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ROBIN AND PETRONELLA MACNAGHTEN 

R.D.M. 
HEADMASTER 1974 -1988 

Some Impressions 

First, I suppose, urbanity; and didn't we need it 
and don't we need it now? The terrible, garrulous 
intensity of contemporary educational pro
nouncements and their jargon - empathy, nappy 
discs, projects and course work and hard 
core - latterly they were in furious motion round 
him at the behest of our old tyrant the Zeitgeist and 
our new masters the bureaucrats; he smiled benign
ly on it all and presided over endless meetings where 
the words darkened the air, but who ever beard him 
use one? Nonetheless, the necessary changes have 
occurred, tempered and restrained and humanised. 

Two things upset him, disloyalty and more than 
usually unfair criticism. Loyalty is not a prominent 
virtue in our day, and facile, uncharitable criticism 
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is often held to be a sign of intellectual individual
ity. So he was sometimes upset. Unnecessary agita
tion repelled him, and feuds, of which Sherborne 
is, on the whole, blessedly free, were left to the 
combatants. There were no over-mighty subjects in 
his day, with privileged access to his ear, and the 
bearers of tales about their colleagues would not 
take them to him. 

The boys from early on respected his integrity, 
his academic ability, his breadth and his under
standing. He did not get into a slate of helpless hor
ror when confronted with long (or short) hair, tight 
(or loose) trousers, or a tendency to walk off the 
field during House matches. Unhappy, awkward, 
dissenting or rebellious boys knew that he 
understood; and they knew that he had to press 
them back into some sort of line for the sake of 
others and, presently, themselves; but he never con
tinued to hold their offences against them and he 
would implore members of the staff not to regard 
offences against school discipline as moral outrages 
and to forget about them rapidly. 



He was patient and unstinting with his time in 
talking to a boy in difficulties. J remember once 
taking a boy to him who would do no work, quar
relled unceasingly with his parents, was continually 
seeking attention and was currently filling the Din
ing Hall at night with hedgehogs; (I don't 
remember why). He probed sympathetically at the 
difficulties behind all this, then reached for the 
telephone and arranged for him to spend a week 
with the brothers at Hilfield. I don't remember any 
more hedgehogs, and that piece of imaginative ac
tion will have served the boy in his subsequent life 
more frequently than any other would have done. 

For the urbanity concealed strongly held and 
tenaciously defended principles; they were not pre
judices, for to him 'the unexamined life was not 
worth living.' His sermons and his actions showed 
what his religion meant to him and he followed his 
mentors of the ancient world in entering willingly 
into any examination of the bases of human life. I 
remember hearing Dante, Byzantium, Shelley, 
Aeschylus and many others talked on without a 
hint of pretentiousness and with an infectious en
thusiasm, and he was generous with his time at 
school societies. 

It is hard to imagine Sherborne without 
Petronella, cycling round the streets, often in a fur 
hat borrowed, I suppose, from Marco Polo, and 
stopping every ten yards to talk, probably to fix up 
something to do with her endless activities in school 
and town and in the villages round Sherborne; 
much of it was what in others would be called 
charitable work but it seemed in her to be the 
perfectly natural and unceasing essence of everyday 
life. The increasingly loose community of the 
School and its families has been held together with 

endless hospitality, boundless energy and good 
nature, real kindness and genuine interest in the 
well-being of those around her. 

That she found time to produce plays here and 
at the Prep School, to teach bridge and to produce 
hundreds of sandwiches at any moment for any 
function is characteristic. 

The pictures will remain: Robin and Petronella, 
strangely garbed, singing in mock petulance 
'Anything you can do I can do better' at a musical 
evening in the Big Schoolroom; Robin operating 
behind the bar at Dorset Opera with an enormous 
geniality that more or less concealed his distaste for 
opera. And who will forget Dandy Dick with its 
noisy horsy lady and the vast, orange-whiskered 
policeman, his accent hailing by turns from Wigan, 
Eton and Ryme lntrinseca? Or his way with a hymn 
in Chapel or Abbey, each verse such/// to a dif
ferent tune of his own impromptu composition? J 
remember the relief of going up to his study obsess
ed by some commonplace Housemaster 's problem 
and finding him reading Livy in a vast black Ger
manic edition; and of seeing him pick it up again as 
I turned to leave. It was Sherborne's good luck that 
he lived in a larger world than Sherborne - and 
that they are going to live not too far from it. 

I began writing this on a balcony overlooking 
the Hill of Cronos at Olympia and I finished it on 
the foothills of Parnassus overlooking the Temple 
of the Oracle at Delphi (admi11edly in a thick fog). 
Of how many Headmasters could it be said that one 
of their eulogies was so composed? And of how 
many so appropriately? 

R.S.G. 

Overleaf are photographs of the principal extensions to the school fabric during R DM '.r headmastership 
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The Editor is grateful to Sir Alan Campbell, 
Chairman of Governors 1982 - 1987, for 
contributing the following appreciation. 

At the time of Robin Macnaghten 's appoint
ment as Headmaster in 1974 I was a Governor of 
only a year's standing and I had played very tittle 
part in his selection. Nor did I have the opportunity 
of seeing much of him until I became Deputy Chair
man and later Chairman of the Governors in the 
early eighties. Then for five years I saw him not less 
than six or seven times a year and in the intervals 
discussed Sherborne affairs by telephone or by let
ter or over luncheon in London. 

When I came down to Sherborne from London 
for a meeting I nearly always stayed a night with 
Robin and Petronella Macnaghten at Abbey 
Grange. I was thus able to observe at close hand the 
exceptional domestic partnership which gave Robin 
the secure base from which to run the School. 
Petronella was not only a great support for Robin; 
she was also a source of wise, if unobtrusive, advice 
to Governors. No doubt she as well as Robin had 
benefited greatly from the years when they had run 
a House at Eton before coming to Sherborne. They 
were admirable and generous hosts, providing 
sparkle and wit as well as good fare, and they con
trived to look after me and other guests without 
allowing crises in the background to be visible to 
those they were entertaining. They rightly judged 
that Governors should not become involved in 
anything except major matters of discipline or ad
ministration. 

From what I have heard and read, I believe that 
the relationship between a Chairman of Governors 
and the Headmaster of a public school is often dif
ficult. But I do not recall any particular difficulty 
between Robin Macnaghten and me - mainly 
perhaps because by the time I took over as Chair
man, Robin had had some six years experience and 
was thoroughly conversant with every aspect of the 
School. From time to time we had anxieties about, 
for example, the likely impact on the School of a 
possible change of Government, or about the 
finances of a school less richly endowed than others 
of comparable standing, or about the progress of 
the Appeal. In such matters both of us tended to 
take a generally sanguine view and I am glad to say 
that our optimism has been justified by events. Cer
tainly I think that Robin Macnaghten 's term as 
Headmaster will be looked back on as a period 
when the School added to its reputation in every 
field. Academically it is probably now as good as 
any except the best of the London schools, while 
the encouragement of music and the arts, the provi
sion of important new buildings, the teaching of 
practical skills of all kinds and the diversification of 
leisure pursuits - all this I hope without lessening 
our high reputation on the playing fields - make 
Sherborne a school in which boys are given every 
chance to develop their talents to the benefit of the 
community as well as of themselves. What has been 
achieved over the last fourteen years is not of 
course solely due to the Headmaster, but he was the 
boss and he is entitled to most of the credit, not 
least for his example of moral leadership. 
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Robin Macnaghten and lhe Sberborne School Appeal 

In an early progress report on the Appeal, Robin 
Macnaghten said: 'When I was appointed Head
master, I told the Governors that the one thing I 
hoped I would not be involved in was an appeal, 
not seeing myself as being particularly adept with 
the begging bowl.' 

How wrong he was! From its launch in October 
1981, successive targets have been reached:-

£200,000 by Commemoration 1982 
£500,000 by 1st June 1983 
£700,000 by 31st May 1984, at which 1ime the 

Phase I objective had been achieved and 
ROM won his bet with Peter Boissier that it 
would be. 

£1,000,000 by Isl June 1986, that is, the achieve
ment of the Phase II objective. 

Not only has this money been well earned, but it 
has also been well spent. Under ROM's guidance, 
the Powell Hall, chapel organ and hockey pitch 
projects have all been completed, 1he Ross Wallace 
Scholarship has jus1 been awarded for the fourth 

time and countless Bursary awards have been made. 
Some ineptitude! 
The Appeal started, therefore, with ROM a 

reluctant panicipant but, after travelling 10,000 
odd miles (not counting the Hong Kong trip), 
anending some thirty meetings outside Sherborne 
and making goodness knows how many speeches, I 
suspect that his feelings towards the appeal now 
would rellec1 an immense pride and an increasing 
enjoyment. 

J am sure that the wonderful warmth and 
generosity which he, Petronella (on the many oc
casions when she accompanied him on his travels) 
and PCB encountered from a muhitude of Old 
Shirburnians, parents and well-wishers were stoked 
up by the whole-hearted commitment and obvious 
sincerity and dedication to the cause that he 
displayed as he opened the batting at so many of 
these meetings. 

J.R.T. 

S HE n Bo n NE SCHOOL u N 0 EnCnOFT 

(from the architect's sketches) 

7 



PETRONELLA MACNAGHTEN -
A PER ONAL APPRECIATION 

When I first came to Sherborne I fell over
whelmed. Not only had we moved from the middle 
of London to a rural village (our first home here 
was in Sandford Orcas), but we had also moved 
from a place where one lived anonymously among 
thousands of people to one where we lived publicly 
among a few. Previously I had just gone about my 
business quietly, simply trying to make a home, my 
husband's work a separate and generally distant 
country. Suddenly his new job pitched me into a 
well-established community where, whether I liked 
il or not, I had a place, and where I fell that eyes 
were on me from all sides. Maybe other newcomers 
feel differently, but in those early days I felt 
threatened by Sherborne School; and naturally the 
Headmaster and his wife occupied the most daun
ting heights. 
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One afternoon soon after we'd arrived I heard 
an inimitable cheery greeting and there they 
were - the Headmaster and his wife in our 
backyard. This was no stiff white card with a dread
ful summons to sherry or supper, but a kindly, in
formal visit. What really shook me was that they'd 
walked out to see me (it's about 3\.l miles from 
Sherborne to Sandford Orcas). I could say that 
fro m that moment on a ll the ice melted and I lived 
happily ever after, but it wouldn't be true. It has 
taken a long time - years, in fact - for me lo feel 
at ease as a Sherborne Schoolmaster's wi fe. It has 
taken me a long time fully to appreciate the value of 
Petronella's friendship and genuine interest in my 
world: 1 hope I appreciate it bener on that account. 

Even then, however, I believe I gained some 
half-formed insight into the special nature of 
Petronella's personality. When I consider all the 
children's birthdays she remembers with a card or a 
kind word, the teas she provides for old and young 
alike, the calendar of social events she maintains 
term after term and her unchanable visits to the 



sick and the lonely - I am knocked flat with ad
miration for superhuman powers of organisation, 
memory and efficiency. But when I see her out 
Aunt Augusta-ing Dame Edith in front of 600 
vaca1ion-crazed boys, or hurling herself irresistibly 
at a shuttlecock, or - above all - when I hear her 
laugh: then I am filled with a gleeful, almost 
shameful love of her eccentricity. And I 1hink 1hat 
ii is 1his wonderful combina1ion of sense and 
fun - as 1hough she's got her head screwed on 
1igh1 bu1 her heart seems always 10 be trying to 
loosen it - tha1 makes Petronella so special. 

I know tha1 I ought to give some account of 
wha1 Petronella has done for everyone connected 
with the School (and a great many in the town and 
beyond); bu1 I'm afraid I can't and I'm not sure 
that anyone could - only another Petronella 
would have the magical energy and range 10 know, 
lei alone describe adequately all that she has done 
for the welfare, comfort and happiness of all those 
who come into contact with her. 

Even to talk of the good she has done for the 
wives and children of the schoolmasters at Sher
borne is beyond me: we are not, like our husbands, 
all part of an ins1itution with a common cause. I 
can only speak of Petronella for myself: that she 
has made me feel at home here without making 
home any 1he less my home, and that my children 
love her and would follow her anywhere. I'm sure 
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that anyone who wro1e an appreciaton of 
Petronella would have his or her own tale to tell, 
and would do it belier than I have done. The com
mon element would be warmth and gratitude, but 
the tale would be a panicular one, a special one. 
And that, I 1hink, is 1he greates1 tribute we can all 
pay her. 

Marie-Antoine1te SchOtzer-Weissmann 



ARTICLES 
A Bite of the Big Apple 

RDRM has spent this year teaching at The Browning School in New York. From there he sends his 
impressions of the city and its people. 

New York City, that is to say, the five boroughs 
of The Bronx, Brooklyn, Manhattan, Queen's and 
Staten Island, is a city of islands, and that fact sym
bolises aptly its separation and difference from the 
rest of America. New York is not quite like 
anywhere else and, perhaps for that reason, exer
cises a potent sway over the American imagination. 
Most Americans, in my experience, whether they 
love or hate the city, (and it is not easy to remain in
different), acknowledge its special character. They 
concede its uniqueness and importance but feel that 
the true face of their country is hidden from those 
whose vision is circumscribed by the special condi
tions of New York, though native New Yorkers, 
passionately attached to their city, sometimes find 
it hard to admit that any world worthy of the name 
exists west of the Hudson River. 

When I speak of New York, I am really speaking 
of Manhattan, the area of the city whkh, in a 
limited way, I know best. Whatever qualities and 
attractions the other boroughs may have, and they 
have their own richness and diversity, Manhattan is 
the focus and the jewel of New York City. It is of 
Manhattan that the world thinks, when it thinks of 
New York and despite the familiar images given us 
by countless TV pictures and films, one's first sight 
of the Manhattan skyline is still startling and 
memorable, seeming to offer, in Scott Fitzgerald's 
words a 'wild promise of all the mystery and the 
beauty of the world.' 

The island of Manhattan, about twelve miles 
long and three wide at its greatest extent, is like a 
huge cathedral whose innumerable towering spires 
dwarf the relics of older reHgions such as 
SL Patrick's and St. Thomas's on Fifth Avenue. 
What are those elegant shoeboxes beside the black 
glass extravaganza of the Trump Tower, the AT&T 
building with its extraordinary Chippendale cor
nice, or such old favourites as the Empire State and 
the art-deco Chrysler, loveliest of all New York's 
buildings at night? Nevertheless, New York is deter
mined that it will have a cathedral to rival its new 
temples of glass and steel, and, far north on the 
West Side, the Cathedral of St. John the Divine is 
being built in the traditional manner. English 
stonemasons have been imported for the purpose 
and, I believe, for a small fee, the public is permit
ted to observe them at work. They labour slowly. 
While the Empire State Building rose into the sky in 
a matter of months, St. John the Divine will not be 
finished until around 2050 at the earliest, though it 

has been under construction since 1892. Already it 
is the largest structure in Gothic style anywhere in 
the world with a floor area greater than Chartres 
and Notre Dame combined . Some people profess to 
find it beautiful but it makes me uneasy. Despite 
hints of uncertain eclecticism in architectural style 
on the part of its designers, it has the air of a replica 
that is almost too perfect. Its massive stone walls 
are certainly more solid than any Hollywood set or 
Disneyland construction, but it would not be sur
prising if it had been the setting for a 
Cecil B. de Mille spectacular. To my mind, it is as 
much a museum piece as the replicas of colonial 
towns in which college students act out the lives of 
their ancestors during the summer vacation for the 
delight and instruction of tourists. The people of 
the Upper West Side do not seem to venerate their 
cathedral quite as much as one might expect. It is, 
for example, the only church known to me that has 
a guard-house to protect the building from the 
potential worshippers of the neighbourhood. The 
Cathedral of St. John the Divine is, in short, an 
anachronism and, in common with many other 
churches in the city, is now best known as a venue 
for concerts. Once, no doubt, the spire of a 
cathedral, towering above a medieval city, was a 
symbol, visible from miles away, of the faith which, 
at best, touched all aspects of the life of the com
munity, but we are worlds away now from that vi
sion of things. There are many creeds in New York 
but no church dominates its spires and the faith 
that sustains the city is more truly expressed in the 
glass towers, consecrated to the pursuit of money 
and power. Milton's description of Pandemonium, 
a fabric huge, rising out of the earth like an exhal
ation, sometimes comes vividly to mind. 

If, at first, Manhattan seems to stand out like a 
harsh jewel set in an urban wilderness, parts of 
which make the worst slums of Liverpool look 
salubrious in comparison, it is not long before one 
realises that Manhattan itself is fissured with con
traSlS. It is difficult to offer an account of a city of 
such extraordinary diversity that is more than a 
record of one's subjective response to the passing 
scene, but one might not be too far wrong in 
describing New York as a city of tensions and ex
tremes. 
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The contrast between wealth and poverty, for 
example, is more immediate and striking than in 
any other major city known to me. It is admitted 
officially that thirty thousand people have no home 



except the streets though many regard that figure as 
a conservative estimate and place the true number 
at closer Lo fifty thousand. AL any rate, there are 
beggars .everywhere. Some, no doubt, are gulling 
the pubhc but the condition of many is so manifest
ly terrible that the chance that, on occasion, one 
might be cheated in giving money is a matter of 
slight concern. The recipients of one's inadequate 
alms are almost invariably polite, docile and pain
fully grateful. The city does provide shelters for the 
homeless but many are afraid to use them for fear 
of being mugged or murdered by the crackheads 
and drug dealers who infest these places. Every day 
I see ragged men rummaging through the trash cans 
on street corners in fashionable areas of 
Manha~Lan, searching for anything they might use, 
but mainly for empty botlles and aluminium cans 
which will earn them a few cents. I suppose they 
feel that they are doing something for themselves 
and that this enables them to maintain some sense 
of dignity and independence despite their appalling 
circumstances, but 1 find it hard to comprehend the 
tenacious love of bare existence expressed in their 
lives. Other cities can hide their poor. Los Angeles, 
for example, is so extensive that the sidewalks of its 
fashionable areas are never sullied by those who 
have failed in life or whom life has failed, but the 
geography of Manhauan forces the contrast upon 
one with startling immediacy. Some of the richest 
people in the world live within sight of men raking 
through the detr itus New York's wealthy have 
casualty abandoned, but it is doubtful if many of 
them notice what is going on in front of their eyes. 
There is a breed of women, in particular, who are 
often co be seen emerging from their palatial apart
menLS on Fifth or Park with more money in furs on 
their backs than most people earn in a year. They 
are ushered to their waiting limousines by 
obsequious doormen under the awnings which, in 
Manhattan, stretch from the entrance-hall to the 
street of any building fit to be lived in, and they 
move glassily oblivious of every creature around 
them. Sometimes 1 feel that, were I to cross the 

path of one of these women, she would try to walk 
through me, so faintly would my existence have 
registered with her. The worst are the descendanLS 
of Lady Tippins. Scrawny and emaciated, having 
starved themselves in a desperate search for lost 
youth until their tanned and withered hides hang 
loose about them, and dressed in the unbecoming 
short skirts that are this season's fashion unbecom
ing, that is, for women with bony knees

1

who won't 
see forty again by a long way, they mince past the 
common populace with a supercilious air that is 
matched only by the dogs of the neighbourhood, 
most of whom could teach his Highness' dog at 
Kew a few things about condescension. 

The poor remain, nevertheless, and suffer ter
ribly especially in winter. January, this year, was 
colder than usual. Twice the snow normally ex
pected fell on the city and the temperature was fre
quently lower than anything I have experienced in 
Britain. Though New York escapes much of the 
worst winter weather that affects areas even a short 
distance away, that lie inland and to th~ north con
ditions on the streets are still harsh enough to kill 
some of the unfortunate who have nowhere else to 
call home. It was all too easy to stumble upon 
desperate cases while simply going about one's dai
ly business. 1 remember, especially an emaciated 
young man, shaken by a terrible cough, who lay, 
~rapped in a thin blanket, in the middle of the busy 
sidewalk of 86th Street, and a grizzled black man 
whose frozen expression was the most hopeless and 
unhappy I have ever seen etched on a human face. 
Poor Tom must have been very cold indeed as he 
lay, numb and uncomplaining, trying in vain to 
shelter from the bitter wind, less than a block from 
Morlimer'.s, currently, and inexplicably, one of the 
most fashionable restaurants in Manhattan. 

The smart set who come to places such as Mor
timer's to be seen, and insulted by the waiters live 
in another world. The apartments of the well-t~..<fo 
in which group I must number myself for the pur~ 
pose of this comparison, are heated more than ade
quately. The building in which I live, for example, 
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is so warm lhal, unless lhe oulside lemperalUre falls 
significantly below freezing, I have to keep Lhe 
heating lurned off. Some of lhe grander buildings 
on Fiflh Avenue even have such luxuries as healing 
under the sidewalk to prevent ice from forming and 
healers suspended under lhe roofs of the awnings 
Lhal slretch from entrance-hall to street. Meanwhile 
lhe homeless hang around Penn Station or Grand 
Central, camp in cardboard shanties built on the 
steps of churches, huddle in the fillhy passages of 
lhe subway stations, or shelter at the base of such 
places as the abandoned Gimbel building on 
Lexinglon and 86th, formerly a department store, 
where the canopy covers enough of the sidewalk to 
protecl lhem from the rain and they can enjoy lhe 
heat that rises from the subway griJles along 
Lexington Avenue. There is much concern about 
the plight of New York's homeless and poor. It was 
a common ilem on the TV news during the cold 
weather, but, even as CBS aired the question, a 
man who had set up home in an alleyway beside 
their offices, froze to death. 

While in many ways, New York is an excellent 
cily in which to cullivale saeva indignatio, it would 
be wrong lO think lhat its people evince a callous 
disregard for the less fortunate among their 
number. It has been my experience lhat commonly 
the opposile is the case. The best qualilies of lhe 
human spirit do flourish here wilh gentle lenacity, 
like tiny flowers clinging to life in a rocky terrain. It 
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may be that lhe very lhreats and difficulties posed 
by the city are an appeal lhat calls forth the finer 
aspects of human nature in response. There is kind
ness and concern in abundance here, and lhe 
sensitivily, tact and charm thal give concern a 
human face. Many New Yorkers I have mel could 
leach us lessons in generosily. No one expecls lhal 
what he or she does will change Lhings much, bul lo 
relieve someone's immediale need is heller than do
ing noLhing. 

Inevitably, some people auempl lo meet lheir 
needs by more violent means lhan dependence upon 
charily. New York has a reputation lhroughoul the 
world as a violent, criminal city and the reputation 
is not entirely unmeriled. It is lrue, of course, lhat 
most forms of nefariousness and depravily are to be 
found in large cities, but New York, while it does 
not claim to be the crime capital of the world, cer
tainly excels. Every evening, the TV news portrays a 
world fit for Yahoos. 'Anything can happen in New 
York,' as CBS conslantly reminds us, and Lhe last 
few weeks have seen trials of mobsters, corruption 
or intimidation of juries and witnesses, proteclion 
rackets, shooting of policemen, deaths in bar 
brawls, vicious cases of rape and other unspeakable 
brutalities against individuals, abuse of children, 
lovers' quarrels that end in gunfire, domestic 
murders (the producer of Oh, Calcutta, for exam
ple, recently stabbed his wife before leaping lo his 
dealh from the fifleenth floor of their Upper Wesl 



Side apartment), gangland killings, commonly for 
control of a drugs racket, and pitched battles bet
ween drug dealers and police. 

Drugs are very big business indeed in New York, 
which is one of che drug capitals of the world, and 
the competition between rival purveyors is literalJy 
cutthroat, ruthless, and highly organized. In the 
Washington Heights area of the city to the extreme 
north of Manhattan, one drugs gang, havi.ng gained 
control of several streets, even installed their own 
electronic surveilJance system to monitor the ac
tivities of the police. A police operation akin LO a 
military invasion was required to flush them out. 

At street level, in such notorious areas as 'Crack 
Alley' in Jamaica, Queen's, much of the drugs' 
business is conducted by teenagers, high school 
drop-outs with no other prospect of making 
money, who have brought a frightening new 
amorality to the gang world. Recently a group 
murdered a young police officer as he sat in his car, 
guarding the house of a witness who was prepared 
to testify in court against the dealers on his street. 
The murder is said to have been ordered by a gang 
boss, currently in prison on Riker's island. The 
boys who were responsible earned a few hundred 
dollars. Younger children in the area earn money by 
collecting empty crack phials and returning them to 
dealers for reuse. 

It is difficult to imagine that things will ever 
change fundamentally. Greed and need wiJJ see to 
that. Dealers are everywhere and, in many parts of 
the city, ply their trade openly. At the Julia 
Richman High School, less than a mile from where 
I now write, local residents are frequently disturbed 

by schoolchildren who use the entrance lobbies of 
their buildings for drug-taking. The park across the 
street is said to be a nest of dealers. It was at that 
same high school, before Christmas, that a sixteen 
year old boy, jealous of another's attentions to his 
girl friend, chased his rival through the school cor
ridors out into the street where he shot him. In cer
tain parts of the city it is apparently very common 
for school students to carry weapons. A recent case 
at a junior high school in Brooklyn drew my atten
tion to this fact. A girl was badly injured in a 
science class because a thirteen year old boy, bored 
by the lesson, had begun to play with his gun and 
che weapon had gone off accidentally. Most of the 
children there confessed to carrying knives to 
school. A smaller number had acquired guns. 

It is bad enough that violence and crime are so 
much a part of the lives of the young but it is 
perhaps not surprising in a city where the pursuit of 
wealth and success are avowed aims and where 
there will always be people prepared to take short 
cuts. Corruption is to be found throughout this 
society. Hardly a week seems to pass without some 
member of the city administration appearing in 
court. The former Miss America, Bess Meyerson, a 
political associate of Mayor Koch, is on trial at pre
sent charged with having rigged a divorce settle
ment for her lover Capasso. Congress is 
deliberating the expulsion of Mario Biaggi, the 
Bronx Congressman, after his recent conviction for 
accepting an illegally paid vacation, and Biaggi is 
once again on trial, charged with having extorted 
millions from the Wedtech Corporation. Not long 
ago Ivan Boesky, whose career epitomises the con
viction expressed in the film Wall Street that greed 
is good, was jailed for insider dealing and it seems 
likely that corruption on Wall Street is more 
widespread than was previously suspected. Since 
Boesky was found out, there have been rumours of 
financial scandals involving senior bankers and 
links with organized crime. One wonders what 
George Washington, whose statue outside Federal 
Hall has a clear view of the New York Stock Ex
change across the street, might think of it all. Might 
he not sense a weakening of the bonds that sustain a 
civilized society and offer its people a vision of 
human life that is more than Hobbesian pursuit and 
consumption? Might he not fear that the great ex
periment of two centuries was proving to be not so 
much a dream as a sour nightmare? From 
Alexander Hamilton to Ivan Boesky is scarcely a 
progress to be proud of, but perhaps we should not 
be too pessimistic. While New York City certainly 
speaks loudJy to us of the sickness of our civiliza
tion, to live here is to sense how much it also ex
presses our strengths. 

New York grew as a city because it attracted 
people in search of better lives, and it still does. One 
stiJJ hears stories of poor immigrants who prosper. 
In recent years, however, the city has seen the pro
ducts of the best business schools in the country 
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flocking to Wall Street, intent upon becoming very 
rich quickly. Before the crash of October 19, at 
least, young MBA's in such fields as bond trading 
and investment banking earned literally fabulous 
salaries. Six-figure incomes were the norm. New 
York is a shaken and somewhat chastened city since 
1he crash and even the financial commercials no 
longer evince the brash optimism of the last heady 
months of the bull years. Salomon Inc. reponed 
fourth quarter losses of $70 million, for example, 
though, as a firm, ii will doubtless survive. Many of 
its employees will nol. The major financial institu
tions who lost heavily in the crash have laid off 
thousands of their highly paid, highly qualified 
workers yet, even as the market tottered, the wife 
of Salomon's boss, John Gutfreund, was prepared 
10 spend a reputed $20 million on the interior 
decoration of their newly acquired Fifth Avenue 
apartment. The best guides in this world, I think, 
are still Dickens and Trollope. If one remembers 
the Merdles, the Veneerings and Melmotte, New 
York society, al least as reported by its present 
observers in such publications as New York 
Magazine, seems quite comprehensible. 

The good years in the financial markets have 
also been the years of the biggest building boom in 
1he history of New York. The city is changing 
rapidly. New buildings are rising everywhere one 
looks, and fortunes are being made in the real estate 
business. Nevertheless, New York remains, as 
always, a ci1y of extremes and contrasts. At the 
base of the grand new towers, the roads are in a 
deplorable condition. Bridges such as the 
Williamsburg from Brooklyn to downtown 
Manhattan and the heart of the financial world are 
beginning 10 crumble, but there is no money 
available for their repair. The drains are often in
adequate and, in wet weather, pedestrians en
counter puddles that are more like ponds, even in 
the richest areas of Manhattan. The water-mains 
and sewers beneaih the s1ree1s are beginning to fall 
apan. During the cold weather in January, part of 
Broadway on the upper West Side disappeared into 
the ground while a fractured main flooded 
basements along a section of Madison Avenue and 
deprived the wealthy residents of all their 
customary amenities. The subway system, filthy, 
sinister and insalubrious, is another problem. 
Facilis descensus A verno. The fetid intestines of the 
mass transit system can certainly be a frightening 
and confusing place - violent crimes do occur 
though not as often as films suggest - but the 
observer is as likely to be struck by the atmosphere 
of decay. Water runs down walls; paint peels; steel 
beams crumble into rust; and one wonders how 
much longer the system can last. Above ground 
there are other strains. In a city that describes itself 
as 'the communications capital of the world,' the 
electronic resources available are dazzling, but mail 
never reaches my apartment before 3.30 and the 
Post Office frequently takes more than a week to 
deliver a letter from another part of the city. 

The visitor is constantly surprised by the frenetic 
and even aggressive character of daily life in New 
York. Crowds swarm and throng in the streets like 
ants on a canyon floor, so thickly at times that peo
ple are driven off the sidewalks by the crush. They 
survive only because the streets on these occasions 
are themselves so close Lo gridlock that the traffic 
scarcely moves. It is not so at other times. In the 
civilized world, only Paris and Athens, in my ex
perience, can rival the barely controlled mayhem of 
New York's traffic. The most essential piece of 
equipment in a New York car is the horn, which is 
used on the slightest provocation, and the 
characteristic sound in the streets of Manhattan is 
the constant cacophony of impatience sent up by its 
drivers. In the subways, people push and struggle to 
get on even before others have got off to leave them 
a place. In placid Washington, DC, which has one 
of the cleanest, most attractive subway systems in 
the world, intending passengers stand back politely 
so that those wishing to leave 1he train can do so. In 
New York, people on the platform often gather 
around the doors as soon as a train stops so that 
those who want to get off have to push and struggle 
1hrough the crowd to get out, and 1he driver of the 
train has to remind people al every siation to stand 
back. 

Aggressive self-assertion is certainly a part of the 
city's character and image of itself. Amidst the 
babel of voices to be heard in New York City, there 
are accents that seem to express little else, tones in 
which it is difficult to imagine any gentle words of 
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sympathy or endearment being spoken. It is easy lo 
feel frightened in New York but the assertive in
dividualism that sometimes appears to be the per
vasive atmosphere of the streets is often not so 
much a reflection of people's fear or distrust of 
others as of an immense love of life. At work and 
play, New Yorkers evidently want to make the most 
of their earthly existence and they bring the same 
drive and energy to their recreation as to their 
work. Moreover, the city offers them an extraor
dinary range or opportunities for the indulgence of 
their tastes. In particular, such desires of body and 
soul as may be satisfied in restaurants, theatres. 
concert halls, opera houses, museums and galleries 
are catered for in New York as in few other cities in 
the world. One is soon caught up in this atmosphere 
and one senses that one can live more intensely here 
than elsewhere. Rough, violent and terrifying 
though New York can be, it is also a city in which it 
is possible to lead a thoroughly civilized, contented 
existence, provided always that one has money. 
New York, it seems to me, offers its dwellers the 
quintessence of urban life. One may not like it but 
it is undeniably the real thing. One can find here all 
the splendours and miseries of such living and, 
since the city is so vast and diverse, one is always 
likely to find what one is looking for among the 
many New Yorks that wait to be discovered. 

R.D.R.M. 
New York City, 

March, 1988 

Greece 
The Classics Trip , Easter 1988 

The experience consisted of a whistle-stop tour 
of the Peloponnese, with Athens as the startjng and 
finishing point. So full of paradoxes, from 
Ceramikos to the cement of the sprawling, ugly, 
noisy monster that is modern Athens, from the 
Agora to the aggression of the 24-hour driving, the 
city is always a rush, on account of its historical 
monuments and monumental history. 

We began in glorious sunshine, wandering 
around the birthplace of drama, the Theatre of 
Dionysos, with the first of many viva voce perform
ances of Euripides, Sophocles and Aeschylus. Next 
the Cerami ko s - the municipal gra ve
yard - which glorifies life even now with its serene 
sculpture. The tattered maps of Athens, which for 
so long had been our only reference-point to the life 
of the ancient city, now began to materialise under 
our feet. This is where they actually walked, 
perhaps to Eleusis, in their hordes, snatching at 
mysterious salvation ... 

. . . Walking around the Agora, where the 
forefathers of our civilisation strode and argued, 
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and served the state - the temples, the public 
noticeboards, that tragic bath, all amongst a pro
liferation of greenery and flowers, the cool, quiet 
tranquillity or the rebuilt Stoa. Having viewed 
Athens from the wind-swept Pnyx, dazed and con
fused by the sudden sheer bulk of new inform
ation - all this on our first morning - we then ex
perienced (there is no other word for it) the 
Acropolis. Neither photos nor words are sufficient: 
being there is the on ly true way of understanding its 
magnificence. Magnanimously overlooking the 
Attic plain, proudly basking in the late afternoon's 
sun, it made one realise how great and proud 
Athens must have been, and how great her fall to 
the present desolation. 

Here 1 must point out that the classics trip is not 
simply a holiday (not that it wasn't fun) nor simply 
an extended class. civ. lesson. It is a fusion of 
cultures. Lessons are learnt so much more 
memorably by actually witnessing relevant 
artefacts, positions and such factors as climate, ter
rain and even the smell of Greece. Photographs and 



The Tholos at Delphi 

second-hand recollections may help, but experience 
is the ultimate learning method. This does not 
necessarily refer only to ancient Greece, but to the 
modern country too. And, the more varied your ex
perience of life, the better armed you are to deal 
with it (especially those 'cute' Canadians). 

After a day sunbathing and seeing the Temple of 
Aphaia on the island of Aegina, we began our 
coach journey around the Peloponnese, being 
driven by the ever-loyal Sarkis. Unless one kept an 
excessively detailed diary and concentrated very 
hard it became easy to muddle different places we 
stopped at ... 

Eleusis (drizzly) and che home of the most 
popular mystery cult - seems to be a very op
pressive, angry site - loads of jumbled stonework, 
and CAJK's famous Salamis oration ... 

. . . Corinth , ancient and modern, overlooked 
by the fortress on the crags, the great trading city. 
Sadly, the whole site, where a lot more excavating 
has been done in the last two years, has also bee.a 
totally denuded of the old swathes of flowers. 
Those lucky enough to have been before were 
disgusted at this new barren moonscape. Perhaps 
the ruins are more easily discernible now, bu! the 
task of finding whatever interests you is now so less 
enjoyable, so convenient. 

With the cold and rain and wind increasing, 
Mycenae. Perfect weather for it - fewer philistine 
tourists for one thing. The harshness of the weather 

heightened the palace's aura of power and 
magnificence beyond comprehension. Looking out 
over the valley of Argos, somehow a sense of the 
kindred struggle through life, then and now, hit 
me. This was the home of heroes - Agamemnon 
and his line of mighty warriors who also led the 
world artistically. Only heroes could have con
structed such a fortress, and the splendid Beehive 
tombs. 

Then down the valley of Argos, past Tiryns, 
Heracles country, to Nauplion. Here we met a dif
ferent culture - a Venetian fortress clinging to the 
rocky promontory. 

Then on to Epidauros - the precise fourth cen
tury theatre, springing unexpectedly out of the 
hillside, with all the drachma-dropping ceremonies 
and even more recitations. Back to 
Tiryns - described by Pausanias as being as im
pressive as the Egyptian pyramids - with walls 
thirty feet thick at places and once sixty-five feet 
high. Again the gut-feeling that had pervaded 
Mycenae - the warrior life - returned. The 
whole plain should be a historical monument: this is 
where the black-keeled Argolid fleet set out from to 
fetch back Helen; this is where those semi-divine 
heroes grew up and rode and swam; they knew 
these mountains ... 

. . . All the way down to Pylos, with the mag
nificent bay guarded by the stretched-out 
Sphacterion, gold and copper in the sunsel. The 
next morning we crossed the bay on a small 
ferry - despite Ed Francis' efforts to blind the 
skipper - and then attempted to get to the ruined 
fortress at the top end of the island, but were sadly 
beaten back by the savagery of the undergrowth. 

Ceramikos 
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Now only Nestor's palace at the north end of the 
bay halted us on our journey up to Olympia. Sadly, 
Olympia is a grotty town, a helpless victim of the 
tourist trade, overrun by souvenir shops and the 
like. Luckily we were forced by double-booking to 
stay at the five-star hotel, but even this provided no 
protection from the American t0urists. The site, 
however, provided a perfect remedy, with fields full 
of flowers and the blossom-festooned trees scat
tered amongst the ruins. 

Cleobis and Biton 

Delphi, perched high over the gulf of Corinth, 
Parnassus' snow-capped peaks above our 
heads - our last stop before returning to Athens, a 
welcome slowing of the sometimes frantic pace we 
had set during the previous week. Wednesday even
ing's balmy warmth promised a sun-drenched day 
for the precinct itself but unfortunately this was not 
to be so . With clouds rolling down the streets of the 
town, we wandered, slightly dejected, around the 
site, bereft of the stunning views across the Gulf 
and back into Messenia. Luckily, the sunshine 
returned for our last morning there, in which we 
scaled (was this simply CWM-I preparing for 
adventurous training, or was the terror meant to be 
cathartic?) the Pheidriades (the twin cliffs directly 
overlooking the site), gaining incredible views. 

Then sadly we returned to Athens and thence to 
Heathrow and home. It was only about ten days 
later that one began to be able to piece together a 
composed picture of the trip, so massive was the in
put of information. If this paltry description of 
such a remarkable experience seems bare of comic 
interludes and less serious events, this is only so 
because there were so many memorable occasions 
and if they were related they would only make sense 
to the participants. However, one or two do spring 
to mind. For instance, the explanation of our group 
pass given to the official at Mycenae went 
something like this, 'The tablets of our lineage are 
with our commander in the four-wheeled war
chariot.' - in other words - 'Our passports are 
in the coach.' 

Mention must be made in passing of Mr. 
Rucker's and Mr. Bush's manifold observations 
which kept our humours high; of the incredible ef
ficiency of the Greek hotel industry which double
booked us; of Sarkis our lunatic, high-speed driver; 
and of the enrenie cordiale laid down by all the 
members of staff who looked after us thirteen boys 
and organised such an enjoyable trip, especially to 
Mrs. Knott and Mrs. Mitchell-lnnes, for feeding us 
so delightfully throughout the holiday. 

T . Burnham 

Geography Field Trip 
'Morning, chaps.' 
Some keen geographer greeted us on the brink 

of a long, treacherous journey further north than 
most had ever dreamt of venturing. 

The 'geo-boffs', wanting to impress, saved a 
place at the front of the minibus, while the Upper 
VI sallied forth by train, mumbling something 
about the dark reaches of Wales and a large 
character known as 'Big Jen'. 

And so the group left; the race was on. Mr. 
Kene took the lead, closely followed by 'The Doc' 
in hot pursuit, with CF taking third and looking 
wider ever minute. 

Lunch was served: the Kene contingent had lost 
itself somewhere near Bristol and arrived late, look
ing for nutrition only to find it strewn around the 

minibus, uninviting and rather meagre. Then off we 
went, Preston Montford surging ever closer, the 
valleys of Wales intimidating all Lhose expecting 
some rugged Welshman to stagger on to the scene, 
club in hand, ready to pounce on some unsuspect
ing geo-boff. 

The centre drew nearer and yet again Mr. Kene 
missed the turning, allowing Doc T. to take the 
chequered flag. CF, having trouble on the road 
(perhaps owing to the donning of his shades), came 
in a dismal third . We had been warned of the 
annexe and were relieved to find better accom-
modation. · 
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We were sharing the field centre with some boys 
from Highgate School who became known as the 
'London Trendies' in a matter of seconds. Most 



were surprised to come across a whole group of 
boys sporting more width than Mr. Wide-Boy 
himself. 

That evening we were introduced to Jenny, our 
teacher for the week, whose awesome presence 
dominated the classroom. After a few visits to the 
postbox (perhaps mummy was worried!!) the group 
retired to await the first day of hard work. 

Day One brought mixed weather, mixed feelings 
and mixed enthusiasm. Cataloguing shops was the 
order of the day and members of the green wellie 
brigade were seen visiting sbghtly dubious retail 
outlets, protesting they were investigating the re
lationship between Cristaller's mocfel and the loc
ation of the local tavern. 

The week continued in this way; geographers, 
being enterprising chaps, thought the best source of 
information was the local landlord or the dishy 
arcade supervisor and, as a result, were able 10 

compile some excellent results. The days spent in 
urban areas were enjoyable and informative. 
Telford, a new town, designated in the late sixties, 
was a new experience for most and gave us a chance 
to see a town still in the process of being built. 
Telford is a sprawl around the M54 and is an area 
keen lo encourage new industries to locate there. l l 
was here that the Upper VI were forced to adopt the 
name 'Bad eggs', due to Jenny's belief that they 
were simply on the trip to sport their harbours and 
enjoy the ride. 

Next stop Eglywseg. For months ST had ham
mered it home that it would be cold, wet, windy 

and the most exhausting day of our lives. On our 
arrival at the foot of the mountain some aspiring 
geographer noted the absence of the Doc himself 
and fouJ rumours began to Oy. It transpired that ST 
had shown fjufe resistance when CF offered to take 
his place on the ascent of the North face of 
Egjywseg mountain. We spent the day taking soil 
samples, measuring slopes or chasing sheep (the 
sight of both Charlie Fussell and Mark Lloyd runn
ing wildly across the barren land brought a smile to 
the faces of many a wet, bedraggjed and cold 
geographer). 

As the days dragged on we began to realize how 
much we were learning and how welJ the trip was 
organised (thanks to ST, CF and GJLK). The even
ing sessions were well prepared and the lecture on 
Telford was thought provoking and extremely in
teresting (a view also shared by ST). 

With the end in sight, the weekend arrived. 
Hard work was required by all while we studied in
filtrations, stream velocities, storm hydrographs 
and other geographical features. Adam Cavalier 
ended the day up to his neck in water, complaining 
bitterly about the cold. 

The excursion ended and we could now say 
goodbye to Jenny, Dave, The L.T. 's, Eglywseg and 
the food. As we drove into the distance we felt no 
envy as we thought of the next generation of 
geographers who, next year, will visit the land of 
rugby pitches, more mountains and close harmony 
singing ... 

P . Crouch 

Letters from The East 
Andrew Sondors left Lyon in July 1987. At the beginning of this year, after a ten day stay in Oman, he 

arrived in Bombay to join his Lyon contemporary Jonathon Hudson. They were to spend three months 
teaching English to Tibetan refugees at Bir, Kongro district, 5, ()()()feet up in the foothills of the Indian 
Himalayas. This account of his impressions is token from his letters home. 

Bombay . .. 02.30, 13th Jan. I met Jon very easily, 
as I located his night in immigration. Anyway, we 
proceeded through the largest slum in Asia into 
central Bombay, which wasn't any better. We 
realised that it was well nigh impossible to locate 
the 'Sally bash' (Salvation Army Hostel) without 
getting some daylight bearings. The journey really 
was very alarming, as if in 17th century England. 
There were fires with people huddled around, 
shacks with oxen, and scantily clad men and women 
in rags. We were assaulted at Bombay Central Sta
tion, having decided to sit it out there, by porters. 
Fortunately, we located a helpful lad who carried 
my two suitcases on his head and showed us to the 
first-class waiting room where we slept until 10.00 
a.m. Then the omnipresent lad turned up and took 
us to Churchgate where we re-confirmed our 
tickets. The next stage is a real goody! Jon needed 
to get some rupees, so our guide took us to the 
bank. On the way we bumped into a uniformed 
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character who spoke fluent English. He explained 
that he was a guide from the Tourist Office and he 
assumed we were trying to change money with the 
street changers, which we weren't. But he said the 
only place to change travellers cheques was at 
Thomas Cook/ American Express. He took us 
there. He continued his story, saying he was 
employed to guide tourists. After Jon had his 
money we had a guided tour of Bombay, (Taj, 
Gateway of India, Nariman Point, Hanging 
Gardens); we even booked our Bombay - Goa 
boat trip for a deposit of 40 Rs. He also explained 
that the numbers on our lndrail passes were the 
compartment numbers and he said he would fix it 
so that we were in the same compartment, on our 
own. It would cost 400 Rs. Naturally we gave it to 
him. Neither of us went with him and he didn't 
meet bis deadline of 7 .00 p.m. We went to enquiries 
and discovered there were no tourist guides in Bom
bay. Basically we had been completely and utterly 



fleeced! I still can't quite believe it, but one has to 
respect such a master of his trade! We have iden
tified two types of Indian con-men: the first is the 
'class job' Bombay style con, and second is the one 
man 'job-doer' who does as little as possible for the 
maximum baksheesh. We are now immune to the 
beggars; the mouo is 'avoid eye contact'. The two 
worst sights of human depravity so far have been a 
woman with no lips, eyes or nose, just a muscled_ 
skull; it was uuerly stomach-turning stuff. The se
cond was a deformed woman with no legs and com
pletely deformed arms. Very rough. 

We are also wise about how much baksheesh to 
give the porters etc. And we know about enforcing 
the use of the meter on auto rickshaws and how 
quickly it should rise! The rickshaw drivers are 
unreally stupid and you have to know exactly where 
you are going in case they take you to the wrong 
place! 
New Delhi: We got into the lap of luxury with no 
further problems. The Eastons entertained us for 
three days (one day's sight-seeing) before we 
departed for Dharamsala, which takes I8 hours to 
get to, with various obstacles such as a delayed 
train, (unusual in India, Rupert and James spent 
310 hours on trains over 7 weeks - only once was a 
train delayed!) The thing about India is that the 
people and the cities are so dirty and the behaviour 
is so base. 

Dharamsala was a welcome change. This is quite 
justified as Dharamsala and Mcleod Ganj (where 
we stayed) is absolutely fantastic. Classic 
Himalayan backdrop, steep hills, winding roads, 
marvellously cheerful people (even the Indians im
proved)! The Tibetans are incredibly kind; we had a 
personalised jeep and a guide round all the Tibetan 
institutions and museums, which was fascinating. 
They are so cheerful for refugees. We had beautiful 
Chinese-type food in the Hotel Tibet - £I .50 for 
as much as you can eat, unbeatable value! Bir is 
fantastic. It is not nearly as cold as we expected. I 
thought it would be unbearable at night and chilly 
during the day. In fact it is positively warm during 
the day and just right at night. But according to the 
locals it is mild. The cuisine is developing very well 
and somehow I cannot see us starving or even losing 
weight ... fried rice, vegetable and eggs, lentils, 
chapattis (fried dough). We have honey, bovril, 
marmite, lots of drinks, porridge, fruit. We have 
visitors in early Peb .... David Cornell plus two 
friends; Mrs. Easton in March, so supplies can be 
replenished.! 
Teaching and daily routine: I am teaching IllA and 
Jon has me, which is supposedly of the same stan
dard as mine, but in reality his is slower. This 
scheme of things applies for English; for Maths we 
move down two slots. We are all really getting into 
the English teaching, but we find Maths a bit dull, 
mainly because it is so basic. There are some great 
characters in the school; they all try incredibly hard 
and persevere with all the vocab. I set them 10-15 

words a day, to be learnt and used in a dictation at 
the end of each week. For one day a week we talk 
about a topic like City Life, Country Life, Civiliz
ation, Transport, etc. They all have a good 
understanding of the grammar; the books we use 
are very old-fashioned and force grammar down 
the students' throats as if they were unhungry 
babies. To resolve this problem, for an hour each 
night, we go into the dormitories and have informal 
chats so that they can put aJI they have learnt into 
practice. A lot of the time we talk about either 
England or Tibet. 

We have the first lesson before breakfast as we 
only just make it to first lesson! We now know the 
best place to have breakfast (yoghurt, followed by 
an omlette on a deep-fried chapaui cum potato
burger and a cup of chai - which thankfully I do 
love, one mustn't think of it as teal) This all costs 
15p. After breakfast is Maths, followed by English. 
Then a two and three quarter hour lunch break. We 
invariably eat with the students; it's dull but 
perfectly edible (potato, cabbage, rice, lentils, hot 
dough). We then get down to some marking, sket
ching or reading. 1 really have got back into my an 
as India is full of great things to draw. The final 
lesson is at 2.45 p.m. and it is during these lessons 
we set homework and chat or do something not too 
strenuous on the mind. At 3.30 we drink chai with 
all the students and have a chat. Then it's back to 
the books, marking or drawing. At 6.00 p.m. we 
have lentils and hot dough, which we spice up with 
some curry powder and marmite. After supper we 
have our informal chats. Later we prepare a meal 
ourselves. Amazingly, we have got a short-wave 
radio, with excellent reception, and so are very up 
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to date. Having now got so much of the news 
within reach, it all seems a bit distant and not so im
portant as the Chinese in Tibet, which, because we 
are so wrapped up in it, seems crucial to world 
hjstory; it's all a bit distorted! 
Tibetan New Year or Losar ... 18th February. 
3.00 a.m. - All the students came round the 
village with some ceremonial flour and chang 
(rrullet and rice beer - very weak) with which you 
perform a ceremony, eat some flour and throw 
some around the room. They reached us at 5.30 
a.m. We were compelled co get up and join the 
students, all of whom had begun to drink chang by 
the bucketful and eat dried buffalo meat and 
various pastry biscuits. They were dancing and 
being generally very merry. This went on from 6.00 
a.m. to 8.00 a.m. Then it was time to have 
breakfast (egg, sweet rice and butter tea - more 
like soup than tea) and put your white silk on the 
Dalai Lama's shrine, for which you received a 
blessing of a happy and prosperous New Year. By 
the way, it is a Tibetan custom not to say 'no' on 
New Year's Day. So after two hours of chang 
drinking we were all fairly stupored, not being used 
to drinking at that time of day and not being· allow
ed to say 'no'. However, after breakfast we had 
more drinks with the administrator. We got away 
with having a hot chocolate for round 1, but round 
2 was Indian whisky, mixed 7511/o whisky to 250'/o 
water - what could be worse than that at 9.30 in 
the morning? Whenever you take a sip out of your 
glass it's topped up, quite literally. They are not try
ing to get you pie-eyed but it is bad manners not to 
have a full glass! This continued until 12 noon, by 
which time we had had 4 Vi hours drinking. For
tunately, from 12 until 6.00 p.m. they had an Rand 
R period, thank God, before the next session starts 
at 6.30. Back on to the whisky for another three 
hours. Any cigarettes, buffalo meat, revolting 
noodles and lamb, sweets, biscuits et al that were 
thrust in your direction you had to accept otherwise 
they looked visibly offended. The following night 
we had the famed Tibetan disco. This was quite an 
occasion. We were forced to go into this smoke fill
ed room and dance with boys. This is because they 
haven't the nerve to ask the girls to dance for fear 
of repercussions from the authorities (headmaster, 
administrator, etc.). On a normal weekend boys are 
allowed out on Saturdays, girls on Sundays. It's all 
highly unnatural and a bit sad, especially consider
ing they are all over seventeen. 
Half-term trip to Kashmir. 20th February. James, 
Jon, Miranda and I set off for Kashmir. (Rupert 
went a day earlier.) We spent nine hours on a bus 
getting to Jammu and then twelve hours the follow
ing day in torrential rain in a bus, doing qwte the 
most exciting bus journey along an incredibly 
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windy road, clinging to the hillsides and gorge
sides. There were many landslides and rockfalls to 
avoid but we made it. James had managed to get 
hold of a deluxe houseboat for 40 Rs. a night each, 
(in summer they are 400 Rs./500 Rs.), but the man 
never turned up in Srinagar, so we were taken by 
another fraud to his personal houseboat. Naturally, 
he expected to be paid; no such luck! We blew him 
sky high as we suspected his fraudulent inclinations 
and found him the next morning and cook him to 
the chief superintendant. James flashed his 
diplomatic identity card, miracles occured and we 
were refunded our 160 Rs. from the fraud's 
houseboat representative in Srinagar! We went 
back to Srinagar on Thursday, 25th, and had four 
days on Abdul 's (Cornell contact) houseboat, 
which had running hot water (first bath for five 
weeks!). Great food, good heating and comfortable 
beds. On Saturday, 27th, took a shikara Oong, 
graceful canoe-like boat) around all the scenic parts 
of town which was quite stunning. On Sunday tried 
to get back, but there had been a foot or two of 
snow on the passes, so the road was blocked. On 
the Monday the road was cleared, so our hair
raising journey of the previous Saturday was com
plemented by an utterly spectacular one! We spent 
the night in Jammu and got back to Bir on Tues
day, 1st. It fell like coming home after an excellent 
holiday! 

We now have a lot of marking to do as it is half
ye.arly exams. All in all, having a pretty amazing 
time and loving Bir more and more - I already 
know I'll be very sad to leave. But I also can't wait 
to get off travelling around India. 

They left Bir about 7th April, at the end of the Easter Term, to go to Nepal and then to continue their 
travels around India until 8th June. 

29 



Sherborne School Musical Society 
During Verdi's final years the natural melancho

ly of old age was increased by the loss of several of 
his old friends, the closest and dearest of whom was 
his wife, Giuseppina. He bore her death with 
courage but could not bring himself to speak of the 
great personal friend who had encouraged his 
youthful efforts and had advised him about his 
business even before their friendship had blossom
ed into love. 

It is not surprising that her death shauered the 
health of a man so sensitive to loss as was Verdi. 
Yet, even so, though his heart became affected at 
this time, his physical strength carried him through 
three more years of creative activity. 

II was in 1898 that Verdi contemplated going to 
hear the premiere of three oft he Four Sacred Pieces 
which he had composed over a number of years just 
before and after the composition of his opera 
Falstaff The pieces, Ave Maria for four voices a 
cape/la, Stabat Mater for chorus and orchestra, 
Lauda al/a Vergine Maria for four women's voices 
a cape/la and Te Deum for double chorus and or
chestra, vary widely in the resources required, and 
although they were presumably not originally in
tended for performance together in the manner of a 
suite, it was in this form that they were presented in 
Sherbome Abbey on the evening of Wednesday 
24th February. 

The Ave Maria is an experimental piece designed 
as a harmony exercise. The Gaz:.etta musicale had 
published an anonymous contribution about an 
'enigmatic scale' consisting of a certain tonal pro
gression and suggested that Verdi should set it. The 
resulting composition is mainly interesting as an ex
periment in harmony which was clearly 10 
foreshadow the younger generation of composers, 
notably Debussy, and as proof of Verdi's unflagg
ing mental vigour. 

The Stabat Mater is a much larger conception 
and conventional in idiom. The dramatic text 
stimulated Verdi's imagination in a way not seen 
since the Dies /roe from the Requiem. The Lauda 
al/a Vergine Maria, on the other hand, is a setting 
of some verses from the last canto of Dante's 
Paradiso. ll is, like the Ave Maria, small in scale, 
extremely lyrical but containing an appropriate 
religious fervour. 

The Te Deum is the most considerable of the 
four pieces. Unlike other composers from Purcell 
through to Berlioz, Verdi did not produce a paean 
of praise, but instead concentrated his imagination 
on a prayer and a confession of faith. It is still a 
dramatic selling and a reflection of the text that is 
both moving and truthful; for instance, following 
the words ' Let me never be confounded', the 
sopranos embody the idea of hope and faith in a 
three-fold repetition of In te speravi, punctuated by 
a single trumpet note which leads the work to its 
brief climax. 
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The Sherbome Musical Society's performance 
of these pieces was both interesting and suitably 
varied, achieved for the most part by the vocal 
resources at the disposal of the two conductors. 
Miss Augusta Miller was at the helm for the two 
unaccompanied movements and, with voices from 
the Sherbome Girls' School Madrigal Society and 
Sherbome School's Chapel Choir, gave a well 
shaped account of the Ave Maria, coping extremely 
well with the 'enigmatic' enharmonic changes. 
Later, the girls gave a sensitive rendering of the 
Lauda al/a Vergine Maria, although more variety of 
tone would have been welcome. The full chorus and 
orchestra came together for the two remaining 
pieces under the bacon of Patrick Shelley. The 
ensemble was generally good, although the usual 
problems with the Abbey acoustics were once again 
apparent, the words and phrasing not always being 
well articulated. 

The remainder of the programme was extremely 
curious and not altogether appropriate either for 
the Abbey or in respect of the point reached in the 
Church Calendar! This achieved a mixed reception 
from the audience some of whom clearly enjoyed 
the wild barbarism of the Sabre Dance from 
Khachaturian's ballet suite Gayaneh and un
doubtedly reminisced over the halcyon days of 
BBC's Onedin Line to the accompaniment of the 
Adagio from Sparticus. 

The concert concluded with a performance of 
the Polovtsian Dances from Borodin's opera Prince 
Igor scored for orchestra and chorus which shows 
his preoccupation with the exotic, one of the fac
tors which undoubtedly auracted the young 
Debussy to the music of Borodin and his col
leagues. 

P.C.E. 
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Joint Choral and Orchestral Concert 

The standard of this biannual event has definite
ly improved over the past year. The somewhat 
draconian but highly efficient and successful efforts 
of Patrick Shelley and others to streamline Lhe or
chestras has certainly paid off, with a high standard 
all round. Auditioning has been a requirement to 
enter either joint orchestra and has led to a greater 
commitment to the orchestras, and more (or some) 
private practising of the parts. 

The concert was in its usual format, kicking off 
with the concert band playing a couple of the more 
upmarket compositions - March by Holst and a 
Toccata by Girolamo Frescobaldi (get your tongue 
round that, all you lispers!). The individual con
tribution from Leweston this time was their Schola 
Cantorum, a large choir accompanied by a piano 
duet. They sang an extensive selection of songs 
from liebeslieder by Brahms. These were lyrical 
and beautiful, (if a little long), and caught the 
romantic style well. 

The joint second orchestra is often regarded as a 
laughing stock, with claims that they play pieces 
unrecognizably. IL was rather more difficult to 
mock it this time, and it would have been unfair to 
do so. Gone are the days when if you could play in 
tune you qualified for the first orchestra and if you 
couldn't you went into the second. At last the 
second orchestra is improving and they played a 
very respectable rendering of Overture and Dance 
from the Suite No. 2 by Malcolm Arnold. 

The girls' school chamber ensemble played an 
interesting piece called la Creation Du Monde by 
Darius Milhaud. This is a negro ballet, combining 
an unashamed jazz i>tyle without reserve with a 
more classical sentimentality. 

The concert reached its finale with Lhe first or
chestra playing the famous March from Aida by 
Verdi. This impressive piece, with its wide-ranging 
tempo and dynamics. was quite a challenge, par
ticularly for the trumpets, who played a long, 
fanfare-like episode in the middle. 

Thus ended the orchestral concert, with the 
combined talents of three schools, each with its fair 
share of music scholars. For schools whose 
academic priorities (and sometimes sporting ones 
too) come before music, this was a great effort. But 
there are still a few refinements I hat could be made. 
Mainly because of the presence of trombones, the 
orchestras cannot play many pieces from the 
classical era, some of which were written before the 
modern trombone had found its present place in the 
orchestra. This is such a pity, because we miss out 
on a whole era of talented composers like Mozart, 
who wrote many beautiful symphonies and concer
tos for orchestra (some however, fiendishly dif
ficult). 

But for the moment, the commitment is improv
ing, as is the standard, and this is satisfying for per
formers and audience alike. See you in December! 

D. Jones 

Concert Club 

Many nationalities featured in this year's pro
gramme - Brazi lian, Polish and American per
formers all contributed to a season which covered a 
wide variety of musical styles and tastes. 

The first concert was given by the Brazi lian Ar
raldo Cohen. A man of small stature and rather un
preposst!ssing, he played with technical skill and 
verve to a remarkably small audience. Cohen 
started by playing Schuman's Arabesque, followed 
by the beautiful Sonata in 8 minor by Liszt, in 
which he captured the opening beauty most convin
cingly. He was at his most energetic in two pieces by 
the Brazilian composer Villa-Lobos, inspired by 
Bach, but delightfully South American. The con
cert ended with three lyrical Chopin pieces, in
cluding the Ballade No. 3 in A flat. 
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On the Friday before the Michaelmas half term, 
the Polish Radio Chamber Orchestra visited Sher
borne on their tour of the U.K. They provided a 
wide range of music, starting with a Concerto for 
String Orchestra by the contemporary Polish com
poser Grazyna Bacewicz. After a tempestuous first 
movement, an attractive, peaceful second move
ment followed. The music was stark, and yet attrac
tive. A Haydn 'cello concerto followed, skilfully ex
ecuted by Roman Jablonski, and an attractive 
Mozart divertimento. The concert ended with .one 
of the most charming pieces I know of, the Suk 
Serenade for Strings. It is full of lyrical melodies, 
and includes a haunting slow movement. 

Two short operas were presented by the Opera 
Players, both attractive enough and enjoyable to 



watch, but rather inane! They were Rita by 
Donizetti and The Impresario by Mozart. 

The most appreciated concert this season was 
given by the American Empire Brass who seemed to 
captivate the whole audience with their incredibly 
polished playing and wide range of music, from the 
16th century Frescobaldi to the positively 20th cen
tury Bernstein (a suite from West Side Story). The 
group introduced each piece, and successfully in
volved the whole audience. Their musicianship was 
superb (especially the Tuba) and programme well 
chosen. t\ie hope they will return next season. 

In the Lent term, two concerts were given. The 
first, which I was unable to attend, was violin and 
piano music played by Krzs1or Smielana and 
Christopher Blakely; by all accounts a technically 

excellent performance, but some considered it 
rather wooden. 

The last concert, given by the Gaudier Ensem
ble, included one of my favourite chamber pieces, 
the Spohr Nonet. This is a beautifully balanced 
piece by this contemporary of Beethoven. This 
group was made up of members of the Chamber 
Orchestra of Europe, ensuring much talent. In the 
rest of the programme, they played six playful 
bagatelles by Ligeti, a Mozart Oboe Quartet and an 
arrangement of music from Richard Strauss, Till 
Eulengspiel. 

Once again, a consistently enjoyable and im
pressive year's music. 

P . Purchase 

Loot 
b) Joe Orton 

The School House Play 

Joe Orton, born on Isl January 1933, led a 
sheltered childhood in Leicester. He failed the 
eleven-plus and left school at sixteen. Drama was 
his means of fulfilment and he went to RADA in 
1950, where he met Kenneth Halliwell, a homo
sexual whose innuence was apparent until Orton's 
death. He was also strongly influenced by the 
novels of Ronald Firbank. After a prison sentence 
in the early 1960s, Orton turned to play-writing and 
wrote several 'shockers', one of which was Loot. It 
was first produced in 1963 and was initially a 
failure, but it was revived successfully in 1966. 

After the success of Loot he started to keep 
diaries which recorded, and now reveal, a great deal 
ibout his private life. His relationship with 
Yalliwell deteriorated, however, and on 5th 
\ugust, 1967, Halliwell murdered Orton and then 
ommitted suicide. This really brought Orton's 

plays to the attention of the public, and he became 
posthumously a playwright of some notoriety: his 
death brought more success than anything in his 
life. However, the scandal that surrounds him 
should not distract us from the quality of his plays. 

Loot had a novel approach. At that time the 
police were 'untouchable' in the public opinion; 
now, Orton's exposure of them borders on reality. 
He shows the police force, in the person of 
Truscott, to be fundamentally corrupted: no detec
tive finesse, but a sinister and brutal mind. One of 
Truscott's remarks to Dennis especially 
demonstrates this: 
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' If I ever hear you accuse the police of us
ing violence on a prisoner in custody again, 
I'll take you down to the station and beat the 
eyes out of your head.' 



The play also has an utterly irreverent attitude 
towards death and Catholicism - some might call 
it irredeemably morbid. Orton's mother was a 
Catholic and she died during the first production of 
Loot; as a macabre gesture he used her false teeth in 
a subsequent production in the West End. Orton's 
brilliance as a playwright is revealed if you study the 
text closely: he combines a highly offensive remark 
with a jocular one, so that the audience never really 
has time to dwell on or become offended by the of
fensiveness. 

The plot runs thus: McLeary, (the only straight 
man in the play) has just been widowed and his 
nurse, Fay, is comforting him and at the same time 
anempting to persuade him to marry again . 
However, just previously, Hal, McLeary's son, and 
his homosexual friend Dennis have robbed a bank 
and stashed the loot in the house. They realise that 
the police are on their trail and switch the corpse of 
McLeary's wife with the loot: she goes into the 
wardrobe and it into ihe coffin. Truscott, a police 
inspector, arrives on the scene, complicating mat
ters. Fay and Hal prepare to dump the body 
somewhere in the country, since it is now an embar
rassment, but are thwaned by Truscott's 
appearance. Into the confusion comes McLeary, 
badly injured in a road crash on the way to the 
cemetery. Fortunately, however, Dennis has 
rescued the coffin and the loot. The body is by 
mistake revealed to McLeary and Truscott, but 
Fay's quick brain prevents disaster. Truscott now 
attempts to assen himself and reveals Fay's past as 
Phyllis McMahon, murderess extraordinaire, who 
has killed all eight of her previous husbands. 
Truscott is bribed by Hal, Dennis and Fay, and 
some smart scene-shifting results in all the guilt 
pointing, ironically, McLeary's way. McLeary is ar
rested, Fay is to marry Dennis and the loot is 
shared. 

The acting was excellent, though the homo
sexual tendencies were played down to minimise 
any offence. Hal's character does, in fact, very 
much resemble Orton's own. David Wilson, as 
Mcleary, had in many ways the most difficult role 
to play. He was the sole 'good guy' of the farce and 
could not, therefore, indulge in too much over
acting. His was a convincing performance and he 
put in some nifty backstage changes. Kate Cardale 
as Fay was, I felt, a little nervous at the beginning 
and her Irish accent faltered, but she picked up in 
confidence and was acting well in the later stages of 
the play. 

Ben Pelly's Hal and Rollo Bowden's Dennis 
have to be considered together. They played the 
homosexual overtones right down and fully enjoyed 
their roles. They provided impetus to the drama 
and furnished scintillating interchanges, as well as 
genuine anxiety when the action demanded it. 

But it is Tim Bostell's Truscott that has to take 
the Oscar. His was a dynamic performance of real 
class: he is an actor of real quality. His entrances 

were to pinpoint accuracy in terms of their impact 
on the play. His facial expressions were exactly 
right, and he was confident. He kept the play ab
solutely on the rails and you could always sense a 
buzz whenever he appeared. I enjoyed his acting 
tremendously. 

Finally there was William Knapman's Meadows, 
the constable who appears briefly at the end. His 
portrayal drew laughter, particularly from the 
School House contingent in the audience, and 
deserves a mention. 

Congratulations to AKW and his team for a 
most enjoyable Saturday evening's entertainment. 
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The Government Inspector 
by Nikolai Gogol 

The Harper House Play 

The Government Inspector is, to some extent, a 
satire on the state of nineteenth century 
bureaucracy in Russia. More fundamentally 
perhaps, we can see it as an attack on people's 
needless greed and hypocrisy. But above all, the 
play is comic, and it was this that J S-S and his 
actors emphasised. 

Despite the immense numbers involved, the play 
was dominated by Hugh Mackay playing 
Khlyestakov. A failed official, passing through a 
provincial Russian town, he is mistaken for an ex
pected government inspector; the action of the play 
revolves about this mistake. Mr. Mackay 
energetically presented him as a flighty-brained, 
silly young man, who, it seemed , was so caught up 
in his own lie that he was quite ready to believe it 
himself. Some very good acting. Charlie Snell gave 
an outstanding performance as the mayor of the 
town, whose corrupt nature was neatly hidden 
behind a most pleasant exterior. The contribution 
of these two together was quite special. The cast 
seemed to draw on all of Harper's resources, so I 
will probably, and regrettably, leave out some 
deserving names. Simon Evans, as Khlyestakov's 
dour little servant, gave one of the better perfor
mances. Jemma Clarke and Nicola Hawker 

featured as the mayor's daughter and wife. Julian 
Abrams and Bill Meadows played Bobchinsky and 
Dobchinsky with an admirable sameness; William 
Orford's stupidity as the schoolmaster was convinc
ing enough to be worrying; Chris Ledgard played the 
judge, Philip Rowe the hospital manager, Nicolas 
Rye the postmaster - the list could go on and on. 

As I have said, the comic side of the play was 
given considerable emphasis. This, I am positive, is 
the right approach. At one point in the play 
KhJyestakov and the mayor reached the position 
where they were squirming and grovelling on the 
ground to each other - both misconceiving the 
other's intentions. Perhaps this was intended as an 
absurd image of the loss of dignity caused by an ex
cessive concern for money. But I just saw it as fun
ny. Though I may be showing myself up as the type 
that Gogol was attempting to attack, I have to say 
that, when told by the whole cast that I had been 
laughing at myself, I was inclined not to believe 
them. Just Gogol's point - of course they were 
right. But if that had been rubbed in too hard, I 
would have left the theatre feeling disgruntled. 

J. Butler 
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Jonah and the Whale 
by James Bridie 

T he Lyon House Play 

Lyon, a house which has in the past always prid
ed itself on its acting ability, this year presented 
Jonah and the Whale . A young cast, drawn mainly 
from the Junior School, directed by RSG and head
ed by Jake Mackenzie, who played Jonah, produc
ed a slick and professional performance. 

The play was not the well-known musical which 
leaves its tunes ringing in your ears for several days 
afterwards, but an account of the reformation of 
the corrupt town of Nineveh by the prophet Jonah. 
With an all-male cast there were inevitably many 
actors in drag, most noteworthy of whom was Toby 

Burnham, the most beautiful woman in Nineveh, 
complete with feminine gestures! 

However, the audience was left feeling slightly 
mystified at the end, when the play seemed to come 
to an abrupt halt. Was there a moral or profound 
message in the closing scenes? No-one seemed to 
know - not even some of the actors. 

Jn all, however, it was an enjoyable evening 
silting precariously on the scaffolding designed and 
constructed by the production team, (in record 
time, 1 'm told). 

C. Painter 

Albert's Bridge 
by Tom Stoppard 

T he Digby House P lay 

Albert's Bridge was written in 1969 by Tom 
Stoppard and in many ways it stands apart from his 
other works. It contains none of the slapstick or 
Rosencrantz and Guildenstern Are Dead, none of 
the absurdism of After Magritte or sophisticated 
relationship-comedy of his other, later work, The 
Real Thing. In fact, Stoppard disposes of almost all 
satire and comment on human relationships in 
order to examine more closely the far more impor
tant relationship between Albert and his bridge. 

It is the story of an obsessive. Albert takes a 
holiday job as a painter on the Clufton Suspension 
Bridge. He jumps at the chance of full-time 
employment on the Bridge, much to the dismay of 
his self-made father, while on the way marrying his 
family's housemaid . This first part of the play is 
something of a prologue in which the scene is set: 
the relative length or the scenes - compared with 
later ones - and the juxtaposition of images and 
comparisons between the people who do the work 
and the people who make the decisions emphasise 
this. Both the two opening scenes were admirably 
staged, particularly skilful use being made of the 
scaffolding and natural advantages of the Digby 
Dining Hall. The Boardroom scenes were par
ticularly entertaining, with Al Robertson giving a 
very competent performance as a tinpot Hitler, 
whose glorious plans for the Bridge collapse 
because of an unforeseen miscalculation. 

The play was originally written for the radio and 
won the Prix Italia for radio plays. However, there 
are difficulties in placing what is essentially a piece 

46 



of Broadcast-writing on stage, particularly in the 
very short scenes on the Bridge and back at home, 
as the scene changes were often as long as the scenes 
themselves. This could not fail to disrupt the con
tinuity of the play, but far from ruining it, it 
created the very interesting effect of converting the 
scenes into 'glimpses'. The impression was given 
that each scene represented a marking point in the 
slow deterioration of Kate and Albert's relation
ship, and the passing of the time between these 
'glimpses' into their lives was emphasised. 

This deterioration was excellently put across by 
Alex d'Arcy Irvine, playing Albert's wife Kate. As 
Alben goes out earlier and comes back later and 
later, Kate grows lonely and she begins 10 1alk to 
kitchen utensils, and pieces of furniture, while 
Albert involves himself more with the Bridge and 
less with her. 

When she talks of holidays, he dreams of the 
Firth of Forth and when I hey eventually go to Paris 
he is reluctant to descend from the Eiffel Tower. 
Andy Colville, who was Albert, played this more as 
a liking for the atmosphere of the Bridge than an 
obsession with the completion of its painting and as 
such his role lost some of the power that it might 

have had. It did, however, gain more humanity and 
Colville was excellent as the worker seeking a quiet 
life, rather than the possessed bridge-painter he 
might have been. 

For many the most enjoyable scenes were those 
involving Fraser, a man of suic;idal tendancies, who 
goes up to the bridge to escape the nightmare of 
humanity and jump off, but finds that once he can 
stand back and look out over all, the 'idea of 
society is just about tenable'. Martin Pugsley port
rayed him as a kind of freaked-out Hippy, so that 
we were able to see his anguish and still laugh at the 
character and his ludicrous dress and conversation. 

Perhaps the most remarkable aspect of The 
Digby's Albert's Bridge was that it was directed and 
produced entirely by two boys in the Lower Sixth 
form - David Rees helped by James Eden - and it 
is a tremendous credit to the House that two boys 
could almost unaided have presented such a polish
ed production of such a complicated play as 
Albert's Bridge. It seems that this is only the first of 
what is to be, in future, a line of all-boy House pro
ductions. 

C. Spurrier 

Professional Theatre 

A VISITOR TO THE VELDT 

The Temba Theatre Company 

It is not often that a South African based theatre 
company performs in Sherborne. This occasion was 
therefore of special interest especially with the cur
rent spotlight placed not just on the politics but also 
on the arts of that region. The Temba Theatre 
Company proved to be worthy ambassadors of 
their culture. 

The plot concerned a black Trade Unionist 
leader who has been released from prison to live in 
exile on the Veldt. His activist daughter comes to 
find him to try and allay the suspicions of her com
rades about the reason for his release. Then a black 
American arrives who claims to have returned to 
rediscover his roots and emotionally re-establish 
himself after the Vietnam war. He turns out to be 
an assassin and in trying to explain his motives he 
relives his experiences and exorcises the spirit of 
despair that had been haunting him. He then 
leaves, a reformed character. 

The main aim of the play is to equate the prob
lems of American black s with those in 
South Africa by showing the discrimination both 
have suffered. Unfortunately, the act of exorcism 
that is meant to reunite them fails as a dramatic 
spectacle. It does, however, succeed in highlighting 
the inherent differences between African blacks 
and their American cousins, the gulf between the 
old activists and the violent new generation, and the 
danger of the leader cult. 

lf the plot did not work effectively, the drama 
did through its professionalism and alternative 
nature. The outstanding dancing and singing, the 
constant use of movement as a means of com
munication and the use of sophisticated shadow 
techniques all added to a highly polished produc
tion. Even if one disagreed with the politics express
ed, the show proved to be an entertaining and 
enlightening cultural and dramatic experience. 

R. Angel 
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Hockey 

1st XI 

The 1988 season may prove to be one of 1he 
shortest on record, with the length of the Lent term 
being decreased by five days in comparison with 
previous years. Thankfully 1he weather proved to 
be kind to us, with almost no snow and also linle 
frost. Possibly because of the mild winter this led to 
the XI playing on grass on more occasions 1han we 
would have truthfully wished. Certainly this is wha1 
one would wish to believe, although it mus1 be said 
there was a strange reluctance by some schools to 
play us on any shale or all weather surface, which 
may have helped us. The time is now fast ap
proaching when vir1ually all Isl XI matches will be 
played on arlificial surfaces, with Marlborough, 
Canford and Millfield already installed and 
Bryanston, Taunton and Exeter in the planning 
stage. 

The first match of the season showed our lack of 
preparation when Exeter dominated the first half 
with 1wo goals, followed by a complete reversal, 1he 
only differenc being that our marksmen could not 
penetrate the last line of defence - the goalkeeper. 
There then followed a draw with Downside when 
eight goals were shared in an amazing match. This 
should have proved to be almost like a practice 
match; 1he only problem was that the opposition 
pressured our defence into mistakes and 1hen made 
them count by scoring. This was a day when all 1he 
'hockey' was played by Sherborne and all the old 
fashioned fire came from Downside. Good wins 
followed over Bryanston and King's Bruton on ar
tificial turf and Monkton Combe on rather soft 
bumpy grass. The increase in the skill level of our 
players was very much in evidence on both surfaces. 

At this point in the 1erm 1he XI was senling into 
a commendable s1yle of hockey, wi1h Philip Hodges 
and Will Jodrell proving to be centre backs of the 
highest class both in defence and attack. Tim Jones 
was also proving to be a very competent defensive 
left half who could deal with all but the quickest of 
right wings. Steve Kilmartin on the other flank gave 
an attacking dimension on the right hand side, with 
the knowledge 1ha1 he had players of some pace to 
cover behind him. The strength of the back four 
allied to 1he midfield skills of J im Alexander and 
Perrin Carey allowed the introduction of Andy 
Crowe, from the colts, at centre half. Certainly he 
was willing to work at his trade, though as yet can
not hold the ball with any degree of confidence and 
thereby allow his team mates both time and space. 
This is something which will come after the ex
perience of this season. Our major problem was to 
select a front three who could find 1he net with any 
degree of regularity. Michael Ratcliffe proved to be 
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the mos1 successful, with a number of spectacular 
goals, although his failing was the easy chance 
which inevitably went begging. Undoub1edly his 
most comfortable position was on 1he left wing, 
whereas at inside left or centre forward his poor 
first touch was always evident, followed closely by 
his lack of physical strength in the ensuing ex
change. Very much a player of promise - but as 
yet unfulfilled promise. The lack of a s1rong and 
fast striker led to a large number of chances laid on 
by Robert Kitchin from the right wing being very 
much wasted. Here was a player of some 1alen1; 
strong, fast and with an increasing skill level, he 
proved 10 be a very hard opponen1 10 handle. 
Adam Wright, last year's captain, will vouch for 
this: he was repeatedly turned inside out when play
ing for the Pilgrims. 

Following half term, King Edward's Southamp
ton and Taunton were both defeated on their own 
patch, along with a fortunate draw wi1h King's 
Taunton when we scored in 1he dying seconds of 
the game. Their style of hockey was difficult to 
combat, particularly when an early ball is played 
from 1he back direct 10 1he front pair who were not 
only skilful but also very quick. Pace on an ar-
1ificial turf pitch is not only welcome it is very much 
a necessity in the modern hockey game. 

The defeats by Marlborough and Millfield, both 
by the odd goal, can be laid at the feet of the 
goalkeeper. In both games we proved 10 be superior 
in technique and style but unfor1unately lack of 
concentration and awareness to basics by our las1 
line of defence led to loss of goals. The final match 
versus Canford proved to be a backs 10 the wall af
fair with five of the 1st XI unavailable through 
varying reasons. Again lack of concentration led to 
the first two goals, and the consequent pressure on 
younger players proved to be too great for them to 
surmount . Possibly our best outings, certainly our 
most competitive, were kept for the Oxford Hockey 
Festival, where we a lmost overran Cranbrook on 
the artificial turf at Bisham Abbey, followed by an 
excellent draw with a highly rated Dulwich side. 

The season could not pass without expressing 
my thanks to Gavin Featherstone for all his help 
and advice, not only with the XI but also with the 
junior sides, who are showing areas of promise, 
which certainly augurs well for the future. Thanks 
LOO Lo Will Jodrell for his excellent leadership and 
commitment to the game, and to Perrin Carey for 
his organisation of the junior leagues. Last, but cer
tainly not least, to GCA, not only for pulling up 
with me, but also for smiting at the same time. 



Colts A 

The performance of the Colts during the season 
is not accurately reflected by their results. It is fair 
to say they were desperately unlucky not to have 
won all the games that were drawn. Brave goalkeep
ing by the opposition on one occasion; sheer bad 
luck on another occasion; and an unfortunate um
piring lapse all thwarted their efforts to score just 
the one goal which would have earned a victory. 
However, they will, I hope, have learned from these 
experiences the crucial lesson of taking full advan
tage of the chances created . The games that were 
lost were against sides with more ability, teamwork 
and concentration. 

E. R. D. Davies led the side well and showed 
good stick control but lacks the physical power to 
penetrate defences. R. F. Westwater and 
A. M. P. Macbeth both showed real determination, 
pace and individual skill but must learn to release 
the ball earlier. J. J. Haskins worked hard on the 
right wing but must improve the timing and ac
curacy of his crosses into the circle. Left wing prov
ed a problem position and we were forced to experi
ment throughout the season with R. A. Pittman, 
C. M. Wilson and A. B. Perkins. 

S. W. Stevens has considerable natural ability 
but too often was caught out of position and 
cleared the ball straight to the opposition. 
J. A. R. CampbelJ and C. E. H . Paterson lacked 
consistency, although both proved they were 
players of potential. R. C. D. Brooks and 
B. D. Atwell were easily the most consistent per
formers and provided us with some security in 
defence. In goal M. P. C. Hammick made some 
elementary mistakes, which, of course, so often 
prove fatal. However, his timing and positional 
play improved and his outstanding performance in 
the last game at Canford was testimony to his 
courage and willingness to learn. 

My thanks are extended to MJH for umpiring, 
to BAMH for his company and encouragement and 
to DAS and GDF for their coaching advice. I trust 
the valuable experience I enjoyed this season was 
shared by the team and l wish them well in their 
future ambitions on the Hockey field. 

Results: Played 10; Won 3, Lost 3, Drawn 4 

M.D.N. 
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Colts B 

The wet weather at the start of term Jed to the 
cancellation of the match against Bryanston, and 
the boys had to wait until February 6th for their 
first match. This was agajnst Monkton Combe and 
the four-all draw was a fair result. We never looked 
like winning the next match, against an efficient 
Milton Abbey A side, but despite the scoreline the 
boys did play a more organized game than on their 
previous outing. The matches against the two 
Taunton schools were won easily and it was pro
bably in these two matches that the side played, or 
should I say was allowed 10 play, its best hockey. 
The Marlborough match was a close affair but the 
better side won on the day. The Millfield match was 
cancelled. Al this time in the Lent term flu and in
jury take their toll. Both of these factors con
tributed to devastate the Colts A, so the Colts B 
had to supply six players to the A side for their 
match against Canford, leaving us with four 
regulars. Enthusiastic players from house leagues 
and three boys from Greenhill House kindly helped 
us out and in the end the Colts B only lost by three 
goals to nil. 

The team was capably led by James Richardson. 
His half backs included Youings, Fairlie and Figgis. 
The full backs for most of the season were 
Moorhouse and Caesar with R. Clark helping out. 
The centre forward was Rawlings. Tall and Levy 
were the inside forwards and the wingers were 
Wilson and Sayer. Goalkeeping was in the hands of 
Marchant-Smith until Connaughton took over. 
Others who played included Pittman, Perkins, 
Sowerbutts, James, Sail, I. Bandres, J. L. Bandres 
and Yiu. 

Thanks 10 all the boys who played, to the 
hockey coaches and in particular 10 MDN. MJH 
umpired the match against Milton Abbey. 

Results: Played 6; Won 2, Lost 3, Drawn I 

Monkton Combe 
Milton Abbey A 
King's Taunton 
Taunton 
Marlborough 
Can ford 

Drawn 
Lost 
Won 
Won 
Lost 
Lost 

4 - 4 
3-6 
5-0 
6 - 0 
2-3 
0-3 

B.A.M.H . 

Junior Colts A 

A season which promised a great deal and dis
appointed few. This was an extremely talented year 
group who over the term became an excellent team. 
The characteristic which marked them out from 
many of their predecessors was their desire to learn 
and work hard in practice. On a good day the at
tack was devastating, on a bad one still acceptable. 
The midfield dominated the majority of games and 
were always prepared to work for each other; the 
defence remained calm and reliable under pressure. 

After stumbling to defeat at Exeter we drew with 
Downside in torrential rain, both games we could 
so easily have won. In the latter, Alderson, playing 
his first game, scored once and hit the post on two 
more occasions. From then on we recorded a suc
cession of victories. The two which particularly 
spring to mind were against King's Taunton and 
Mill field. 

2 - 0 up within ten minutes in the match with 
King's Taunton, the result was never in doubt, but 
despite numerous opportunities we failed to score 
again until the second half. Most Junjor Colts 
teams faced with a plethora of possession soon lose 
their way but under the guidance of Baker, the cap
tain, the pace and direction of attack was varied, 
producing two more excellent goals. 

Mill field were treated to a similar clinical display 
on the astroturf and were never allowed to settle. 

The last match of the term against an unbeaten 
Can ford team could and should have been a keenly 
fought contest but the absence of Alderson meant 
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some rearrangement of the forwards: we lacked the 
necessary cohesion and never looked Jjke scoring. 
Losing 3 - 0 was an unfortunate way 10 finish a 
highly successful season but Canford deserved the 
victory. 

As for the individuals who made up the team: 
Barber in goal was athletic and yet unpredictable, 
long periods of inactivity when the team was on top 
inevitably led 10 lapses of concentration producing 
more than one unforced error. Teo and Hammond
Giles in defence were very different characters. The 
former was always prepared 10 tackle back but 
lacked the necessary ski ll and vision to distribute 
effectively. The latter displayed the arrogance 
under pressure that one associates with class 
players. Macpherson took a while lo acclimatise to 
playing centre half but when he learnt lo distribute 
early was highly effective. Hughes at left-half 
tackled resolutely and despite his lack or size rarely 
allowed 1he opposition past. Robertson al right
half linked well with the forwards and could always 
be relied on to rekindle attacks that had broken 
down. 

For somebody who was playing only ms second 
season of Hockey, Watling displayed a remarkable 
level of skill, regularly leaving despondent 
defenders in his wake. Baker captained the side 
from inside right with flair and panache; his stick 
was dazzling but sometimes, perhaps, direct ap
proach would have been more effective. When 
James Alderson has had a litcle more experience he 



will become an excellent Centre Forward. He 
possessed the necessary aggression and was 
prepared to chase the ball tirelessly. Several goals 
arose because of his perseverance. Baines was se
cond to none at reading the game; he struggled to 
cover the necessary ground al the beginning of the 
season bul having grown several inches during the 
term was soon to be seen at both ends of the pitch. 
Sutton had the speed, agility and ball skills of a 
good wing. It is difficult playing on the left but his 
ability enabled us to rapidly switch the direction of 
play. 

My thanks to all the boys who made il a most 
enjoyable season and lo C M B H for his invaluable 
help with the B team. 

Team: Barber, Teo, Hammond-Giles, Robenson, Mac
pherson, Hughes, Watling, Baker (Cap1ain), Alderson, 
Bains. Suuon. 

Resulrs: Played JO, Won 6, Lost 2, Drew I. Cancelled I. 

Exeter 
Downside 
Bryanston 
Monkton Combe 
King's Bruton 
KE VI 
King's Taunton 
Marlborough 
Mill field 
Can ford 
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Lost 
Drew 
Won 
Won 
Won 
Won 
Won 

Won 
Lost 

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

Cancelled 
4 - 0 
0-3 

J .P.W. 



Junior Colts B 

An impressive commitment to team play and the 
joint training sessions with JP W's A team, combin
ed with lively humour, characterised this season's 
hockey. The team remained unbeaten (if narrowly, 
on occasions) and despite the loss of three matches 
through 'seasonal' weather and the playing of a 
fourth under water, spirits were high. Indeed as the 
season progressed there were signs of intelligent 
play overcoming freelance enthusiasm - though 
Jordan may like to try golf. 

Eagerness began at practice sessions on the 
Girls' school pitch. Boys regularly appeared twenty 
minutes early, and perhaps lhe benefits of their un
solicited ·attention to lacrosse and its protagonists 
were to be seen in some interesting and invigorating 
stick play? 

The draws at Downside and King's are accurate 
reflections of games without let-up, and the score 
against Millfield reflects a triumph of commitmen1 
over flippancy. A pleasing win on Marlborough's 
windy heights was achieved through pressure, then 
sound defence; and victories over Milton Abbey 
and Taunton were encouraging to us all. The Can
ford match was barely tactical, but entertaining, 
leaving the record firm. 

Captained regularly and effectively by Old and, 
initially, by Persse, the team was picked from a 

wealth of able players with occasional guest 
appearances. Lawn's intelligeni forward play, 
Honer's sizzling forays up 1he right wing and 
Maidment's attacking defence deserve mention, as 
does Rutherford's impressive and vociferous debut 
season in goal. 

My thanks to JPW and all the players for their 
support for (and increasing confidence in) their un
tried master in charge. 

Team from: D. Old, J. Perssc, 8 . Siegle, A. Ru1hcrford, 
S. Lawn, T . Maidmen1, M. Honer, J . Boucher, 
M. Quiatkowski, N. Jordan, B. Pancn, P . Evans. 

Also played: E. S1ocken (Goal). W. Paul, G. Cubiu, 
D. Harper. 

Results: Played 7; Won 4, Drawn 3, Losl 0 

Downside 
Milton Abbey 
King's Taumon 
Taunton 
Marlborough 
Millfield 
Can ford 

Drawn 
Won 
Drawn 
Won 
Won 
Won 
Drawn 

3 - 3 
2-1 
3-3 
2 - 1 
1-0 
5 - 1 
1-1 

C.M.8.H. 

Under 14 A 

An unbeaten season was a fitting record for a 
side that had good stick skills, plenty of enthusiasm 
and a happy approach to the game. There was a 
certain symmetry to the season with 0 - O draws at 
the beginning and end, and a series of convincing 
wins in between. 

The matches against Downside and Monkton 
Combe were played on very wet and heavy surfaces, 
and it was thus difficult for skills to be shown. 
Much the same was true of the very sound victories 
against Milton Abbey and King Edward's, 
Southampton, with the additional factor that the 
weakness of the opposition encouraged individuals 
to try to do too much on their own, rather than to 
play as a team. 

The victory against King's Taunton saw the 
learn play their best hockey on a grass surface. In 
marked contrast to the previous matches, there was 
much more certain, quick passing, which made the 
side look like a good side against a team which had 
a successful record of its own. The match against 
Marlborough was by far the best performance on 
an all-weather surface, producing good examples of 
individual skills combined with team work . It also 
provided the two best goals of the season from 
Kassulke and Mackenzie. 
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Taunton and Millfield produced good sides and 
very similar matches. In both games the Sherbome 
goal was put under considerable pressure, with a 
large number of short corners in quick succes
sion - up to ten on one occasion against Millfield. 
These were the toughest matches which the defence 
had to endure, and their resilience and calmness 
under pressure were impressive. The final match 
against Canford was something of an anti-climax. 
The team were keen to defend their unbeaten 
record, and thus lost some of the free-flowing 
movement which was required. A drawn game 
became the likely result some time from the end. 

The defence was very secure, conceding only 
three goals in the season. B. Richardson made some 
good saves in goal. The backs were as strong as 
tweed and a sharp as a razor with the calm and 
authoritative Harris and the roving Gillett: a good 
combination. The halves - Chappell, Ricketts and 
Colby - showed flair in attack and solidity in 
defence, together with an impressive work-rate. 
The forwards - de Mestre, Brock, Kassulke, 
Mackenzie and Cook - had plenty of skjll and 
scored some good goals, but they need to make 
more use of quick passing and of the new off-side 
rules. 



I was much impressed by Ricketts as captain. He 
led the side well and gave the team confidence by 
his play and his support. My thanks also to DAS 
and Gavin Featherstone for their expert coaching, 
without which the team would not have made the 
progress they did. I am also grateful to JR L for his 
support and advice during the practices and with 
the teams. He helped make hockey fun. 

This side has much potential and I much en
joyed taking them. If they continue to work hard, 
they will achieve impressive results - which I look 
forward to seeing in the future. 

Team: B. Richardson, R. Harris, S. Gillen, H. Chappell, 
J. Ricketts (Captain), C. Colby, A. de Mestre, I. Brock, 
P. Kassulke, J. Mackenzie, W. Cook. 

Also played: O. Richardson, S. Coleman, C. Hart, 
M . Chantry. 

Results: Played, 10, Won 8, Drawn 2. 

Exeter 
Downside 
Monkton Combe 
King's Bruton 
King Edward's, Southampton 
King's Taunton 
Taunton 
Marlborough 
Mill field 
Can ford 

Drawn 
Won 
Won 
Won 
Won 
Won 
Won 
Won 
Won 
Drawn 

0-0 
1-0 
2-0 
6-2 
6-1 
2-0 
3-0 
6 -0 
2-0 
0-0 

S.D.A.M. 

Under 14 B 

This team was successful in many ways, but 
especially in the important things that made for 
good sportsmanship. Their play was enthusiastic 
and positive. A team that tries to score is much 
more entertaining to watch than one which tries to 
prevent the other side from doing so. They were 
generally sympathetic and encouraging to each 
other, even when blunders were made. 

As the team progressed their standards improv
ed greatly. This was partly due to the expert tuition 
they had from DAS and GDF on the 'astro'. Cer
tainly they won their matches more effectively later 
in the season. 

J. G. R. Davies made a good Captain, and 
several boys who had never played hockey before 
became strengths to be relied on, especially the 
backs, J. W. N. Lloyd and S. C. G. Thompson. 
A. A. Galsworthy was the most consistently skilful 

player. B. W. Morris has the makings of an ex
cellent right wing. J. Stiles, though slightly un
orthodox in his technique, always had the effect of 
making us score - or score more - whenever he 
played for half a match. 

My congratulations and thanks to them all for a 
most enjoyable season. 

Team: B. Richardson, S. J. Coleman, J. w. N. Lloyd, 
S. C. G. Thompson, D. H. Caesar, P. N. Scoffham, 
A. A. Galswonhy, J. G. R. Davies, J . Stiles, 
N. J. J . Greenstock, B. W. Morris. 

Under 14 A Team players who occasionally played ex
cellently for us included: A. C. M. Hart , T. S. Brock, 
M. R. Chantry. 

Results: Played 8, Won 5, Lost I, Drawn 2. Goals for 25. 
Goals against 9. 

J. R. L. 
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Soccer 
The depth of staff knowledge of the game 

became crystal-dear 1he day I asked NWL 10 coach 
'cover in defence' for that aflemoon 's praclice. He 
duly appeared, complete with umbrella. The depth 
of pupil knowledge showed itself on 1he eve of the 
first match. After the prac1ice the players gathered 
round expectantly. 'Er ... ' I inquired, 'am I sup
posed to be giving a 1eam-talk?' 'No, il's all right, 
sir,' intoned Matt Evans, 'we don't need you.' 
Although this was obviously a devastating blow to 
my ego, since I was left only the roles of manager, 
selector, trainer, doctor, physiotherapist, masseur, 
referee and linesman, I am very much in favour of 
such a players' revolL. Mind you, some would no 
doubt argue that the selection procedure passed 
largely into the hands of the senior players, since at 
one lime seven of the side came from the house at 
the 1op of the hill, but I would strongly deny any 
such slanderous charges. 

Foster's provided a rather dour opening 
game - chances were few, and no-one was really 
surprised at a 0 - 0 scoreline. We were confident 
of dispatching King's Taunton quile easily, so we 
lost 2 - 0 afler enjoying 600Jo of the play. Wins of 
3 - 2 and S - 3 respec1ively agains1 Downside 
and Bristol Cathedral School followed. End-to-end 
foolball of lhe sort 10 get lhe crowds back in lhe 
stands. Shame we haven 'l got a stand. Bristol 
Grammar certainly outclassed us, but the 4 - I 
eventual scoreline left us feeling slightly hard done 
by. The Old Shirburnians' side was of more recent 
vintage than il has been or late, bul a lack of play
ing together again proved their downfall, so we 
overcame, by another 4 - I margin. Two matches 
remained, Clifton and Shaftesbury. One I would 
rather forget, the 01her could lake up the rest of 
this magazine. However, I will try lo give a balanc
ed view. 

We took the lead agains1 Clifton with a Tom 
Ashwor1h header fumbled into his goal by the 
'keeper. We then toiled slightly to go behind 2 - I, 
but were not ye1 dead, for a corner which was 
pounded across was met swee1ly by . . . Tom 
Ashworlh's forehead. 2 - 2. A creditable result, a 
draw. Suddenly, calamity, 3 - 2 down . Time 
running out. Torn received the ball in midfield, 
engineered it on lO his right foot 30 yards out and 
the goalkeeper heard it, rather than saw il, hi1 the 
net. A fitting final performance from Tom. Jaded, 
deple1ed, we laboured against Shaftesbury to trail 
2 - 0 with 10 rninu1es to go. We then decided we 
had played long enough and allowed the opposition 
the run of the field. They kicked the ball half a 
dozen times more and each time it new, or rather 
rolled, into the net! 

An average campaign, then, in terms of resuhs, 
(3 wins, 3 defeats, 2 draws) but certainly one of the 
most enjoyable that I have participated in. The 
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player of the team should by now be obvious, so I 
won't pul his name in print yet again. He was well 
supported by a triad of goalkeepers - Tom 
Sharpe, Pete Muirhead and John Heywood, who 
later switched most effectively to the middle of the 
defence. He was Oanked there by Tony Wellby, 
who gradually played himself in; Josh Reid and 
Chris Hayes, those founts of footbaJI knowledge 
from the Big City; and John Binks whose play was 
as dependable as ever. Mau Evans captained the 
side ably from the back or, less frequently, from 
midfield. This emergency measure was necessitated 
by the exodus of players to foreign clubs, which hil 
us - particularly the 2nd XI - very hard this 
year. Paddy Knecht Ii was a grea1 loss to the side, 
but we eventually forged a balanced midfield of 
Nick Macpherson, Steve Leeke, Torn and Nick 
Briggs. Since three of 1hese last arc Lower Sixth, 
there is some reason for optimism for next year. Up 
fronl Ed Masters and Dom Abrams ran tirelessly 
and to good effect. 

The 2nd XI under the mercurial captaincy of 
Sandy Westwa1er had a successful, enjoyable 
season, scoring almos1 al will, but having 1he 
magnanimity 10 allow their adversaries a fair share 
of the goals. I am particularly indebted to the 2nd 
XI for salvaging some Sherborne pride by knocking 
a fistful of goals past Shaftesbury. Craig, Cooper, 
Michael Briggs, Robson, Smith and Clarke could 
well figure higher in next year's report. 

.The soccer personnel was as dependable as ever! 
MLM arranged fixtures and provided words of 
wisdom from the louchline, NWL and MAW 
coached and encouraged, ST and GT ensured that 
things never got out of hand (or foot) on pitch B. A 
welcome addition to s1aff involvement was CV J F, 
whose unstinting support was much appreciated by 
au concerned. Moreover, he maintained the unwrit
ten rule of staff 'new boys' having to appear for the 
O.S. Do ask him if his legs have stopped aching. 
Withou1 the above, soccer wouldn't exist in the 
School, so I and the players are most grateful to 
them. 

D.B.C. 



Fives 

The game continues to flourish at Sherborne 
and needs to keep the present number of courts. 
The two 'new' courts by the Modern Language 
Block are being lost because of the building of the 
new classroom area. This means that it is im
perative to refurbish court number one in the Devitt 
Court Block before the beginning of next season. A 
new store area will have to be found for housing the 
exam desks and theatre flats. 

Last season was severely disrupted by intelligent 
young men taking themselves to Germany to im
prove their social chit-chat. Edward Mitchell and 
Philip Rowe were sorely missed in the latter part of 
the season. Marcus Rowland captained the side 
well, but never lived up to expectations, throwing 
away easy chances to kill the ball. Matthew Sail 
grew in stature throughout the season and at last 
has started to bend his legs. He impressed many 
people and can become an excellent player, if he 
shows the commitment necessary. Andy Colville 
and Rupert Reed battled away well without ever be
ing able to dominate many opponents. The other 
player was Rober t Baldry, who came into the team 
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whenever needed and always performed with skill 
and determination. Over thirty seniors played 
regularly throughout the season and many juniors 
were seen down on the Devitt courts at all hours of 
the afternoon and evening. 

The Colts had a good season, defeating Clifton, 
Colstons, Winchester and Blundells. Matthew Sail 
led his team by example; and Marcus Chesterfield 
grew in confidence all the season and will be a 
threat to some of the other established players next 
year. Mark Dougal also played steadily and with a 
little more dedication could be a good player. 

The coaching lay in the hands of DP KC and 
myself, which is not easy when there is a dry Lent 
Term. Thank you, Paul, fo r all your energy and 
dedication to the game. 

Senior House Match Winners: Abbey. 

Junior House Match Winners: The Digby. 

M.J.C. 


