
THE SHIRBURNIAN 
Trinity 1982 

The great tragedy of Science-
the slaying of a beautiful hypothesis by an ugly fact 

Edited by Andrew Casley and Tim Day 
Photographs by A. Batcup, J. Jeffreys, S. Robinson and R. Truscott 

Cover painting by J. Wilson 
Other paintings and drawings by J . Boyd, S. Simpson and J. Wilson 



Editorial 

Real Science and Pseudo-Science 

"When something out of the ordinary happens, il's ridiculous to say it's a mystery or a portent of 
things to come. Eclipses of the sun and moon, comets, clouds that Outler like nags, snow in the fifth 
month, lightning in the twelfth month and so on are all things that occur every fifty or one hundred 
years .... the fact that the sun rises in the east and sets in the west would be a mystery too if it were 
not an everyday occurrence". 

(Yamamoto Tsunetomo, 17 I 6) 

Britain is suffering greviously from an outbreak of Dlinik.itis. Dlinikitis, for those not in the know, 
is an irrational and unwarranted belief in the t heories of Professor Erich von Danlken as expressed in 
such books as "Chariots of the Gods", i.e. that God, or Go ds, came from outer space. By implication 
it has come to include all theories of a like nature, which generally use "scientific evidence" as a basis 
for wild speculations. These include the aforementioned "Gods from outer space"', Oat, hollow or 
square earth theories, (yes, all have been seriously proposed), and most of the speculation concerning 
extra-sensory perception, U.F.O.'s et cetera. The list is practically endless. 

Sherborne has not yet been heavily hit by this particular scourge. The reaction of the average 
Shirburnian seems to be " Professor von who?" - but whether this is the result of not reading any
thing or merely ignoring the ridiculous is uncertain; and it is pleasing that one of the Sherborne 
bookshops, while it has such books in the second-hand department , relegates them firmly to the 
"science fiction" section. Still. this form of pseudo-science (as "real" scientists seem to dub it) is 
making a larger appearance, and it is rather frightening that some of the claims made by this modern 
form of superstition are beginning to be accepted through the back door of popular literature. 
Novelists especially of the cheaper books - though, perhaps surprisingly, not science 11ction writers -
are using these concepts. deliberately or otherwise, to exploit an already present half-belief by the 
public at large, and often confirm and spread these beliefs by doing so. The claims of this lobby. 
while not convincing to anyone aware of the fallacies that can be used in arguments of this nature, arc 
generally convincing to the non-expert public. It is difficull to put forward a reason why this public, 
increasingly cynical about everything else, should repeatedly fall for this kind of idea, but it could be 
that many, stripped of their old and comforting beliefs by science, search for something to believe in, 
and this is one of the results. 

Please note that at this stage I do not include essentially theological arguments about the nature or 
ex istence of God in this pseudo-scientific category. That particular argument is o utside the range of 
science, as we cannot produce, it seems, either experiments o r logica l arguments to prove this point 
either way . Thus I will leave that partjcular area of thought. 

This pseudo-science is not, in fact, new. Its hallmarks - thin or minimal evidence leading to wild 
and illogical conclusions - are well illustrated in a piece by one Charles Palmer in 1798. He claimed 
that the sun was made of ice. This was based o n the fact that he was able to burn tobacco with a lens 
made of ice, therefore "The sun is a crystalline body receiving the radiance of God, and operates on 
the earth in a similar manner to the light of the sun when it is applied to a convex mirror or glass'. 
This amazing chain of non sequiturs is admitledly a rather obscure and extreme example, but before 
you burst out laughing at the credulity of people in 1798, look at the works of pseudo-science. When 
analysed, they all use the same technique. (For those readers interested in exactly where all the 
fallacies lie. there is a book on the subject in the library: "'A Dictionary of Common Fallacies". For 
some reason it has never atlained the popularity of such works as "Chariots of the Gods" or "The 
Bermuda Triangle".) Alternatively evidence is just made up. 
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What effect will it have on me? I hear you ask. "What have I , an average Shirburnian who has 
never heard of half of this, got to do with it?" The matter is, however, one of general interest and 
concern, for under the heading of Pseudo-science come all the fringe beliefs such as, for example , 
"conspiracy theories" of history. A leading example of this sort of theory was the theory of one 
A. Hiller, who believed in a conspiracy of Jews. Students of history may know that a world war and 
a holocaust followed shortly after his rise to power. To extend the definition slightly further, but not 
far, would bring under the same heading all the various cults - that is, those which are not in it 
already . It is not just a matter of a few books on sale in a science-fiction department (where incident
ally, they horrify all true science-fiction fans), it is a matter affecting the world at this time. 

Perhaps unfortunately in this case, science implies that everythjng is possible until disproved. This 
fact is triumphantly c~ted by many pseudo-scientists who will occasionally rest their claims entirely 
on the case that "nothing can be p(oved against it". This claim is usually true and wiU finally persist 
in the face of any lack of evidence for such claims. This was done recently with much of the evidence 
for the so-caJled Bermuda triangle mystery - much of the evidence was disproved by the simple 
expedient of going to the ports and airstrips concerned and lookjng up such things as night plans and 
radio logs. This is not possible in the occasional U.S. forces base {although many of them are 
accessible to the ordinary inquirer) as the information is classified and this has led to a " Pentagon 
cover-up" theory with no other basis. The U.S. forces are for some reason a happy hunting ground of 
pseudo-scientists, perhaps because, if disproved, one can always shout "cover-up!" and ge t away with 
it. On a slightly different note, the reader may be interested to hear that the Bermuda triangle has 
been subsequently (and in my opinion , more accurately) defined by Punch magazine as "any stretch 
of water where anything has disappeared, for whatever reason", and I would add the phrase "and 
about which any author has written and thus made a lot of money". 

This editorial is really about an attitude of mind that is dangerous to have - that atti tude which 
accepts everything at face value. This is the final answer lo the question , "What has it to do with 
me?" When looking at the world, and especially at anything that claims to be scientific, a healthy 
scepticism is required. This also appUes to real science - but if a layman can find and prove a flaw in 
any scientific theory, it deserves to be rejected. Scientific theories, by their very nature, have to 
undergo rigorous at tack from all quarters, so if they survive they are generally worth trusting. 
However, it will not do to take anything as fa r reaching as pseudo-scientific claims at face value. Until 
such theories are examined rigorously and survive, which has not yet been done, they will never be 
acceptable as fact. If the public blindly accept anything put about by these men. it will continue to 
be duped and these false beliefs will continue to spread. which is surely never a good thing. The sort 
of attitude to take is the one put forward in 1941 by Bertrand Russell in "Let the People Think". My 
inserts in the brackets: 

"When the experts are agreed, the opposite opinion cannot be held to be certain; 
When they are not agreed, no opinion can be held as certain by a non-expert; 
When they all think that no sufficient grounds for a positive opinion exist (as in pseudo-science) 

the ordinary person would do well to suspend his judgement. 
These opinions may seem mild, but if accepted , they would absolutely revolutionise human 

life ... " 
What he said, and what I hope I am saying, js just thjs, let the people think, before they forget 

how. Thinking, even for Sherborne, is surely a good thing. A final quotation: 
"The mystery is created in their minds ... the occurence of mysteries is always by word of 

mouth or by the written word ." 
(Yamamoto Tsunetomo) 

T. P. Day 
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Sherborne Diary 

Tradi tionaHy, the first duty of the Diarist is to compliment those members of staff with recent or 
impending offspring. Hence the regular appearance of MAS-W. This term, however, it falls to me to 
congratulate RGP on the birth of a baby daughter and SMS who has also begun to hear the patter of 
tiny feet, and CBGA, whose engagement was recently announced. 

Having done the "honours", the Diarist may turn to the other, more routine matters of the term. 
He may remark , for instance , on the three house plays (all of high standard), the Staff play 
(Romanoff and Juliet) , the Concert Club, Mussoc, etc. These, however, are aJJ deaH wi th in detail 
later on - especially Mussoc. 

Thus, I now tum to the extra-ordinary, such as the "Great Glandular Fever Scandal", in which 
isolated outbreaks up at S.S.G. quickly (and mysteriously?) spread to the King's School, even 
committing the ultimate sacrilege of striking down a member of the first XI. AJso within this category 
falls the formation. by PTS. of our Schools ChaJlenge Quiz team - the first time we have ever entered 
this national competition. A surprise event was the Marathon run by C. Rugge Price and N. Crowley 
sponsored in aid or lhe British Heart Foundation. This, of course, brings me to the inter-house cross 
country. which, although a perennial event, invariably causes a great stir just before it takes place. 
This term Paul Chavasse managed to come in ahead of the charging crowd of seniors (won overall by 
Westcott), and Mark Bryant in the juniors (won overall by the Green). This event forms one 
of the major landmarks of the Lent term, along with the CCF field days and night ops. But the 
greatest event of last term was undoubtedly the Art exhibition of James Wilson, James Boyd, and 
Simon Simpson. This display of talent won the firm applause of all us lesser men, and is featured 
later on. These landmarks quickly dropped away as the term approached its conclusion, apart from the 
hiccup caused by Mocks ('O ' and 'A ') , which ea t up a rull week from an already short term. Even 
these seemed to pass quickly enough , although on ly because I was not doing them myself. 5th and 
U6th formers may well disagree. 

Once again , the School Essay Competitions drew their rush of last-minute entries, to produce a 
fairly high turnout, which is not really surprising considering the amount of money which o.ne stands 
to win. At this point l would like to draw your attention to the Shirbumian essay competition ..... . 
Apparently the standard of prose is pretty high within the school , which is always encouraging. 
Newsboard , however, could do with a little more support. 

The term aJso saw the practical birth of the School Appeal which is trying to raise money for 
Bursaries, the Methodist Hall, and so on. To this end. parents were enticed with promises of extra
exeats, starting on a Friday no less, and were wined and dined before the main function in the BSR. 
This became the first occasion within living memory when the Bursary rang each house in turn to 
make sure that they had enough wine to satisfy demand. Immediately afterwards, they were rushed 
to the BSR. lest the effects of the Potato Salad, potent stuff, should wear off. Parents were then 
addressed by the Second Master, and by way of climax, stung for huge amounts (preferably in tax 
deductable coven an ts). Those who survived the " Ordeal by Cheque-book" were then free to retire 
home to nurse their wounds/wallets. 

When all is said and done, nothing disastrous occurred last term. unless you count the reduction 
in opening hours of the Stick, although the non-appearance of "Words" was a dissapointment. An 
edition is, however, on its way, and will probably come out at the same time as this Shirburnian. This 
underlines the awkward , and yet unavoidable, system, whereby the Lent term's Shirburnian is 
produced at the end of the Trinity term (and to confuse the issue it is marked 'Trinity'), whilst a 
magazine such as 'Words' is produced at ·the same time, and is composed of work done during the 
Trinity term. Thus, I shall wish good luck ,to all 'O' and 'A' level candidates now, or else it will be too 
late; and bid good-bye and good luck to both RAH and DPKC: U1e latter is leaving temporarily for 
China , and the former to London. 

The Diarist 
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Charles Lee ... 

. . . arrived from Exeter University for a Lent term of teaching practice. He brought with tum one 
rabbit, Penelope, and two budgies, Hercules and Deinara, who helped him with his hobby (career?) 
of Conjuring. He was one of those infuriating people who are not only good at everything, but find 
time for it too. Besides the round of magic shows, he gave a hypnotist act, he ran judo/self defence 
classes for a period, he helped with shooting and cross-country running, he stage-managed the staff 
play - all whilst teaching both English and Classics. Tnis demonstrates his ability to get deeply 
involved within what is essentially a closed community inside a few short weeks. This sort of talent is 
not easily forgotten, however brief the stay. 

He was most impressed with the way in which masters mixed in with the boys in the various 
activities they pursued. Despite these activities, however, he found Sherborne somewhat claustro
phobic; there was nowhere with.in the town where he could escape the influence of the school. This, 
he felt, was one of the major disadvantages of a system whereby even the town council is dominated 
by the school. Within this closed community of Sherbome he felt that current affairs and culture 
should be given a larger part in the timetable, and that it might even be compulsory for certain 
years ... There is no arguing about culture with a man whose collection of 800 records extends from 
Rachmaninov, through Elgar and Beethoven", to Jake Thakeray, and then to Supertramp, Gary Glitter 
(a full collection), and the Police. 

We wish him luck with whatever he settles on doing, and with his marriage, planned for the near 
future. 

Too delicate, too fair and clean to hold, 
As grasping fingers reach out to caress 
The soft flowing folds of your pretty dress, 
You shy away. An ornament all cold, 
That nobody will ever dare to take. 
We see you sitting there, perched on the ledge 
Of unreality. Over the edge 
You'll fall one day and then , for sure, you'll break. 

C. Lee 

The West Mill 

The Editor 

Last term saw little visible progress on the mill, but writing early this term I can say that work has 
now started on building the miller's cottage. Last term the reduced work force turned into a machine 
for thinking up fund raising events. First, the sale of coffee at concerts brought in a slight but very 
useful income. A chain of coins also raised enough money to buy a much -needed electric drill. Dona
tions from the school and from the Carnival Committee helped greatly in boosting morale and a 
flagging bank balance. Thank you for both of these generous donations. 

Wednesday afternoons were chiefly spent in the T.A.C. trying to make apple wood teeth for the 
mill mactlinery. Each tooth needs to be hand made and is a very awkward shape, and there is also no 
guarantee that they will not all snap off on the first turn of the wheel. As 600 are needed and we have 
now been told by several sources that they need to be made by a specialist we have abandoned our 
attempts. The cost of having them made professionally would run into four or five thousand pounds, 
so at the moment we are looking for some solution. 

It has not been, perhaps, a very successful or inspiring term, but at the moment there is nothing 
to do but try to increase finances. 

R. G. Spark 
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The Careers Convention 

My immediate reaction to such a function as this was one of cynicism. What could it possibly hope 
to achieve - besides being a useful excuse lo miss lessons? However, 1 was impressed by the whole 
thing and found that, in fact, there was very little to criticize. As the organiser, Mr. Howard, pointed 
out, it was up to oneself to get something out of it. After the firs t interview I realised that this was 
much nearer the truth than I had at first suspected; it was not at all one of those predictable cliches 
which one might expect on such an occasion. 

The convention itself was organised into three parts. The first consisted of a series of five inter
views with representatives from the professions which we had selected earlier. The professions 
available were wide ranging, from Advertising and Broadcasting to the usual Medicine and Law, not 
forgetting Chartered Accoun tancy. Secondly we were able to ask further questions to anyone over 
coffee in the dining room - most people took the opportunity. Finally, for our instruction and 
entertainment there was an 'any questions' panel in which four panel members representing 
Insurance, Commerce, Accountancy and Industry, were asked questions by Mr. Howard and a few 
members of the audience. Although not containing the political mix one would have hoped for in 
such a panel there was a fair diversity of advice. However, it did emerge that most of the panel had 
'dropped' into their careers, rather than deliberately entered into them. The advice given went 
beyond educational qua lifications, the type r have so far been used to, and as such was quite valuable. 
They were, however, unanimous that a University education was important, though not vital, and 
kept assuring us that we need not be too concerned about the job situation since the professions had 
not been too badly hit. Some careers, such as Industry , we were told, were short of talent and we 
were encouraged to consider this prospect. 

I walked ou l of the convention with a better idea of what I wan led lo do and a firmer knowledge 
of the nature of careers other than the academic side of things. Despite the fact that the majority are 
probably still unclear as to their career. the convention was revealing and constructive. 

M. G. M. Thomas 

Video 

Towards the beginning of the term, Sherborne School saw the new arrival of some highly 
sophisticated technical machinery. This was the new video set-up which the school had purchased 
through a generous cheque from an anonymous person! 

Mr. Rouse read up all the instructions, books and pamphlets he could lay his hands on and took 
his Wednesday afternoon group in hand. The system consists of a portable taperecorder, camera, 
tripod, microphone and battery-charger. 

The camera is excellent. It takes colour/sound films. The portable taperecorder runs off on nickel
cadmium battery which gives its power for forty-five minutes. We have three such batteries. The 
camera itself has a television tube inside for monitoring the pictures and playback. filming can be 
done on manual alteration of exposure etc. or can be fuUy automatic. 

Some of the films taken this term have been: 

Basket-ball , llockey, Mock-prospectus, Music School , "Yeoman of the Guard", Staff play: 
"Romanoff and Juliet", and an outing to the wildfowl park at Slimbridge near Brisol. 

The camera has an electronic zoom lens as well as all the mod-cons found on the latest video cameras. 
There is enormous scope for such a system to help teaching or games, and it is truly an asset to the 
school. All concerned offer their thanks to the donor of the cheque, Mr. Rouse, Mr. Harris and the 
Headmaster. 

S. Maine-Tucker 
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The Lent Talks 

We were privileged to have Canon Sebastian Charles of Westminster Abbey down to speak to us 
individually and also to deliver the Lent Talks. 

In the Abbey on the Sunday morning, Canon Sebastian started his first talk by saying that he 
intended to discuss being a Christian and that through this he would clarify the nature of the 
Christian society. He pointed out two major '·contradictions" which seem to deny the credibility of 
the Christian faith. T he fust was the contradiction between faith and the practice of it. AJthQugh we 
cannot remove this contradiction because we can never be perfect , we can learn to live with it by 
making, or at least attempting to make, our faith an integral part of our everyday life. Canon Charles 
discussed the way we can do this on the Monday night. The mark of a Christian community is "a 
passion for life". We should respond to the sufferings of others, both the sufferings of those with 
whom we have no contact (the starving millions in the third world) and also those in our own life 
who do not succeed. We can look at Jesus and His humility to see how we should adopt the attitude 
of self sacrifice lo try to discover potential for those who do not match up to our own standards. 

The second contradiction was that, although we struggle for individual piety and happiness, as an 
inslitu ti on the Christian community as a whole may oppress and reject strangers. This is due to our 
innate tribalisms and a recognition of this instinct would allow us to transcend it and accept strangers 
on their own terms instead o f on our terms only. 

Of the other topics Canon Charles covered, his d iscussion of heroism was important. He described 
the hero as one who was conscious of fear but could overcome it and say yes or no al the appropriate 
time. The supreme example of heroism is Jesus in the Garden of Ge thsemene: (Matthew chapter 26 
verse 39)-

"0 my Father, if it is possible, let this cup pass from me: nevertheless, not as I will but as thou 
will". 

found the talks intellectually stimulating and also very sa tisfying because Canon Charles gave 
much practical advice on how one could live as a Christian and in doing so best contribute to the 
community. However, although he did refer to one's own spiritual life once or twice in passing, he 
never dwelt on it enough to make clear the real source of strength and incentive to lead the Christian 
life, that source being one's own relationship with God. 

George Tice 

"Schools Challenge" quiz competition 

In the Michaelmas term, trials were held by P'TS , in the form of a written quiz, lo determine t11e 
eight candidates from which a school Qui1. team (four plus one sub.) could be drawn. The aim was to 
produce a competant team to compete in the "Schools Challenge" national quiz competition -
which , surprisingly, we have never entered before. 

A mock contest was held in the BSR to collect the most valuable candidates. and to give them a 
taste of the 'real thing'. The eight finalists were divided into two teams of four - probables and 
possibles - the former being the most likely to win, and the latter the least likely . With CHRN as 
question master, and some very elaborate equipment built by the TAC, with both coloured lights and 
buzzers, and a special device which turned on only the light of the first person to press, the whole 
thing had a definite air o f University Challenge. With PTS playing close attention, the possibles, rank 
outsiders, beat the pro bables, odds on favourites , by a handsome margin. Due note was taken , the 
team was reorganised, and all was set for the first round of the Competition. 

Soon after the beginning of the Lent Term we were due to play Bryanston, seasoned campaigners, 
who, although impressed by o ur equipment (the TAC had surpassed itself), were confident of beating 
what was obviously a novice team. The contest drew a small crowd, who were pleased to see the 
home team beat Bryanslon by well over one hundred points. The losers retired in confusion. even 
declining an invitation to tea. 

Thus, a few weeks later, spirits were high as the team was driven to Bishop Wordsworth's school in 
Salisbury. 

"Bishop Wordsworth's? Never heard of it." 
But beware ... 
"Pride gocth before destruction , and an haughty spirit before a fall." (Proverbs 16: 18) 
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After the match the victors politely explained to four somewhat embarassed Shirburnians that 
they had not wanted to break our spirit beforehand so they had not told us that they were last year's 

1ational winners! 
Once back at school the team regained enough composure to challenge Bow House to a match. 

Thus, only a few days before the end of term. Dr. Freeman, Dr. Beavon, Mr. Wellby, and Mr. Niven 
arrived in room 9 to take on D. Jory, T. Day, R. Castle. and C. Machin, with PTS as question master. 

After an even start the boy's experience paid off - the tactic appeared to be to press the buzzer 
half-way through the question as a matter of course. The result was an easy win for the Boys. 

Thanks to PTS and Cl !RN, a lot of fun for aU concerned. 
Andrew Casley 

Lent Term Sixth Form Lectures 

The theme of this term's lectures was not "practical studies in boredom" as many people 
erroneously beHeved, but it was in fact .vrowards Lntemational Understanding"." The series of 
lectures got off lo a bad start when the tirst lecturer was so late that his eager sixth form audience 
had disbanded ; he did , however , leave behind him a film entitled "One and a half dreams" that we all 
had to watch the next week. For those who managed to stay awake it proved to be a most 
unsa tisfactory , synthetic and cliched piece of dogma. The second lecture was one step better: the 
lecturer turned up. However, Dr. C. V. Cutting of the World Development Movement, instead of 
lecturing on the "implications of the Brandt report" confined himself to what was little more than a 
third-form Geography lesson with sHdes showing the growing of blackcurrent bushes in the Sahara. 
This was followed by the third lecture which was accompanied by slides and soundtrack and delivered 
by Dr. Michael Winter, which , contrary to expectations, proved to be more interesting as questions 
over the morality of the arms trade and responsibilities to the Third World were raised, and a lively 
debate ensued. The fourth lecture, given by Mr. J. Leech of the Commonwealth Development 
Corporation began with yet another cliched film made by the Commonwealth Development 
Corporation. The lecture that followed was incoherent and inaudible and we were all grateful to 
David Cave for summing up an otherwise incomprehensible lecture. The last lecture was delivered by 
Dr. C. Gerry from the Centre for Development Studies in Swansea who spoke of the hardship of the 
poor in Africa and South America inevitably illustrated with slides. The second part of this talk 
proved to be more interesting and he concluded by outlining the benefit~ of a greater degree of 
integration between the economies of the North and the South. 

The idea of having a term 's lectures based on a theme was indeed a good one, and I feel sure that 
tl1e efforts of the staff involved in this innovation were appreciated by all. It was, however, 
unfortunate that the potentially interesting topic of International Understanding was done little 
service by a set of speakers (with the exceptions of Dr Winter and Dr Gerry) who had little perception 
of the level of the audience addressed. Most of the speakers relied, in my opinion, far too heavily on 
slides and films of a fairly routine nature; and I tended to suspecl that these were used to compensate 
for shortcomings in the preparation or delivery of speeches. I look forward to the return of speakers 
like Ray Buck Lon who, without the sophistry of films and slides or recourse to notes, held us captive 
for an hour and raised a forest of hands when questions were inviled. 

Perhaps the most depressing foature of the term's lectures was the way in which questions were 
rarely answered direclly, and the majority were met by vague and evasive rhetoric that served only to 
stifle the curiosity of the audience, and to dissuade those who had questions from asking them, out of 
compassion for their fellows who would have been subjected to further irrelevancies. 

Although 1 felt disappointed by the lectures, I am well aware of our good fortune in having a 
regular series of distinguished and expert speakers; and I wish to express my gratitude on behalf of 
the whole School for the time and effort of the staff and the lecturers, with a special note of thanks 
to Dr. Tommis for his work of organisation. 

C. Davies 
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Public School Magazines 

Fleet Street has lately been in turmoil , Rupert Murdoch is rumoured to be on the point of 
liquidating 'The Times' (if he has not done so already), James Goldsmith's 'Now!' was a magnificent 
flop and the various daily tabloids seem intent on following these heroic leads by squandering the 
profits of their million-plus circulation on Bingo competitions of all things. To be honest I couldn't 
care a fig if the Daily Mirror et aJ were to go spectacularly bust faster than one can say "Legs eleven". 
However, much nearer to my heart is the future of this publication , our very own Shirbumian. It 
couldn't have completely escaped your notice, but, over the past few years "The Shirburnian" has 
ceased to look so much like a respectable School magazine with suitably bland appearance and length 
limited to a healthy forty pages or so, but instead begins to appear worryingly similar to a Sunday 
Colour supplement, glossy colour photo's and all. Nor is this tendency towards extravagance limited 
solely to Sherborne. Eton's "Chronicle" succumbed years ago and Bryanston, Rugby, Radley and 
Dulwich have by no means been slow to jump onto the bandwagon. 

I concede that "The Shirburnian" is unlikely to dive into the red quite so disastrously as one of Mr. 
Murdoch's publications. However, printing is by no means a cheap process, and consequently recent 
Shirburnians have cost you , the consumer, about two pounds fifty each, not to mention the time and 
effort that M .A.S-W and the ed itors put into its production. The price is really irrelevant, the 
magazine would probably still be bought even if there was no compulsion to do so. In much the same 
way , the editorial board would (I hope) be just as keen to produce a successful publication regardless 
of its status. Yet , because it has an 'official' status and its sale is guaranteed, the magazine continues 
in a form that the editors alone have conceived, often ignoring its applicability. In consequence there 
have in the past been occasional 'bad' Shirburnians, that have failed to fulfil their duty towards the 
consumer, that's you again. And it is this idea that I am supposed to be investigating. The twin
pronged question of what is a School Magazine's duty and how best it can fulfil it. 

Originally the function of the School Magazine (at least "The Shirburnian") was largely to 
maintafo contacts between the school and its far-flung old boys; and hence in its early days it 
consisted mainly of lengthy letters from every comer of the Empire, interspersed with wit and poetry 
(typically Latin with Greek pseudonyms). This format has slowly evolved. Presumably, as sport began 
to hold greater sway over the School and the Empire dwindled , the style became more journalistic 
with blow by blow accounts of every single Rugby and Cricket match played during this time. This 
style was readily adapted during the War years to construct an organ of propaganda to match any that 
Goebbels might have imagined, inspiring two generations with immortal tales of heroic actions, 
comparing the onslaught of German Infantry with Carey's Pack in the previous year's Three Cock ... 
Truly marvellous. So this is the heritage of today's Shirburnian and most similar publications; a 
factual journal, to a greater or lesser extent accurate in its reports, yet largely devoid of art or 
imagination. Thinking logically (a dangerous thing to do) this might appear all that a School magazine 
should be; a magazine about the School reporting faithfully on the activities of members of the 
School. So long as this is the sole tenet on which the magazine is based it is perfectly acceptable. 
Many schools still give this journalistic function overriding importance. "The Bradfield Chronicle", 
"Allllallows Year Book" and "The Fettesian" are all masters of this art, stuffing their pages full of 
reports on an amazing variety of even ts. In general such articles are very competently written, yet it is 
difficult to be entirely satisfied by this policy. Apart from a few pictures and pieces of creative 
writing (used apparently as space fillers) the overall effect is of an annotated Blue Book. 

Certainly the School magazine has to report the School's activities, yet with the introduction of 
offset photolithic printing techniques the opportunity is there to offer up much more. This has 
recently become even more important as headmasters have realised that the old school mag can serve 
as a very useful advertisement for their establishments. Hence the emphasis is increasingly on 
presentation. Bryanston's "Saga" has been particularly good at this; full use of its large (A4) pages, an 
extensive use of artwork and photography, interspersing interesting articles, both factual and creative, 
combined with an excellent layout give a very pleasing impression. Rugby's "Meteor" and "The 
Cranleighan" are also developing along these lines (although both are annual publications), and 
one hopes, so too is "The Shirburnian". That fact that these magazines are becoming increasingly 
readable, containing personal opinions, art, poetry, prose, as well as reports, has prompted their use as 
a kind of 'alternative prospectus' at many schools (including our own). 
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This changing rt>le of the Public School Magazine necessitates a closer look at the organisation and 
style which should be adopted. The organisation most favoured today is that of an editorial board 
composed of boys with a master at its head. Obviously it would be nice to be able to presen t a 
magazine and label it as entirely the boys' work, but an adult's presence is generally accepted as being 
necessary not just to give the venture impetus and keep a censorial eye on content, but also to look 
after finances and to maintain long-tenn projects which may outlive the more mercurial editors. This 
introduces another topic about which opinion is divided: that of how often the publication should 
appear. From a purely journalistic point of view it should circulate as frequently as possible. Even a 
termly distribution allows news to become stale, and on this count an annual magazine is next to 
useless. However, the longer time scale does allow greater selectivity of articles and, in theory, higher 
quality once it appears in print. But this is not noticeable in practice: 'The Meteor' or 'The Dolphin' 
(King's Bruton) are indistinguishable from most of their termly counterparts as far as q uality of 
material is concerned. At the other end of the range are "The Wykeharnist" and "Eton College 
Chronicle" which appear every few weeks. Both are very good, although their roles differ from their 
termly counterparts. However, they succeed as 'real' magazines ("The Chronicle" more than "The 
Wykeharnist") because they do not place reporting on the School quite so high on their list of 
priorities. This is only right, considering that they are aimed primarily at the boys, in contrast to 
"The Shirbumian" which caters for their parents. Indeed, if one can take the extremely self-assured 
style of ' 'The Chronicle", it is an entertaining read, even if one has no interest in the school itself. Yet 
its role is more that of a sophisticated Newsboard rather than an equivalent to "The Shirburnian". 

If my ramblings so far have been of no interest to you, I will leave you with the comforting(?) 
knowledge that this is the most expensive Shirburnian ever, and despite the appearance of a mail 
order catalogue it compares very favourably with its assorted counterparts. Who knows ... we may 
yet see M.A.S-W. as the next Lord Beaverbrook. 

M. Spearing 

Magnificence 

If one were to be asked what has been the most significant event in this country over recent weeks, 
a possible reply - though not necessarily correct - would be the opening of the Barbican Centre in 
London. If, further , one were to assume this centre to be at all 'magnificent', or at least a slightly out 
of date symbol of 'Britain today', then some interesting speculations could result as to the true value 
of such a place. For it is not only a practical anachronism and extremely expensive, as we are so often 
told, but it is also of very doubtful necessity, since all its functions could be perfonned q uite 
adequately, though perhaps Jess advantageously , elsewhere. It is, therefore, a luxury, and like all 
luxuries, needs a very strong defence. 

Buildings and monuments of great architectural beauty are generaUy seen as symbols of the 
civilisation which produces them. Hence when we look at a Greek temple or Roman Mosaic, we are 
admiring not merely its own beauty - which is often minimal anyway due to the ravages of time -
but also the civilisation which produced them . Nowadays, because of what seems to be a large-scale 
feeling of inferiority to other civilisations, we tend to create buildings such as the Barbican Centre 
with our minds finnly on posterity. Just as an individual will attempt to satisfy a neurotic fear of 
insignificance by becoming an artist, so a nation, or race, or whatever will search for recognition 
through extravagant luxuries. Well , it might be said, since it is better for a man to become an artist to 
fulfil this need than to seek personal power, surely it is better for a country to spend its money on, 
say, the Barbican Centre, than to use it trying to bring all Europe, or the World, or whatever, under 
its sway? This is true, but even so such creativity can itself become a tyranny, and of a very practical 
form at that. It may be so in a positively repressive way: for example, the conditions horrifying 
beyond imagination, undergone by the slaves involved in building the pyramids; or, to take a people 
slightly more recognised for their humanity, the use of slaves in the Athenian silver mines, which 
paid, directly or otherwise, for all the monuments on the Acropolis. Alternatively, the repression may 
be a withholding of, principally , finance to those whose need is great. Blame for the French 
Revolution is often laid, with much apparent justification , at the feet of the man who lived at 
Versailles while his nobles were extorting taxes from those who had the least chance of redress. 
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It is, unfortunately, only the 'experts' who seem to see the true greatness of classical Greece as 
lying in its philosophers, and of ancient Rome in its legal system. The so-called 'masses', and to a 
great extent our so-called 'education system' will go on regarding posterity purely in tem1s of 
physical, and therefore temporal , remains. Yet there are signs of hope. As we are overcome by a dread 
of over-population, more and more of our resources must surely be directed at catering for humans. 
There are those, after all, who still have the sense to see Britain 's greatest assets as her sanitation and 
comparitive cleanliness, rather than her cathedrals - or even the Barbican Centre. 

Book Reviews 
" Along the Birmingham Canals - A boating and walking guide" 

by J . R. G. Beavon (Tetradon 1981) 

R. Spencer 

Like many others, I have a romantic view of Industrial England. The reality of industry - that 
grimy "caryatid upon whose shoulders nearly everything which is not grimy is supported" - has 
retreated into legend and the past; leaving me with a dream fabric of tripe magnates and bearded 
nuns, in which the Black Country has merged into the dark, sa tanic mills, woven into a world of the 
North as remote as the Hy Breasil of Fairie. 

No amoun t of fact-mongering seems to be capable of exploding my dream: industrial archeology 
makes a fab le of human labour as surely as Bill Tidy or Corona tion Street. Nor would I willingly 
exchange my dreams for the sober views of historical accuracy: for there arc two kinds of history. 
One is based on observation and objective judgement; the other springs from the wisdom of the heart 
and is called poetry. Formerly, this latter version - sometimes appearing under the names of Myth 
and Epic - held an honourable place in the service of historical truth; now, we prefer to indulge in 
the fable that we need none. I believe. then, that tradition supports my desire to cling to a myth of 
the nation's work, and makes me bold to maintain that such an attitude is proper to the subject. 
Through reverence and wonder at such names as James Brindley and Thomas Telford we come to an 
understanding of iJ1dustrial engineering without which a detached account of their work is 
meaningless. 

Dr. Bcavon's recent book, "Along the Bim1ingham Canals", is no more than a divertimento in the 
great ballad of working-class life. Although names like Brickhouse Lane, Blacklake Bridge, Oozell's 
Street Loop, Coalpool Bridge, Pudding Green Junction and Spon Lane bratenly parade across his 
pages, seducing the reader into a twilight embrace with the romance of the North (actually in this 
case, an area nearer London than Sherbome). Dr. Beavon is no pandar to this myth. His book is "a 
boating and walking guide" to the Birmingham Cam1l Navigation, a complex system of artificial 
waterways originating in the late 18th century and still used for industrial trade until 196 7. He has 
provided comprehensive and detailed maps of a definitive clarity , admirably matched by clear, 
instructive prose. He restricts his purpose to guidance, restrains himself from tempting fancies, and 
occasionally lends conviction to practical advice: 

"Boats which have the slightest difficul ty in passing the loading gauge just inside the tunnel 
mouths must not attempt to navigate the tunnel ; oversize boats will certain ly get stuck. In 1975 a 
boat stuck in lhc 'Jai l' (a kink in the tunnel) and was rescued only when after two days a crew 
member swam out of the tunnel and BWB were forced to lower the water level to free the boat." 

Nevertheless, Dr. Beavon does make a contribution to the right kind of legendary appreciation of 
industrial history . A sizeable proportion of the book is devoted to the songs of the colliers and 
boatmen. (Music for these songs is supplied.) The importance of working songs and ballads is peculiar 
to a true understanding of industrial li fe, a fact acknowledged by such productions as A. L. Lloyd's 
"The Ballad of John Axon". It is not the infonnation con tained in these songs that counts: they tell 
us little about the vast empire of industry. But it is their very existence which ensures the possibility 
of an authentic history of this empire. They are the only appropriate voice it can have; for they alone 
can transform the insignificant incidents and anonymous lives into heroic deeds, and make monu
ments of local or temporary landmarks in the plain of the labouring routine. 

"Along the Binningham Canals" gives the blunt, practical guidance which those familiar with Dr. 
Bcavon's other activities will recognize; but it has some whispers of encouragement for my dreams, as 
well as the clarity and wit characte ristic of its author. 

MAS-W. 
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Slaves of Imperfection 

'Priestland's Progress: One Man's Search for Christianity Now' 

This book is the printed version of a series of radio programmes broadcast last winter. In it, Gerald 
Priestland, the BBC Religious Affairs correspondent, sets out to discover 'whether he is really a 
Christian' and what Christianity really is. ln order to discover this, Mr. Priestland takes as guides on 
his pilgrimage representatives of the major Christian denominations of this country. Through discus
sions with them, quoted and summarised in this book, he discovers what he calls 'Christianity now'. 

Forty years ago, C. S. Lewis published a book, similarly based on popular broadcast talks, in which 
he defined a Christian as 'one who accepts the common doctrines of Christianity' . Lewis understood 
these common doctrines historically: they were the beliefs formulated throughout eighteen hundred 
years, embodied in creeds, catechisms and theological treatises reflecting ·the mind of Christendom 
which make Christianity a religion of a definite character. The 'mere Christianity' which Lewis offers 
to his readers is no doubt a hypothetical construct , influenced more deeply by his own temperament 
and denominational allegiance than Lewis would have wished. As a guide to what the Christian religion 
is, however, its value is considerable: it provided a generation of readers, particularly young people , 
with a clear if rudimentary understanding of Christian teaching. Mr. Priestland's book is of quite a 
different nature. His 'one man's search for Christianity now' is of more value as a reflection of what 
people, both himself and his guides, believe now than as a statement of what Christianity is. 

The chief characteristic of current trends in belief is an incapacity to make the distinction 
attempted in the last paragraph. Mr. Priestland's method of research, in placing a microphone before 
well-known people in the world of religion (or that part of it represented in this country) assumes 
that there is no difference between what a (well-known) man thinks Christianity to be , and what it is. 
Mr. Priestland and his guides look back upon the history of theological study as being 'about Man 
seeking for God: Heaven guessed at from Earth'. Why should my guess not be as good as that of 
St. Athanasius? Thus some interesting revisions of the Christian religion appear. Concerning Original 
Sin , the chapters of Genesis are reinterpreted as a story of the heroism of Adam and Eve in sinning, 
since we owe them our gratitude: 'we need evil, we need sin, we need disobedience to push against' . 
The belief that Jesus was the Son of God is also shed as one of the ways 'which I honestly believe 
diminish the effective reality of Jesus for our continuing faith ' . Jesus is seen instead as someone onto 
whom 'the saints have poured all they know of God.' ln arriving at these positions, both of which 
strongly partake of Gnostic heresy , Mr. Priestland and his guides are not , of course, unaware of the 
Christian traditions which they are abandoning. The whimsical remark 'There may be some tut. 
tutting in the cloisters' indicates how seriously they regard such objections. 'If its (i.e. the Church's) 
doctrines were always obvious and complete, we should soon have found that we had no option but 
to become slaves of perfection' is perhaps an attempt at defending the procedures of this book. But 
perfection would not be perfection if it enslaved us. Dogma is not propaganda . 

Christianity is an historical religion; it is not a vacuum-cleaner sucking up whatever philosophical 
insights may be available in one age or another, but a particular interpretation of historical events. 
The account delivered through the ages, of the historical inception of human sinfulness and misery 
on the one hand and the identity of the historical Jesus on the other, in the traditional teaching of 
Church are either true (and to that degree immutable) or they are false. If false, we may bid farewell 
to Christianity and amuse ourselves with a religion which embodies our favourite preoccupations. 

The new religion of 'Christianity now' promulgated in this book embodies much that is of concern , 
genuine or spurious, to our age. There is a strong emphasis on the social and the political realms of 
human experience: a famine relief campaign or a peace march are seen as sacramental. The discussion 
of the Christian virtue of Hope finds it manifested in the women's movement. One clergyman sees 
his ministry to Merseyside as 'politicizing these people in the struggle for a better quality of life'. 
One senses in all this that religious language is being used to dignify middle-class hobbies. The hobbies 
are relatively harmless; what is done to the language and its proper use is not so. 

R. G. Patterson 

15 



Sherbome School Musical Society: " St Matthew Passion" 

" l do not see how it is to be managed that music in our church should form an integraJ part of 
public worship, and not become a mere concert, conducive more or less to piety. This was the case 
with Bach's 'Passion'; it was sung in church as an independent piece of music for edification." 

Had Mendelssohn know11 as much as we do about Baroque music and its performance, it is 
unlikely that he couJd have written as he has here. The first performance of the "St Matthew 
Passion", on Good Friday 1728, actually formed part of the Vespers service that afternoon; and 
musical settings of the Passion were an established part of the Lutheran Church as they had been for 
centuries in the Old Rite. Yet Mendelssohn's attitude to the mighty work he had rediscovered after 
many years of neglect is entirely comprehensible if we reflect a little more deeply on current practice 
in performance. Although we are fortunate in being able to hear the " Passion" in the form in which it 
was intended to be performed, with all the exactitude of instrumentation and vocal distinction which 
modern scholarship has revealed, we have drawn further and further away from the essential liturgical 
propriety of which Bach's masterpiece is a supreme example. It is on record and in the concert-hall 
that we are most likely to become acquainted with the " Passion" and not through church services. 
Although this is the case with all religious music - thanks largely to an inexplicable zeal in the 
Church itself - it has a particularly persuasive influence on our thinking about 'dramatic' 
representations of religious truth, since the temptation to listen as an audience rather than as 
participants is here at its strongest. 

It is salutary to return to Mendelssohn's performances of the "St Matthew Passion" (almost 
exactly a hundred years after its first appearance) to understand thereby our own response to this 
great work: 

"What used to appear lo us as a dream, to be realised in far-off future times, has now become real: 
the 'Passion' has been given to the public, and is everybody's property;" wrote Mendelssohn's eldest 
sister, Fanny. "The people were astonished, stared, admired; and, when, after a few weeks, the 
rehearsals in the Academy itself commenced, their faces became very long with surprise at the 
existence of such a work about which they, the members of the Berlin Academy, knew nothing. After 
having got over their astonishment, they began to study with true, warm interest. The thing itself, the 
novelty and originality of the form, took hold of them, the subject was universally comprehensible 
and engaging." 

These days we are more aware of the tradition in which Bach worked (Schutz's Passions, for 
instance, have only emerged from manuscript in recent years), but the originality of Bach's Passions is 
a fact and not simply ignorance derived from long neglect. Their originality lies in the grandeur of the 
conception, the sophisticated and consummate composition of chorus, chorale, recitative secco and 
aria that creates. as though sprung direct from the head of Zeus, a grand and complete representation 
of the history of Man's Redemption. For this reason, and on account of the frequent performances 
on record and in the concert-hall o f this work, we tend to consider the "St Matthew Passion" in the 
light of the oratorio and even the opera. Thus we conceive of its form in dramatic terms: the narrative 
is regarded as a dramatization of the Gospel account, the musical expression of the recitatives giving 
an emotional impetus to the story embelJished and consolidated by the choral interjections (such as 
when the crowd call out "He is worthy of death" and "His blood be upon us and upon our 
children"); the chorales and large-scale choruses are seen as choric commentary, and the solo arias as 
the meditations of the individual soul in contemplation of the stupendous events related. This 
conception of the work is beguilingly plausible, but owes much to a temper of mind which fails to 
distinguish the Passions from far more directly 'operatic' religious works such as "The Messiah". It is 
not what Bach intended, as can be seen from a closer observation of his musical practice. In the first 
place, the distinction between choral commentary and individual meditation on the events of the 
Passion would have been meaningless both to Bach and his Lutheran congregation. Furthermore, 
musical characterization of the principal persons in the story would have been likewise improper, and 
Bach nowhere attempts this. (The use of stringed accompaniment as a 'halo to the words of Our Lord 
does not distinguish Him as a character, but serves to emphasize the fact that these words are direct 
divine revelation.) Again, a musical distinction between the crowd present at the scenes of the 
CrucifJXion and the chorus contemplating them in hindsight would be a mark of a 'dramatic' 
rendering of the Passion; but this, too, is absent, the choral rendering of "Have lightnings and 
thunders their fury forgotten?" being of exactly the same musical character as that of the mocking 
crowd in , say, "Thou that destroyest the temple of God". 
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Despite its variety and scale, then, the "St Matthew Passion" is not a kind of religious opera. 
Although it brings vividly to the hearer's mind the events of the sacred history, its intention is not to 
provide a dramatic realisation, an 'actualization' of these events; instead it aims to create a spiritual 
and emotional attitude in which the listener can participate. Spitta describes this attitude very well: 
"With all its profundity , breadth and wealth, and in spite of all the art lavished upon it, it never belies 
the lucidity and simplicity which are its mainstay, and at the same time seizes and grasps with 
amazing certainty that leading sentiment which pervades the whole history of Christ's sufferings and 
death - namely atoning and love. Though violent and thrilling emotions are not absent, they only 
serve to make the tender fundamental feeling stand out as all the more perfect and impressive." In 
other words, the "St Matthew Passion" is not strictly an imitation of Our Lord's crucifixion and 
death , but an imitation of its meaning to His Church. It is a genuinely liturgical work. Taking this 
point of view, we need not feel uncomfortable about Picander's text (in which Bach himself 
undoubtedly took great interest and with which he probably helped). Its emotional excess should not 
be compared with the noble austerity of the Gospel and found wanting, but rather understood as the 
proper expression of the passionate sorrow, supplication and love which is intended by the work as 
a whole . 

It is in the light of this view of Bach's masterpiece that I wish to comment on the Sherborne 
School Musical Society's performance of the "Passion" (17th March 1982). 

L will begin by discussing the general form of the performance we heard. The size and scope of the 
work as a whole are beyond the powers of an amateur musical society (and many audiences as weU). 
A full-length evening performance would carry one almost into the next day; skilled performers on 
such instruments as the viola da gamba and oboe d'amore are required for the obligato parts in some 
of the arias. Under these circumstru1ces, cuts in the score are customary and reasonable. Feruccio 
Busoni (a great scholar as well as composer and pianist) recommended culling out all the arias for a 
projected dramatic performance of U1e "Passion"; and there is much to be said for such a radical 
approach if one is prepared to be indifferent to popular taste. Mr Judge was more accommodating in 
his editing, although many may have felt disappointed in losing a favourite aria, or the famous chorus 
- "O man, thy grievous sin bewail" - which concludes part I. It should be said, however, that he 
exercised considerable good sense in his cuts - there was an almost exact proportional correspon
dence in the number of arias, chorales and recitative sections omitted. As regards the famous chorus, 
Mr J udge's version was closer to Bach's original score which did not include it either. It is possible to 
take exception to the limitation in the number of solo singers, which required the Christus, Mr Reg 
Eppey, to sing one of the bass arias. Yet this is significant only if an operatic view of the work is 
taken, whereby characterization is held to be inviolable. This, as I have pointed out, was not Bach's 
intention, and hence constitutes no real objection. The seating of the choir and soloists seemed to 
require unnecessarily prolonged manoeuvres, but the general sound achieved was fine, indicating some 
method in the movements. It is not prudent to attempt to bring out the parts in their individual 
clarity: the Abbey's acoustics mock any such venture. Better to provide, as the Musical Society did, a 
sonorous effect on a broad scale which allowed some leisure for getting from one place to another 
within the music's dynamic range. With this end in mind, [ thought that the balance between single 
and double chorus, voices and instruments, was admirably maintained. Mr J udge, in his handling of 
the performance as a whole was prepared to sacrifice clarity in particular for the sake of a consistent 
musical statement. This, it seems to me, is justified by Bach's intentions in realising the great events 
of the Passion into a coherent emotional attitude. As an example, l would like to cite the final 
chorus, " In tears of grief, dear Lord, we leave thee" where severity in note-values was relaxed in order 
to express a tender reverence, very movingly delivered. 

The choir 's part in any performance of the "St MatU1ew Passion" is very demanding in its variety. 
The large-scale choruses require considerable technical abil ity from both singers and conductor on 
account of their contrapuntal complexity. Their successful performance on this occasion was largely 
the result of Brian Judge's patience in training and skill in direction. At other times the choir must 
produce an highly integrated, more homophonic sound for both the 'turba' scenes and the chorales. 
Here , too, a distinction between the two kinds should be preserved. The dramatic scenes in which the 
choir represent the people present at the Passion are interpretatively almost self-evident. The 
temptation is strong for an amateur choir to abandon all restraint at such points, but we were spared 
- thanks once more to Mr Judge's judicious control - "the ragged noise and mirth" which George 
Herbert in one of his poems imagined among the crowd at the Crucifixion. The singing of the chorales 
suffered from an excess of a good thing: congregational participation. Of the eight chorales retained, 
five were performed with the congregation, thereby necessitating long pauses between each line of the 
chorale verse. That this was not Bach's practise is now well-established, and the flexibility of 
expression which exists in this kind of music was unfortunately lost. The chorales tended to become 
like hymns interjected into the body of the work, whereas they should really be an integral part of its 
fabric. 
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As is often U1e case with performances of Bach's Passions, there was some incongruousness in the 
style adopted by the soloists. Singers trained on techniques proper to opera and lieder often ignore 
the demands of the far more instrumental rhetoric in religious music of the Baroque. In particular, 
there was an unsuitable degree of vibrato employed, except perhaps by Guy Moore whose perform
ance in the parts of Judas, the High Priest, Peter, and Pilate, was the more especially commendable in 
that he had undertaken them at short notice. Mr. Alistair Thompson, the Evangelist, also illustrated 
the virtue of a clear delivery, his even tenor being a constant reminder that in simplicity there is great 
art and beauty. Mr Reg Eppey, the Christus. recovered from an uncomfortable beginning to sing with 
fine musical gravity. Of all the soloists, the soprano, Linda Murray, seemed most at ease with the 
notorious acoustics, and she sang with assurance not only in technical accuracy but also emotional 
expression. Too little was heard of the contralto soloist, Maureen Lehane, whose performance of 
"Have mercy on me, Lord" excellently captured that tone of reticent passion characteristic of Bach's 
supplicatory arias. 

Modern orchestral playing is seldom wholly satisfactory in performances of Bach's sacred music. 
Apart from the question of sound quality, the proper realisation of which is impossible without the 
instruments specified, correct phrasing of the music requires a familiarity with and competence in the 
practise of Baroque orchestral styles too specialized to come within the compass of instrumentalists 
accustomed to more varied duties. Given, these difficulties, the Mussoc orchestra, led by Anita 
O'Brien , were thoroughly capable. Janet Whitteridge deserves special praise for her playing of the 
obligato flute part in "For love, my saviour now is dying". I would also like to mention in particular 
Gordon Leadbetter and Paul Ellis, whose concentration in supplying the continuo contributed in 
large measure to the integrity of the orchestral sound. 

l f in my review of the Musical Society's performance, I have concentrated on how successfu l it was 
in avoiding pitfalls and overcoming difficulties, I have done so without any attempt to ignore its 
qualities. In such a monumental work there are great difficulties, such as render the "Passion" almost 
beyond the reach of an amateur musical society. Everyone who took part merits the highest praise for 
a successful performance of the most noble of all works of music. What is more, where musical and 
spiritual value shine so luminously from every page, any altempt to wring out this value by 
interpretative means alone is mere presumption, failing quite to acknowledge the composer's mastery. 
Let us then be grateful for a performance of the "St Matthew Passion" in which the universal genius 
of Bach and the solemnity of his subject were the abiding impressions. 

M.A.S-W. 

Music Scholars' Concert - March 7th 1982 

ln the words of a surprised scholar, hurrying to straighten tie and clean up shoes before his 
performance, 

" It's all parents here! I suppose it would be. I hadn't thought it was going to be that kind of 
concert." 

If he had been misinformed, the said parents certainly had not; they had good reason to come, and 
their hopes were entirely fulnlled . 

What can be said of a concert by scholars? It is, almost by definition, excellent: the very best that 
the School has to offer. While every performance was of note, to my mind, a few stand out as extra
ordinary examples of musicianship. Simon Trist's performance of the Horn Nottorno by Richard 
Strauss was spellbinding; Rupert Sheard's Chopin Ballade followed his achievements of last term in 
ilie famous Grieg Concerto with equal excellence and flair. The singing of Messrs. Sharpe, MacDonald, 
Trist, Murton and Brown under Mr Judge's direction was, as has come to be expected, accomplished 
and sparkling. Jonailian Brown also played the 'cello, along with Humphrey Couchman and Rupert 
Robertson, for Dr. Kershaw, whose very own Waltz and March survived their first performances with 
distinction. 

Congratulations are deserved by all involved in performances of a professional standard, enjoyed 
by what turned out to be a somewhat elite and certainly discerning audience. 

D. Foster 
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The Orchestral Concert 

The programme was artistically very demanding and, on the whole, admirably managed. The 
concert opened with Brahms' " Academic Festival Overture" dispatched with extraordinary 
gusto by the School Band whose concerted rhythmical vigour was impressive and pleasing to the ear. 
Next came a not altogether apposite section to place as a foil for the Walton which followed; perhaps 
something more emotionally taxing would more readily have fitted the bill. And, also, I found the 
choir's diction somewhat slumbrous; no verve. However, the songs (arr. Poulenc and arr. Judge) were 
tuneful and thoughtfully arranged, providing a pleasant concordance of sound. The third section had 
promised to be the most interesting and the most entertaining; these promises were amply fulfilled 
and Walton's "Fa~ade" was, without a doubt, the highlight of the evening. "Fa~ade" was first 
performed in 1923 and, misunderstood, was badly received. The piece was the result of a collabor
ation between WilLiam Walton and the poet Edith Sitwell, renowned for her exploitation of the 
musical qua(jties of language often at the expense of clarity of meaning. In other words,she treated 
words as a collection of musical notes and what sounded good, right or appropriate would by that 
very quality assume form and idiosyncratic meaning. However, I don 't believe lhat in the context of 
"Fa~ade" words heighten musical suggestiveness and vice versa; one must take the fusion of the two 
forms of expression as an artistic whole with totally new dimensional colours and shapes. For one 
must remember that such great writers as Joyce would often write down what he liked the sound of 
and hence to some extent in his case what appealed to the intellectual imagination. Edith Sitwell is 
another; and a strident feature of what I heard of the poems on this occasion wa<: the juxtaposition of 
the exotic against the commonplace. Both the music and the words are equally sparkling and this was 
brilliantly emphasized by bo th musicians and reciters alike. Jt was a tremendous experience, everyone 
taking part an intellectual pioneer in his own right. Finally came the first movement of Beethoven's 
Fifth Symphony. If the orchestra had had more time at their d isposal, I would have been very 
interested to hear them play the work as a whole , as I felt that they had understood the piece as 
something more than a succession of notes; and this sophistication of concept which pervaded the 
whole concert was the most important contribution towards a very enjoyable evening. For it meant 
that members of the orchestra possessed a common goal and consequently the playing was tluent. 
And this fluency demanded and deserved a bigger audience than it got. 

C. Vere 

Mussoc - St. Nicholas Mass 
... 

The Musical Society performance was justly the summit of lhe ·wintef term's musical activity. 
Whereas the town always guarantees a respectable audience, boys are often dubious about the merits 
of such activities. However, the boys turned up with an alacrity that made me wonder quite what else 
is happening when someone like John Ogdon gives a little recital. Surely the fascination of possibly 
catching a fleeting glimpse of a new Dr. Beavon tie, or Mr. Morgan's right ear, behind the massed 
hordes of choristers. is not quite that alluring'? 

The orchestra , as ever, pieced together from various members of staff and other extraneous 
musicians in the vicinity , ba"ttled valiantly and successfully through Mozart's 'Jupiter' Symphony 
after the minimum of rehearsal time. T hey conveyed some of the emotions of the work, and provided 
me with another enjoyable rendering of a wonderful masterpiece. 

The selection of Mediaeval motets sung by the Deller Consort were impeccably performed, but 
were rather tame beside Lhe more passionate works on the agenda. Mr. Deller's counter-tenor 
flourishes sounded rather excruciating to me, but I am told th is method of falsetto singing is 
fashionable at present. 

By 1772, when the 'Missa Sancti Nicholas' was composed, Haydn had tired of the delicate and 
contrived charm of rococo music. and was beginning to vent his personal feeLings. This turbulent 
passion is expressed from the sforzandos in the opening ' Kyrie' right through to the moving 'Agnus 
Dei'. Haydn has captured the supreme drama and varying moods expressed in the text. The 
gesticulations, facial conto rtions, and swaying (jke a metronome of the prep. school boy in the front 
row possibly brought out these emotions although we did not quite see the 'Clockwork Orange' 
display repeated from African Sanctus. The Deller Consort sang the four solo parts with verve and 
sensitivity , yet did not overshadow the magnificent and enthusiastic chorus who dominated their 
passages with a marvellous atmosphere of conviction. The only failing was a slight lack of clarity, 
which could possibly be pinpointed down to several 'growlers'. 

My hearty congratulations to Mr. Judge for an excellent concert, as I know he devotes much of his 
invaluable time and energy to produce such ' tours de force'. 

P . Chavasse 

This review should have appeared in last term's "711e Shirbumian ". The Editors express their 
apologies. 
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Gramsoc: Lent '82 

There were no big meetings this term, no joint fancy-dress extravaganzas, but instead two small 
events, which somehow failed to draw the big crowds. 

The first was entitled "Your Concert Choice", and it consisted of several short talks on pieces of 
music appreciated by the speaker each followed by the music itself. The inevitable 1812 turned up -
can he really like it that much? We had Widor from an o rganist, Wagner from an enthusiast, live 
music from Rupert Sheard, and then "this wonderful little tune", with its suspected message in morse 
code, from a certain Chemistry master. Perhaps the whole was a little too long, but then you can't 
please everyone. 

The second meeting was an altogether more polished affair. "A Wessex Trio" gave an interesting 
insight into the lives of Raleigh , Hardy, and T. S. Eliot, accompanied by the relevant music supplied 
by BRJ and his chamber choir. Gerald Pitman, a local historian, was both smoothly professional and 
delicately humourous in serving us a canned l1istory of the lives of the three poets, the chamber choir 
had an excellent ensemble, and the readers of the poems enlightened even the slowest among the 
audience. I can only thank Dr. Kershaw for providing such an enjoyable evening. 

A. E. Lockyer 

Wallace House Concert 

This year, Wallace house gave a concert which was not only of the traditionally high standard, but 
was also a great deal of FUN! It owed this both to the informal manner in which it was presented , 
and the mainly light-hearted content. For the manner , we must thank J RK , who made the air relaxing 
for both audience and performers. 

To break the ice , we heard "the Entertainer" played on three different sjzed recorders, and with 
obvious talent , by the Misses Barker and friend. It was at this point that the going became difficult to 
follow, and is thus difficult to explain. Each following item on the programme was wrong - either 
the pieces came in the wrong order. or they had been changed, and some both. Whether this was the 
fault of the typist or the organiser remains a mystery. Whatever the reason, it had the effect of 
creating a very light-hearted tone to the whole proceedings, a tone from which the concert benefitted 
greatly. 

A surprise appearance was the arrival of two boys from Fosters, whose Oute and violin duets were 
truly excelJent. Another such appearance was JSF, whose previously unheard singing, was particu
larly tuneful. 

We were all amused by the small glee outfit of Messrs Hildesley, Kershaw , Knecht Ii , Smith, Wells, 
and WhitteU. And we were no less entertained by the Mini-Austrian style orchestra, of Messrs Anderson, 
Figgis, Glasse, Lewis, and Sewell (on loan from Abbeylands) . They played the awfully jolly German 
dance , not to be confused with the awful jolly German dance. 

Other artists to perform were: Calvelli, Crozier-Cole, Dawson, Scott. Thompson-Glover, Ware. 
Our thanks to Dr. Kershaw for his time, help etc. and to James Bacon for organising invitations 

and to the audience for their support. 
See you again next year! 

Jon Smith 

Concert Club: The Portia Wind Ensemble 

I must confess that as soon as I heard that this nine player ensemble was entirely female I was 
suspicious. What was the point of going out of their way to have an all-woman ensemble when there 
were plenty of perfectly competent male players around? What was the point of an all-woman 
ensemble in any case? I soon discovered why, however - not only were they all, without exception, 
very good, but the "all-female" nature of the ensemble meant that there was a distinctive - and very 
enjoyable - femin inity about the playing of the pieces, and an understanding among the players. This 
made the whole affair refreshing and highly pleasurable to listen to. 

Having played in a Mozart wind serenade myself it was easy to realise that for a piece such as this 
the paramount consideration is that of balance - a balance that is very difficult to achjeve. Balance is 
above all what distinguishes a professional ensemble from an amateur one, and it was certainly not 
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lacking from this performance. As a result the serenade in G minor {Mozart) was a joy to listen to. It 
did , however, require a certain degree of familiarity. 

The next piece - Mladi (Youth) was a piece of programme music by Janacek written some time at 
the end of the Czech composer's life. This was interesting and slightly haunting. Of all the movements 
I found the Andante Sostenuto the most moving. 

The octet, op I 03 in E flat by Beethoven was, like most of his wind octets, septets and sextets, a 
joy to listen to, and not too much of a strain on the understanding. At the same time, the piece never 
descended into triviality and repetition. Simplicity was coupled with musical finesse. 

The Gounod Petite Symphonie was much like Beethoven in all its qualities, though formally 
overshadowed; it was a lush and tuneful piece - jovial and rich. 

Like many of our "ensemble" concerts it was never too "highbrow" and was a balanced mix of 
ancient and modern music. A credit to the organiser. 

M. G. M. Thomas 

Concert Club - Bournemouth Sinfonietta 

On the 30th January, the Sinfonietta gave its customary concert to the Club, and played to an 
unusually full audience , which even, I noticed, included a couple of dozen or so members of the 
school. Those boys who did go were rewarded with an evening's entertainment of the very highest 
standards. 

The programme began with Beethoven's 'Coriolan' Overture. This piece, inspired by von Collin's 
rather than Shakespeare's drama is an attempt to convey in music the ruthlessness, pride, doubts, and 
indeed , the essentially tragic nature of the Roman general forced by the envy of his fellow-citizens to 
tum against his own country. And although the conductor, Tomasz Bugaj, using his resources perhaps 
rather than ideas , played the music as music rather than portraiture, the piece seemed to be enjoyed 
by all. 

The main piece of the first half of the concert took the form of Mendelssohn's Violin Concerto. 
However, I found the performance of this rather disappointiJ1g, since it was played at a far greater 
speed than normal. Although this demonstrated the great virtuosity of the soloist, Mayumi Fujikawa, 
it also had the effect of reducing the great themes of the work to comparative obscurity. As an 
exhibition it was superb; as a performance, rather frustrating. 

The second half consisted of two shorter pieces - Seven Romanian Folk Dances by Bartok and 
Faure 's Pavane - followed by Mozart's Symphony No. 40. I am always somewhat doubtful about 
adaptations of folk tunes into 'classical' music - they seem by their very nature far better suited to 
the original voices and instruments than to anything 'civilization' can put in their way. "The 
Romanian peasants of certain isolated regions remain practically untouched by west European 
culture", wrote Bartok. Would that they had remained so! But these were lively, even exciting 
examples, with which the conductor obviously felt a strong rapport ; so they managed to defeat even 
my prejudices. 

The Pavane perhaps needed a more romantic interpretation, since the themes aJone can quickly 
become tedious unless the requisite atmosphere and emotion are injected. The Mozart, however, was 
given just the right treatment for my ears. AJthough the piece was written at the "apex of Mozart's 
Romantic ach ievement", he was also the master of the understatement, "all the necessary emotion 
should come from the music." And indeed in this case it did , making this truly the highlight of 
another very successful evening, for which we must thank the Sinfonietta and , of course Mr. Judge 
himself. 

R. Spencer 

Boehman String Quartet 

As we all know, the player in a string quartet is an integral part of the whole and as a result the 
mixing of quartets must lead to a second rate performance. Indeed, l know of at least one quartet 
which refuses to perform unless all the players are present. Thus when it was discovered that some of 
the Endellion string quartet had gone down with 'flu it was necessary to find a completely different 
group of players - and at very short notice. So the Bachmann Quartet gallantly stepped in as a 
replacement. 

The programme they presented us with was a welcome mix of ancient and modern . They opened 
with the String Quartet opus 20, No. 5 in F minor by Haydn. Some people have pointed out faults in 
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the execution of this piece, such as liming and balance, but quite frankly these were not prominent 
enough for me to notice them. Certainly no blame can be attached to the players, called at such short 
notice, who gave a creditable rendering of a piece by a composer noted for his chamber music. 

Brilliance, was certainly not lacking in the performance as the next two pieces by Martinu and 
Kodaly testified. I found the Martinu violin and viola Madrigal a little unsatisfactory, mainly because 
such a mixture of Modernity and Jacobean style demands repeated and attentive listening, something 
I was unable to do. 

The Kodaly Duo for Violin and Cello was a refreshing reminder of the youth , vigour and technical 
skill of the Quartet. It was, perhaps, not the type of thing one would want to hear too often , but it 
was certainly a testing piece and at times the players did show signs of difficulty. It was, however, 
well performed, a players' piece, and I think this showed to some extent. 

The String quartet op 59 No. 3 by Beethoven is undoubtedly one of the greatest in the repetoire, 
and it is not surprising that the entire second half of the concert was devoted to it. With ·a piece such 
as this, perfection in execution is never reached , only striven towards. Obviously the Bochmann 
"conception" of the piece did not appeal to all, but this did not prevent the magnificence of the piece 
from shining forth. 

All in all, this was a highly enjoyable performance and certainly no mere substitute for the original 
Quartet. 

M. G. M. Thomas 

Digby House Play - " Doctor Faustus" 

It was not so very long ago that in certain quarters Authenticity was very much the fashion. No 
efforts would be spared in finding , say, the original instruments. and the exact number of chorus 
needed to record a work by Handel. And there are, indeed, strong arguments for such authenticity. 

However, there are also good arguments against it; and when something like Marlowe's Doctor 
Faustus is put on at a school, and even more as a house play , it is these arguments which tend to 
predominate. Thankfully, in the Digby last term they won. Instead , in Mr. Bird's highly imaginative 
production , the emphasis was laid firmly on entertainment, and the fact that it seemed to work for 
the audience is a tribute to his efforts , and those of his cast and various 'helpers'. The play's greatness 
lies certainly in its tragedy - its comic parts are for the most part justifiably denigrated. 

Many of the decisions were obviously the right ones. For example several of the grosser 'comic' 
scenes were cut out - principally those reckoned not to have been written by Marlowe anyway. This 
had the effect of intensifying the drama and indeed, of saving embarrassment - one or two of them 
really are extraordinarily bad. Then, no attempt at a representation of either Lucifer or Belzebub on 
stage. Perhaps the tape-recorded voice did not sound exactly right , but I fail to see what else could 
reasonably have been done. 

This brings me naturally to Mephistophilis. In the many forms in which he appears through the 
literature and music devoted to the Faust legend, he is to me the most interesting of all characters. I 
therefore looked forward to seeing how Martin Bowdler would play the part. Authentically, 
Mephistophilis should be a great, tragic figure, whose 'humour' is that of the bitter cynic. He is, it 
should not be forgotten , damned, and is, as he says, 'tormented with ten thousand hells, in being 
deprived of eternal bliss.' 

I was delighted, as were most of the audience, by Martin Bowdler's superbly ironic portrait - His 
interpretation was in line with modern ideas of the devil - whom we find it difficult in any case to 
take seriously nowadays; but then Christianity has not adapted its demons as it has its God over the 
past four hundred years. The part was upheld by the acting - this was all in the face, as was suited to 
the intimate atmosphere of the Digby Dining HaU - and by the sheer enthusiasm of the actor. 

There is, however, no such way out for Faustus himself. The melodrama of this part almost 
inevitably became ridiculous. yet Matthew Morony , despite some rather unnecessary waving of the 
arms in the air, and protracted drawing of circles in the sawdust , still managed to sustain the intensity 
of feeling. His voice was his greatest strength , and this, and Marlowe's great poetry, proved an 
indomitable combination. 
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VIENNA, March 24th - 31st, 1982 

After an early morning drive up to Heathrow on the final day of the term our party of 12 pro
ceeded via a luxurious and spectacular flight to Schwachat Airport on the outskirts of Vienna. Our 
guide from the Federal Ministry of Education welcomed us and accompanied us to our hostel just 
off the Mariahilfestrat3e, one of the main shopping streets of the city. Any doubts as to anyone's 
ability to find the hostel were soon dispelled when it was realized that we were on the tram-stop after 
Burgerland and before McDonald 's. Unfortunately our guide was taken ill on our fust night and was 
unable to see us again until the penultimate day of our visit, but the language problems caused by 
this, since he seemed virtually the only guide in Vienna with adequate English, were accepted in good 
spirit by the whole party, as was the food provided for lunch by the self-service chain restaurant into 
which we had been booked. Dismissing the first day's offering of sausage in a greyish-green sea of 
lentils as a one-off failure, we were all more than dismayed to find waiting for us next day a solid 
lump of something resembling semolina covered in a pinkish, viscous fluid. A brief but heated ex
change upon what constitutes a meal resulted, for the remainder of our stay, in food to which the 
English palate is more accustomed. Barking 'Gruppe' at any enquiring looks and congregating by the 
serving hatch while we waited for the food to be prepared proved the most effective way to obtain 
efficient and fast service as the restaurant staff tried to get rid of us as quickly as possible. 

These two slight problems apart, everything ran very smoothly. A formal programme during the 
day on weekdays combined with a more flexible approach to the evenings and the weekend took in 
such famous places as St. Stephen's Cathedral, the Museum of Fine Arts, The Schonbrunn Palace , 
Parliament, the Belvedere Palace and the Spanish Riding School, where the function of the man 
with the outsize shovel soon became apparent, as well as visits to sights which were perhaps less 
cultural, but certainly no less appreciated such as the Prater Fun-fair, a disco, a football match 
featuring Austria's premier club, a tour around the main indoor and outdoor sports stadiums in 
Vienna and a trip up the Danube tower where it emerged that there are nowadays no less than four 
Danubes in Vienna: the original Danube which was considered too meandrous and unnavigable, 
the new Danube which was created to supercede it and which is itself being split into two to allow 
for a flood area which protects the buildings on the water-front and finally the Danube Canal which 
flows through the city centre. 

No doubt everyone has his or her own recollections of what was a memorable stay, but among 
those which remain in the minds of all must be the following: the frequent sorties to McDonald's 
by the Oriental contingent after they had missed breakfast, Richard Wells-Furby's repeatedly foiled 
efforts to visit the elusive History of the Army museum, Howard Whittaker's constant checking to see 
that we were on the correct tram, underground or train, Richard Kerr and Oliver Vintcent's parody 
of one of Austria's moi:e famous sons, the unflagging enthusiasm or P.M.H.W. and P.C.E. to consoli
date their position as the culture vultures of the party and the entertainment provided by M.R.S. in 
his attempts to take photographs in the most unlikely and difficult places. Finally, thanks are due to 
C.H.R.N. for setting up the trip and to A.J.Y. for ferrying us the first stage to Heathrow. 

D.B.C. 

The Easter Walk 

Once a year, every year, one week before the Trinity term, at 9.30 am , fifteen boys and masters, 
and the invaluable Sister Siderfin, assemble at the main gate, to await the arrival of the mini-bus, and 
CWM-I , who will be known for the next week as the "Gaffer". He arrives at 9.30 on the dot, is 
greeted ("Ave Caesar, morituri te salutant"), bags are loaded, boys get in , and the remaining bags are 
pile in on top. This latter operation is conducted by ACM who is looking forward to the drive in his 
nice roomy car. The Gaffer silences complaints, especially those about his own extensive luggage, and 
the expedition begins. 

This year we visited the Saxon Shore Forts, the idea being to walk a small section of the "Pilgrim's 
Way" near Canterbury, and then to follow the "South Downs Way" westwards, visiting the forts and 
any other places of interest along the way. Thanks to the generosity of King's Canterbury we were 
able to spend three nights in palatial surroundings absolutely free. Thus for three nights we slept in 
bed-sitters (each with fitted wash stand and cupboards), and for three days we ate in a fifteenth 
century dining room (at the high table of course) , and lived in the centre of Mediaeval buildings. For 
the remaining four nights we slept in Youth Hostels - 2 "standard" and 1 "superior". This year we 
discovered the difference between a "Superior" and a "Standard": in each there was a "Space 
Invaders" machine, but only the one in the "Superior" actually worked: Not that we had much time 
for such activity, we seemed to spend most of the tin1e washing up. 

It has been said that an army marches on its stomach, and this is certainly true of the Easter 
Walkers. Without Mrs Mitchell-Innes' homemade marmalade (which lent a touch of class to the break-
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fast table), J RK's soup, ACM's stew, and of course, the infamous Gaffer Curry, the trip would not 
have been the same. Thjs year we were treated (?) to Mr. Gates' Lasagne - not once but twice; we 
also had the privilege of eating it reheated the following day. Not lo forget the ever-present Officer's 
biscuits, doled out at the end of walks to maintain the ebbing strength of the party. 

The walks were of particularly good dramatjc quality, the white cliffs of Dover, over the Seven
Sisters to Beachy-Head, and along the South Downs ridge, through the most glorious Kent and Sussex 
countryside. One morning we even heard a hunt below us. On Sunday we passed a large party of 
hang-gliders, en route from one hostel to another, and visited many a carefully-selected castle, church, 
or stately home. Our thanks to the Gaffer for rus good taste. Despite his great under-estimations of 
djstance, each walk was enjoyed by all, and l do not believe that anyone missed a walk al all. This 
time we set a new record as the entire party qualified for the James Craw prize, for which one must 
get lost by a margin of at least two miles. The knack is to forget about directions and to follow the 
largest footpath which inevitably goes the wrong way! 

The trip was concluded by a buffet lunch (truly magnificent) in Gosport, courtesy of Mr. and 
Mrs. Day, to whom we are eternally grateful. Thanks also to Mrs. Mitchell-Innes (snr.) for her lunch 
on the outward journey, without wruch we could never have survived. 

L6 Physics F ield Trip to London 

AS LEF's decision to strike on 6th Feb. meant that we travel led LO London in the school's largest 
minibus. However, as everyone looked kitted out for at least a fortnight in London instead of just 
two days il still felt cramped. 

The introduction and welcome lasted only a quarter of an hour, during which time we were 
instructed as to where and when we had to be for the course of lectures. Possibly the most important 
aspect of this was to be spoken to by the woman who was to rule our lives, with respect to the 
lectures, for the next two days. 

Our first lecture, on Sunday afternoon, by Sir Brian Pippard, entitled "Why Physics, like every
thing else, is hard", was somewhat disappointing in view of U1e lecturer's formidable qualifications. 
However, some very interesting points were made by some simple, but intriguing demonstrations. 
That evening a disco was organised in the Picadilly Hotel. Whatever it did not do, it did help to break 
the ice a little, so people were not too embarrassed to ask questions afterwards; even to the extent of 
getting some incredible queries in teaching matters from one Welsh tutor. 

The Monday morning lectures were perhaps the most instructive , and certainly the most 
entertaining, the first being delivered by the wellknown (or possibly notorious) Prof. Eric Laithwaite. 
He lived up to his reputation of stjrring up Physics for the teaching profession. Perhaps the most 
notable part of the lecture was when he put a problem on the blackboard and started a watch to time 
the fastest to find the solution. Needless to say a Sherborne boy found the answer, not only in front 
of everyone else present, but also in record time. Thus Tim Day became a, "World record breaker" 
though, naturally enough, the rest of us were on the verge of solving it anyway. This was followed by 
Mr N. J. Philips of Loughborough University giving a very interesting lecture on Lasers, though some
what inferior to the previous one. The main interest was in their awesome powers if military develop
ment goes as planned; Ule aspect of lasers we were able to witness - hologrophy - coming a close 
second with its fantastic realism. 

In the afternoon two lectures - "Optic fibre transmission" and "Physics with a computer" - were 
delivered. Unfortunately, being the third and fourth lectures of the day, and of possibly less imposing 
dimensions than the first two, time passed slowly and attendance was down. However, for those who 
listened the information given was useful, if not fascinating. In the evening everyone was free to do 
what they wished , a well-earned rest period most felt. 

The last morning started with a lecture "What is Physics?" by Maurice Ebison from the Institute of 
Physics. Beforehand one felt we were going to hear the same facts all over again, but this was not the 
case as Mr Ebison settled down to talk about exams, and to a certain extent careers in and around 
Physics. This was perhaps the most immediately useful of the lectures among a generally good bunch. 
The final discussion was contributed by a certain Dr. whom we had not until then met, answering 
questions which we had previously handed in on regulation slips of paper. The fact that the names of 
the questioners were included on the slips meant that some could settle any scores with their enemies, 
teachers and the like. 

ln retrospect the physics trip was a very informative and interesting occasion - but above all it was 
great fun, boili meeting other people, and finding out about other schools. 

G. Budden 
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Economics Field Trip to London 

Having risen at some unearthly hour in the morning and breakfasted while half-asleep, we left 
Sherborne at half-past seven for Waterloo. Once there we split up into three groups and went o ur 
separate ways. Under the vigilant eyes (but somewhat vague directional capacity) of Mr. 
Higginbottom, the group l was in set off to the ·sugar q uay', near the new Barbican centre, to be 
shown around Tate & Lyle's headquarters. We were greeted with coffee and biscuits, and our guide, a 
trainee trader, then began to explain the nature of coftee trading. It was a surprise to us as well, but 
we were soon informed that Tate and Lyle had recently been diversifying to achieve a more even 
cash-flow system (whatever that is!), and to expand by using the potential offered by such crops as 
Coffee and Cocoa. The problem of relying on sugar alone was its seven-year trade cycle which 
although very profitable at the peak hardly covers its losses in the trough. Besides this, a sudden glut 
of sugar in the world could cause d isaster to such a trading company. The subject of this talk and the 
next on sugar, although rather complicated, was most absorbing. Speculators, hedging, and future 
markets name but a few of the topics. As an introduction to our next destination, the commodities 
market, we were most thoroughly briefed on what went on there or rather more to the point what 
should have gone on there, as I will explrun. Expecting to see a large flurry of activity in the sugar 
commodity market, instead we observed a scene reminiscent of prep school with the bidders mostly 
relaxing with their fee t up, trying to get some sleep or drawing amusing little pictures on scraps of 
paper. The reason, we were told , was that Monday morning was always a lax period. After watching 
this delightful scene we returned to Tate and Lyle for lunch in the Manager's dining room. 

Next il was off to Lloyds insurance, an exceedingly grand and respectable-looking establishment 
where Mr. Rice , an old Shirburnian now a senior marine insurance broker, kindly guided us round and 
answered our searching questions. This visit proved an interesting supplement to the talk he had given 
us on the previous Friday evening at school. Unlike the sugar market, Lloyds was alive with activity 
on both the marine and non-marine floors. Each syndicate of underwriters had its own box where the 
mrun underwriters and their assistants were busily studying files containing the relevant information 
about each object they had insured or were about to. and every so often they signed insurance slips. 
Amongst these boxes, brokers were continuously weaving from one to the other trying to fill their 
claims with the· underwriters' money as a backing. Considering that it may often take a day or more 
to mt one single insurance policy' there is a good deal of hard bargaining going on between broker 
and underwriter trying to obtain the best compromise. Perhaps the most surprising and honourable 
feature of Lloyds is its dependence on fidelity. Word of mouth is regarded as as sure a covenant as a 
written signature. Without this mutual trust the running of Lloyds would be made considerably more 
difficult and it would become very impersonal and formal. 

The National Economic Department or 'NEDY' for short, was our final place of visit. In the 
conference room where the Prime Minister and her colleagues of the CBI and the Trades Unions had 
met only a few days earlier we were given a rather washy cup of tea (the best the Government can 
give in these times of recession?) before our lecture began. This consisted of a brief outline of the 
present state of the economy and the role of NEDY itself. Whilst our economist leader categorised 
the recession and the present economic problems quite satisfactorily, he had a distinct lack of 
solutions to it. Perhaps this is the problem with all pure economists studying the economy. The other 
half of the lecture proved much more interesting (on NEDY) even though the actual effectiveness of 
NEDY is a question for debate. Its main purpose is a forum fo r discussion between the government , 
the CBI and the Trade Unions where new ideas are discussed and any new problems to be solved. 
Besides this, NEDY makes studies into any sort of industry gauging the economic feelings and areas 
for improvement; itself being in the latter category. One could not help feeling that its role in society, 
although appearing to be most beneficial, was indeed nominaJ. 

Towards the end of the lecture signs of the long day began appearing in lethargic looks and stances 
from even the keenest of the Shirburnians. I cannot deny that the lecture itself was partly responsible 
for this owing to its dryness and duration. With our visit over we had a free hour to find a meal or 
rather a "bite" with our "huge" (?) allowance and then meet back at the station. Arriving back at 
Sherborne, totally exhausted, we were anxiously greeted by a worried housemaster in the house 
obviously pleased to see us in a fit state. Looking back at the field trip il was highly enjoyable and 
interesting. and a pleasant change from room 18. 
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Mixed Art Exhibition O.M.S. 
James Wilson, James Boyd and Simon Simpson 

For some years now the Old Music School has enjoyed a new role as a place for showing 
exhibitions. The gallery space has a beautiful feel to it and recent shows, marvellously hung, included 
a Memorial Tribute to Graham Sutherland, Modern Prints, and a two-generation exhibition of the 
work of John Piper and his son Edward . 

Through these exhibitions, Art became more accessible and attractive to boys and a certain 
broadening of interest in the creative arts has become established. Indeed, such exhibitions have 
quickly become a standard part of the educationaJ provision throughout the school. 

It was against this background that the recent exhibition of work by James Wilson and Simon 
Simpson (both of the Green) and James Boyd (Lyon) was eagerly awaited. It was an enlightening 
event; for the boys represented it was their introduction to gallery showing and, lo the visitor, an 
interesting view of what some art teaching is or can be about. Almost all the work on view was based 
on direct experience, observation and analysis of the visual world with a strong emphasis on drawing. 
It was clear that for these boys the buildings and countryside in and around Sherborne presented a 
most perfect visual environment within which their art might flourish. Wilson's 'motif' was largely 
extracted from local churches and landscape, Boyd's from Lyon House, in all directions, and Simpson 
capitalised on the magnificent views seen from The Green looking down Cheap Street up to and 
beyond the Abbey towards the Terrace. 

At first sight of the exhibition one might have been forgiven for supposing that yet another 
Sutherland show had been mounted, for there is no denying the strong influence of this artist's work 
on James Wilson. It was interesting to discover in Wilson's work similarities, differences and 
influences of both Sutherland and Piper - such controlled homage, with enough of Wilson himself, 
seemed wholly consistent with learning at this level of experience. Wilson has emerged as a formidable 
artist with a sensitive freehand drawing technique, sometimes awkward but always confident with 
strong reds and blacks reminiscent of Sutherland's Romantic early Pembrokeshire landscapes. 

Juxtaposed against Wilson's pictures. ranged along a central enclosure were the highly competent 
and graphic works of Simon Simpson. Whereas for Wilson the foundation of his art is visionary, 
Simpson's is unquestionably a talent of the eye and is full of 'tricks of the trade' associated with the 
best traditions in graphic illustration. His work is fu ll of assurance but perhaps needs more 
personality. 

James Boyd's art is also the result of strict application and his drawing is fulJ of the marks the 
older generation referred to as Slade School. Underpinning his skilful draughtsmanship is a certain 
disturbing element, a suggestion of anxiety, particularly noticeable in his drawings. It saves his work 
from becoming 'too tasteful'. 

The exhibition was well chosen and immaculately presented and, as in all recent exhibitions, the 
role played by Lhe Works Dept. in the. mounting of the exhibilion should not be underestimated. 
James Wilson is Lo follow a course at the CentraJ School of Art, Simon Simpson 'and James Boyd 
remain for another year, and in September five boys begin degree courses in Art History and several 
others join Foundation courses. It is clear that, although not renowned for producing great artists we 
are not without our share of highly talented individuals! 

T.R.B. 

(Drawings on pp. 36 and 37 by James Boyd; paintings on pp. 38 and 39 by Simon Simpson and 
James Wilson respectively.) 
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In House 
School Bouse 

Like most Lent Terms, overall there seemed to be a relaxed atmosphere in the House, though we 
hope not in academic studies! The major event of the term was not, as might be supposed, our 
winning through to the second round of the Inter-House Soccer Competition in typical 'Cock House' 
style, but the House entertainment put on in order to say thank you and farewell to our Matron of 
the last thirteen years, Mrs. Garrow-Fisher, whom we wish well in her retirement in Totnes. We would 
also like to take this opportunity to say thank you to Mr. Murison for organizing the entertainment, 
and to welcome our new Matron, Mrs. lrving, and wish her the best of luck in coping with School 
House in U1e years to come. 

M. Tindall 

To all old and not so old boys of School House 

I think that this must be the first time that a matron has ever had a letter printed in the Old Boys 
Magazine. I felt that I just had to express my thanks for the contributions which nooded in towards 
my leaving present, a very comfortable Parker Knoll chair. The album of photographs was a complete 
surprise to me, and something I wiU treasure always. I must admit that I did not recognise some of 
you camounaged behind your moustaches and whiskers. My grateful thanks to you all. 

From your ex-matron, Dorothy Garrow-Fisher 

Abbey House 

For Abbey House, the Lent Term was a successful sporting one. With five members of the House 
in the Junior Colts 'A' hockey team, we were able to win the U-16 inter-house competition, and the 
Juniors, represented by Diccon Carpendale, Mark Hoskyns-Abrahall, Peter Kettlewell and Chris Ward, 
also carried off the trophy for the Junior Fives. The Seniors did nearly as well, Nick Aubin, Tim 
Billington, Crispin Davies, Jerry Quinlan and Crispin Tombs losing to Harper in the final. As regards 
squash, Nick Aubin and Angus Lockyer played regularly for the 1st V and these two and Nigel Sebag
Montefiore won the Senior squash competition. Finally the successes of our cross-country runners 
must not go unmentioned. Christian Rugge-Price came 2nd and Hugo Carpendale 4th in the school 
cross-country race and it was Nick Crowley and Christian Rugge-Price who ran a marathon on the last 
weekend of term. Unfortunately Nick was unable to complete the course because of an injured knee, 
but the pair nevertheless raised £450 for the British Heart Foundation. Congratulations to them and 
to all who made the term a success and the best of luck to those taking 'O' and 'A' levels next term. 

T. 0. W. Jackson 

The Green 

John Lucas reached the zenith of fame by becoming Captain of Hockey, but despite this accolade, 
together with Simon Bryant playing for the 1st XL the Seniors just failed to win the Inter-House 
Hockey Competition, losing 5-0 lo the lads in black 'n white . 

Mark Bryant won the Colts cross-coun try , however, to retain some of the House's legendary 
reputation as a silver store, since we won the Colts cross-country cup. 

The Fifth and Upper Sixth forms were supposedly engaged in revision for Mocks, but some seemed 
to spend more time trying to get the house telephone to work_ Still on the domestic front, we say 
goodbye to Peter. who has been here three years, and welcome Cyril to Lake his place as houseman. 
Other than this, I don't recall anything momentous, and from now on we look ahead towards public 
exams and the pleasures of the House Garden. 
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Harper House 

The beginning of the term was marked by some very relieving 'O' level results after a week's nail
biting anticipation for those concerned . It was also the tenn in which Neville Bissett left us for a 
Spanish school to further his command of the language, and in which David Ollerhead joined the clan 
of house prefects. 

The sporting side of the term was highlighted by our retaining the senior house Fives Cup 
captained by Ben Curry . Our congratulations to him and the team. Our performances in the hockey, 
cross-country and soccer competitions were less impressive, to say the least, though a gallant effort 
in the latter against Lyon, the top seeds, must be congratulated. 

Mr. Lee, with his various magical tricks provided a welcome relief for the house, not least for the 
explosive execution of them. Mr. Hope organised some worthwhile weekend expeditions to Exmoor 
for the lower part of the house, which I am sure were thoroughly enjoyed by all involved. 

The seal was put on a re freshly short term with the house supper where very entertaining speeches 
were made by Lt. Colonel Ollerhead, the Housemaster and Head of House. Our thanks must go out to 
the caterers and Mrs. Maycock, the Housekeeper, for the smooth organisation and execution of the 
dinner. 

R. C. H. Gray 

Wallace House 

The term has, on the whole, been a good one. Boys from Wallace have excelled in various fields, 
and in others we have maintained a pleasingly high standard. A few deserve special mention. such as 
Mark llildesley, for coaching our victorious basketball team, Jon Smith, for coaching the gymnasts, 
and Tom Case for his efforts with the cross-country running. Each of these three received their house 
colours. Several players also deserve some congratulation: Chris Pomeroy for fives, Justin Thompson
Glover for squash , Howells and Rapson for basketball. On the hockey field the house performed with 
competence (which pleased the housemaster). Neither team disgraced themselves publically. and both 
played quite proficiently al times - the result , I think , of some hard practice. Several players made 
the school teams, notably Matthew Bennett in the firsts, and Fred Van Haaps in the thirds. Boys from 
the house also represented the school at shooting, squash, and cross-country. 

The house did equally well on the other side of things. The school essay competitions had a 
sizeable quota from the house. in particular the Francis lies which was snowed under with our third 
formers, one of whom (Adam Scott) won the third form section. We also carried the School poetry 
(Ma1thew Whittell) and the Senior Longmuir (Matthew Bennett). Tim Day made the school quiz 
team. A trio from the house even won the local Rotarian Public speaking competition. 

Unfortunately the founh form play failed to materialise, but we were more than compensated 
with yet another excellent house concert - thanks to all who played in it , and especially to J RK and 
James Bacon who organised it. 

A. Casley 

Lyon House 

The oval ball was swopped for the round this term, Lyon House sixth fo rm taking the soccer 
fie ld by force. An unfair domination of the soccer team was reflected in the end of term victory 
in the house competition, led by the stoic example of Philip Attlee. 

The house proved itself again in the sporting field, winning the senior cross-country, and coming 
second in the Junior - Paul Chavasse having a tremendous run to win it. Under the influence of Mr. 
Pendry, the Junior squash managed to fall into our hands. 

The house play, 'See how they run', engaged the talents of the house. The performances were 
most successful, the product of much effort and hard work by both the actors, stage-managers, and 
masters, the only sad note being that the play wilJ be Mr. Howard's last at Sherborne. 

All in all, a successful term, and our thanks to the Tutors, Mr. and Mrs. Ketley; and Robert Kitson , 
for his role as Head of House. 

J. W. M. Boyd 
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Westcott House 

A short, somewhat hectic term for the house, but one which did not seem to affect the house
master, who confesses to derive comfort (however one-sided it may be) from his axolotl. 

On the sporting front, Westcott continued to maintain its high standard in hockey, with seven 
(including three fifth fonners) making the first XI, and beating the Green by five goals to nil in the 
final round of the Inter-house competition. 

The decision to perfonn 'Dandy Dick' provided the house with its first play in fifteen years. I 
would like to thank all those who helped with its production: its cast,and in particular, Steve Muirhead 
who directed with great skill, Rupert Robinson who single-handedly built and painted the set, the four 
girls from the S.S.G. - Francis Jeffries, Lizzie Burridge, Christina Coleridge, and Lizzie Hext, who 
braved the 'in house' rehearsals and added flavour to the production. Finally, thanks to Mr. and Mrs. 
Lloyd, without whom the two performances would have been impossible. 

George Tice hands over the reins of leadership to Mike Wade, who succeeds him as Head of House 
- l wish him luck for the forthcoming tenn, and all those taking examinations, either '0' or 'A' 
level. 

P. Boulton 

On Mr. Cooper's retirement last year, another landmark in the history of Westcott House was 
marked. Mike Chant, our gardener- the longest serving in the school- remembered thirty-five years of 
service. 

He joined the staff of the house straight away from school in 1946,and has worked here ever since 
except for a break of two years from November 1951 to December 1953 when he did his National 
Service with the Dorset Regiment in Austria and the Far East. 

Mike has seen great changes in the layout of the House and grounds since 1946. Then, the house 
had three vegetable patches and a lawn. The vegetable patches stretched from the centre gates of 
Durrant Close (house opposite Westcott) to the Abbey School Lane. Then in Mr. King's last year as 
housemaster the new wing was started. This was completed just after the Coopers came to Westcott. 

When asked what his most memorable experience since coming to Westcott had been, Mike recalled 
being presented to the late King and Queen Elizabeth, the Queen Mother. Mr. Thompson as senior 
housemaster of Sherbome School at that time was given the honour of showing them the house and 
staff of Westcott. 

Commenting on changes which he had seen within the school, Mike believed that the changes in 
clothing regulations seen recently-where boys have the option of wearing a suit or not- are for the 
better from the point of view of practicality, and whereas formerly boys looked smart in boaters, 
grey suits and rolled umbrellas all the time, there is now a happy medium. The social background 
from which boys came had also changed, and since the early sixties the school has become much 
more a school for wealthy middle classes, with boys coming from the forces, industry and agriculture. 

When Mike first came to Westcott he was told by the head gardener, 'The scholars of the school 
are the future gentlemen of England'. 

AU at Westcott hope that Mike Chant remains with us for many years to come. 

Steve Muirhead 
from an interview by Jerry Sinker and Simon Williams 

The Digby 

Undoubtedly the event of last term was the Digby house play - Marlowe's " Doctor Faustus". 
Matthew Morony gave a magnificent performance in the title role, marvellously enacting the 
increasing insanity of Faustus, whose conscience questions his scientific ambition. Martin Bowdler 
played the archetypal "baddy", Mephistopheles, with considerable style and gusto - type-cast 
perhaps? It was, however, the work of all involved which resulted in what was to become a much.
acclaimed production. We must especially thank MJB for producing the play excellently , and for 
being calm at times when one would have expected otherwise. 

As far as sport was concerned , the house sailing team won the house competition, under the expert 
guidance of Chris Davis. Our footbal l team reached the final of the competition, whilst the six-a-side 
hockey team reached the semi-final, only to be knocked out by the old sporting adversary, Wescott. 
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Hockey 
1st XJ 

Overall record against schools: 
Played 11 Won8 Drew 2 Lost I 

This very good record is a great credit to the determination of the members of the I 9B2 Hockey 
XI who, without any outstanding talent, managed a record which has only been bettered once since 
the hockey fixture list expanded to its present dimensions. 

The portents for the season could hardly have been more inauspicious; the snow made a mockery 
of any thought of a pre-season course and then totally blanketed the fields for the first week of term 
making outdoor sport of all kinds impossible. When , at last, the inter-glacial icecap receded, a very 
strong team of expert hockey players, handpicked by David Gibbs, routed the Xl by eleven goals to 
nothing; and, perhaps as a direct result, the captain and goalkeeper , John Lucas, disappeared straight 
into the sanatorium with the current 'in disease', glandular fever. Two days later the might of 
Downside were faced by a team sufferiJ1g from shell-shock and complete with a reserve goalkeeper 
who had only recently managed to struggle back from the arctic wastes of South Wales. A hesitant 
start didn't produce any disasters and, as the team began to realise that they really were the better 
hockey players, confidence returned and a convincing victory was achieved. 

This was the forerunner of seven successive wins, which matched the performance of the 1981 
team, who achieved the same sequence in their first seven matches. It is always dangerous to predict 
the future in sport, but ii docs seem that this general pattern is likely to cominue in the near future, 
as the schools we play appear to divide themselves into two distinct leagues. Taunton, Marlborough, 
Millfield and Canford regularly produce teams of high quality, but in most years the rest of our 
opposition are nowhere near the same standard. It should be recorded that Taunton were again the 
best side we played against and it is now years since we last beat them; although perhaps in slight 
mitigation it should also be said that neither Master in charge can remember when the vagaries of the 
weather last allowed the fixture to be played at Sherborne. 

With John Lucas out for the season, Tim Dudgeon took over the captaincy and led the team with 
determination , scoring over 25 goals himself and inspiring others by his example of tremendous hard 
running at centre forward. Matthew Bennett filled the very important role of inside right far more 
effectively this year and his skill in setting up attacks down the right was a very important factor in 
the team's success. A Wallace House bug laid him low just before the Oxford Hockey Festival and the 
overall performance of the side suffered very considerably by his absence. Of the others, Simon 
Bryant kept goal with great skill, and indeed, at Monkton Combe the winning margin or 4-0 might 
have been reversed but for the performance of both goalkeepers. George Tice played his own very 
effective, but totally unique brand of hockey , while his brother, Richard, and Stuart Millar both 
showed considerable promise as members or the first XI while stil l eligible for the Colts. 

There are many people who should be thanked at the end of a term and I would just like to single 
out a few for special mention. Mickey Walford has once again been a great help throughout the school 
with the hockey coaching; his immense expertise and enthusiasm remain undimmed by the years. 
Roger James and Lt.Col. Dick Everard umpired nearly all the 1st XI matches between them with 
great skill and complete integrity; and finally Mervyn Brown and the other groundsmen miraculously 
transformed muddy rugger pitches into very good hockey grounds! I am very grateful to them all. 

Finally I hope that it is possible to conclude that the season was enjoyable as well as successful: 
the pursuit of success at all costs in sport without regard for the enjoyment of the player (or 
spectator) is one of the sadder elements in present-day society. 

Team: S. Bryant, (J. Lucas), P. Garlick, R. Lloyd, G. Tice, S. Duffett, P. Peplow, S. Millar, 
M. Bennett, T. Dudgeon, R. Tice, A. Tresidder. 
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2nd XI 

Seconds into the start of the season Robert Nitsch struck the baJJ on the right hand edge of the 
circle and it rose like a Harrier from its ski-jump into the upper left corner of the Downside net; at 
Bruton their keeper sat on the circle, helplessly looking over his shoulder at the aforementioned as 
he addressed the ball six inches from the goal; a massive niblick bounced the ball off the comer flag 
with a precision unequalled by Robin Hood or William Tell on their better days. In the same match 
Robert Rydon both converted and missed a penalty stroke. In these harrowing tales of erratic youth 
we see the story of the season. 

At their best the seconds played a fast and fluent game, looping around their opponents with the 
ease of skaters; but their finishing was worthy of a Schubert symphony. They sprayed the ball around 
the circle, shattering ankles, goal-posts and their supporters' hearts, and missed literally forty simple 
chances over the term. Thus Colston's, Monkton Combe and Marlborough took their chances, to win 
excitingly close matches; Clayesrnore, though amply justifying their victory , might well have crum
pled in the last ten minutes if balls aimed at the Abbey had not ended up in Yeovil. Millfield were 
unlucky to Jose a clumsy game in the last seconds; it sounds an exhilarating win, but the cramped 
pitch inhibited open play and spoilt the day. Daun tsey's, King's Bruton, Downside and the Pilgrims 
were well beaten. Paul Chavasse at back exhorted his side by his determined example , and with 
Shannon Sevenson and either Hugo Alexander or John Lucas in goal formed a reliable, if a tritle 
slow defence. The half backs well read each other's play, and in David Ford, Robert Rydon and John 
Moore the team had a solid girder across the middle. Michael Wade brought thought and speed to 
the right wing ; Peter Bradshaw had the beating of his man on the left; Jimmy Burgett was deft at 
inside left and latterly the best player on the field; Robert Nitsch was tireless in an unfamiliar inside 
role as was Robert Mackean, though the latter's Kamakazl tactics induced veritable concertos from 
breathless umpires; and Charles Lucas at centre forward could, mirabile dictu, actually score goals 
and took four off the Pilgrims. 

A word of praise too for the coach's consistency: on six occasions he gathered his side for a half
t ime harangue after they had taken the lead and by his inspiration instantaneously put an end to their 
scoring any fu rther goals. A self-inflicted Schadenfreude beset this most amiable and often highly 
skilful side. With better luck or better aim they might have been unbeaten , but as Tennyson would 
have said after watching them play for a while, of all the words of tongue and pen, there's none so 
sad as 'might have been'. 

C.H.R.N. 

3rd XI 

With no one from last year's 3rd XI on the Lower and only one Colts 'A' player the prospects at 
the beginning of the term were far from bright. Perhaps it was fortunate that the first two matches 
were cancelled allowing time for some pattern to develop in the play. 

Taking advantage of some friendly opposition in the fi rst half of the term - although defeat at 
Dauntsey's was only avoided by a goal in the last minute - and inspired by good stickwork and 
shooting by Jimmy Burgett, the team played some attractive and constructive hockey. Unfortunately 
for us he was promoted to the 2nd XI but not until after another rousing encounter on Upper l with 
RAC Bovington whose tiredness at the end of a fast and competitive game allowed Robert Ki tson to 
send a stream of excellent crosses from the right wing and Alex Woods put three past their keeper for 
a well-earned hat-trick. 

What should have been the highlight of the term, namely the game against Taunton , was played in 
wet, windy conditions on the Girls School all-weather pitch. Jt was our first visit 'up the road' and the 
team felt that they were playing away. The reorganised forward line lacked cohesion and for once the 
wings were well marked. Robin Hammond and Richard Wells-Furby both suffered in their glasses and 
the game proved an anti-climax after the Bovington match. On the day we deserved to lose. The 
match against Marlborough was a full-blooded encounter. After the recent defeat by Taunton the side 
did well to hold a more skilled and physical team. They continued to play with resolution to defeat a 
weakened Can ford side at the end of term. 
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Charlie Lambie looked confident in goal and was unlucky to be displaced by Hugo Alexander from 
the 2nds. James Bartlett organised the defence with growing confidence and Alistair Watkins, 
although lacking in pace, was a dependable right back. Roger Mather showed considerable skill at half 
but was a law unto himself and the despair of his coaches! Robin Hammond and Richard Wells-Furby 

'Were two of the most improved players in the side and Henry Wilkinson and William Moore competed 
enthusiastically for the spare wing position. Richard Romer-Lee not only worked tirelessly at inside 
forward but was a conscientious captain when Robert Kitson was playing for the 2nds. My thanks to 
all the team fo r an enjoyable and successful season. 

MJH 

Team from: R. J. Kitson, R. P. Romer-Lee, C. L. Lambie, H. A. L. Alexander, A. J. Woods, 
J. R. Burgett, H. T. C. Wilkinson , W. F. Moore, R. J. R. Hammond, R. J. Mather, 
R. M. Wells-Furby , R. A. N. Mackean, J. C. Bartlett, A. J . Watkins, R. A. Caines. 

Results: Played 9 Won 6 Lost 1 Drawn 2 

4th XI 

The 4th XI can be likened to the waves of the sea: they are mighty and rage horribly. If the former 
quality is, very occasionally, disguised , the latter activity is ever manifest, to the chagrin of any 
opposition which has the temerity to interpose itself between them and the goal. This is not to boast, 
for to inspire terror is but the first step in pursuit of victory: sometimes a plan of campaign has to be 
devised and a concerted attack executed. So it was that our men found that on the whole their very 
appearance on the field would suffice to daunt the opposition, not to mention the umpires: but that 
when , as once they were confronted by a team who were not cowed by such a semblance of ferocity 
all was by no means well. 

In exact contrast to last year, all but one of the matches actually occurred. So the redoubtable 
Wilson, leading his regiment from behind - not of course from fear of excitement like the Duke but 
because his position in goal rather called for it - , had plenty of opportunity to pursue his men to 
victory with verbal salvoes and often himself to save the day with a well-aimed kick. In support was 
the stout figure of Watson, abetted by Watts, who fought with vigour in the circle or else cast a 
dispassionate eye on the proceedings at a distance. The halves were pugilistic. Humphrey seemed 
determined to demonstrate the truth of the maxim that without danger the game grows cold ; he was 
good at stopping the ball, and once he had it he never wasted the opportunity of striking it with the 
utmost enthusiasm; so that it would either go full-pelt at the opposition, causing some consternation, 
or disappear fast and far into the distance whence it would be rescued at the cost of great exertion by 
the opposing back. He was also a tireless player and had the asset of being usually in the right place to 
receive the ball and thus make the maximum impact. This virtue was shared by Yarde , who seemed 
to be ubiquitous and seldom missed an opportunity ; whilst Groom, keeping the two in equipoise 
ensured that each was kept supplied with ammunition. 

As the season progressed, the forwards, discovering each other's quirks began to cohere well , 
enabling Madden to make surprise raids up the wing or else to lurk near the goal and pop the ball in 
when the opposing defence was least expecting it. Daybell on his wing received useful passes from 
Caines, whose namesake concerted the attack from the middle and kept the front line in order. 
Dickson , with straightforward and unaffected playing, provided the link in this line . Van Haaps was 
also to be seen there, skilful in a desultory way, whilst Moore, Woods and Stock made visits of a 
welcome and successful nature, scoring a number of goals between them (indeed Woods scored all 
three in the one match we were vouchsafed him). 

As usual , these games provided plenty of enjoyment for those taking part, even if their instructive 
value for spectators might at times be limited. But then 4th Xi hockey is predominantly an activity to 
be engaged from the inside, with verve and vim. 

Won: 
Drew: 
Lost: 

Monkton Coombe. 3-2: Sexey's, 3-0; Milton Abbey, 2-l. 
Claysmore , 1-1. 
Marlborough, 3-0; Canford, 3-2. 

C.W.M-L 

The following played: 0. C. Wilson (Capt.), A. M. I. Watts, C. Watson, A. J. Watkins, C. P. 0. 
Davies, A. J .C. Rivers, C. L. Lambie , A. J. Yarde, R. T . Groom, J.P. Humphrey, D. A.G. Madden , 
H. D. Dickson, R. A. Caines, C. L. S. Caines, A. C. Daybell, F. W. Van Haaps, W. F. Moore, J.M. P. 
Stock , A. J. Woods, D. A. W. Abate. 
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5th XI 

9th March 1981; 2.30 pm: A sombre hush descends over the playing fields as the 5th XI score 
against Marlborough drifts sadly from 0-0 through 0-1 , 0-2, 0-3, 0-4, 0-5, and 0-6 to 0-7. Reports 
begin to circulate that the team is dead. The obituary writers put the finishing touches to their 
scripts. Spectators drirt mournfully around in black Wellington boots. The headline writers get to 
work - "Cromie's crowd crushed"; "Weir Whitewashed"; "Dave Caves in"; "Mills mangled". 

3.20 pm: In a last minute recovery the 5th XI scored (once). An echo or Mark Twain's telegram 
to the Associated Press has to be issued: 

" The Report Of My Death Was An Exaggeration" 
Yes, it is true that for the first time since (my) records began, the 5th Xl were defeated. In 1981 a 

I 0-1 victory over Clayesniore 3rd XI established the unbeaten record. In 1982 a 3-0 victory over the 
same opponents maintained the sequence. Thls win was distinguished by some very sound saves by 
Chris Weir, the goalkeeper - saves which prompted suspicious grumblings from the opposition that he 
was in fact the 2nd XI goalkeeper! 

But then came the Marlborough 5th Xl - a team who, it is rumoured, PRACTICE. 
This brief setback apart. Lower 2 maintained its tradition of informal hockey with Rule I J(b) for 

the most part suspended. ("The team scoring the greater number of goals shall be the winner.") 
The following represented the school: C. J. W. Weir, C. J. A. Davis, T. Milner, M. H. Hillyer, 

A. Ragboume, A. M. I. Watts, B. D. Young, A. L. Cromie (Capt.), D. G. Cave, A. R. L. Bogle, 
M. Spearing, P. G. Mills, W. D. Grainger, M. M. C. F. Jones, N. J. Kettlewell. 

C.B.G.A. 
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U-17 Hockey Tour of Belgium and Holland , March 25th - April 5th, 1982 

Huddled in the Brussels fog the little group strained to see if the looming white hulk was indeed 
their bus. Inside the vehicle the Leader glanced at his watch and muttered tersely to his interpreter, 
'Where?' - 'Place Montgomery' came the swift reply. The nineteen-seater edged alongside the waiting 
queue; the window slid down; D.F.G. leaned out. 'Montgomery' he barked at three old ladies who 
rushed screaming into the night. 'Non, merci monsieur,' stammered a paJe youth, edging backwards. 
Just then the stem statue of Monty swam out of the mist, David Ford had his bearings, and within 
minutes the Sherbome U.17 XI were basking in the hospitality of his parents. How many families, 
we wondered, would offer to put up an entire team and entertain them so gereously? The farewell 
dinner for Michael and Barbara Ford and their children David and Trudi was a minimal token of the 
team's gratitude to a delightful family, who set the tone for a stimulating blend of European hockey , 
culture and kindness. 

In brilliant sunshine the rest of the team had joined the main body at Guildford Cathedral. Though 
fog shrouded the journey from Dover to Brussels, for the most part the weather was fair throughout 
the tour. Next morning M. Pourvoyeur, Director of the Secretariat General of the European Council 
of Ministers , held a seminar for the team on the E.E.C., each member appropriating a national chair 
in the tiny assembly room; Larry Lloyd, as captain, represented the U.K. After a warm-up in the 
park, we played our first match against White Star Evere. One up in seconds, 3 - 0 at half time , a 
quick pep talk from your scribe duly redressed the balance to 3 - 3, then two swift goals saw us to a 
vivid 5 - 3 win. Yet the abiding memory was of the Belgian sweeper. Robert Guggazov, with 27 full 
caps, declining to convert a short comer too generously awarded by the Belgian umpire. The sportsman
ship shown here and at all other times on the tour, the uproarious countering of Flemish chants with 
Latin Abbey , the hubbub of literally hundreds of players in the pavillion after some ten club matches 
for tiny girls and boys, veteran men and women, or youthful students, all eager to improve their 
English, teach us Dutch, or swop addresses - these were what the tour was really about, and Belgium, 
Holland and England all did their countries proud. 

On then to Waterloo, walking the surprising undulations of the plain so unsuspected from the 
monumental Lion Hill. That afternoon the game with the Royal Hockey Club of Louvain was another 
damned close run thing, and only Peter Crinks' instinctive keeping held them to a 2 - 2 draw. 
Unbeaten, then, in Belgium, the team could enjoy its Sunday tour ol the capital. Lace and Maneking 
palace and park yielded pride of place to the Gran' Place. Amid the baroque guildhalls squawked 
and chirped the bird fare; Crispin Quail duly changed hands and was promoted to team mascot. He 
took one look at (van Sharpe, his purchaser, did a vertical take-off and was last seen heading for 
New Guinea. llis cousin Quentin Quail was promptly commissioned in his stead. This article is dedi
cated to memory of one who fell bravely in the Customs shed at Dover, as his master indignantly 
informed the authorities that birds don't get rabies. They begged to differ and Quentin is now surely 
in the great aviary in the sky. 

Up then to southern Holland and a 3 - 3 draw with Geleen H.C. Robert Nitsch, dynamic and 
reliable as ever, was now on familiar territory as his father had served here with NATO, and like 
David Ford in Belgium had done a superb job in getting games arranged. Roger Mather was improving 
with every game and stopped the ball on his line more than once. Before taking on Harlem B team 
we drove into Aachen to call on Charlemagne. 6ft. 4 ins., 73 years old, entombed in gold beneath a 
throne half marble for the Romans and half wooden for the Franks, this great leader lay a symbol of 
the European unity that we everywhere encountered. Back in Hedeen we won 8 - l against younger 
opponents who kindly stood in when Maastricht could not raise a side. It was a useful warm up for 
the game next day with their senior boys, and a match memorable for the selfless Shirbumian's 
cry: 'Pass the thing, I want my hat trick.' By now Peter Crin ks, impeccable in goal, Larry Lloyd and 
Ivan Sharpe were proving an accomplished defence; Roger Mather, David Madden, Robert Rydon and 
John Moore admirably upheld The Digby's honour, usually at half-back; and Alistair Tresidder and 
Stuart Millar were looking very good on the wings, with Paddy Plewman, David Ford, Robert Nitsch 
and Richard Romer-Lee alJ scoring often. Their attractive, open hockey was winning many friends, 
and if the high continental overhead pass was bothering us, in return the sheer relentless speed of 
boys reared on rugger was taking its toll of the languidly elegant Belgians and Dutch. 

From our adventure hut we set off for the twin towers of Cologne's Gothic Cathedral, where the 
view from the top of the spire over the Rhine is probably one of the three best in Europe; but there 
was one among us who chickened out half way up and must rely on hearsay for this claim. Back in 
Herleem a splendid game was won 2 - 0. 
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Ever northwards, then, to Eindhoven. The Philips Evoluon Museum looks like a mushroom, and 
in it at the push of a button comes Edison's voice, or one's own face on television . Neutrons, protons 
and those other things dance into atomic patterns, the earth's dwindling resources are analysed, and 
go and see it if you can. Over Nymegen Bridge next and so to that one bridge too far. This day we 
stood on Its shuddering iron frame beneath the famous arch, gazing at the hypnotic dredger below, 
and John Frost's heroic stand seemed unreal; the next , in the Hartenstein Hotel Museum , the HQ of 
the Panzer division and then our own, and still more at the Kerkhof Cemetery of the Airborne 
division, where the uncle of one of our team lay amid a thousand of his comrades, and with the fust 
news of the Falkland invasion that very day, it all seemed very real. Yet again one sensed that the 
hockey , though tremendous fun, was secondary to the friendships that were being made between 
foreign teams. 

ln sight of another bridge the recently formed Malburgen team were too inexperienced for a side 
now playing cohesive hockey , and Richard Romer-Lee had a field-day, running round baffled players 
who , with white knees and Dutch orange kit, began to resemble traffic cones. We won 9 - 0, and a 
visit to the Arnhem Openlucht museum, with its fascinating collection of windmills, farmsteads, 
paper mills and houses from every region of Holland, was tempered with the thought that it would 
be nice to complete the tour unbeaten. 1t would incidentally give DFG the remarkable record of not 
having played in or coached a losing side from September to April. 

In our 5-star Youth hostel, 'De Grote Beer' in Apeldoom , near to the summer palace of the 
Royal family, we met a cheery crowd from Bielefeld. Sundry sweet young Madchert challenged Herr 
Lloyd's men to a football match in the bosky glade and he accepted, urging his team not to win too 
heavily lest they dishearten a very nice crowd of girls. We lost 4 - 2, as sylph-like blondes shook off 
blue and gold clad opponents; our goalie for once seemed curiously hypnotised. Next day was the big 
match - after all, a week later Apeldoom were hosting 33 fixtures and on their beautiful terraced , 
pine-ringed pitches they took their hockey seriously. Charming hosts, they gave us an exhilarating 
game in which we won 2 - 1 , thanks to a very good goal from Alistair Tresidder and an unbelievable 
first time volley from Stuart Millar hurtling into a fierce angled pass and scoring to the warm applause 
of the sizeable crowd . 
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Unbeaten, then, the team could fully enjoy Amsterdam. Anne Frank's house was doubly touching 
in the knowledge that if the Arnhem offensive had worked she would not have died in Belsen; the 
canals snaked their oily path through the old town; the Rijksmuseum captivated with 'The Night 
Watch' and its Breughels; and McDonald's will be able to open yet another harnburgerette there 
from the money they made out of Robert Rydon's hourly visits. 

A final night out with the Fords at the Attila restaurant in Brussels, as their son David, the team 
poet, regaled us with his immortal prose, and so next day across the Channel to Dover, Guildford, 
Bulford - for a welcome stop at Col. and Mrs. Nitsch's - and back to Sherbome. Ten pleasurable 
days that owed so much to the graciousness of our hosts, the immaculate behaviour of Richard 
Lloyd's team, and above all the brilliant organisation and boundless enterprise of David Gibbs, to 
whom many thanks. 

C.H.R.N. 

Colts 

The "Great Freeze up" which welcomed Sherbome's hockey players at the beginning of term 
suggested that we would be lucky indeed to play any hockey on grass before half-term. Remarkably, 
not one match was lost to the weather and after the first week hardly a practice was interrupted. 
Reasonable weather plus good pitches make an enormous amount of difference in coaching and 
traini.ng a young hockey side. 

The Colts took full advantage of all this, winning nine and drawing one of their ten matches. Only 
once were they in danger of being outplayed (at Marlborough , who missed a penalty-flick five 
minutes before the end to ensure a draw), and the season came to a fitting climax at Can ford. They 
too came to the match unbeaten , but Sherborne with four regulars missing (injuries plus promotion 
to the l st XI) gained a famous victory with Ward, a reserve wing-half, scoring two good goals at 
centre-forward. 

Ewen, in goal, improved markedly during the term; fast off his line and tough , he was not easy to 
beat. In front of l)im, Thorne and Sharpe proved a sound pair of full backs. The former was slow on 
the tum, but a fine striker of the ball. the laller forced his way into the team and proved himself to 
be an effective and determined player. The wing-halves, Chandler and Cockerham, were skilled and 
forceful, and possessed the considerable asset of being in the right place at the right time. Talbot
Williams came from nowhere to play at centre-half. He was an accomplished player, although at times 
his lack of experience was exposed. 

The forward line as a whole was small and nippy , managing to destroy several larger but cumber
some defences. Whelan on the right wing created many good openings, not only by speed and skill, 
but also by great perseverance. Hunt , originally a full back, made a more than useful left wing, whilst 
Brooking and Gilshenan showed many fine touches in the centre of the field. The team was 
completed by the captain , Plewman. At his best a centre-half, he was none the less a more than 
proficient centre-forward , his strong play and drive contributed substantially to a highly successful 
season. 

In all respects, then, a cheerful and competent team who will not lightly forget having defeated 
Taunton and Can ford on their own grounds, and having drawn away to a strong Marlborough side, all 
in the space "f two weeks. 

DFG 

Junior Colts 

Played 10 Won6 Drawn 3 Lost 1 

Team: Pickles, Knott , Foreman , Wright, Rosser (capt.) Bradby, Jory, Sirley, Pittman, Holbrook, 
Emley . 

It would have been difficult for an outsider watching this side play against Downside in the middle 
of January , and then against Taunton late in the season , to recognise the same group of players, such 
was the development in skill, cohesion, commitment, and, especially, self-confidence. There were at 
least three factors contributing to the thrust of this improvement ; the identification of Pittman as a 
centre-forward with that elusive quality of finbhing power, and the emergence of Rosser as a class 
centre-half who was able to control the mid-field, were of prime importance. Thirdly, luck, which 

59 



Colts Squash 

The term has been very successful if only for the fact that the majority of the Colts squad were 
very young and will be available next year. In looking at the results (Played 7, won 3, lost 4) it must 
be remembered that the strongest side was not playing at all times. Victories over Milton Abbey , 
King's Bruton, and Winchester were easily achieved, whereas the defeats at the hands of Marlborough , 
Canford. and Clifton were very closely contested. Blundells, once again, proved too strong. I will 
enjoy the day when we are victorious. 

Angus Lockyer was a very strong number one , who deservedly fought his way into the first team. 
Angus Small worked very hard at his game and will mature into a very good player in the future. 
Justin Thompson-Glover will, without doubt , be a very fine player in the future. He shows real 
promise and class. The more that he plays the better. Richard Gray played solidJy and is shaping up 
well. He lacks strength at the moment to put the ball away. That will soon come. 

Results: Played 7, Won 3, Lost 4 
Team: A. Lockyer; A. Small ; J . Thompson-Glover; R. Gray; T. Boyaglena. 
Also played: A. Boulton; P. Gilbert; J. Fussell; 0. Paine. 

M.J.C. 

Fives 1982 

The season was reasonably successful, winning two out of the four school matches. Colston's ·and 
Bristol Grammar School were defeated, but we were defeated by Clifton and Blundells. Defeats 
followed against the eight club sides that were played. It is very difficult going from Colts fives to 
playing against cl ub sides. Next season with all the regular players available , King's should improve. 

Ben Curry proved to be an adequate number one who gained good victories against Clifton and 
Bristol Grammar school. He must learn to control his volatile temperament, which plays into the 
hands of his opponent. John Roberts-West has a lethal left-hand , but suffers from a lack of mobility. 
As a pair these two have never lived up to expectation . The other members of the team, Alex Nichol, 
Ben Smith, Nick Aubin and Keith Oliver have all contributed Lo an enjoyable season. Nick Aubin is 
probably the best player, but he has mostly been unavailable because of squash. Keith Oliver - still 
a Colt - looks a very promising player for the future. 

The Colts team grew from nothing into a very sound unit. There was only one victory, against 
Bristol Grammar school, but the matches were close and the contest against Blundclls was most 
encouraging. Keith Oliver is going to be a fine player. Neville Harley has grown into a good left 
hander, and with Oliver proved a very hard pair to beat. Nick Parfitt is a natural player who is going 
io be a good one . Towards the end of the season he started hitting Lhe ball much harder. Mark 
Hoskyns-Abrahall and Dickon Carpendale filled the fo urth place with nothing to choose between 
them. They always seem to be occupying the courts - most encouraging! My thanks to OPKC for all 
his help. He will be sorely missed next year, but I feel sure that he will have ma11y opportunities to 
play on the Great Wall! 

P.S. Staff Fives IV unbeaten again! 

1st IV B. Curry; J. Roberts·West; A. Nichol; B. Smith 
also played N. Aubin ; K. Oliver ; A. Dewhurst 

Colts IV K. Oliver ; N. Horley; N. Parfitt; M. Hoskyns-Abrahall 
also played D. Carpendale 

Senior House Matches 
J unior House Matches 
The Richard Green Trophy 

Harper beat Abbey 
Abbey beat Lyon 
Aubin beat Curry 154, I 5·8 
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Unbeaten, then, the team could fully enjoy Amsterdam. Anne Frank's house was doubly touching 
in the knowledge that if the Arnhem offensive had worked she would not have died in Belsen; the 
canals snaked their oily path through the old town; the rujksmuseum captivated with 'The Night 
Watch' and its Breughels; and McDonald's will be able to open yet another hamburgerette there 
from the money they made out of Robert Rydon's hourly visits. 

A final night out with the Fords at the Attila restaurant in Brussels, as their son David, the team 
poet, regaled us with his immortal prose, and so next day across the Channel to Dover, Guildford, 
Bulford - for a welcome stop at Col. and Mrs. Nitsch's - and back to Sherbom e. Ten pleasurable 
days that owed so much to the graciousness of our hosts, the immaculate behaviour of ruchard 
Lloyd's team, and above all the brilliant organisation and boundless enterprise of David Gibbs, to 
whom many thanks. 

C.H.R .N. 

Colts 

The "Great Freeze up" which welcomed Sherbome's hockey players at the beginning of term 
suggested that we would be lucky indeed to play any hockey on grass before half-term. Remarkably, 
not one match was lost to the weather and after the first week hardly a practice was interrupted. 
Reasonable weather plus good pitches make an enormous amount of difference in coaching and 
training a young hockey side. 

The Col ts took full advantage of all this, winning nine and drawing one of their ten matches. Only 
once were they in danger of being outplayed (at Marlborough, who missed a penalty-flick five 
minutes before the end to ensure a draw), and the season came to a fitting climax al Can ford. They 
too came to the match unbeaten, but Sherborne with four regulars missing (injuries plus promotion 
to the l st XI) gained a famous victory with Ward, a reserve wing-half, scoring two good goals at 
centre-forward. 

Ewen, in goal , improved markedly during the term; fast off his line and tough, he was not easy to 
beat. In front of J:tim, Thome and Sharpe proved a sound pair of full backs. The former was slow on 
the tum , but a fine striker of the ball, the l,atter forced his way into the team and proved himself to 
be an effective and determined player. The wing-halves, Chandler and Cockerham, were skilled and 
forceful , and possessed the considerable asset of being in the right place at the right time. Talbot
Williams came from nowhere to play at centre-haJf. He was an accomplished player, although at times 
his lack of experience was exposed. 

The forward line as a whole was small and nippy, managing to destroy several larger but cumber
some defences. Whelan on the right wing created many good openings, not only by speed and skill, 
but also by great perseverance. Hunt. originally a full back, made a more than useful left wing, whilst 
Brooking and Gilshenan showed many fine touches in the centre of the field. The team was 
completed by the captain , Plewman. At his best a centre-ha)~ he was none the less a more than 
proficient centre-forward , his strong play and drive contributed substantially to a highly successfuJ 
season. 

ln all respects, then, a cheerful and competent team who will not lightly forget having defeated 
Taunton and Can ford on their own grounds, and having drawn away to a strong Marlborough side, all 
in the space tif two weeks. 

DFG 

Junior Colts 

Played 10 Won 6 Drawn 3 Lost I 

Team: PickJes, Knott, Foreman, Wright, Rosser (capt.) Bradby, Jory, Sirley, Pittman, Holbrook, 
Emley. 

It would have been difficull for an outsider watching this side play against Downside in the middle 
of January, and then against Taunton late in the season, to recognise the same group of players, such 
was the development in skill, cohesion, commitment, and, especially, self-confidence. There were at 
least three factors contributing to the thrust of this improvement; the identification of Pittman as a 
centre-forward with that elusive quality of finbhing power, and the emergence of Rosser as a class 
centre-half who was able to control Lhe mid-field, were of prime importance. Thirdly, luck, which 
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smiled on us again and again. Repeatedly , we came away with a win or draw when the opposition had 
had more possession and more chances; moreover, we suffered no injury or illness. Success inevitably 
breeds self-assurance, and it was exciting to see this group ignore their unflattering previous repu
tation and ride their good fortune. 

The defence matured most sharply in the latter games against the stiffest opposition. Pickles, in 
particular, having had negligible exposure since the defeat by Monkton Coombe, grew in stature 
enonnously during the backs-to-the-wall match against Marlborough. He still has problems keeping 
balanced, but the authoritative control of his own area, and quick reflexes, saved the day. Knott and 
Foreman added to their strong stopping and hitting at full back the more sophisticated skills of 
positional sense and the ability to time tackles. Wright was the ideal right-half, intelligent, skilful, and 
a thorough distributor of the ball; his lack of pace was never seriously exposed on his less critical 
flank. Bradby quickly established his claim to left-half with his tenacity and enthusiasm. The finer 
points have yet to be mastered - especially the vital left-handed tackle - but his rugged. unpreten
tious approach have a refreshing and valuable influence. 

The diminutive wing combination of Jory and Emley will never tear defences apart by their speed 
or strength, but both players are neat, skilful, reasonably nippy, and they did respond to the need for 
width in our game by staying right out. The inside forwards contrasted sharply. Holbrook was the 
indefatigable harrier of the baU, and imaginative jinker when in possession; he has improved 
enormously in skill and awareness during the season and would easily win any award for energy input. 
Sirley was infuriatingly inconsistent: strong and controlled with an easy stride which enabled him to 
lope away from any tackle . Whenever fuUy committed he gave us domination in midfield and 
penetration at the front. But too often he went on strike unless the ball happened lo be parked at his 
feet. Pittman didn't bring exceptional hockey skill to his new-found striker position, but he has the 
knack of being in the right spot in the circle and the ability lo shoot accurately on sight. 

The best centre halves rarely need to sprint, rarely miss the ball or a tackle, and rarely dribble 
before distributing; Rosser demonstrated all these qualities and thus his presence was most keenly felt 
through the inability of opposition to manoeuvre in or through the midfield. Not a natural captain by 
temperament he led by example, but he also began to learn when to encourage and to exhort. 

If the least characterful performances of the term should warn this side how its standards. and 
therefore satisfaction. can plummet when not commilled wholeheartedly to each contest. the best 
ones have announced its potential to develop into a much stronger force as it moves up the school 
than one might have thought a year ago. 

N.G.P 
Under- 14 A Team 

This was probably one of the best seasons we have had for some years. First of all the weather was 
kind so 1hat not a single match was cancelled. This is almost unheard of at this level. Secondly the 
team had plenty of goal scoring ability - 43 goals to 12 against so that all the matches were won 
comfortably with the exception of Marlborough. This they lost 2-4 on their all-weather pitch but the 
result might have been different on grass. The generaJ standard of the players at this stage was very 
good this year so that a number failed to make the A team who might have done so in other years. 
The B team results testify to this. 

Chandler started as goa l keeper but gave way to Nisbet who looked a more confident player. He 
improved a lot during lhe season. Of the backs Hjallun is a powerful hitter of the baJI and Allen 
tackles well. They turned themselves into a useful combination by the encl of the term. Millar, the 
captain at centre ha lf, is a very good player with impressive slick work. He worked tirelessly in every 
match and was not averse to scoring a goal or two. Stober at left half is a stylish player with 
confidence but needs a bit more speed and aggression. Boutin al right half has less style but is fast, 
tough and very effective. He improved a lot durin~ the term. 

On the left wing Dean played a very disciplined game with skill and determination. The left inside 
position was filled by Spencer-Jones and White. There was little to choose between them. Both have 
plenty of skill and potential. At centre forward Bramble had his moments and scored plenty of goals. 
In between times he needs to develop more aggression. MacAdam at inside right was a very forcefuJ 
player with speed and determination. He is a very promising player. On the right wing Chambers also 
has plenty of potential but must stay out more if he is to use it to the full. 

This team should do well in the future but there will be plenty of others to choose from as well. 

ResaJts: Played 10. Won 9. Lost I. 
J.P.R. 
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Soccer 

An unusual season in which early hopes seemed dashed but a certain coordination and poise 
eventually materialized and there was a good spirit throughout the term. 

Our captain , Sirous Kardooni, limped off the first practice match and was not able to play again 
until after half-term. Being our most prolific goalscorer, this did not augur well. However, Bob Corlett 
took over the helm as captain and led the team well by his own playing example, which whi.le he 
concentrated on it, was excellent. Howard Whittaker took over the mantle of goal-scorer and very 
effective he became , being quick and alert,and his only failing was a tendency to be caught offside 
too frequently. At the back we developed one of the soundest combinations we have ever had in 
Matthew Day, Phil Attlee, Ed Jenne and John Buckland who were all particularly effective in the 
most frustrating way to the opposition - calm, business-like and sensible. Much improved players 
were Richard Shaw who could wreak havoc when he had the energy, Chris Knech tli, the roving half. 
back , Tris Yarde -Leavett who had a good shot but tended to waste time lamenting, and Richard 
Spencer in goal, who proved increasingly effective as the term progressed, and displaced the earlier 
choice of Arthur Norman-Walker. 

We had the pleasure of witnessing three hat-tricks during the season by Sirous Kardooni, Bob 
Corlett, and Howard Whittaker. 
It is also appropriate to note that the second XJ, under the expert guidance of Nick Gubbins, also had 
a successful season in terms of endeavour and enjoyment, beating Downside (5-2) and Shaftesbury 
(6-4), but losing to Clifton (2-5) and Shaftesbury again (0-2). 

Results: First Xl Played 
Won 
Lost 
Drawn 

7 
4 
l 
2 

Goals for: 
Goals against: 

24. 
12. 

Finally, my thanks to DBC and TRB for their regular, valuable assistance throughout the season, and 
not least to our groundsman Mervin Brown who has been most co-operative. 

M.L.M. 
Squash 1982 

The term has been an enjoyable one certainly and a reasonably successful one as well. Twelve 
matches were played of which seven were won and five lost. The highlight of the term was the defeat 
of Millfield; but more of that later. It was hoped that, with four of the team back for their second 
year, it would be a good tem1. We started badly, losing 4-1 to Clifton in their cold courts. It was a 
pity that this was the first match of the term. Victories over Milton Abbey, King's Bruton , and King's 
Taun ton - all 5-0 - gave the team confidence to play Marlborough. ln the end Marlborough proved 
too strong winning 4-1, but the con test was close. Half term came and went all too quickly, as 
Winchester were defeated 4 -1 before we knew we were back in Sherborne. Two club sides, Meriott 
and Dorchester, proved too strong - especially as we fielded weakened sides. Blundells once again 
showed us how the game should be played, defeating us 5-0. Mill field can1e to Sherbome never having 
Jost a rubber, Jet alone a match. We won 3-2. Courageous play by Angus Lockyer at No. 5 paved the 
way for a thrilling victory. Mike Bell came through easily at No. 3. lt was left to Nick Aubin to defeat 
tile Mill field No. I. He did this with some of the best squash he has ever played and won three games 
to one. Can ford were then defeated 4-1 , and the Pilgrims - governor and all!! - were defeated 3-2. A 
satisfactory season. 

The team was quietly led by Tony Batcup. who at times looked a very good player, but never 
really lived up to expectations. Nick Aubin grew into a very good player who was able to control the 
court with his huge reach. Mike Bell was the stylist of the team, who, on his day, could beat anyone. 
Ali Macintosh came through a bad patch after his Clifton victory to regain his confidence and boost 
his way to victory! Angus Lockyer grew from the Colts No. 2 into a very promising and enterprising 
player. A word about Simon Duffet! When he played he always gave of his best, and rarely - if ever 
- lost , this year, in matches. How nice it is to be young and fit! My thanks to Mike Earls-Davis for his 
help in taking the team away and also for his marking abi.lities. A word of thanks, too, from all the 
people who have benefitted from Robbie Dunster's coaching. 

Team: A. Batcup; N. Aubin; M. Bell; A. Macintosh; A. Lockyer. 
Also played: J . Drewett, J . George; P. Plewman; A. Small. 
Results: Played 12, Won 7,Lost 5 
Senior House matches Abbey beat Harper 3-0 
The Macintosh Trophy Bell beat Aubin 3-2 
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Colts Squash 

The term has been very successful if only for the fact that the majority of the Colts squad were 
very young and wiJI be available next year. In looking at the results (Played 7, won 3, lost 4) it must 
be remembered that the strongest side was not playing at aU times. Victories over Milton Abbey, 
King's Bruton , and Winchester were easily achieved , whereas the defeats at the hands of Marlborough, 
Canford. and Oifton were very closely contested. Blundells, once again, proved too strong. I will 
enjoy the day when we are victorious. 

Angus Lockyer was a very strong number one, who deservedly fought his way into the first team. 
Angus Small worked very hard at his game and will mature into a very good player in the future. 
Justin Thompson.Clover will, without doubt, be a very fine player in the future. He shows real 
promise and class. The more that he plays the better. Richard Gray played solidly and is shaping up 
weU. He lacks strength at the moment to put the ball away. That will soon come. 

Results: Played 7, Won 3, Lost 4 
Team: A. Lockyer; A. Small ; J. Thompson-Glover; R. Gray; T. Boyaglena. 
Also played: A. Boulton; P. Gilbert; J. Fussell; 0 . Paine. 

Fives 1982 

M.J.C. 

The season was reasonably successful, winning two out of the four school matches. Colston's ·and 
Bristol Grammar School were defeated, but we were defeated by Clifton and Blundells. Defeats 
followed against the eight club sides that were played. It is very difficult going from Colts fives to 
playing against club sides. Next season with all the regular players available, King's should improve. 

Ben Curry proved to be an adequate number one who gained good victories against Clifton and 
Bristol Grammar school. He must learn to control his volatile temperament, which plays into the 
hands of his opponent. John Roberts-West has a lethal left-hand, but suffers from a lack of mobility. 
As a pair these two have never lived up to expectation. The other members of the team, Alex Nichol, 
Ben Smith, Nick Aubin and Keith Oliver have all contributed to an enjoyable season. Nick Aubin is 
probably the best player, but he has mostly been unavailable because of squash. Keith OHver - still 
a Colt - looks a very promising player for the future. 

The Colts team grew from nothing into a very sound unit. There was only one victory, against 
Bristol Grammar school, but the matches were close and the contest against Bkrndells was most 
encouraging. Keith Oliver is going to be a fine player. Neville Horley has grown into a good left 
hander, and with Oliver proved a very hard pair to beat. Nick Parfitt is a natural player who is going 
to be a good one. Towards Lhe end of the season he started hitting the ball much harder. Mark 
Hoskyns-Abrahall and Dickon Carpendale filled the fourth place with nothing to choose between 
them. They always seem to be occupying the courts - most encouraging! My thanks to DPKC for all 
his help. He will be sorely missed next year, but I feel sure that he will have many opportunities to 
play on the Great Wall! 

P .S. Staff Fives IV unbeaten again! 

Isl IV B. Curry;J. Roberts-West; A. Nichol; B. Smith 
also played N. Aubin; K. Oliver; A. Dewhurst 

Colts IV K. Oliver; N. Horley; N. Parfitt; M. Hoskyns-Abrahall 
also played D. Carpendale 

Senior House Matches 
Junior House Matches 
The Richard Green Trophy 

Harper beat Abbey 
Abbey beat Lyon 
Aubin beat Curry 154, 15·8 

62 



Basketball 

Before I arrived there was just one senior team, whereas we now run four teams. The senior team 
was extremely weak this term with barely enough seniors to make a squad of players: indeed the first 
five frequently contained Under 16 players. They failed to win a match despite coming close against 
Gillingham; and King's Bruton. The Under I 6's really could claim an unbeaten season because apart 
from a last minute fixture against Mill field where 5 of the better players were away on field trips they 
remained undefeated, despite an agreed draw with King's Taunton who also had an unbeaten season. 
The Under I 5 team won two and lost two of their fixtures while the Under 14 team also had an 
unbeaten season winning all four of their fixtures. 

The Under I 6s were runners up in the North Dorset Championships to Gillingham in a short I 0 
minute game, although they annihilated the same team in a full game by 45-36. The senior team also 
took part in the Dorset Championships. During the term Selwyn School from Dallas, Texas came over 
to play while touring this country and not only did the players enjoy a close game which Selwyn won 
by 50 points to 48 points but also an enjoyable game between America and England where masters 
were able to show off their skills in a combined staff and boys team!! 

My thanks must go to M. Nolan and G. Morland for their help and persistence despite the lack of 
real support at the senior end. Congratulations too should to go Eden , Cranton and Fawcetl for 
achieving their colours as Colts. In fact Eden and Cran ton had an interesting tussle to see who would 
score the most points in the season. In the end, excluding the Millfield match which Eden missed but 
where Cranton scored 7 points, the score was 51 points each. Taylor, Letchworth and Paine have 
played and led the U .15 team well and, with the support of O'Shea who was missing this term, should 
do even better next year. The Under 14s were led by Millar, Rintoul and Rapson , all of whom played 
very well at times. 

This year's house competitions were poorly attended owing to a number of other clashes on the 
same day. School House emerged easy winners in both competitions despite a brave effort in the 
senior competition by the underdogs, Harper. The first year leagues was won for the second year 
running by Wallace. 

Results: Seniors Played 4, Lost 4 
U-16's Played 5, Won 4 , Lost I 
U-15's Played 4, Won 2, Lost 2 
U-14's Played 4 , Won 4 

Basketball nationally has acquired a reputation of being one of the fastest growing sports in recent 
years. The thrill and excitement of this fast-moving, skilful and highly competitive team game has 
captured not only the hearts of many spectators of sport but also many active participants in sport. If 
one wishes to see the effect the game has had in the school, one only has to enter the Sports Hall any 
weekday lunch-hour to see the tremendous interest that has developed not only among the known 
highly-skilled sportsmen of the school but also those who were previously considered motor morons. 
There are frequently between twenty or thirty budding Alton Byrds all gaining success and enjoy
ment in an area they thought beyond them. For this reason alone I would like to propose that Basket
ball in the school this year has been tremendously successful. 

L.D.G. 
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