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The Editorial 

As you read this, it will be the upper sixth who are leaving the school for the last time in statu 
pupillari. Some may return shortly to play in Pilgrims' matches, some may not return until they are 
middle-aged men, hopefully safe in their chosen career, and some may not return at all. ft might 
seem that it should be the upper sixth, therefore, who should be pondering their future, be it 
immediate or long term. And yet this is not the case. The upper sixth have to a large extent already 
determined their immediate prospects. even if they are still uncertain about their more distant future. 
It is the lower sixth to whom the Careers Department are now turning their beady eye, with Careers 
Conventions, Further Education Forums and the like. It is the future of the lower sixth formers 
which is now being weighed in the balance. 

Many will be familiar with the uneasy predicament of having to answer such questions as, 'What 
are you going to do in life?' or the even more direct , 'What are you going to do?' There used to be 
a time when I could fend off enquiring relations, asking such questions as these, with an answer 
such as, 'Law'. How comfortable this answer must have seemed! A firm knowledge of what lay in 
the future , a practical degree at university, a safe and secure profession for forty or more years, 
and an ample retirement pension at the end. The emphasis here is on 'practical', 'safe', 'ample': a 
reassuring prospect for worrying parents. 

Now, I can no longer give an answer such as this. I can still say I wish to go to university with some 
assurance , but I baulk at specifying my chosen career. And the professional career is the subject of 
enquiry. Should I baulk? I believe I am quite justified. Not only has the inevitability of the seemingly 
'natural' course of events leading to the ample pension disappeared almost entirely, but there is 
also a far more fundamental reason. Why should I be certain now of what l will be doing forty 
years hence? And , what is more, can I be certain? 

Let us make no mistake, I have the greatest admiration for those who are already certain of the 
career they will be following in forty years' time. For those who have a vocation , it only makes sense 
to follow from as early an age as possible the path which will lead you directly to your chosen career. 
And there is something very reassuring in knowing exactly where one is going and how one is going to 
get there . And yet I believe that for the rest of us, who have not had this 'caJJing' , as it were, and even 
for some of those who have, a decision now may in no way help matters later in life. 

Even those who set out from school with a firm purpose in .their minds sometimes find them
selves in a quite different occupation, occasionaJJy not very long after leaving their school. This fact 
came over very stronty at the lower sixth Careers Convention. And as for the rest of us, who find 
ourselves pressured from every side with earnest entreaties to make up our minds, I do not believe 
that one should be forced to make a decision now that is going to affect the rest of one's life. There 
is no point in choosing what seems like an attractive career now, only to leave one's education with 
qualifications fit only for that career, and then to find that it is totally unsuitable. And, of course, 
you may find that despite your hardest efforts, you will end up pursuing a totally different career 
within ten years of setting out on one's 'chosen' one. 

'Ah', say the knowledgeable amongst us, 'but what with job prospects getting slimmer, and 
unemployment, and the recession, it's better to know where you're going'. And as a final threat, 
'You may not even get a university place'. Now that would be a terrible fate. It is true that there is 
a frighteningly low possibility of getting a job on leaving school or university. It only makes sense to 
start exploring as quickly as possible as many of the avenues that are open to one. There is a wealth 
of opportunity to find out about careers that is all too often neglected. For those who do not intend 
to take up further education, some decision is evidently necessary. And yet for those who intend to 
go to university or polytechnic, I do not believe that such a step is necessary, or even prudent. One's 
time at university may reveal many previously unexplored avenues, and may throw completely 
new light on careers that have been previously rejected. Why make a decision now that one may rue 
later in life? 
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Having expressed an almost complete uncertainty about the major part of my future, is there any
thing else left for me? I have already remarked that I would regard the prospect of not going to 
university as a terrible fate. Why should I regard this as an essentiaJ part of my future? Lest I begin 
to be liable for libel to a certain M.A. Schutzer-Weissmann, l would simply refer the reader to an 
article by that man in the edition of Michaelmas 1980. In answer to the question 'Why go to 
university? ', he replies : 'It would be well, it would be very well, that young men and women saw in 
their university education a great human necessity; and that their answer to the question 'Why go 
to university?' were more often 'Because I ought to go!'.' 

Is not the ambition to reach the glittering towers of Oxford not ambition enough? And after all, 
as Evelyn Waugh once remarked: 'It is just because Oxford keeps them back from their careers that 
it is of most value.' 

Angus Lockyer 

The Sherbome Diary 

Here beginneth an informative history of Sherborne School during the wintry months of early 
1983. Well, without wishing to break the tradition, I will relate first the news from the Common 
Room, whence comes normally the stories of little pattering feet or engagements or even departures. 
It is the last of these which seems to apply in particular now: Mr. Higginbottom leaves to take up the 
headmastership of the Aldenham School near London and Mr. Niven leaves for the same reason but 
this time to the last outposts of the Empire, Hong Kong. What fine men we must have on the staff! 
The latter received an unexpected champagne party from his lower sixth set when the news became 
known. Rev. Anderson is forsaking the school after a long period as chaplain to become a missionary 
in Zimbabwe and we wish him and his wife much happiness out there. The eminent Mr. Gibbs will be 
leaving us too to take up a post at Charterhouse. Last term we welcomed Mr. Stewart to the school 
and said a fond farewell to Sister Siderfin from the San. 

The term itself started early for almost a hundred Shirbumians who, suffering from school
sickness, rushed back early to learn how to 'read-at-speed' or to play hockey or soccer. The pre
season hockey produced a 1st and 2nd XI with very reasonable results. The appalling weather of last 
year declined to plague us, although we did witness a snow-fall just before half-term. The 
inconvenience was minimal, although not little enough to prevent the customary snowball fights 
from taking place. The change in the weather coincided with the breaking out of 'la peste' in 
Sherborne. Boys were struck down in their masses, filling the san and the house sick-bays. Those 
that survived had the pleasure of being able to run in the cross-country, which was stripped of its 
competitive element by the lack of runners and degenerated into an ego trip for those who fancied 
themselves as long distance runners. 

Sherborne's archaeologists spent the greater part of the term in excavating Hospital Lane in the 
search for Central Feeding pottery. They appear to have found clues leading to Hound Street. This 
peculiar mania is nothing new, 1 can assure you! Several truckloads of gravel arrived in the Courts to 
stem the rampant tide of erosion and give the Happy Harries something more interesting to do. 

The tradition of pancakes on Shrove Tuesday was broken because of a German Open Day. Instead 
we had Sauerkraut, Wienerschnitzel and Wurst! A week later we were filled with the Dining Hall's 
fine interpretation of Spanish Gourmet, to satisfy the participants in a Spanish Day. The two events 
brought together many of Sherbome's multi-linguists. On this cultural note, there is one amusing 
incident from a History Field Trip which should not go unmentioned. I hear that nigh on the entire 
party returned to the coach after lunch in a state of more-than-mild inebriation. 
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Some fifty or so Shirburnians were let out onto the continent for half-term with Mr. Boyd leading 
an expedition to Amsterdam and Mr. Niven heading a group of Parisian pioneers. The former event 
was later illustrated by a very interesting photographic exhibition in the Recital Rooms. Shortly 
after half-term, the Sherborne Musical Society gave a most stirring rendition of Verdi's ' Requiem'. 
The sheer vocal fortitude was quite breathtaking and it filled every corner of a packed Abbey. Credit 
must go to Miss Miller and Mr. Shelley for their tremendous efforts in producing it. Earlier in the 
term, we were visited by the brilliant pianist Shura Cherkassky, the Bournemouth Sinfonietta, Maurice 
Bourgue and the master violinist Eugene Sarbu , all of whom gave us a series of superb concerts. 

As the term drew in , there took place in the B.S.R. two performances of 'Ruddigore'. Until 
half-term many were in total ignorance as to what this peculiar word in the Blue Book signified. but 
it was eventually revealed to be an opera of the Gilbert and Sullivan partnership. Very few members 
of the school actually deigned to see it and in some senses one can admire their judgment. IL was 
somewhat overshadowed by the School Play that was to follow. Many weeks of sweat and toil at last 
brought the first amateur production in this country of 'Tales from the Vienna Woods' to the B.S.R. 
stage. Full credit to Mr. Hodgkinson for undertaking such a bold venture. Tom Case, Mark Hildesley, 
Mane 'I like to gesticulate a lot' Shahbendarian and Sally Jones filled the principal roles. The stage 
crew merited Oscars for technical efficiency in their non-stop manoeuvring of parts of the stage. 
The irrepressible Roger Royle was the man behind 'Donkey's Years', the Lyon House Play , and 
managed to maintain the high standard of the House's production. 

On a more sober note; the ides of March brough Rev. Stuart Affleck to Sherborne to give us 
three very thoughtful and interesting talks by the way of a preparation for Easter. A pleasing number 
of boys came to listen to him and they can only have been impressed by what he had to say. At about 
this time last-ditch efforts for the English Prizes were trickling in. In the past these have provided the 
prose and poetry for this term's magazine. However, the restrictions laid on the entrants have left us 
at a loss for such material. The Lower Sixth Careers Convention at the end of the term gave many 
nightmares about their futures. At the same time, we were given a great deal of invaluable 
information on a wide range of professions and careers. 

Whilst most of the school were content to go home at the end of term, there were those who were 
unable to bear the pain of breaking their ties with the school. I refer, of course, to our star hockey 
players who went to Oxford, seven brave men who went to Rosslyn Park, several people who went 
to the Lake District to train adventurously and lastly a 'bunch of lower sixth economists' who visited 
Liverpool. 

For a term of scarcely seventy days and plenty of cold weather, I don't think we did badly. 
The Diarist 

Chapel Notes 

The most memorable sermon was that of the Bishop of Truro on the second Sunday of term. 
However much the Dean of Truro's sermon the following week rated higher than His Grace's, we 
know why the Bishop was sent to Cornwall. The Chaplain of the Fleet knew exactly how to captivate 
his audience on the Sunday before half-term. The Lenten Talks were very capably given by the Rev. 
Stuart Affleck, the leader of the Pilsden Community. The term saw a sprinkling of Eucharists, the last 
one constituting the end of term service, with two either side of half-term. 

The Chaplain announced his forthcoming retirement from the School in order to return home to 
be chaplain to several schools in Zimbabwe at the end of the school year. One hopes that he will 
be able to maintain links between our two establishments in the future. Rev. Royle kept the Seniors' 
service as instructive and entertaining as last term and Rev. Glen continued with his Tuesday morning 
Communion as well as ably assisting the Chaplain. Our thanks must go to all three of them for all 
they have done. Christian Forum continued to flourish at Mr. Ash's house. Speakers, mostly 
university students, came down every Thursday to talk to us and the various House bible readings 
attracted people on a more infonnal basis. 

Mr. Ellis' Congregational Practices have without doubt improved the standard of singing and also 
the range of music sung. The introduction of personal hymn books and psalters has cut down the 
waste-paper formerly inherent in the days of sheets which ended up in the bin. Once again we had a 
flourishing term and look forward to the future. 

Andrew Henderson 
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Nick Pendry 

Nick Pendry came to Sherborne from Eastbourne College where he had taught for five years 
followed by a year's exchange to Ridley College, Canada. It was not long before he was fully involved 
in the life of the school, as a teacher of Mathematics (and Chemistry as well in his first year), as a 
house tutor in Lyon House and as a coach of both hockey and cricket teams. Liked and respected 
by all, he was interested in boys as individuals and was concerned that they should aim for and reach 
the same high standards which he set himself. We are sorry that his stay in Sherborne has been so 
brief and we wish him well as he pursues his Open University studies and then returns to Eastbourne 
College. 

Sister Siderfin 

It is the fate, or privilege, of medical people that most of their professional contact is with the sick 
and needy. In a community which consists largely of abundantly healthy young specimens of the 
species, whose usual disabilities amount to no more than an ankle twisted on the games field or a 
brain temporariJy addled by overmuch algebra, it is a wonder that such a retiring creature as a 
Sanatorium Sister should make any impact at all. And yet, of course, one could not know Theo 
Siderfin for Jong without realising that her considerable impact was but small wonder. 

Theo - 'Sister' in her domain - arrived at Sherborne in 1971 with an impressive list of credentials, 
which included training at the Liverpool Royal Infirmary, and experience at St. Thomas's and at 
Rugby School San. Her regime at Sherborne San. was marked b)I an unobtrusive efficiency, a 
meticulous attention to detail and a humane concern for all her charges. To those under her 
ministration she was businesslike, but never peremptory, and a source of confidence. If they came to 
know her better, they appreciated too her sense of fun, whilst respecting her integrity: for she 
expected from others her own high standards, though not with solemnity or pomposity. She had 
definite views on the practicalities of running a sanatorium and was forthright about them, a process 
from which even such dignitaries as School Doctors and Housemasters were not entirely exempt. 

The contribution that Theo made to school life was not bounded by the San. A musical enthusiast, 
she gave vocal support to the Musical Society and to Dorset Opera; she made a point of attending 
the school's Sunday services whenever possible; and was a regular helper on various school, and town, 
expeditions in the holidays. She would read widely and with discernment, and knew much of local 
history and lore , often discovered at first hand from the frequent and varied walks that her canine 
appendage, Fred, would take her on. No doubt those rambles still continue around the foothills of 
the Quantocks, when her job at Brymore and the demands of her new cottage, with its even newer 
garden , permit. In both, we wish her happiness. 
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Is subtlety dead? 

CoincidentaUy MAS- W's article on the death of books appeared not long after I had had a 
vigorous argument with one of the younger members of the Emporium concerning the merits (his 
word) of Sven Hassell and other novelists of his ilk. Well, writers, anyway. Er ... doodlers. No. l have 
no word for them. 

l had better come clean and confess that l enjoy 18th and 19th century novels best of all; with 
the exception of Orwell I reckon that novels of classic worth ended with Arnoli:l Bennett ; and that 
V. Woolf, K. Mansfield and F. Scott Fitzgerald aren't worth the paper they should be pulped on. 
Loose and baggy, full of undeveloped strands of plot, given artificial climaxes as a result of their 
original serial publication: all these, and more, are defects of the classic novels. Or strengths, 
according to taste. I gather via one of your mentors (I forget which) that one reason that the classic 
novels are thought boring (a word which some Shirburnians have made peculiarly their own!) is that 
they contain no sex, though I'm not clear whether this is the Shirburnian Criterion of In terest for 
Novels. Obviously 'Madame Bovary' was not part of this Shirburnian's literary diet. It's true that the 
sex and violence do not have the anatomicaJ explicitness notable in some modern offerings, but 
the necessity of exercising imagination produces a much more real result in the end. But in a 
TV-saturated age where the pictures are largely generated for you, the skill of mental world-building 
is often distressingly arthritic. It is the case, I think, that appreciation of many of the subtleties of 
the classic novels increases with age, simply because one's experience of life is greater; but if you 
ignore good writing you run the risk of blunting the faculties which you need later on in life. Any 
worthwhile book has to be more than just entertainment, the failure to appreciate this being the main 
reason why many aspiring writers of adventure and spy stories fail to get their novels published: the 
stories of le Carre , Deighton et al are deceptively simple, those of their would-be imitators being 
simple-minded. Any writer wishing to convey the smell of a rose should not have to shove it up 
your nose, thorns and all. Yet that is what much of the pulp fiction does. 

For MAS-W the characteristic of the age is an inability to distinguish different kinds of pleasure; 
I agree. In addition I think it is the inability to attune to different levels of the same pleasure, and I 
maintain that all of the 'popular' mass communication methods - TV, newspapers. books (or at 
least those pieces of paper joined along one edge that for want of a better name are thus recognised), 
music - are being played at an accelerating crescendo which has currently reached ffff. Not that 
there's much that's new in this for newspapers; the 'popular' press has always been pretty hysterical 
and at the turn of the century was much less worried about inventing news than it now is. On the 
whole , though, it managed a decent ff until TV came along, when it found that mere words could 
not support the increase in volume (presumably Roget produced superlatives too esoteric for the 
poor readership), and so resorted to a more visual appeal. Why else the occupants of page 3? 

The trouble is, of course , money. Not that there's anything wrong in communicating for money: 
Dr Johnson maintained that only a fool wrote for anything else (which firmly puts contributors to 
this journal in their place), and Dickens, Trollope and Bennett earned considerable sums from writing, 
the latter at times over £300 a week. Convert that to 1983 prices! But 1983 finds a very large number 
of people dependent on the communications industry for bread, an d if these people are to eat (really 
this means if they are to live at 1983 levels of expectancy) then each organisation has to succeed in 
the face of increasing competition from the scrupulous and unscrupulous. This competition ensures 
that everyone bawls at us with ever-increasing volume, like those dreadful parties where you have 
to scream at your partner because everyone else is too. I usually give up; the communication industry 
cannot. 

TV is very variable in volume; that which survives from our revenue and which is thus not subject 
to great commercial pressures is capable of producing material of great sensitivity as well as of great 
banality. There is then only the problem that the viewer may select the visual pulp which is readily 
available elsewhere {and if we get cable TV will I'm certain be the major output). 
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Nowhere is the communications crescendo more evident than in the popular music industry. 
No-one has yet explained to me why it is literally loud, loud enough to make one's eardrums meet 
in the middle (and , despite the joke, loud enough to inflict real and lasting physical damage), and 
why it is ineffective, or allegedly so , al lower volume. (Discos do exist at civilised noise levels; the 
Open University Summer School ones are bearable, but I suppose it's because OU students are 
practically geriatric, i.e. over 23.) The trouble is that not only does this fffff raise the listener's 
physical threshold in that sounds have to be louder to be perceived at all. but the rigours of the 
market mean that the behaviour of those purveying the sounds has to become more and more bizarre 
in order to stand out from the crowd, which leads to a distorted understanding of human relation
ships if fantasy becomes confused with reality. Hence the spiky green hairstyles. Ct isn't the style 
itself, but the nihilism behind it , the sombre worship of the ephemeral , the inability to respond to 
quiet and gentle things because the senses and sensibilities have been poleaxed. It 's saddening that 
the spikiness (literal and 11gurative) is not made even sharper with a sense of humour, but is 
irrevocably welded solid with a suffocating, glutinous mass of indifference; it 's as if the brain has 
been fused by the sheer volume of sensory input into one cell, which is switched on or off. 

lt is, of course, well-known that people become tolerant to drugs - alcohol, heroin , whatever -
and need increasing doses to produce a given effect. This chemical tolerance is easily explicable, and 
may lead to physical death by, for example, the cirrhotic liver deciding that it has had enough of 
trying to metabolise alcohol. The gluttonous consumption of gross sensory stimuli does, I'm 
convinced, lead to a sort of mental death, where the perception of delicacy, of subtlety, of a delicious 
sensuality which has nothing to do with bone-crunching, sweaty, expletive-embellished anatomical 
detail, is almost irretrievably impaired. Of course, you will say that the young always offend their 
elders, and that I am clearly approaching that age where people think that the young are going to 
the dogs. I don't believe that - I couldn't possibly teach if £ did since, incredulous reader, your 
company is for the most part enjoyable - but I do believe that present youth is subjected to a level 
of sensory input which it is ill-equipped to handle, input generated for the most part by those of my 
age or more. It is exploitation of the developing sensibilities of the young without much regard for 
their fragility. If you can overcome the feeling that I am just carping and out of date , look hard at the 
material you're assailed by. Is it worth your attention? In a short life, are there not more worthwhile 
things to do and to experience? Try turning the volume down ; discover the dirninuendi and crescendi 
of life yourself. Sensitivity is part of being human. 

JRGB 

The Lower Sixth Careers Convention 

On the evening of Friday 18th and Saturday 19th March, the School was revisited by a number 
of O.S. and others, not this time for a Gaudy or a Pilgrims' Meeting, but for the more sober event of 
the Lower Sixth Careers Convention, and to pass on their hard-earned knowledge and experience 
of a number of varied careers. The form of the Convention was simple: on Friday, a meeting for all in 
the B.S.R. to outline the objects of the exercise, followed by two half-hour meetings with the 
professionals. On Saturday, three more half-hour sessions giving one the chance to learn about five 
professions in all, followed by coffee and the chance to mix with other representatives. Afterwards, 
this convention was neatly rounded off with 'Question Time', the questions being answered by a 
learned panel. 

The number of careers represented was large and the range wide, for which the credit must go to 
Mr Ash who organized the affair efficiently. Accountancy, Law, Insurance, Surveying, Retailing, 
Advertising and Medicine were all offered and people were given the opportunity for informal 
discussion with a member of that profession. 

For many, this was the first consideration that in a few years they would be looking for a job and 
a profession. It came as quite a shock to those, that they would find it hard even though they had had 
the privilege and benefit of a traditional public school education. They realized for the first time that 
to the employer, they were no different from the Comprehensive-educated applicant. It remains 
to thank Mr Ash for the organization, and all those who came to talk to us, help us and take an 
interest in our futures. The strongest message that I came away with was that we will need all the help 
we can get. 

Richard Fawcett 
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Boom Bang-A-Bang 

This term, being the shortest, only produced two sixth form lectures for the improvement of 
upper school minds. They both shared a similar topic, namely defence, but approached the obvious 
necessity in very different ways. In other words , there was an attempt to look at both sides of the 
defence coin. 

The question that concerns us all is not whether there should be any defence, but rather what 
that defence should consist of. Should we have nuclear arms in Great Britain? Are there viable 
alternatives to this one extremely powerful and aggressive solution? Ts it worth trying to build up 
conventional weapons and have more soldiers, or should we just up-date the missile systems we have 
at present and then wait until they 'must' be used? These are the sort of questions that tend to be 
raised when people start thinking and talking about defence. 

Mr. Paddy Ashdown spoke to us on the Nuclear Question. Mr. Ashdown is an ex-marine, turned 
politician, who spoke out against spending more money on nuclear arms and even proposed that they 
be prohibited in Britain. He felt that it would be possible for Britain to be an example to the rest of 
the world by being the fust to disarm itself. When asked what he proposed to replace the absent 
war-heads with , he advocated a large increase in conventional weapons, especially tanks. and more 
troops. Another major point of his was that Britain could rest under the American 'Nuclear Umbrella' 
with complete safety, provided that there was an increase in spending in the areas he suggested. It 
was a convincing and well-expressed point of view, although it opposes the Libera.I platform, for 
which he claims to stand in Yeovil. 

Our second source of enlightenment was none other than a group of men from the Royal Artillery 
or 'The Gunners' (who do it with a bang, according to a transfer on one of their trucks). These good 
men came to give us the 'facts' in an easily digested dialogue which is acceptable to the Government. 
There was an incredibly ignorant ' Russian agent' (played by one of the Gunners) who asked 
wonderfully convenient questions which were answered with reassuring rapidity and backed up with 
some film footage of the weapons in action. It was an impressive show, but it seemed to be just that. 
These men obviously were quite convinced that when the time came to use the weapons and training 
they had , it would all work and they would defeat the Russians. It was all very neat and simple. 
They had an answer for al.I the problems the 'Russian' could present, but they were very short-term 
solutions, and they assumed that the fighting would be mostly conventional. If everything went the 
way that they suggested it would, then they would 'win', but there was no very convincing evidence 
that they could cope with all the possible attacks. Their strategy prepares for the most likely things 
and seems very sound and strong on the surface, but how useful and strong a system would it be if 
something unexpected were to happen? It was brought to our attention that the life of a Gunner was 
exciting, worthwhile and interesting. There are many opportunities to travel, learn valuable skills 
and do exciting adventure sports, and examples of various activities were shown to us. The final 
impression that one was left with was that the Russians are our enemies; that they are afraid of 
N.A.T.0. and therefore will think twice before attacking us (and will lose if they do); that the life 
of a Gunner is a worthy one which we might well consider: and in the end , we have nothing to worry 
about, because our defences are sound. 

The Hrst talk was disquieting and unsettling and the second was a crude flexing of the N.A.T.O. 
muscles to soothe and pacify our fears of those nasty awful baddies, the Russians. The first talk was, 
1 think, more useful and believable, because it faced up to the fact that we may not be able to win, 
nor indeed. may anybody be able to win if a major confrontation does take place. The talk 
encouraged people to think about the serious problems which defence creates, while its mi.litary 
counterpart seemed to try and calm any stray fears that we may have developed. 

One common link between the two talks was fear. Both talks decided for us that the Russians are 
our main enemies and are to be feared. It would be naive to stick our heads in the sand and think that 
the Russians are a placid and a totally non-aggressive nation; they are not. However, neither talk 
suggested any way of improving our relations with our worst enemy. The whole attitude was one of 
looking over one's shoulder the whole time. It is based on a deep-rooted mistrust of the Russians. 
It must be possible to sort things out between the two hemispheres by talking. If it is not, then our 
defence policy will have to revert to becoming an active policy of aggression (in the name of defence). 
It would be nice to have a real Russian who could speak freely about his country's policy and feelings 
to balance out the neurotic fears we hold against their fears. Anyway, for those who are really 
worried, things should be fine until the Russians can grow enough grain to support themselves. If 
that happens, then it may be that all this 'defence' will be rather useful. 

Mark Hildesley 
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What can a student learn from visiting the Palace of Westminster? 

The Palace of Westminster is a masterpiece of Gothic architecture. Standing hugely beside Big Ben 
and Westminster Abbey, commanding a magnificent view over the great River Thames, it radiales 
a feeling of importance and power. Inside the Palace , l felt like Michael Fagan entering the Queen's 
royal apartments with the discomfort of a street urchin admiring great art treasures. The construction 
of this building had clearly required scrupulous attention to the tiniest details. The staff here are also 
works of art, standing underneath 18th century portraits as if they were the subjects themselves. 
There is a very traditional air here, old rituals still enacted, even in this age of computers and 
microchips. It seemed as if I had stepped into another world - totaJJy unrealistic when this building 
is supposed to deal with the problems of the present. However, the ministers are clearly able to 
cope to some extent, so I pushed on, eager to see the centre of parliamentary ' happenings', the 
nucleus of our blessed motherland , the heart of the great beast which dictates order and reform , 
progression and suppression. 

Expecting to see something out of Star Wars, I was surprised to see a distinct lack of modern 
aids - everything (clocks and other such delights exempted) was worked manually. A fellow student 
informed me that the system with which Parliament works is far more efficient than the 
computerized American system. Tell us another one! It seems that efficient working, scrupulously 
honest (?) civil servants are just the thing for our Parliamentary system, which is by no stretch of the 
imagination perfect. I think that the tradHional aspect of Parliament, which is so evident, is almost 
like the mortar holding up this bastion of democracy. Certainly many ministers, I am sure, enjoy 
many pleasures through the prestige of being an M.P. It would be interesting to make a census on 
why M.P.s. chose to devote their lives to politics. Dorset's very own J immy Spicer made a comment 
about the eagerness and fervour with which certain M.P.s tackled their jobs. He claims to have seen 
new faces in Parliament, and then finds out that they have been there for 20 years. Perhaps this was 
Jim covering up for his own absence. However, 1 must admit that the Commons was surprisingly 
empty. Where are the 650 M.P.s who are going to vote on the matters being discussed? Are they in 
their offices, trying to secure deals for their own constituencies (better roads, etc.); are they in the 
pub; are they at the bottom of the Thames? Where are they? Dreadful thought of mutual dealings, 
most undemocratic, taking place behind doors, creeping into my sinful mind. 

I must conclude that I left the Palace of Westminster with more scepticism and confusion than 
when I arrived. I feel that my views would be moderated and manipulated if I were an M.P., simply 
by the very atmosphere there. Is Tony Benn so radical because he is unaffected by this place? He may 
well just seek the public eye, but he is certainly ridiculed. T feel that the Palace of Westminster is very 
stable as it stands, but at the same time the whole structure could so easily crumble under great 
change or strain. The effects of pollution on the stonework seem to illustrate this point. I would 
therefore say that I, the student, learn what a magnificently beautiful building this is, and how well 
run everything seems to be ('Parliament works like clockwork' RGGM). However, l also have a feeling 
of doubt and scepticism about the importance of tradition and the actual successfulness of such a 
system. I can offer no other solutions, unfortunately. 

G. Wolfe-Murray 

The Lenten Talks: An Indictment Against Us All 

It would have been very easy for me to give a brief resume of Stuart Affleck's three talks, which 
were a very moving and depressing description of the total need there is in hls community at Pilsdon 
for the power of Christ's love and strength in the attempt to restore the confidence, sense of value 
and self-respect of the many deeply wounded people (i.e. drug addicts. divorcees and social outcasts) 
who stay there. However , to have done so would have been totaJJy to miss the point of these talks; 
for many, no doubt, would have thought, as I first thought: 

'Thank goodness: someone to look after these wretched drug addicts (but they don' t reaJJy deserve 
such compassion since their p redicament is entirely self-inflicted)' . This is narrow-minded prejudice, 
due en tirely to our upbringing and the outlook of our society. 
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At Sherborne for example, we are taught that success is everything and we have very little time 
for the failures of life. It is t11is attitude that plays such a major part in the need for such communities 
as Pilsdon and must bear much of the responsibility for their existence. Here we embrace i.n 
embrionic form, the values which have driven these people to the sanctuary of Pilsdon. 

Materialism is one such attitude; 'A weak flame that is blown out by the breath of mature 
thinking' was how Martin Luther King described it, and by valuing tangible rewards rather than 
people, we undermine the importance o f each human being and his sense of value as a person; and it 
is precisely this feeling of self-esteem which Stuart Affleck is attempting to restore in his community. 
The words of Dietrich Bonhoeffer and Thomas Merton perhaps best display the essence of this 
sentiment: 

'We must learn to regard people less in the light of what they do, or omit to do, and more in the 
light of what they suffer'. (Dietrich Bonhoeffer) 

'The plainest summary of all natural law is: to treat other men as if they were men: Not to act as 
if I alone were a man , and every other human were an animal or a piece of furniture ... but I cannot 
treat other men as men unless l have compassion for them. I must have at least enough compassion 
to realise that when they suffer, they feel somewhat as I do when I suffer. And if for some reason I 
do not spontaneously feel this kind of sympathy for others, then it is God's will that I do what J can 
to learn how. I must learn to share with others their joys, their suffering, their ideas, their needs, 
their desires. l must learn to do this not only in the cases of those who are of the same class, the same 
profession , the same race, the same nation as myself, but when men who suffer belong to other 
groups, even to groups that are regarded as hostile. If I do this, l obey God. If I refuse to do this, I 
disobey him. It is not therefore a matter left open to subjective caprice'. (Thomas Merton: 'Seeds of 
Contemplation') 

Our view of what is right and wrong can also be perverted by existing attitudes. It has been said 
by many that , 'The sin is in being caught , and not in the act itself. This is typified by the philosophy 
of a few in authority at Sherborne: 'If you are going to have a fag , have it a mile away, where 
there's much less chance of being discovered.' But surely this mentality leads to a warped sense of 
judgment and an inability to make clear moral decisions. One wonders for example, how many 
divorcees there are at Pilsdon (such as the one Stuart Affleck mentioned who pumped seventy-six 
pills down herself daily) who are there because their partners' attitude was; 'the sin is in being 
caught.' 

I am afraid I must apologise at this point for I feel myself skirting the heart of the field for 
contemplation with which Stuart Affleck left me. This being simply that: Since we are a Christian 
School (as our Charter and the seventy or so confirmation candidates who each year vow to turn to 
Christ suggest), are we reflecting the fruits of the Spirit which Paul refers to in Galatians? Namely: 
Love, Joy, Peace. Patience. Kindness, Goodness, Faithfulness, Humility and Self-Control. 

Are we also observing the words of St. John who wrote in his letter: 
'If he does not love the brother whom he has seen, it cannot be that he loves God whom he has 

not seen.' (I John 4: 20). 
'My children, love must not be a matter of words or talk; it must be genuine , and show itself in 

action.' (1 John 3: 18). 
Or are we with our values contributing to the numbers at Pilsdon? I suppose one must in the end 

ask the critical question: 'Is this a school to which Christ himself would have liked to come?' 

I would be true. for there are those who trust me; 
I would be pure, for there are those who care; 
I would be strong, for there is much to suffer; 
I would be brave for there is much to dare; 
I would be friend of all the weak and friendless; 
I would be giving and forget the gift; 
I would be humble, for I know my weakness; 
I would look up and laugh and love and live. 
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Spanish Day 

I confess to having entertained worries as to the success of this event. They were not worries that 
those attendjng it might be disappointed - an enormous amount had been laid on, with two high
powered visiting speakers engaged , and a Spanish play pamstakingly rehearsed. My worries were for 
tltis very reason; the day had been so carefully prepared that I was afraid the organizers would be 
disappointed by low attendance - it cannot be denied that Sparush , though not far behind German, is 
still a minority subject, with few tiling it as far as A-level. 

Jn the event, the equivalents of Dr. Such and Mr. Coward at schools for miles around , must have 
realized that anything arranged by these two could be nothing but worthwhile , and a very creditable 
number turned up. 

The order of the day was as follows: visitors were lubricated on arrival and all were put into the 
right frame of mind with Dr. Robert Clarke's opening quiz/entertainment deceptively called 'Fun 
and Games in Spanish'. Deceptively named because it was fast and, though not wildly intellectual , 
difficult. Then there was more lubrication all round (Nescafe but what are the Pyrenees to a 
coffee-drinker?) before our guest native Sparush speaker took the floor (inasmuch as one can 'take 
the floo r' in the Turing). The emphasis here was on language rather than content. The former was 
delivered clearly, slowly and simply enough for aJI to understand ... and even to feel they could have 
taken more of a babble. The latter was a precis of Spanish politics today; informative and useful 
since Spain is largely left out of English papers. 

While those who do Spanish for enjoyment relaxed after their Anglo/native paella ( it's so much 
rucer the way we do it - a good solid leg of chicken garni de riz) - those who do it because they are 
masocrusts plunged straight into the intellectual highlight of the day: Dr. Clarke's lecture on 'A las 
cinco de la tarde ', a poem by Lorca. This is not the place for a detailed critique. Suffice to say that I 
was rivetted ... which is high praise . 

I should not really pass judgement on the play 'LazariUa de Tonnes' which rounded off the 
proceeding, having done so much to ruin it - prompting is difficult when actors like to pause at 
unexpected moments. Crispin Jeffries' performance in the title role should be picked out, however, 
for the way he lisped, shrugged and snored so convincingly through five different careers. There 
were also two notable co-star performances - stunrung, of course, by any standards, but also notable 
for the fact that they were imported from non-Hispanic circles: John Tidd resurrected his 0-level 
oral. changed it round a little. and delivered it with great venom as a string of unliterary oaths. Mean
while , wonder upon wonder, Mr. Rjdgeway had actually learnt how to speak Spanjsh, especially to 
be ... a monk. I'm told his accent was impeccable , so it was a pity he had so few lines with which 
to show it off. 

After the play , those in the audience not from Sherborne wandered back to their respective buses 
- wracked, no doubt, with bouts of uncontrollable mirth - to begin the tedious, year-long grind 
round to Sherborne 's next Sparush day. 

Finally, thanks are due to the ever-willing and non-borable Mrs. Harris and Mrs. Wilkinson for their 
help with costumes for the play, and, of course , to Dr. Such and Mr. Coward who started, continued, 
and saw culminated such preparations as are inevitably necessary for such occasions - but no less 
hard work for all that. 

The 12th U.K.L.F. Leadership Course 

During the last two weeks of the Easter Holidays, I was privileged to be chosen to attend the 12th 
United Kingdom Land Forces (U.K.L.F .) Cadet Leadership Course. The cadets came from every 
part of the British Isles and Canada, and the Course Directing Staff (D.S.) from a variety of Army 
regiments, with a distinct bias to the Queen's Own Hjghlanders, whose 1st Battalion was hosting the 
Course. The ailn of the Course is to develop leadership qualities, by giving each cadet a chance to lead 
his section or platoon. As the Course is one of the toughest for Under-18's, 100% fitness was 
demanded: unfortunately most of our definitions of fitness varied considerably from those of the 
D.S. 
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The first three days worked towards the first exercise. The aim of this twelve hour exercise was to 
familiarise ourselves with day and night patrolling, map-reading and the carrying of webbing and 
weapons. Needless to say, it rained for the whole twelve hours! Being a classified signaller, I 
'volunteered', to be platoon signaller which involved carrying a PRC 349, and a PRC 351 and 
answering both at the same time. Hence during the confusion of an attack, I sent a message to the 
wrong person and consequently that section got lost! 

The second exercise was considerably more demanding. Due to my mishap on the first exercise, 
I was given the LMG ( Light?!) ; and hence formed one half of the Gun Group. However, the Gun 
Group is always at the far edge or back of the field formation and therefore involved a good deal 
of running to get into position. The exercise consisted of a long fighting patrol , the establishment of 
a platoon base, defending this base and sending our recce and fighting patrols into the surrounding 
areas. I had now been promoted to 2i/c of the section and thus ended up in charge of sentry duties 
(She~borne wins again!). There was a marked difference in the success and determination of each 
stage compared to CCF camp, because a D.S. was constantly watching you (wh ich went towards the 
report) and correcting you. We were attacked severaJ times during the night, which meant long 
periods of 'constant alert' (called 'stand to'): even during the little sleep we h.ad there was a cord 
attached to our finger so that we could be wakened quickly and quietly. We were evacuated the next 
morning from the P.U.P. (pick-up Point) by an R.A.F. Puma, which was not only dramatic, but which 
added a touch of realism. 

The third exercise was the toughest and the longest: a scheduled twenty.eight hours, but it was 
soon extended when one of the section lost his rifle (don't ask me how, but I can understand why: 
an S.L.R. is not the most comfortable of bed-mates!). The format was basically the same, although 
the distances covered were longer ( 12 miles for the first leg!) and the quality of leadership (plans, 
orders, attacks, chains of command etc.) was higher, and small details were deemed important: for 
example, I was given a hundred press-ups for forgetting to shave! And that was at 5 a.m.! 

Discipline was strict as we all found out to our cost! The first morning two people were thirty 
seconds late for parade - the section was sent on a five mile run in P.E. kit. This we were told was 
not fast enough, so off we went and did it again! There was a strong emphasis on inspection drill, 
and efficiency which combined with the results of the Assault Course Competition (which my section 
won , setting a new course record - the only thing I really got right!) , the rapid shooting (called 
'falling plate') and the Motorbike Competition, went towards the best section. Miracle though it may 
seem, our section came first out of twenty-four, which certainly made up for a few instances in the 
eleven day course! 

The Assault Course deserves a mention here. It was a half mile long, with sixteen obstacles -
mainly watery - and supposedly one of the toughest in Britain. The difficulty was the height of the 
scrambling net (which looked easy but wasn't) and the twelve foot wall (which looked difficult and 
was!). Combine this with numerous other obstacles, a group of six Physical Training Instructors and 
you have a good definition of hell! The average time was five minutes: owing to three practices at 
6 a.m. and the nine other scheduled attempts, we were able to do four minutes as a team. 

Motorcycling also warrants a mention. Envisage six 250cc road bikes, souped up for trial biking 
and six cadets who did not know which way round to sit: that was us! On my first go I managed to 
crash straight into a hangar , doing a wheelie (if you are going to crash, make it spectacular!) and I 
fell onto the ground to see the bike climb the hangar and fall onto me. This meant a visit to Lhe 
medical officer - a very attractive W.R.A.C. captain (it was amazing how many people went ill). But 
the remaining time on the bikes was great fu n, riding across fields, and up and down hills at speeds of 
up to 70 m.p.h. I lost control at 65 m.p.h. but ooJy ended up bruising my rear, and an embarassing 
visit to the M.O. took place. 

The Course was extremely compact, and I have had to leave out details which would be worthy 
of a mention. But what I enjoyed most (apart from winning) was the sense of team-work and 
camaraderie which developed and, combined with the enthusiasm of the staff, was probably the key 
to enjoying the course. It is thoroughly worthwhile if you are prepared to put everything into it 
and provides an experience which few do not enjoy in retrospect. 

Mark Ryan 
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Lower Sixth Economists' Visit to Liverpool 

At 8.30 on 23rd March , a bunch of Lower Sixth Economists crammed into two mini-buses in the 
courts: a wide range of personalities brought together by the fact that they were all eager to tackle 
the inner-city problems of Liverpool, or maybe just to taste the Liverpudlian bitter. Messrs. 
Thompson, Mercer and Gibbs joined us as theological. historicaJ and economics advisors respectively. 
We le ft Sherborne as the first Range Rovers began to roll in to the courts to carry away their well
dressed sons to their four-bedroomed houses in Wiltshire or Hampshire. Did any of them for one 
moment thjnk of Liverpool? I doubt it. Anyway, why should they! Our journey was broken at 
Chatterley Whit field to visit the coal mine there and to have Ju nch. However, having reached the front 
of the queue to enter the mine, we were infonned that a fire in the power station supplying the mine 
made any further visits that day impossible. 

Unperturbed, we continued to Liverpool, a.imjng to arrive in time for a meal and maybe a 
quick sampling of Liverpool's cinemas. Sure enough at 6 o'clock we arrived in Liverpool. Our fust 
impressions were made worse by the constant drizzle; we had been warned of 'Culture Shock', but 
what had we really let ourselves in for? Our spirits rose when we saw our home for the next five 
nights: the YMCA, which offered very reasonable accommodation at a very reasonable price. Having 
estabHshed ourselves, we sampled the YMCA food which consisted of 'Chips & ... ',but which was 
agreeable and went down well. After our meaJ, we were free to explore Liverpool. The cinemas 
offered a good cross section of films from 'Ghandi' to 'Bronx Warriors' and beyond. 
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Thursday morning dawned, and after breakfast we proceeded to two destinations: Mr. Gibbs and 
Co. went to the Merseyside County Economic Development Office whilst Drs. Mercer and Thompson 
and Co. went to the Liverpool docks. Both visits were dubbed a success although the fact that the 
thrill of Liverpool was still young had a lot to do with this. From the docks we proceeded to ICI 
Runcorn , on our way passing the Halewood Ford Car Plant, which we had hoped to visit , but which 
was now occupied by pickets. ICI was a mild disappointment ; no bubbles or pipes greeted us - only 
a board room where we were bombarded with facts by ICI's economists. ICI Runcorn will still be 
remembered most of all for its ingenious self-service coffee machine which kept us Shirburnians 
interested longer than the speakers did! 

After supper at the YMCA, we went to meet an economics lecturer at Liverpool University whose 
undoubted eloquence and wisdom was partially wasted on us after a hard day. Willy Reeve managed 
to make the evening memorable by producing a retort wl1ich made Mr. Gibbs cringe. Commenting 
on the dockers' bad relations with management , and particularly their strikes, Willy was compelled 
to ask , 'Are they just incredibly thick or something?' ! 

Friday was the date on which we were supposed to visit the Halewood Car Plant but due to the 
strike , this was obviously off. CredH must go to Mr. Gibbs for managing to orgaruse a visit to the 
British and American Tobacco New Enterprises Workshop in Toxteth; an original idea intended to 
offer a place for small companies to flourish in a sheltered environment, and an idea which would 
be welcomed in many inner-city regions. Today's economists are saying that Britrun will, in future , 
rely on her small industries, and any plan to help them, especially in depressed regions, is certainly 
creditable. The range of industries within the workshop varied from pet accessories to a liferaft 
wholesaler. Many of the people were young;and in the afternoon we were to see the other option 
these people had open to them. This was situated at Skelmersdale and was named 'Tomorrow's 
People Today'. It was basically a Youtl1 Opportunities Scheme which catered for sixteen-and 
seventeen-year olds, who after 'O' Levels found U1emselves. seemingly inevitably , unemployed. 
The sense of depression withfa the complex was contagious. From talking to the people on the 
courses, we became aware of a whole new country ~thin Britfiln. In this country .young men who had 
worked hard for their 'O'Levels , did not tum up to the exam because they could not be botl1ered. 
When asked about job prospects, they replied with a laugh or a wry comment about the 'Black 
Economy' or the dole. 

Next we went to meet J im Mowatt , the Merseyside leader of the Transport and General Workers' 
Union. An immensely amusing man, he soon managed to shake off any Skelmersdale sloth that clung 
to us. His silver-tongued Glaswegian accent seemed to charm even the radical Charles Crookshank 
who for once was left lost for words. The day ended in the customary manner of sampling Liverpool 
spirit and talking to the locals over a pint of tonic water in the pubs. This was to prove the most 
irlteresting day of the trip and one which I think will be remembered by most of us longest. After this 
day I felt I could fully sympathise with the rioters of 1981 . 

Saturday started off with a visit to the Anglican Cathedral started irl 1904 and completed in 1974. 
It is a vast red-brick building which dominates the city, being the second largest cathedral in Europe. 
We were given a talk by the Rev. Neville Black, who described to us a few of the problems facing the 
Liverpudlian clecgy. In 1981 , Bishop Sheppard ordered his parish priests within Liverpool to make 
more of an effort to associate with the people, especially the teenagers who had grown up with no 
future and who saw the Church as an auilioritarian regime. To help us understand this, the vicar of 
Toxteth, Father McJttrick gave us a tour of his parish. The first port of call was an all-weather foot
ball pitch on which some Toxteth youths were playing a team from the Falls Road, Belfast. Our 
participation could not prevent the home team from suffering a heavy defeat. We moved on to the 
battle grounds of the '81 riots to view the damage. From this tour we could still gather a little of the 
feeling of violence which had provoked so many to riot. Burnt out buildings were spaced evenly 
among seemingly empty community centres. Saturday afternoon was classified as 'free' on our 
programmes, and so while some went to Goodison Park to watch Everton play Arsenal (Liverpool 
were winning the League Cup at Wembley), the majority of people relaxed somewhere or added some 
more traditional sightseeing to their visit. 

Another notable event of Saturday was the curate we had met at the Anglican Cathedral irlviting 
Rico Tice, Duncan Backus and Willy Reeve out for a drink and promptly getting all iliree drunk! 
This only became clear when Duncan Backus began to laugh uncontrollably at a film which had to 
be classified as 'worse than Dallas' ! Sunday morning started in a proper fashion with a communion 
service specially laid on in Toxteth church by Father Mclttrick. After this we drove to Styal Cotton 
Mill near Manchester. Styal is classified as a working museum owned by the National Trust. It 
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promised much but unfortunately delivered very little. It was recognised as a very large organisation. 
but the fact that our speed was restricted by the presence of our guide contributed to making the 
tour rather drawn out. Lunch in the National Trust restaurant helped to lighten the contents of our 
wallets rather than sustain us. 

Again , Sunday evening seemed promising enough - a meeting with the Bishop of Liverpool, 
David Sheppard. He is not only very outspoken against the public school system, but is himself an 
Old Shirburnian and fonner England Cricketer. Unfortunately, this meeting became a very fonnaJ 
affair with Bishop Sheppard putting forward his views in such a way as to throw us into confusion. 
He is our Commem. speaker and I am sure he will find a very attentive audience here. 

Our last Liverpudlian dawn filtered in through our windows. We packed, paid, and departed. Our 
final visit was to the Pilkington Glass factory in St. Helens. After the slums ofToxteth. the Pilkington 
Plant was aesthetically pleasing, and having been led into a large board room. dominated by a massive 
glass table, the customary lectures from the Finn's economist proceeded. Jerry Longrigg asked 
some searching questions which he later revealed Charles Crookshank had put into his head, 
the latter being reasonably under control by now. Frankie Calvelli succeeded in falling asleep on the 
board room table! A visit to the glass factory where we were shown how glass was made was followed 
by a free meal, although in our eagerness to eat we had all rushed off to the workers' canteen. The 
Glass Museum was then visited; somehow or other Mark Skinner set off the Fire Alarm and was 
rewarded with the siglll of several fire engines arriving at speed. 

From Pilkington's it was straight back to Sherborne , a new world after Toxteth. Our thanks are 
due to Dr. Mercer without whose map-reading we would not have seen many unexpected sights, 
and Dr. Thompson who successfully nursed the older mini-bus up to, around and back from 
Liverpool. Special thanks must go to Mr. Gibbs for organising the event with his scrupulous efficiency 
which failed only at predicting the Halewood Strike! 

Duncan Abate 



The Easter Walk 

A plethora of sunshine pervaded our halcyon days. A sedulous day's walk ended in a cool dip in 
the shimmering ocean or with a huddled group of contented walkers seated around a communal fire, 
laughing and joking, reading and playing chess. Our pastoral existence continued even into the night 
when we slept in 'stables' and 'hay-lofts'. There was always the smell of the sea and the distant 
calls of high-flying cormorants, occasionaUy breaking off from their mournful cries to plunge, arrow
like, down into the sea after fishes lulled into a false sense of security by the calmness of the light 
blue ocean wherein an occasional group of seals bathed lazily far below us as we walked along the 
cliff-tops. The elusive peregrine falcon also deigned on one occasion to dip swiftly into sight before 
wheeling sharply away seemingly into the very heaJ1 of the omnipresent orb of the sun. 

first and foremost in our &roue of adventurers was 'The Gaffer' , that august pillar of organisational 
ability, manliness of spirit and reckless bravado (he was the rust to enter tJ1e cool of ilie sea at Pwll 
Deri youth hostel where we stayed for two nights). Theo Siderfin brought a ray of light into our lives 
with her continual rendering of 'It's a lovely day today' and with refreshing grace she bathed blistered 
feet in soothing ointments (usually hot water) with the skill and dexterity of one who has had infinite 
experience at tending to the illnesses of young men. However, her reserved hostility to those 
unfortunate souls whom she considered 'not quite British ' was shocking to all those unfortunate 
souls who had been brought up in a society that is meant to impress upon young people's minds the 
importance of racial equality. Mr. Barker, who was always present to demonstrate his oratorical 
ability and proficient knowledge about antiquities whenever we met with something of historical 
interest, sadly left, along with Mr. Ellis, a pensive reader of 'The Lord of the Rings' throughout the 
expedition though demonstrating his skill in the sphere of culinary expertise (he always made the 
soups), half-way through the expedition. 

The very essence of the Easter Walk for the boys is to complain as much as possible, be it about 
the weather or the distance of the walks or anything else , and this is perhaps the reason why Tim 
Day returned once more to participate in his fifth Easter Walk to date - a veritable gourmet of 
food and perhaps most remembered for his incredible digestive powers (he sucked a 'Make your 
mouth blue' joke sweet for ten minutes and it had no effect on him). Richard Spencer showed a 
breathtaking ability to walk fast when he marched furiously forward in order to finish a six and a 
half mile walk before noon so that he could listen to 'Hitch-Hikers Guide to the Galaxy' (whatever 
iliat may be) on the radio - he succeeded, all credit to him! Ian Sewell was one of the new arrivals 
to the 'Easter Walk' scene but showed himself more ilian up to the pace of the foremost walkers 
though he stopped every five minutes of the walk to take a picture of some geographically interesting 
lump of rock or gaping fissure in ilie ground and his cheerful nature shone through always, despite 
his contracting some very nasty blisters towards the end of our brief sojum in Wales. 

Part of the veteran contingent of our select band was Jim Kellow, who carried around with him 
a small hand-knitted rabbit everywhere; he proved his incredible fitness by his aggressive walking, 
punctuated by protracted bursts of 'Lloyd George knew my father. Father knew Lloyd George'. 
(over and over again to the tune of 'Onward Christian Soldiers') sung in a deep West Country accent. 
David Prince, another of the newcomers, and also a member of the exclusive clique of individuals 
known as 'the Lloyd George Mob' was very much in evidence among those who tore ahead over ilie 
sharp dips and twice-as-sharp rises which constituted the coast path on which most of our walking 
was done (and which transfonned a six mile stroll according to the map into a gruelling twelve mile 
slog). Another new arrival, Richard Bridge, was plainly the public relations officer in the group, 
actually deigning to talk to, nay even make friends with, some of the friendly natives of iliis land 
of sunshine and song; he always seemed to walk at the rear (during the day), where the supply of 
'officer's biscuits, (Easter Walk lingo for Chocolate Digestives) was greatest and in the evening he 
seemed always to be helping to cook meals or, more often, helping to eat iliem. 

James Cowling, on his second Easter Walk, had evidently also cottoned onto the trick of spending 
much of his time at the back where the sustenance was greatest, preferring the leisurely pace and 
erudite comments of the Gaffer to the rapid pace of those at the fore. He and Jonathan Brock 
represented the fourth form contingent, just as fit though slightly less courageously inclined when 
it came to lowering themselves from precariously perched rocks into the cold uninviting waves of 
the 'shimmering sea' I mentioned earlier. 
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A second class 'James Craw Prize' (for travelling much further than required) was awarded to 
James Kellow , who in his official capacity as 'navigator of the mini-van', managed on the return 
journey to Sherborne , to direct us down a long winding Pembrokeshire road which after a long time 
was found to lead nowhere, and followed this ignominious failure by directing us down two cul
de-sacs which led to age-0ld Welsh farmyards where we were regarded with great suspicion by Welsh 
farm dogs who had evidently never seen anything in the nature of an automobile before. It was a 
fitting end to a week's brilliant sunshine that on the last day in Wales, as we returned - a sunburnt 
group of tired but contented individuals - to the uniform drabness of school life, the heavens seemed 
to weep over our departure. These then and myself constituted the virtuous band of roving heroes, 
under the guidance of that manly and upright figure of authority, the veritable Odysseus to our group 
of heroes travelling in far-Off lands, the Gaffer! Eat your heart out, Homer! 

Chris Brock 

A Gap in the East 

lf the world needed freshening up Cairo is where God would put the deodorant. The guards in 
the arrivals hall at the airport looked as though far from drawing a truncheon , their capacity for 
action was drawing a pension. 

This was my first expedition away from home: a tour of distant countries entirely on my own. 
I set out alone , so as not to be bound down by a companion, to pick up friends along the way, 
travel together for a couple of days, weeks, then part. Good fun had and no hard feelings. And 
there is always good fun, for all travellers are extrovert, they want to meet people and learn about 
the path ahead, or reminisce about that just trodden. 

But oh how easy it was to sit at my desk at home and plan the route: two days here, a day and 
a half there. I laughed when my parents gave me the names of friends in various cities along the 
way; I wouldn't need them. Look Dad, I'm eighteen, just left school, almost a man, I can handle it. 

Landing on the blistering tarmac at Heliopolis, Cairo , on that March night how rapidly my 
confidence deflated. My baggage failed to arrive. I stood long after all the other Ahmeds and 
Moharnmeds had gone off to their beds looking at the gaping mouth of that ghastly machine which 
throws out bags and boxes; but my trusty Karri-mor rucksack failed to appear. 

Suddenly it was no longer plain sailing. The facts dawned dimly upon me : I was unable to 
speak the language, I had no clothes save those in which I stood and , above all, I was alone. 

In time my baggage was recovered , and over the weeks that followed - as I travelled up into 
Israel, back through Egypt to Kenya, via Sudan and Uganda - there were other such confidence 
shattering lessons to be learned. I had decided to take a year off before university and in that 
time to travel, and I returned the more educated. Jn retrospect the trip was invaluable, anxious at 
times though it certainly was. The subjective world of public school suddenly sinks into insignificence 
seen from the far distant tracts of central Africa. 

Luxor saved Egypt from my total condemnation. Yes, the children screaming for 'baksheesh' 
thronged around as usual; yes, the high prices for the tourists, which cripple the 1.ocals too, were 
there; and the spitting, leering, loathsome touts were still constituents of the background. 

But the real joy was the famous tombs and temples, the burial grounds of grand ages past. King 
Seti, Ramses, Amenhotep, Queen Hatcheput - the names and haunting faces among the hieroglyphs 
call out and immerse the visitor in a world of gargantuan splendour and total indulgence , the 
monuments of the pharoahs, built on a scale quite unbelievable, each ruler attempting to outdo 
the last before his god. 

But the climax for me was the mighty temple of Karnak. Thousands of years of history still 
standing, secrets locked away. In the town of Luxor, the makeshift houses of but 20 years ago flake 
away and I picked cockroaches from the hotel wash basin. 

Three vessels abreast, rather than one behind the other seemed to me the most uneconomical 
way for three sea-going craft to travel. But such is the simple, and very attractive Sudanese attitude: 
the boats can still move, so what's the problem? Thus, the sideways convoy, three decidedly tatty 
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barges abreast, crossing the man-made Lake Nasser, which joins Egypt and the Sudan. Because of the 
inevitable drag caused by the bulky tortoise we formed, it took three days to cross the lake, passing 
the reclaimed giants, the massive seated statues of Abu Simbel , along the way. 

I befriended Omur, soon enough nicknamed Omo, a student of medicine at Cairo University 
travelling home for his three weeks holiday to a small town south of Khartoum. We talked together, 
he in remarkably good English. I thought it was a casual remark, his 'come to tea on my part of the 
boat', and so I didn't follow il up. More fool me. The biggest offence you can ever give is to refuse 
a Sudanese his hospitality. They are the most open and warmly inviting people I have met. 

The following day a downcast Omo appeared, distraught because his new English friend had not 
come lo take 'chai'. I laughed. He gripped my arm and in a loving, yet peremptory voice said, 'Please, 
never, never think the Sudanese do not want to see you when they ask you to come. You will eat 
lunch with me'. 

Now kept in check I followed him across the decks of the tri-maran and descended some rusting 
stairs to an incredibly dark hold. As my eyes grew accustomed to the dimness I was able to pick out 
about 10 people seated round a large aluminium dish, some two feet across. I was their guest and was 
continually held in fascinated conversation with a grey-haired man chopping up onions, tinned 
sardines, processed cheeses and huge tomatoes over the dish. 

These people were not, to my surprise, a family, but simply men and women, old and young who 
had met on the quayside at Aswan and had grabbed an area of the hold to share. But they shared 
more than the space; their food, drink and above all, company was open to all around. And 1 was 
their guest. The bowl for washing my right hand was proffered first to me, I was expected to finish 
the last scraps in the dish from which we all ate and it was I who was offered first the sickly sweet 
'Tahina' for dessert. There were no plates, no knives and forks, no napkins ... no need. 

Khartoum marks the confluence of the Blue and White Nile. It is this latter tributary which is 
the harbourer of much of the disease and pestilence which renders those whom it has baptized very 
often ailing. From hideous worms that eat the brain, paralysing downwards, to the liver-embalming 
Bilharzia - by far the most widespread disease. For me and my companions en route the Nile 
became known as Billy Bilharzia. 

But the site of General Gordon's famous last hour stands serene in the fading light; that ghastly 
wail from the mosques' loudspeakers reminding one who is in charge as the necessary fans are 
switched on at the humid bedtime. For the southern Sudanese, the Islamic Lord is no nuncio of peace. 
A bitter feud still exists between the 'primitive' southerners and the self-titled 'civilized' northerners, 
if nowadays only as a battle of the mind. But the stories about the atrocities committed by the 
Muslims still run between the colonial houses and grass huts of the southern capital, Juba. 

Incensed by the ease with which missionaries were Catholicizing the southerners, bloody raids 
were carried out and succeeded in scattering the tribesmen across the interior like frightened dogs. 
Now, 20 years after, the tribes of the Sudan are tentatively settling once more in larger groups. 
Friendly and interested people , their nickname 'Englishmen of the South' is somehow appropriate 
-they have excellent manners, a distinct sense of etiquette, and invariably wear nothing else but a 

smile. 
My ideal of simple honesty was dashed as I entered the otherwise beautiful land of Uganda. The 

Ugandan militia are the sin~le most corrupt body of men I came across. The mango trees hanging 
down over the truck in which I travelled, the lush greenery and the smiling, waving people all took 
on a sour air as the drunken soldiers demanded tablets, cigarettes and perfumes as 'visa' payments; 
one could not pass without appeasing them. My relief then was great as the impressive mountains of 
Kenya loomed large. 

Nairobi struck me as a well planned and welcoming city, but with a reputation for muggings and 
murders. That reputation seemed far removed from the calm cafes in which I passed the time of day 
with my Australian companions. The trip through Africa ended sipping cold beers on Diani Beech 
south of Mombasa and seemed a far cry from my panic stricken first night at Helopolis airport. I 
had learned so much and I would like to think that more and more young people on leaving school 
will take the admittedly daunting step into the world across the Channel. The world is a shrinking 
oyster; savour it while you can. 

Hugh Williams 

(The author of this article left the School at the end of 1981, and spent some of the time before 
going up to Cambridge as described above. Ed) 
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Chamber Orchestra Spanish Trip 

Benidorm : I wonder what images of paradise that melodious word conjures up in your mind. 
Palm trees? Miles o f deserted , sun-soaked beaches? Cocktails beside the pool? Bounty Bars? Topless 
bathers? Yes, well. l am afraid you will have to abandon the first four constituents of your little 
reverie , but for those o f you who put topless bathers at the top o f your list , there would have been 
plenty to satisfy you in sunny Benidorm! Benidorm; the wo rd echoes sweetly in my ears, pronounced 
as it should be in the dulcet tones of a native of Grimsby. To find out what happened to those 
twenty-five intrepid members of the Sherbome School Chamber Orchestra when they embarked 
on a voyage to this Utopia , read on .... 

I am pleased to be able to report that it was raining when we left Sherbome (an hour late) on that 
red-ringed Sunday in March . This initial delay was nothing compared to what we had to encounter 
in Spain , but it was somewhat discomforting since it resulted from our discovery that, try as everyone 
might, it was impossible to fit two double basses, five cellos, two violas, ten violins, an electric 
harpsichord and countless 'musicians' complete with impedimenta into the coach that was to take us 
to Gatwick. The distressing outcome was that we had to say farewell to one of the double basses 
which was forced to take its place beside the Headmaster and a gaggle of much-appreciated female 
well-wishers to wave us goodbye. 

Entertainment en route consisted of laughing at each other's passport photographs (S.M.S. sensibly 
safeguarded his until the return trip), our first renderings of the Carmen and 'Jerusalem', and making 
strategic use of the packed lunches provided by the Central Feeding. The next thing we knew was 
that we were stepping off the plane at Alicante airport, with a very important-looking photographer 
clicking his Olympus at us from every conceivable angle. Gavin Everall was convinced he was going 
to appear on the front page of the Times, but, as we found out later, we were not yet world famous 
and that every other package-holidaymaker who stepped off the plane was similarly photographed, 
the result of which one might purchase at an extortionate price at the airport a week later on the way 
back to Blighty. 

Setback Number Two: our hotel had been double-booked, and our baggage labels were thus 
swiftly altered from 'El Poseidon' to 'El Presidente', a singularly suspect establishment, but which 
did at least provide a grass-skirted Giles Whittell with the opportunity to win a bottle of Champagne 
in an Hawaian Dancing Competition, in which both Humphrey Couchman and a rather dazed Hamish 
MacDonald also gave notable and original performances. 

Monday : We were not sorry to move into the comparative luxury of El Hotel Poseidon after the 
rather Spartan conditions o f El Presidente , and this was quickly accomplished on Monday morning, 
before we were provided with our first chance to sample the delights and the ice cream of bonny 
Benidorm. This was our first chance to put into operation 'The Idiot 's Guide to Spanish' that P.T.S. 
and his pupils had provided for those few of us who weren't completely fluent in espagnol. Among 
others, Humphrey Couchman encountered serious difficulties when he found himself unable to 
discriminate in his pronunciation of the phonetically similar words for 'a beer' and the 'loo'. 
However, since it was clear that only about 10% of the population of Benidorm spoke any Spanish 
at all , and since we had a trigger-happy Giles Whittell who was always more than pleased to machine
gun his way through a conversation with one of the locals, we got by. 

Tuesday: A very tense atmosphere dampened much of the day when Dr. Such informed us of the 
unpleasant meeting he had had with our sponsors (La Caja de Ahorros de Alicante y Murcia) who 
were apparently expecting something very special at our first concert, due to take place that evening 
in El Conservatio de Musica. Unfortunately, surprise surprise, the Conservatorio had been double
booked, and so we were diverted to an alternative venue, no less that the town's blue movie cinema, 
complete with what seemed to be a corresponding audience , to judge from their rowdiness. We must 
have been a disappointing spectacle compared with ' EmanueUe II' or whatever it was that they had 
come to watch , because this was a somewhat poor performance ; competent, but lacking in much 
musicality. Nevertheless, at the end of the concert, an inbuilt tendency to applaud spontaneously 
meant that at least one member of the audience was clapping until the very last member of the 
orchestra had left the stage . That person happened to be me, and ! must admit that I felt much 
relieved when at last I had packed up my 'mock harpsichord' to be able to leave the stage where 
I had felt rather like a duck in a shooting range, completely at the mercy of the audience's chewing 
gum. 
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Wednesday : After visiting an apparently famous Spanish Fortress, we moved on to the high
spot of the tour - a tipico Spanish meal. Our starter consisted of a choice between scarlet sausages 
(chosen by Dr. Such and absolutely delicious), or pitch black sausages (chosen by Andrew Henderson 
and absolutely revolting). This was followed by nothing less than genuine squid paella, (very tasty, 
I'm told) or, for the more yellow-bellied among us, escalopes of veal which were equally superb and 
which went down well with copious draughts of the local wine. The draughts were, indeed, somewhat 
copious and - considering the wine we were drinking was probably strong enough to satisfy 
Polyphemus the Cyclops, - it was a slightly dazed chamber orchestra that climbed into the coach 
for the long haul back to Benidorm. This long haul unfortunately proved too much for one of our 
number, a certain young man whose excesses at the lunch-table forced the driver to pull 
in and the rest of us to prove our ingenuity by the skilful employment of dry grass! Alas! Within 
two minutes a police car screeched to a halt behind us, and two very important-looking policemen, 
complete with brylcreme and shades were sauntering towards the coach driver, notebooks poised. 
It was an unhappy scene to be sure; Dr. Such managed to talk our two friends out of imposing an £80 
fine for stopping in a dangerous place, but the driver was booked and came away from the event 
with a £10 fine and a frown. This coupled with the after effects of the wine on the rest of us cast a 
shadow over the evening's concert - to be held beside the hotel pool; but in the event it was a happy 
occasion, and the holiday-makers evidently enjoyed the special programme ranging from Vivaldi to 
Scott Joplin. The concert was followed by the presentation of a plaque to Mr. Skinner from the 
manager of El Poseidon , just one of the many trophies that we were to accumulate during our trip. 

Thursday: This was very much the most important day of the tour; a long rehearsal in the morning 
prefigured a packed-out evening concert in a church at Al tea, a town some miles south of Benidonn. 
Meanwhile the afternoon was spent dunking doughnuts into mugs of melted chocolate in a Chocolate 
Factory just outside Benidorm ; the town of Villajoyosa is famous for its chocolate , and at one time 
boasted as many as thirty chocolate factories. Feeling suitably sick, we staggered back onto the bus 
bound for El Poseidon , where we had just enough time to relieve ourselves and change into our 
ultra-smart concert gear (complete with school ties) before having to dash off to Al tea. l can honestly 
say that this was a temendous success; the orchestra perfonned superbly in a very inspiring setting 
with good acoustics, and the result was a standing ovation by the entire audience and sustained 
applause for quite a while. An encore followed and we eventually left the church in very high spirits, 
only to be bustled by the Spaniards into the town's music academy in order to sample the dubious, 
deafening, delights of the town band; this was the first opportunity to meet the town senoritas, and 
to this day Humphrey Couchman is pining over a certain nina called Maria. Enough said. 

Friday : After four days of hotel food, we were begining to hallucinate; images of the Central 
Feeding loomed up before us like mirages in a desert; our nights were spent dreaming of eggs and 
bacon and sausages and toast and fried bread and aU things British. Thus it was that Friday morning 
saw Giles Whittell, Humphrey Couchman and Rachel Anderson (our one and only foolhardy female 
on the trip) and myself solemnly eating our way through no less than three full English breakfasts 
each, Miss Anderson actually finding herself able to manage only two. This aU took place in the 
Robin Hood Bar in Benidonn , where we were served by a true-born Brit who even offered the foot
ball league results. The afternoon was spent at Benidorm's fun-fair; the Red Mountain Roller-Coaster 
can surely never have seen so much business, though nothing could persuade the older members of 
our party to give it a go. Two hours later, and we were back on the coach again , en route for the 
offices of La Caja de Ahorros de Alicante y Murcia, supposedly to perform in front of the Big White 
Chief who sadly never materialised. This time the venue was nothing more than a business lecture 
theatre which was unpleasantly revealing as far as tuning was concerned. The complete lack of 
resonance showed up every tiniest mistake and the whole sound produced was rather devoid of 
warmth. Nevertheless, the small audience professed to have enjoyed themselves, and the bank itself 
showed its appreciation in a very welcome fashion, presenting us with another goodly sum of money 
which was this time divided among the orchestra. 

Saturday: We rose late on our last full day in Benidorm. For the first time the weather matched 
the postcards in the shops, and, after a short rehearsal, tout le monde dashed off to the beach. Charles 
Edelsten was intrepid enough to hire a moped, while the Couchman/WhitteU duo went rather more 
sedately for a pedalo. Meanwhile the rest of us bolstered the Spanish ice cream trade and admired the 
view on the ... um ... topless beach. Our last concert took place in a very beautiful Roman Catholic 
cathedral which played host to the local choir, clarinet choir and saxophone quartet, as well as to 
ourselves. With typical Spanish punctuality, the concert began forty-five minutes late and it was with 
some trepidation that we awaited the clarinet choir's rendering of Albinoni's adagio in G Minor 
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for organ and strings that we had both opted to perfonn. However, they backed down and opted 
to omit it from their programme so the audience was not forced to make an interesting comparison 
between two very different interpretations of the same piece of music. 

Following the Spanish musicians, the Chamber Orchestra perfonned admirably - it really was a 
'Concierto Extraordinario' as the programme said. There was, throughout the week as we discovered, 
a distinct correlation between the atmosphere of the venue and the standard of the perfonnance. 
Here in the magnificence of an ornately decorated cathedral we surely perfonned at our best, and it 
was a fitting end to a successful series of concerts. All was not over yet though; we still had to get 
home, and here we were to prove rather less successful. 

After standing for an hour at the place where we had expected to climb aboard our coach for the 
last time, we began to wonder if something had not perhaps gone wrong. It was hardly surprising 
to us, therefore, when a very flustered coach driver came rushing up to say that his coach was boxed 
in by four rows of cars. The time was 1.30 a.m. - here was an interesting and incongruous situation. 
A chamber orchestra composed entirely of English public school boys (plus one girl of course) sitting 
on a row of chairs outside a clothes shop in the middle of a Spanish town at I .30 in the morning, 
surrounded by a sea of stringed instruments, and deriving entertainment from a group of Holy Week 
singers and a wandering drunkard. At last, however, the order was given to move out, and by 3.30 
we were back in the Poseidon dreaming happily of Roast Beef and Yorkshire Pud. 

Sunday: The 8'oclock alann passed unnoticed and it took a hearty shake from M.J.C. to rouse 
the greater pan of the company of 9. At last the entire party was gathered and we waited for the 
coach which was just twenty minutes late. The next thing we knew was that we were being bustled 
through customs at Gatwick, laden with duty-free and - Oh! how pleasant it was to be back in 
England's green and pleasant land. It only remains for me to thank Mr. Skinner for making it all 
possible, Dr. Such for pacifying the natives, Mr. Cleaver, for keeping us under control and Mrs. 
Skinner for acting the part of Florence Nightingale so convincingly. All in all the trip has to be 
judged a tremendous success and I hope that the way is now paved for other ventures of this kind. 

Mike Wright 
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Mussoc: Verdi 's Requiem 

It has been written many times of how fortunate Sherborne is: a town superbly situated in 
beautiful surroundings, ancient and historical buildings - all dominated by that glory of the Gothic 
Era, the Abbey - itself a centre of worship but also a catalyst of many expressions of the Arts -
visual, dramatic and choral. 

Over the years there have been many momentous and memorable happenings therein - yet 
another was a~ded to the celebrated list on Wednesday 2nd March, when Sherborne School Music 
Society presented that outstanding but difficult work - the Verdi Requiem. 

Sherborne School Musical Society, originally consisting of members of the Boys' School only, 
has graduated into a voluntary assembly of the musical talent of the local Schools with a strong 
supporting cast of Sherbome citizens who are keen musical amateurs. Of course, in such 
circumstances choral standards can fluctuate according co numbers, and even more important. 
according to the vocal talent and musical ability of the members. (A good voice with a lack of 
knowledge of semiquavers can often be more of a hindrance than an asset). 

Recently in the Society there have been fewer School representatives and more Town members, 
and one began to wonder if the Society's title would have satisfied the Trades Description Act. 
However, this year there has been a great new injection of School interest and once more the Society 
justifies its name. The entire presentation was under new management - the Director being Patrick 
Shelley of the Boys' School, and the Chorus Master - Augusta Miller, of the Girls' School. Both 
are musical celebrities in their own right in the now well-established realm of Dorset Opera and the 
excellence of their standards is legendary. 

Any choir - professional or otherwise, which chooses Verdi's Requiem as its oeuvre for the season 
takes upon itself a tough task - the demands of such a work are extreme and relentless for soloists 
and chorus alike. Yet in spite of the limitations of an amateur choir and subsequent tussles with the 
more difficult passages, Sherborne School Musical Society gave a memorable performance of a most 
worthy standard , presented with style and a great sense of occasion. The choir seemed to be carried 
aloft on this ambience - and certainly the crowded and appreciative audience were quickly enveloped 
into the music. 

Verdi's Requiem is a mammoth work - possibly the last Requiem to use the traditional orthodox 
and ritualistic fonns. It first appeared in 1874 and shows the final maturing of Verdi's operatic style 
written in the period of his 'Church music' between Aida and his last works Otello and Falstaff. 
It has strange dichotomies: it is officially an oratorio - yet its ultra-sensuality is entirely that of 
the opera stage. The work is carried by four soloists who must be the hardest-worked soloists ever 
used in an oratorio - they have the minimum of solo work, but are used almost perpetually in 
permutations of duet, trio and quartet work , and also as a ripieno choir working with and against 
the chorus. (Even to sing Bach after this must be something akin to convalescence - Bach at least 
rests his soloists.) The soloists in the Requiem need to be fully trained operatically - technically, 
vocally and emotionaJly. Historically it is interesting to note that the first performance was given 
in the church of Santa Maria Milan - and the subsequent three performances were held in La Scala; 
the soloists in these four performances were the stars of the Opera. The work itself was not inspired 
by the intimate death of a near relative, but by the death of the poet Manzoni - great in his day but 
unfortunately now only remembered even by Italians because of the homage and dedication of this 
Requiem - composed by his great admirer Verdi, himself an agnostic in the most Catholic of 
countries! It has been compared as the aural equivalent of Michaelangelo's Last Judgement ; when one 
hears the near-supernatural impact of the Tuba Mirum, one feels that the comparison is certainly 
very apt. 

The four soloists were not strangers to Sherborne as they all have appeared at some time or other 
in the Dorset Opera presentations. Verdi is one of the composers who fully understood the unique 
quality of the mezzo-soprano voice, and - although there is little rest for any of the soloists - the 
mezzo-soprano seems to bear the heaviest burden of all, and the part demands a tessitura of two and 
a quarter octaves; the serene personality and exquisite quality of Jean Bailey's voice were both 
complement and compliment to the rest. The demands on the soprano are no less difficult - vast 
vocal leaps and impossible vowels in the top register ; but perhaps the quality of Vivien Townley's 
voice is more attuned to the stage. The Abbey accoustics can be difficult - but there were places 
where her intonation seemed not to be quite accurate. Her interpretation of the 'Libera me' was very 
moving - and the artistry of the two ladies was shown to the full in the subtle chromatic weaving 
of the 'Recordare'. 

Perhaps one of the great characteristics expected of 19th century High Opera in Italy is the 
emotional surge of the role of the tenor, and one is not deprived of this in the Requiem: from the 
quiet upper register control of the delightful terzetto work in the 'Quid sum miser' to the 
full-throated high B flat in the 'lngemisco' - Henry Howell's voice took all this in its stride. 
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One of the great golden moments of the performance was the 'Tuba mirum' - saturated in a 
near-surfeit of trumpets in orchestra and in echo. It was a tense and glorious flood of sound - to be 
followed and matched by the true bass power of Paul Hudson. The role demands a large voice -
but one which can be reduced to pianissimo whenever necessary. Paul Hudson's technique and 
interpretation were fully up to the part. 

The choirs must be complimented , but there were places where things were not quite in situ. The 
chromatic difficulties of the final 'Libera me' and the elaborate complexity of the Double Fugue of 
the 'Sanctus' present their unique problems, a challenge even for professional choirs. However, in 
general, the overall quality and integrity of the work came through strongly - from the quiet prelude 
of the ' Requiem aeternam' and the controlled tragedy of the 'Lacrymosa' (with its lyrical memories 
of the sobs in Traviata) to the great emotional and vast climaxes, spiritual and sensual of the 'Salva 
me' and the 'Sanctus' - as dramatic as anything in the score of Aida. 

Nevertheless throughout, there was one pervading and irritating weakness - and one for which 
there is no excuse - BAD LATIN. Church Latin (now sadly neglected with the non-use of the 
Tridentine Mass) must always be sung as full operatic Italian: clear, clean vowels, explosive 
consonants and rolled R's. From the pronunciation point of view, in too many places the choir, with 
their very English diphthongs, sounded like upper fourth Sloane Rangers at their fust attempts in 
the Italian class. Let us have no more of 'Dawmenis', 'sangtis' and 'mizzerayry'. 

It was very obvious that the powerful bonding-medium was the splendour of the orchestra -
led by Brendan O'Brien. How does the director manage to assemble orchestral musicians of this 
calibre? In clarity of tone , contrasting textures and technical dexterity , Verdi's violent harmonic 
comparisons and tonal appositions were presented in excellence. 

After the calm prologue - the first great emotional impact was the explosion of the 'Dies irae' - a 
chromatic near- cacophony in triumphant choral surge illustrated with glowing almost garish 
orchestration, it both shook the adept and shocked the neophyte - and set the standard for an 
evening's music that will not be easily forgotten. 

'RUDDIGORE' 
or 'The Witch's Curse' 

'Each Lord of Ruddigore 
Despite his best endeavour 
Shall do one crime or more 
Once, every day forever! 
... should he stay his hand, that day 
In torture he shall die.' 

lain Stuart Robertson 

This was the Witch's Curse laid upon the Ruddigore family as a result of the persecution of witches 
carried out by an early baronet of Ruddigore. And indeed, ' .. Each baronet sinned until, over
whelmed with remorse they cried 'I'll sin no more' and straightway died in agony'. This story was 
related to the audience and the chorus of Professional Bridesmaids by Dame Hannah. Her contralto 
tones were not flattered by an uncompromising B.S.R., to the extent that the story was difficult to 
catch. The chorus of Bridesmaids suffered from unemployment and throughout the opera they 
pursued the lovebirds that flitted across the stage. As is customary, the chorus were often responsible 
for applying a little light relief to the proceedings. Back to the story, however; one heir apparent to 
the baronetcy of Ruddigore fled the castle to avoid the curse and he appeared at the start of the 
opera as Robin Oakapple, a young farmer, although I would be the last to say that he was type
cast. Anyway , he falls in love with Rose Maybud, the village beauty who , having consulted her 
'Book of Etiquette' in a comic song, falls in love with him. Liz Clarke's portrayal of Rose was 
delightful - she was a pretty girl with a beautiful voice which merged well with the smooth bass 
tones of Alan Ruddick as Robin Oakapple. Singing was not the forte of Robert Page , who acted the 
part of Richard Dauntless, a rough sea salt. While fitting ideally into the role of sailor, his tenor voice 
just failed to muster the higher notes that were often demanded. He also became enamoured of Rose 
but is rejected because the qualities demanded by her are not so apparent in him as in Robin. With 
their customary cunning, Gilbert and Sullivan tum the story upside down in the space of a few bars 
of music. Robin's younger brother Sir Despard who is having to bear the weight of the Ruddigore 
Curse, which he seems to do with relish, suddenly turns up eager to hand over the title to his elder 
brother who is betrayed by Richard Dauntless. Rose forsakes Robin and rushes to Despard who has 
rushed to his girl-friend, Mad Margaret. Rose therefore turns to Richard, 'the only one that's left'. 
Thus ends the first act. 
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After the interval in which the audience was given the opportunity to dwindle, the second act 
began. Sir Ruthven Murgatroyd, alias Robin Oakapple , has been baronet fo r a week and has made a 
pretty dismal effort to avoid the curse. Such is his lack of enthusiasm that when he is walking through 
the picture gallery in the castle, the pictures come to life, and the ghosts of former baronets start to 
torment him. As a special effect, it was very well executed with clever Lighting to add to the mystery 
of it. Sir Roderick's ghost leads the other ghosts in their attack on his weakness. His daily crimes have 
been so poor that they force him to abduct a maiden from the village. The suspense of the moment 
is broken by the arrival of Despard with his wife Mad Margaret. Rodney Goodall and Elizabeth Lang
Brown had the same pleasant vocal blend as Liz Clark and Alan Ruddick. The wife was, as the name 
suggests, mad_ The part was acted without exaggeration and provided one of the high points of the 
second act. After their scene in which Despard tries to teach his new wife how to behave in a less 
excitable manner, the action returns to the castle again. Sir Ruthven is beginning to be filled with 
remorse at his wicked deeds and contemplates giving up. Events suddenly take a dramatic tum for 
the better when the lady whom the ghosts told him to abduct turns out to be Dame Hannah. She is 
recognised by the ghost of Sir Roderick, because they used to be in love, and a passionate embrace 
ensues! During this happy reunion, Sir Ruthven comes up with the plan that will save himself from 
the wrath of the curse. I must confess to having not been able to understand it at the time, partly 
because it was rushed through, and before one knew where one was, we had a happy ending taking 
place . The solution was ingenious and ran as follows:- For a baronet of Ruddigore to refuse to 
commit a crime was certain death. Such a refusal was therefore tantamount to suicide. But suicide 
is itself a crime and so there is no need for him to die, and so Sir Roderick ought never to have died. 
Therefore Sir Roderick was practically alive and so he could marry Hannah whilst Robin, relieved 
of the baronetcy, can marry Rose , who is conveniently willing to desert Richard. As I said, this 
climax to the whole opera was swallowed up and consequently much of the audience was left in a 
state of utter confusion. As an ending, it was not, of course , in the least bit satisfactory to the 
perfectionists, but who cares - Gilbert and Sullivan landed themselves with a difficult plot. 

It remains only for me to comment on the high standard of the orchestra; the music was of a very 
good quality throughout and I felt that in particular this was true when the chorus were singing along 
to it. Many people were unsatisfied by what they saw and to a certain extent r can sympathise 
because there were aspects of the performance that lacked polish. However, as someone who is on the 
whole unfamiliar with the works of this formidable duo, I tended to overlook such fallibilities, being 
caught up in the intriguing plot which constituted the opera. 

Chris Ward 

Bournemouth Sinfonietta Concert 

B.S.R. Saturday, 29th January 1983 

Once again the B.S.R. welcomed the Bournemouth Sinfonietta conducted this time by George 
Hurst. They began with Greig's Holberg Suite for strings (1884). This is a light suite of five short 
movements with baroque titles (e.g. gavotte , sarabande) composed in a charming idiom which 
attempts to graft eighteenth-century cliches onto Greig's more usual romantic style with all its 
borrowings from Norwegian folk-tunes. Surprisingly, it works. The orchestra gave it the big string 
sound it needed - with, perhaps, a little roughness here and there - and the final 'rigaudon' 
raced to a joyous finish. Then came Mozart's Clarinet Concerto (1791) with Frank Holdsworth as 
the soloist. For the soloist this was a personal triumph ; he played with an impressive control and 
beautiful sweetness of sound. What more dare I say? This is the loveliest concerto in the world 
and one can only marvel at the way in which each divine phrase flows onto another so effortlessly, 
and yet so perfectly. Not so with the next piece, Beethoven's boisterous and definitely second-rate 
Overture and Ballet Music Prometheus (1800). Its only merit is an irrepressible tune subsequently 
imortalized in the faoica Symphony; the rest (if you ignore the fairly majestic 'Overture') smacks of 
Beethoven's hated rival Rossini. But it is the perfect vehicle for showing off the soloists in the 
orchestra, and the players did it more than justice. I must not forget, too, the antics of the conductor! 
Last of all came Ravel's Mother Goose Suite (1908-12): four serene movements, in perfect contrast 
to the Beethoven, telling an exotic tale of pagodas and princesses. Here the orchestra and conductor 
were at their happiest, bringing the evening to a peaceful conclusion with some noble music. 

Rather an unambitious programme? ..... .But who cares? I came away happy, with the swaggering 
Prometheus theme buzzing around in my head and the cares of the world lifted off my shoulders for 
two hours of sheer escapism. 

That's the sign of a good concert, isn't it? 
H.W.R. 
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Maurice Bourgue 

These days a great oboist seems rather rare, and anyone who thinks that they have heard the 
world's greatest must reserve his judgement until he has heard Maurice Bourgue, who has only 
comparatively recently started a career as a soloist. He was principal oboist with the Orchestre de 
Paris until 1979, and now with his wife and pianist Colette King he undertakes tours with the Maurice 
Bourgue wind ensemble all over the world. 

lndeed , the Concert Club was extremely lucky to have these two execptional musicians to listen 
to. The appearance of a minute man with flowing grey hair down to his shoulders coupled with 
the amazing and wonderful sound that he makes produced a performance that was not to be 
forgotten. 

The programme began with a Grande Sonata in three movements by Johann Peter Pixis. Initial 
apprehension at an unknown performer was soon dispelled as the oboist filled the B.S.R. with the 
smooth tones of his instrument. However, I was slightly disappointed that the piano drowned some 
of this work to a certain extent. 

For the next piece Bourgue left the stage for a piano solo from his wife. Three Bagatelles by 
Beethoven showed Colette King's considerable musical ability, but they did slightly dampen the 
effect of Maurice himself. He did promptly return, however, to render Three Romances by 
Schumann. These were particularly soothing and the slower two showed Bourgue's extraordinary 
skill with his smooth and perfectly-tuned tones. 

After the interval we were treated to two definitely contemporary works. Performers nowadays 
seem to think it their duty to include at least one modern work in their concerts, which l find 
unnecessary. I cannot however take anything away from the superb renderings of Temporal 
Variations by Britten and Epitatium by Lutolawski. It was unfortunately merely the name which 
appeared to give most the wrong attitude to the latter. 

The concert closed with a more classical work, a sonata in three movements by Poulenc. The 
extremely rapid fingerwork of Bourgue in the scherzo left me breathless. This last piece certainly 
convinced any sceptics in the audience of the talent of Maurice Bourgue and his wife, and their 
compelling and stunning performance certamly deserved the numerous calls for more which they 
received. 

R. Castle 

Eugene Sarbu 

The last concert of the Concert Club's thirty-sixth season was given by Eugene Sarbu, violin, 
accompanied by Gordon Back. With billing such as a 'a mercurial, animal-like awareness', Sarbu had 
to live up to a high reputation. 

His first piece, ' Helas, j'ai perdu mon amant', a set of theme and variations by Mozart, was a 
strange choice with which to start. Almost over before it had begun, it did, nevertheless, demonstrate 
a strong rapport between violinist and accompanist. 

Faure's Sonata in A Major, which followed, entirely vindicated any doubts which the preceding 
item may have created. Here, Sarbu was clearly in his element, displaying the deft fingerwork and 
phrasing that one associates with performers of his calibre. Gordon Back was also given opportunities 
to show why he is constantly in demand to accompany such professionals. 

The interval should have followed, but Sarbu chose instead to play what may or may not have 
been an encore, which turned out to be the next item on the programme, the scherzo from a 
Tchaikovsky Valse. This was very much a virtuoso piece, showing the rewards that can come from 
endless scale practice. 

After the interval, the concert continued with the second main-stay of the evening. Unlike Brahms' 
Clarinet Quintet, which is, we have been told, 'lacking in dramatic conflict', his violin sonata in D 
Minor is full of this quality, and Sarbu succeeded admirably in bringing the pathos inherent in the 
work to the surface. Occasionally one felt that the violinist was sacrificing absolute technical accuracy 
for dramatic musical interpretation, but it is to be the purist to argue whether this is legitimate 
artistic licence. Certainly the result was a compelling performance by both men. 

Two encores demanded by the audience , and which reemphasised the excellence of all the facets 
of Sarbu's playing, concluded the concert. Once again , one must thank the committee for bringing 
such an excellent concert to Sherbome. While eulogizing the performance of Mr. Sarbu, the sterling 
work of Mr. Back must not be neglected. Perhaps the choice of Mozart to begin slightly marred an 
otherwise superb evening. However, it cannot be argued that the concert was not a fitting end to an 
abundant season. 

Angus Lockyer 
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Tales from the Vienna Woods 

Those members of the audience at John Hodgkinson's production of Horvath's 'Tales From The 
Vienna Woods' who were looking for their own values to be reaffirmed were in for a shock , and one 
of a particularly memorable kind. The School Orchestra's excellent renderings of Strauss' waltzes 
heralded what promised to be soothing end-of-term relief. But Horvath's bitter and cynical tale is one 
of greed , deception and cruelty; a prophetic bourgeois tragi-comedy played under the inflationary 
shadow of the early thirties , and against the background of an increasingly decadent society lurching 
towards fascism. 

The play is provocative in essence , and in setting out to puncture the sentimental my].hs of never
ending waltzes by the Danube , and romantic walks in shady glens of the Black Forest, it inevitably 
replaces the taste of candy floss with that of gall. In this context the resolution of the play must 
be seen as an ironic comment on the conventions of Sentimental Romanticism and a stark comment 
on real life. 

'Tales From The Vienna Woods' makes considerable demands on cast and audience alike in that it 
concerns itself with issues with which neither (one assumes!) have had experience, and with people 
so unsympathetic that neither would readily identify with them. Such inexperienced actors and 
actresses were perhaps ill-equipped to play out Horvath's torrid battle between individual selfishness 
and society, and that they did justice to a play that is loose and episodic in construction as well as 
uncomfortable in content was a remarkable achievement. Tom Case as the elusive and feckless Alfred 
and Mane Shahbenderian as the vivacious Marianne played their parts with great confidence and 
verve, and gave a poignancy and roundness to Horvath's under-developed characters. Mark Hildesley 
as the ageing toy shop owner Zaunerkonig was most convincing, especially when drunk. 



Three scenes were particularly memorable in this production. The picnic scene by the Danube to 
celebrate the engagement of Oscar and Marianne created very well the atmosphere of festivity and 
gaiety, yet the underlying tension came through very well. Jt was a lull before the storm of Marianne 
and Alfred's relationship. Frayed nerves and destitution replace bonhomie and affluence in the 
squalor of Alfred and Marianne's tenement in Vienna where the misery of their desperate and barren 
existence is a ~tark contrast to the frivolity of other scenes. Good timing by actor and actress made 
this a powerful and moving scene. The tavern and cabaret scene was superbly staged, and helped 
by the charismatic compering of William Granger, the polished dancing of the cabaret dancers and 
Susan Pascoe's electric singing it had a compelling vitality and gaiety to it. 

In such a strong production many of the more minor characters also deserve mention , but sadly 
space precludes it. Other notable features of the production were the meticulously authentic period 
costumes and props , the set - an ingenious interplay of boxes which enabled the scene changes to 
take place skilfully and professionally - James Boyd's sinister backcloth which was beautifully 
painted and redolent with atmosphere, and finally the lighting (particularly the improvised fireworks) 
which was handled with extreme precision. 

'Tales From The Vienna Woods' was an unforgettably poignant production, and Drama at 
Sherborne owes much to John Hodgkinson and his team for this unashamedly 'modem' and 
progressive play. 

M.J.A.S. 

The Lyon House Play 

The twenty-second Lyon House Play proved to be to all those who saw it a tremendously 
entertaining and professional production of Michael Frayn's 'Donkey's Years'. The play itself, a 
comedy about a nostalgic reunion of college friends ('friends' is perhaps the wrong word when you 
consider the rather scathing attitude of Quine, acted by Richard Burchmore, towards his lesser 
mortals), steadily gained in momentum just as the actors gained in confidence. By the end of the 
play it was difficult to hear what was being said , there was so much laughter. That was perhaps my 
only criticism. rt must be remembered though that it was thanks to some superb acting in the first 
place that such a response from the audience was provoked. Two actors who deserve a special 
mention for their lively and polished performances are Ian Walthew and fan Hey. 

Congratulations to all those involved, in particular the director Rev. Royle, for such an appealing 
production. 

Charlie Rix 

Holwell , 
2 1 March 1983 

Dear Cast, 
Since my incorrigible vice for more than seventy years has been watching plays, 1 wondered 

if you would be interested to hear how I reacted to 'Donkeys Years' on Saturday night. 
l thought your acting made one of the most enjoyable, the most exciting performances I have 

attended fo r many a day, either by amateurs or in the professional theatre. 
Forget alJ about minor deficiences in technique. They are only remedied by years of experience, 

and even professional actors whose technique is flawless are often capable of boring the pants off 
an audience ; that is a crime of which, individually and as a team, you could not be accused. 

Your director must be ultra-competent. I put it that way lest 1 over-indulge in superlatives. I 
cannot imagine how he induced you all to avoid the besetting sin of most amateur productions -
sluggishness. Your pace, dear actors; The speed of performance was breathtaking without ever being 
breathless, and I have never - repeat, never - heard cues picked up more briskly and effectively. 
This, I assure you, is what contributed so much towards your great success. What was just as 
remarkable , and especialJy for decrepit ancients such as myself, was that audibility and clarity of 
diction never suffered: r heard every syllable. 

30 



Again, it was a surprise and pleasure to see how effectively you had been brought to make full use 
of what directors sometimes forgel is a very important part of an actor's equipment, the space of the 
Slage itself. I thought your positioning was good and though rapid changes were frequently 
necessary I did nol find them distracting or pointless. 

Of course, the play itself, while providing the cast with a full set of meaty parts inevitably thrust 
one or two people into greater prominence. and the greater the prominence the greater becomes the 
burden of responsibility. Your two Jans took it in their stride. Ian One as Headingly set the pace. 
From his ftm entrance he gave the whole performance an impetus and throughout he took every 
opportunity to give his part its full spicy flavour. 

As for Ian Two, and that gloriously funny Buckle, as I revelled in his clever and always credible 
interpretation of a character, his vocal control, the subtle effects achieved by right emphasis and 
perfecl timing, and the deft exploitation of an impressive stage presence, I could hardly believe that 
I was walching the performance of a schoolboy. 

Incidentally, I think he must have re-read quite recently Hamlet's advice to the harlotry players 
not to saw the air too much with their hands: his acting had the rare element of repose. Verb Sap. 

Congratulations on finding such a decorative and talen ted Lady Driver. 

What a delightful evening 
My thanks 

Sincerely , 

Raymond Higginson 



Team: 

Hockey 

1st XI 

Results 

King Edward VI Southampton (a) won 4 - 2 
Occidentals ~h) lost 2 - 4 
Downside a) won 5 - 1 
Dorset 'A' (h) won 3 - 0 
Monkton Coombe (h) won 3 - 1 
Bryanston (h) drew 3 - 3 
Dauntsey's (h) drew 0 - 0 
King's Taunton (a) lost 1 - 2 
Churcher's College (h) lost 1 - 2 
King's Bruton (a) won 3 - 2 
Taunton (h) won 4 - 0 
Marlborough (a) lost 0 - 1 
Mill field (a) won 3 - 0 
Pilgrims (h) drew 4 - 4 
Can ford (a) won 1 - 0 

H. Alexander, R. Mather, R. Lloyd , (Capt.) , J. Brooking, R. Rydon, P. Cockerham, 
R. Nitsch, S. Millar, R. Tice , A. Kardooni, A. Tresidder. 

The above XI were awarded colours, but R. Spink and P. Plewman both played in many matches. 

Oxford Hockey Festival ResuJts 

Dean Close 
Stowe 
Cranleigh 
Sutton Vallance 
Felsted 

Tour Party 

lost 
won 
won 
drew 
drew 

0 - 1 
1 - 0 
3 - 1 
2 - 2 
0 - 0 

P. Crinks, R. Spink, R. Mather, J. Brooking, R. Rydon, (Capt.), P. Cockerham, R. Nitsch , 
S. Millar, R. Tice , A. Tresidder. A. Whelan, A. Hunt. 

Cold fronts deposited snow to the east and warm fronts brought their rain to the West, but the 
Sherborne hockey season was completed without the white flag ever being shown to the weather. 
This does not mean that an all-weather pitch would have been an irrelevant luxury in 1983: many 
house matches were lost and the coaching of skills would have been a lot easier, given the really 
flat surface that can be provided by modem synthetic substances. 

The School XI seemed as though it would almost select itself with five old colours returning 
from last year; the rugby season, though, soon ruled otherwise. Simon Bryant forsook his pads and 
kickers to make a very commendable effort to secure an England 18-group rugger cap, while Richard 
Lloyd only shook off the effects of a bad knee injury in time to play in the last six matches of the 
term. As a result of this and an intennittent 'flu epidemic, the eleven colours only ever played 
together three times during the entire season. In these matches, the team played some very good 
hockey, but when disrupted in important positions, they occasionally performed as efficiently as 
a car without a gearbox. 
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The two most memorable matches unusually included a defeat. This was the game against a 
Marlborough team, which certainly made a strong bid for the best hockey side from one school that 
I have ever seen. When attacking they came forward at speed in droves, but then they still managed to 
retreat equally speedily to produce a totally water-tight defence. Indeed, although their goalkeeper 
proved himself very adept at retrieving the ball when it was hit off the end, his skiJI as a goalkeeper 
was never tested throughout the entire match; and therefore, to have lost by a single goal was a 
great credit to the spirit of the Sherborne team. The most noteworthy perfonnance of the season 
was to inflict a 4 goal defeat on Taunton, which not onJy consistuted our first victory against them 
since 1975, but was also their heaviest reverse for ten years. Since it occurred on an afternoon when 
the coach was 80 miles away, there is a very obvious lesson to be learnt from this. 

Without doubt, the best player in the team was Paul Cockerham. whose skill and positional sense 
at left half invariably meant that the opposition outside right would have been more involved in the 
game as a ball boy rather than as a player. Stuart Millar's skills as a wing were so obvious that he 
was converted to a very effective inside right, but in common with many of the forwards. he lacked 
the ability to convert good positions into goals. For vision and ability to read a game, Robert Rydon 
was in a class of his own, and though he was a lot more effective than last year, he still really needed 
the rules to be changed to allow left-handed hockey players. These three played regularly for Dorset 
U-19 and Adele Kardooni represented Dorset U- 16; he will become a very good player if he is 
willing to put in the work to improve his skills. Most of the rest of the team were very close to county 
standard and with five retu ming next year, there is every prospect of a well-balanced team in 1984. 

Finally, a few words of thanks; to Roger James and Lt.Col. Dick Everard for travelling many miles 
to umpire our games so efficiently, and to Mervyn Brown fo r all his splendid work on the grounds. 
Indeed, as I fina lly relinquish my post as Master in charge of hockey, my thanks to all the coaches 
who have given so much time and enthusiasm to help build up the total fixture list from 28 in 1970 
to 100 in 1983. In particular, I must mention Micky Walford , whose skill, advice and dedication 
have been so valuable over the years. 

My very best wishes now go to David Scott who will be writing next year's report on Sherborne 
School 1st XI hockey. 

2nd XI 

Played 13 Won 8 Drawn 4 Lost 1 Goals For: 39 Goals Against: 8 
Team: Crinks, Spink, Thorne, Ward, Ford (Capt.), Moore, Whelan, Romer-Lee, Chambers, 

Burgett, Hunt. Also played: Sharp, Gilshenan, Plewman. 

l.R.E. 

The strength of this year's 2nd XI is shown by the number of players who gained promotion 
to the 1st XI to play with some distinction, while others proved to be more than adequate cover for 
injuries. 

Three games tend to stand out; first the excellent win over Clayesmore I st XI played on a fi rm 
dry grass pitch which allowed both sides to manufacture some good attacking hockey. Secondly , 
the one-all draw with a very physical Bryanston side. This for me was the low point of the season, 
when the skills of the Sherbome boys were almost overcome by the brute fo rce and ignorance tactics 
of our opponents. On tills occasion the style of hockey we tried to play on a soft and rather bumpy 
surface did not remotely favour us. The third match to be mentioned was both a high point for 
Sherborne hockey and the one defeat to the 2nds. On the day in question I deserted the 2nd XI to 
encourage the I st XI. The latter played some marvellous hockey to swamp a Taunton side who in the 
end were a very dispirited XI. Their result was dulled on hearing the 2nd XI had lost to the onJy goal. 

The general view of the season showed a very competent, competitive side who on the day could 
be as skilful as anyone at tills level. I hope that this level of skill and type of hockey will continue to 
improve for those who return next year. 

My thanks go to Bernie Ford for his enthusiasm on the field and his help off the field. 
D. A. Scott 

41 



3rd XI 

The 1983 3rd XI Hockey season opened well but because of injuries and promotions the side 
failed to settle down in midfield. Full credit must go to the insides and halves for being so inter
changeable but rarely did the forward line play as a cohesive unit. The large number of matches in the 
latter stages of the term meant that there was little time to practice basic positional play and the side 
ceased playing to its full potential. 

The defence was solid throughout with Paddy Westropp exhorting those in front of him with 
in fectio us enthusiasm. Ivan Sharpe and Ed Sugden were probably the best pair of 3rd XI backs to 
grace Pitch 3 but the latter became discontented with his defence role and began to wander upfield, 
beating several men en route, only to lose the ball before getting in his pass; very frustrating for all 
concerned! Johnny Humphrey was the most improved player in the side and it was a sad loss when 
he succumbed to glandular fever. However , it took the pressure off the captain, Richard Wells-Furby, 
who, like good wine, improved with age. At centre half Richard Talbot-Williams was commanding 
even if at times he overdid the slow-motion stick work. Bill Chandler was both half and inside 
forward; an accomplished player and destined for higher honours next year. The forwards were well 
served on the wings with the dash and guile of Johnny Stock and Henry Wilkinson . Billy Brook took 
up good positions at centre forward but perhaps lacked the drive and determination to make the most 
of opportunities in the circle. Malcolm Fitzgerald and Richard Caines had their moments at inside 
but each tended to wander out of position. 

Perhaps I have been overcritical above. The side won 8 matches and only lost to Marlborough 
when we had 70% of the play, Can ford where we looked wooden on their all-weather pitch at the end 
of term, and R.A.C. Bovington, who were out to avenge a defeat earlier in the term. My sincere 
thanks to Richard Wells-Furby who anticipated every problem and was the ideal team manager's 
captain. Long may the 3rd XI strive to play good hockey. 

Results 

King Edward VI, Southampton {h) 
R.A.C. Bovington (a) 
Monkton Coombe {h) 
Bryanston (h) 
Dauntsey's {h) 
King's Taunton (a) 
Milton Abbey 2nd (a) 
R.A.C. Bovington (h) 
Taunton (a) 
Marlborough (a) 
Sexey's Bruton I st {h) 
Can ford (a) 

4th XI 

Drawn 
Won 
Won 
Won 
Won 
Won 
Won 
Lost 
Won 
Lost 
Won 
Lost 

0 - 0 
4 - 3 
2 - 0 
4 - 0 
8-1 
3 - 0 
5 - 0 
0 - 3 
5 - 2 
0 - 2 
3 - 0 
0 - 3 

M.J.H. 

Whereas in most years we find ourselves victims of foul weather, notably as spring approaches, 
this season we fell prey only to illness, and other people's at that. The result was an almost 
unprecedented run of matches - not , of course, all victories, for that would be quite contrary to the 
healthy spirit of give .and take which characterizes the team. Instead, a nice balance was achieved, 
affording opportunities for magnanimity without complacency. 

Clearly, mere length of years does not necessarily improve skill: some , as they get older, simply 
find new ways of playing badly. The fact that this was predominantly a team of mature experience 
is therefore evidence of their agility and staying power and not of our inability to introduce fresh 
talent. What better exemplar of this than the team's avuncular captain, Watkins, his solidity amongst 
the defenders - and his cracking drives - deterring many a venturesome opposing forward, and his 
geniality pre~mpting many an incipient crisis? So established became his reputation that he was 
infamously filched by the 3rd XI at Marlborough, causing consternation in the ranks of the 4th XI. 
His two allies in defence, variously called Kettlewell, proved staunch supporters, with a good sense of 
position. 
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In the first match, against Sexey's, Fitzgerald scored twice, precipitating his instant promotion. 
van Haaps, distinctly energetic and well on form all season whether amongst the forwards or the 
halves, also scored here, and we won the day. However, we were not so successful at Milton Abbey, 
where despite a goal from Dickson we Jost 2-1. This setback notwithstanding, there was victory at 
King's, Bruton , two days later, when the redoubtable van Haaps scored the only goal in a fast game 
on their hard pitch towards evening. March 1st was the occasion of Daybell's hat-trick on the 
engagingly diminutive pitch at Clayesmore, when no other goals were scored. But a week later 
Marlborough scored several, and although Bradshaw's accurate shooting gave us a reprieve it could 
not save us. The season ended with a robust but not entirely successful game against Canford. 

Good-humour and Zest were the hallmarks, as exhibited by those doyens of the wing, Outhwaite 
and the fleet Madden , ever ready to take the enemy in the rear; and by the stout defenders of the 
mid-field, Ward and Watts, who established a sound rapport, and were joined on various occasions by 
Groom. Feats of skill there were, all the more exhilarating for being unpredictable; yet, as ever, it 
was the steady enthusiasm and enjoyment of all the players that forged the strongest bond and 
provided the most durable reward. 

Also played: Rivers, Talbot-Williams, Watson, Westropp. 

C.W.M. - I. 

Colts 

The Colts had a number of good players and on several occasions played some splendid hockey 
in destroying weaker teams (Bryanston 6- 0, King's Bruton 10- 1, for example). They never, 
however, really welded together as a team and three significant defeats at Dauntsey's (4 goals down 
in 20 minutes) and at home to Marlborough and Canford revealed the lack of real drive and 
determination when it mattered. For once, too, poor weather and the lack of an all-weather pitch 
could not be used as an excuse. Not one match and only two practice sessions were interrupted by 
inclement conditions. 

In goal Rew forced his way into the team (at the expense of a more than competent Pickles) with 
outstanding form in practice. Fast and fearless he has the makings of a fine keeper if he can 
concentrate atJ the time. The best custodians of the goal do the right thing at the right time rather 
than make occasional spectacular saves. Knott and Hazel were a strong and resolute pair of full 
backs but both have points in their play which could be improved by practice; the former lacking 
mobility in tight conditions, the latter possessing a hit that was inconsistent and often weak. The two 
wing-halves, Wright and Bradby, were possibly the best players in the side. Technically correct and 
only rarely beaten, they were able to launch numerous attacks from mid-field. In the centre Kosser 
showed promise as a fine, strong player but only on a few occasions was he seen at his best. He 
needed to be more assertive both in his play and in his captaincy. 

Jory was the best of the forwards and when given the ball created numerous openings down the 
right-wing. Pittman at centre-forward scored 16 goals in 10 games and certainly ran well and moved 
skilfully into position, but he was remarkably profligate. Rather like Luther Blissett he missed two 
chances for every goal he scored. Of the inside-forwards Sirley was talented and against the weak 
sides most effective but never proved himself willing to work hard in his own half, whilst Thompson
Glover showed much natural ability but the Lack of experience of one who only took up the game 
this season. Finally, Holbrook possessed a fine centre from the left-wing but was too disorganised to 
make any real impact. Small details such as the right footwear and the right frame of mind before a 
match or practice often make the difference between an ordinary and a good player. ln addition to 
these Milne and Emley made several appearances in several poshions revealing determination and no 
little skill. 

All in all the disappointment of three defeats and two draws must be set against five resounding 
victories and on occasions some excellent hockey. If 50% of the chances created had been taken it 
might well have been an outstanding season. 

D.F.G. 
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Junior Colts 

Played 11 Won 8 Drew I Lost 2. 

The season started with an exciting match against King Edward's, Southampton, which we won 
because of stout defence and a forward line which scored three times out of five proper attacks. 
Downside tril!d to play rugger but we played hockey and won; and then came a dull draw against 
Monkton when we had all the play but could not score. 

The team was now beginning to settle down. Hjaltun was safe at back, first partnered by Allen 
and later by Lee who turned into a reliable defender once he appreciated the value of tight marking 
in the circle. The half back line never dominated. MiJlar, although bubbling with enthusiasm and 
talent, lacked the self-discipline necessary for him to control the game. The wing halves varied owing 
to injuries gained either on the hockey field or on the ski slopes. The forwards combined well in the 
later part of the season, particularly in our victories over Marlborough and Mill field. MacAdam was 
always a threat and enjoyed taking on the opposition's defence and, when partnered by Brown who 
was promoted from the B, combined to form a spearhead of high skill and sharpness in the circle. We 
lacked pace on the wings but they had the skill to beat their men and so the opposition's defence was 
always under pressure. 

The B team won all their seven matches mostly in a glut of goals. Their defence was vulnerable but 
all played with such joyful enthusiasm that the opposition were swept aside. 

Messrs. Hunter, Jones and Sugden all gave up their time to help with coaching and umpiring, 
and their skills and support were most welcome. 

'A' Team from Rintoul; Hjaltun; Lee; Stober; MiJlar; Chambers; Moore; Dean; Brown; MacAdam; 
Cumming; Spencer-Jones; White;Jagger. 

Mini Colts 

The side this year was a very balanced one. There were no real stars, nor were there any real 
weaknesses. Three matches were lost, as compared with only one the previous year, but the 
circumstances were different. We were defeated by Monkton Combe, on the hard away, in a match 
which the spectators reckoned to be one of the most spectacular and exciting games ever seen at this 
level. In the end we were defeated by the Monkton goalkeeper. The match against King's College 
Taunton could have gone either way and the defeat by Millfield seemed to be due to the injection 
of a lot of talent at this age. Even so the loss was only by one goal. All the other matches were won 
and, in one case, the number of goals scored ran into double figures. 

With one or two exceptions the side quickly picked itself. The half back line was unchanged 
throughout the season. Wright at centre half is a sound and skilful player and was the ultimate choice 
as captain. (He is the fourth person in succession to captain this team from West Hill Park Prep 
School - is this a record?). Hatch and Siegle were the wing halves. Both are from Hazelgrove Prep 
School who provided five members of this year's team - probably also a record. Both are sensible 
and intelligent players who quickly learnt the value of the pass across the field to their opposite 
inside. 

The two backs, Cunningham and Parry-Jones, were a little slow but excellent hitters of the ball. 
Parry-Jones is a little agricultural but Cunningham has a natural talent. Several goal keepers were 
tried, Levy, Reade, Kraunsoe, and there was not a lot to choose between them. AlJ were 
inexperienced but all tackled the job with gusto and enthusiasm and improved their skills during 
the course of the term. 

At centre forward Longman was big and strong and very effective and is to be congratulated on 
being selected for an England team. As insides, Davis and Funnell are both good players. They have 
the skills but both need a bit more drive and determination which will no doubt develop as they 
grow stronger. Morton on the right wing has the dash and drive but never quite worked out how to 
use this position to the best advantage. A good left wing never really materialised this year. Bum 
played there initially. He showed enthusiasm but never quite mastered the art. He was followed by 
Campbell who is really an inside forward, and a good one, but not quite as effective on the wing. 

It was an interesting and enjoyable season and I am sure all the players will go on to do well in 
the future. 

J.P.R. 
Played 9. Won 6. Lost 3. 
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Soccer 

1st XI 

A highly satisfactory season. There was only one reversal, despite an extended fixture programme. 
Most matches were won comfortably. Ability and commitment helped compensate for lack of 
experience - the side was mainly comprised of Lower Sixth who had not kicked a round ball since 
prep. school. . 

Getting to know one's colleagues was the main problem in the opening game - the 4-1 defeat 
of a poor King's Taunton. More familiarity certainly didn't seem to be breeding contempt in the 
following match. Bristol Cathedral's overworked keeper found himself with the unenviable task of 
picking the ball out of the net no less than eight times. Meanwhile Spencer, his opposite number, 
temporarily added one to the ranks of Mrs Thatcher's three million. 

Last season Bristol G.S. obtained the verdict over Sherborne. This time things were different. 
The game was something of a personal triumph for Kardooni , the skipper, whose sheer pace enabled 
him to latch onto the end of a succession of defence-splitting passes. He rammed in all five. 

Then came the narrowest of home defeats against a quality Clifton side. Sherborne appeared 
rather overawed in the first half. Defensive mistakes - that were punished by clinical finishing -
allowed the visitors to build up a 3-0 lead by the break. Happily, a 'nothing to lose' approach and a 
lot of character allowed Sherborne to make a real fight of it - goals by Matthews and Shaw shaking 
the Bristol side to their very foundations. One was left to ponder on what might have transpired had 
the Sherborne side been together as long as the visitors. 

Winning ways were rediscovered the following week at Downside. However, an inability to convert 
numerous presented goalscoring opportunities restricted Sherborne to the imposition of a 2- 1 
beating. Fortunately , centre-half Cran ton was able to show the forwards how it should be done with 
a highly memorable thirty yard half-volley that practically uprooted the stanchion on impact. This 
was followed by the 7-0 drubbing of Foster's 2nd XI. Five goals were run in during a 25 minute 
second-half purple-patch past a bewildered defence that visibly wilted under the unceasing pressure. 

Next, a buoyant side permitted themselves an extravagant victory at the expense of the 0.S. 
A by no means incompetent Old Boys side found itself buried without trace under an avalanche of 
eleven goals. However, the best performance of the season was reserved for the 6- 1 demolition of 
Shaftesbury G.S. McCubbin , a half-time substitute, deserves mention for claiming an exquisite hat
trick. Sherborne produced perceptive and considered football for the full ninety minutes. The greater 
maturity resulting from experience allowed the side to function as an efficient collective unit. Players 
proved keen to recognise responsibilities to one another. They had created a team in the truest sense 
of the word! 

The boys rounded off the season by teaching the staff a few lessons in a 3-1 win. 
Certainly little harm resulted from the avoidance of injury and the opportunity to start most 

games with the same eleven. Spencer was a reliable and steady keeper. The defence. in the main, 
worked well together. Full-backs Buckland and Longrigg were solid. Central stopper Cranton was 
rock-like. Bourke , a talented sweeper, exuded confidence and revealed a great appreciation of the 
game. In no way did he live up to the sound of bis name! A midfield comprised of four accomplished 
performers meant that Sherborne generally held sway in this vital department. Ewen was a tenacious 
ball-winner and composed penalty taker. M. Bryant probed and prompted and showed an ability to 
size up situations in a flash. Wyatt-Smith added subtlety and silky skills. The impressive Matthews 
completed the quartet. He showed signs of developing into a complete player. Up front, the twin 
Kardooni - Shaw spearhead had much to commend about it. Kardooni, a speed merchant regularly 
got there first. Shaw, a persistent irritant, hustled defenders into mistakes. Had they exhibited 
steadier finishing, their own very successful seasons would have become outstanding ones. 

Results 
King's Taunton w 4 - 1 
Bristol Cathedral w 8 - 0 
Bristol G.S. w 5 - 1 
Clifton L 2 - 3 
Downside w 2 - 1 
Fosters 2nd XI w 7 - 0 
Old Shirbumians w II - I 
Shaftesbury G.S. w 6 - 1 
Staff w 3 - 1 

48 - 9 H.P.B. 
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2nd XJ 

A season of mixed fortunes. The vital ingredient of consistency was in short supply. Three games 
were won, three games were losL The side proved itself capable of producing spells of good football. 
Unfortunately there were also periods characterised by a loss of direction and shape, some of which 
cost matches. The high point was undoubtedly the somewhat less than nail-biting I 5- 1 win over 
Bristol G.S. 

Rfotoul, the keeper, improved beyond recognition during the course of the term. The defence 
of Perry (the skipper), Thornton, Barry-Taylor, the promising Abate, and occasionally Knechtli, 
was reasonably sound, although there was a tendency to get caught in possession. Waddy and 
Andrews, in the centre of midfield, were the wellspring of most worthwhile moves. They were 
flanked on the left by Varde's terrier-like presence. 

Some special Brand crosses from the right were a factor in enabling the alert McCubbin and 
Kendall to score something approaching a hat full of goals. Macdonald, on the few occasions he was 
fit, showed that he wasn't averse to getting his name on the scoresheet. The injury-jinxed Dikko 
was able to add colour towards the end of term. 

Results 

King's Taunton 2nd XI 
Bristol Cathedral 2nd XI 
Bristol G .S. 2nd XI 
Clifton 2nd XI 
Downside 2nd XI 
Fosters 3rd XI 

L 
w 
w 
L 
w 
L 

1 - 2 
6 - 2 

15 - 1 
5 - 6 
5 2 
2 - 3 

34-16 

M.L.M., D.B.C., and H.P.B. are very grateful for the assistance of S.T. and R.J .P. 

Cross-Country 

H.P.B. 

Once upon a time, many years ago in fact, there was a school which was very very good at rugby 
and very very good at cross-country running. Sadly, however, this is no longer the case; both the game 
of the oval ball and the race of the tired legs have deteriorated , to so great an extent in the case of 
the latter, that its very existence at Sherbome is threatened. Thus reads the opening few lines of a 
depressingly pessimistic games report in the 'Shirburnian'. Perhaps what it says is true, but the facts 
can be seen in an entirely different light ; true, last term's cross-country season was not the most 
successfu l ever recorded, but there is undoubtedly a good deal of talent in the ranks of the fifth form, 
and next year may see the storm after the lull, as the Australians might say. 

Last term's team was, to be sure, a motley crew. The very fact that the author of this report was 
in it bears witness to that fact. Yet there was talent; we were spear-headed by Chris Rugge-Price , 
a talented runner who looked good in training but who unfortunately performed Jess well under 
pressure. Nevertheless, he won the Milton Abbey event and set a fine example throughout the term. 
Our number two, James Rendle, also ran fairly successfully, though his main attribute must surely 
have been his cheerfulness and never failing smile, even at the start of a race. (Totally 
incomprehensible as far as the author is concerned, although I was frequently unable to help myself 
laughing out loud at the futility of running for five miles through rain, snow, fog, and mud and then 
coming last at the end of it all!). Robert Kettlewell and Nick Parham completed the 'quartet of 
competents' among the senior runners, who all qualified for the North Dorset Championships at 
Bournemouth, while Charles Colquhoun and myself provided the hidden talent that the school was 
looking for, and which remained sadly undiscovered. Messrs. Lovell and Lordon were unable to 
compete in all the matches due to injury, but along with Richard van der Horst, who came into the 
team late in the season, they may prove successful next year. 
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The Colts, as I have said , fielded a number of good runners ; Paul, Reid, Newman, Timmis , 
Nicholson and Dru Drury all ran well though strength in depth was sadly lacking, and injuries took 
their toll. 'What about the results?' I hear you excitedly yell. WeU, without producing a pretty little 
table, which would give away the unhappy truths too easily, it is always rather difficult to present 
the results of cross-country matches. However, it maY. suffice to say that we walked (or rather ran 
(groan!) all over Milton Abbey in the Seniors (38 to 41, the lowest score winning), and didn't walk all 
over Can ford, King's Taunton. Marlborough, Bruton, Bryanston, Wellington , Millfield, All Hallows or 
Clifton (though we did beat the latter and Taunton and Queen 's Taunton in the Sherbome T rophy). 

As for the Colts: well, they were narrowly beaten into second place in the Taunton Trophy, 
and didn't actually gain many more laurel wreaths .... well, none in fact. Who was it then who said 
that statistics always lie? In this case I wholeheartedly agree with him, rash as this may seem. All in 
all, it was, I think, a good term; we trained with great energy and alacrity under the guidance of 
Messrs. Harris and Gibson, while Mr. Sammut provided keen competition and Miss Mander (of 
'Antigone' fame) running ahead of us provided encouragement of a different kind. Our thanks must 
go to Mr. Hodgkinson who ably filled the post of manager (eat your heart out, Bob Paisley). 

Last term also saw Plum Pud swarming with panting Shirburnians competing in the annual inter
house cross-country competition, which was this year sadly crippled owing to the similarly annual 
'bug'. In the end it was decided that it should be no more than an event for individual glory, since 
some Houses could not field complete teams, and its voluntary nature made for even greater depletion 
of numbers. The races were good though, providing a number of surprises in the seniors and juniors 
alike; Paul Cockerham and Justin Brooking both beat Chris Rugge-Price to the finish , while the ever 
punctual James Rendle turned up too late to compete! The Colts race was also won by an outsider 
- a certain Nicholson of Lyon, who narrowly beat Harry Paul to the finish and who was 
consequently seized by Mr. Harris to run for the school, a sad fate indeed! 

I believe it is some time since a cross-country report appeared in the 'Shirburnian', and perhaps 
it will be an equally long time before anyone writes again, but if nothing else I hope that this short 
article will persuade more people to take an interest in the sport, in order to put Sherbome back on 
the map as far as cross-country is concerned. 

Mike Wright 
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Basketball 1983 

It has been a season of surprises. As far as the results were concerned, the senior team started 
off with five defeats out of the first six games and with the easy fixtures already played it seemed 
that we might have a disastrous season. However, at King's Taunton the team managed to lose their 
coach and captain and won three outstanding victories. This was the turning point of the season 
and we began to play like a basketball team instead of a number of individuals wanting to play 
basketball. People began to realise that in attack the ball could do most of the work and allow an 
unhurried shot rather than force a play. Even the dreaded man-to-man defence became not merely 
accepted but a useful weapon to disrupt the opposition because people were willing to work for 
one another. 

Consequently, against a strong Mill field team who would normally defeat us soundly. we managed 
to lead for most of the game and only go down by six points in what must have been the best game of 
the season. 

There is still much work to do particularly when the game situation is tight and, after all. it is then 
when you discover if you have just a good team or a team of quality. However. this season the team 
has improved and for the first time since l have been at the school I can say that a Sherborne team 
has begun to play basketball with understanding. 

As this year's team is totally made up of Lower Sixth players and Fifth formers I feel confident 
in saying that next year, if we don't lose too many of the younger players, we could develop into an 
outstanding team able to compete on a par with and beat the giants of the area: namely Yeovil , 
Millfield and Sexey's. Then watch out London! 

Under 16's 
The outstanding quality of this year's team has been demonstrated not only by their unbeaten 

season but also by the fact that the first five constantly played for the senior team and contributed 
239 of the 483 points. Taylor, Paine and Roberts have all greatly improved as players and they have 
been strongly supported by O'Shea, Letchworth, Beatty and Coswell. The most outstanding 
performance of the season was against Sexey's; a team who managed to get to the last 16 of the 
National Schools Championships. Although they were missing one of their players owing to injury 
it was still an outstanding game of basketball which we comfortably won. The team also managed 
to win the North Dorset Championships: the first time Gillingham have lost the cup in the history 
of the competition. 

Under IS's 
The Under 15 team played twice and although they were admirably led by Rintoul , Howells and 

Peters they lacked any real guards with the vision to use the ball effectively, though Slade may in 
time develop into such a player. 

Under 14's 
The Under 14 team on the other hand looked remarkably promising with Taylor and Davis in 

particular showing a high level of skill, but James Drake and McLean too have improved greatly 
this term. It was a pity they threw away the North Dorset Championships by I pt. having led all tl1e 
way. 

Finally I must thank Eden, Hildesley and Fawcett for their continued support in the organisation 
and scoring during the season. I would also congratulate Paine and Taylor for both achieving 154 pts. 
in the season. 

L. D. Gardiner 
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Results 

Seniors Scorers : 
Yeovil Lost 36 - 71 Eden 103 
Blandford Lost 26 - 27 Paine 69 
Bryanston Lost 40 - 49 Taylor 89 
Blandford Won 43 - 15 Roberts 48 
King's Bruton Lost 28- 33 Hildesley 50 
Marlborough Lost 24-40 Fawcett 40 
King's Taunton Won 35 - 29 O'Shea 24 
Sexey's Won 46-36 Upton 3 
Blundells Won 30 - 28 Zubkoff 8 
Clifton Won 34- 8 Cran ton 27 
Gillingham Won 63 - 42 Lee 9 
King's Bruton Lost 36 - 48 Letchworth 9 
Mill field Lost 42-48 Go swell 2 

Gallop 3 

Played 13 Won 6 Lost 7 Pts for 483 Pts against 474 

Under 16's Scorers: 
Fosters Won 66 - 3 1 Paine 73 
Gillingham Won 53 - 37 Taylor 49 
Sexey's Won 54 - 46 Roberts 39 
King's Taunton Won 53 - 27 O'Shea 27 
Blundells Won 57 - 22 Letchworth 42 

Played 5 Won 5 Lost 0 

Under 15's 
Sexey's 
Gillingham 

Go swell 
Beatty 
Rintoul 
Peters 
Slade 

Pts for 283 Pts against 163 

Winners of North Dorset Championships 

Lost 
Won 

44 - 59 
50 - 47 

Played 2 Won 1 Lost l Pts for 94 Pts against I 06 

Under 14's 
Fosters 
Sexey's 

Won 
Won 

22 -14 
31 - 17 

Played 2 Won 2 Lost 0 Pts for 53 Pts against 31. 

Overall Total 
Played 23 Won 15 Lost 8 Pts for 1003 Pts against 835 
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Fives 

It is pleasing to report that the standard of Senior Fives is at its highest point for the last ten years. 
In the I st IV there are four players of an equally high standard and it is good for the next season 
that two will be back again. The results show only three senior victories: against Colstons, Bristol 
Grammar School and Southampton University; what they do not show is how close the matches 
against Old Tonbridgians, Blundells and the R.F.A. were: nine, twelve and eighteen points 
respectively. The most satisfying aspect of the term was how well the players stuck to their tasks at 
all times. There was always a feeling of unity and the will to win has come out far more than in 
previous seasons. 

I hope that the enthusiasm engendered by the players at all levels will be transported to the junior 
boys in the houses. This is the best way for the game to continue to flourish and grow. The experts 
say that it is a far better game than squash , because it is more 'fulfilling': who am I to disagree?! 

The I st IV grew in strength with Ben Curry showing at times what a good player he can be, when 
all goes well. Jock Roberts-West, never a star on the singles court. played well in the doubles with 
powerful left hand hitting. Keith Oliver and Neville Horley both improved greatly as the term 
progressed, becoming far more thoughtful and steadier. 

Th e Colts. with Nick Parfitt stopping a Wallace House team, played with enthusiasm and did well. 
It is very encouraging to see the verve and drive that they have. My thanks to Mr. Sugden for bearing 
the game and helping the Colts. 

I st IV - B. Curry; J. Roberts-West; K. Oliver; N. Horley. 
2nd IV - J. Jeffreys; N. Bisset; B. Smith; M. Hoskyns-Abrahall; D. Carpendale; J . Quinlan; 

A. Nicholl. 
Colts IV N. Parfiu; C. Pomeroy; R. Pearman;J. North. 

also played: J. Pearce; S. Manin; I. Groom; J. Thompson-Glover. 
Senior House Final :- llarper beat Abbey by 7 points 
Junior House Final :- Wallace beat Harper by 15 points 
Richard Green Singles Trophy:- B. Curry beat K. Oliver I S-4, I S- 3 

Squash 

One could perhaps look rather pessimistically at the lists of results this term and reflect that this 
has not been a good tem1 for the squash teams at Sherbome. However, as with all data, the results 
must be considered in context and it must be stated immediately that, whilst we have some good 
players and some potentiaJly very good players in the School, both the 1st and the Colts V have 
lacked varied match practice because of their relative youthfulness. As a consequence of this our play 
on court has tended to lack variety and all too often crucial points have been lost through a failure to 
play deliberately placed balls at the right moment. This failing has been recognised by the players 
and, given that four members of this year's I st V will be returning next year, there is a very good 
chance that the experience can be put to positive and constructive use and that better results can be 
expected. A further advantage will also be that many of the Colts, some of whom are U 1 S, will have 
an extra year to mature before competing for places in the I st V. 

ln the four match~s played against club or adult sides (Marriott; Dorchester; M.J .C.'s V; Pilgrims) 
the contests were very much illustrations of youthful enthusiasm against guile and cunning. Fitness 
was usually on the side of Sherborne but the control of the game was generally in the hands of the 
opposition. Jn only a few instances was it possible for the school player to 'wear down' his opponent 
by making him run round the court and one can only reflect on what might happen next year if the 
lessons learnt from these matches are put into practice. 

Injury and illness have weakened our sides this term since many matches fell in the middle of 
the flu period. On at least three occasions one of the Colts had to play in the 1st V thus weakening 
his own team as well as forcing members of the 1st V to play above their normal number in the team. 
In all fairness, the latter situation probably cost us the match against King's Taunton although it was 
also true that we did not adapt quickly enough to the very cold conditions in which we were playing. 
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In the games against Blundell's, Millfield and Canford one can only say that we were outclassed. 
This is not surprising when one considers that squash is played as a major sport at these schools, 
although we made an excellent display at both levels in the game against Millfield. Once again our 
sides were weakened through illness, but it was most encouraging that many of the games were Jost 
2- 3 against much stronger opposition and that 8- 10 was quite regularly the losing score in single 
games. In the match against Can ford we fielded for the first time an U 15 team in addition to the two 
normal teams, thereby giving match experience to some very young players. lt would be a 
tremendous bonus in future years if Squash at this age group could be further encouraged, although 
it appears that many of the schools we play are unable to provide the opposition because of a relative 
lack of strength in depth. 

The remaining matches against Milton Abbey , Clifton and King's Bruton were won quite easily 
by both the I st V and the Colts V and made for an optimistic beginning to the term. It was 
particularly useful that Robbie Dunster was able to watch the teams play and give some useful advice 
on tactics in a match situation. 

The Inter-House competition at both Senior and Junior levels provided some interesting individual 
contests and indicated that there is perhaps far more ability in the school than one might expect. 
It is always unfair, I think, to single out any one player but mention must be made of the 
improvement shown by Fussell during the term. He has responded to Robbie Dunster's excellent 
coaching. Anyone who witnessed his performance in the final of the Junior House Competition can 
only have marvelled at his display of inventive squash. It was certainly a contributory factor in Lyon 
House winning the Junior Trophy. 

The final of the Senior Competition also provided the arena for the match upon which depended 
the outcome of the Mcintosh Trophy for the best individual player. The cup eventually went to 
Angus Lockyer after he had beaten Paddy Plewman - which was perhaps fitting since Angus had 
played at Number I in the I st V in all but two of the school matches. One can only reflect, however, 
on what the result might have been if Paddy had played squash more regularly throughout the term. 
Nonetheless, all credit must go to Angus Lockyer for one of his best performances of the season and 
for helping Abbey House to win the Senior Competition at the same time . 

I must finally mention those who have helped to make this a most enjoyable term and, in 
particular credit must go to Angus Small, the cpatain of squash, who has been the epitome of 
efficiency. I !is bureaucracy off the court and his dedication on court have been an example to all. 
Robbie Dunster, the professional coach from Dorchester, has had yet another season of excellent 
coaching and is undoubtedly the reason for much of our success and high expectations for the 
future. Finally , thanks are due to Messrs. Earls-Davis, Kene and Cleaver foT their willingness to give 
up Saturday and Sunday afternoons to mark matches, be companions at away fixtures and provide 
much appreciated advice and guidance. 

Colours were awarded to: 
A. J. Small; A. E. Lockyer; N. D. Sebag-Montefiore; R J. H. Gray. 

Results 

I st V 

Marriott S.R.C. (A) Lost 0 - 5 
Milton Abbey (H) Won 4 - 0 
Clifto n (H) Won 3 - 2 
Dorchester S.R.C. (H) Lost 2 - 3 
King's Bruton (H) Won 5 - 0 
King's Taunton (A) Lost 2 - 3 
Winchester (A) 
M.J.C.'s (H) Lost 2 - 3 
Blundell's (H) Lost 0 - 5 
Mill field (A) Lost 0 - 5 
Canford (H) Lost 1- 4 
Pilgrims (H) Lost 0 - 5 
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Colts 

Milton Abbey (H) Won 3 - 0 
Clifton (H) Won 3 - 2 
King's Bruton (H) Won 4 - 1 
Winchester (A) 
Blundell's (H) Lost 0 - 5 
Millfield (A) Lost 0 - 5 
Can ford (H) Lost 0 - 5 

R.A.C. 

(The following report should have appeared in last term's edition. Apologies - Ed.) 

Rugby Colts B Report 

There was much evidence that this team had players that would fuUy expect to be on Bigside, 
in the near future. They certainly provided spirited opposition to the A team and when injuries 
occurred fitted into the first team quite naturally. 

The style of play was determined by a tactically sound pair of half-backs, with Nash the captain 
being prepared to use any possession that came his way and Wright at fly-half balancing his game well 
and using his backs at the right time. Pillrow and Holbrook, the wingers, certainly took advantage 
of the chances offered as did Goode timing his runs from full-back to bustle through. Goswell and 
Rix enjoyed attacking but found defence further down their list of priorities, so Bramble came in 
to stiffen the defence. 

The pack was light-weight and struggled in the set scrums, but Bayman, I ladjigeorgiou and Brook 
were determined to get their own ball in the set and got away with it by being a tactically sound front 
row. Lineout possession was ensured by Letchworth, and he would be the first to acknowledge the 
solid virtues of his fellow-lock Kellow. The more fluid the game was, the better Pittman, Hazel, and 
Bradby played in the back-row. Their speed to the break-down and their support play enabled this 
team to sustain movements. It was an entertaining team to watch. 

The Colts Lower had been introduced this season, and this was a great success with at least 60 
boys knowing that they had a chance to do themselves justice and progress. However, this system 
needs a lot of administration and we were lucky that we had the skill and efficiency of Mr. Hatch 
for this job. We were all extremely grateful for his hard work. 

The Team: 
P. Goode, G. C. Pilbrow, A. C. Goswell, W. F. S. Bramble, C. S. Rix, J. A St. C. I lolbrook, M. J. 
Wright, D. S. A. Nash, T. E.G. Bayman, D. C. Hadjigeorgiou, R. W. M. Brook, J. H. Kellow, G. P. 
Letchworth, J. A. L. Pittman, J. F. T. Hazel, T. M. Bradby. 

Results 

Claysmore 1st 
Can ford 
Milton Abbey I st 
Taunton 
King's Taunton 
Mill field 
Downside 
Radley 
Westfield 
Clifton 

Won 
Won 
Lost 
Won 
Won 
Lost 
Won 
Won 
Won 
Won 
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33 - 0 
4 - 0 
4 - 9 

42 - 0 
16 - 3 
8 - 14 
8 - 7 

24 - 4 
70 - 0 
18 - 7 



Shooting 

More rounds have probably gone down this .22 range in the last two terms than in any comparable 
period for a very long time. This has been due to an attempt to get more people interested in shooting 
and it seems to have been successful. All new boys have been given a chance to shoot and 
considerable talent has been uncovered. In addition the open range in Combe Valley has been very 
much in use, giving an added interest to the enthusiastic who do not mind wind and rain. 

In the Lent term six teams were entered for the British Schools Small Bore Rifle Association 
competitions, three senior and three under fifteen. All did extremely well in their respective divisions. 
The first junior Learn consisting of Speight, Key, AJ!mand-Smith J ., and Trench won their Division 
beating Bromsgrove into second place in the final round. The second junior team consisting of 
Zvegintzov, Sennett, Wansbrough and Hann M. also won their Division having led throughout the 
term. All the other teams came second except the A team which came third. llowever, in the A team 
both Hann C. and Tidd are to be congratulated on getting possibles (I 00/ I 00) as is also Laurence 
from the B Team. 

The results of the other major competition, the Country Life, are not yet available but we do 
know that Robin Price of School House scored a possible on all of the Group, Snap and Rapid 
practices. Probably only three competitors out of about nine hundred will have achieved this so it is 
something for which he should be warmly congratulated. 

With the coming of the Summer Term we look forward to fu ll -bore shooting. With the arrival 
of the new 7.62 Parker-Hale rifle a new era in shooting is about to begin. Sherborne has never won 
the Ashburton , the premier trophy in School shooting. If the present enthusiasm is maintained, there 
is no reason why we should not do so one day. 

J.P.R. 



School House 

Alas! The little blighters in the day room were thwarted in their attempt to blow the House to 
smithereens last term. Nevertheless, School House led the School with its characteristic explosive 
vigour. Rob Price earned himself and the School a perfect score in the national 'Country Life' 
shooting competition, Sam Small and Andrew 'Bell' Sellers ably Jed the school's first squash and 
fencing teams respectively, and Nick Parham Jed the members of the House Cross Country team 
to a smashing victory. The first member of the team to come over the line, Nick earned his House 
Colours, as did Sam Small, and both are to be congratulated for their efforts along with Rob Nitsch 
and Hugo 'Trog' Alexander, both of whom played for the 1st XI Hockey and won their colours. 

More colourful even than our games record was the House Wine Tasting with our eminent taster, 
PSF. School House breakfasts were a great success on Sunday mornings. Nick Sutcliffe continued to 
run the Stick eminently well and the two Andys managed to avoid a SYCOSS power struggle .... 
that is until Hendy absconded to Spain at the end of term with the rest of the Chamber Orchestra. 
'Tales from the Vienna Woods' would never have been the success it was, were it not for the flashy 
performances of Hugo 'Dicky' Dickson , Trog, Rick 'Thumper' Spink and Jerry 'Log' Smith. Jerry 
also proved to be an exemplar of unparalleled bravery in his harrowing encounter with Jack Eden's 
hamster - an adventure surpassed only by Chuck Wetherall 's encounter at the Upper Sixth Dance. 

On the promotion scene, there were enough advances made in the House to make your head spin. 
Trog and Richard Wells-Furby were both appointed prefects, and though Trog wasn't exactly a 
smashing success as our new Matron's Prefect , everyone is sure that Wells will fit the bill perfectly 
next term. Rob 'Wesley' Nitsch was made a School Pre fect, and little Rick Spink (who wasn't even 
a hallkeeper when the year began) has now become the House's head, taking over from the eminently 
capable Dick Brand. But the most shocking and saddest surprise by far was the announcement by Mr. 
Higginbottom that he and his family will be leaving School House at the end of next term. The whole 
House joins in wishing Mr. and Mrs. H. success and an easy transition into their new position in the 
Aldenham School. It was one hell of a term, guys. Zigga House! 

Abbey House 

Much of the term can be likened to the Abbey House Concert, in which was witnessed a variety 
of fine performances, a happy melange of the light-hearted and the serious, several outstanding solo 
acts, and a promise for the future , that provided all with great enjoyment. 

Nevertheless, the house can boast the achievement of carrying off just over a quarter of the English 
prizes (M. Wright and D. M. Wright deserve special mention), and of having a three-quarter success 
rate in the Oxbridge exams (T. Jackson won a scholarship and G. Courtauld and T. Steele gained 
places at Cambridge and Oxford respectively.) Next term will find two-fifths of the House preparing 
for 'O' and 'A' levels; we wish them luck. 

On the more artistic side, besides the fore-mentioned House Concert, several members of the 
House went on the Amsterdam Trip, and others on the Chamber Orchestra's expedition to Spain. 
On stage, W. Granger was the only member of the House to appear in 'Tales from the Vienna Woods', 
though the excellent stage crew, in the main, was ours. Finally in this context, the casting for the 
House Play is complete, and, it must be said, Mr. Wellby has done a fine job. In some cases, even, 
the actor can hardly be distinguished from his role. A word of warning: the play could be the high
light of Commem. 

I shall conclude with sport: The success of the House can be gauged from the fact that of the seven 
finals held this term, Abbey were in no less than five. Of these, three were gloriously won (6-a-side 
Hockey , senior Squash and Under 16 Hockey) and two valiantly lost (senior Fives and Football) 
in an attempt to broaden our horizons. 

D. M. Ford 
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The Green 

Last term was the Hockey term - or was it? Rugby continued undeterred in The Green with 
Simon Bryant being selected for the England Ul9 team. and four house members playing in the very 
successful school sevens team. However, some hockey was actually played - the six-a-side team 
reached the semi-finals and the U 16 and U 15 both lost their respective finals , whilst we achieved what 
must be a first in having a third foaner, Adele Kardooni, in the I st XI. Much potential talent in the 
cross-country was ravaged by 'flu, although Harold Paul should be congratulated for coming 2nd in 
the individual competition. 

However, despite this general aura of success, the silverware collection has gone down - an 
indication of our new policy of reaching the finals (seven consecutively to date) and losing all of 
them, which preserves our reputation and gives the other Houses a chance for some glory for once. 
Now that John Seagrim has gone into Cutlers, Ashly Holbrook has taken over as the Head of House, 
and under his gentle dictatorship the House has settled into a more relaxed atmosphere. Academically 
it was a quiet term, with but a trickle of prizes, and the exams looming. However, with such 
remarkable events as a boy from The Green acting in a school play it was not entirely devoid of life. 
It was as the Housemaster said 'a good term' with 'the right kind of atmosphere'. 

Patrick Moody 

Harper House 

Last Lent Term saw James Jeffries as the new Head of House, with an increase in House prefects 
to seven. The rest of the Upper Sixth were dubbed Hall-keepers and also shared in the duties around 
the House. 

It was a term of social occasions in Harper, with our fust House Concen and the old favourite 
of the House Supper. The contents of the 'Loving Cup' are still being discussed. Harper also owes 
many thanks to Mr Hope for organising the concert, ably assisted by Simon Trist. Mr. Ellis and Mr. 
Ridgeway gave some welcome accompaniment, with Mr. Cleaver donating a song. It was a great 
success for Harper's musicians. 

The term was also successful on the sporting front. Charles Watson captained the sailing team to 
victory , ea ming his House colours, and gaining the House Sailing Cup for Harper. The Fives Cup 
was won by Harper under the direction of Ben Curry , who also won himself the Richard Green 
Trophy. Ben won the singles and with Alex Nicholl also won the doubles. Enthusiasm for the cross
country was up to Harper's usual standard, with some _good individual efforts being made. Adam 
Preston and Malcolm Fitzgerald were awarded their House colours for their efforts. It was a successful 
and enjoyable term, despite the weather. 

F. Paterson 

Wallace House 

Lent terms never have any expectations to live up to, and as such are always the most satisfactory. 
This one was no exception, and Wallace's achievements, though rather miscellaneous, and perhaps not 
traditionally regarded as achievements, are certainly worth note. 

Sport, at Wallace, comes first. Not a special term, though, I'm afraid; we were rather convincingly 
knocked out of the senior hockey tournament ... in one of the earlier rounds. Nor was much 
enthusiasm shown at the House Cross Country. Our only senior entrant, and Derek Gilby our only 
junior entrant envied, I'm sure, the spirit driving so many 'boys in other Houses' to run despite its 
becoming voluntary at the Last minute. But Wallace has always been good with rackets: Justin 
Thompson-Glover, James Rapson, Chris Pomeroy and Rupert Pearman won the junior fives cup and 
we were runners up in the junior squash competition. 
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Sport out of the way, let us dwell a moment on the cultural highlights. Most memorable was the 
House Concert. For music lovers aU over the South West, the year centres around Wallace House 
Concerts. This year's deservedly had a packed house. There was instrumental quality from Jeremy 
Crozier-Cole and Bruce Grant, instrumental determination from Ben Figgis, keyboard perfection 
from Adam Scott, and sheer, unadulterated, tone-deaf entertainment from the housemaster and the 
tutors. Roll on next W.H.C. 

We also featured big in 'Tales from the Vienna Woods'. providing the lead - Tom Case - and 
co-star extraordinaire, Mark Hildesley. Alas though, some of us. including Adam Scott and Bruce 
Grant , were not around to see them perform, being in Spain on that great, herein documented, 
Chamber Orchestra trip. 

Finally, the Lent Term brought to the House Honours Board the achievements of last year's 
leavers: Charles Glasse, Matthew Bennett, Matthew Whittell and Philip Herbert all got into Oxbridge , 
the first three with awards, and Chns Knechtli won a place in the National Youth Choir. Of all last 
year's Upper Sixth, all but one are doing the course they wanted , and all but two at a University 
they wanted. 

Jn short, quite a surprise .... for a Lent Term. 

Abbeylands 

Abbeylands took the Lent Term well in its stride, as usual, ignoring 'mocks', and attacking all 
aspects of school life with the House's renowned vigour and en UlUsiasm. 

Ln the House itself, more decoration has taken place and we all thrill to the prospect of being 
surrounded by Miss Cropley's unfailing taste for the rest of our time here. 

Abbeylands didn't fail to make its mark in other areas as well ; Jonathan and Ian held the limelight, 
in the school play, and the hockey teams, immensely proud of qualifying for the house matches 
spread a mixture of good humour and unrivalled skill around the pitches. Limited success we quite 
rightly blame on the opening of the tuck shop. 

Next term looks even more exciting than this one, with Rick Spencer knocking on the door of 
number one, and not even the lack of a World Cup will stop the House from remaining the hive of 
interest and activity that it is now. 

H. E. S. Couchman 

Lyon House 

Under the eminent jurisdiction of James Boyd, Lyon House completed another successful and 
smooth tenn. Dougal Ragboume was the most senior hockey player in the House, playing as captain 
of the Sth XI! However, potential is brewing in the junior half of the House, with Jeremy Pickles 
playing on the Dorset Ul 6 Hockey team. Lyon House had much success in the minor sports, notably 
squash, fives and cross-country. The juniors won the squash in fine style with James Fussell leading 
by example, whilst Keith Oliver almost led Lyon to a fives final. Most congratulations are due to the 
junior cross-country team who completely dominated the event and we can now look forward to 
success when the cup is actually awarded . Stephen Nicholson, Guy Dru Drury, Edward Newman and 
Jonathan White were the key competitors in this. 

As usual though, the Lyon House Play dominated the Lent Term and under the new and expert 
direction of Rev. Roger Royle, it seemed, from general opinion, to live up to its reputation. As a play 
with numerous substantial parts, it is hard to single out single performances and perhaps a list suffices 
where selective comments fail: Ian Hey, Lan Walthew, Keith Oliver, Richard Burchmore , Charles Fox, 
Richard Bridge , Jession McAree and special thanks to Sarah Frost. 

Spencer Ewen 
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Westcott House 

The Lent Term proved to be one of mixed fortunes for the men from Horsecastles. as success and 
failure, particularly on the sports field, became interspersed with rain and ·nu. One particular bug 
proved remarkably hard to shake off and hence as half-term approached and both the House and 
School sanatoriums were beginning to bulge, an ever-increasing number of Westcottians headed for 
home. Very special thanks must go to Miss Binnie for her untiring efforts in this field in giving up 
days off and various amounts of free time in an effort to nurse the legions of wounded. 

The second half of term heralded an improvement in health and weather, and also produced what 
was only the second Westcott House Concert ever. Although this year's performance lacked the 
power-packed 'Elvis' Muirhead, it provided a relaxed and very entertaining evening, as members 
from all walks of the house showed off their musical abiJity. However, it proved too much for 
Richard Tice who found himself forced to leave the piano stool during a complex duet with Charles 
Tye much to the disappointment of the House. Congratulations though to James Clarke for his 
marvellous organisation and to Julian Murton and Ivan Sharpe for their efforts in the production. 

On the sports' field, the Ul S Hockey XI succeeded in winning the cup for the eleventh time in 
thirteen years, thanks to two goals from Julius Longman who went on to represent England at this 
level. In the 6-a-side competition, the House fielded a team of 1st XI players: however. they came 
unstuck against an unfancied yet very useful Abbey side. 

The last week of the term provided a first for the House and at the same time revenge over Abbey 
for the hockey defeat, as the soccer cup was won. Previously Westcott had never got past the first 
round, and yet this year, with the weather favouring our kick-and-run tactics, we got into the furn! 
and promptly crushed Abbey S-1. Had Mark Andrews and Ian Bourke not managed to scramble 
three goals between themselves when we were trailing 2-0 against the Digby, we would never have 
got there. 

Finally thanks go to Mr. Bowden for his role as unofficial house tutor who might perhaps one day 
find that Westcott House eitists outside E3 although, unfortunately. "Killing Joke" doesn't. 

Jerry Longrigg 

The Digby 

Amongst all the coming changes of staff, the most important (at least from our point of view) 
is the appointment of Colin Niven, a house tutor for many years, as headmaster of the Island School, 
Hong Kong. Although we will miss his presence greatly, we wish him welJ for the future. 

Congratulations are due to Jamie Henderson for his organ scholarship, awarded for his playing 
in the chapel and the Abbey, as welJ,as the House piano! Last term we fell foul of our old field rivals, 
Westcott, in both the six-a-side hockey and the football competitions. 

We have seen the departure of Robert Rydon as Head of House, owing to his increased 
commitment as Captain of Cricket. We hope thl\t Richard Budden, his replacement will continue 
to run the house with the same unobtrusive efficiency. Otheiwise , the llouse functioned smoothly 
throughout the traumas of mock 'A' and '0' Level exams. 

Peter Davenport 
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