black Tie' - whatever form of formal dress is decided upon, it is to be 
hoped that the gentlemen soloists will duly conform - Mr. Gibbs' lounge suit seemed somewhat out 
of pl;:1ce. 

After yet another performance of Me~iah - ifs innate power is still felt - and those present in 
the Abbey certainly were aware of it in this performance, one is thankful to Sherborne School Music 
Society and ever grateful to Handel. Beethoven said of him: 'Go and learn of him, how to achieve 
great effects with simple means.' Haydn said of him after a performance of Messiah in Westminster 
Abbey - 'He is the Master of us all'. - One feels that the Sherborne audience would have agreed 
with him. 

lain Stuart-Robertson 

Orchestral Concert 

Last term I wrote that an almost total lack of interest shown perhaps caused the rather lacklustre 
performances at the Orchestral Concert. Thls time BRJ made a considerable effort to attract both 
interest and an audience that was not merely drawn by the presence of the Girl's School. 

The concert began in nonnal fashion:- PCE conducted the Band in Tchaikovsky's Capriccio 
Italian. This is a very difficult piece, and although one must admire the decision to tackle complex 
works, I awaited the result with some apprehension. On the whole , however, it was performed satis
factorily: the middle sections were somewhat agonised, but the start and finish were much better. I 
particularly remember the clarinets as holding up the music, fighting the influence of the tubas, who 
tended to drag it downwards. 

Doubts had been expressed as to whether the chapel choir would be an adequate replacement for 
the customary Madrigal Society. However~the Three Sea Shanties, 'Away to Rio', 'Mobile Bay', and 
'A-Roving', all arranged by M. Bartholomew, proved to be well-sung, controlled and, most impor
tantly, were found entertaining by the audience. 

With the orchestra came the long-awaited chace of audience participation. About the sentiments 
expressed I shall say nothing; I am too much torn between cynicism and fear! First, however, they 
played the overture to Gilbert and Sullivan's 'Iolanthe' - a little heavier than it ought to have been, 
perhaps, but enjoyable none the less. Elgar's Pomp and Circumstance march followed. As a finale we 
sang along to Parry's Jerusalem, and the Pomp and Circumstance March No. l, and so on, with 
encores. 

R. J. Spencer 
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Concert Oub 

The Consort of Musicke 

There are few musical contrasts more arresting than that between English and Continental com
position in the Sixteenth and Seventeenth Centuries; and the comparison is particularly marked in 
vocal music. The English lute song, that short-lived but intensely-coloured flower of the late Eliza
bethan and early Jacobean period, typified the restraint with which the weightiest feelings or the 
lightest fancy are best expressed ('where waters smoothest run, deep are the fords ..... the firmest 
faith is in the fewest words'); the very simplicity of words and music well-matched creating a dis
tinctive and often poignant expressiveness. This is true above all of Dowland, but there were many 
other bright stars in that galaxy. The music of their Continental contemporaries was, by contrast, 
exuberant and emphatic. Monteverdi and the Italian School in particular, unfettered by northern 
European Reformation sensibilities, wrote church music that was florid and intricate, and secular 
songs of much passion and flamboyance. 

This contrast, shown in love songs, was the core of the programme off erred by members of The 
Consort of Musicke at the end of February. Lacking the intimacy of the surroundings which they had 
enjoyed two days earlier at Leweston, they yet managed to temper the austerity of the Big School
room and pervade it with their own enthusiasm for the music they sang, It was fitting that Dowland 
should predominate in the first, English, section, for the Consort have recently finished recording all 
his work. They began with the first five of the Second Book of Songs, scored specifically by Dowland 
for rwo voices and performed in this way by the two singers, Emma Kirkby (soprano) and David 
Thomas (bass). These songs are fme examples ofDowland's forlorn, despairing characterizations (like 
Rilliard's love-lorn young men). and are usually heard as solos. Miss K.irkby's voice, notable for its 
purity and lack of vibrato, is ideal for the cantus, which she delivered with sympathetic simplicity 
that masked an enviable technique: one remembers the accomplished ornaments in the repeat sec
tions of 'Flow my tears', and the finely controlled crescendo and diminuendo on the word 'arise' in 
'Sorrow stay'. The intensity of the latter was somewhat marred by the intrusiveness of the bass part, 
fussy at tha' point. That is no1 a general criticism, for the two-part versions often accentuate the 
counterpoint and the nus1cal and verbal nuances; but it shoufd warn that a close adherence to the 
instructions does not always bring unmitigated felicity. Mr. Thomas sang Dowland 's 'Sweet, stay 
awhile' (which gave the concert its title) with his accustomed ease and poise; yet it is the tenor voice 
which provides the best leaven for Dowland, and Mr. Thomas was really at his best with the songs 
which called for plenty of characterization. The rumbustious and humorous ' 'Tis late and cold' by 
Robert Johnson, musicilln to Charles I, came over with infectious vigour; and the anonymous 'What 
is't ye lack' - a bawdy ponrayal of fow quacks offering their wares at a fair - was a masterly set of 
cameos, all sung with twinkling humour. The dialogue 'Among my fancies' by Henry Lawes, in which 
the gentleman feigns ignorance of a kiss in order to induce a demonstration, was performed by both 
singers with similar vocal - and visual - liveliness; and the Charon dialogue by Henry's younger 
brother William Lawes (born in the last year of Elizabeth's reign) was pure enchantment. 

The Italian second part gave David Thomas' rich voice splendid scope. In the two songs by Falconieri 
and d'Jndia he demonstrated his considerable range of altitude, which plunges to depths unplumbed 
in most registers. Emma Kirkby, too, added considerable power to her voice, without in any way 
_detracting from its clarity or delicacy, as she showed in Rovetta's 'Uccidetemi pur'. In the operatic 
'Lamento d'Olimpia', attributed to Monteverdi, she powerfully projected the mood of despair de
manded by it whilst being in control of the florid passages and melismas. The qualities or these 
talented singers were well summarized in the last aria, by Merula, an exciting piece full of runs and 
rhythmic tensions, which also gave fhe -Consort's lutenist and director, Anthony Rooley, an oppor
tunity to embellish the recurring phrase over which it is sung with the technical mastery that he 
amply demonstrated throughout the concert. Indeed much of the impetus of these performances 
derives from his quiet and genial enthusiasm. It would be a dulJ listener who did not depart infused 
with zest for the kind of music which this Consort brings so vividly alive. 

C.W.M.-1. 
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Christina Ortiz 

On Saturday the 24th of January the Concert Club had the pleasure of hearing the piano playing 
of Christina Ortiz. Before she played, the stunning Miss Ortiz impressed us all with her dark hair and 
black dress, which matched the concert club's new piano! 

Her first item was the Kinderscenen (Op. 1 S) by Schumann, which consists of thirteen short pieces 
depicting childhood scenes. Although not technically difficult, the musicality with which these 
pieces were played was impressive and the work proved to be a good opening choice. 

Nothing could contrast more to Schumann's beautiful harmonies than the brutality of Prokofiev's 
sixth sonata in A major (Op. 82). This consists of four extremely difficult movements - Allegro, 
Allegretto, Tempo di Valz.er Lentissimo, and Vivace. The sheer energy which she managed to put 
into the last movement was hard to believe - a fitting end to the first half of the concert. 

The second half contained music of a much more exotic quality. The first two works were by the 
Brazilian composer Villa-Lobos. like the extravagantly luxuriant giant vegetation of his native coun
try the uninhibited exuberance of his music suggests some force of nature that defies control. The 
actual pieces were 'Calsa da Dor' and 'Danca do Indiovancro', which was, for me, the highlight of the 
performance. The concert was then rounded off by Ravel's dazzling and imaginative 'Gaspard de la 
Nuit'. This consists of three movements - 'Ondine', 'Le Gibet' and 'Scarbo'. ln these, Ravel's tradi
tional French ideals of formal precision, fastidious taste, consummate craftmanship and lucidity 
were well expressed. 

So now, Miss Ortiz had shown us her skills at playing musically and her technical brilliance - and 
at the same time given us a very enjoyable evening. 

R. Sheard 

The Gramophone Society 

The editors regret the absence of reviews for two previous meetings of the Society which took 
place earlier in the school year. All the greater is the regret since the meetings were enjoyed by large 
audiences. The following notices are a belated and apologetic record. 

On December 8th, 1980, Grarnsoc presented ' A Christmas Evening' to what must have been the 
entire school in the BSR. This offering was composed of choral pieces, carols, readings and a dramatic 
performance, all as judiciously mixed as Emily Wrackgarth's plum-pudding (verb. sap.). The alternate 
singing of the choir and the massed audience was an excellent representation of the blend of appre
ciation and participation enjoyed by all who attended. However, the lights that shine most brightly 
in the memory are ACM, the thinking man's Bing Crosby, crooning 'White Christmas', and JRGB, the 
Midlands' thinking man, pacing (well, smashing really) the boards as the Ogre in the Christmas Panto. 

Gramsoc has such a high reputation for entertainments of the kind described above that it is easy to 
fo rget its services to the appreciation of serious music. On February 2nd, 1981, the Society presented 
a programme called 'Haydn in England', celebrating the composer's two visits to London in 1791 
and 1794. 

These were not the visits of a tourist but periods of intense activi ty during which some of Haydn's 
finest symphonies and chamber works were composed. He came to England at the invitation of 
Johann Peter Saloman, a violinist and concert-promoter resident in London, who appeared in the 
Composer's rooms one day, saying, 'I am Saloman from London and have come to fetch you.' Al
though nearly sixty, Haydn agreed to be fetched. He was a prodigious success: Burney wrote of his 
first concert in London that it awakened 'such a degree of enthusiasm as almost amounts to frenzy.' 
The Prince of Wales attended the second concert, and the slow movement of his symphony No. 96 
(The Mfracle) was paid the unprecedented compliment of being encored. 

Haydn's two periods in England were mixtures of pain and pleasure. He had difficulties with the 
English climate, English grammar and the English character. But he heard Handel's 'Messiah' for the 
first time, a work which inspired him to enraptured admiration, and his famous remark that, 'he 
{Handel) is the master of us all.' 

It is fitting that the Gramophone Society should choose Haydn as a subject of one of its pro
grammes, and awaken in its audience the kind if pleasure the composer himself took in the early 
music he heard performed by the Society of Ancient Music during his visits to London. 

Particular thanks are due to the solo performers - Adrian Hill, Simon Skinner, Richard Kershaw, 
David Hedges, Richard Paddy and Rupert Sheard - and to Paul Ellis for all his work with Gramsoc. 

M.A.S.·W. 
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Richard of Bordeaux 

It's all good clean history: Richard and the arty, idealist, pacifist wets versus 'Wicked Uncle' 
Gloucester and the wannongering hawks. We know by the time the lights go down on the forlorn 
deposed king, if we didn't before, that nice guys always come last. Daviot has of course stiffened-up 
Shakespeare's Richard a good deal; we see the velvet hand in a (for once) iron glove behind Gloucester's 
'taking ofr and true manly disgust at De Vere's spineless imaginativeness, when it leads him to desert 
his army in their hour of need. However, Richard remains essentially a softy, to his own cost. 'He's 
too sensitive for his own good,' we almost hear Derby growling as he clomps off to fmalise his des
patch of the king to Pomfret. One felt, taking the play as history, that it was aU a little too clean, as 
though the mediaeval noblemen enjoyed their diplomacy as a condiment to an otherwise rather 
boring Life spent strutting around in expensive clothes. Not the back-stabbing, cup-poisoning, faction
playing, live-or-die (usually nastily) dynastic mess that Edward Ill in fact left his family. I think it 
unlikely that Richard was a happy man, and the play often emphasises his lot of care, but in the end 
he emerges not as distressed or troubled but merely outrun by his misfortunes; too magnanimous to 
be worldly , too large a man almost, to be human. Shadowing the play there was, too, the increasingly 
potent doppelganger of Richard ll, and in the final scene parts became nearly inaudible through 
echoes of that other deposition passage: 

Oh! that I were a mockery king of snow 
To stand before the sun of Bolingbroke. 

Still, who wants Shakespeare every time? And if this had been Richard Coeur de Lion or William 
Rufus we'd have watched and heard it for itself alone. 

As itself alone it had plenty to offer. Gorgeous costumery made the punctuating tableaux vivants 
sheeny and impressive (though some of the male members of the cast might have benetitted from 
instruction in how to slip into their bas co/lants) and the characters often effectively distinguished by 
what they wore: Gloucester in opaque substantial brown, De Vere in laureate green. The outfits were 
various, but all consonant. James Huntington-Whiteley's Richard was consistent and kept the pace in 
a demanding role. The demands of a big part may have pushed him towards what became almost solo 
perfonning; a Richard who was himself, but without much electricity of relation, of being able to 
cannon off the other stage characters and create dramatic situation around himself. Even as a mis
understood and unfortunate king he remained a shade too separate from the rest of the characters 
and it was in many ways the energy of the supporting cast that gave the production momentum. 
Tony Dowding's Gloucester, polffic and insistent, darl<-browed and iron-willed, provided real threat 
to his nephew and Steve Wright's Lancaster conveyed convincingly the warrior ethos of the old 
aristocrat generation. The other toughies (Chris Beckley as Arundel and, notably , Rob Goldsmith as 
Henry Bolingbroke) created a solid foil for the inconstant fort unes of the king's party. Peter Lees 
as Mowbray and Michael Gell as the Archbishop seemed less sure how to pitch their parts and Crispin 
Davies as York was irresolution personified, mostly hidden behind his elaborate hat. Jonathan Read's 
Lord Chancellor and Richard Lloyd's Burley were model royal servants. discreet and ready to close 
the door on themselves. Of all the cast, Michael Webb as De Vere seemed most to have got inside his 
part and the candlelit scene where he comes to Richard in the wake of news of his defeat and flight 
was poignant and haunting. George Courtauld also managed as Maudelyn to behave a though he felt 
for the king, not merely being billed as Secretary and Friend to His Majesty. 
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In a play rather poor in female parts Diana Muriel was plausibly soothing and constant Anne and 
Eliza Strachan made the most of a few lines as outspoken Agnes, the next Lady Oxford. 

The smaller noble and pleb parts were difficult to do much with and suffered from a generally 
too leisured tempo, becoming over-exposed for what they had to offer, though the Man-in-the-Street 
exchange did something towards providing that Notes on Drama desideratum, a touch of 'comic 
relier, for which the high spirited first-night audience seemed to feel pressing need. 

The austere heartlessness of the palace interiors suggested by the set supported the 'period' note, 
though distinctly offpitch in the dog-toothed kitchen foil and the appearance in Sheen Palace park 
of a couple of triffids, to mark the changing seasons. One could have wis.'1ed for live rather than 
canned authentic music - an upturned dustbin and flageolet can approximate pretty well to mediaeval 
sound. Perhaps more noise and roughouse altogether: we admire and applaud the nice guys, but 
they don't tend to be the faces we remember having seen , wearing the hollow crown. 

The Lyon House Play 1981 

Sweeny Todd 

MJ.B. 

The 20th Lyon House production was based on a Victorian melodrama. It struck me as being very 
similar to the musical, 'Oliver'. The set was simple with one half for the barber shop and the other 
half for the pie shop and the whole set for the madhouse. The cast consisted of eleven characters, 
headed by the evil Sweeney Todd, the barber, played brilliantly by Paul Grellier. Sweeney was the 
devil incarnate and his evilness was portrayed so well that every time he appeared, he was booed and 
hissed by the audience. He returned the jeering with a murderous expression, equalled only by his 
murderous activities. 

Ian Wal thew played Mrs. Lovett very effeminately, and used the flesh of Todd's victims as raw 
materials in her pies. She was eventually murdered by him because he thought that she had betrayed 
him. 

Michael Bell played the unfortunate Wilfred Smith, whose throat was cut by Sweeney. A gout of 
blood appeared from his throat which brought stifled cries of horror from the auditorium. 

Tobias Ragg, the wretched apprentice of Sweeney, was played by Richard Bridge. He played the 
part in constant inferiority to Sweeney and was treated as such as well. He had one friend in the 
foan of Jarvis Hill (of Oliver Twist and the Artful Dodger) played by Rupert Rucker. It was Jarvis 
who kept the play alight with his witty remarks, thus winning the admiration of the audience. 

Paul Chavasse, with a mop of straggling grey hair, played the Reverend Lupin, Chaplain of the 
madhouse and wooer of Mrs Lovett. His clerical rank was contradicted by his passion for rum: 'not 
as a tot, but as a lot!'. 

Another potential victim of Sweeney's was the sailor, Mark Robinson, dressed in conventional 
C.C.F. Navy kit, played very well by Robert Kitson. 

Michael Bell completed a dual role in the play as Joshua Fogg, the greedy owner of the Madhouse, 
ably assisted by Jacko Page, played by Charles Newth. 

The unsuspicious Mrs. Ragg was played by William Westwater and last but not least, the copper, 
played by Spencer Ewen. 

The standard of singing was good and ranged from the raucous Sweeney Todd up to the clear 
Tobias Ragg. The play as a whole was very enjoyable and would not have been possible without the 
guiding hand of the producer, R.A.H. (who adapted the play from the original), and P.C.E. the 
maestro on the piano. 

C. M. Ward 
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School House in their submarine 

School House Play 

When I walked into the O.S.R. I was immediately struck by the professionalism with which the 
set had been built. It consisted of the detailed and convincing interior of stranded submarine S.14. 

I also wondered whether this would have to make up for any poor acting to come - not a bit 
of it. 

The play opened with a telephone call between Commander Gates, played by Jeremy Parfitt 
feeling paternal about his lost submarine, and a suitably cast Commander Wateley, a stodgy man 
played by James Cutler. 

Telephone calls proved to be the narrative of the play. Although they were obviously difficult to 
make as exciting and tense as the scenes in the submarine, the characters involved rang very true as 
typical land-based officers. 

The life and soul of the party under the waves was able seaman Higgins, played by Nick Sutcliffe. 
He got a laugh a minute from the audience, but seemed to be genuinely brooding while listening to 
the skjpper's 'prayer-to-be-said-when-death-is-imminent'. Of course, if it had not been for the skip
per's jolly good helping of public school guts and determination, it would have been the whole crew 
down there in the red glow with the able seaman. As it was, four of them got out and nervous stoker 
Snipe (Gavin Knight) died poignantly in chlorine gas. 

Despite a few awkward moments the play worked very well. I was genuinely concerned that those 
left in the submarine would survive. They did not. 

Congratulations to the actors, set-builders and anyone else involved, especially the producer J.S.F. 
for a refreshingly slick and unconventional production. 

G. Q. S. Whittell 
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The Green House Play 

'The Fire Raisers' by Max Frisch 

Like all good house plays this was an unashamedly amateur affair, and I hope that I am not being 
too rude by saying that. The performance that I saw had its fair share of pregnant pauses and em
barassed glances during the longer scenes, which might have been somewhat out of place in more 
grandiose productions, yet detracted nothing from the general enjoyment of an extremely relaxed 
and good-humoured evening. The play was admirably suited to this sort of production, having a fairly 
small cast, with a simple plot, but still being sufficiently amusing to hold the interest of the audience 
for the 70-odd minutes it lasted. 

The plot centres around the fortunes of a hapless (though wealthy) businessman by the name of 
Gottlieb Beidennann (Dave Cave) whose main aim in life is to avoid the troubles that are rife in his 
cosy East European homeland with its preoccupation with politics and arson. However, his confidence 
is shattered by the appearance of Sepp Schmitz, an out of work wrestler who has a passing interest in 
politics and the like. James Drewett gave a very convincing performance in this role , complete with 
sheepskin jacket and swastikas. The play progresses with Beidermann's problems deepening, when 
his superbly haughty wife and maid (Sian Edwards and Wendy Gordon respectively) discover Sepp's 
presence. And when Sepp assumes virtually complete control over his household, openly importing 
petrol barrels, fuses, and a fellow conspirator in the suave fonn of Willi (Dave Kelleway), Beidermann 
knows that his troubles have finally enveloped him. 

The play has a novel aspect to it in that it employs a Greek-style chorus to narrate and intersperse 
the action with timely prophecies of doom. When I first heard of the idea I was rather sceptical; how
ever, the slyness of their leader (Jeremy Peck) and the grim expressions of the chorus of firemen 
(the Lucas brothers, Andrew Cromie and John Seagrim) were extremely effective in giving the serious
ness necessary to a very difficult part. The main characters were very ably supported by the bereaved 
Mrs. Knechtling (Jo Robson), a bungling policeman (Alex Woods) and a mysterious Ph.D. (Nick 
Parfitt) whose purpose in the play still puzzles me. Finally, congratulations to all those who partici
pated in the play and especially to Mr. Carling, who supplied much of the inspiration for a very 
enjoyable production. 

M. Spearing 

The Green anti-arson squad 
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Correspondence 

Dear Editor, 
Since the Lent term is traditionally one for making decisions about 'The Future', J thought I might 

as well add my own advice to the vast quantity already littering the school. What I have to say deals 
principally with 'A' level choices, but with any luck it may be relevant to others too. I shall make no 
attempt to be impartial, because of the great number of other people who do so unsuccessfully; I 
shall be quoting comments made by various members of staff on the matter - which may or may not 
be representative views. 

Before I go any further, J would warn you to beware of any member of staff who tries to inflict 
on you ideas of his impartiality. It is your choice, they say, and do not Jet anyone advise you. In fact, 
they are only trying to make you think that they are wonderfully open-minded and that what they 
say can be totally relied upon; then they will do their best to influence you in any way they can. A 
rather good example of this J heard - though to be fair his comments were relatively unbiassed - was 
'If anyone tries to give you advice, just say ''yes" and smile sardonically'. To this, one can only say 
·yes' and smile sardonically ... 

First I came to the social sciences, by which I mean Geography, Economics and History - the last 
on the grounds that much of its importance lies in its social significance. This is the most under
estimated department, mainly due to prejudiced, unreasonable attitudes, such as, 'Economics is only 
fo r people who cannot do anything else', and, 'You're doing Geography - you must be giving up 
academic subjests entirely.' Then there was the remarkable statement: 'social sciences? WeU , I've 
always had a deep distrust of social scientists; look what good the great increase of them in the 
'sixties did.' There are several things wrong with this; for a start, he is presumably confusing social 
scientists with social workers , - there is a difference. Secondly social scientists - and social workers 
for that matter - do play a necessary role on our society; and if they do it unsuccessfully that only 
means they should be better trained, not Jess so. Then, to presume that anyone who 'does' a social 
science will end up as a social scientist is surely ludicrous - who would say that anyone doing chemis
try ends up working for Boots? There are as many openings for people doing social science as for 
anyone else; and in many of these they will have a far more direct application. For I am sure that 
they are really the most relevant of studies, not only in their direct use in business, finance, diplo
macy and so on, but also in what they teach us about the world we are forced to inhabit - something 
especially useful to Shirbumians, I feel. 

Very little needs to be said concerning Classics; few dare to criticize their study in case classicists 
become a totally extinct race. To James Perry's art icle in last summer's magazine I would only add 
that Classics are no less use to you than any other subject, and just as relevant , even if you care 
nothing about the way we think and speak. 

Modern Languages is another under.estimated department, though there are reasons for this which 
l will not go into. It is another example of a subject being worthwhile both from a 'general education' 
standpoint and for its direct usage. However, to say in relation to this that, 'if you really want to 
learn French the best way to do it is to go and Jive in France for six months,' is somewhat beside the 
point, even if it is true. Firstly, not everyone has the opportunity or money, and what is more -
when and if they do come, not everyone wants to (the Briton's traditional introspection is not to be 
deplored by necessity). Then if you do go abroad with a French or German 'A' level , you will have a 
much better start than someone who has not studied the language. You will also have a qualification, 
which should not entirely be forgotten. 
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What about Science? Perhaps all I can say from my limited knowledge is that I hear of a lot of 
people being bored and dissatisfied with science all through their lives, as well as when studying them 
at school; and that to be attracted merely by its modem, forwardlooking, job-providing image is a 
mistake. There is too great a fear at the moment of seeming out of date and of taking what may 
appear to be retrograde steps. 

English is a confused subject; its students - especially women - have a frightening tendency to 
become either intense or dramatic, or even both, while no two of its teachers, at any level, seem to 
be able to agree on what (or how) they should be teaching. However, it is not for me to go into the 
intricacies of 'Structuralism' or 'O' level syllabii, or anything else for that matter. If Cambridge dons 
and lecturers do not understand what is going on, why should I? 

A final warning in two respects; the first is that if a master says anything along the lines of 'it is 
absolutely essential for someone like you to study French for 'A' level' (or whatever!) do your best 
to ensure that you don't. If that is all he can say for his subject, he must be pretty desperate. Secondly, 
the most important thing about a subject is not what use it will be. With certain obvious exceptions, 
such as applied science of various kinds and research, it is not what you did for 'A' levels that matters, 
but how well you did in them. Common myths, like 'the only use of modern languages is to become 
an interpreter' and 'most people who study classics end up teaching them' can and should be ignored. 
To a great extent classicists go into the same sorts of job as anyone else (I could prove it but I will not, 
as such statistics are rather tedious). What is of great importance is that you choose subjects you 
will find satisfying - whatever that may mean. 

Looking back over this, I see that l have left Theology off my list. J can think of nothing to say 
about this subject. It seems to be alien to all of my categories, but alJ I would like to say about it 
has already been mentioned with regard to other subjects. Never mind; it may by obvious; but then 
again perhaps so is all I have written. 

Richard Spencer 

Newsboard - Lent 1981 

The 'board', residing for its second term outside the Vestry~um Computer room, overcame the 
sluggishness of the dimly· lit Michaelmas term with a series of more lively editions. Hoping to draw 
some readership away from the more established journals we joined the 'Sunday Express' in featuring 
a regular supplement, which contained 'in depth' studies of topics ranging from the Ayatollah 
Khomeini and the sport of Uggah, to Space, and Duke Streetwalker boldly splitting infinitives where 
no man had split them before. To show how readership is increasing we can actually announce that 
we received some letters that were not written by the editors or by carefully-briefed associates, and 
that we also obtained a selection of poems, not all of which were in response to the lavish competition 
staged halfway through the term (and won by J. Drew). The contributors, both willing and unwilling, 
came from all the echelons of the school, and it was successfully shown that the higher they are, the 
harder they fall, when Dr. David Owen sent in his contribution, which confirmed many of our sus
picions that the SDP is a clever attempt to claim on the life assurance of the Labour Party. 

To show that someone has at last woken up to the fact that the 'board' has changed position, we 
received the honour of having a long-awaited pair of spotlights illuminating the articles. However, 
they arrived at such a time, late on in the term, that they added very little to the clarity of the 
articles, except at hours later than 9 p.m. We would like to conclude our epitaph by thanking all 
those who managed to overcome their apathy and contributed to a reasonably full set of editions, 
especially to Charlie Lucas with his seemingly endless supply of poems and letters. Thank you also 
to Mr. Patterson who gave us the job and tolerated some of our more inept and controversial attempts 
at humour. 

Steve Muirhead & Mark Spearing 
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Sport 

Hockey 1 st XI 

Sunday lunchtime in March: the master in charge of hockey is eating his fish fingers (yes - fish 
fingers) and at the same time doing his most important job of the week by watching the weather 
forecast for farmers and growers on the television. Once again monsoons are forecast for the majority 
of the coming week and it's obvious that the hockey programme for the week will be turned upsode 
down yet again. WiJJ the I st XI match be transferred to the opposition's all-weather pitch? Will the 
4th XI play their first game of the season, or will that house match tournament ever get finished? 
Such are the problems of astounding intellect which regularly confronted Sherbome hockey. Any 
hare even sticking his nose above ground this March would have earned the adjective 'mad'! 

ln the end, the house match competitions were eventuaJJy completed, on the Girls ' School aJJ. 
weather pitch ; the 4th XI played one of their seven fixtures and the I st XI played all their most 
important matches away from home. This, though, is not an excuse for the disappointing sequence 
of results at the end of the season: Taunton, Marlborough and Millfield were aJJ splendidly skillful 
sides and the Canford result reflected the loss of confidence which is bound to afflict a team not 
winning matches. Even though the first seven school matches aJJ ended in victory, none of the results 
was very convinving and it always seemed likely that this year's I st XI would be found wanting for 
skill at the highest levels. Our facilities are a long way behind those at other schools and don't give 
the junior hockey players the opportunity to develop their talents, so that when they reach the Upper 
their basic skills still need a Jot of practice. 

Nevertherless, some of the team showed distinct improvement as the term progressed. Mark 
Peplow fiJled the gJaring vacancy at centre-half with distinction , although he would have been more 
effective in this role of he hadn't had to spend a lot of time covering up for I.he mistakes of some of 
those around him. Simon Buchanan in goal had the distinction of being preferred to both last year's 
I st XI goalkeeper Johnathan Lloyd, and also to this year's West of EngJand under-19 goalkeeper, 
Johnathan Lucas. Apart from one day of totaf aberration at Bruton, his bravery, speed of reaction 
and ability to stay on his feet after making the initiaJ save, made Simon one of the best goalkeepers 
to be produced at Sherbome over the last few years . Ian Young on the right wing was the one other 
player who really developed as the season wore on: if he can improve his ability to beat a man then 
he will become a very good hockey player. 

Unfortunately, all three of the above mentioned and the intermittently brilliant Bill Rydon will 
be leaving, so that next year it looks as though we shall be rebuilding from the younger teams in 
the school. Youth , speed and spirit are all great advantages for the hockey player, but none are any
where near as important as skill. 

Team: 
S. Buchanan; R. HammersJey; P. Garlick; N. Ford; M. Peplow; N. Sandall; I. Young; W. Rydon; 
T. Dudgeon; M. Bennett; S. Rees-Williams. 
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Slwfbonw'a iron fist in a wlwt glcwe 

2nd XI Hockey 

James Lund has red hair, pushes the ball from centre forward to inside with the quiet precision of a 
golfer's putt , and crashes goals frequently into the top comers of nets. inevitably, then, he would 
stand out in any team, but as leader ol so excellent a side he further justifies his pride of place in this 
report. Flanking him were the energetic Powe and Martin, who in turn Linked neatly with the very fast 
wings, Wise and Wade . At Bryanston I have never seen two wingers play so well in the same match, 
rounding their opponents at will and crossing the ball with the accuracy and speed of Hurricane 
Higgins. The halves were steady: Peplow maintained the family honour, Duffett plays with ever
growing authority , and Webb was good enough at Clayesmore to warrant a place for Dorset Schools. 
The full backs exerted a calming influence under pressure, Johnston being calm itself, whilst Daunt 
showed the same unhurried approach he gives his French essays. In goal Lloyd was outstanding 
and typically showed as much enthusiasm and courage in the 2nd's as last year in the l st XL 
A team, of wit colour and verve, then, who had several convincing wins. Taunton were simply too 
quick and strong for a hastily rearranged side, But the defeat at Marlborough was rather unlucky, 
given the predominent possession we enjoyed: significantly both games were played on all weather 
pitches; school governors please note! Bryanstone, Bruton, and SouthamEton met the 2nd's at their 
best, and the scoring power was imposing, whilst the draws with Dauntsey s and Clayesmore reflected 
the teams's stamina. Most satistying was the deteat ot a good Milton Abbey I st XI away. Most 
touching was Lund's constant concern for the umpire's vision. 

C.H. R.N. 

Team: M. C. Wise, R. S. Powe , J. W. S. Lund, C.R. Martin, M. F. Wade, P. T. Peplow , S. E. Duffett, 
M. M. Webb, A. J . Daunt, P. W. Johnston, J. D. IJoyd . 
Reserves: G. Tice, P. Chavasse. 
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3rd XI 

This was one of the most talented 3rd Xi's for some time, who lost only to a strong RACHC side 
away at Bovington early in the term. We were lucky in being able to field a settled side for much of 
the season and once it was decided who should play where , and attacking pattern of play emerged. 

John Lucas was an outstanding goalkeeper but he must team to stay on his feet; he was lucky to 
concede only one penalty stroke during the term! Paul Chavasse and 'Jock' Henderson were a solid 
pair of full backs and covered each other well. John Mumford and Peter Collings were the only mem
bers of last year's 3rd XI. John introduced a new dimension to wing half play; it involved no marking 
and an emphasis on attack, when he had any puff left. What Peter lacked in skill he made up for in 
non-stop running. George Tice controlled the middle of the field and completed an unusual but 
effective half back line. Terry Drew impressed everyone with his stickwork and although reluctant 
initially to distribute the ball he developed into a very good left wing. Bob Mackean and Tony Batcup 
were a pair of young inside forwards who took a little time to adapt to the pace and committment at 
this level but linked well with their wings. Charlie Lucas settled down at centre forward and scored 
several spectacular goals - and also missed a few when acting as captain in the last match! Peter 
Bradshaw completed the forward line; he sent over many good crosses but with a little more self
confidence he should make a bigger impact on the game next year. 

The schools in the fi rst half o f the term were relat ively weak and allowed the team to settle down. 
It was a pity that, potentially, two of the best fJ.Xtu res against Taunton and Marlborough were can
celled, but once again the return fixture against the RACHC produced a rousing, full -blooded game . It 
enabled the side to rise above Sexey's and Canford, two good teams, the latter unbeaten, and produce 
two well-deserved victories. 

My thanks to George Tice for being an efficient and determined captain and to the rest of the 
team for a very enjoyable and successful season. 

MJ.H. 

Team: 
G. A. Tice (Capt.), J . D. Lucas, P. D. G. Chavasse, D. M. Henderson , P. T. F. Collings, J . M. Mumford, 
J . R. Drew. R. A. N. MacKean, C. G. Lucas, A.G. Batcup, P. T. Bradshaw. 

Also played: 
S. Stevenson, M. K. Milne, J . R. E. Cutler. 

4th XI Hockey 

Seldom in the annals of the 4th XI have so few matches been fought: to be precise, one. In this 
they were undoubted victors, which gives rise to considerable retrospective optimism over their 
potential performance in the five which the March Monsoons struck t he fatal blow to. 

The solitary engagement, against Clayesmo re 2nd XI , showed the team figh ting with spirit and, 
now and then, some skill, no easy accompishment on that glutinous pitch. Moore and Cutler on the 
wings both developed an impressive tum of speed and dexterity in passing, from which Hosford and 
Milne in the centre benefitted by being able to score; whilst Woods performed deeds of an unparal
leled heroism. Cutler also scored a captainly goal of his own. Maxwell, Glasse and Roberts provided 
an interesting display of hard-hitting (even if they were not always quick on the draw), a generally 
effective first line of defence. Stevenson and Clarke were a paradigm of the 4th XI backs, staid and 
solid and driving well down the fairway. Wilson, if such it was under that formidable armour, hoofed 
and batted the ball out of the circle with verve, though occasionally found himself in the wrong place. 

It was potentially a more skilful Eleven than many, and one reflects with regret on what might 
have been. 

C.W.M.-I. 
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Colts Hockey 1981 

Once more it must be said that the weather played an influential part in the Colts season. Six 
matches were played and six won but these were against our relatively weaker opposition (Downside, 
Colston's, Monkton Combe , Dautsey's, Bryanston and King's Bruton). The matches which normally 
provide the stiffest opposition - Marlborough , Taunton, Can ford and MiUfield - were all victims of 
the monsoons which in the second half of term had switched their attention to Dorset from tormen
ting the England cricket team in the West Indies. It was therefore impossible to determine quite how 
good a side the Colts were. 

Bryant was never really tested but suggested that he might be a sound and talented goalkeeper. 
Mather and Lloyd were a stalwart pair of full-backs although both lacked pace on the tum. The half
back line of Spink, Ford and Moore were always well in support of the attack but again were not 
often stretched in defence. The forwards relied upon Nitsch's pace down the right-wing and Tice's all 
round skills at inside-right. Rydon ran well at centre-forward but was better at setting up than scoring 
goals. Burgett and Tresidder made for a Lively and tricky pair on the left wing although both were 
too easily bundled off the ball. 

The enthusiasm of the team and its willingness to learn were exemplary and having practised so 
hard it was a great disappointment to have the matches cancelled . This, however, is a fact in any 
sportsman's life in Britain, it is just ironic that many of the team were on the fan1ous J unior Colt 
creicket tour to Sussex in 1980 when not a ball was bowled! 

Spink was an admirable captain and together with Tice , Nitsch and Lloyd played for the Dorset 
U-16 team, and the last named did particularly well to make the West U-16 XI. 

D.F.G. 

Junior Colts Hockey 1981 

Plyed 8 Won6 Drawn l Lost 1 For 30 Against 8 

Despite the successes of the season, one is left with a certain feeling of anticlimax as the cruel 
fates of the weather prevented the playing of o ur traditionally most competitive fixtures. A season 
without Taunton, Canford and now Marlborough, must be disappointing. 

The irony is that we must have fancied our chances of three victories for there was a great deal of 
natural talent in the side and this was being increasingly allied to a sharper competitive edge. The 
only defeat of the season was deserved one against a competent and combative Dauntsey's side, who 
took their chances whilst we squandered ours. 

A strength of the side was an absence of any weak link. Spencer Ewen on goal gained experience 
and confidence as the season progressed and with the vastly improved Daniel Thorne and the percep
tive and adaptable Alistair Hunt formed a sound last line of defence. The half back line of Chas. 
Chandler, Paddy Plewman and Paul Cockerham made the positions their own at an early stage. They 
added greater defensive stability to their considerable attacking skills. Most of the attacks were to be 
built up on the right flank and the Westcott duo of Stuart Millar and Justin Brooking were fast, 
direct and skilful. Julian Chambers was to prove to be the Peter Withe of the side; making chances 
by selfless running off the ball and putting pressure on the opposition; a vital cog in the running of 
the side. The goal of the season must have been the Chamber's first-time sweep from a right wing 
cross against Bryanston. Our left flank was comprised of the 'mighty micros', James Gilshenan and 
Alan Whelan, whose contribution was very considerable in traditionally the less fashionable positions. 

This side could do well in the future but they still have a lot to learn . No opposition can be under
estimated and skill levels can always be improved. Many thanks need to be given to our gurus and 
technical advisers , DAS and MMW; to IRE for his inimitable organisation and constant patience; and 
to Paddy Plewman for keeping the side cheerful and successful and for keeping me under control. 

RAH 
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Under 14 Hockey 

There is a certain amount of luck in what can be achieved by a first year hockey team as one has 
to rely almost entirely on what one inherits from the prep schools. There is not time, in a short term, 
often dogged by bad weather as this one was, to coach potentially good players, but with little 
experience, up to the required standard. 

Considering the team as a whole , and all those who played for it at one time or another, the stan
dard was little different from their predecessors of recent years, except in one respect. That was that 
it proved impossible to find anyone who could score goals and without such a person one cannot 
win matches. As a result only one match was won in the whole season, three were lost and the rest 
were drawn. 

lf few goals were scored, it must be admitted also that few were conceded. Pickles in goal showed 
that he had a sound knowledge of the game and was usually in the right place at the right time. The 
backs, Foreman and Knott , were always roliable and never more so than in the game against Taunton 
when they held the score to 0 · 2 against a side with a first.class reputation, who expected to take 
their score into double figures. 

It was really the halves who held the side together. Wright, centre half and captain, showed good 
sense and considerable skill. Rosser was a tower of strength at right half, and Sirley , although ill 
towards the end of the term is a very good player when he exerts himself. H.is replacement, Savage , 
played with intelligence but is a bit slow and needs to develop more basic skills. 

The forward line was in a continuous state of flux but the final lineup was Holbrook, Robertson, 
Parry-Jones, Bradby and Jorr.1 who was substituting for Morris. Pittman and Hall also played. Any 
comment applies equally to au of them. There was plenty of determination and no lack of skill and 
potential. Their problem was what I would call 'messing around with the ball ' - three pushes to get 
it in the right position - by which time they had probably lost it , when a quick movement of the 
feet and a crack at the goal would probably have worked wonders. They will have to practice this 
a lot next year. 

Played 7 

I st Xl results: -
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King Edward VI Southampton 
Occidentals 
Downside 
Dorset 'A' 
Monkton Combe 
Bryanston 
Dauntsey's 
King's Taunton 
Colstons 
Taunton 
Marlborough 
Mill field 
Pilgrims 
Can ford 
King's Bruton 

Won I Drew 3 Lost 3 
J.P.R. 

Hockey 1981 

w 3·1 
L 1 - 7 
w 3 -2 
D 1 - 1 
w 3 -1 
w 3 .Q 
w s .4 
w 2.] 
w 3 .Q 

L I · 3 
D 2 ·2 
L 0 · l 
L 2 -3 
L I -2 
L 1·2 



Records of other teams:-
p w D L 

2nd XI 13 7 3 3 
3rd XI 9 7 1 J 
Colts 7 6 0 1 
J. Colts 8 6 1 J 
Under 14 7 I 4 2 

Representative Hockey:-
West of England under 19 J . Lucas 
West of England under 16 R. Lloyd 

Dorset:-
W. Rydon, P. Garlick, I Young, R. Hammersley and M. Bennett represented the Dorset under-19 
team in the inter-<:ounties tournament al Cheltenham. Dorset came 3rd equal of the 15 teams 
present. 

SOCCER 

Gr-.nM McKinnon Croft: will Grffl\wood move? 
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Soccer Report 

The 1981 season will be remembered for the increased enthusiasm for soccer within the school, 
expressed initially by twenty or so determined individuals returning before term for pre-season 
training, which had its reward in a fine 3 - 1 win over Clifton in our first match. 

We had altogether well over SO aspifi!tg, and frequently perspiring, footballers and much enjoy
ment can be attributed to the energies and enthusiasm of Messrs. Boyd, Gardiner and Tomrnis who 
nobly braved the wintry scene to pass on their expertise with many a successful practical demon
stration! 

The 1st XI had much potential, but blend and co-Ordination did not develop as well as hoped and 
we owed much in the end to the stalwart endeavours of the defence in the form of Roddy Barrow 
in goal, who improved excellently during the season, Chris Grainger, often the last line of defence 
with the dramatic clearence, Mark (Trevor) Evans, a very sound, stalwart player who developed 
splendidly, and Dave Gossip and Steve White who also gave excellent service. 

Midfield was a demanding role and Howard Gill and Bob Corlett seemed the obvious choices, and 
although they often found their task a taxing one, their ability to open up the game and create space 
was well exploited. 

Forward we had some good wing play from Howard Whittaker and Graham McKinnon Croft while 
Dave Manson stretched neck and leg for some good goals, ably backed by Mark Savidge and Sirous 
Kandouri , each of whom provided some good touches. 

Results: 
Clifton 
Fosters 2nd XI 
King's Taunton 
Bristol Grammar 
Downside 
Shaftesbury Grammar 2nd XI 
Pilgrims 
St. Bartholomew's Newbury 

Highest Goalscorers: 

Goals: For 22 
Against 10 

Played 8 

Won 
Lost 
Won 
Won 
Lost 
Won 
Won 
Lost 

Manson 10 

3 - I 
0-2 
3 ·I 
3 - 0 
0 - I 
S-0 
8-4 
0-1 

Won S 

Gill S Savidge 4 

Lost 3 

We look forward to another energetic season next year. My thanks go to Messrs. Boyd , Gardiner 
and Tommis for their invaluable help and to the captain, Howard Gill, who gave much in adminis
trative work , enthusiasm and organisation of the first full-scale inter-house soccer competition ever -
won this year by The Digby. 

M.L.M. 
Cross.(:ountry 1981 

It was a hard term with several highly-contested matches, with fewer small school matches than 
usual. Downside allowed us off to a successful start to the term, with both the Colts and Seniors 
finishing victorious; the Seniors then proceeded to win the North Dorset Championship, although 
the Colts finished surprisingly poorly. Thereafter the competition was exceptionally strong: un
fortunately the fog prevented us from going to the Ken Bailey Trophy; those who had qualified 
turned out the following Saturday for the County Championships (T. Jones; S. Barker; P. Taylor; 
H. Suter; D. Edwards; H. Stewart). Finally to finish off the first half of term, Lyon and the Green 
succeeded in the inter-house competition. 

After half term, the Sherbome Trophy and the Kingswood Road Race both attracted about IS 
schools. Sherbome finished about half-way down in both, unable to challenge such schools as Marl
borough, Kingswood, Wellington , Canford and Millfield. 

The efficient organising of Mr. Harris and Mr. Gibson , the ego-boost of training with a national 
champion (Alison Hollington) all contributed to an enjoyable term's running. 

Simon Barker 
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Squash Report - 1981 

The team has not been successful, if one looks at the results. ln fact, with only one player from 
last year, it has. Before I talk about the Squash itself, I would like to thank Nick Lusher for all his 
hard work in organising the day to day routine and running of the Squash. 

The team had one or two successes during the term, notably against Marlborough. The team was 
young and inexperienced in match situations. It is hoped that next season with at least 4 players 
with match experience the results will improve. 

My thanks go to Robbie Dunster, the new coach, who worked the teams very hard and improved 
their all round qualities enormously. Squash is a game of patience, not of an instant winner. I hope 
that this lesson has been learnt. My thanks also to M.RG. Earls-Davis for his tireless dedication to 
the game, with constant cold umpiring. 

Results: 
Merriott S.R.C. 
Milton Abbey 
Clifton 
Dorchester 
King's Bruton 
Marlborough 
King's Taunton 
MJ.C.'s V 
Blundell's 
Millfield 
Can ford 
Pilgrims 

Team: 

Lost 
Won 
Lost 
Won 
Won 
Won 
Won 
Lost 
Lost 
Lost 
Lost 
Lost 

0-S 
S-0 
J • 4 
3-2 
3-2 
3-2 
3-2 
1 • 4 
0-S 
0-S 
1 . 4 
3 -4 

N. Lusher, N. Aubin, G. Prentice, A. Macintosh, A. Batcup, M. Gell, R. Moore. 

Also played: 
W. Egerton-King, J. Drewett, S. Duffett. 

House Competition: Winners - Abbey House. 

The Macintosh Trophy: Winner - N. Aubin. 

Colts Squash 1981 

The Colts had a fair term winning half of their matches. It is always difficult to put out strong 
sides on a Saturday, because of the clash with Hockey. In spite of this there were goOd wins against 
Marlborough and Can ford. I hope that the enthusiasm which there is at the lower level of the school 
can grow into something special. The potential is definitely present. 

Results: 
Milton Abbbey 
Clifton 
King's Bruton 
Marlborough 
Blundell's 
Canford 

Team: 

Won 
Lost 
Lost 
Won 
Lost 
Won 

3-0 
2-3 
I - 4 
3-2 
0 -S 
3-2 

Macintosh, Plewman , Humphrey , Sebag-Montefiore, Wyatt-Smith, Lockyer, Jeffries, Bisset. 

House Competition: Winners - Westcott 
M.J.C. 
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Fives Report 1981 

The season was a very enjoyable one, even if the team did not always perform to the best of its 
ability. In Hugo Ambrose there was a player of class, who at times played above himself at number 
one, but who normally had to try and compete with good club players. David MacAdam started the 
season well and then found his form deserting him. Andrew Quinlan played welJ, after a difficult 
start and Guy Redmond played steadily with his normal sense of committment. The match results 
show 3 victories and 9 defeats. It was very pleasant to defeat Clifton after a gap of 5 years. 

The Colts had a successful season winning 3 and losing 3 matches. Ben Curry proved to be a good 
player and will do well next year. The rest of the team performed with great credit under the watch
ful eye of DPKC. Many thanks for all his hard work. 

Jst IV: 
2nd IV: 

H. Ambrose, D. MacAdam, A. Quinlan , G. Redmond. 
Kemp, Bowen, Carrick-Smith, Davis. 

Colts IV: Curry, Roberts-West, Nicholl, Smith. 

Senior House Competition: 
Junior House Competition: 
Richard Green Trophy: 

Abbey 
Harper 
H. Ambrose 

Fencing Report 

M.J.C. 

Fencing has, unfortunately never been a sport with an enthusiastic mass following. Yet the small 
number who tum up an Tuesday and Thursday afternoon certainly deserve praise for doing so, even 
after having played rugger or hockey ten minutes earlier. As the results o f both our matches (v. 
Blundells and v. Leweston) show - lost - we are rather an inexperienced team. However , there is 
certainly enough good material there for the prospects for next season to be ' looking good'; with 
more practice and, if possible, more dedication there should be a number of good results. A great 
deal of the praise for the bringing on and encouragement of the team and club must naturally go to 
our coach, Mr. Golding, who despite a rigourous coaching programme all over the South West still 
manages to wear us out in a tew minutes' practice! The captain o l fencing also deserves praise for 
having run a school club and team without a master's support; arranging matches which we lost, 
providing food and taking the responsibility for the renewal of equipment on his own. Next season, 
if Colours status and a master were forthcoming perhaps there might be an upsurge in recruitment? 

Team : I st Foil S. T. W. Bridge (Capt.) 
D. G. Ollerhead 
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J . Bassett 

2nd Foil A. I. M. Upton 
H.F. Gill 
R. Bellers 

3rd Foil C. Chang 
I. Cox 
K. P. Oliver 

A. C. MacDonald 
Hon. Sec. Fencing 



Abbeylands 

The house mourned the loss of Pete Taylor (and his henchmen) to Cutlers, but hope that he will 
find other places to vent his anger. We are looking forward to a new life under John Read , whose 
'bite' is supposed to be worse than his 'bark'. 

New faces and strange wall colours have appeared (or vice versa), and we achieved no notable 
successes in the numerous inter-house competitions, but excelled ourselves in the cross-country. The 
popular notion that because of the fact that the majority of the school soccer squad was from 
Abbeylands we were on a par with West Ham (or Ipswich?) was quashed. However, we were repre
sented in every school sport and in numerous others: e.g. leg-breaking. 

On a happier note, the end of tenn brought an end to many months rehearsing of yet another 
excellent production, 'Richard of Bordeaux ,' which included James Huntington-Whitely in the 
leading role, and which was directed by our venerable housemaster. A very strong contingent both 
on and off-stage from the house helped with the production. 

We look forward to next term and to another edition of 'Landmark', the house magazine, which 
surely will once again trounce all rivals. (What rivals?); and, of course, the return of the Athletics 
'pots'. For that though, we must wait and see. 

Symon Robinson 
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School House 

Well, here I am, stretched out on this ol' bed of mine in my lavish 20 ft. x 35 ft. study, writing 
this. 

The School House now comprises 101 members: (al the beginning of the term we were 102 
strong; one of our midst generously sacrificed his school career in order that we would become a 
round, satisfying 20 bigger than the Green. Rob Pargiter, we salute you, sir!). 

:SChooJ House managed to wm all tile competitions not boasted about in other reports (that is, 
we won the 3rd's Hockey final). On other fronts, the play 'Morning Departure' was clearly the high
light of the term's dramatic achievements. And dramatic it was too, involving the attempted salvage 
of a sunken British submarine (which happens to rest perilously on yet another wreck). The action 
included the inevitable clouds of dense chlorine gas billowing from stage right, and the ultimate 
toppling to the sea bed (the coathanger pushing the books off the shelf from behind the scenery 
was particularly admired). Dr. Freeman directed the cast to convincing depths, and especially good 
performances were given by Mark Leonard and Nick Sutcliffe. The set too was excellent. 

All in all it has been a good term; one of those terms that makes one proud to be a member of the 
House. 

Stephen Morris 
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Westcott House 

Casting the mind back to the Lent term, which now seems to be in the very distant past, is not an 
easy task. 

However, although the term lacked any real materiaJ success and despite the fact that Lent terms 
often pass without any memorable 'events', it can be said that the life of the house continued to 
thrive (and although this is a well-worn cliche it was true . .. ). 

The face of Mr. Lloyd has aJready become familiar to all Westcott boys. Whether our future 
housemaster was wielding a hockey stick in the house-yard (now newly netted) or giving parents of 
prospective pupils guided tours of the House (while carefully avoiding the exotically-decorated Study 
4) or just taking House prayers, it can be said that Mr. Lloyd will be familiar to most when he and his 
wife arrive for the Mkhaelmas term. 

Mr. Cooper had reluctantly to accept the fact that at the close of the term - his 44th and penul
timate one - additions to the matelpiece in a silver form were nil: the Under 16 hockey team were 
unlucky to lose the final on penalty flicks after extra time; likewise, our die-hard golfers (Jerry Sinker 
and Terry Drew) were yet again denied success in the inter-house golf final. 

However 'pots aren't everything' and it can still be said that the term was a saticfactory one. Jack 
Lund, Head of House, deserves much credit. He fulfilled his new role with much panache. 

All that remains now is to look forward to the Summer Term and to wish Mr. and Mrs. Cooper 
a very happy last term. 

R. Powe 
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Wallace House 

Throughout the term, the mainstay of sanity in the sixth form was in Spain, and so to replace 
Tim Leask, Wolf Kameke arrived from Germany to learn English for half a term. We also welcomed 
yet another house tutor, Dr. Such, who presumably replaces Dr. Massini, but most people seem to 
have Jost track of the house tutors years ago. 

We appear to have been almost the only house not to have performed a house play last term, but I 
gather that one is in the pipeline - instead, our thanks must go to Dr. Kershaw for organising the 
house concert. The concert is run on the basis that everyone who knows which end of an instrument 
to blow on plays something. It was an extremely enjoyable evening - and there was also some music 
played. 

The first cup arrived last term, and the credit must go to Mark Hildesley, who captained the 
basketball team, and who provided a tremendous amount of moral support. 

Finally, we need no longer fear that the house will fall about our ears. At last convinced that the 
cracks are not painted on , the powers that be have hidden them from view with aluminium strips, 
and have put door closers on all the doors, so that we can no longer slam the house down. The sigh 
of relief when we knew we were safe almost blew the roof off. 

M. J. Whittell 
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The Digby 

At the end of the Michaelmas Term , play parts were hastily handed round for 'Whose Life is it 
Anyway?'. After only S weels it was performed and I think I would be right in saying it was a great 
success. Graeme McKinnon-Croft showed considerable latent talent in his star role as Ken , paralysed 
in his exotic air bed. The House would like to thank all those outside the House who participated 
in any way , especially Mr. Schutzer-Weissman. who produced the play. 

Hardly had the last actor left the stage than it was dismantled and the workmen moved in to give 
a new shine to the tloor, which it has lacked for some years. 

The House Cross-country was to be a thrilling event for both Will Egerton-King and Simon Barker. 
Will had won it the two previous years, but Simon was the school captain. A gruelling race on a wet 
and muddy day proved Simon the winner and Will the close runner-up. Their efforts with the rest of 
the Digby team took 2nd place to Lyon House. In the Juniors', George Budden also did well finishing 
2nd and leading a lield of about 180. 

The House hockey results went against the odds. The U.1 6 team, with 7 promising Colts players, 
lost to Westcott in the semi-finals. but the Digby 'All-Stars' 6-a-side team won the competition, 
beating The Green in the finals; the Rydon Brothers contributing a lot towards the success of the 
team. 

The Digby , usually regarded as academic rather than athletic, took the school by surprise this 
term by also winning the soccer, beating Abbey in the final. 

A successful term was ended with the whole house planting a tree to replace those lost when the 
bottom of the garden was flooded. 

R. Barrow 
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Abbey House 

With the difficulties of a short term and exceptionally poor weather, the house was surprisingly 
active, There were four in the 1st XI hockey, two of whom made the Dorset side. We reached the 
Junior squash and soccer finals and won the U-15 hockey, senior squash, senior fives and squash 
open competitions, to name the more important sporting achievements. There were six English 
pnzes won 1 and no less than ten in the school play ·Richard of Bordeaux'. 

We must offer our congratulations to Mr. Patterson on becoming a husband in the Easter holidays. 
Hammersley and Ashby spent the term across the road in Cutlers, while Jackson and Billington were 
several miles away in Germany enjoying themselves as most people do who take advantage of the 
opportunity. In the house , the sixth form have been deceptively quiet as it is not lacking in enthu
siasm. Perhaps, fearing for their lives, it was a natural reaction to Andrew Quinlan's boisterousness. 
Besides one or two slightly wild activities, inevitably on Sunday morning when the Head of House was 
trying to sleep, the younger years managed weU this term - somehow being innocent and guilty at 
the same time. 

I hope that James Young did not sabotage the house's North-East wing with his stereo as the 
ceiling below his old study is giving in. The best of luck to Nicholas Ford as next term's Head of 
House. 

Nicholas Lusher 
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Harper House 

The house returned after the Christmas break to many changes. Our Head of House , Hugh Williams , 
had moved on to higher things to become Head of School, and after half a term without a house
keeper Mrs. Maycock came to the House to fill the vacancy. We extend a hearty welcome to the new 
arrivals in the dayroom. 

The high spot of the term was undoubtedly the success in the fives competitions. Both the Junior 
and Senior Individual Trophies were won by members of the House , and the Juniors then went on to 
win the team trophy. Success was not so forthcoming in the other sports of the term, but we had set 
ourselves very high standards in fives. The cross~ountry was the exception to this in which the 
seniors put in an excellent team etlort. 

The many outings organised during the term ranged from a cold weekend on Exmoor to an ex
tremely enjoyable night out in Bristol with Mr. Hope, at the Opera. To all those who organised these 
outin~ we wish to extend our gratitude and , in conclusion, it can be said that a most enjoyable term 
was had by all! 

lain Cox 
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Lyon House 

A term somewhat dampened by too much rain and too much school hockey but nevertheless, a 
lot has been achieved. 

After a great effort in the Cross Country competition and a slightly Jess successful attempt at a 
few hockey competitions (and exams) the house prepared for the annual play. 

Alan Howard chose a musical production of 'Sweeney Todd' (played excellently by Paul Grellier) 
and was assisted in the musical direction by Mr. Ellis. It was, I think everyone would agree , a very 
successful production with a young cast looking promising for the fu ture. 

Congratulations to Tim Dicken in getting as far as he did in his efforts to play for England's under-
18 rugby team. 

Shame about the soccer! 
P.WJ. 
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