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Editorial 

lf you were to look in the index of any dictionary of quotations, you would see that there are a 
fair number of quotations referring to the subject of education. ln fact such a Jot has been said 
about education that, as a word, it is subject to a Jack of definition. By that I do not mean that no 
one knows what education is. The problem of defining education arises from the large number of 
concepts and theories that there are concerning education. It is therefore a word that everyone 
is familiar with but would be hard pressed to find ten words th.at defined it accurately and com
pletely. In one way or another all of the quotations I found agreed that the ultimate aim of the 
education provided by schoo ls is to prepare you for life. 

The obvious question to raise about education in connection with Sherborne is this: Does Sher
borne really provide an education for the world of today? Anyone who thinks that Sherborne's 
high reputation as a school, or even her high Common Entrance pass mark, is a guarantee of a good 
education is not being very clever. It is indeed an indication; but then indications can be misleading. 
To answer the question let us forget about Sherborne's reputation; let us imagine that there are only 
two schools in the whole of England, one is what we might call 'the model school' and the other 
school is Sherborne. Under education let us include anything that in any way could be shown to be 
preparing a student for life, whether it happens in the classroom or on the playing fields. This is 
admittedly a little unfair as no school can direct a student's education outside school time. By com
paring Sherborne and the model school and seeing how much Sherborne resembles the model school, 
the question may be answered . 

The aim of education in the classrooms of the model school is to train the minds and provoke 
thought amongst its students, at the same lime as putting their students in such a position tl1at they 
can do themselves credit in natio·nal examinations. Everyone takes 'O' and 'A' level examinations 
and because both the education and the students are perfect there are no failures. Fonns are divided 
according to the results of boys throughout the year, not strictly by ability: ability is worth nothing 
without effort and all are taught that it is effort that counts. Masters know what they are talking 
about, stimulate interest in their students in their subjects; their own interests, styles of teaching 
and ideas are diverse to provoke thought amongst the students. I cannot imagine a worse school 
than one in which every master is identical; the result would be massive stereotyping and the school 
would fail to provoke thought of any kind. The library is large, but not too large, and full of all 
the best books, both o ld and new, with different ideas expressed in them, again to provoke thought 
amongst the students. 

Sherborne compares very favourably with the model school. Everyone takes 'O' and 'A' level 
examinations and there is a high percentage of passes. ln the sixth form in particular skills of think
ing, and arguing constructively are developed. The masters know what they are talking about and do 
their best to stimu.late interest and provoke thought. 

The model school has sports facilities in abundance and masters to coach these sports. The aim 
is to improve the skill of students in various sports and to help them to find enjoyment in them. 
l do not think that with plenty of pitches, a sports' centre; fives, squash and tennis courts and a golf 
course nearby, that anyone can complain that Sherborne does not have enough sports facilities . A 
sporting education can hardly fail in its objectives if the emphasis is placed on enjoyment, for it is 
only if a student finds enjoyment in sport that he will find a place for it in later life. Judging by 
the enthusiasm for sport in the school the sporting education is a success. 
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The model school has model students. They have diverse characters and backgrounds so that 
they resemble society in the closest possible way. In this way, aJJ the students may receive a more 
complete social education. All of Sherbome's students are drawn from the middle and upper classes. 
Consider the life of a Shirbumian: he will meet on the whole middle-class people, do middle-class 
things partly because that is what everyone else is doing, have middle-class conversations and ex
change middle-class ideas. His life will be very sheltered and his understanding of other people 
limited. The nearest he will come to people of a different class is the locals and contact with them 
is so limited as to be negligible. Now imagine what would happen if our Shirburnian should become a 
personnel manager ..... About ten years ago a certain master advised my brother to go to Birming
ham University (no more clues as to who the master was), partly in jest I feel, simply because his 
life had been very sheltered. Not much has changed in ten years; if anything life at Sherbome has 
got more sheltered. 

In comparison with the model school, Sherborne can only be shown to be lacking in its social 
education. I cannot say for certain how important this will be; I have had only a little experience 
of life. Its importance will be determined by what you do; for example, if you become a personnel 
manager then it will be important. Ultimately our education is up to us. The school provides virtually 
everything we need; it is up to us to be open-minded and use the facilities. 
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The Sherborne Diary 

'And it was prophesised that a great power shall arise in the West and it shall become known and 
feared the length and breadth of the land.' Actually this is not a Nostrodamus prediction for 1983, 
but perhaps it should have been. Of course, I'm referring to the Rugger Team, who brought Sherbome 
back into the sporting headlines ('Telegraph', anyway) and gave us one of the highlights of the term. 

But there were others, especially for Messrs. Patterson, Schutzer-Weissmann and Gardiner. Yes, 
I am led once again, to tell of those events which are always related in the diary. For those of you 
still in the dark the above gentleman provided - sorry, were provided with - the term's babies, 
this time a hat-trick of boys. Congrntulations to the Pattersons on the birth of John Michael, to the 
Schutzer·Weissmanns on the birth of Joseph Martin and the Gardiners on the birth of Andrew. 
However, staff-matters were not solely connned to nappy-changing. We said goodbye to Mr. Sammut, 
the Thompson twins, Barry Childe and FraLtlein Dedek - for a term - and welcomed in their place 
Mr. Danes. Mme Kammette, and Mr. Whiteley. We wish both leavers and new-comers good luck in their 
new positions and respective spheres. Meanwhile, many miles away in Oxford things of a very different 
nature were happening. Having slipped off to such p}aces as the Bodleian Library and the Public 
Records Office in his spare time to find out about 'Factions in the court of Henry Ul' Mr. Ridgeway 
compiled a thesis and became a Doctor for his pains. On a subject perhaps more related to babies, 
M.J.C. slipped off to a church and was married. We wish him good luck in his wedded life. 

The term overflowed with enterta.inments: play, concerts and lectures were just some of the many 
channels open. Of these, the School Play 'Ross' must go down first simply because it was the School 
Play and also because it was a tremendous production. Paddy lrwin gave a superb portrayal of Ross 
and was ably supported by the rest of the cast. At the same time one cannot forget the Green Play 
'An Inspector Calls', the Lyon House Concert, the Joint Orchestral Concert, the Demon Barbers 
concert, the Girls School Revue and the House Singing Festival. Some of these are described in 
greater detail later on. There were lectures too on subjects such as 'The Navy and Defence', to 
'Religion and Society'. I think School House's 'Watchdog' can be included in this paragraph. Perhaps 
not a rival to this periodical, but a worthwhile contribution to the school's reading. Something 
which did not materialise, however, was the Oxbridge play. Nevertheless, they (the Oxbridge 
candidates) gave us (Graybum dormitory in particular) a more original form of entertainment with 
their impressions of Scottish footba II sup porters at Wembley. Enough said. 
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Someone (or something) perhaps which will not forget last term in a hurry is the Abbey clock. 
Anonymous (at least to the Diarist) person or persons seemed to have il in for that which governs 
our lives. Not content with stopping it, they then proceeded to make it suffer extreme indignation 
by hanging a pair of fiery red lips over the face. It would have been quite funny but unfortunately 
time stood still for almost a week and the school had to foot a rather large bill. Fears that a certain 
second-master would make us stay on an extra four days to pay the money proved to be totally 
unfounded. Less harm was done when the Dining-Hall Christmas tree, that hallowed spruce, was 
removed by stealth to overlook the courts. 

The school was also hit by another one of those epidemics, but thjs time the Dining Hall wasn't 
responsible. 'Ti.J1ia Cruris' swept through the lower-regions of the school, leaving many-a-boy 
scratching in its wake. 

And at last we saw Daddy's appeal money being put into use. Workmen arrived in Abbey Road, 
with their large J .C.B. in tow and started simultaneously to dismantle the Methodist Hall and wreck 
the Abbey I louse Garden, on the pretext they were building some lavatories. A certain Housemaster 
was reputed to be very worried about the noise they would make during the night, but we will have 
to wait some time until hjs fears can be shown to be quite unsubstantiated. 

Finally as this diary draws to its conclusion, r feel obliged to mention the term's conclusion . - The 
Carol Service. Latin carols were sung with great vigour, if not precision, and enjoyed by parents, staff 
and perhaps even some boys. It was a fitting end, as it always is, to this longest of terms. I am sure 
much has gone unmentioned, but it just goes to show how much we can fit into thirteen weeks. 

The Sherborne Diarist 

Jan and Mel TI1ompson 

Webster defines 'synergy' as 'the cooperative action of discrete agencies such that the total effect 
is greater than the sum of the two effects taken independently'. Quite simply one plus one equals 
three equals Jan and Mel Thompson. 

It is notoriously difficult to find the 'Compleat Theology Teacher', yet at the same time as Mel 
was revelling in the cut and thrust of nuclear age ethics in General Theology, Jan would be patiently 
and methodically working through the 'A' level syllabus or meticulously reenacting a passover 
meal with her third form complete with matzoh and the shankbone of a lamb. At least that was the 
theory; in practice, due to the exigencies of the Sherborne timetable, much of their time was spent 
running a shuttle service between Sherborne and Milborne Port, juggling baby-sitting stints for Becky 
and Petra (the latter a dog whose resemblance to his famous television forebear was entirely 
incidental). In contemporary football parlance 'their workrate was incredible'. Jan produced a series 
of books for Arnold whlle she was here, remarkable for their clarity and comprehensiveness; Mel 
was personally responsible for the vastly improved standard of photography in the school, an area 
in which his expertise and enthusiasm is evident in the pages of recent 'Shirburnians'. Their tutor
sl1ips in the Green, Wallace and Abbey lands stretched the shuttle service even further. 

Above all, they were enthusiasts. Whether it was writing novels, visiting the naturist beach at 
Studland, arguing passionately for nuclear disarmament or organising a Theology Field Day Trip to 
the temples and mosques of Bristol. it was always done with verve and vitali ty. And that, as they say 
on 'Call my Blufr, is 'synergy', is Jan and Mel Thompson. 

DPKC 

C.A.P.S. 

Teaching (or schoolmastering, if you prefer) is a peculiar job in many ways; it requires a variety 
of talents, not all of them obviously necessary, and therefore it is advantageous lo have on the staff 
people of widely differing experiences, who perhaps have decided to teach after having done other 
things. Peter Sammut brought to Sherborne some of this unusual background, and also numerous and 
obvious talants. 

He received a first-class honours degree in Physics from the University of Edinburgh at the 
comparatively late age of 30, followed by a M.Sc in Mathematical Physics from the University of 
Oxford. Prior to this he had been a policeman; first, as an Inspector in the Royal Hong Kong police, 
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then as a PC in the Metropolitan Police. He knows Brixton very much better than anyone else at 
Sherborne! (pace MAS-W}. After Oxford, he taught for a while in Birkenhead which, whatever its 
qualities, is about as far removed from Sherbome as it's possible to get! This wide experience is an 
advantage ; it enables a partial neutralisation of the parochialism to which all schools such as 
Sherbome are prone, whether in the north or in the south! 

Of Peter's enthusiasm for Physics, and his ability at doing it and teaching it, there is no doubt. 
I le pushed his classes hard sometimes they thought too hard - and it worked. There were many 
who believed that Physics held nothing for them but who found under his tutelage that it was not 
so, and who therefore achieved more than they would have thought possible. Of his sixth forms and 
Oxbridge students he expected - and often got - a good deal. He and I had frequent discussions on 
various aspects of Physics (and even Chemistry) of mutual interest; this was simultaneously a 
nattering and exasperating exercise, since Peter paid me the compliment of believing that my Physics 
is about ten times as good as it is, subsequent discussion showing that it's about half as good as 
I'd thought! I le has an enquiring mind, and uses it. 

But teaching is not only academic; our community needs other things. Definitely not an item 
of mutual interest was his pleasure in running; he went Orienteering with the equally indefatigable 
RG, indulged in cross-country running during the week, and his encouragement or middle-distance 
runners in the summer was a valid contribution to the Athletics. I le ran the Senior Science Society 
successfully, and persuaded a steady stream of academics to come and lecture at Sherborne, to our 
lasting profit. I le takes great pleasure in music, and is an accomplished clarinettist; his presence in the 
Band will be missed. 

In schools there is a large turnover or people; boys and staff come, stay awhile, and go , some 
more memorable than others and some carrying with them happier memories than others. It is 
enough if those who have taught here can be remembered by some who. 10 years on, look at an old 
blue book presently new and can recall happy and constructive times. Such memories of Peter will 
be plentiful. I hope that he and Carol and their three children will enjoy their time at St. Paul's as 
much as we enjoyed their presence here. 

We cake our hats off to those who said: 

'I think that I'd rather be put down than have to run the Dining I !all.' 
D.O .. house assembly. 

'Plenty of marijuana.' 
MA .S.·W, 011 being asked wltar was needed ro make a good jaz: band. 

'Heaven is full of mates.' 
A.E.R. 

'I think this is probably the biggest cock-up in my life.' 

J.R.G.B. 

R.G.G.M., after r/Je Bririslr 11111seu111 !tad been shut on a Monday, and B.R. fwd refi1sec/ to wait for 
rlze ma11 from M.1.5. 

' It isn't much fun going to bed alone each night, believe me.' 
CD. 

'The best thing about Paradise is remembering that the evil are in Hell.' 
R.G.P. 

·You know, it really quite appeals to me to be bisexual.' 
Sixrli form swde11r, to !tis study-mate. 

'The Methodist Chapel is an architectural two fingers to the Abbey.' 
H.W.R. 
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Sir, 

'If you thought 'O' Levels were bad, just you wait.' 
After running the cross-country, as I did yesterday, it's no wonder I feel as if every joint in my 

legs needs replacement with a plastic replica that can take the strain. Unfortunately, my mind is 
worse off. 

Why am l so depressed? A bad report, the worst yet? The only good part was written by a master 
iU at the time. The study? It seems to be both a dump for everything anyone wants to drop off for 
a while, and a common-room for anyone to meet everyone else. Music is continuous. Work is 
impossible. Bad repons seem to follow naturally. The weather? It's damp and cold and windy and it 
bites deep into my face and hands, and my cold-cum-'flu won't clear up. 

All I do in the evening is stare at the wall in front of me. Essays, translations, proses, readings, 
poems to be learnt: everything seems to pile up and up inside my head. It's getting too much. 

'More reading.' 
'More concentration.' 
'More effort.' 
'More thought.' 
'More care.' 
'Fewer mistakes.' 
That's all I hear these days; I blow my nose and grip the radiator. And now there's Oxbridge 

a year earlier: 
'You can't slacken off.' 
' You can't afford to sleep this year out.' 
'Stop doodling; you know what's facing you at the end of the year.' But all it does is add to the 

piles of rubbish building up inside my head. I need a book to write everything in now, or I forget 
what I have to do and when I have to do it. 

'Fill in this form.' 
'Have you got a cheque-card?' 
'I need to know now.' 
' It must be on my desk by Monday morning.' 
'You're a little short-sighted, as you probably guessed.' 
I need glasses! My eyesight was my pride, and now I need glasses. 
It's all too much. I'm falling apart. In mind and body. 
Work piles up. Pressure builds up. Responsibilities mount up. 
I can just keep my head above water. 
Half-term is coming. I need it. 
I can't drown yet .. ? Mark Wright 

'The excitement of anticipation and t he luxury o f reminiscence' 
(A. Douglas-Home) 

'The excitement of anticipation' ... 
TI1e final straw was when the floor boards came up for the third time along the still wet-painted 

landing to establish just who had managed to nail through new gas pipes and rewired electricity 
cables. 'Why don't you go away for a few days fishing before the boys come back; it will be your 
last chance,' said she who recognises mounting blood pressure and imminent apoplexy. The thought 
had, admittedly, occurred·to me in the preceding weeks but had been firmly put aside on the 'Get 
thee behind me, Satan' basis. House-moving was hardly the time to be embroiled with reels, rods, 
flies and fishing, but this sounds like an ultimatum. 

I'll think about it,' said r, but already my mind was intent on those silvery sewin nosing their 
way upstream through the pools and runs below Dryslwyn on the beautiful river Tywi. I low good it 
would be to have to do with another one of those leviathans whose capture a year or two ago after 
a prolonged fight which extended some time either side of midnigh t, left a big fish on the bank and 
its captor in a heart-pumping tremble that made subsequent sleep impossible. How good it would be 
to see if that lie in the Graveyard Pool still held a salmon that could be tempted to rise to a fly 
dangled at its nose from a little way upstream. How good it would be to wade deeply and slowly 
above Pike's Pool expecting any second a fierce battle from one of the sea-trout waiting for higher 
water to ascend the very shallow water up stream. 

' If you really think so, but I'll only be away for two days.' That would give me two days after 
salmon and two nights after sewin with sleep squeezed in somewhere. 
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'I'll sleep in the back of the car.' Not with the aunties: they would produce huge meals, but 
prolonged, and would want to chat and would be askance at arrival home at strange night-time 
hours. 

'Don't worry about food: J'U take a stove, a few tins and a loaf and eat in a pub if I get hungry.' 
No chance of that - no food-producing pubs on the stretch of river I intended fishing. 

By 6.00 a.m. the following morning I was through Bristol and indulging soaring spirits on crossing 
the Severn Bridge in the right direction - westwards! - by some homespun singing. The Hebrew 
Chorus followed assorted Simon and Garfunkel; 'American Pie' preceded 'Land of my Fathers' 
and, by courtesy of the M4 and a rousing chorus of 'Bread of Heaven' I was in Carmarthan in record 
time and bouyant mood. 

Calamity struck when J called to see Fred the Bailiff from whom one collects fishing permits. 
I lis wife told me that the fishing had changed hands and that the new owners were issuing season 
tickets only: no day or weekly permits were available. 'You can try Fred when he comes back to see 
if he can help,' she suggested, and in black despair I sat on the grass outside their cottage and thought 
dark deeds about pension fund investments. It was good to see Fred again and we chatted for a while 
about mutual friends, the decline of salmon and his duck-rearing programme. 'No water in the ponds, 
see,' he observed. 'We'll have to flight them on the river instead, but there's a fair few about. You go 
and try Mrs. B. on the Cothi. She lets fishing, but whether there will be any water for you I don't 
know. Been so dry, see.' 

With her address clipped to the dashboard I found Mrs. B. and arranged to fish for the next two 
days. Armed with her large-scale map, directions on how to find the most likely places and bent 
on reconnaissance, l approached the river. Gloom began to lift as a succession of swift runs alternated 
with deep pools and I could anticipate how hard fish would be to hold in the fast water amidst the 
rocks. With some likely spots in mind I returned the map to Mrs. B. lier horror at hearing that J 
intended sleeping in the car made her dive into her kitchen, cook me a large steak and urge me back to 
the river to have the evening's fishing free! Instead I chose a handy, elevated spot mid-way along the 
stretch I had looked out for tl1e next day, pulled the car into an obviously unused gateway, made 
sandwiches for the morrow, had a hot drink and a wee dram, and fell into a sleeping bag for a 
surprisingly good, if Swig-licked sleep. 

' ...... and the luxury of reminiscence.' 
In retrospect it was probably over-optimistic to expect to catch fish with so little forethought. 

Before first light I had been at the river's edge fishing carefully the thin water at the head of the 
pools in the hope of a salmon. Several hours and pools later not a fish had been seen, but breakfast 
shared with Swig back at the car restored morale. A bitterly cold and strong easterly wind was 
still blowing from the night before. If anything it appeared to be strengthening. We fished, Swig and 
I , for Lhe rest of the day and into the night; he followed at heel, treading water alongside when I 
waded out of his depth, sharing food and hot soup from the thermos when aching wrists demanded 
rest. We caught great numbers - of oak leaves, ash branches, alder twigs - for the wind, now a gale 
was filling the river with the first fruits of autumn. Long since had ceased the lurch of excitement 
when a slow draw on the line or a sharp tug proved to be yet another sunken branch floating down 
stream. The fish. for they must have been there, refused big flies and small, garish ones and dark: 
not even the normaJly suicidal parr were in evidence. By the time we called it a day we had seen no 
other mortal and trudged back to the car where a fry-up seemed like the finest meal ever. 

A wild night followed as the car was rocked in the rising gale, now westerly, and lashed by 
torrential rain. Trees crashed down near by. Swig shivered and wriggled closer. 

The next day the river, fed by the rain still falling in deluges, had risen. Pools and rapids had 
vanished alike in a broad, red-brown, swirling, frightening torrent. Probably fish could have been 
caught had I possessed local knowledge of the high water lies and resting places. By mid-afternoon 
the river was higher still and it was debatable whether Swig or I were the wetter. Only encounters 
with members of teal and mallard, driven by the gale to shelter inland. enlivened proceedings and I 
wished to have been wielding a shotgun rather than salmon rod. At 5 p.m. we gave up and squelched 
back to the car. Rain or no rain aU clothes were stripped off - no sane person would have been 
abroad in such weather - a rough towel partially restored circulation and dry clothes and scalding 
hot soup did the rest. The car was packed slowly and untidily and we began the drive home to muted 
versions of the Messiah, Roberta Flack, and the Beatles. 

Some months later in the depth of winter I completed my fishing return for the Water Authority. 
It was easy to write 'Nil' in the boxes intended for species, numbers and weights. It was tempting 
to add three hundred miles, petrol and permit, half-cooked food, no other human being, a soaking 
and not even a touch from a fish, but r didn't. It had been good to be alive. 

D.P.J . 
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The House Singing Festival: Monday, 24th October, 1983 

The reviewer, taking his place in the B.S.R. gallery and noting, as he vainly tried to squeeze him
self into a tiny chair and fold his legs away, that the second item in the programme is 'Let's CaU 
The Whole Thing Off, must be excused for allowing himself to take the whimsical opportunity of 
wondering about the degree of confidence in and serious commitment to the presentation of a 
'Singing Festival'. What should one expect? As it turned out, confidence was the dominating quality 
of the evening: it occupied the stage the whole time, whereas commitment, one felt , had the odd 
scene off. 

The range of attitudes which can be brought to bear on such occasions is wide. It extends from 
Heartiness at one extreme to Artiness at the other. Both are dangerous. The first says: Let's enjoy 
ourselves. Participation is paramount and there's safety in numbers, so let's involve as many people 
as possible. Some of them won't be able to sing, of course, but those who sound like vacuum
cleaners can stand at the back and keep down. We must jump about and grin broadly at the audience, 
who won't in any case be able to tell the difference between enthusiasm and embarrassment, and if 
we find ourselves shouting from time to time, or forget the words here and there, it dosen't really 
matter. After all , it's not a competition. 

The second says: This is a considerably serious business, you know. We must thwart the regrett
able tendency to mob the whole thing up, and distance ourselves from the general collapse into 
buffoonery that is the inevitable result of turning a competition into a festival and blunting the 
keenness of rivalry. MusicaJ excellence is the thing, and that means keeping the numbers down as 
far as we can without actually leaving the accompanist altogether by himself: for the more people 
take part, the more cumbersome is the sound they produce and the lower the standard they achieve. 
The Philistines will carry the day, and our contribution will not be appreciated, but at least we shaJJ 
be secure in the superiority of our taste and execution. 

In this context, the preponderance of either attitude is likely to be unattractive, but, aU good 
performances combine something of both , anci wise ones combine them in nearly equal proportion. 
In this sense the evening was largely successful: although one suspected that particular performances 
intuitively favoured one approach rather than the other, the dangers of excess were avoided. 

So much for the spirit in which the whole enterprise was tackled. There remains the question 
of making a sensible choice about what to perform: how to decide between the attractions of some
thing safe and uncomplicated, which, however well-performed, may turn out to be comparat ively 
dull to listen to, and something altogether more demanding and adventurous, which may therefore 
be more likely to go awry. Unless one is pretty sure of one's choir there are certain options which 
it is nearly always prudent not to take: patter-songs requiring such rapid and precise articulation 
that in the throats of an undisciplined chorus they tend within a few bars to become a kind of verbal 
fugue; songs, otherwise suitable , where a single too-high note looms up every time the chorus comes 
round, to the continual fresh astonishment of singers and audience aJike; songs in a foreign language, 
when the audience does not have even the original text to hand, never mind a translation, so that 
the eye may guide the ear in an acoustic which blurs aU but the most meticulous enunciation. These 
considerations are not , of course, a matter of prohibition , merely of making the most of one's 
resources and appearing to best advantage . 

The response to these problems of selection naturally varied a good deal. On the whole , the more 
challenging pieces succeeded better then, say, 'Juanita', a song of soothing dreariness no matter 
what you do with it. On the other hand. many voices in pursuit of a Coward lyric was a challenge 
of the wrong kind ; the performance lacked the crispness, which is a large part of the desired effect. 
Another choice to be made is about the scale of involvement. Some houses appeared in their full 
enormity, others were represented by small groups. Again , both approaches have advantages and 
draw-backs. A big noise can be exciting, but individually the performers in a large group probably 
feel that their own effect is submerged in the whole and so not very important. This seemed to be 
the case with the School House version of ' I'm getting Married In The Morning', which, although 
musically sung and catchy, lacked spirit. Not so with another large production, the hugely enjoyable 
and energetic rendering of 'Barbara-Ann' by Harper, which scored an encore and went down so well 
precisely because its light-heartedness was taken seriously enough. The Westcott Toreadors were 
notable in a different way: their purity of tone was questionable, but the lumbering, brontosaurian 
momentum of their Song would have flattened any bull. By contrast, the singer in a small group 
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can have no doubt about the importance of what be personally is doing, but any shortcomings are 
necessarily more noticeable and more assurance, or at any rate courage, is needed to carry it off. 
The part-song 'D Est Bel Et Bon', sung by a group of eight, was an ambitious choice but neverthe
less enjoyable, despite occasionally uncertain intonation and the odd rough note. 

The variety of musical style was itself impressive: Barbershop from the Digby; four-square 
Victorian religiosity from Lyon; Franco-Sri Lankan opera from Abbeylands; bouncy Sullivan from 
Harper and stately Sullivan from Wallace. Abbey brooded about the pleasures of a vagabond existence, 
Wallace meditated on the advantages of money, and School House mulled over Kin tyre, accompanied 
effectively by a number of instruments, but mercifully not the bagpipes. The whole was extremely 
entertaining and it was clear that many houses hacl spent much time in preparation and rehearsal. 
The conductors showed varying degrees of showmanship, and the accompanists (to whom both 
performers and audience should be grateful) varying degrees of modesty. It was a good evening 

I looked to see whether the choice of songs could be used to illuminate the character of a house, 
much as one is supposed to be able to read a man in his dog; but, apart from pausing briefly to 
wonder whether there was any significance in the fact that Wallace chose to sing about Cash and the 
Aristocracy (in that order), 1 did not find much to support the idea. Art and Life did not appear 
to be linked. A pity. 

LYON - 'THE HOLY CJTY' 
' LETS CALL THE WHOLE THING OFF' 
Conductor: MARK RY AN 

WESTCOTT - TOREADOR'S SONG FROM CARMEN 
'THERE ARE BAD TIMES JUST AROUND Tl IE CORNER' 
Conductor: IV AN SHARPE 

ABBEYLANDS - ' ICll GROLLE NlCHI' 
'AU FOND DU TEMPLE SAINT' from THE PEARL FISIIERS 
Conductor: HUMPHREY COUCHMAN 

HARPER 'SONG AND DANCE' from THE GONDOLIERS 
'BARBA RA-ANN' 
Conductor: SIMON TRIST 
Pianist : GORDON EDWARDS 

WALLACE - 'MONEY, MONEY' from CABARET 
LORD MOUNTARARATwith CHORUS from IOLANTHE 
Conductor: ADAM SCOTT 

Tl IE GREEN - 'CAN'T BUY ME LOVE' 
'JUANITA' 
Conductor: NICHOLAS ALLEN 

S.P.H.H. 

Adams 
Gershwin 

Bizet 
Coward 

Schumann 
Bizet 

Sullivan 
Beach Boys 

Kander 
Sullivan 

The Beatles 
Trad. Spanish 

SCHOOL - 'l'M GETTING MARRIED IN THE MORNING' from MY FA IR LADY Lowe 
Tl IE MULL OF KINTYRE The Beatles 
Conductor: DAVID FOSTER, RACHEL ANDERSON 

Tll EDIGBY -

ABBEY -

'TELL ME THE TRUTH ABOUT LOVE' 
'ME AND MY SHADOW' 
Conductor: JAMES HENDERSON 

'THE ROADSIDE FTRE' from SONGS OF TRAVEL 
Conductor: MICHAEL WRIGl-IT 
'IL EST BEL ET BON' 
Conductor: PAUL ELLIS 
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The Joint Orchestral Concert 

The strident blasts of brass which brought the 'Pictures at an Exhibition' to life in Moussorgsky's 
exciting and moving masterpiece gave us all a wholesome indication of the harmonious thesaurus 
that was to follow that evening. Eric W. G. Leidzen's arrangement of this piece preserved all the 
mystical charm of the witch Baba Yar at her hut and the majestic splendour of the Great Gate of 
Kiev, built from the resonant tones of the trumpet, the clashing cymbals and the dulcet sounds 
of the clarinet. Whilst wind and brass provided a sensational combination, I felt that Leidzen's 
orchestration did not quite match up to the famous one of Ravel. But let this be no reflection on the 
masterful interpretation of the School Band, conducted by David Cutler. 

From the austere majesty and serenity of Moussorgsky we moved to the twentieth century and 
Don Gillis' Symphony No. 5\.-i, which he himself called 'A Symphony fo r Fun'. And indeed it was a 
piece enjoyed by the second orchestra, from flute and 'cello through to tuba and timpani. The 
violins and clarinets rushed us through 'Perpetual Emotion' in a flurry of instrumental enthusiasm 
leaving all breathless at the end. Gillis' Symphony No. 5~ certainly contains no subtleties, and in its 
florid torrent it hardly serves to solve any aesthetic problems. It was written to be enjoyed, and 
under David I ledges' direction we got just that. 

And so we left the Bacchic revelry of Gillis to be sobered up by the sound of celestial voices. 
This was no heavenly host, but the Madrigal group conducted by Augusta Miller, who with their 
customary discipline and tendency towards perfection delighted us with their enchanting voices. 
The simple and melodious madrigals of the seventeenth century by Gibbons and Bennet were sung 
most beautifully, with the words filling the auditorium with the mellifluous magic of the Sirens. 
But let us not forget the agony of Zoltan Kodaly's Hungarian Gypsy whose haunting lan1ent evoked 
great feeling. Then the eyes were dried as the girls burst into a more lively song, delivering an in
dictment to us all as they told us of 'God's Bottles'. Then it was all over and the spell was broken. 

The musical pinnacle of the evening was now at hand as the first orchestra, conducted by Patrick 
Shelley, took the stage. They performed for us first Mozart's Sinfonia Concertante, written at the 
height of the composer's maturity. The Mannheim style afforded Mozart great happiness and he 
celebrated with marvellous crescendos and climaxes in this piece allowing the orchestra to work up 
an atmosphere hot with concordant intensity suddenly giving way to any one of the four solo 
instruments. The four soloists on bassoon, horn, clarinet and oboe bore this atmosphere through 
their solo bars until the orchestra returned to take it up again. This was the most beautiful music of 
the evening, demanding great concentration and skill. Again we had to abandon euphonious serenity 
as we passed on to the world of Tchaikovsky's 'Capriccio Ttalien', a piece of music of unshadowed 
gaiety and abounding in striking effects, not least the military trumpet call which opened it. This was 
pursued by the strings with a melancholy melody of almost sinuous texture. A dashing tarantella 
fulfilled all that Rousseau saw in a capriccio: 'A kind of free music in which the composer gives 
loose rein to his genius and submits himself to the fue of composition,' 

What more can one say about a tremendous evening's entertainment? This indeed was a concert 
with variety and class. We loved it. 

Chris Ward 

Organ Recital by James Henderson 

Sherborne has for some time been regularly blessed with the familiar sight of James Henderson 
bending over the keys of the Chapel organ, coaxing music out of that reluctant , hissing, giant ; he has 
provided accompaniments for countless services and the corollary countless lie-ins for the School 
organist. As a result of this, for 'Services rendered' so to speak, and, of course, for the quality of his 
playing, he has been awarded a well.earned Organ Scholarship, with the additional reward of giving 
a recital in Sherbome Abbey. 
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This was a most enjoyable occasion with a gratifying large audience, considering that organ
recitals generally attract few people; the programme was well varied, with composers ranging from 
Bach to J. E. C. Henderson himself. The scene was set with Cesar Frank's haunting 'Piece Heroique' 
which was effectively completed by the dim stillness of the Abbey, lit only at the altar end; a 
challenging piece that served to set aside any doubts one might have had about the abiUties of the 
organist , and which contrasted admirably with the two chorale preludes by J. S. Bach that followed. 
These were carried across with a simple beauty effected by well-chosen registrations and served as 
preludes to the altogether bigger work by the same great man , the Prelude and Fugue in C major. 
This was the hinge-post that supported the rest of the recital - a complex and technically demanding 
work that was admirably executed; the acoustics in the abbey unfortunately do not lend themselves 
to brisk contrapuntal music, and this lacked the clarity that is so important to Bach's music. 

A bit of everything was in this recital; two short pieces by the contemporary composer Peter 
Hurford bridged the gap between the Grand Master of organ music and two romantic offerings. 
First, the organist's own transcription of 'Scherht man sich Rosser in Tirol' by Carl Zeller which, 
though somewhat unsuited to the organ, is an attractive piece and will have been heard by a number 
of people at the beginning of one or two Abbey services. This delightful melody was followed by the 
organist's own composition, Labyrinth - perhaps rather a mysterious title for a piece so straight
forward in expression; but for all that, it was received with enthusiasm by the audience and showed 
that the performer had multiple strings to his bow. 

Mieland's 'Marche Triomphale' provided a 'party piece' ending full of life, humour, banality and 
decibels that successfully rounded-off an enjoyable evening. This colourful work was followed by a 
still more 11tting conclusion - a celebration drinks party .... 

Concert Club: Gyorgy Pauk , Ralph Kirshbaum and Peter Frankl 

Mozart: Piano Trio in B nat (K502) 
Brahms: Piano Trio in C, Op. 87 
Beethoven: Piano Trio in E Oat, Op. 70 No. 2 

Michael Wright 

By the time that public performances of chamber music had become established (notably with 
the appearances of the Hellmesberger and Joachim Quartets in the second half of the 19th Century), 
the age of chamber music was to all intents and purposes over. As its name suggests, chamber music 
has never served the purpose for which there are public concerts; and the fact that performances of 
chamber music by Beethoven and Mozart attract large audiences is quite incidental to these 
composers' intentions. This second point needs explanation. rn early music - Baroque and before -
the main stylistic difference was between the sacred and the secular. Classical music distinguished 
between the orchestral and the instrumental. Until, that is, the last years of the the 18th Century. 
The perfection of the classical style was the creation of a comprehensive musical language suitable 
for all kinds of musical content, occasion, and form of utterance. The comprehensiveness of this 
style is such that no distinction need be made between music for the concert-hall and music for 
the private chamber (hitherto quite inconceivable): hence the universal appeal of classical chamber 
music such as string quartets. And no concessions were granted to the amateur musician: the piano 
sonatas and trios Haydn wrote after l 780 were not opportunities for the display of a young lady's 
accomplishments•. 

In a word, listen to a Beethoven quartet and you are listening to essentiaUy the same music as a 
Beethoven symphony. 
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Beyond the classical style, chamber music was doomed - at least as music for the public to listen 
to. For it is only the existence of an universal musical language that guarantees chamber music 
consistent intelligibility when large-scale musical works predomina1e. Later attempts are by turns 
pitifully short of the composer's customary assurance (Verdi's and Wolrs string quartets); earnest 
and perplexing (Bartok's 6 quartets); dependent on extra-musical structures (Smetana and Janacek); 
or unique, astonishing phenomena (Messiaen's 'Quattour pour la fin du temps'). Beethoven himself, 
he is so uncompromisingly ruthless in his demands on form, having extended the possibilities of the 
classical style to its limits, returned finally to sublime, simple orthodoxy m such works as the string 
quartet Op. 135 and the late Bagatelles. 

The concert given by Gyorgy Pauk, Ralph Kirshbaum and Peter Frankl was devoted to piano 
trios by Mozart, Beethoven and Brahms, all works wl1ich, in accordance with the principles I have 
outlined above, differed in no essential feature from their more familiar orchestral music. This may 
account in part for the rapt attention lhe audience paid throughout the evening. Doubtless the 
quality of execution and interpretation was of at least equal singnificance. These three fine musician 
played in a manner that I have been brought up to regard as the only acceptable kind. It is sometimes 
loosely described as 'Viennese', with reference to the traditions of education and performance which 
obtained in Germany, Austria and Hungary until the War. In fact it goes deeper than simply time 
and place: from Gyorgy Pauk to Georg Kulenkampf to Arnold Rose to Joseph Joachim - and we 
have traced a line of violinists back to the time of Brahms himself. We have returned, moreover, 
to a world in which the classical style is making its last stand against the growing strength of Liszt and 
Wagner. The results of their victory are all too painfully with us. Let us then be grateful that the 
classical style lives on in concerts such as this. 

(*A good idea of what young ladies actually did play at the tum of the 19th century may be 
gained from glancing at the collection of music owned by Jane Austen). 

MAS- W 

The Wallace House Play 

The Wallace I louse Play was in fact a lively combination of two greatly-differing playlets. The 
first, 'Over the Wall,' by James Saunders, was a short sketch of around ten minutes, described in the 
programme as a 'modem parable for our time,' but rather more remarkable for the clever use of 
sill10uettes, music, and a Mondrian-like set. In this play, the emphasis was on descriptive actions 
complementing the interesting words, an idea which came over well owing to the vivacity (over
exuberance?) of Ben Figgis and James Rapson ac the front of the stage, and the controlled enthusiasm 
of the others behind the silhouette screens. 

The second play was a lively, if rather unprofessional interpretation of the surrealistic play 'After 
Magritte' by Tom Stoppard, with notable performances coming from Crispin Whittell as the rather 
eccentric tuba-playing grandmother of Harris (played by the producer of both plays, Tom Case), 
and Giles Whittell as the elusive Inspector not rorgetting, of course, Mark Hildesley as the Indispens
able, dim-wittea police constable. 

The whole production lasted little over an hour, and was enjoyable as much for its originality 
as for its vivacity and good humour. 

Many thanks to the Digby for the use of their hall, to the stage crew and to Philip Dawson for the 
lighting. 

M. Bradshaw 
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The Green House Play: 'An Inspector Calls' 

The Green's production of J. B. Priestley's •An Inspector Calls' was without doubt one of the 
best house plays I have seen. Not only was the choice of play a wise one in that it required fairly 
simple scenery and in that it was the kind of play that appeals to school audiences, but the acting 
was also of a high standard. 

The main feature of the plot was the climactic ending in which there were two dramatic tum 
a rounds in the last ten minutes of the play. The scene is the celebration of a wealthy business man's 
(Paul Brown) daughter's (Lucinda Greenwood) engagement to a young gentleman (John Savage). To
gether with Lucy Venning as the mother and Nick Parfitt as the drunken son, the meal is going 
as well as one might expect until the arrival of an 'inspector' played by I larry Upton. By a bizarre 
chain of coincidences, it comes out that every person in the room is in some manner connected with 
the series of events leading up to the suicide of a young girl. The house is in a state of hysteria and 
self-reproach until the father rin~ up the police to check the inspector's identity and finds out that 
he is in fact bogus and there has been no such suicide. All apart from the daughter are content to 
leave it at that until another 'phone call announces that a young girl has committed suicide and an 
inspector is on his way up to the house ... 

The central character, the prescient 'inspector', was played admirably by llarry Upton, always 
impassive though at times he did seem to be too inconspicuous and not in control of the situation. 
Lucinda Greenwood as the daughter could perhaps have shown rather more emotion in her portrayal 
of the conscientious, highly-strung daughter. Nick Parfitt acted dnink very well as he often seems to 
do: how much of this is from experience I am not sure. My main criticism though is that the family 
should have shown more emotion as a contrast to the emotionless 'inspector'. Nevertheless, this 
really was a very commendable performance and congratulations are due to Neil Bradshaw who 
directed it. 

R. J.P. Youngman 
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Hassan 

'What shall we tell you? Tales, marvellous tales ... • 

Or so we were promised at the beginning of the play. FuU of, dare I say it, eastern promise was 
Ben Coode Adams' wonderful set , as was the weather, which was about as conclusive to perspir
ation as it wasn't to watching plays. 

The story concerned a humble confectioner, Hassan, who is taken prisoner while out musing 
why his girlfriend left him for his best friend. His captor is the rather suspect Rafi, king of the 
beggars, and fellow captive is the Caliph, king, or leader at any rate, of the city. Hassan helps the 
Caliph and his party to escape from Rafi's House of the Moving Walls, and in return is promoted 
beyond his wishes. Soon Rafi and his girlfriend, Pervaneh, are captured by the Caliph and are given 
a choice between permanent separation or a day of consummation of their love, followed by their 
execution. Rafi, who always reminded me of Charlton Heston in 'Ben llur', of course, went for 
the nobler option. llowever, to me, that day seemed like an eternity (though I suppose 1 wasn't 
consummating much), I lassan feebly protested at the terrible cruelty of the Caliph. So affected 
by the dastardly demise of the two lovers was Hassan , that he and another renagade from the Caliph's 
court, the minstrel, Ishak, embarked upon a pilgrimage to Samarkand. 

Giles WhHtell played a very convincing Hassan, naive and clumsy, contrasting nicely with the 
pomposity of Arthur Rahman as the Caliph, who possessed the thoroughly enviable ability to treat 
everyone as though they really were peasants. A touch of melancholy was added to Ishak. the 
minstrel portrayed by Aidan Hartley. 

However, the steadily more tedious dialogue was interrupted by a most welcome spasm of action 
as the Chief of Police, splendidly exaggerated by the brashly confident Andrew Mo1·ton, quarrelled 
with imposing Andrew Upton, who must be warmly congratulated on achieving such a convincing 
French accent, the cosmopolitan elegance of which, although a little out of key on the Baghdad 
back street, was the envy of all the prospective Parisians amongst us. 

The two lovers, hearts burning wiili inspired passion, dashed (metaphorically speaking) with the 
bumbling of Hassan, but their ghosts courteously recovered a sense of humour, which had been 
obviously eclipsed by that most unhappy of emotions. love. These ghosts, wearing only a sheet 
(like on the Persil advertisement) proceeded to fall out with each other. Charlton Heston, admirably 
played by Neville llorley, was gallant to the last; Pervaneh was as garrulous as women shouldn't 
be in that sort of situation, but nicely so. Astrid Zola managed to keep that 'forlorn, futile, but 
anything for you, dear' pose as we required of her. and Neville Horley triumphed as the devious, 
but ultimately heroic I leston. 

Hordes of spinning tops, disguised as actors, entertained us while the cast were indulging in 
attending tortures, or some such leisure, and the music, as well as the disco lighting was really very 
impressive. R.S.G. must be credited with a very fluid and interesting production. 

But, I suppose, it was rather a pity the tales were not very marvellous. 

The above review should have appeared in the Michaelmas edition. The editor apologies. 
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Ross 

Terrence Rattigan's 'Ross' is an absorbing study of the complex personality of 'Lawrence of 
Arabia', alias Aircraft man Ross. But it is in some ways an unsatisfactory play and it is open to 
question whether it provides the most suitable entertainment for exam-weary boys at the end of 
a long term. It is therefore a measure of the success of John Hodgkinson and the Junior Drama Group 
that the play held the attention of the audience from the moment of Ross's first appearance before 
his C.O. until his departure from the R.A.F. after the discovery of his identity. Some of the credit 
for the success of the production must. of course, be allowed to the author, who keeps the action 
moving through a series of short scenes, switching between barrack room and desert before the 
attention of the audience has time to flag. Even so, without firm direction and acting of conviction 
the whole thing could have seemed no more than an unblended mixture of Biggies, Freud and the 
Arabian ights - unrelieved by any Ladies of the Harem. 

A central problem in giving conviction to a school production of this play must be in finding 
an actor of sufficient maturity to suggest the complexity of Lawrence's character. Patrick Irwin, 
in common with Peter O'Toole in the film 'Lawrence of Arabia' started with the disadvantage of 
not looking right for the part - Lawrence was physically insignificant, and his smalJness of stature 
was no doubt a factor in the strange amalgam of arrogance and diffidence in his character. But this 
is likely to be a problem in any play about '.I historical personage - one's knowledge of the appear
ance of the 'real' character is initiaUy a distraction. It is therefore all the more to Patrick Irwin's 
credit that he was so largely successful in conveying the complex and contradictory elements in the 
character of Lawrence, his self-destructive intellect and his sexual ambivalence. He was well supported 
in the key roles of the two Arab servants. Hahmed and Rashid, by Jesse Lilley and Andrew Morton, 
and in two of the most compelling episodes there were outstanding performances by Oiristopher 
Wells as the colourful Auda Abu Tayi and by Jession McAree as the bluff, shrewd General Allenby. 
But it is invidious to single out individuals from such a solid and hard-working cast: there were, 
as far as one could tell, no fluffed lines, no promptings, no hogging of the limelight or grinning at 
the audience - in other words, a highly professional team effort. Those behind the scenes clearly 
played an important part in this - the unobtrusiveness of the scene shifting and the smooth operation 
of the lighting made it all too easy for the audience to remain unaware of the enormous amount 
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of work which had gone into the production. Thus the change of scene from cluttered, ill-lit barrack
room to the stark brilliance of the desert was achieved with the minimum of fuss and to the 
maximum effect. The background music, too, played an important part in conjuring up the desert 
atmosphere - not least the authentic-sounding recorder playing of Robert Parry-Jones. Of course, 
we tend to take for granted the meticulous attention to detail of Pat Harris and her team in getting 
the costumes just right; even more so the seldom-praised efficiency of the make-up artists. But on 
this occasion they deserve a special mention for their skill in converting twenty boys of an extra
ordinary diversity of shapes and sizes into credible Arabs, Staff Officers and Aircraftmen. The only 
adverse criticism which could possibly be made in this area is that the hair of some of the airmen 
seemed unacceptably long at that point in history; although, in fairness, the R.A.F. were at one time 
(probably quite unjustly) considered to be a rather scruffy Jot by those in the other services; so 
perhaps it was deliberate. 

Having recently read the play and found some parts of it flat and unconvincing, I feared that this 
production, after the poetic delights of Hassan's 'Golden Journey to Samarkand' (last summer's 
Commem. production), might prove to be a 'Leaden Journey to Damascus'. It was particularly 
gratifying, therefore, to discover how even Oat scenes and apparently stilted dialogue came to life 
on the stage. Most of the credit for this must, in the end, go to the producer, who seems to relish 
the challenge of 'difficult' plays. I look forward to seeing what he can do with something perhaps a 
Little less demanding to both performers and audience. 

A.D.C. 
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1st XV 

Results: 

Sherborne Pilgrims won 22 - 4 
Bryanston won 40 - 6 
Canford won 26 - 0 
Blundells won 12 - 0 
Christ's Brecon won 46 - 7 
Taunton draw 0 - 0 
King's Taunton won 10 - 7 
Durham won 28 - 12 
Mill field lost 10 -13 
Downside won 21 - 6 
Plymouth won 26- 0 
Radley draw 6 - 6 
Clifton won 14 - 0 

Douai 15-a-side festival: Final: Sherborne 4 Dulwich 0 

During the summer term when the pre-season squad of thirty five was listed, the problem was 
not who to bring back early, but rather who was going to have to be left out. Obviously the outlook 
was optimistic with the crucial positions of loose head, number 8 and half backs looking to be well 
covered. To start the season with a number of experienced players back in residence and a depth of 
talent in numerous positions was thought to be extremely healthy. 

The first weekend of term proved not only to be busy but also quite successful; having beaten 
the Pilgrims convincingly on the Saturday, the long trip was made to Douai to play in their IS-a-side 
festival. The day involved playing a series of four games spanning twenty minutes each way. Having 
beaten the host school in the first match, we then proceeded to beat Berkhampsted and St. Edmunds, 
Ware, to reach the final where we met an extremely competent Dulwich side, winning one try to nil. 
The major bonus of the afternoon was the use of a squad system thereby giving boys the experience 
of playing with and against other I st XV's. This also showed those who could play under pressure 
and those who could not. 

At this point in the term there was a willingness to play an expansive game and not sink into 
the trap of playing through the back row from all set plays. To be honest, the major attribute of the 
side was its ability to retain possession, not only close to the forwards, but also at points further 
afield. Allied to this the abtlity of the backs to keep the ball alive rather than set up static situations 
led to an entertaining brand of rugby football. Three games in the early part of the term against 
Christ's Brecon and Durham on dry days and Canford on an extremely wet day showed the XV's 
willingness to play this fluid type of rugby, resulting in a number of sparkling tries. 

The one black spot in the first half of the season was a nondescript scoreless draw at Taunton. 
Jn spite of numerous warnings the XV played as if it were an Upper practice and never even 
attempted to move into top gear. The play of the forwards in atrocious conditions proved to leave a 
lot to be desired; add to this indecisive half back play with a very slippery ball which all led to a 
rather dismal afternoon. 

The Mill field match proved to be a game very much of two halves, the visitors dominating the first 
half with a display of power and pace seldom seen on the Upper. Praise must be given to the XV 
in that, despite the pressure they were under. the covering proved to be of the highest quality; Mill
field movements which looked likely to end in a score were inevitably cut down by the covering 
player or by Tim Waddy who brought off numerous one-on-one tackles when all looked lost. To tum 
round thirteen points in arrears against a side of this quality and commitment was thought by those 
in attendance to be too big a mountain to climb. The transformation which took place in the second 
half led to the School clawing their way back into the game after Julian Cranton had gone over in 
the corner and Spencer Ewen had at last found his kicking boots after his failures of the first half. 
The last score unfortunately proved to be elusive; despite the pressure exerted, the Mill field defence 
could not be breached. 
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The remainder of the season led to straightforward wins over Downside, Plymouth and Clifton. 
Although the side played weU one always felt they had left some sharpness at the \.1illfield game, 
especially at Radley where they aU seemed to have concrete in their boots. Possibly in any other 
season an away draw with Radley would be looked upon as success; for this side it was deemed as 
failure. They had already set the standard of play expected; consequently when they iell short they 
were self critical in a very mature way. 

To pick individuals out of this extremely talented, hard-working and happy XV would be almost 
unfair; the list would be too long. Special mention must be given to the captain, Robert Rydon. 
for his excellent leadership both on and off the field, and to Simon Bryant tor his commitment 
and drive giving the other forwards a lesson in the reading and control of the game. Thanks must also 
go to Paddy Plewman for the help he gave me with the organisation of junior league referees. Also 
my thanks to R.A.C. and M.M.W. for all their help in making the Upper a ve1y enjoyable place to 
be throughout the term. 
Team: J. J. Waddy, R. Sirley, R. A. Rydon, T. P. B. Plewman, S. W. Millar, M. B. Bryant, J. Stock, 

R. I. Tice, D. W. Thorne, P. Brown, M. Hildesley, J. Cran ton, S. C. Ewen, S. S. Bryant, 
R. Spencer. 

Also played : I. Bourke, I. Sharpe, P. Cockerham, C. Boyd. 

Representative honours 
Dorset and Wilts U. I 9's : T. Waddy, T. P. B. Plewman, M. B. Bryant, R. I. Tice, J. Cran ton, 

S.S. Bryant, D. W. Thome. 
Dorset/Wilts./llampshire/Sussex Combined XV: T. P. B. Plewman, R. I. Tice, S.S. Bryant. J. Cran ton 
Southern Counties: T. P. B. Plewman, S.S. Bryant. J. Cranton. 
South and South West: T. P. B. Plewman and S.S. Bryant. 

Congratulations must also go to Simon Bryant, who has been selected to make his first-class 
debut for Bridgend. 

D. A. Scott 
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2nd XV 

This was in every respect an excellent term for the Seconds. The sun shone, the rugby flowed and 
the team scored lots of points. Well, that is perhaps how it seemed at the end of the last match 
and at the team party, but a closer examination of the performances suggests that one should be 
slightly more objective about the term - although it would be in no way permissible to take any
thing away from what was quintessentially a team that played fifteen-man rugby. For example, 
it was generally felt that we should have won both the game against the Pilgrims and the game against 
Millfield. In the first instance, the team seemed tired after the rigours of pre-season training and, 
after scoring a quick and easy try, did well to keep the score to such a narrow margin. In the Mill
field game we paid the price of complacency and for only the second time in the season found 
ourselves with a deficit of points at half-time. Poor tackling in defence and indifferent running and 
ball-handling in attack made for an untidy game which at times resembled a sub-standard house 
league match. But, let us not dwell on the black spots of the season (note l do not mention Radley 
where our performance was so atrocious that the vocabulary necessary to provide an apt description 
would doubtless be censored by the editor); rather let us turn to the games - fortunately the 
majority - where the team played as a team and each player did all that could be reasonably 
expected of him. Of these the hardest game was undoubtedly Taunton, a match played in foul 
conditions and against a team that made good use of tactical kicking. In the end a draw was a fair 
result but a fundamental problem was well illustrated. The backs handled well and the passing was, as 
ever, quick and positive but we were denied tries by t11e bad habit of constantly directing the 
three-quarter play towards the corner posts. On several occasions Ivan Sharpe and Jerry Steele were 
pushed off the pitch and into touch because they simply ran out of room and because the opposition 
back row were there to prevent any switch of the ball back inside. The same was true of the 
Blundell's game although here the forwards dominated the game to a much greater extent and our 
victory was the result of controlled rucking and mauling which, on two occasions, led to offisde 
decisions against the opposition in kickable positions. 

The post-season euphoria mentioned earlier was due, I feel, to the fact that most of the teams 
we played lacked organised central defence and they seemed unable to check the speed at which 
the team mounted its attacks. Justin Brooking. Jerry Longrigg and Ian Bourke were particularly 
successful in forcing their way through weak cen ues or in simply transferring the ball to our two 
speedy wingers. Close back row support from the ubiquitous Julian Chambers, Dick Hartley and 
Toby Roberts meant that we inevitably had players in support at breakdowns of play and were 
able to counterattack with speed from rucks or mauls. The team probably lacked variety in the 
mode of attack but this was on the whole compensated for by good handling from forwards and 
backs. It was a particular delight in both the Milton Abbey and Clifton games to see a surge of bodies 
running at speed, taking tackles and keeping the ball available for the support to come up and main
tain the momentum. 

The set play, scrums and line-outs, was perhaps of a more variable quality that one would have 
liked and, despite the advantage of height and ball-winning ability given by Fred Foreman, Toby 
Roberts and Angus Porteous, we won less baU in the line-out than one might have expected. 
Similarly our set scrummaging never really achieved its potential and frequently the front row of 
Angus Small, AJisdair Tresidder and Charles Boyd complained of a lack of drive. As a result, the 
half-backs, Paul Cockerham and Ben Emley were frequently forced into difficult positions or 
received balls which were difficult to control under pressure. Nonetheless, the pack was only out
played to the extent of being massacred on one occasion - and that was at Radley. 

It remains for me to thank and to congratulate Al' Tresidder for being an excellent captain who 
looked to the team al all times as a team (and indeed gave me a lesson in diplomacy after the game 
against King's Taunton), and lo thank D.A.S., A.M.D., M.M.W., and A.J.H. for their invaluable 
help and guidance. Finally, and by no means least. thanks are due to those colleagues and to Mr. 
Ken Stevens who gave up their valuable afternoons to referee and to those parents who travelled 
many miles lo support. 

Also played: I. Sewell, P. Brown, E. Sugden, H. Paul, J. Gilshenan, G. Knott. M. Andrews, I.Williams. 

25 



Pilgrims lost 4 - 17 
Bryanston won 26- 4 
Can ford won 22 - 3 
Milton Abbey lst XV won 33- 0 
Blundell's won 6- 0 
Taunton drawn 6 - 6 
King's Taunton won 17 - 9 
Mill field lost 8- 11 
Downside won 19-10 
Plymouth won 27 - 4 
Radley lost 0 - 24 
Clifton won 26 - 0 

Points for 194 Points against 88 

R.A.C. 



3rd XV 

Once again, it is with great pleasure that I am able to write about a very successful 3rd XV. I 
think that it is true to say that the brand of rugby played on the Lower has been exciting and a good 
advertisement for the game. The attacking play of the threequarters is always in evidence, not only 
in their try-scoring but also in their counter-attacking. Before the threequarters have a chance to 
show their skill, the ball has to be won for them by the forwards. Here , we have a solid pack with 
an exceptional back row. Their ball-winning capabilities enable us to gain second and third phase 
possession, which the backs enjoy. It does make the game sound very easy! 

Jn the team are some old and seasoned campaigners, as well as other young hopefuls for the future. 
The back row of Charlie Wetherall, Mark Andrews and Andy Lovell are a force to be reckoned with, 
and in any other year can be said to be unlucky not Lo be playing at a higher level. The solidity of 
the front row - I'm sure Charlie Newth will not mind - is vital, and in this department we more 
than hold our own. 'The lightning Oash' of Greg Knott's hooking, the long arm of Paul Letchworth 
and the centre/wing play of Jeremy Kelly are all moments to remember! In the three quarters James 
Gilshenan always marshalls his troops well and is another player who is unlucky LO be on the Lower; 
the Ouidity of Angus Goswell's winning and tackling: the deft touches of Ali Hunt (going OUTSIDE 
his man!) ; the massive boot of Ed. Sugden; the searing pace of Gordon Edwards - other memories 
and members of the team are not forgotten. 
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From the results it is easy to see that the side was free-scoring and the two defeats are only by 3 
and 4 points respectively. In all games chances are there to be taken ; in those two games we did not 
make the most of our scoring opportunities. The best play was against Christ's Brecon 2nd XV, 
Millfield and Downside. Well Done to aJl concerned! May I thank D.B.C, for his help both on and off 
the field and also his ability to play either on the wing or at No. 8! Two other notes of thanks: to 
D.A.S. for not taking all the best players to the Upper and to Mervyn Brown for providing such a 
wonderful pitch. Let us hope that next year we can go one better and be unbeaten! 

Results 

Clayesmore I st XV Won 31 - 3 {Home) 
Foster's 1st XV Lost 10 - 13 {llome) 
Blundell's 3rd XV Won 11 - 3 {Away) 
Christ's Brecon 2nd XV Won 13 - 6 ~l lome) 
King's Taunton 3rd XV Lost 6 - 10 Away) 
Millfield 3rd XV Won 32 - 0 rway) 
Downside 3rd XV Won 30 - 9 Home) 
Bournemouth l st XV Won 26- 3 llome) 
Clifton 3rd XV Won 25 - 7 Away) 

3rd XV Colours to: -
Played 9 Won 7 Lost 2 . 

A. Lovell; A. SmaJl ; C. Wetherall; A. Hunt; E. Sugden; G. Edwards; A. Goswe!J; W. Bramble; 
D. Wright; J. Gilshenan ; C. Newth; G. Knott; C. Adderley; P. Letchworth ; J. Kelly ; M. Andrews. 

M.J.C. 
4th xv 

Played 11 Won 8 Lost 3. Pts. For 255 Against 44 

The cornucopia of competent players at the top of the school resulted in a strong 4th XV and 
also in many good players being unable to command a regular place in the side. If only we always 
had such selection problems! The first two matches, against a variable Gillingham 1st XV and an 
average Bryanston side promised trouble for our later opposition if the weather were to stay fine 
- with few exceptions the team were light and nimble and flew over the firm ground. The next 
game , against Canford 3rds brought us down to earth, however, as we toiled to lose 4-0 in atrocious 
conditions. On to Milton Abbey where the wings showed their ability to dance away from the 
opposition to score in the comers and to Blundell's, whose weak side were unceremoniously crushed. 
A Tauntonian monsoon saw us lose 4-0, a most undeserved reversal after we had held a strong side 
for what seemed an eternity. Thankfully the fair weather returned and so did the side's morale as 
we wreaked vengeance on King's Taunton, Foster's and Downside. 'Coach legs' were knowledgeably 
blamed for our being six points down in as many minutes against Plymouth, a game in which we 
produced some of our best and worst rugby of the season. We played well to go 11-10 into the 
lead before conceding a late unconverted try. Many of the team professed to have enjoyed this 
particular game, probably because it was our closest game in score. A workmanlike fina l performance 
against Clifton was sufficient to brush aside a relatively inexperienced side. 

And the players who amassed the most tries scored by any of the school teams? Burchmore and 
Newth were the Lyons rampant between whom Kettlewell or occasionally lladjigeorgiou hung to 
forage for the ball, Payne and Kellow were the pistons in the engine-room. Bradby, Brook and the 
exemplary captain Mason staved off fierce competition to be almost ever-present in the back row 
and acquitted themselves very well with deft handling movements which resulted in several tries for 
each of them. Nash at scrum-half was a constant thorn in the opposition's nesh and combined we!J 
with the unpredictable but entertaining Knechtli outside him. Rix and Thomson-Glover proved 
models of generosity in setting up tries for others when they might have scored themselves. Pilbrow 
and Whelan, or latterly Holbrook, Ross and Paul were the lucky recipients who frequently showed 
the opposition a clean pair of heels. Goode proved reliable at full-back and was a real threat, almost 
entirely to the opposition, when joining the line. Hazel and Lowe were unlucky not to play in as 
many matches as they deserved to. 

If all seasons on the Lower are as enjoyable as my first, I shall be there for a good while! 
D.B.C. 
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Colts A 

This was probably one of the smallest teams to represent Sherborne at Colts level. They made 
up for lack of stature by reacting quickly to seize any loose ball and then being prepared to run and 
support each other in an attractive attacking manner. So their eight wins out of eleven matches was 
reward in a satisfying season. 

It should have been ten wins, but losing the baU over the try line twice and missing a penalty 
in front of the posts against Bryanston left the team with a 34 defeat. Strange interpretations of the 
offisde law affected the team performance away to Clifton and no amount of attacking in the final 
ten minutes could close the three point gap. 

Yet again , the Millfield game was the hardest and the team gave a good account of themselves 
against bigger and stronger boys. 

One had to sympathize with the team that played attractive rugby but could not fmish off their 
movements and did not do themselves justice on the scoreboard. It meant that they could not secure 
wins without working hard with a disciplined approach right to the end of the game. Fortunately , 
they were prepared to do this. 

Possession was guaranteed by the technicaUy sound front row of C. Lee, P. Moore and G. Wickham. 
They were always outweighted by the opposition, but they were never mastered in the set scrum. 
C. Fox was a hard-working lock who was joined by last year's full-back in the engine room,J. Goddard. 
The commitment of Goddard in his new position showed that he enjoyed his new role as a 'donkey'. 
D. Rosser was now free from his propping of last year to range around the field as a blind-side flanker; 
his mauling was the main reason why U1e pack had so much control and were able to launch so many 
attacks on their own. The rest of the back row, P. Chambers and J. HoweUs, thrived on this attacking 
base. Howells was probably the most improved player of the season. This pack conspiracy was 
complete with the style of play of scrum-half J. Timmis. He has a nose for the blind-side whether it 
be running or threading the ball through with his kicks and he had eager support from his pack, 
so much so that blind-side wings, fly-half and fuU-back were aU straining to get in on the act. 

Timmis had a mature enough rugby brain to realise that there was attacking potential outside 
the scrum and he served them well. At fly-half, A Kardooni had the strength and elusiveness to inspire 
those around him. The wingers, J. Parry-Jones and M. Hjaltun, took fuU advantage and seemed to 
pop up in all kinds of unexpected positions. It was little wonder that they were joint top try-scorers, 
We needed the solid virtues of A. Langlands to steady and tie up the mid-field; this aUowed 
I. MacAdam to keep the opposition guessing with his attacking runs. His cuns must have bamboozled 
the opposition because his team-mates certainly did not know where he was going! It was satisfying 
to see T. Hall making such a good job at fuU-back. He enjoyed the wide open spaces more than ilie 
rough and tumble life of a centre and gave confidence to ilie team by mastering the basic skills of 
catching 'n kicking. 

As will be reported next, our rugby strength has depth with the Colts B being the only unbeaten 
team in the School. C. Morgan was a regular visitor to the Colts A team because of injuries, and as 
most of the Colts B would have, he fitted in very well. To look after aU this potential, the players 
were fortunate to have ilie care and expertise of Mr. Morgan, Dr. Henry and Mr. Walford and we were 
extremely grateful for the time that they put in. 

Our special thanks must go to Mr. Hatch. The Colts 'Lower' was again a success, with at least 
another thirty boys improving their level of play. There is a lot of chasing up to do and efficiency and 
organisation are essential . He certainly kept the coaches of the Colts A and B on their toes before 
producing his lists. This new Housemaster also found time to be our resident referee for Colts A 
home matches. Again we were most grateful. 

Results 
Montgomery of Alamein (H) won 15 - 3 
Bryanston (H) lost 3 - 4 
Can ford (A) won 10 - 3 
Blundell's (H) won 12 - 0 
Christ's Brecon (H) won 10 - 6 
Taunton (A) won 23- 6 
King's Taunton (H) won 13 - 6 
Millfield (A) lost 3 - 16 
Downside (A) won 18 - 6 
Radley (A) won 18 - 7 
Clifton (A) lost 4 - 7 
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Team: Colours - T. M. L. HaU, M. E. Hjaltun, I. A. MacAdam, R. A. Langlands, A. J. D. Parry
Jones, A. Kardooni, J. A. S. Timmis, P. E.G. Chambers, J. R. HoweUs, D. J. Rosser 
(Captain), C. J. D. Fox, J. M. Goddard, G. S. R. Wickham, P. A. S. Moore, 
C. Y-T Lee. 

J. W. FusseU also played for Colts A. 

The following represented Dorset: 
A. J. D. Parry-Jones, A. Kardooni, J. A. S. Timmis, D. J. Rosser, J.M. Goddard, G. S. R. Wickham, 
P.A. S. Moore, C. Y-T. Lee. 
A. Kardooni and P.A. S. Moore represented the South and South.West of England. 

A.M.D. 

Colts B 

The team had a very impressive season winning aU I 0 games and scoring 21 S points with only 7 
against. This success was due primarily to the strength of the forwards and to a strong determination 
to win. 

The front row of Van den Born, Barnard and Tuke played in all the matches and contributed a 
great deaJ to the strength of the scrummage. The mauling or Van den Born and Tuke was most 
impressive with the latter also showing, at times, that he was a very mobile forward. Barnard's major 
contribution to the team was his quick hooking. The locks varied quite a bit, largely because or 
injury but also due to a desire to find the best possible pair. Peters who started the season at fly 
half in the A team finally found a niche for himself as a lock and his jumping became a feature of 
the lineouts. At various times he was partnered by Scott , Rapport , Baker and Morgan. Scott's 
contribution to the side was cut short because of a recurring back injury. Rapport was a very useful 
forward but unfortunately he broke his collar bone in the game against Millfield. Baker had played 
earlier in the season but found himself in favour again for the final two matches when he gave solid 
performances especiaUy in the lineouts. Morgan was a very useful player to have in the team but 
unfortunately for him he was shifted here, there and everywhere from number 8 to Jock and to the 
A team whenever Chambers was injured. The team was led from the back row by Nicholson who 
showed himself to be a very capable and inspiring captain. He captained by example. He was quick 
to the loose ball , always ready to set up an attacking movement and his tackling was ferocious. Ln 
his play he was well supported by Taylor whose season, unfortunately, was plagued by injury. Dean 
played as both a flanker and a number 8 and proved to be a very useful member of the squad. 

The forwards' ability to deny the opposition possession stemmed largely from their effective 
rucking and mauling and their determjnation to give the baU to a userul backline. Bramble at scrum
half was particularly impressive. His blind side breaks took the pack forward and at the correct time 
he fed the backs. Cumming was fly half most of the matches and he improved considerably as the 
season progressed. MacAdam came into the side after a couple or A team games and stayed until the 
last two games of the season. He was a very effective attacking and defensive centre. Millar, his 
partner in the centre, showed up as a useful runner and place kicker. Lewis played as a winger and 
latterly as a centre when MacAdam went up to the A team. He was an effective tackler and when 
given the ball close to the line he showed that he could score tries. Knapman outpaced his man on 
the outside several times to score excellent tries and he also proved to himself that he could tackle. 
The full back position was occupied by Brown. No one got past him. His catching of the high baU and 
his kicking to touch were good and he was always ready to join the backline in an attacking situation. 

Thanks are due to all the boys who played in the team and who made it such an enjoyable and 
successful season and to A.M.D. who coached them. Thanks also to A.C.M. for all his efforts, to 
D.P.J. for his refereeing and to M.J.H. who frequently lost players from his B game on games after
noons. 
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Results 

Clayesmore School 
Bryanston 
Can ford 
Milton Abbey 
Taunton 
King's Taunton 
Millfield 
Downside 
Radley 
Clifton 

w 
w 
w 
w 
\V 
w 
w 
w 
w 
w 

34 - 0 
62 - 0 
14 - 0 
4 0 

34 - 0 
7 - 3 

12 4 
20 - 0 
18 0 
10 - 0 

Team: IL T. Baker. C. Barnard , J-P D. H. Boutin, R. F. Bramble, J. 0. N. Brown, J.B. Cumming, 
R. N. Dean, P. l:.. Knapman. J. S. E. Lewis, I. A. .MacAdam, r:. C. E. Millar, C. J. Morgan, 
S. B. Nicholson, N. H. Peters, M. G. Rapport. K. J. Taylor, N. J. S. Tuke, S. 1. Van den Born. 

Others who played: J. W. Fussell, T. P. Glaysher, J. D. Gregory, S. J. Marsh, A. J. Scott, 0. J. Stober. 

BAMH 



Junior Colts 

The facts of the Junior Colts' season are depressingly easy to relate. Four victories from eleven 
games, only one victory afier half-term, five consecutive defeats ... while it is also easy to declare 
that the team was not as bad as the record suggests, that it scored only three fewer tries than the 
opposition, that it was completely outplayed only by Millfield, the very fact that it did lose matches 
that it could and should have won makes it doubly depressing. 

It was not as if the Junior Colts were bereft of good players. The front-row of Wickham, Lytle 
and Dunn was especially powerful and were rarely in any difficulty. The back-row of Taylor, Emley 
and Kraunsoe were fierce, fast and ubiquitous. and in the second-row the workmanlike Andy Davis 
and Zimmerman were alternate partners to the captain, Parry-Jones, who proved himself the most 
complete forward of them all. Chris Davis, at scrum-half, possessed a quick service, a neat break and 
a sound tactical awareness and either Youngman or Ainger were adequate links at outside.half. Of 
the three-quarters Drake, Lockyer and Longman were strong and powerful runners while McLean and 
Morton were efficient and elusive centres. 

The only quality that distinguished the backs, however, and was often generously transmitted 
to the forwards, was passivity. On numerous occasions Sherborne stood almost idly by as the 
opposition were allowed the ball, allowed to develop attacking moves and, quite often, allowed to 
score. A similar woeful hesitancy was displayed when Sherborne had possession too; nobody seemed 
to want to do anything positive with it so that, again quite often, the forwards, after working like 
demons to win the ball, were forced to race fifty yards backwards to retrieve it. This hesitancy, 
combined with the Junior Colts version of the 'domino theory', whereby , if one mistake was made, 
then this would be followed by another, larger, mistake and so on until a minimum of fifty yards 
had been surrendered, meant that the team always faced an unequal challenge. 

That the team managed to meet and master this challenge only in the final game of the season, 
when they asserted and maintained a positive control over Clifton throughout the match, was both 
rewarding and frustrating. It was rewarding in that the whole team had worked hard throughout 
the tenn and frustrating that there were no opponents to test this new-found positive outlook. If 
they can recapture this assertiveness next September and remember the often bitter lessons of this 
season, then 11 i!: not beyond the bounds of possibility that they can reverse all of their 1983 losses. 

Results 

Montgomery of Alamein's (H) 
Bryanston (A) 
(an ford (A) 
Blundell's {I I) 
Taunton {I I) 
King's Taunton {H) 
Millfield (A) 
Downside (A) 
Plymouth (A) 
Radley (A) 
Clifton (H) 

Appearances: 
11 - Parry-Jones, Davis (C.)., Lytle, McLean 
10 - Longman, Wickham, Dunn 
9 - Morton, Taylor, Lockyer 
8 - Drake, Emley, Brown, Zimmerman 
7 - Kraunsoe 
6- Youngman 
5 - Ainger 
4 - Webster, Davis (A.L.) 
3 - Siegle 
I - Paul, Bulstrode, Dare, Bryan 

34 

w 26 - 0 
\V 48 - 4 
L 8 - 14 
L 8 18 
w 12 0 
L 0 16 
L 4 - 36 
L 4 - 22 
L 4 - 28 
L 9 - 16 
w 22 - 14 



Scorers: 
31 pts. - Drake 
24 pts. - Longman 
16 pts. - Davis (C.), Morton 
12 pts. - Lytle 
JO pts. - Ainger 
4 pts. - McLean, Wickham, Parry-Jones, Taylor, Emley, Brown, Kraunsoe 

A Hignell 

Under 14 Rugby 

A XV Played l J Won 7 Lost 3 Drawn 1 
B XV Played I l Won 8 Lost 3 Drawn 0 

Points For 207 Points Against 105 
Points For 202 Points Against 73 

Compared with recent years, it was an unusual season: the backs in the A team were stronger 
than the forwards. It was fortunate, perhaps, for morale that the weaknesses of our forward play 
were not exposed early on and that the A XV won their first four matches handsomely. Reay, much 
missed later in the season, Barrett , who was outstanding against Blundell's, and Drake all had moments 
when they played excellently. The A team was then taught a sharp and humiliating lesson by King's 
Taunton on a day when nothing seemed to go right for anyone. Meanwhile, the B team, with some 
useful backs and a reasonably strong pack, including this season's secret weapon, the indistinguish
able Grenfells, had scored some easy and substantial victories but had also done well in two tight 
matches against Canford and Taunton. 

Up at Mill field the A team was overwhelmed by the opposition's powerful pack. The B team also 
lost, though narrowly, in an excellent match and produced what was probably their best display of 
committed rugby in the season. It is not often that a junior B team tackles so well. Apart from an 
undistinguished performance against Westfield which they will all want to forget, they won all their 
remaining matches and ended the season as one of the better B teams of recent years. Each player 
had his moments but we will not forget such irrepressible characters as Binks and Cobden. Reid. 
we thought, learned a lot in the course of the season, and his speed is an asset to any B team. 

The A team learned something from their defeats and began to mature as a team in the last few 
matches of the season. Ashw01th gained in confidence and was particularly effective when moved 
to the centre. Edwards· fine defensive play must also be mentioned but the fact that the pack began 
to play with more effort and determination and worked better as a unit contributed most to the 
team's improvement. Twyford worked hard, Downey and Down were useful players, Yan den Born 
made an excellent contribution in the later matches and the others raised their game. They put on 
a good display at Plymouth , though they lost narrowly, and the team as a whole went on to reach 
top form in their last match, which was also their best performance, when they beat a good Clifton 
side at home to end what proved to be an enjoyable and quite successful season despite the earlier 
setbacks. 

A XV: Edwards, Drake, Barrett , Finch, Reay, Ashworth, Abrams, Jodrell, Stock, Forgione, Moore , 
Bagnall , Twyford, Down, Downey, Yan den Born. 

Also played : Cobden, Davis. Old. Reid, White. 

B XV: Campbell, Reid , Alexander, Gunning, Maddams, Burns, Old , Cobden, Binks, White , Grenfell J., 
Grenfell N., Macdonald, Davis, Locke, Church. 

Also played: Kilburn, Rowland, Wooley. 
L.D.G. & R.D.R.M. 
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Squash 

The highlight of the term has undoutedly been the success of the I st V in reaching the third 
round of the National Premiere Competition, although one could not ignore the role of fortune in 
providing relatively weak opposition. Victories of 5 - 0 against Purbeck Upper (Wareham) and Milton 
Abbey invite praise but should in no way be taken as indicative of our strength in the competition. 
The 'friendly' match against Canford posed more realistic problems and , since we have been drawn 
against them in the third round of the National, our chances of further progress are, to say the least , 
doubtful. 

lt was, 1 think, useful to have so many matches in the Michaelmas term and 1 hope that the new 
Sherbome Shamblers fixture will become an annual event. We did well to beat them 3 - 2 since 
the squash was of a high standard and youth was most certainly only just a match for their greater 
experience. It is always difficult to play teams from clubs rather than schools but much can be 
learned and in the Michaelmas term it is useful to spot the weaknesses occasioned by bad habits 
before the squash begins in earnest. For this reason, if for no other, the Merriott game was also so 
worthwhile. 

Finally, I must thank our professional coach, Robbie Dunster, for his expert advice in the second 
half of the term and Angus Small for being, as ever, so efficient in his role as captain. 

Those who played: A Lockyer, P. Plewman, A. Small, R. Gray, J. Pickles, J. Fussell, C. Wood, 
J. Thomson-Glover. 

Results 

Purbeck Upper 
Edinburgh Invitation Side 
Merriott S.R.C. 
Milton Abbey 
Can ford 
Sherbome Shamblers 

won 
drawn 
lost 
won 
lost 
won 

Fencing 1983 

S- 0 
2 - 2 
2 - 3 
5 - 0 
0 - 5 
3 - 2 

R.A.C. 

Although not one of the largest or more popular sports at Sherborne, fencing is gaining in status. 
Ian Venables joined us at the beginning of the term as our master i/c, the first in a large number of 
years, aided enormously by his secretary Carl Chang, who has developed the club/team enormously. 
The team was captained by John Tidd , along wit11 ex.captain Andrew Bellers who led the valiant 
musketeers into action. Other prominent members were Tim Day , our sabre specialist who amused 
us with his tremendous momentum, Andrew Ross and Michael Perry making considerable contri
butions and our rising stars Carl Chang who has now taken over the captaincy and Charlie Hoffman. 
James Rapson, our prime social factor, has maintained and developed good sporting relationships 
with both Leweston and S.S.G. In fact Fencing is one of the few sports at Sherborne which is well 
interlinked with the adjacent girls' schools. 

So what about our results? Unfortunately we only played three matches last term and the results 
are as varied as is possible. The earliest was against Clifton who fielded an experienced and highly
skilled team who beat us convincingly, despite heroic attempts by C. Hoffman and T. Day who 
managed to win 2 of their 3 fights. Against Leweston we were a dominating force but for the fact 
that we were too gentlemanly , the 2nds and Novices especially so (i.e. they lost). The I sts and 3rds 
showed their skills in a stylish fashion and the overall result a draw. The third match was against 
Bruton and was a convincing victory by all the teams: 1st, 2nd, 3rd and sabre, especially the Jst's 
who did not conceed a fight. 
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Those who played: 
I st 2nd 
J. Tidd A. Ross 
H. BeUers C. Hoffman 
C. Chang M. Perry 

Results 
v. I st 

v. 0 . 
Clifton I 8 

Lewes ton 8 

Bruton 9 0 

(N.B. - V. is Victory) 
Dis Defeat) 

2nd 
V. 
3 

3 

5 

0. 
6 

6 

4 

3rd 
J. Rapson 
N. Farr 
T.Oavis 

3rd 
v. D. 
2 7 

5 4 

5 4 

South-West Competition: U. 18 C. Chang to~ finals 
U.20 A. BeUers to ~ finals 

Novice 
D. Wilson 
J. Gee 
B. Newman 

Sabre 
V. D. 
3 6 

7 2 

Sabre 
T. Day 
C. Chang 
A. Ross 

Novice 
V. D. 

3 6 

Overall Result 

Lost 

Drawn 

Won 

D. Dormer (Secretary) 



School House 

As always the installation of a new housemaster provides an interesting experience for all 
concerned. Mr. and Mrs. Facer were ready to greet us back, suntanned and tired at the beginning 
of the term. Throughout the various (and numerous) ups and downs of the term they were always 
there; encouraging where necessary. amending when needed. On balance it can only be said that they 
have put in a great deal of effort and had a corresponding success. To this end there could not have 
been a more supportive head of house. Angus Small (not surprisingly) was appointed I lead of School 
for the Lent term, to be succeeded by Julian Chambers. who we are sure will follow Angus in a quiet 
and competent manner. 

In the classroom and out the term has been fruitful. Nick Lockwood led the House Quiz team 
to an easy victory. Paddy Irwin took the lead role in 'Ross' as Lawrence of Arabia, achieving rave 
reviews from all the right critics. Ben Rew and the creative lower sixth organised the house art 
exhibition. Aunty Rachel, one girl amongst six hundred plus boys, has become an integral part of 
the house, revealing all in 'Watchdog', the School House magazine edited by Andy Henderson and 
Julian Macdonell. Mikal Sanne seemed intent on creating surrealistic studies around the house; 
meanwhile the multinational third form (Frankfurt, Penang or Sydney?) have injected their own 
humour and vivacity into the house, contributing in all fields. Dick Jory ran the rugger most 
efficiently, whilst the basketball was strongly dominated by School House. 

The term was therefore by no means a passive one, culminating in a most enjoyable I louse supper, 
leaving us free - faced with the prospect of 'O' & 'A' mocks - to take T. S. Eliot's counsel to ' read 
much of the night and go south in winter.' 

Abbey House 

It was hardly unusual that the House should force its way into all the darkest corners of School 
life. First, however, we should pay homage to Mark Hoskyns-Abrahall who with his entourage of five 
henchmen, ensured that the term ran with exemplary smoothness. At the other end of the spectrum, 
we welcomed nine new boys. And talking of new boys, Mr. Patterson and his wife now have a son, 
John. Of that distinguished tutor Mr. WelJby we know little, save what we have read in the rave 
reviews of his Miltonian recitals at the Edinburgh Festival. 

ln the wake of some very impressive 'O' Level results, Rupert Youngman, Jeremy Kelly, Peter 
Woodburn and Mark Wright were awarded a scholarship and three exhibitions respectively. Of great 
merit also was the achievement of Berni Ford in winning an exJ1ibition to Sidney Sussex College, 
Cambridge in the Oxbridge exam. Jerry Quinlan won a place al St. Peter's Oxford. Despite this 
apparent abundance of intellectuality, the house quiz team bowed out in the semi-finals of the 
inter-house competition. However, we have retained the throne of the Editor of this distinguished 
magazine. 

For the third year running, the Senior Leagues team cruised to an enormous triumph white
washing all opposition in tl1eir competition. At the end of term, th e Senior team did more than just 
ruffle the Westcott feathers in a dramatic semi-final clash, whilst the U 15 team were runners up in 
their competition. Jonny Stock and Tim Waddy played on the I st XV, and many others were scattered 
throughout the realms of school rugby, with a phenomenal turn-out on the Fifths. 

Jn activities thespian and musical we had a strong presence. The I louse, with a little help from 
our friends at Wingfield produ(.-ed two very well-executed items at the Singing Festival. Duncan 
Abate played his third 'Last Post' on Remembrance Sunday, and was the driving force in the trumpet 
fanfare at the Carol Service. A number of boys appeared in the school play 'Ross', and Mike Wright, 
Tom Bradby and James Fair appeared in the Girls' School Drama Revue. All this talent culminated 
in a ftne selection of skits with a revealing House Poem at the end of term. Some of us even survived 
to see the day after ... _ 

Finally, I am asked to relate the activities of the metal monsters who are devouring the house 
garden in pursuit of public convenience. It'll be all over by the end of the summer we are told. 

Chris Ward 
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The Green 

And so from summer to winter ... 
The memories of summer were still with us as we returned to Sherborne for a new term in the 

brilliant September sunshine. September quickly turns to otiose October and nugatory November, 
leaving December only to take our breath away with its first ten days, dispatching us safely home 
once more for joyous festivities. 

Last term, the last Christmas term for Mr. Oldham, was fittingly successful, although this success 
was not particularly easy to come by. The house play had been conceived and planned to a certain 
extent at the end of the summer term, but it still remained to see if it would bear fruit. The outcome 
of the rugby finals was just as uncertain, with the Green facing, to say the least, very good opposition 
in all three age groups. 

The choice of J. B. Priestley's 'An Inspector Calls' as the house play was by no means an easy 
route to success. Although it had its lighter moments, the play was for the most part serious, and 
somewhat difficult to perform convincingly. To their great credit, however, everyone involved in the 
production rose to the challenge. Both performances were a great success, and the Green ably proved 
that it can excel at more than sport. 

But, of course, the term was about rugby as well. The house had five representatives in the first 
XV and, thus, cou ld feel reasonably confident of performing well in the rugby finals, which 
characterize the end of the winter term. The under-15 team lost to a better team in their semi-final, 
however , leaving the other two teams to represent the Green in the finals. The under-16 team had 
always been the most likely of the three teams to gain an overall victory, and accordingly triumphed 
by beating School House in a very wet final. The seniors who had not had as easy a passage through 
to the final as they might have expected, went into the ftnal against Westcott with less confidence 
than they had had a week earlier. Westcott proved to be worthy opponents, and when after two 
periods of extra time the scores were still tied at 0-0, it seemed fairer that the honours should be 
level , and that penalties should not be taken to decide the outcome, as the rules stipulated. 

On an academic front the house had one success in the Oxbridge examination, with two others 
narrowly failing to get places. In general, the successes of the play and the rugby , were the just 
reward for an active and industrious term, and it is of great significance that the mood in the house 
remained relaxed right up until the end of what is a very trying and tiring term. 

Harper House 

Prom the beginning of term the I louse was under new management, namely that of D.P.J. and his 
celtic regime. Everyone was extremely sorry to see A.E.R. leave and wish him well for the future. 
We all expected to find drastic changes in our lifestyle, but on returning from those lazy days of 
summer we were pleasantly surprised to find subtle alterations and undoubtedly for the better. 

Richard Spark proved an admirable Head of House and we were pleased to see that he, Miles 
Thomas and Martin Clarkson-Webb (the latter two with Scholarships) got into Oxbridge. JuJian 
Cranton fared well in the 1st XV and the majority of the Upper Sixth played in School XVs, albeit 
in some of the lesser teams. The House Seniors XV put up a brave - and original - show against 
Westcott, but pride of place goes to the U.15 XV for winning their competition and earning a trophy 
so early under new management. 

Another victory, albeit a moral one, was won by the entire House at the House Singing Festival 
under the professional guidance of Simon Trist and the piano-playing of Gordon Edwards, 
establishing a choral tradition at Harper. 

We also bid farewell to M.J .C. and J.S.M. and welcome in their place B.A.M.H. and A.C.M. as 
House Tutors. We wish them, Mr. Jones and his family and dog, a long and happy stay with us. 
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Wallace House 

The Michaelmas Term was as successful as it was enjoyable. It started with good news on 'O's' 
and 'A's', the result of the latter being that of the ten in the top generation, eight went on to higher 
education, (three to Bristol: John Tidd, Andrew Casley, Frederick van Haaps; one to Cirencester: 
James Broadbent ; Leicester: James Bacon; Essex: Simon Poulson; Balliol, Oxford: Aidan Hartley; 
Christ's Cambridge: Tim Day; the last carrying the chief prize of a Scholarship. Well, perhaps not 
quite the chief prize, for it must also be recorded that Simon Knechtli passed 'O' level Mathematics 
and this on onJy his fourth attempt. 

There was distinction in the rugger too. The avuncular Head of !louse Mark Hildesley crashed 
his way into the Fifteen, with colours to boot, and Wallachians were to be seen playing at all other 
levels of School sides, and there was the crushing moraJ victory over the Green in the semi-final 
of the seniors competition. 

There was good music too. A music party for the junior part of the House revealed a galaxy 
of talent from the polish and vigour of Bruce Grant to the more special qualities of Robert Cummins. 
Adam Scott, with much good support from Jonathan Howells, led the House choir most ably in the 
singing Festival and Tom Twyford and Bruce Grant duly passed their Grade Examinations, with 
Giles Whittell rising to a merit at Grade 8 on the flute. 

Tom Case involved a score of boys in the annual House play and proved once more what enter
prising productions boys can produce if left to themselves (a point, which alas, was not confirmed 
by the House skits). The Societe Jean-Anthelme Brillat Savarin broke with precedent and enjoyed an 
excellent meal at the Angus llotel in Bournemouth at the invitation of Angus Porteous. And so the 
term ended with a record number of Stars gained and farewells to Bruce Allmand-Smith (who goes 
on to Clifton) and to no less than five Lower Sixth Linguists who have gone, three to Spain and one 
each to Germany and France, and whose return we await with interest. 

Abbeylands 

The Michaelmas Term saw the installation of Mr. Elliott as the new Abbeylands supremo. 
Accompanying him into the house was his wife, Sheila, who despite her commitments as a teacher 
at Leweston, has managed partially to renovate the private side and help create the warm and happy 
atmosphere which greets everyone who goes there. The post of matron has been effectively filled by 
Mrs. Mayloy, who has established her own order over the house, proving not only a compassionate 
nurse but also an impressive haranguer of bedmakers. Another addition to the house has been Socks, 
the faithful hound who subsists on the debris of supper. Since she therefore lives on the same as half 
the house she has become accepted. 

Many members of the house showed sufficient motivation and dedication to get into extra
curricular activities against fierce competition as members of school teams - Richard Spencer and 
Charles Boyd on the rugby I st's, fencing (Carl Chang as an energetic secretary) and shooting, (with 
Jonathan Burnand as captain of the 'A' team) - plus all the others I have forgotten; - and in plays: 
the Girls' School Revue (Charles Jacoby, John Everard and Duncan Macdonald) and the School 
play, 'Ross' (John Dennison, man-in-charge-of-slave-labour : stage manager, Keith Curtis, and willing 
thrall, Rory Foster.) 

The house also produced its own small dramatic offering - 'Unman, Wittering and Zigo', which, 
though not quite up to professional standards, was enormous fu n for all who took part. 
Congratulations and thanks go to all those who helped produce it, and to those who came to watch 
its silhouettes. 

The house singing festival was a great success, mainly because of Humphrey Couchman who 
endured fifty howling juveniles long enough to produce two beautiful songs. Within the house itself 
music in the sixth form was refreshed by an influx of previously unheard materiaJ (thank you, Sean, 
Johnnie and Magnus). However, the rest reemed incapable of switching off Radio I. Surely they don't 
all Like Duran Duran? 

Finally we would like to wish the leavers Dominic Elverson, Hamish Macdonald, Richard Spencer 
and AJastair Tressider every success for the future. 
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Lyon House 

New boys cause problems. Usually they appear on a regular basis of once a year. varying in age 
from between 13 and 14. These have to be told what to do and when to d0 it and generally take at 
least half a term to settle down. But whilst settling down, more often than not , they are complete 
pests to the over-worked and beleagued authorities. This term Lyon has been blessed (or not) by 
more than our fair share of new boys, and talk has centered around The New Boy. This person goes 
by the name of Michael Hatch and owing to some delicate manipulation of the rules he has been 
allowed to enter Lyon at the tender age of about forty. The nearest parallel to the traumas, for both 
sides, which this causes, is, I think, the T.V. programme 'Yes Minister', with Mr. Hatch cast as Jim 
Hacker, Spencer Ewen as Mr. Humphreys and the rest of Lyon as the permanent civil service. But 
to his credit, Mr. Hatch has run Lyon with a steady hand and, as yet, no major disasters have occurred. 
(We hope and are sure there never will be.) Whilst on the subject of new boys let us mention the 
addition to House Tutors of Mr. Cleaver and Mr. Yorke, lucky escape from Harper and Abbeylands 
respectively (though in the case of the former the respite is short-lived as he is to be soon whisked 
off to take The Green in hand, with a view to 'musicalising' it.) Also, we must not forget Mrs. Fox, 
the new jovial house matron who runs the job very efficiently, commanding everyone from the 
firm stance afforded by her customary pair of gym shoes (white enough to satisfy even Mr. Scott's 
craving for clean shoes.) Finally , but not least, Mrs. Frost, the new housekeeper , whom we all thank 
most sincerely for keeping the place clean, especially the window curtains. 

But what of the rest of the house? Apart from its ably despatched duties of looking after all the 
new boys, we have been adjusting to the luxury of bed-sits (a bonus of new housemasters). Tn rugby 
we have been led by Charles Newth and Spencer Ewen, and the two league teams have played very 
well. Unfortunately our performance in the Three Cock was not exactly brilliant but there is always 
next year. Of course, being the versatile house that we are other sports have flourished: shoot ing, 
squash and basketball to name but a few of the more unusual ones. As well as sport there has been 
much to do with drama in the house. Several people were involved in acting and production (Jession 
McAree gave a superb perfonnance in 'Ross') , whilst the usual sixth form play visits were supp
lemented by a fifth form one as well. And after half-term the build-up began to the highlight of 
the school's dramatic year, the Lyon House Play, this year directed by Mr. Bird. 

Well that's about it, but not bad for an outhouse, eb! R. w. Bridge 

Westcott House 

In what must be the world's smallest totalitarian state, the Michaelmas term produced a super
lative crop ofworthwltile events, (the sport wasn' t bad either). 

Having learnt many lessons from our first House Concert, Mr. Skinner master-minded a second 
valiant attempt into the realms of a musical evening, with star performances from Mark Robertson, 
some obscure music from Dominic Wheeler, and interesting rendering of 'G reen Onions' by Tristan 
Powell on his guitar. We were also privileged to hear the Dingleberries' 'positively last performance' 
in Sherborne, and would like to thank Simon Trist and Andrew Yarde for giving up their evenings to 
join us. 

Turning to sport: having provided the entire I st XV front row last year, Rico Tice with not 
insubstantial help from Dan Thome made up two out of three this year. rn the house matches special 
congratulations should go to the non-stars like Jon Ward and Joe Hazel, who fought their way 
through some hard early rounds and survived the tough but good spirited battle in the final marathon 
which failed to produce a score after 90 minutes! The amicable attitude of the final was epitomized 
by the father of our present Head of House putting an opponent 's finger back into joint! 

Let it not be said that Westcott is solely rugger orientated. Richard Van der Horst , Ian Bourke, 
and Rico Tice are the Captains of Cross-country, Soccer and Hockey at the time of writing and 
Piers Zvegintzov received this year's Junior Shooting Prize. 

Together with an anonymous donor, Mr. and Mrs. Murton helped finance the building of a new 
study, which has appeared in the nick of time to provide more space. Julian narrowly missed going 
to Cambridge having won a choral scholarship, and will go to King's London to read Geography. 
Charles Outhwaite applied his incisive brain to gain an exhibition to read history at Exeter College, 
Ox ford. I am sure that we would all like to wish them both the very best for the future. 

We must express our gratitude to those who are behind the scenes and keep the house running 
smoothly, especially Mrs. Holmes, Matron and Mrs. Lloyd who contribute greatly to house morale . 
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The Digby 

Our last two !leads of House brought their school careers to an impressive conclusion by their 
success in the Oxbridge entrance examination. George Budden was awarded an exhibition by Caius 
College to read mathematics, and Robert Rydon gained a place at Pembroke College, Oxford. to read 
biology. We congratulate them on their success and thank them for their many and varied 
contributions to The Digby. 

Our sporting achievements in the Michaelmas Term were not remarkable, but Ian MacAdam Jed 
the colts team to a commendable and unexpected victory over Abbey House. In the semi-final how
ever, having lost the scrum-leader Karl Taylor, they suffered defeat at the hands of a powerful team 
from The Green. Robert Rydon, an outstanding captain of the I st XV, found little depth of talent 
in our seniors, who, together with the colts, did not progress beyond the first round. 

James Henderson coached a talented choir for the Singing Festival. They performed a Britten 
cabaret song followed by a barber's shop quartet. These two items provided the finale for our concert 
which included a vivacious clarinet duet from John Rees and Robert Simpson, a spirited trumpet 
piece from Marco Forgione, and we wish Michael Diehl and Peter Davenport much luck with their 
future piano lessons. Towards the end of the term, James Henderson gave an organ recital in the 
Abbey, perhaps the first time any School musician has sustained a public performance oft his length. 

Finally we welcome William Chandler as our new Head of House. The signs are that already he 
has the position firmly in his grasp. 
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