
ESSAYS WRITTEN BY BOYS AT SHERBORNE SCHOOL ABOUT THE BOMBING OF SHERBORNE ON 30 
SEPTEMBER 1940 
 
Held in the School Archives are 160 essays written by boys at Sherborne School (aged 13-18), and one 
housemaster (A.H. Trelawny-Ross), about their experiences during the bombing of Sherborne on 30 
September 1940.  The essays appear to have been written in November 1940 and February and March 
1941, and were probably set as English ‘hall’ (homework) by A.H. Trelawny-Ross.  It appears that Trelawny-
Ross also asked the boys in Lyon House to write down their memories of the day, which accounts for such a 
large proportion of the essays (sixty-five) having been written by boys from Lyon House and also for some 
boys writing two essays. 
 
Poignantly, by the end of the Second World War eight of the boys who wrote the essays had lost their lives 
on active service: J.A. Balck-Foote (School 38-42), D. Maxwell-Cleeve (School 38-42), D.S. Hawkins (Harper 
37-42), R.L. Henson (Harper 36-41), D. Moffat-Wilson (Lyon 37-41), A.B.D. Scott (Abbey 37-41), R.D. 
Scott (Abbeylands 37-41), and C.P.W. Warren (Abbey 38-42). 
 
Arranged A-Z by surname: 
 
Thomas Stanley ADAMS (b.1927) 
Attended Sherborne School (Elmdene, now Wallace House, & School House), September 1940-July 1945, 
tennis team 1945 (captain). 
Age on 30 September 1940: 13. 
‘An Account of the Blitz’ 
On September 30th 1940, I was in room seven during the first period in the afternoon, when the siren blew, 
so we all went down to the room below as was the custom in those days.  After about ten minutes work we 
heard the windows and door shaking violently and a faint rumble in the distance so we immediately ducked 
under our desks.  Before we had a chance to think the rumbling had turned to loud thuds as the bombs 
came closer and closer until we heard a terrifying crash; when glass and rocks came through the windows. 
After waiting a few minutes to see if the raiders intended to return, we went across the cloisters, on the 
way seeing the craters in the courts, here the Head Master [Alexander Ross Wallace (1891-1982) 
Headmaster 1934-1950] told us to return to our houses.  When I had made a wide detour of the 
countryside, I at last found myself back at Elmdene.  Here we had tea in the dayroom and packed our hand 
cases to go up to School House reading room where we were to live for the next week.  The reason for this 
move was that the police had found an unexploded bomb outside Phillips [now the Melbury Gallery] so 
they took Elmdene as a danger spot and ordered us to evacuate. 
After a week the bomb, not having exploded, was taken to be a dud, and it was dug up and we were able to 
return to Elmdene, after sleeping on the floor in School House reading room.  There were about 300 bombs 
dropped on Sherborne and much damage was done to the school.  The Big Schoolroom was rendered 
unsafe so all cine show had to be cancelled until the necessary work had been done.  Nine bombs were 
dropped on the playing fields so for the next week or so after, we were picking up stones on Fields 1 and 7 
or filling in the craters, this job was rather boring but it had to be done if we wanted to play. 
 
David Campbell ANDERSON (1926-2014) 
Attended Sherborne School (Lyon House) September 1939-July 1944, Scholar, School Prefect, Head of 
House, tennis 1943, 1944 (captain). 
Age on 30 September 1940: 14. 
‘Sherborne Bombed’ 
On Monday afternoon, the 30th of September 1940, the siren went at about twenty five past four, a 
favourite time for the methodical Hun to get up to his tricks.  I was having an English lesson at the time in 
the Lower Library, and, as the veritable hive of historical books is considered safe enough in an air raid, we 
stayed where we were, and did not go to the cloisters as people in other classrooms do when the warning 
goes. 
About a quarter of an hour later we heard the sound of aeroplane engines rather like the characteristic 
zoom-zoom of Bosch planes.  Then a minute or two later we heard a distant whistle and “crump”, then 
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some more ominous bangs nearer, so we all crowded under the massive tables in the room and waited in 
suspense.  Nearer and nearer came the explosions, the lights went out, thud followed thud in a hideous 
deafening roar, the big library above seemed as if it would fall down on us at any moment, glass split and 
cracked; then gradually it got further and further away and stopped altogether.  We crawled out from 
under the tables, rather dazed I assure you!, and looked out of the windows.  The whole air was filled with 
dust like a thick fog.  Eventually it cleared, and we surveyed what damage we could see.  “Yes, there was a 
small hole in the roof above the entrance to School House, and smoke was rising from behind School 
House.  Goodness, some glass broken in the windows over there; Oh well we’ve had our taste of it, 
anyhow.  Must have been ¼ of a mile away at least, were my thoughts after the raid was over. 
The “all clear” went soon after and we were told to go up to our houses.  Imagine my astonishment when 
on entering the Courts, we behold a huge crater in the middle of the gravel, caused, I afterwards learnt, by 
four bombs.  Thirty yards away and I thought they were 400!  My hat!, here’s another in the road outside 
the Science Buildings [Carrington Buildings], just by the Armoury.  Good deal of damage done what with 
window frames and doors blown in and walls pitted with splinter holes, not to mention glass and tiles.  And 
poor Big Schoolroom! And as we troop up to the House we see every now and then a crater.  We are not 
allowed to go through Chief's garden as there is a time bomb there.  All the electric and telephone wires 
are down.  And as we enter Richmond Road – there’s a crater in the road just in front of the house, and 
another further on, and yet another! 
I find it hard to describe my own feelings during the raid.  To me it felt like lasting 10 minutes, but in reality 
it was 6 seconds.  To say I wasn’t frightened is absurd.  But even though I was scared to death, it gave me 
an odd feeling of pride that I had been through a raid and a bad one at that, though it is a common enough 
experience nowadays. 
 
Thomas Ian Mayhew ARNOLD (1927-1973) 
Attended Sherborne School (Abbey House) May 1940-December 1944. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 13. 
‘The Blitz on Sherborne’ 
The blitz on Sherborne took place on a Monday.  It was the last day in September at about four forty-five 
when the air-raid siren sounded.  Mr Bell [Lionel Borradaile Bell (1890-) assistant master 1934-1945], who 
was taking us at the time for a history lesson, told us to go down stairs and join the top Spanish set who 
were under Mr Howard Baker [Henry Howard Baker (1902-1977), assistant master 1929-1965].  After we 
had talked for a little while the Spanish set went on with their work, while we read on in our history 
books.  Mr Baker mentioned that if bombs began to fall we should get under the desk.  The boys seemed to 
think that this would be totally unnecessary.  After quite a long time, during which a boy called White was 
caught putting sacareen [sic] into the ink pot, we heard plops & bangs.  The bangs grew nearer.  Everybody 
at once got under desks, Mr Baker got under the masters desk.  The bangs grew louder still, the dust 
became like a thick, dense fog, the top of the door almost reached the bottom.  Why the blast did not blow 
the door open remains a mystery to me.  The dust was terrible.  A roar followed with a simply terrific bang 
which rocked the wall which I was leaning against.  The dust and the small of Cordite nearly chocked me.  I 
was almost concused [sic] and I really didn’t care what happened.  Then after a few minutes everybody 
came to, they realised what they had been through and they began to laugh about it.  This is almost the 
first sign of hysteria.  It was very lucky that we were with a high part of the school. I was between Freeth 
and Webber with Foster in front of me.  Then somebody came from the cloisters and told us to go 
there.  Directly I set eyes on the courts to my horror I saw four holes, large one they were too.  As I went 
across the courts I saw a large bit of bomb, so I picked it up, but I dropped it very much quicker.  In order 
that I should be able to keep it I kicked it across to the cloisters.  On arriving at the cloisters I heard cheers 
resounding through the place and after a little while the Headmaster told us all where the [line is 
unfinished]. 
 
Roy John Arnold BAKER (1926-1995) 
Attended Sherborne School (The Green) September 1940-December 1944. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 13. 
‘Essay’ 
When the siren went we, being an industrious Maths set, went on with our work.  A few minutes later we 



heard bombs being dropped about a mile away, and I gathered that some place was getting rather a sticky 
time, not guessing for a moment that it would be our turn soon.  At the first sound of a bomb work stopped 
and we all listened.  Mr Randolph [John Hervey Randolph (1898-1975) assistant master 1922-1967], who 
was taking us, told us to put our heads under the desks, while he, on the other hand, went outside to see if 
he could see any planes, as he had not seen a German plane yet.  As the bombs came nearer and 
everything started to shake, Mr Randolph wasn’t so keen on looking for planes and came in again with us 
pretty quickly.  The noise was terrific, nothing but whistles, bumps, explosions, and the roar of aeroplane 
engines in the background.  The door shook like anything, so that in the first lull Mr Randolph went and sat 
with his back to it.  When the second lot of bombs started falling everyone’s head darted under the desks 
again, and we lay there thinking that our last day must have come, because it was then that the bombs in 
the courts were dropped.  I could see out of the window out of the corner of my eyes and when the ones in 
the courts dropped, I could see a great pile of earth and stones thrown high into the air and at the same 
time glass fell out of the windows.  When everything had finished the air was full of dust and cordite fumes, 
and naturally enough everyone started talking.  I suppose that was a kind of reaction after keeping silent 
while the bombs were dropping. 
 
Charles Irwin BALL (1924-2002) 
Attended Sherborne School (Westcott House) September 1937-March 1942, Exhibitioner, Head of House, 
School Prefect. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 16. 
‘Impressions of Sept 30th 1940’ 
When the German ‘planes had passed over after dropping their bombs I went outside with the House Fire 
Squad to see what damage had been done.  We were met by a strong smell of cordite.  There was a cloud 
of smoke over the lower part of the town, but our house seemed to be untouched.  We then made a tour 
of inspection inside the house, with Minimases [sic] in hand in case incendiaries had fallen, but the only 
damage was a small hole in the ceilings where plaster had come down, and about twenty windows were 
also broken.  After that we went out into Horsecastles to see if anything could be done.  Rumours had 
already begun to spread.  We heard that a block of classrooms had been hit and later the more reliable 
news of bombs in the Courts and outside the Armoury.  Soon after, the school went back to their houses 
owing to a time-bomb in Perry’s garden [Joseph James Perry (1870-1941) school gardener for 33 years 
(1908-1941), lived at what is now the Bursary]. It was not long before souvenir hunting began, especially on 
the playing-fields where several bombs had fallen, including a big one in the middle of the Upper. 
We began to feel the effects of the raid in the evening as there was no gas or electricity and afterwards no 
water.  Hall consisted in discussing our experiences by candlelight.  The main topic was the reason why we 
had been bombed.  Was Sherborne the target or was it accidental?  There was also speculation about the 
effect the bombing would have on the school.  We wondered whether panic-stricken parents would take 
their sons away from the school immediately or whether they would realise that the bombing only proved 
that no part of England was safe, as no town could be less harmful to German interests than 
Sherborne.  The worst part of the whole day was trying to get to sleep that night.  The actual bombing was 
so sudden that I hardly had time to realise what was happening when it was all over.  But that night I heard 
bombs fall every minute until the early hours of the morning, and it was several days before my nerves 
returned to normal.  However, we all had a lot to be thankful for that the damage was not far more 
devastating, and the loss of life greater, especially in the school, and we all sincerely hope that our 
experience will not be repeated. 
 
Charles Richard Oldfield BARTLETT (1923-2015) 
Attended Sherborne School (The Green) September 1937-July 1941. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 17. 
‘4.45 p.m, 30th September’ 
I had come down to a ground floor classroom when the siren sounded, and there I sat on the ground 
thinking, like many others, no doubt, that if was just another of those cursed air raid warnings.  But was it 
just another.  No.  Suddenly the whole atmosphere changed, and an ominous rumbling suggested that this 
was no mere ordinary “raid” – it was the real thing. 



Everyone instinctively realised what it portended, and slowly, without panic, took shelter beneath desks 
and tables, calming jesting the while.  This preliminary rumbling, which must have been due to the roar of 
the enemy aircraft mingled with the first distant bombs, dropped outside Yeovil, developed, with increasing 
speed, in intensity, like a terrible hurricane rapidly approaching, till the sound of individual bombs could 
distinctly be heard. 
Now the whistling of the bombs was clearly audible, and, as the enemy approached the town, the 
explosions followed each other so quickly that the former sound was almost drowned.  Nevertheless, when 
the bombs were close, I prepared for the worst whenever I heard this foreboding whistle, for it was now 
obvious that they were being dropped in a straight line towards the school and right across the town.  Each 
stick of bombs now seem almost on the school, but we were held in suspense some moments longer, till 
several more bombs had dropped.  Then the climax came with the bombs in the courts and that near the 
Carrington Buildings.  The ground shook like an earthquake and was more pronounced than the thunder of 
the explosion.  It seemed hardly possible that the school had not been hit somewhere.  Perhaps it was the 
chapel.  No.  When the bombs had died away in the distance, Mr Randolph [John Hervey Randolph (1898-
1975) assistant master 1922-1967] came in with the news that the courts were pitted with craters, but the 
buildings were still standing.  No one had suffered severe harm.  But how narrow was the 
escape!  Narrower than I had expect, and I had reason to say my prayers, which might well have been my 
last, when the deluge broke forth. 
 
David Blandford BARTLETT (1924-1998) 
Attended Sherborne School (Harper House) September 1937-March 1942, 6th form, XI 1941. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 16. 
‘English essay, The Raid on Sherborne’ 
It was about half-past four when the air-raid siren sounded.  We were doing work, or perhaps pretending 
to, at the time and everyone went to their allotted places, some to the classrooms on the ground floor, 
some into Abbey House and those in the fire squad ran back to their houses, which they always have to do 
whenever the siren blows.  I happened to be in the house fire squad and quickly ran back to Harper House, 
where we waited in the large open space, which is our place of refuge.  After about five minutes we went 
into our studies and began to work, but soon a rumbling noise was heard in the distance and the prefect 
who was there shouted to us to get into the open space and lie down.  The noise became louder and louder 
and for two minutes it was the nearest thing to hell that I have yet met.  It naturally seemed much longer 
than it really was.  The door happened to be open and one boy got up to shut it, but he was blown clean 
back and was unable to shut it properly.  While the bombs were being dropped there was so much noise, 
with windows breaking and boulders being hurled through the roof and the whole house vibrating that it 
was impossible to hear the whistle of the falling bombs.  When the raid was over we realized that one 
bomb had landed in the field next door and had hurled two or three colossal boulders through the roof, 
and soon found out that four had landed in the School Courts. The siren was put out of action, so we stayed 
inside for a while until we realised that it was not working and that whistles were being blown instead.  We 
wrote hurried letters home that night to say that we were all right and were writing that we thought about 
fifty bombs had been dropped, thinking that this was a huge amount; later on however we learned that 
about four hundred had been let loose. 
My feelings during the raid were really very blank.  When I heard the rumbling sound in the distance before 
the actual raid, I did not at first think that it was bombs, but soon found out that it was.  While the bombs 
were being dropped from over our heads, my main thought was when it was going to end.  I was not 
thinking that I might be dead within a few second, like most people, for some reason or other; all that 
seemed to concern me was when the wretched thing was going to be over.  After it was all over I began to 
wonder how it had affected other people and whether the School and Abbey had been damaged or not.  I 
also was wondering about how many had lost their lives or had been buried or hurt; those in the school 
especially.  I naturally was thinking what a miraculous escape we had had, especially when I heard that no 
one in the school had been hurt.  How so little damage was done by four hundred bombs I could not make 
out. 
 
John Harold Frank BATSTONE (1924-1986) 
Attended Sherborne School (School House) September 1937-July 1943, Exhibitioner, School Prefect, Head 



of House, Ridout Science Prize 1943. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 16. 
‘The Air-Raid’ 
Once more the boredom of afternoon school was relieved by the welcome groan of the “Mariners Lure”, & 
indeed the sound of its “sweet song” was sought after by many.  A watcher from the Abbey tower might 
have observed the usual ant hill effect as boys came pouring out, & eventually I found myself in the 
Cloisters comfortably armed with cushions and a book.  To me & to everyone it was the same old ‘ramp’ 
soon to be cut short by the all-clear again.  After about 20 minutes, dull (& perhaps even sickening) thuds 
were heard in the distance.  These thuds soon became something more than thuds, but strangely enough 
became more & more sickening as they drew nearer.  Every few seconds the scream & whistle followed by 
a deafening explosion became more & more distinct, until at last, I thought I was going deaf & that every 
whistle & scream I heard was the last.  Everyone, including myself, was huddled up with heads between 
hands trying desperately hard not to look frightened.  The explosions were making a ring of spite all round, 
to which the newly erected walls did not seem proof, as showers of cinders & other such worse-for-wear 
objects blew in through the entrance just by the library steps, resulting in a prompt evacuation of that 
neighbourhood.  The terrifying effect was altogether enhanced by the precision like banging of the heavy 
door into the School House Studies [now the Headmaster’s office], which seemed intent on applauding the 
arrival of each bomb in this manner.  Not only this, but the very ground seemed to be shaking too which did 
not lead itself to equilibrium of mind.  However, there did come a time when it was distinctly apparent that 
the bangs, whistles & screams were receding further into the distance with each second, just as before, 
they had been approaching.  My reaction, as everybody’s was, “what a thrill”, “something to write home 
about now” & an intense curiosity to see the damage.  Everyone was craning necks to have a look, and 
eventually I managed to slip out through a study window into the courts, where I learnt that the siren was 
out of action, but that it was ‘all clear’.  The examination of the damage done was a very exciting affair, 
especially as my first estimate of 20 bombs on Sherborne turned out to be more like 200 bombs. 
Our escape was miraculous.  There were 4 bombs landed in the courts, which released a second later or 
earlier would have resulted in considerable loss of life. 
 
John Edward de Faye BLAMPIED (1924-2007) 
Attended Sherborne School (Lyon House) September 1938-December 1942, Exhibitioner. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 15. 
‘Experience of an air raid’ 
At 4.30 on Monday, September 30th, the siren went off, so we of the fire-squads proceeded to the house 
[Lyon House], not particularly hurriedly, since all the previous warnings had been very unproductive of 
excitement.  We had had incendiary bomb practise on the top floor and were descending the stairs when 
the doors and windows began to rattle alarmingly.  I was nearly at the bottom of the stairs when I could 
have sworn that I saw the whole wall by the reading room shaking; at first I thought that the people 
upstairs were jumping heavily in the passage: and then I heard the bombs.  Everyone careered down 
behind me and we all fell on top of some unfortunate who had tripped over a chair in the middle of the 
passage.  As we were sorting ourselves out, we were thrown back on the floor by, I suppose, the bomb 
which made the crater that was to be Lyon House Bathing Pool. 
There was an indescribable heaviness in the air and everything shook alarmingly, especially the concrete 
floor.  When the row and rattling had stopped we got up, shaken, and most of us rather surprised at the 
magnitude of the modern bomb’s results.  I cannot say that I was terrified during this little affair; that is to 
say, I did not feel that my last moment had come, although I was not exactly roaring with laughter all the 
time.  Outside, the general outlook was rather out of the ordinary: the yard was full of slates and earth and 
stones, the road was in a similar mess with the addition of large craters, and all the telephone wires down; 
the roof looked rather mashed up, although there were really less tiles off than it first seemed [17,000 in 
fact]. The five horses in the field opposite were trotting round nervously in a bunch; there was a bomb right 
in the centre of Mr Bevan’s “middle”! But I can’t go on like this.  Altogether it was rather a good enlightener 
as to modern methods of warfare, though a very great nuisance as regards comfort, although the 
cellophane on the windows did its job rather well. 
 



Alan Henry BLANFORD (1927-2004) 
Attended Sherborne School (Lyon House) September 1940-March 1945, Head of House, XI 1944, XV 1943. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 13. 
‘The air raid’ 
In the afternoon of the 30th of September 1940 A.D. we were having a History lesson with Mr 
Whittle [Charles James Richardson Whittle (1921-2001) temporary assistant master 1940].  This was the 
first period of the afternoon.  The period started at 4.15 and at about 4.20 the air raid siren went.  We were 
quite glad as History is never very exciting and especially as that afternoon we had to write an essay on 
“The results of the 30 Years War” which none of us knew very well.  So we were all relieved when the siren 
went and we went downstairs from room 16 to the classroom beneath. 
We took quite a little time to get settled as there was another class in there already.  There to our disgust 
we had to continue our essay, although I didn’t do anymore and I don’t think anyone else did either.  At 
about 4.30 we heard a large droning sound of the Germans and in the distance the thud of bombs. None of 
us took much notice at first, but when they gradually dropped nearer and nearer we got a bit alarmed and 
we all got under our desks.  Suddenly we heard a whistling sound of a bomb coming down.  All I thought 
was, “I wonder where this one is going to fall, I wonder if it will hit us here.”  Then it exploded just outside 
but a bit up the street.  With a huge crash all the glass fell in except from the two windows which were 
open.  The transparent paper which had been stuck on the windows worked miracles and great sheets of 
splintered glass curved round the stone.  The dust outside in the road was appalling and just like a solid 
wall, also the room got filled with dust.  Then there was another huge explosion following more whistling 
and the door flew open and banged shut with a crash.  After that the bombs “moved on” and soon 
stopped.  The whole room was covered with dust so we snatched up our books and rushed into the 
cloisters.  There we found that some bombs had fallen into the courts.  We had a discussion as to how 
many bombs had fallen altogether, some said about a dozen others about half a dozen, I said about 20-30 
but most people flatly disagreed with me.  We stayed there until six and then we went back to our 
houses.  The “All Clear” never sounded because it was put out of action.  I never realized the danger that 
we had been in which was probably the better for us. 
 
Bruce Phillips BOWER (1926-2008) 
Attended Sherborne School (The Green) September 1940-July 1944, Exhibitioner, Upper 6th form, School 
Prefect, Head of House. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 13. 
‘My Impression of September 30th 1940’ 
This was one of the most unexpected things that could have happened – to have bombs on Sherborne.  It 
was at about 20 minutes past 4 in the afternoon, when the familiar sound of the siren was brought to my 
ears; about a quarter of an hour later I heard the drone of enemy aircraft; this did not surprise me as I had 
heard them many times before that term.  I did not hear the first bomb, although many other people in the 
room heard it.  Acting under their advice, I took up that uncomfortable position under my desk; I actually 
thought it merely to be a ‘rumour’.  Once I was there, bombs began to fall, working their way nearer and 
nearer, until they were falling so close that the doors and windows were rattling, then the windows broke – 
it was really undescribable – and I do not hesitate to say that I was really frightened.  For the next minute 
everything was just a blank; everyone stayed under their desks as still as a statue.  When I was told that 
there were four bombs in the Courts I was really surprised; as my impression of bombs were that they 
shattered everything within a hundred yards.  It was a most remarkable experience, which will not, I hope, 
be repeated during my lifetime. 
 
 John Maxwell BOYD (1927-1991) 
Attended Sherborne School (Westcott House) September 1940-July 1944. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 13. 
‘English. ‘The Blitz comes to Sherborne’ 
It was Monday 30th September 1940, and fifteen minutes past four in the afternoon.  We had just had a 
good game of rugger, and were settling [down] to a geography lesson, when the siren over the police 
station went.  Our master, being an Air Raid Warden had to go out at once.  He told us to go to the 
Cloisters, which was our Air Raid Shelter.  When we got there some of us stayed in the Cloisters and some, 



like myself, went into the Book Pound [the computer room in the library].  Several others and myself were 
looking at books which we had taken from the shelves, when suddenly a roaring noise began.  At first it was 
in the distance, but it was rapidly coming nearer.  Nobody knew quite what it was until somebody told us to 
lie on the floor.  There were four of us including myself, lying in a bundle upon the floor.  The roaring got 
louder, the sound of breaking glass could be heard and dust and plaster were flying about.  Then the sound 
of the bombs died away as quickly as it arose.  After everybody had sorted themselves out, I went out into 
the cloisters. Almost as soon as I was out there somebody told me in a very excited voice that there was a 
huge crater in the courts.  Of course I did not believe this, then I was told to go and look for myself.  So I 
climbed upon one of the sandbags in the cloisters and looked into the courts through one of the apertures 
in the stonework.  Sure enough there was a huge round pile of earth there, and inside was a very large 
hole. 
We all stayed in the cloisters talking excitedly about the noise and how many bombs fell and other such 
topics of conversation, until the Headmaster told us that we could leave the shelter and proceed to our 
houses.  As soon as I got out, the first thought that entered my head was “souvenirs!”  And I and many 
others started to look for bomb fragments.  I did not find any however and I was about to go back to my 
house [Westcott House] when I saw, to my great surprise a big crater outside the Carrington Buildings.  I 
was selected with some others, to put a barrier around the crater.  This having been done I went back to 
the house, where the electric light had failed and where those few people who had already found pieces of 
bomb were selling them at fabulous prices. 
Then I followed other boys to the “Upper” football ground, where bombs had fallen.  Here I found my first 
piece of bomb.  After this I went up Richmond Road to Lyon House and to a house nearby which had had a 
bomb in the garden.  Here I helped to get some of the silver goods out of the nearby wrecked house, and 
after a short time doing this I went back to the house, where after tea, we had to write letters home telling 
our parents what had happened, as best we could, having to write by candlelight. 
The next day we did lessons also as best we could, because several, in fact many of the classrooms were 
not useable, so we had the usual lessons in the dayrooms and other portions of nearby houses.  That day, 
being a Tuesday was a half-holiday, and during my free time I discovered other bomb damage and 
craters.  A deed that I think is worthy of mention is that a telephonist in the Post Office [Maude Steele 
(1901-1997) supervisor of Sherborne telephone exchange] stuck to her job through the raid and refused to 
go into the shelter provided. For her deed she received the George Medal.  Just another thing I forgot to 
mention in the beginning was that after the raid a squadron of Spitfire fighters zoomed low over the town, 
it reminded one very much of the fact that Britain had and always will have air supremacy.  I think that all 
the boys responded very well to the raid and treated it just like a six penny thriller. I know I did. 
 
Richard Bolding BRAYNE (1924-2004) 
Attended Sherborne School (School House) September 1938-December 1942, Upper 6th form, XI 1942, 
Fives 1942. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 15. 
‘My experience of an air-raid’ 
On September 30th in chapel we sang Hymn 13.  At the time I thought of the unlucky superstition without 
dreaming of the coincidence which was about to happen, and it was not until that evening in bed did I again 
think of the hymn. 
I was having a French period when the warning sounded and I shut my books with satisfaction and said to 
myself “Good, now for a nice slack time.” I was ready for a warning and had a book with me.  We all went 
down to Room 1 and had not been there long when suddenly the door rattled continuously for a few 
seconds, then it stopped.  I had often heard it rattling before with the wind, but this time it seemed much 
more determined and went on too long for a gust of wind, and besides there was no wind blowing that 
day.  When the door ceased rattling for a moment, there was complete silence in the room and I could hear 
a low rumbling, rapidly approaching, and I could distinctly feel the ground shake.  It was just the same sort 
of trembling as if an earth-quake was beginning except that the lights were not swinging.  Suddenly we 
were told to lie down and it all seemed so much like a dream that I did not do it at first, but as soon as my 
mind came to bear I realised what was happening, but still I was not in the least frightened. I even felt like 
laughing at seeing the sedate master hiding under his table looking anxiously at us.  It was so out of 
place.  But all these comic thoughts vanished and when the bombers were almost over us I got a queer 



feeling in my stomach which ran all the way up my spine.  I instinctively put my book above my head and 
faced the floor, an act which I was sorry for later, but I am sure I never opened my mouth, as one is told to 
do.  Soon there were the really big explosions and I was biting my teeth together so tightly, I cannot think 
why but I know that I was, and as I kept looking at the ceiling to see if it would come down my mind was 
fully occupied and it seemed very soon that it was all over. 
When I had time to think I thought that the bombs were about a hundred yards oft as a few windows were 
broken, then I got that queer feeling in my stomach again and I tried to read, but I could not concentrate as 
the continual roar of aeroplanes made me think that more bombs would follow.  I got a dreadful shock 
when a motor-cycle accelerated just outside the window and went up Hospital Hill and I was glad to see 
somebody else pat his stomach as if to say “That made my inside jump!”  Several people went to the 
windows but I preferred my place on the floor.  In about a quarter of an hour a few people had left their 
shelters and were in the courts so I at last plucked up courage and went to the window and saw to my 
amazement that the nearest bomb was barely twenty five yards away, and I also saw bits of rock lying all 
over the place and I wished that I had not kept my face covered so that I could not see the rocks being 
thrown out of the ground. 
I soon got out my camera and took a few photographs, but owing to the bad light I got poor results except 
for one time exposure of the interior of school room. 
As a result of the raid I got what one might call “bombitis”, and any door banging or similar noise made me 
jump, but that went off in one or two weeks.  I had always been wanting to be in an air-raid, partly I must 
admit, because I thought it would be grand to say I had been in a raid, but thinking it over, now I have 
experienced one, which perhaps accounts for my new attitude, I would much rather say that I had never 
been disturbed or molested in any way by bombs, during the whole war. 
 
Keith Scott BRUCE (b.1925) 
Attended Sherborne School (Westcott House) September 1939-December 1943, School Prefect. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 14. 
‘30th September 1940’ 
The siren sounded a short time after afternoon school had begun on Monday, the 30th of September, 1940, 
and the school duly dispersed to the various parts of the buildings allocated for use during air-raids.  I went 
to the Pound [the computer room in the library], where all the second-hand textbooks are kept, to while 
away the time by reading any books of interest such as English short-stories or History books.  A short while 
afterwards I thought I heard the “All Clear”, and then what I thought was someone knocking on the window 
to confirm my idea.  But just as I was about to come out, Mr Hey [Samuel Hey (1904-1977) assistant master 
1926-1973] came along shouting, “Lie down! Lie down!” and I realised the “knocking on the window” was 
caused by bombs!  As I lay down the ground quivered and the windows shook. I covered my head with my 
arms, stopped up my ears and opened my mouth.  The bombs were now falling in large numbers and came 
rapidly nearer.  Another second or two and the whole building was rocking, my ear-drums felt as if they 
were bursting.  Then a ceiling came down just next door to me and a window blew in, showering broken 
glass all over me, so that I thought a bomb hand landed right on top of us and breathed a silent prayer of 
relief as I realised I was still alive.  Suddenly the din stopped and after a second or two I sat up, shaking the 
glass off me, and started to cough as acrid fumes came in through a broken window and tickled my throat. 
We were told to stay where we were and so we all started chattering.  A rumour went round like wild-fire 
that a bomb had fallen in the Courts, then two, then three, and someone absurdly remarked there were 
four.  We laughed, for we thought that even one, would completely raze all the buildings round.  The 
Headmaster [Alexander Ross Wallace (1891-1982) Headmaster 1934-1950] then said a few words and told 
us to go back to our houses.  When we went out into the Courts and to our amazement there were four 
craters!  While the only building that had really suffered was the Big Schoolroom which had had a bomb in 
the road between it and the Carrington Buildings as well as the ones in the Courts. 
After returning to our houses, which were all, with the exception of Lyon House, habitable, we made a tour 
of the neighbouring bombed districts, some of which were in a sorry plight.  I felt very sorry for the bands 
of homeless folk who were carrying a few prized possessions in a basket or bag to the homes of the more 
fortunate who gladly received them.  I felt thankful that I had been so lucky and escaped without a bruise 
or cut, and hoped the Huns would keep away from Sherborne in future. 
 



Andrew Brian BUCHANAN (1922-2002) 
Attended Sherborne School (Lyon House) September 1936-December 1940, Scholar. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 17. 
‘An Air Raid’ 
It was about 4.45 on the afternoon of Monday September the 30th 1940, I had just arrived in the Upper 
Studies passage where the Home Guard were formerly stationed on receipt of a warning, and had sat down 
on a chair with Harcourt, Ward & Jackson.  I remember that Jackson had just handed round some cake & I 
was half way through it when the house suddenly began to shake.  At first I thought it was the incendiary 
bomb squads going back to the ground floor from the Gibbons as there had just been a practice.  However 
it went on, and Harcourt suddenly said “Gunfire”.  For some reason I accepted the explanation at the time, 
not realising its absurdity till afterwards.  It was not until there was a furious crash outside followed by a 
loud whizz as a splinter richoched off the roof that I realised it was bombs.  At the same time there was a 
cascade of glass and plaster down the Gibbons stairs and a loud rushing and banging of falling tiles, and I 
honestly thought the house had been bit and would collapse on top of us.  I hurled myself on my face and 
the others followed suit when Harcourt said “Gunfire” and with every lull we dashed further up the passage 
intending to reach the bathroom wall which had no doors in it, and eventually to take refuge in the lower 
passage.  For not only the walls and ceiling but also the floor was shaking violently as we were upstairs.  I 
remember throwing Jackson’s cake away under the Upper Studies Toey’s for some reason, for it was 
excellent.  After the cascade of glass we all hurtled downstairs & I can’t think why we didn’t break our 
necks, but it turned out that that was the last bomb of all. 
 
Desmond Kerr BUNGEY (1924-2012) 
Attended Sherborne School (Abbeylands) May 1938-July 1942, School Prefect, Head of House. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 16. 
‘The Bombing’ 
Previous to Sept.30.1940 Sherborne had experienced few warnings and we did not expect much to come 
from this one.  From a Spanish lesson, we ran back to the house [Abbeylands] very pleased to be missing 
some work, and took up positions on the landing upstairs and in Big Dorm.  There was only supposed to be 
one fire-watcher on duty at a time, but the rest of us, with the exception of 3 people went up to Big Dorm 
to get a good view in case anything might happen in the direction of Yeovil.  A short time after the warning, 
about 6 minutes I should say, we saw planes which looked like fighters rising from an aerodrome some 
miles N.N.E. of Sherborne.  This aerodrome was probably Yeovilton.  About 3 minutes after this the drone 
of enemy bombers was first heard.  They seemed to me to be coming from the South, but it appears later 
that they came from the West, from Yeovil.  The sound grew louder and more thunderous and considering 
discretion the better part of valour, we jumped down from our window vantage point and [dived] hastily 
under the nearest bed.  There were four of us in the dormitory. 
There was a great deal of low cloud about although the day itself was dry and still.  The first imitation we 
received of any actual activity was a roaring and rattling sound coming from Lenthay Common.  This very 
rapidly increased, till we heard crashes nearby, followed by a tremendous thump rather too close to be 
comfortable.  The whole building shook like a leaf and my protective bed almost lifted from the floor.  We 
could hear glass and plaster raining down like manna from Heaven and then, as the noise died away, an 
absolute silence followed for about 10 seconds.  I thought they were coming back, as the noise of the 
engines seemed to increase, but it was probably merely our fighters driving them back. 
We ran downstairs and found a few boys and the Matron standing outside the dining room, quite 
cheerfully though a little subdued and also Mrs Wallace and Mrs Elderton [Evelyn Marjorie Elderton (née 
Warne) (1889-1965) married to Merrick Beaufoy Elderton (1884-1939), housekeeper at 
Abbeylands] sheltering under the stairs.  The latter immediately asked the whereabout of the maids, but 
when we started to look for them, we were called back in case the Germans were still around. 
It was then that the gardener came in.  At first he wasn’t noticed in the general hub-bub, but just stood 
there until Mrs Elderton asked him if he’d like something to drink and someone else asked him where he 
had been.  “In that wood-pile, Sir, just next to the lawn.”  “That wood-pile” was approximately 15 yards 
from the edge of a large crater in the garden outside.  He added that something had hit him on the head. 
The main feeling during the bombing was one of numbness and resignation.  I did not seem to grasp the 
situation, fortunately, until the danger had passed, but was trying to think whether I should block my ears 



and open my mouth or open my mouth and block my ears; and it was not till the next day that the reaction 
set in. 
Soon the job of clearing up started and I got the shock of my life when I saw the size and the nearness of 
the crater, only about 20-25 yards away.  The weight of its bomb must have been about 550 lbs.  There was 
plaster and glass and dust over almost 2/3rds of the house especially on the Private Side where most of the 
ceiling had fallen down round the stairs.  A boulder, approximately 1 ft 9 inches in diameter was hurled 
clean over the top of the roof and crashed through the other side, through the maid’s bedroom and buried 
itself in the floor of a dormitory below.  We spent the rest of the afternoon cleaning the place up as best we 
could carrying away debris in buckets and the large dayroom waste-paper baskets.  I went along to the 
Eastbury Hotel by Newlands with a friend.  We stumbled over piles of rubble and earth, passing craters and 
shattered houses with their occupants standing outside, a dazed look on their faces as if to say, “what’s all 
this for?” In our wanderings we came across a dead horse and passed 3 or 4 broken water mains, with 
water gushing out into the street.  Although I didn’t know it a man had been killed on the corner of St 
Swithins road turning into Long Street.  There were few houses, if any, gutted by fire, even though 
incendiaries had been dropped. 
When we got back to the house we went on clearing up and found that water, gas and electricity were all 
off, so our tea was eaten in candlelight.  There was officially Hall on that night but few people did any and 
we just talked most of the time after which we each went to a very welcome bed. 
 
Charles Michael Kendall BURGESS (b.1926) 
Attended Sherborne School (Westcott House) September 1939-December 1942. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 14. 
‘My personal experience of the bombing of Sherborne’ 
The incident about which I am going to tell you happened on the thirtieth of September in the year 
nineteen hundred and forty.  It was a Monday afternoon, bright and sunny. 
At about four o’clock in the afternoon the siren began to wail mournfully.  Joyfully I packed up my books 
and sped to the cloisters, expecting nothing more serious than perhaps a thirty minute ‘alert’.  I must 
confess that I should have gone into classroom ten as I had been working in number twelve above; but 
instead I went over to the cloisters and as I ran across I suddenly wondered if by any chance we should be 
bombed and I should pay for my disobedience with my life.  However these wistful thoughts were rudely 
thrust from my mind by a dull explosion in the distance. A voice shouted “lie down flat!”  I did so as quickly 
as I could.  My mind raced – would I ever see home again? – my parents – surely I cannot die at fourteen? – 
far too young.  Gradually the detonations came nearer and nearer.  Suddenly a terrific explosion rocked the 
cloisters.  The pressure on my eardrums was enormous.  A piece of shrapnel whined overhead.  That is my 
most vivid impression – that piece of shrapnel.  A cloud of brown dust rolled over the lying figures.  Then 
someone laughed and before I knew where I was, I was laughing.  We all laughed when Scott [Stanley 
Westcott Scott (1908-?), laboratory demonstrator] appeared with his face caked with dust.  I think he must 
have escaped death by a hair’s breadth.  The next thing I did was to climb up and look over the 
sandbags.  The Courts were filled with a cloud of brown dust and in the centre it appeared as if some titanic 
hand had heaped up the golden gravel.  Quickly the word went round that five bombs had landed in the 
courts.  About half an hour later the ‘all-clear’ sounded and we streamed out to gather souvenirs and 
inspect the damage. 
To sum up everything I think my most vivid impressions were the roof shaking, the pressure on my 
eardrums, the dust, the crouching figures and above all, the piece of shrapnel which whined overhead. 
 
John Warneford BURGETT (b.1925) 
Attended Sherborne School (The Green) September 1939-December 1942. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 15. 
‘Air Raid’ 
It was on Monday September 30th 1940 that Sherborne was bombed. 
We had gone down to school as usual, at 4.15, and we were having a lesson in the Physics laboratory, 
which is the one which received the worst injury. 
At about half past four the ‘Alert’ went and although we did not want to do under the cloisters because we 
did not think there would be any danger, Mr Davis [Henry Cecil Waring Davis (1903-1989) assistant master 



1928-1967] said that we must go there at once.  It was lucky for us that he did say that.  A quarter of an 
hour later, while we were sitting in the cloisters, we suddenly heard the noise of exploding bombs coming 
nearer and nearer.  Everyone clutched his neighbour and lay flat on the floor while the bombs came close 
and with one terrific shriek four bombs fell in the courts.  There was an awful smell, probably from the 
exploding bombs and although someone shouted ‘Gas’ we soon realised that there wasn’t any at all.  The 
whole building shook, but although a crack or two appeared in the stonework above us, nothing more 
happened. 
One thing, which I should think will probably stay fixed in my mind for the greatest length of time was the 
thing which I first saw when we got up afterwards.  It was that the window right at the end of the cloisters 
was partly blown out and all the lead was twisted into peculiar shapes.  It is peculiar that such an 
insignificant thing should have struck me so much.  Then Scott [Stanley Westcott Scott (1908-?), laboratory 
demonstrator] and Maidment came in and their appearance created a general laugh for they were 
completely covered with dust and plaster and they looked very peculiar.  Nothing happened to me 
although a single piece of shrapnel whizzed over my head to land with a plonk against the other 
wall.  Another thing that did not strike me as funny at the time but it is funny to think of now, is the sight of 
everyone lying down as quick as possible when somebody shouted that they were coming back.  Personally, 
I think that it is really marvellous that not a single person in the school was even scratched and also that the 
bombs fell where they did. It was not the “Hand of Man” alone! 
 
Robin Darker BUTTERELL (1924-2007) 
Attended Sherborne School (The Green) September 1938-July 1943, 6th form, School Prefect. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 15. 
‘Sherborne.  30th Sept: 1940’, 2 October 1941 
The day was dull and it looked as though this might be expected, in spite of the patches of blue sky visible 
through the grey clouds.  I was sitting doing Maths with Mr Randolph [John Hervey Randolph (1898-1975) 
assistant master 1922-1967]. 
We had had warnings before and we all thought that this one would be like all the rest, “Nothing ever 
happens at Sherborne” has been mentioned more than once, but this time something did happen.  At 
about ten to five, the warning had gone at twenty-five past four, there was a dull thud in the distance, 
whereupon we all dived to the floor.  This was something new.  I got under a table at one side of the room 
with some other boys.  By this time the explosions had come nearer & nearer, and finally with a deafening 
crash like a clap of thunder, four landed in the courts (N.B. I believe this statement is true, but there seems 
to be quite a lot of controversy on the matter).  Then all quietened down again and there was a deathly 
hush.  We got up and lived again.  The first thought that passed through my mind was the thankfulness at 
being alive after having been twenty-five feet from death.  The first thing I said was, “It makes you realise 
what the people in London have been through.”  My next thought was for the rest of the school, my 
friends, were they alright?  Then there came another roar of aircraft overhead, down we lay again with 
beating hearts, but this time it was our fighters going to the rescue.  The “Jerries” were by now fleeing over 
the coast, having indiscriminately bombed another town of no military importance. 
When all was quiet again we rushed over to the cloisters, as the shelter was better there.  There were small 
groups of people talking excitedly about their experiences & others eagerly fingering bits of bomb that they 
had picked up in their rush across the courts.  Soon we were able to go up to the house [The Green], no “all 
clear” went as all electricity, water, & gas systems had been disorganised.  As we walked up the hill 
[Hospital Lane] to the house the Spitfires were still circling round looking like parent birds flying round the 
nest.  I noticed one man with his head bandaged up, but I did not see anybody else hurt.  The news was 
soon round that nobody in the school had been hurt, and I should think a lot of people sighed with relief. 
As it grew dark, we got out the candles and started our hall, determined to carry on what ever 
happened.  Somehow we managed to struggle through and had prayers by the light of two candles.  As we 
got into the dormitories, we noticed the glow of a fire.  We all crowded to the windows.  I hoped it would 
soon be out as there is a saying that when “Jerry come once, he comes again.”  We were soon in bed, but 
our troubles were not yet over.  I was suddenly woken by an explosion, I leapt out of bed, half asleep, only 
to realise that it was one of the unexploded bombs.  I crawled back into bed, ashamed at my nerves.  Later 
on there was another warning, from wardens with whistles.  Still another one raised us from our beds 
before morning came.  Everything was disorganised but we seemed to manage somehow.  There were 



plenty of things to be cleared up, damaged to be repaired, and the craters to be filled on the games 
field.  We had to have some boys from another house to sleep as there was a time bomb under their 
dormitory.  Such diversities kept us talking for sometime, but we soon forgot about it, and by now it seems 
a thing of the past.  It was an experience worth living through – if you didn’t get hurt, and I shall remember 
it all my life. 
 
Patrick Thomas Henry CARSON (1927-1949) 
Attended Sherborne School (Lyon House) September 1940-July 1944, Lance Corporal in JTC. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 13. 
‘The Raid’, 12 March 1941. 
On September 30th 1940, in the afternoon some German planes came over and jettisoned their bombs 
from above the clouds.  Unfortunately Sherborne happened to be underneath and the bombs took effect 
quite drastically…  At the time we were in lessons.  It was the first afternoon period, when the siren went.  I 
was in room seven with the rest of my form, and we went down to room 5 on the ground floor.  We had 
not been there very long when in the distance I heard a “boomsh”.  Then it came nearer and we could now 
hear the bombs very clearly, until all at once three small bombs fell unpleasantly close to us in the courts.  I 
remember looking round and I saw one boy sucking his finger, where it had been cut by flying glass, an 
unconcernedly as if bombing was an every-day occurrence.  I felt sorry for those people who were younger 
than myself and I wondered, as I sat under the desk, how many casualties there were, had the school 
buildings been hit, had any of the boys or staff been killed.  A thousand thoughts ran through my head.  I 
thought of the House [Lyon House].  Had it been hit?  I hope it hadn’t! 
It has hardly started than it had finished and I remember getting up and going towards the door with the 
others, expecting to see the big schoolroom or the chapel in ruins, but I found that by some miraculous 
thing both had escaped serious damage, though the big schoolroom had its windows blown clear out and 
hardly any tiles on the roof, and the chapel had a few of the windows broken. 
When I came back to the house [Lyon House] there it was, still standing and apart from a few windows and 
tiles off where three bombs had landed in the road, there was nothing.  We had to do without water for a 
little while and we slept in another house for about a week and then it was all over.  I think in the whole of 
Sherborne there were only seventeen casualties and the number of bombs varied from 180-300. 
 
Francis Michael CASSAVETTI (1924-2008) 
Attended Sherborne School (Harper House) September 1938-March 1943, Exhibitioner, Upper 6th form, 
School Prefect, Head of School, King Exhibition 1938, XV 1942, Hockey XI 1941, 1942, 1943 (captain). 
Age on 30 September 1940: 15. 
‘My impression of the September 30th Air Raid’ 
I am not making any pretension to having second sight on any such sixth sense, but when I heard the air 
raid warning I felt it sounded somewhat sinister somehow, and I had a feeling something was going to 
happen.  However my premonition was soon dispelled, when I had been sitting for a short time in the 
classroom below, to which we had gone.  There a master in there suddenly remarked with an excited look 
on his face [?] Heinhels’, and I heard a distant humming.  Then I heard and felt a distant rumble, which 
slowly drew nearer.  I had ample time to lie down, and on being hit by a piece of glass from the window, to 
move into the middle of the classroom to a safer place under a desk before the most approximate bombs 
fell.  Then all I can remember during the very close explosions was the tense and scarlet face of the master 
just opposite me. 
It was as the explosions landed further away that a feeling of fear really came to me, especially when one of 
our air planes came over very low down just after, and I had a feeling that if anything more was dropped, it 
just could not miss the building I was in.  By the time we were all told to go across to the cloisters I was in a 
slightly calmer mood but the atmosphere there rather prevailed over me, and I left them shivering with 
fright, but also with feeling of security. 
 
John CHING (b.1925) 
Attended Sherborne School (Abbeylands) September 1938-July 1943; School Prefect; Head of House. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 15. 



‘My impressions of the afternoon of September 30th’ 
“Please Sir, the siren’s going!” was the phrase which arose from maths set A2, on that fateful afternoon, 
late in September. “Right, leave your things where they are and come along to the cloisters. What a 
nuisance!” What joy! It was the third alarm of the term, and we were all thrilled with the thought of half an 
hour or so without work.  But alas! This was not to be. 
After wandering around the cloisters and pound [the computer room in the library].  I had gone to the foot 
of the chapel steps and was reading the notices, when a deep rumbling commenced in the distance.  This 
was followed by the drone of many aircraft approaching towards Sherborne.  Bump! “Lord, what on earth 
was that?” Bum-m-mp! Tehn I knew. I rushed down the steps and threw myself on the floor under the 
games notice board. Everyone was dropping down now.  The unexpected had arrived in force.  Swish-sh! 
Bump! Crump-le! Getting closer now; where’s the next one coming? These were the thoughts that were 
flashing through my mind. Then – Sw-ish-sh! Cr-rrr-ump! Boo-oomph! Tinkling and crashing! The pound 
window had been shattered to pieces and the remains had falled [sic] on to my flattened body.  Again! Sw-
ish-sh! Cr-rrr-um-ph! Swi-sh-sh! Golly! What an inferno! Surely the next will hit the chapel? Surely the 
building would collapse with the terrific trembling and shaking? But no! There was comparative quiet; only 
the hum of acro engines and the rattle of machine-guns! I was still alive, thank god! But for how long? 
Then the droning increased. 
“They’re coming again!” was the saying, “Keep down there!” 
Through the clouds of dust, I looked at the chap beside me. I wondered how he flat. 
A voice coming from the other end of the cloisters shouted: 
“They’ve got one down! I think it’s a jerry!” 
Then a cheer, such as I’ve never heard before rent the air, or should I say the dust: this encouraged me, and 
I felt happier.  It was all quiet up above now and we were chatting to each other, when several members of 
the staff, including Mr Davies [Henry Cecil Waring Davis (1903-1989) assistant master 1928-1967] and Scott 
[Stanley Westcott Scott (1908-?), laboratory demonstrator], and the Toey [tuck shop] hostesses were led in 
by Mr Parkes [B. Parkes, temporary assistant master 1940-1942] and General Moberly [Archibald Henry 
Moberly (1879-1960) assistant master 1939-1945].  All the sweet bottles in the Toey [tuck shop] were 
broken, we were told, and there was a bomb in the laboratories [Carrington Buildings].  “Good Heavens!” I 
thought, “There can’t be much of the place left.” 
The masters kept walking up and down, and between their orders to “Keep down!”, we would glance over 
the sandbags at the mess in the courts, until the order to return to houses came through.  “Golly, what a 
mess!”, “Jolly lucky to be alive”, and “Wonder if anyone was hurt?” were the questions fired at everybody. 
I thought it a miracle when it was announced that nobody in the school was hurt, and I shall never forget 
the calm and resolute way in which everybody “took it”, and never will the impression of that fateful day 
fade from my memory, as long as I live!  “Trust in the Almighty and he will deliver you!” 
 
Christopher Stewart CLARKE (1926-2019) 
Attended Sherborne School (Abbey House) September 1939-March 1944, XI 1943, squash, fives, boxing. 
Age on 30 September: 14. 
This essay was read out by the author (then a master on the staff) at a commemorative lecture held in 1965 
at Sherborne School on the 25th anniversary of the raid. 
'An Air Raid on Sherborne’ 
Monday, September 30th 1940: this date might well be an outstanding landmark in the years of life to 
come; one, which will not easily be forgotten.  A day, but for an instance would have been the cause of 
many a death – the death of friends, whose memories, would haunt me day and night.  Indeed this stirring 
event has once more shown that the world of miracles is not yet passed. 
The air raid siren sounded shortly after the first period of the afternoon had begun.  I was working in 
Number twelve at the time and on leaving the room to go down stairs, I saw the Yeovil balloon barrage 
outlined against a cloudy sky.  The air raid siren, by now, presented no excitement, and on arriving 
downstairs we continued our work in number nine.  We had only been working for five or ten minutes, 
when all of a sudden the room shook violently.  I heard no explosion, but at once realised that it was a 
bomb and that it had landed fairly close.  A nervous feeling came over me as amidst more violent shakings 
and explosions, now audable [sic], we were told to get under our desks.  I crowded down with the small 
desk covering most of my body, my hands over my ears and round the back of my neck, instinctively 



looking out of the window, overlooking the courts.  The next few minutes were without doubt the worst in 
my life.  The shrill whistle of bombs grew louder and louder and as explosion after explosion shook the 
room.  I expected every minute to find myself in another world, having fallen victim to Nazi tyranny.  The 
desk above me was shaking as if it were possessed of a spirit, and occasionally a piece of plaster would fall 
and hit my leg.  Suddenly out of the window I saw a mass of brown gravel as a terrific explosion sent, what 
remained of glass shattering onto the floor.  In the confusion of it all I did not even realise that all the gravel 
I had seen flung into the air had been caused by bombs in the courts then the noise of it all died away and, 
after a few more bombs in the distance, all was quiet.  It was like a lull after a tremendous storm, so quiet 
did it seem.  I was not the first to come out from under my desk, and was very surprised when I was told 
that there were 4 big craters in the courts.  The smell of cordite, and the fact that the room was a cloud of 
dust, made the atmosphere very unpleasant.  I got up and shook the dust from my hair and clothes.  I 
thought that the raid might have been intentional, and suspected that the worst was not over, the 
aeroplanes coming back again and releasing more bombs.  However as I looked out of the window I could 
see a Spitfire and a Gloucester Gladiator circling round.  It was a pleasing sight.  No one had been hurt in 
the room, but I heard a boy remark, that a big bit of plaster had bruised his leg.  The headmaster came in a 
few minutes later and we were told to go over into the cloisters.  On the way across the courts I picked up a 
small piece of shrapnel, still warm. I saw a master as I entered the cloisters, his face so covered with dust 
that it was difficult to tell who he was.  When we were in the cloisters, the Headmaster [Alexander Ross 
Wallace (1891-1982) Headmaster 1934-1950] called for silence and, after informing us that a time bomb 
has landed in Perry’s garden [Joseph James Perry (1870-1941) school gardener for 33 years (1908-1941), 
lived at what is now the Bursary], told us to go back to our houses. 
As a result of the attack, there was no electricity, and we had to use candles.  Physical Training was not able 
to be done, owing to the craters in the courts. No games were played for several weeks, as our spare time 
was used filling in craters on the games fields.  There was not a single casualty in the school, but in the 
town sixteen people were killed.  This was indeed a very small number in comparison with the large 
number of high explosive bombs dropped over the town. 
The spirit of no one was shattered.  I heard one boy remark in the loudest part of the bombing, “I hope that 
record I bought the other day is not broken”, and another “That was a better shot”.  Of course this is only 
one incident of what is happening all over England today.  And the Germans will find out, that however 
many bombs they rain down upon our towns and villages will not be a step nearer to victory. 
 
Thomas Anthony Piers CLARKE (1924-2014) 
Attended Sherborne School (Lyon House) September 1938-March 1943. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 15. 
‘The air-raid on Sherborne’ 
At approximately twenty minutes to five the “banshee wailing” turned us out of class, and I, as usual 
thought nothing of this. When we had been in the shelter for about five or ten minutes, I heard a rumble, 
like a crowd of people running over a wooden floor, I could not think what this was, but I was astonished to 
see everyone lie down, but soon realised what this was when the rumble increased to loud crashes and the 
glass of the window I happened to be looking at suddenly shot out. I knew the bombs were pretty near, but 
I was very surprised when I looked out, and saw several huge craters about twenty-five yards away. I was 
frightened at the time, but directly it was over, I did not feel frightened, but excited.  My first thoughts 
were if there were any casualties, and if our house had been hit.  We had to go a round about way back to 
the house [Lyon House], owing to an unexploded bomb.  I was very relieved to see the house unhit, but 
there had been bombs very close, and many windows were smashed and many tiles off the 
roof.  Considering that there were so many bombs so close to our house, I think that it is one of the luckiest 
houses in Great Britain. 
That evening was spent in clearing up tiles and cleaning the house as much as possible.  We all slept either 
on the bottom or middle floor, that night I got very little sleep, but when I did get to sleep I was awoken by 
two loud crashes, which were delayed action bombs exploding, we all got up, but went to bed soon as we 
realised what they were.  Nothing very stirring happened after that.  It was an experience I should hate to 
have again, but now that is over, apart from the casualties (in the town) and the damage, I am glad that I 
have been in a raid, as I now know what war really means, & have been through a bit of it.  We, all of us of 
Sherborne have a great deal to be thankful for. 



 
Nigel James CLARKSON WEBB (1925-1987) 
Attended Sherborne School (Abbey House) September 1938-July 1943, tennis team 1943. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 15. 
‘September 30th 1940’, 19 February 1941 
At 4.15 p.m. the whole school, from various points, arrived in the school buildings for the usual Monday 
afternoon’s work.  Who, in that throng of joking, laughing boys, could have thought that, within half-an-
hour, Sherborne would be wrecked and confused in many places? 
All went well, the usual routine being followed, until the siren wailed its mournful note at 4.40 p.m.  All 
those people who were in upper floor classrooms gathered on the ground floors, and those in all the 
laboratories went to the cloisters. This is what usually happened, and on this Monday there were no 
exceptions to it. 
I, having Maths at the time, was in Mr Jarrett’s [William Alfred Thomas Jarrett (1879-1961) assistant master 
1919-1946, 1947-1948] room, no.12, and as this was on the top floor, we had to come down, and although, 
at first, we were going into Mr Bensly’s room [William James Bensly (1874-1943) assistant master 1905-
1913, 1919-1934, 1939-1943], where there were about 12 boys, we finally decided to go into Mr Barlow’s 
room [Ralph Mitford Marriot Barlow (1904-1977) assistant master 1926-1948], opposite, because it was 
empty.  We continued our interrupted lesson. Mr Jarrett then made a joke to one of the boys in the set, 
that if a German bomb were to fall in the courts he would like this certain boy to be underneath!!! Scarcely 
had he finished speaking, when all the doors rattled through some cause which, at that time, we did not 
know.  Not taking much notice we went on working, only to be interrupted a moment later by more 
rattlings.  This time it was not to be trifled at, everybody got underneath their desks, lay on the floor and 
waited.  However we had not long to wait.  There was a shattering roar overhead, and a long sort of shriek. 
Crash!!... I thought the whole building was going to collapse.  Glass flew in and bits of ceiling crashed to the 
floor.  As far as I can remember there was only that one terrific crash. Mr Jarrett, after asking if everybody 
was alright, went to the window and said quite calmly: “5 bombs in the middle of the courts.” We were all 
very surprised, as we did not think we had had so many so close, also there was only the one crash.  Those 
in Mr Bensly’s classroom, we found, had not got off so lightly, although luckily they only had glass cuts. 
We were all beginning to venture out of classrooms when the Headmaster [Alexander Ross Wallace (1891-
1982) Headmaster 1934-1950] arrived in an overcoat and gym-shoes to see if anyone was hurt.  Very 
thankfully, when he heard the injuries were only slight glass cuts, he went on to the next building.  When 
we were sure that everything was alright we went outside to see the damage.  The Courts were heaped up 
in large piles of gravel. One couldn’t see how many bombs there were, but of course afterwards we knew it 
was five.  Then later we went to see the laboratories [Carrington Building].  Heavens!! They were in a 
mess.  One heavy bomb had fallen in between the Big Schoolroom and the armoury.  The armoury wall was 
deeply pitted and scarred.  The laboratory doors had been taken completely off their hinges and the labs 
themselves had lots of valuable equipment broken as well as many ceilings down.  Of course there was 
glass everywhere, in the courts, in the roads, and on the classroom floors.  The poor Big Schoolroom 
however fared worst.  It had every window out and a lot of the roof off; in fact it was put out of bounds to 
us boys, as it was deemed perfectly unsafe for anybody to go near it, for fear of it collapsing on them. 
Having at the time taken only a cursory glance at this.  I looked into it more fully later.  The Headmaster 
then told all those in near houses to go home, and the rest to continue their work in allotted 
classrooms. When our house [Abbey House] finally assembled in the dining room for tea, everybody was 
talking all at once.  The place was an uproar, everybody telling where he was and what had happened to 
him.  Finally at the end of the day, which I shall remember all my life, we went to bed.  At least we went to 
sleep in our sleeping-bags in the dining room.  There was no water owing to a bomb bursting the water 
main, also we did not do our work in Hall by electric light, but by candle light.  So ended September 30th 
1940 for me. 
 
Desmond Maxwell CLEEVE (1924-1944) 
Attended Sherborne School (The Green) May 1938-July 1942. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 16. 
‘September 30th’ 
When the siren sounded at about 4.30 we were in room 2, and we went downstairs to room 1.  After about 



twenty or more minutes, the door began to rattle violently, and bombs could be heard falling in the 
distance.  The look of indignant surprise on Mr Dare's face [Albert George Dare (1883-1964) temporary 
assistant master 1940-1946] as he crawled under his desk will remain long in my memory.  We all lay on the 
floor, and I was among the luckier ones who had the shelter of a desk.  The sound of bombs drew nearer, 
and then came the four or five in the courts, each one seeming to surpass the previous in noise and 
intensity of its blast.  I remember thinking that if there was another it would probably finish us off.  After 
the last bomb had fallen there was a gust of hot air round the room.  All the time one could hear planes 
flying around, especially Blackburn Rocs which arrived a little too late to be effective.  The most 
incongruous note however was the Abbey Clock peacefully striking five in the middle of the general 
confusion. 
 
Neville John COOPER (1924-2002) 
Attended Sherborne School (Abbeylands) September 1938-July 1942; Scholar; Parsons Divinity 1942; boxing 
1939-42. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 16. 
‘The Raid’ 
It was rather a dull day: now and again the warm sun broke through the clouds, and then it was covered up, 
and the room darkened again.  We had begun to take notes on English Literature when the siren whined; it 
was very welcome.  As I was in the Fire Squad, I started off for ‘the House’ [Abbeylands] .  I crossed the 
Courts, slowly, for I did not want to look perturbed: I wasn’t actually.  The sky was grey and patchy with 
clouds, and there was no sound of aircraft.  I hoped that the warning would outlast the English period, and 
a good deal of French.  When I reached the House I went first to my study, collected a book and a cushion 
and strolled over to the Dayroom.  I saw the Daily Sketch there; I was reading it when the house first was 
shaken – then the whole earth shuddered again and again, and there was no doubt what was 
happening.  There were two of us reading; we hurried over to the little passage corner that was the Fire 
Squad’s rendezvous.  The others were not all there.  The walls trembled more violently now, and doors 
were rattling, as I sat down on the floor I heard the next bombs – there was a long ‘swoosh’ and a 
tremendous thud, nearer than before: that was the terrifying thing, the bombs were falling closer and 
closer, approaching remorselessly with a horrible inevitability; the explosions increased afterwards a 
terrible climax. It was as if they were being AIMED at our house.  I stood up when the next bomb fell.  I told 
myself that the odds were against my dying, but a terrible little whisper reminded me of the odd chance.  I 
was confused, amazed, at the thought of death.  I half-crouched in a corner, my hands above my head, for I 
was certain that the roof would fall. 
If a bomb fell close it would hit us I thought – and then it came: the ‘swoosh’ seemed to last longer.  I could 
almost see the bomb coming from the roof above me.  I did not think clearly.  I knew it had not hit us; dimly 
I knew that the windows near me had shattered; a pair of antlers fell with a thud and some vases 
smashed.  There was a splitting sound from some part of the house, and the crash of falling plaster.  The air 
was full of a pungent smoke.  For a moment there was silence: we stared at each other without a 
word.  Then there was another ‘Swoosh’.  I think I said: “There’s another!” I wanted to sound calm but my 
voice cracked and I wished that I had not spoken: the thud came; the roof above the stairs fell in and there 
was dust everywhere.  Someone had been on the landing; I could not see him now, for the dust was very 
thick there.  I did not wonder where the next bomb would fall.  I did not quite know what had 
happened.  There was a numbed feeling in my brain.  Some more bombs fell, but further off.  The house 
trembled, and a little more plaster fell.  I noticed for the first time that I was still holding my book.  I 
remember looking at the gigantic crater in the garden and seeing the glass and plaster on the ‘Daily 
Sketch’.  I remember that the house was suddenly filled and there were excited chattering voices.  I think 
that I told dozens of people about my own experiences; I know that I did not listen to theirs.  Some fighter 
planes zoomed overhead; I remember ducking.  I was very dazed.  The next few days drifted on in a 
confused procession.  It all seems now like a curious melodramatic dream; I have forgotten most of the 
details; I seldom think consciously about it: but there is in my mind an impression, a vague DIFFERENCE, 
that defies the power of words.  Perhaps someday, even that will have gone. 
 



Anthony Joseph CORDY (1924-2015) 
Attended Sherborne School (Lyon House) September 1938-December 1942, Exhibitioner. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 16. 
‘Impressions of an Air Raid.  September 30th 1940’ 
At about 4.30 p.m. on that fateful Monday, the siren started its mournful wail for the umpteenth time in 
the ten days or so we had been back.  I was rather annoyed because I thought that we should miss an 
interesting English Period, and be back in time for a not-so-interesting French Period.  Those of us whose 
duty called (!) us to the House [Lyon House], myself included, strolled literally up, for we had become 
accustomed to these uneventful half-hour alerts.  We settled in the lower passage with gas masks, books, 
and cushions, and waited for the All-clear. 
It was decided (I shall mention no names throughout this account) at about ten to five to have an 
incendiary bomb practice, and the squad in question dashed to its station.  We who were left in the 
passage heard loud bangs from (as we thought) above and thought them to be the squad in 
action.  However, it took but a second or two to realise that they were caused by something more than this, 
for the doors began to rattle violently.  Someone shouted that it was anti-aircraft fire, and I think most of us 
tried to believe this, although we knew that if any guns were so near as to make such a noise, we should 
have seen them. 
The Dayroom door had not been shut, such was the laxity engendered by many fruitless warnings, and 
everyone shouted ‘shut that door’, and a hero, who shall be nameless, did so.  By this time we were all 
huddled in a heap on the floor, and I was on top of two or three other fellows, my head almost between my 
knees, my arms around the back of my neck. The noise was indescribable, the whole building shook to 
repeated concussions, and I knew that, for myself, I was, as it were, too frightened to be afraid.  I firmly 
believed that I should be dead within the next few moments, and I just waited for both walls to collapse in 
on me.  The noise died away. 
We picked ourselves up from the floor and looked at each other as if to make sure we were still 
there.  Then someone let out a strained laugh.  The tension cleared a bit.  The air was filled with acrid 
smelling dust.  Two or three people went outside to see what had happened.  Then we all went out, 
although I know I hung back a bit for I quite thought the bombers would come back on a second run over 
the ‘target’.  In the yard, a most amazing sight confronted us: the whole surface was covered for a depth of 
four or five inches with broken tile and clods of earth.  The tiles came from off our own roof, the earth from 
a crater in the road just outside, and from two more in the gardens over the wall.  We wandered, with 
some difficulty, a bit further down the road: where the front gate had been was a twenty-foot wide 
crater.  The House had, in fact, been neatly straddled! 
I think that one of the most noteworthy features of the raid was that everyone thought at the time that 
only his little area of the town had been hit.  It was with some amazement that I learnt from those who had 
been down at the School that bombs had fallen in the Courts, and the amazement was increased when my 
brother came from home to say that they were all right there: it has not occurred to them that there were 
bombs in the west of the town, just as I had not thought that they might have been in danger. 
‘September 30th 1940’ 
We are chatting, joking or reading as we lean against the wall of the passage in Lyon House which, with 
reinforcement, serves as a shelter.  For the umpteenth time in the ten days that we have been back the 
banshee wail of the siren has sent us to the shelters, where all we do is to stave off the boredom until the 
drone of high-flying planes has ceased and a heartening blast announces that the danger, which in any case 
seems non-existent is past. 
Suddenly, a loud rumbled in the distance, increases in volume, the house shakes.  My heart beats uneasily, 
faster.  “Nothing to worry about, only A-A guns!” shouts an unsteady voice.  “Shut that door, for God’s 
sake!” A-A guns.  Thank God, if that’s all it is.  Phew! What a racket.  It can’t be.  We’d have seen ‘em if they 
came close enough to make such a racket.  Racket, racket, racket!  Oh, will it stop! On the floor – crouch 
down – hands over neck - only chance.  O good God, how the wall shakes.  Will the ceiling fall first or will 
the walls fall in and bury us.  Shall I, any of us, our broken bodies, be recognisable? Will Mum and Dad ever 
see me again, miss me? What’s Heaven like – or Hell.  How long has this been going on?  Into eternity, or 
will it stop? Stop – stop did you say.  It has stopped – or has it? Am I dead? Heaven – is this Heaven? Open 
your eyes, m’lad and see.  It isn’t! Look, same old passage – and everyone else is getting up! We’re – are 
we? – safe? – safe, yes we are! It’s true, we’re safe! O God, thank God, thank, thank, thank God! 



 
Christopher Hugh COURTNEY (1924-1994) 
Attended Sherborne School (School House) May 1938-July 1942. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 15. 
‘Impressions of September 30th’ 
I was struck by the number of things that would rattle, the door, the radiators, and even the wall seemed to 
join the novel cacophony. 
The general movement appeared downwards so I followed suit, feeling the need for company.  I felt 
vaguely contented that my trousers need a clean anyhow, so that an encounter with the floor would not 
show.  A paragraph in the paper ran through my mind suggesting the removal of spectacles and the placing 
of an India-rubber between the teeth were good precautions in such an emergency, so although my rubber 
seemed to have been mislaid I carried out the other part of the advice.  The noise of the performance was 
altogether too great to have any real impression on the mind, it was like a silence only the other 
extreme.  The glass seemed hesitant to leave its accustomed position but it gave in after a short time, with 
such noises which stood out against the background of sound.  I felt somewhat shaken by this 
unprecedented event and prayed that the end, one way or the other, would shortly be reached; it did not 
really seem to matter which way.  And all the time I felt rather the unreality of everything and the phasing 
of an A.R.P. notice floated before me, “In the unlikely event of an air-raid…” 
After the noise had died away the silence remained unbroken for some time, relieved by the sound of other 
aircraft which did not appear to be hostile.  The noise of feet on broken glass was carried to my ears and I 
felt an [incredible] curiosity to see what had occurred.  My imagination mulled gruesomely over the 
possibilities, from those near at hand slowly further outwards, like the waves produced by a stone thrown 
into still water.  When it became too uncomfortable I mentally changed the subject, and considered my 
immediate surroundings. After being released from the confines of the room, I walked slowly back to my 
house [School House], [?subtly] numbing my preconceptions until my imagination ‘boggled’.  I was as a man 
in a dream, my mind would not adapt itself to the sudden change of circumstances. I did my studies 
mechanically but I did not really become adjusted until some time later. I knew what the term ‘shaken’ 
meant. 
 
Alec Stuart DANDRIDGE (1922-2011) 
Attended Sherborne School (School House) September 1936-July 1941, House Prefect. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 17. 
The School Archives includes photographs taken after the bombing by A.S. Dandridge. 
‘Air Raid’ 
The warning went in the middle of an English period, and the set proceeded to the classroom below.  The 
various members of house fire squads went to their houses, I went with two other boys to my post at the 
top landing of the School House dormitories.  We had intended to read Hamlet, taking a few parts each, but 
our minds wandered, and A produced a clockwork car whose direction could be controlled by a steering 
wheel on the end of a bit of wire connected to the car.  The idea was to knock over as many skittles – also 
provided –  before the spring ran down.  We were fully absorbed in this ingenious toy, and emitting shrieks 
of girlish laughter because B would keep steering the car round chair legs, when we felt the first vibrations 
and heard the first rattlings of window frames and dormitory doors.  We were not long in taking up the 
undignified but recommended posture on the stone floor.  The vibrations got worse, and it sounded as if 
there were madmen rattling the doors.  I looked at A, he said – and I could hear him quite plainly, “I doubt 
whether we shall get through this.”  The floor underneath us was moving up and down, not in quick 
shudders, but in slow waves. 
Looking back on it now, the thing that impressed me most is the collection of queer noises.  There were no 
individual explosions, no ear splitting crashes; but loud cracklings and the noise of rushing wind, which, 
coupled with the short sharp whistles of the bombs, the crashing of doors and window frames, and the 
swaying of the building, made those short two minutes appear a lifetime of apprehension.  I regret to say, 
no thought of praying, no thought for the safety of anyone else, entered my mind at all, I think that my 
mind was blacked out for most of the time.  Then everything was quiet, oppressively silent, little streams of 
dust were falling from the lathes whence the plaster had fallen.  The building was creaking as if it were on 
the point of falling down. 



“Downstairs?” I said, and A & B were half way down the first flight before the word was finished.  I 
followed; I don’t remember touching any stairs, I just flew down them.  All was quiet and I looked out of the 
house door.  I could just see the mound of earth in the middle of the courts through the haze of dust.  At 
this moment the Headmaster [Alexander Ross Wallace (1891-1982) Headmaster 1934-1950] charged past 
me in a dressing gown and a towel round his waist, his slippers scraping in the thick layer of dirt on the 
concrete paving.  It transpired that he was in the middle of having a bath when the bombs began to 
fall.  Rather like the case of Archimedes in some respects. 
 
Frederick Benjamin ELLIS (1926-2017) 
Attended Sherborne School (Lyon House) September 1940-March 1944, 6th form. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 14. 
‘Air Raid’ 
On the 30th of September at 4.15 the Air-Raid sirens went and half an hour later there was a rumbling in the 
distance and I thought as it was a few miles away, “thank goodness I wasn’t there”, but I wasn’t so lucky in 
a way. I was in the cloisters when I heard a whistle (one, two, three) of Bombs drop 15 to 20 yards from me 
they were not too] funny at the time but now I was glad to have had the experience.  There was absolutely 
no panic in fact everybody was as joyful as ever afterwards.  After the all clear which was not sounded by 
siren I saw Spitfires circling overhead they looked grand then. There were about a 120 bombs 
dropped.  Lyon House had a bomb 5 yards from the front of it and broke a lot of tiles on the roof and a lot 
of windows. There was also a time bomb in Thorne's house, but luckily for Thorne it did not explode and in 
time was taken away. 
 
John William ELLIS (1923-1989) 
Attended Sherborne School (Lyon House) September 1937-December 1941, 6th form. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 17. 
‘My Experiences in the Raid’. 
On arriving back at the house after the air raid siren had sounded I took my place in the air raid shelter. 
After a few minutes the incendiary bomb squads went upstairs to have a practice. Soon after we had come 
downstairs again the fun started. 
The first indications I saw of anything out of the ordinary was that all the doors near me were rattling 
continuously. My first thought was that some people were jumping about on the first floor, but I soon 
abandoned that theory in favour of A.A. gunfire. I soon realised that the crashes were too heavy and were 
getting nearer.  Then I remember seeing the remainder of the incendiary bomb squads racing down the 
stairs as fast as they could go, and I crouched down on the floor with someone on top of me not knowing 
what to expect next. There were some colossal crashes as bombs landed just outside the house and I could 
feel the pressure of the displaced air on my ear drums. I saw tiles falling off the roof and earth and stones 
whizzing about outside a window.  The whole house was filled with a fine dust, mostly from fallen plaster. 
Outside the house the yard was full of earth, stones and broken tiles. The road was in much the same 
condition with the addition of three large bomb craters. I searched in the bottom of one of these craters 
and found bomb splinters embedded in the earth, some of which were almost too hot to handle.  I 
returned indoors to help clear up the mess, thankful to be alive. 
Untitled essay. 
Soon after taking our usual places in the shelter we were ordered to have incendiary bomb practices. After 
these had been completed with their usual smooth efficiency we returned to the shelter. Standing at the 
dining-room end of the lower passage the first sign I had of Goering’s frightfulness was the reading room 
door rattling violently which I at first attributed to one of our incomparable observers jumping about 
outside the Halliday [dormitory].  I soon abandoned this theory and agreed with the general opinion that it 
was anti-aircraft guns firing. As the crashes got louder I realised that it must be bombs, and there were loud 
explosions following one another in quick succession which were obviously bombs pretty close.  By this 
time I was crouching along with most of the fire squads in the passage outside the day room door.  I could 
feel my ear drums being pushed in by the pressure of the air, but had the presence of mind to keep my 
mouth open.  I caught a glimpse of tiles falling off the roof through the window at the end of the passage, 
and I thought at first that there had been a direct hit on the other end of the house, but I realised this could 



not be so as we should have felt more of a shock.  The House was immediately filled with a fine white dust 
which penetrated everywhere. 
On going outside I was surprised to find how well the house had stood up to it, considering the nearness of 
the bombs.  A souvenir hunt was immediately started and I secured a piece of bomb from the crater 
outside the front gate, which was still hot.  After having walked around and seen the damage to property 
and Mr Palmer’s dead gardener [Arthur James Lintern (1878-1940), died in Mr Clephan Palmer’s garden at 
‘South Hill’, Richmond Road] a feeling of wonderment swept over me as to how we had escaped death.  We 
immediately set to and cleared out the yard, and went round the dormitories cleaning up broken glass and 
sweeping up fallen plaster. 
Looking back on the raid now the main things that stick in my mind are the amazingly small number of 
casualties in Sherborne considering the number of bombs dropped, and also the fact that no boy in the 
school was injured, the length of the raid, which seemed never ending, and lastly that wars cannot be won 
by slaughter from the air for it left me with a firmer resolution that we must continue with the war until 
Germany is decisively defeated. 
 
David Tresloggett EVANS (1924-2017). 
Attended Sherborne School (Lyon House) September 1938-July 1942, 6th form, XI 1942. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 15. 
No title. 
The siren went off at 4.30 on Monday afternoon the 31st of September. So we all rushed up to the house 
expecting it to be another half hour spent reading P.G. Wodehouse in the passage. But not so, it had been 
decided that the squads should have an Air Raid practice.  This was carried out and just after we had 
returned to our positions in the passage, I heard an ominous rattling of doors, this increased until it seemed 
as if the whole house was shivered.  As the bombs dropped nearer, I could hear them whistling as they 
came which was followed a relay after relay of explosions of ever-increasing magnitude. When we were in 
the midst of it and the fireworks had reached their zenith, the combination of noises was most interesting, 
there was the explosion of bombs, the falling of tons of tiles and debris, the shaking of doors and windows 
caused by the blast.  The total being a most ghastly cacophony of sounds.  This, I think, was what disturbed 
me most, the noise. Of course, the whole display only lasted about three minutes, but during that time 
Hitler had produced a pretty considerable treat for the inmates of Sherborne.  As it died away across the 
town and in the end, fizzled out, I and the rest of the chaps who had been lying prostrate in the passage 
arose, surprised to find after so much excitement that we were still whole.  My impression at the time 
were, that I was thankful it had finished and I was still complete, along with everyone else, surprise that 
such a thing should happen to Sherborne and indignation, I was also glad to have had the experience. 
 
James Leslie Alban EVATT (1923-2010) 
Attended Sherborne School (School House) May 1937-July 1941, 6th form, School Prefect. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 17. 
‘September 30th 1940’. 
I was sheltering in the archway just beside the Pound [now the computer room in the library], when the 
blitz took place.  My first impressions were of hearing several loud bands in the distance. Most people on 
hearing these explosions looked pleasantly surprised, and were rather excited to hear real bombs so long as 
they did not come nearer.  Mr Hey [Samuel Hey (1904-1977), Assistant Master 1926-1973] then came 
round telling everyone to lie flat. There was at that moment, not a rumbling, but just a motion which made 
everything rattle without any noise.  There were explosions getting nearer and nearer, and I had the sight 
of Mr Hey going as flat as anyone else on the floor in half as much time.  On looking round one could not 
see anyone sitting up, everyone was flat, and some people were trying to burrow under others.  I clean 
forgot the government’s instructions about putting my hands over my ears, but I did remember to grab a 
book, and I bit on this with my teeth, holding my body by my elbows a little way off the ground.  The 
crashes increased in violence until the whole shelter was rocking and the noise was such as I have never 
heard before. 
The thing that surprised me more than anything was that I wasn’t frightened.  I had been out on Home 
Guard duty and been bombed then, and was almost scared out of my wits; falling shrapnel alone from the 



A.A. guns had made me pretty nervous, but this did not frighten me at all.  Perhaps it was that I had 
undergone my baptism of fire sometime before. 
I remember little incidents in the height of all the concentrated roaring and crashing. I remember looking 
up and seeing little bits of plaster falling off the Cloister roof.  This made me hope my head would be 
crushed before my body, and also set me wondering what I would look like, and how long it would be 
before they dug me up. I was quite expecting to be killed within the next minute or so, but I was not 
frightened, though much less scares can send me into a cold sweat.  I remember stupidly watching a heavy 
text book, Borradaile’s Manual of Zoology go sailing down the Cloisters, and I almost mechanically saved 
another book which was travelling the same direction, the one known to all Sherborne embryo doctors as 
“the blue book”.  I remember watching the door known as the Studies door, which leads into the School 
House studies, out of which had shot like startled rabbits three School House prefects, and I can almost see 
it now, bulging with each explosion, and I wondering interestedly when it would disintegrate. 
I looked round, and those faces which were to be seen were very green.  Everyone was flat, it was a most 
extraordinary sight, they might all have been dead from the amount of movement I could see.  I also 
remember carrying out a small scientific experiment on myself; slipping the fingers of my right hand round 
my left wrist, and feeling to see how fast my pulse was running.  The person next door to me, who was 
covering his head with a cushion, looked up for one second, said “Hallo!” and buried his head again.  This, I 
thought, was no end of a joke. 
Then I remember hearing the ominous “pshee-ee” of a bomb coming down, and I braced myself for the 
shock.  I had been expecting a pretty colossal shock, but the actual shock surpassed all my expectations.  I 
had a violent feeling of weights pressing on my ears; the actual noise was indescribable.  My nose felt as if 
it wanted to bleed, and I instinctively bit deeper into the book between my teeth.  I think the crash must 
have been the bombs that landed in the Courts, because I distinctly remember hearing all the windows for 
a long way round go tinkling in little pieces.  There was a sudden blast of hot air, and a smell which my small 
experience of chemical analysis made me at once say to myself “nitrogen peroxide”.  There was a cloud of 
yellow smoke, and something prompted me to sit up.  I saw, down in the direction of the Half Moon Hotel, 
a great spout, or perhaps fountain of earth, debris and rubble belching skywards.  This must have been the 
bomb that hit Ireland’s [Harry Ireland, saddler, died when his shop in Half Moon Street received a direct 
hit]. 
My actual thoughts during the colossal crash was that “Stukas” were dive bombing the Courts. My reason 
for this was that on O.T.C. parade, the last Friday, a Hun reconnaissance plane had been over, and had been 
fired on in the far distance.  I thought he had probably seen us in uniform, and come over for a second 
visit.  Then the crashes changed into an incessant roar, of not nearly so great intensity, and eventually died 
down.  A little while afterwards, Scott the lab demonstrator [Stanley Westcott Scott (1908-?), laboratory 
demonstrator] and Mr Davis [Henry Cecil Waring Davis (1903-1989) assistant master 1928-1967] arrived in 
the Cloisters. Mr Davis was green, but Scott, commonly known as “Mooney” was as unperturbed as if a 
careless person had dropped a flask, instead of a few tons of high explosive.  To say he was covered in 
plaster does not give the full effect. One of the lenses of his spectacles was white with dust, which gave him 
a comical effect.  His hair looked as if it had turned grey overnight, but he still had that amiable grin on his 
broad moon-like face, and said cheerfully, rubbing his hands together, “Hallo Evatt”, as if I had met him in 
the lab.  He then said to me “D’you know Hen (Mr Davis) wasn’t at all frightened.”  I afterwards learnt they 
had both been sheltering in the passage by the heat lab and two heavy oaken doors had gone sailing 
past.  Another three inches further out in the passage, and they would have both been certainly dead. 
I have never heard anything, no not even a tea party, for the conversation in those Cloisters.  I met Mr 
Gervis [Henry Shorland Gervis (1897-1968) assistant master 1921-1964] who began to talk to me in his 
typical halting manner about the physical phenomena of it all.  I really do take off my hat to the 
Headmaster for arriving in the Cloisters, not noticeably perturbed, in a pair of pyjamas and dressing gown. 
No propagandist could have designed any device more calculated to raise the general morale. He was 
cheered to the echo. 
No one was upset, one or two people were a bit green and shaky, but on the whole everyone was very 
cheerful, though I believe they were only cheerful because their lives had been spared by some 
tremendous miracle. 
 



Philip Canning FARRANT (1925-1998) 
Attended Sherborne School (Abbeylands) September 1938-July 1943, exhibitioner, Upper 6th. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 15. 
‘Impressions of Sept 30th 1940’. 
It was a nice afternoon.  Decidedly nice since we were nearly starting October.  The sun was shining as 
much as the clouds in front of it would allow.  Since the beginning of afternoon school, except for the first 
ten minutes or so, we had been sheltering, sheltering because the siren had sounded.  Everyone knew what 
that meant – that bombs would be dropped on defenceless women and children somewhere.  Besides that 
it was the second warning we had had that day, the first day of the term when we had missed amounts of 
work. 
Most people thought it was just another of those day-raids when forces of bombers about 30 strong go 
over being continually attacked by fighters.  Everyone was either sitting down on walking up and down the 
cloisters chatting to friends about the latest rumours or scandals. I, myself, had walked up to have a look at 
the Roll of Honours on the Chapel Notice board.  I had just seen that there were no new additions when I 
heard a flight of aeroplanes flying lower than usual, in fact they must have been diving, but why diving, why 
were fighters diving at Sherborne, or were they really British fighters?  In the distance came confirmation of 
my doubts – a far off muffled noise, then another, again another, this time louder – I ran to the main 
cloisters, jumping the steps in my haste.  Were they dropping bombs?  Yes they were on us.  Each sound 
was louder, nearer – then they stopped, how lucky to have stopped before they reached us – but had they 
stopped?  No on they came again.  We had thrown ourselves to the dusty floor immediately they started 
and now it seemed necessary. Surely they must have stopped by now?  But no, a high-pitched devilish 
whistling – a sickening thud when the stones shook as if in an earthquake, and broken glass falling with a 
merry tinkle on the ground. 
Then I looked up; dust was everywhere and broken glass abounded.  It seemed as though the last bomb 
must have been the one near us for I had heard no other thuds or whistlings.  Everyone else began to raise 
their heads and sit up.  Then we smelt a horrible smell, wafted over from the Courts. It was the smell of 
cordite, of exploded cordite. By this time we were all sitting up and conversation began again, but not on 
the subject in the middle of which it had been interrupted.  ‘I wonder where the nearest one was’, ‘Quite a 
distance I should think’, ‘Did you hear that horrible whistling’, ‘I wonder if anyone’s hurt.’ 
Planes still roared overhead and everyone listened intently for expected thuds and breathed again when 
the noise of the engines died away.  Then someone ventured to look over the protecting sandbags and to 
his surprise saw four craters in the courts, as if some hand had moved the ground.  I did not know it was as 
close as that and thought that more names would have to be added to the Roll of Honour.  Then a cheer 
arose and everyone joined in, not knowing why until afterwards [I was] told it was a parachute 
floating  earthwards in a sunny sky.  A sudden silence – why? No, not bombs but a Headmaster’s 
speech [Alexander Ross Wallace (1891-1982) Headmaster 1934-1950], delivered impromptu as none before 
in history.  So no one had been hurt; how lucky it was.  Then we went out of the cloisters, paused to find 
splinters in the bomb craters and went back to French- the normal routine. 
 
Michael Edward FISHER (later HAMILTON-FLETCHER) (1926-2009) 
Attended Sherborne School (The Green) September 1939-April 1941. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 14. 
‘The famous Blitz of Sherborne’. 
It was at about four thirty, when the first traces of anything happened.  We (that is to say form two B) were 
working in the Geography Room with Mr Ranken [Kenneth Francis Fowler Ranken (1904-1982) assistant 
master 1933-1968] when the warning went and so we at once crossed the road and went into the cloisters, 
which were the recognised shelters. 
Nothing happened for about another ten minutes, and by this time people were getting tired of standing 
up, and so some had sat down.  At last there was a feint thud in the distance, and then they rapidly came 
nearer getting louder and louder, and someone shouted “lie down” and at once everyone obeyed.  Soon 
the bombs were dropping all around, when the ones dropped in the Courts, the person I was lying next to 
said “that’s a bit too close to be nice”.  At the same time most of the windows in the pound broke which 
added to the confusion.  The whole thing was over within two minutes, but they were the worst two 



minutes I have ever had.  As soon as the noise was over people began to get up, but they were told to lie 
down again. 
The bombs did not sound as near as they actually were, and when someone said that there was a huge 
crater in the Courts, I must say I was very astounded.  Quarter of an hour later we were told that the all 
clear had gone, but of course they could not actually sound the siren as there was no electricity. We were 
told to go straight back to our houses, but we did not go straight back as we were too interested in looking 
at the craters.  Having got back to the house, we got tea at about seven o’clock.  The talk at tea was about 
the raid the whole time. 
 
John Anthony Balck FOOTE (later BALCK-FOOTE)(1924-1944) 
Attended Sherborne School (School House) May 1938-July 1942. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 16. 
‘My impressions of September 30th 1940’, IV B. English Essay, 12 February 1941. 
At about half past four on Monday afternoon on the 30th September, when the School had settled down for 
the afternoon periods, we heard the “banshee wailing” of the sirens. Nobody took any particular notice as 
we had had several daylight ’alerts’ before, and nothing out of the ordinary had so far happened except for 
the low pitched drone of enemy machines. When that particular ‘alert’ was sounded I was in Room 13 
trying to do some Geometry. If I remember rightly it had been quite a fine day, rather cloudy, but no rain. 
The sun was setting or just about to set at the time, it wasn’t a magnificent sunset, but just an ordinary one, 
one would expect on such a day. 
For the first five minutes of the ‘alert’ everything was peace and quiet, and I really didn’t pay much 
attention to the outside world.  But suddenly I looked up. Had I heard something?  I listened again – yes, it 
was unmistakable this time – the continued low pitch drone of bombers.  The thought flashed through my 
mind – where were they bound?  Yeovil, Bristol, or some important town further inland?  I think I must 
have been one of the first to look up, for a little later I saw the rest of the form raise their heads.  The 
master taking us saw that & told us to get on with our work & pay attention to him as he was just about to 
explain something on the blackboard.  Before he began, however, he reminded us what to do if bombs 
should fall i.e. climb under the desks & keep away from the windows.  Hardly had he finished his sentence, 
when I thought, (and I think a good many others thought) I heard somebody rather heavy trying to get in 
through the door.  But hardly had the thought flashed through our minds when there was another thump – 
then another and another getting nearer each time.  No – it was impossible, there could be no person 
trying to get into the room. Those thumps were bombs, bombs & more bombs – what else could they be? 
Then, with one accord everybody shot under the desks & they came nearer, nearer & nearer. Then the 
whole place seemed to shake. “By Jove that’s a near one” I thought.  It is us not Yeovil or Bristol that’s in for 
it. I grit my teeth & crouched lower.  It felt more like an earthquake than anything else, the whole place 
seemed to rise several feet, quiver & then fall sharply back again. Then for a fleeting second thoughts like 
this flashed through my mind. What happened if there is a direct hit?  If the roof falls in? Splinter & debris 
are hurled at you like thunderbolts? But no sooner had they entered my mind, they went.  There seemed to 
be a lull.  I and a few others gingerly got up. No sooner had I poked my head over the top of the desk that I 
was down in a shot.  A whining whistling noise was descending uncomfortably nearer.  A second or two 
later it landed – the whole place shook from top to bottom, the windows were blown in & scattered all 
over the floor, the whole place was filled with dust & rubble & the place stunked of cordite.  That’s the 
Science buildings gone up, I thought and still they fell screaming, “thudding” & shaking and almost 
deafening you.  What seemed an eternity dragged to an end.  The whole “incident” took about 3½ 
minutes.  After a lull of about half a minute we slowly got up and shook all the dust and filth from our 
clothes.  Almost immediately someone from outside shouted, “All in the cloisters. Hurry up please.”  We 
wended our way there without further ado, and stayed there for about twenty minutes.  We were then 
told that the “all clear” had “sounded”, but the electricity, gas & water mains were out of order.  We then 
teemed out into the Courts to find it compassed by one huge crater & two smaller ones. Then I set off by 
myself & later on with a group of people to look at the damage.  The Science buildings still stood, though 
badly damaged, the class room slightly battered in places & the Big Schoolroom tottering, but the cloisters 
were unharmed.  Then the usual notices that nearly always appear after a raid, & were seen denoting the 
presence of time bombs. 

https://www.flickr.com/photos/sherborneschoolarchives/9414951492/in/album-72157634886701456/


At first sight, the whole town looked as though it had been lifted up & thrown violently down again twenty 
miles off.  But as the days passed, things began to look & be normal again, and I was truly thankful that I & 
everybody else had escaped possible death or serious injury.  Sherborne has certainly been in the war, like 
a good many other “blitzed” towns & cities, has come through it with spirit undaunted ready to stand up to 
anything more fate may decree.  At any rate we still have with us the “silent influence of the Abbey.” 
 
David Meadows FORSELL (1925-2010) 
Attended Sherborne School (Abbeylands) September 1938-March 1942, 6th form. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 15. 
‘The air raid on Sherborne’ 
It was Monday afternoon and I was feeling tired, partly, I suppose, because it was Monday and partly 
because Mr Thomas’s [Meredith Dillon Thomas MC (1894-1979) assistant master 1921-1954] English period 
always has a soporific effect on me.  The class was meant to be reading “good books”, the works of such 
writers as Dickens, Thackeray or Tennyson; I myself was reading one of the books of P.G. Wodehouse which 
was carefully screened from view by a large Waverley novel. 
The siren sounded and its noise made most of us rather pleased; some because they would probably miss 
the next period, or at least a part of it, as they were members of house fire squads; others because they 
could now read the books of their own choosing without the camouflage of a classical volume as Mr 
Thomas was an air raid warden and had to report to his post for duty. 
As the classroom in which we were was not made too strongly, we crossed over the road to Abbey House 
to seek shelter there. Mr Parry-Jones [Percival Edward Holland Parry-Jones (1892-1942) assistant master 
1919-1942, Housemaster of Abbey House 1928-1942] ushered us into the dayroom and told us to continue 
with our work; and “If there are any bombs, just hop beneath the table”, he added in his peculiar joking 
manner.  We all tittered with “counterfeited glee”, and went on reading our books. 
After we had been in the room for about three minutes the sound of German aircraft came to our ears.  I 
knew they were German machines, because I had not spent a good part of my holidays during that troubled 
summer near a great naval base without being able to recognise the hum of their engines.  We all looked 
up and for a moment were paralysed like rabbits on seeing the approach of a ferret.  We certainly had not 
expected this. 
Then it happened; somewhere in the distance there was a dull thud of an exploding bomb, then another 
and another, each thud coming alarmingly nearer.  We dived beneath the table; my movement was a literal 
dive, and heard the sound of the bursting bombs come closer and closer.  The room vibrated and the 
window panes rattled.  Bits of earth and stone came flying in and fell onto the top of the tables. One of the 
pieces looked remarkably like a man’s hand, but as it bumped on the floor and broke into several pieces I 
knew it could not be.  The German aeroplanes flew on and we could hear the sound of the bursting bombs 
die away.  There was silence for a moment or two, then the shrieks of a dying dog cut the air and brought 
me back to reality.  Ambulances moved to and fro through the debris to bring help to the shattered mind or 
body of some unlucky person. 
During the attack, while I was beneath the table, I remembered three distinct things which I know will 
remain with me until I die.  When the bombs began to fall I cursed Hitler as best I was able; then, as the 
bombs came closer this rage changed to a feeling of horrible homesickness, the like of which I never wish to 
experience again while I live; then as the noise died away I felt furious with Mr Parry-Jones for his joking 
remark when we entered the room. 
When I went back to my house to clear up broken windows, bits of plaster, earth and fragments of rock, I 
felt very excited: but that evening when the German bombers crossed above the town, I was terrified, far 
more so than during the bombing itself; it was not so much the fear of being the target of the “Luftwaffe” 
once more that brought about this feeling, as much as the terror of having to undergo that feeling of 
homesickness a second time.  That fear has almost vanished now; but when I am away from home and am 
out of doors under the blanket of night and the anti-aircraft shells burst around German aeroplanes, I see 
myself beneath the table in the dayroom and this fear creeps upon me once more. 
I have put down the events as I know them and in all truth and doubles if I reach a great enough age I shall 
take great delight in telling my grandchildren these things that I have recorded. 
 



Peter Martin FOSTER (1924-2004) 
Attended Sherborne School (School House) September 1938-December 1942, Scholar, Upper 6th, School 
Prefect, Head of House, Huish Exhibition. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 16. 
‘Air-Raid Impressions’. 
I cannot rightly remember what the weather was doing on September 30th but have a vague impression of 
a cloudy sky, at any rate, in the afternoon; this is, I believe, born out by the attack being, it was stated 
afterwards, delivered from cloud at c.10,000ft.  The “warning” sounded at the beginning of the first period 
in the afternoon and a classful of boys from upstairs had joined us for greater safety in No.5 Room. 
The first intimation of the approaching storm was a sudden rattling of the door, which created a most weird 
sensation. Even then I, at least, did not fully grasp its significance and grinned at my neighbour because of 
the welcome diversion in a rather dreary summer afternoon’s Spanish period, for Mr Baker [Henry Howard 
Baker (1902-1977) assistant master 1929-1965] was not the man to give up work for an air raid warning. 
However, we were not long left in doubt.  One “crump” followed another and we were soon all under our 
desks, including Mr Baker!  On looking back it seems amazing the time we seemed to spend under those 
desks before the bombs really got close, considering it could have been little more than 20 to 30 secs taking 
the ‘planes’ seed as 250 mph and the first distinct rumbling which we heard as 2 miles away.  It is probably 
incorrect to say “one crump” after another – it was more an ever loudening rumble, exactly what I have 
always imagined an earthquake to be like; it was only the last few which we could distinguish as individual 
bombs.  The final ones which completed the crescendo sounded like an enormously heavy weight being 
dropped on the floor above us. 
As they had come, they went till they were nothing but a rumble in the distance and again it seemed years 
before all was silent.  That all was silent is strictly incorrect, for some time after the noise of bombs had 
ceased we heard ‘planes overhead and I am ready to admit I was rather afraid they might come back.  In 
actual fact I believe it was our fighters. It was a goodish time before the first head appeared and a little 
longer before Mr Baker cocked a wary eye round the door and announced with considerable satisfaction 
that there was a large crater twenty yards from the windows.  Soon after the Headmaster appeared in his 
dressing gown to announce that there was an unexploded bomb in Perry’s garden [Joseph James Perry 
(1870-1941) school gardener for 33 years (1908-1941), lived at what is now the Bursary] and that we must 
move to the Cloisters. 
So much for facts, now for impressions. I have already mentioned the seemingly unending length of time. 
Next I admit fear.  The buildings seemed a sort of trap and I would have felt far happier, though quite 
unjustifiably, outside. I had no fear of being killed – not the physical action – but felt many regrets for what 
I would miss and a genuine fear of being buried or maimed.  I don’t mind admitting that I thought that at 
any rate I would soon discover the secret of the mystery of death – in short I thought we were for it.  The 
next impression was a wonder of the little broken glass there was in the room – only the last bomb 
succeeded in breaking any windows.  The next impression I have is that when Mr Baker first attempted to 
go out to see what had happened, he was sternly advised not to go by the senior members of the form, 
who in the excitement forgot themselves; this particularly impressed me as I always like to imagine that 
nothing ever works me up much and I found myself suddenly coming to after a period of excitement and 
laughing at myself.  The next impression was genuine amazement that none of the buildings had been 
damaged more than superficially and amazement too at the size of the crater in the Courts.  Finally, though 
this has now become a platitude, I was impressed by the complete absence of panic or hysteria, though the 
form from upstairs were quite young. 
 
Denzil Kingson FREETH (1924-2010) 
Attended Sherborne School (Abbey House) September 1938-December 1942, Scholar, Barnes Elocution 
prize 1941. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 16. 
‘The Bombing’ 
September the thirtieth. A fine clear afternoon.  Spanish in Room 5 with Mr Baker [Henry Howard Baker 
(1902-1977), assistant master 1929-1965].  Four-thirty.  “There goes the siren”.  Smiles. “We have only had 
two Spanish Periods this term with it.”  Sounds of  disturbance upstairs.  The first form file in.  Mr Bell 
leaving in smiles: “Look after my chickens will you?” 



Mr Baker loudly: “Sit down and keep quiet. I am going on with my lesson.”  Consternation: “Work during an 
air raid?  Infamous!”  Spanish translation. Rather boring. Must be alert though.  Dignity in front of these 
first formers.  Giggling at the back.  First form on the floor as not enough desks.  Then suddenly without any 
warning the door handle began to rattle and the whole earth seemed to quiver with the tidings of evil; 
foreboding filled me.  “Get under your desks” said Mr Baker and dived like a homing rabbit beneath his.  I 
got down under mine.  I crouched filled with a pleasant, hoping, fearing, dreading, anticipation. 
Then it began.  I cannot describe it; I can only put down an impression.  The ground, the sky, the whole 
universe shrieked and shook, beaten by terrible explosions.  A roar as of a hundred tube trains, Broadway, 
London, Paris, Panama and the rumbling fires of Hell.  More explosions.  Nearer.  Nearer. Can I get into the 
wall?  O God, if only I could press myself into this wall, I should be safe.  Safe, do you hear?  They are over 
us.  They attacking us, bombing us, Sherborne.  The end will be any time now.  God, don’t let me be buried 
under debris. I don’t mind dying.  But don’t let me lie there cold, bleeding, wounded, unable to move; 
perhaps buried alive.  Why have I got to die?  Please God don’t let me die.  Glass crashing round.  My 
fingers in my ears.  O God – and the noise dies away in the distance.  I relax. I am shaking.  I can’t control 
my leg.  But I am alive.  We are all alive.  Thank God.  What a smell!  Like gunpowder or fireworks.  “Stay 
down”. Scott crawls across to Webber and me by the wall.  Silence. Mr Baker gets up; goes outside.  “There 
are two large craters in the courts.”  Later called by the Headmaster [Alexander Ross Wallace (1891-1982) 
Headmaster 1934-1950]. He looks shaken up.  What a mess.  Back to the house [Abbey House]. “Clear up 
your studies.” Two windows gone.  But there was an unexploded across the road.  We had to keep out of 
our studies. No light. No water.  “Do you think we shall go home?”  But we didn’t.  A night on the 
floor.  Three air raids.  Fires still burning up Newlands. 
“And down the long and silent street, 
The dawn, with silver-sandalled feet, 
Crept like a frightened girl.” 
(Oscar Wilde) 
 
Robert Maurice GIBBON (1926-2004) 
Attended Sherborne School (Harper House) May 1940-July 1944, Upper 6th form, School Prefect, Head of 
House, XI 1944, XV 1942, 1943 (captain), Hockey 1943, 1944. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 14. 
‘The Warning was Necessary!’, 12/2/41. 
On Monday September 30th the siren went during the first afternoon lesson.  I was in the ‘cowshed’ [Devitt 
Court] when it went off and took refuge in the pound [computer room in the library], and sat down on the 
window ledge nearer the courts. Somebody sat down on the other side of the window.  After about ten 
minutes the window began to rattle a bit and I wondered what the boy on the other side was 
doing.  Suddenly the order came to lie down, so I went and lay down between two bookshelves.  By now 
certain thumps and noises were to be heard, as of approaching bombs. They came nearer & nearer and I 
felt a pressure on my eardrums so I opened my mouth and put my hands on my ears.  Still near came the 
bombs and I began to wonder who soon a bomb would land on top of us.  Suddenly the whole building 
shook & trembled as two bombs burst in the middle of the courts.  Plaster came off the ceiling, window 
panes broke and the air was filled with dust and cordite.  As the bombs came so they went away and all the 
boys were left unhurt.  How we escaped I don’t know, it may have been a miracle or it may have been the 
good solid stone with which the school is made.  The fact remains however that we all got up when the 
word was passed (the siren having been put out of action) and went back to our houses. 
 
Patrick William GILES (1926-2013) 
Attended Sherborne School (School House) September 1940-July 1944. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 14. 
‘Sherborne’s first blitz of the 2nd Great War’.  English Hall. 17/2/1941. 
On Monday, September the 30th 1940, Sherborne School had been back 10 days and had already heard the 
siren quite a lot.  But on this day, Monday September the 30th we were to have more than an alert!  At 
about 4.45 pm, the siren was sounded once again, and the usual routine followed. People working in an 
upstairs classroom went down to the ground floor one directly beneath them, while people in the science 
laboratories and art school and any other different places proceeded to the cloisters. Our form, IIa, were in 



Room 16 with Mr Whittle [Charles James Richardson Whittle (1921-2001) temporary assistant master 1940] 
doing History when the siren went.    When we heard it we gathered up our books and went downstairs to 
Room 14 where Mr Parkes [B. Parkes, temporary assistant master 1940-1942] was taking, I think, a History 
lesson.  I, and I daresay one or two others were very glad that the siren went because we had to write an 
essay on “The 30 Years’ War”, which I knew very little about, and I thought we probably wouldn’t have to 
continue it, or rather start it.  Well, we were fixed up now and so were other people and we were told to 
start working. I was sitting on the first desk on the end, nearest to the window. I didn’t start my essay 
straight away, but thought about nothing, as far as I can remember, for a few minutes and then I started. I 
had just written the heading of the essay when we all heard an explosion in the Yeovil direction. We all 
looked up and then there was another explosion and we took cover underneath the desks.  Then bombs 
were falling good and proper.  They sounded like miniature screaming bombs to me.  Glass was shattered. 
 
David Robert Maxwell GLASSE (1926-1949) 
Attended Sherborne School (Elmdene [now Wallace House] & School House), May 1940-July 1944. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 14. 
‘September 30th 1940’ 
When the Air Raid Alarm was sounded, I had to run back to Elmdene [Wallace House] as I was in the fire-
squad.  When we had been sitting in the passage for about a quarter of an hour, we heard ‘planes coming 
over and  they sounded like Huns, then suddenly the doors and windows began to rattle.  The air was filled 
with dust and there was a horrible whineing, punctuated by dull thumps and thuds. 
We all crouched on the floor, and the doors blew open, but nobody troubled about them.  Luckily Elmdene 
was sheltered from the blast by other houses, and the whole show was over in about three minutes.  It was 
over so quickly that I only began to feel frightened afterwards, and even that did not last long as we all 
went up into an upper dormitory to watch a big fire that had broken out in Long Street direction.  Suddenly 
four Bristol Fighters came over from Yeovil and flew round in the smoke which had risen to about 800 feet. 
When the rest of the house came back at about 5’clock they told us that there had been 4 bombs in the 
courts and one in the road outside the armoury. 
The next day we discovered that there was an unexploded bomb in the road outside Phillips [now the 
Melbury Gallery] in Half Moon Street.  So we were told that we were going to sleep in sleeping bags in 
School House Reading Room and that we would have our meals in the San.  When we got back to Elmdene, 
I was so used to sleeping in a bag that I couldn’t get used to a bed at first.  Newlands was very heavily 
bombed and so was Lenthay.  6 bombs fell on the Playing Fields, one in the Headmaster’s Garden and a 
time bomb in Parry-Jones’ [Abbey House], which went off about four hours later. 
 
Patrick Galloway GRATTAN (1927-2002) 
Attended Sherborne School (Westcott House) September 1940-March 1945, 6th form, Hockey 1945. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 13. 
‘The Air-Raid on Sherborne’, 11/3/41. 
I was in the Geography room when the siren went and I walked slowly across the road, looking upward for 
any sign of activity in the sky. I entered the cloisters and lay down just in front of the board where the 
whereabouts of masters are put up, then I took out my book and started to read – not my Geography book 
as I had been told, but an entertaining novel of Leslie Charteris. 
After I had read for about quarter of an hour I got up and went off to speak to someone in another part of 
the cloisters.  As I was returning I heard some ‘planes flying over - it seemed to me that they were very low 
- and then I heard some explosions in the distance which I took to be anti-aircraft fire.  Suddenly I heard a 
whistle and Graham shouted to everyone to lie down. There was a terrific explosion and I lay down just 
under the OTC board. In a few second there was silence and I thought that it was all over, but far from 
being all over it had scarcely begun. Suddenly I heard the bombs whistling down and they burst one after 
each other with a terrific noise: for a moment or two there was silence and I remember glancing up to the 
roof of the cloisters to see how they were standing it, however before I could see how they were the din 
had started again, crash followed crash with amazing rapidity.  Then as quickly as it had started the drone 
of the engines and roar of exploding bombs died away.  For a minute or two I was a bit dazed but when I 
had discovered that I was alright (except for slight bruises & cuts caused by flying stones and glass) I looked 
around.  Most people seemed to be standing up and looking round, whilst they wiped the dust from their 



clothes. I could not see anyone hurt but at first I thought that some people must have been injured, 
however after I had had a good look round and made sure that everyone was alright I looked to see where 
the bombs had fallen… 
I have since the 30th of September been through a good number of very heavy raids in Plymouth, but since 
this was really my most exciting experience I find that many details stick in my mind.  I always thought that 
where I had to face a heavy bombing I would completely fail to keep my head and become really very 
frightened, but curiously enough I found myself quite cool and composed, the reason for this is I suppose 
that one is so unprepared that one gets such a shock that all ones emotions are stilled.  I must say that I 
was most favourably impressed with the way in which people in authority recovered and took in hand what 
promised to be a very tricky position. 
I sincerely trust that such a historic town as Sherborne will never again be submitted to such a ruthless 
attack.  But I suppose it must bring a certain amount of pleasure to the souls [?] of Goering and his 
Luftwaffe gangsters and certainly the bombs which did such damage here would have done far more 
damage to an important military objective. 
 
Nicholas Robert GREVILLE (1924-2009) 
Attended Sherborne School (Harper House) September 1938-July 1942, Scholar, Upper 6th form, School 
Prefect. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 15. 
‘The 30th September 1940. 4.30pm-5.30pm’ 
When the sirens sounded I went down into a ground –floor classroom with my mind at ease. Several times 
before we had taken shelter & nothing had happened.  Curiously enough, every warning we had had 
previously had sounded in an English period. I wondered, light-heartedly, when we should have a full 
English period.  I sat on the floor of the classroom with the prospect of three-quarters of an hour of ease & 
boredom. Of course nothing would happen. How ridiculous that it should! The Germans only bombed 
London.  I knew it because I had been there only a fortnight previously. So I sat & talked to my neighbours 
& wondered, rather testily, why I had to get dusty sitting on the floor when the whole routine was only to 
ease the parents’ minds.  After about fifteen minutes, there were several dull thuds over towards Lenthay; 
bombs, I thought to myself, not realising what was happening.  The noise of the explosions became louder 
& more frequent. I still did not fully realise what was happening: I knew we were being bombed, but, after 
all, I had been bombed in London, & that’s the only place the Germans bomb, thought I.  This idea stuck 
firmly in my head all through the bombardment. It was so well placed that even facts could not drive it out 
for some time. 
The explosions came nearer, I could hear the whistle of the bombs.  There was a very loud whistle & sharp 
explosion, sounding as if it came from the Headmaster’s garden.  Directly after that there was another 
explosion, not so loud, coming from the Courts.  I saw an orange-brown flame, followed by a cloud of dust, I 
thought that the Cloisters had been hit.  So sure was I of this that I began to wonder who was taking refuge 
there from my House.  Even after this, & during these thoughts, I was not moved one little bit. I did not 
really care, at least, that was what it seemed, but I had not thought of the consequences from an emotional 
standpoint. 
After the explosion in the Courts the noise went to the east of the town.  Some, but by no means all, of the 
glass had fallen in, quite a little time after the explosion. This surprised me, I thought it would have been 
blown in violently.  Still greater was my surprise when I saw the Abbey still standing.  My neighbour’s first 
thought was for his camera.  I was still trying to grasp the whole situation.  Then the bombers 
returned.  This time we heard them & dived under desks & tables, but nothing happened.  The noise 
ceased. From first to last, the bombardment only lasted five minutes at the most.  After a time, I began to 
understand the situation.  My hand shook violently & I began to sweat a little.  However, I soon calmed 
down.  Everybody was very quiet.  Soon we were told that there was a crater only eight feet away from us; 
that simply astounded me.  According to all the laws, we should have been blown up. However, nothing 
could surprise me now.  I had had my fill & more than that I could not take. 
 
Douglas Venner HALL (1926-1948) 
Attended Sherborne School (Harper House) September 1940-July 1944, 6th form. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 14. 



‘30th of September’.  English Hall. 
There is only one reason why all the people in Sherborne remember this date.  The Sherborne ‘Blitz’ was in 
many ways inferior to those bigger industrial towns like Coventry and Birmingham.  It is true the damage 
was great, but, in my opinion the most amazing factor was the complete suddenness of it all. In about four 
minutes all was over, and the lives of many people had been ruined. 
My experience of it was nothing out of the ordinary.  At about 4 o’clock on that fateful afternoon, the siren 
performed its duty, and I walked into the School Pound with only the feeling that one more lesson had 
been missed.  After wandering round for a few minutes looking for a book, I gave it up and started some of 
my ‘hall’. I had been at this no more than ten minutes, when I noticed the barricaded windows in the 
pound, those facing towards the Abbey, to be shaking violently.  I wondered duly at this for a second or two 
and then I heard the distinct hum of an aeroplane above us.  Almost at once masters came into the room 
and shouted at us to lie down. Then came the bombs.  At first they sounded moderately far away, but they 
seemed to be gradually coming nearer and nearer until, with an amazing suddenness, the lights went out 
and there was only the sound of the bombs getting fainter and fainter.  With a sigh of relief I realised that 
the aeroplanes had passed overhead.  But we had to stay lying on the floor, and it was just as well for round 
they came again and this time the Courts got its share and the glass in the windows fell to the ground with 
a crash.  After about [?] minutes we all got up, but, until we went out of school we did not realise the full 
extent of the damage. 
 
Ranald Philip Clayton HANDFIELD-JONES (1923-2016) 
Attended Sherborne School (Harper House) January 1937-September 1941, 6th form. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 17. 
Essay 
I had been staying at Oxford for a week, and I returned on Thursday the third of October.  I had no idea that 
anything might be out of the ordinary and was not unduly surprised when I saw a ‘Road Closed’ sign at the 
top of Cheap Street.  Such things had appeared before when there was an A.R.P. practice. 
Walking along Newlands I came to a group of people standing round a few shattered walls & a heap of 
rocks and wood that had once been a house, so familiar as to attract no attention.  I thought of the house a 
few doors away which had been set on fire: there had been people standing around then, but they had 
looked more interested as if fire was less easily understood than the German mentality.  It was difficult to 
believe at first that not only this house but many more like it had been destroyed by bombs: it made one 
wonder what the Germans were really like, they seemed remote and incomprehensible until once came 
face to face with their handiwork. 
I asked one of the small group of people standing around whether Harper House had been hit, and the 
person thought not but was not sure, so I started down Newlands towards Hound Street.  What surprised 
me more than anything was that the damage was comparatively slight.  I had a preconceived idea that 
when a bomb landed in a street, the houses on either side for a distance of twenty or thirty yards would be 
either demolished or uninhabitable.  However, a direct hit on a house had sometimes only removed the 
roof and two of the outside walls. 
Harper House has a vast pile of earth which had been removed from the top step in the yard and the lawn 
and the field over the wall were liberally spattered with earth.  Then came the meeting of friends, the vivid 
tales and personal experiences: pictures of columns of smoke from bursting bombs, the blast that made 
ones hair stand on end.  Finally a feeling of having missed something. 
 
Anthony Hall Harrison HARBOTTLE (1925-2009) 
Attended Sherborne School (The Green) September 1939-July 1943. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 15. 
‘Monday September 30th. 1940’ 
Few Shirburnians will ever forget the evening of Monday September 30th, when a barbarous attack upon 
Sherborne was made by Nazi bombers. 
At the time of the alert, at 4.25, we were having an Algebra lesson in Room 1.  The classroom above us 
came down to our room, as was the usual procedure in such circumstances.  Work for us proceeded as 
usual and we were told to finish a sum.  About ten minutes later the Hall was set, in case Mr X [Albert 



George Dare (1883-1964) temporary assistant master 1940-1946] did not see us again – little did we think 
at the time that this might have been so! 
All went well for about twenty minutes, the hum of passing aircraft being constantly heard.  Then distant 
rumblings soon became audible, followed by a violent shaking to and fro of the classroom door – no human 
being could have done this, so vehement was the vibration.  At this amazing incident we were advised to 
seek shelter under our desks.  No sooner had we done this than the din increased twenty fold.  Before we 
had had time to consider this, a sonorous explosion shook the whole room.  I, for one, put my fingers in my 
ears to try in vain to shut out the chaos, and at the same time muttering prayers for deliverance.  At the 
same instant there was, so I am told, a loud and piercing whistle – a salvo of our bombs had dropped in the 
Courts, barely twenty yards away!  The only two indications of this was a shower of earth, which I could just 
see out of the corner of my eye, and the panes of glass which fell dejectedly into thousands of shattered 
splinters onto the floor.  A few seconds later the atmosphere was hazy with chloride, the effects from 
which some people are still suffering.  A few of the uninitiated thought, as well they might, that this 
menace was some form of gas.  During the period in which we cowered under our desks in terror, my 
eardrums seemed constantly to be moving in and out. 
After the four bombs in the Courts we were all dumb-founded.  One or two gingerly stood up and peered 
out of the window.  The Custos [William Norton, School Custos 1938-1964] looked in to enquire if anyone 
was hurt, one of the masters then went out to see the Headmaster, and came back to inform us that no 
one was hurt.  We were then summoned to the cloisters.  While walking across the Courts untold damage 
could be witnessed.  Pieces of leaden window frames were hanging despondently, as if suspended in mid-
air, all twisted and shattered.  Cruel scars were to be seen on the stone walls, craters twenty feet and more 
in diameter were gaping at us, as we crossed the Courts on that fateful afternoon.  Many pocketed pieces 
of shrapnel, later to be kept as prized souvenirs.  There was truly change and decay in all around we saw, 
though the destruction wrought might have been a hundred times worse. 
When we arrived in the Cloisters, many were talking and laughing cheerfully, none the worse for their 
providential escape from the jaws of death.  Suddenly there was a hush, the Headmaster [Alexander Ross 
Wallace (1891-1982) Headmaster 1934-1950]was speaking to us.  In an unemotional voice he told us to go 
back to our Houses and, “Work, work, work!”  Several had lost valuable possessions, but all were thankful 
to have been spared. 
On the way back several Spitfires could be seen and heard circling round.  Going up the hill [Hospital Lane] I 
saw a workman with a gory bandage round his head, making his way to the Hospital, but looking as cheerful 
as ever.  Since there was neither gas, electricity, nor water, the “Raiders Passed” was never sounded, and 
thus it was we found ourselves eating a ham roll for tea, and two large kettles boiling on the coke fire [at 
The Green].  Later on, after much gossip, we vainly tried to do our Hall by candle-light, during which time 
we dispatched brief postcards to our parents to tell them that we were safe after our escape. 
We had an early bed, just before settling in our attention was riveted on a burning house, not far 
distant.  The rafters could clearly be seen against the red glow.  The fire was due more to mismanagement 
and carelessness, I believe, than to anything else.  During the night we were called up no less than three 
times by police whistles.  At about 2 o’clock there was a violent explosion – one of the time-bombs dropped 
during the raid had exploded.  This was followed a few minutes later by another explosion, and the sound 
of falling masonry.  Neither of the bombs did serious damage.  The suspension while waiting for the 
explosion was ghastly; no more exploded, however, and the rest of the night was spent in comparative 
peace and calm. 
Our miraculous escape was due to One, and only One, as the Headmaster said in Chapel the following 
morning.  Such an escape, and such an experience, is certainly not likely to be forgotten by anyone of us, 
even in our wildest moments. 
 
David St. Clair HARCOURT (1922-2004) 
Attended Sherborne School (Lyon House) September 1936-July 1941, 6th form, School Prefect, Head of 
House. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 17. 
'Sept 30th 1940’. 
Being a member of the School contingent of the Home Guard, I returned to my house when the air raid 
warning sounded on the thirtieth of September, the day of the raid.  I had just installed myself comfortably 



in a chair in the passage allotted for use by the Home Guard section in my house, when the six doors, which 
occupy most of the walls of the passage, began to shake violently backwards & forwards.  At first I put this 
down to some abnormal wind, & then hearing the explosions above the crashing of the doors, I realised 
that it must be due to blast. 
The noise continued in a rising crescendo, culminating in one terrific roar as a bomb fell about twenty yards 
away in the road, from then onwards, however, the explosions died away, & the crash of tiles, plaster & 
glass told us that some damage had been done. In the middle of all the fracas the Home Guard section, 
who had been crouching down between the doors, suddenly decided, as one man, to make a bolt for the 
reinforced passage on the ground floor, by the time they reached it, however, the noise had subsided so we 
all began to inspect the damage.  The yard was filled with large chunks of clay, hurled up by the bombs in 
the road & many windows in all parts of the house were smashed.  A thick cloud of dust hung over the 
town and the smell of cordite was most noticeable.  Curiously it never occurred to me to be anxious about 
the other boys down at the school.  So many bombs seemed to have fallen, that I did not think there were 
any in other parts of the town. 
 
John Nazeby HARRINGTON (b.1926) 
Attended Sherborne School (Lyon House) May 1940-July 1944. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 13. 
‘My experiences in the air raid of Sept 30th’, 2 November [1940]. 
On Sept 30th, 1940, the siren went at about 4.30 pm.  We immediately packed up, very joyfully, and went 
downstairs to No.14.  We were doing History with Mr Whittle [Charles James Richardson Whittle (1921-
2001) temporary assistant master 1940] in No.16.  We went on with our work for 10 mins, then we heard in 
the distance crash, bang, thud!  We got under the desks then, as the noise was coming nearer.  Then 
phewwwws!  Came a bomb then a whole cluster of them came whistling down. I certainly thought my last 
day had come. Crash! In came the glass of the window, and we all ducked instinctively, although that 
wouldn’t have helped much.  Clouds of smoke was rising from all over the place, and I began to think there 
couldn’t be much left of Sherborne.  It turned out there were bombs in the Courts, although they didn’t 
sound so loud as the ones on the other side of the classroom we were in.  Then there was what we thought 
a lull in the proceedings, but what turned out to be the end, so we dashed for the Cloisters to find many 
boys there already sitting on the broken glass. 
The raid seemed to last about 6 or 7 minutes but in reality it only lasted about 2½!  Nearly 300 bombs were 
dropped on Sherborne.  I think nearly everyone was a nervous wreck when the Huns had finished their 
handiwork.  There was bomb round Lyon House.  2½ minutes of agony! 
‘My experiences of the Sherborne “blitz”’, 17 February [1941]. 
On the 30th of September 1940 at about 4.30 pm, the siren went. Everyone moaned and groaned or 
cheered as the case may be, but no one thought anything about it, as we were having several round about 
then.  I was in classroom 16 at the time with my form and we all went down to the classroom below as the 
custom was.  We had been working there for about ten minutes when suddenly we heard a loud roar of 
aeroplane engines, and then dull thuds.  We all dived under the desks, and although some of us had never 
heard bombs before, everyone at once knew what was happening.  Thud! Thud! Boom! There they were, 
dropping incessantly for what seemed ages, but was only in fact about 90 seconds.  Smash! In came the 
glass and we all ducked instinctively.  The two masters who were in charge of us looked very funny 
crouching under the desks, and even in that awe inspiring moment I couldn’t help laughing.  The boy next 
to me was muttering incoherently about something to do with his tie, but I didn’t quite catch what he 
said.  At last!  The raid is over, and the raiders are dashing for the coast.  We learnt later that some of them 
were shot down.  I rise, cursing the Germans vehemently, and also feeling very frightened and not a little 
shaken.  My first thought was to see what had happened to the town. When I looked out of the window 
(without glass), I saw great clouds of smoke drifting over the town, and I say to myself “The town is 
completely smashed.  I wonder how many have escaped”.  This may seem ridiculous, but it was my first 
thoughts. 
We immediately rushed to the Cloisters, and find a mass of boys all sitting on the floor, in the midst of 
heaps of broken glass.  I fling myself down shivering, and wishing that I was in a shelter about 200 feet 
below the ground.  For everyone thought that they (the Germans) would return, but they didn’t.  We 
waited some minutes, and then we went out into the Courts to look at the craters.  There were 4 or 5 and 



they were not small.  A rumour went round that the tuck shop had been smashed, and that sweets were 
lying about all over the road, but since there were not very many sweets in the shop, no lone much cared 
or believed this rumour. 
Then we all went to our houses, but we were not allowed through the Headmaster’s Garden as there was a 
time bomb there. So the people in my house went right down past Mr Thompson’s House [Westcott House] 
and up Richmond Road, and there we came to a scene of more devastation.  Telephone wires lying all over 
the road, 5 bomb craters all around the house, an ambulance driving away with a dead man inside it 
[Arthur James Lintern (1878-1940), died in Mr Clephan Palmer’s garden at ‘South Hill’, Richmond Road], this 
was all enough to give one the feeling that he had had enough for one day.  That was all that night. Many 
people expected that there would be another raid on Sherborne for there were quite a few fires. 
There were in all some 350 bombs dropped in Sherborne district, but a very small percentage of that 
number managed to hit anything.  About 12 houses were completely smashed, and about 200 had some 
slight damage.  18 people lost their life in this, while not a immensely heavy raid, yet a very big one for a 
town of Sherborne’s size.  Lenthay district was plastered with bombs, and it was very lucky that not more 
people were killed.  Newlands road had several houses smashed.  Thus ended a very unpleasant experience 
for everyone, and one that I hope I will never go through again. 
 
Dennis Seymour HAWKINS (1923-1944) 
Attended Sherborne School (Harper House) September 1937-March 1942, Scholar, Upper 6th form, School 
Prefect, Head of House, XI 1940, 1941, XV 1941, Hockey 1941, 1942, CSM in JTC, PT Instructor with badge, 
member of Duffers. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 16. 
‘My impressions of the Air Raid, Sept 30th 1941’. 
The siren having sounded, we drifted in the usual routine manner to the lower floor classrooms, where we 
sat at desks & on the floor.  Not much work was done, & we chatted merrily until there were sounds of 
increased activity; the master in the classroom thought he heard the “ ’um of an ‘einkel”, & went out to 
investigate.  His impression proved correct, for about 10 seconds later he slid back into the classroom, 
slammed the door & lay on the floor, encouraging us to do so too.  I found this impossible, as the floor was 
already occupied in my immediate surroundings, so bent down covering my head with my hands.  Then the 
fun began; the bombs came nearer until one shook the place.  Then came a very near one which blew in 
the windows, and left a strong reek of cordite. During these close ones I was thinking to myself how I might 
get killed, would it be a bit of bomb, or a brick or beam?  I also had a strong feeling of “Here!  They can’t do 
this to me.”  After it had cleared up, there came the inevitable feeling of relief, & I wondered if anyone had 
got hurt or killed; and [?ended] that the frightened feeling had passed off came a certain amount of 
excitement, this was definitely somewhat out of the ordinary. At the time there is rather a tendency not to 
feel sympathetic with those who may have been killed, it is rather a feeling of “there was just as much 
chance of me being killed, & they just happened to be unlucky.”  It is not until afterwards that one realises 
just how lucky one was.  Lastly, on hearing that no one in the school was hurt, & seeing the holes in the 
Courts, & hearing of others, I am sure even the most sceptical must have begun to suspect that there is a 
God in Heaven. 
 
Richard Liddon HENSON (1923-1944) 
Attended Sherborne School (Harper House) September 1936-July 1941, 6th form, House Prefect, Corporal 
in JTC, member of Duffers. 
AGE ON 30 SEPTEMBER 1940: 17. 
‘Impressions of Sept. 30 1940’. 
Before August 1939 the very thought of war, with, as I believed, the accompanying horrors of attack from 
the air, were sufficient to make me tremble and bemoan the day that ever war should be declared. I felt 
almost sure that the moment hostilities began the whole German air force would take off from its various 
bases and systematically bomb the civilian population into submission.  But war came and I neither saw nor 
heard a hostile plane for months: my nerves were therefore, considerably quietened and I realised that I 
had completely overemphasised the terrors of aerial bombardment as I had formerly supposed them.  Even 
when the early summer air alarms betrayed the presence of German aircraft my fears were lulled even 
more than before. 
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Thus when on that fateful September 30 the air raid sirens once again wailed, I expected no systematic 
battering of the town, but felt almost certain that I should neither hear nor see any aerial activity.  Even 
when the distant drone of ‘planes grew plainer my fears were not entirely raised since ‘planes were in all 
probability British in pursuit of distant German bombers. 
Presently, however, the first bombs began to fall in the distance, and the uncomfortable shaking of the thin 
panelling, against which my back was resting, was sufficiently unpleasant to disquieten me and all my pre-
war qualms were speedily provoked.  Soon they fell nearer and I realised at last that Sherborne was being 
deliberately bombed: yet my alarm did not increase proportionately to the realization and I felt surprised 
that I didn’t.  The desk, under which I was now sheltering, gave me a sense of safety, and I felt the thickness 
of the wood of the desk as if to reassure myself that it was stout enough to resist the inevitable fall of the 
classroom masonry on top of it. It did indeed seem more than adequately strong to resist the whole of the 
building crashing on top of it, although as I now know it would have been almost certain death if the 
building had been blasted down. 
As the bombs whistled nearer and nearer I felt that sooner or later one would be bound to fall on top of the 
classroom where I was, but far from feeling any fright, I resigned myself to my fate and saw that, as one day 
I must die, I might as well die now.  But gradually the crashes and thumps of falling bombs receded into the 
distance and my equilibrium was restored.  The thought that was uppermost in my mind now was how 
soon I should be allowed to give up my uncomfortable posture under the desk and get up and see what had 
happened.  The schoolboy’s desire for excitement had indeed been fulfilled and for several weeks there 
was no other topic to be discussed, and it is more than certain that the story lost nothing in the telling. 
 
Patrick Cunliffe HEPHERD (1926-2014) 
Attended Sherborne School (The Green) September 1939-December 1943. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 14. 
‘November 30th 1940’ 
It was not in the minds of anyone on that winter’s afternoon that something unusual was going to 
happen.  It was a very ordinary day, the weather overcast as usual, and the ground soggy with earlier 
rain.  In fact, there was nothing noticeably different to the day before or the day after, except that on the 
latter date, the old town of Sherborne was in chaos. 
The first warning of the storm came from the Sherborne police station, when the siren on the top of that 
building started its wailing and sent its shriek out into the country.  Soon it died down, and then all was 
quiet again.  The boys amused themselves in several ways.  Some went round the Book Pound [the 
computer room in the library] and found pleasure for themselves by reading the best books they could find 
there, others were contented to sit down on the ground and hold lengthy conversations with their friends, 
and some poor unfortunates had ever to go on with their work.  Theirs was the hardest lot of all.  Nothing 
was different and everybody thought it would be over in an hour or so, and as so many other raids, not a 
sound would be heard.  These were vain hopes however, for in an hour, many pounds worth of damage 
would have been inflicted on Sherborne. 
The first warning of danger was as sudden and unexpected as violent.  About one half of an hour after the 
siren had sounded, the bombs started dropping.  The first caused the ground to shudder, and warned the 
boys to lie down.  Then they fell thick and fast.  Slowly their terrible booms grew nearer and nearer.  The 
atmosphere grew more tense.  Louder and still louder, until suddenly there were three whistles and a 
terrific roar.  The window in the Book Pound swung round swiftly on its hinges, with no glass in its centre, 
and banged loudly on the wall.  The curtains stood out straight in the gale caused by the bombs, and the 
books showered down.  Slowly, however, the bangs grew fainter till again all was still.  The boys picked 
themselves up from off the floor, and rubbed the glass off their clothes.  A little while after, they were 
allowed to leave and go out into the fresh air. Inside the Pound the dust was still thick though by this time it 
had partially settled down again.  The bombardment had only lasted three minutes, but during that time 
the excitement was intense.  When it was over, everyone was naturally relieved. 
Outside the whole outlook had been changed.  Instead of the usual tidy town, the place was littered with 
glass and debris.  Houses were battered and torn.  Streets were jammed with stones and wood, and doors 
were blown in.  I should not think anyone here will forget the raid on Sherborne, and Old Shirburnians will 
tell their children after them about the bombing of Sherborne. 
 



Geoffrey Paul HETT (1924-1951) 
Attended Sherborne School (Westcott House) September 1937-March 1942, 6th form. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 16. 
‘My impressions of September 30th 1940’ 
About ten minutes after the siren had gone, quite a few of us were standing round talking and looking at 
the books in the pound when there was a gentle rumble and we were all told to lie down.  A few seconds 
later the windows opened and the door shook; the bombs slowly got nearer and after about half a minute 
there was a huge explosion. At this, strangely enough, I felt relieved because it suddenly crossed my mind 
that except for a direct hit that was the nearest any bomb would get.   I got a very unpleasant surprise 
when the stick of bombs fell in the Courts since my comforting theory had been shattered.  The three 
minutes bombing was so full of incidents that it passed quite quickly and I felt worst of the whole period 
just after it had stopped; I fully expected to find that the whole block of classrooms on the northside had 
been hit and I expected there to be a number of casualties so that I was not at all looking forward to going 
out into the Courts.  Before I had time to do anything else some plaster began to come down and I got 
another nasty shock as I thought the whole ceiling was coming down, so covered my head with my hands 
once again. 
Whenever I have been asked if I was very frightened during the raid I have replied, “Strangely enough I felt 
more scared just after the bombing than during the actual time the bombs were falling.” 
 
Ralph Alan Woodhams HICKS (b.1926) 
Attended Sherborne School (Lyon House) September 1940-July 1944, Upper 6th. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 14. 
Essay 
On the afternoon of Monday, period 5, I was having Greek in Room 10 with Mr Bensly [William James 
Bensly (1874-1943) assistant master 1905-1913, 1919-1934], when the air raid siren went. Mr Bensly said, 
“Get on with your work”, which we did.  The boys in the room were Jones, Aitken, Prowse, Fairhead, Sykes, 
Wood, Davis, & myself.  At 10 minutes to five, we heard the rattle of machine gun fire, & the doors & 
windows vibrated with the noise.  The thud of bombs was audible, & suddenly the 4 bombs fell in the 
Courts, & 1 outside the Carrington Buildings.  Every single bit of glass was blown in & the air was full of 
flying glass & falling bits of ceiling & dust.  Dust that got into your eyes, your ears, your nose, your mouth, & 
into your lungs. I choked & bumped my head against the bottom of the desk, for Mr Bensly had told us to 
get under our desks.  I heard Fairhead calling for me, & we found each other. At last after about half a 
minute, we extricated ourselves from the debris & went underneath the stairs until the raid was 
over.  Then I went up to Mr Hey’s house [The Green] turned left down Greenhill, went on past the Girls’ 
School, first left, & so through the fields back to the House.  The only thing that I felt was being a bit shaken 
for about half an hour after the bombs had fallen. 
 
Henry John Bowring HILL (1923-1979) 
Attended Sherborne School (Abbey House) September 1936-July 1941, 6th form. 
AGE ON 30 SEPTEMBER 1940: 17. 
‘Impressions of September 30th’. 
The whole incident happened so quickly that it is difficult to separate and record my various thoughts and 
emotions.  There was little time to think clearly and my thoughts seemed just to appear in my brain without 
any conscious effort on my part.  At the time, I think, I felt only one thing, and that was a blind panic; I 
cannot say why I was afraid, because I had no time to think of the consequences of a direct hit, but I 
suppose it was an instinctive fear, a knowledge in my subconscious mind that an unpleasant death was 
near. 
The whole thing is not so much a series of events in my memory as a tangled impression, but the thing that 
stands out most in my mind is the noise of the bombs. It is impossible to describe this noise phonetically; it 
was not a bang, or a crash, or a boom, or anything that might be used to describe other explosions; when it 
began in the distance it sounded more like a thud than anything else, but the bombs that fell nearest gave a 
curious impression as of a gigantic table being pounded by the fist of a giant. This impression was enhanced 
by the way the ground and the walls of the room shook. 



The noise of the explosions was not so terrible as might have been expected; what one did notice was the 
concussion of the bombs, which seemed to jar the eardrums and shake the whole brain.  The whole 
bombing, though it only lasted a few minutes, seemed at the time to have taken even less and there was 
very little opportunity to become really frightened.  But there is one thing which does produce panic, and 
that is the whistle of an approaching bomb; however close it really is, it always seems as if it is coming 
straight for you. 
After the bombing I experienced a feeling of relief not unmixed with pride and amazement when I saw the 
extent of the damage.  But it was not until sometime after that I wondered at the escape and thought of 
being thankful. 
 
Peter Richard Colling HOCKIN (1925-1994) 
Attended Sherborne School (School House) September 1939-July 1943, 6th form. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 15. 
‘September 30th 1939’, 12.2.41. 
During the course of the afternoon of September the twentieth, I went into Mr Randolph’s [John Hervey 
Randolph (1898-1975) assistant master 1922-1967] classroom for the last time for three months. 
While Mr Randolph was patiently trying to teach us the rudiments of calculus, the air raid siren 
sounded.  This was still a comparatively novel occurrence, for I remember feeling very badly used when we 
were told to continue our work.  I had almost forgotten the ‘alert’ when I heard one or two explosions, 
which to my inexperienced ears might have been anything.  However we all lowered ourselves to the floor 
rather leisurely, and started to debate upon the matter with some heat.  This was cut short by more 
explosions, which, to me at any rate, seemed far too close to be pleasant.  I could hear the throbbing of the 
bombers almost overhead, when the building shook violently.  A second later there was a most tremendous 
crash, the floor convulsed and bits of glass fell all round me.  The atmosphere of the room was awful, 
consisting of a strong smell of cordite and gravel dust from the Courts.  I remember an impotent desire to 
get the bomber crew at the wrong end of a Bren gun; it was then that I realised that I was covered in glass 
splinters; like a fool I had taken cover on the window side of my desk.  For some unknown reason I scuttled 
off to an obscure corner.  This however was full up so I returned to the other side of my desk, and waited 
for the next bomb.  There were no more bombs forthcoming, so after a few minutes we were driven across 
to the cloisters, a bit shaken and dazed but otherwise perfectly sound of limb.  The only result being that I 
treated air raid warnings with considerable respect for the next week. 
 
Michael David HOGG (1925-2001) 
Attended Sherborne School (School House) September 1939- July 1943, Exhibitioner, Upper 6th form, 
Marson Greek prize 1943. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 15. 
‘The Air Raid’. 
When the siren sounded I was in the science block.  In accordance with the orders just posted we trooped 
over to the cloisters and settled down.  I cannot remember how long it was before the affair began, but I do 
not think it was long.  The first I heard was a distant explosion: we were immediately told to like down.  I 
seemed to be on top of a heap of people round the first pillar at the School House end: I do not really know 
whether it was a heap, but at any rate I was partially on top of someone who had a light coloured coat 
on.  The explosions grew louder and louder and I stuffed my fingers in my ears, but I was still able to hear 
quite a lot; I then realised that we were in the line on which the bombs were dropping and after a 
particularly loud one I thought “The next one’s ours.” 
I do not think I can say I was frightened; I did not have time to be really.  But I was certainly not infected 
with panic.  This strikes me as rather peculiar, especially as at one point I was imagining a bomb exploding 
in the cloisters and meditating how painless death might be.  I seemed to have plenty of time for these 
unpleasant speculations but not enough to be frightened, as I said above. 
Then there came the most thunderous detonation (I had before wondered whether my ear drums would 
burst, not that this mattered seeing that I thought I was for it in any case).  This is the only time I heard a 
whistle at all; other people have told me they could distinguish four separate ones, but I just heard one, 
and then – well, I cannot remember my feelings at all, but I am sure the place vibrated like a piano baso 
wire.  The explosions then “passed by on the other side.” 



After that everybody sat up and let off some steam by shouting, but were immediately told to lie down 
again.  Eventually we came out of the state of lying flat and noticed chunks of stone everywhere.  An 
enormous and dense cloud of yellow dust passed in front of the [School] House and I thought it was on 
fire.  However, this blew off and I realised what it had been.  When we began to walk round again I jumped 
up and looked at the broken windows on the other side of the Courts over the blast wall. 
At last we were let out and I got some [?] of metal from somewhere.  The rest of the day I felt quite 
uncoupled, and spent the time wandering round looking at the wreckage, swearing in a very futile way for 
no reason at all.  I shall always remember finding the clock in the Big School going 19 to the dozen and 
pointing to about 12 o’clock at 5 in the evening! 
 
Charles Joseph Winchester HORWOOD (1923-2000) 
Attended Sherborne School (Lyon House) September 1937-December 1941. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 17. 
‘My experience of Sherborne’s Air Raid’. 
Never will I forget Sept 30th 1940 when Sherborne had its first proper air raid. I had come up from School as 
I was in one of the fire squads.  I had just put my books away and had got my gas mask, when I was told 
there was an imaginary fire up in the Becher dormitory.  After being five minutes up there, I was told that 
there was another fire down in the Bennett [dormitory].  I was just helping another chap unroll the hose 
down there, when I heard a thump.  I thought it was some silly ass who had dropped a fire bucket.  But I 
was soon mistaken as the thumps came louder and the house began to shake. I guessed that these thumps 
were bombs so I yelled ‘get down on your faces chaps they are bombs’.  I knew that we weren’t very safe, 
as glass would come down upon us from the Benett dormitory windows and also from the passage 
windows. 
Suddenly the bombs stopped for a few seconds, so I said ‘Let’s go down to the shelter, as it will be safer 
down there’.  There was just enough time for us to get down the stairs, which I have never been down so 
fast in all my life here, when there was a colossal row. It seemed as if the Jerry’s were choosing the house 
as their target.  But to make matters worse, some other chaps were already lying on the ground, so I flung 
myself on some poor unfortunate individual.  When the bombs which fell in Mr Palmer’s garden and in Mr 
Wormwell’s garden had landed the day room door went in and out.  I could actually see it, as there was no 
mattress up against it during this particular incident.  Then I looked up at the other end to see tiles and 
earth falling off the roof.  After the bombing had ceased, I thought that one part of the house had been hit, 
but I was glad to hear no one was hurt.  The whole bombardment seemed to me to have lasted for three 
and a half minutes, but I know that I am wrong in that estimate.  I don’t think I would like to go through it 
again, as it was too close for my liking.  But one thing I was glad of, and that was that I wasn’t on the top 
floor when the bombing began. If it was not for the fire in the Benett I would have been up there. 
 
Anthony Ilbert INCHBALD (1923-1943) 
Attended Sherborne School (Lyon House) May 1937-July 1941, 6th form, Barnes Elocution prize 1940, 1941, 
House Prefect, Lance-Corporal in JTC, PT Instructor, member of the Duffers. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 17. 
Essay 
I was in the Lower library at the time, as I was told to remain there when the siren went. I am glad that I did 
as perhaps in the circumstances I could not have chosen a safer place.  It was an English period and I 
distinctly remember discussing the bitterness of Dr Johnson’s relations with Lord Chesterfield.  Before long 
my mind began to wander – I am convinced that I was in a state of expectancy, a dread anticipation.  It is 
hard to believe this but many is the time that I have foretold a crisis and this one of the biggest crises of my 
life.  There was an air of tension and with ears pricked, I nervously awaited one of the most unpleasant 
nightmares that I hope I shall ever experience. 
At the first roar of distant planes my heart leaped.  The still more distant thuds that soon followed seemed 
almost automatic.  The whole room awoke and for a moment I caught the horror written on every 
face.  Someone shouted “Get under the table”.  I lost no time and together we crowded against the 
floor.  Crash upon crash and nearer and nearer it came. The floor shuddered and those great stone walls 
that look so very strong swayed like paper.  The nose was terrific but still it grew louder. 
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Many thoughts flashed across my mind.  For one thing I was quite certain that the next crash would be the 
end of all things.  Louder and louder it came, like some Olympian thunderstorm, but still the ceiling 
held.  Shivering with terror, I turned towards God and prayed, never as I have prayed before, imploring and 
beseeching that my life might be spared.  Bodies closed in on all sides but the sound of their voices was lost 
in the tumult.  I strained every muscle in my body – I was determined to live.  Before long, my prayer was 
answered and the noise died away.  There was silence.  “That’s the end”, someone cried and filled with 
relief and thanksgiving, I emerged from under the table, still trembling from the shock, but oh, so infinitely 
happy. 
 
Michael James JACKSON (1925-1995) 
Attended Sherborne School (Abbeylands) September 1939-December 1943; Exhibitioner; Head of House; 
Aston Binns Modern Languages prize 1943. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 15. 
‘Sept. 30th 1940’ 
On Sept. 30th Sherborne was unceremoniously blown out of its habitual small tranquillity by a few enemy 
bombers.  Why the Germans should want to bomb Sherborne is a matter for conjecture, but the theory 
generally advanced is that, owing to the appearance of one of our fighters through the plateau of cloud, the 
bombers unloaded their bombs and prepared for action, imagining the fighter to be the spearhead of a 
squadron. 
The day itself was cloudy and oppressive, the conditions were ideal for the enemy because of the 
patchiness of the cloud.  In fact a warning seemed certain during some part of the day, and it was no 
surprise for it to come in the first period in the afternoon, for at that part of the term afternoon school was 
almost invariably interrupted. 
As I was in an upstairs classroom when the siren sounded, I had to go downstairs.  But as the block of 
buildings happened to be the Tower ones, people from three other classrooms poured into the one 
downstairs room.  The sound of the siren produced general joy as it seemed quite probable that there 
would be very little more work that afternoon.  Downstairs there was a state of fairly average chaos, the 
master there could not continue his lesson nor cope with the influx of people.  Everyone was talking and 
fooling generally, a French master had come in to announce his hall and the last thing that occurred to our 
imaginations was bombs, although some aircraft had passed overhead earlier in the afternoon. 
Rather a funny incident occurred before the bombing, the master in charge left the room, why, nobody 
guessed, but there were several rumours that quarter of a minute after he had gone, the door began 
shaking as though half-a-dozen devils were trying to force an entrance, everyone thought that he was 
returning and could not open the door.  But the rattling continued and finally the door burst open & the 
master dashed in, chucked himself under his desk and howled for everyone else to do the same.  The 
laughter froze on everyone’s faces and they sheepishly got under their desks.  In retrospect it must have 
been amusing to see that particular master sprinting across the courts beating the bombs by a short head. 
Then the fun began, the whole place shook, bits of glass tinkled musically on the floor, clouds of dust filled 
the room, dull thuds sounded outside and the general effect was more like the Judgement Day than any 
other experience that I have had.  My only thoughts were that it would be just too bad for all concerned if 
the roof fell in, as it seemed quite on the cards that it would do so.  Time seemed to stand still and I have 
no idea how long we stayed on that dusty floor, it appeared an eternity before the inevitable stillness which 
followed such events enshrouded the place.  A stillness which was punctuated by the agonised howls of 
some poor dog suffering outside: that stillness was the stillness of the grave. 
At last someone plucked up courage enough to look out of the window, which curiously enough was still 
there, and announced that there were a lot of holes in the courts.  No one believed him but seeing was 
believing.  I was astounded, for I expected that the whole place would have come down with H.E. that 
distance away.  I thought that the nearest bombs were in Cheap Street or Abbey Road.  But a bigger shock 
still was awaiting me back at the House [Abbeylands], for a bomb had landed just outside the Dayroom, 
blowing in all the windows and building a miniature garden several inches deep on the floor.  It is 
interesting to note that the upstairs windows which were all open suffered no damage, while those 
downstairs being shut were smashed. 
For a while afterwards it was great fun rushing around the town and seeing the damage, but after that the 
horror of the situation came home to me.  I realised that although the Hand of Providence had miraculously 



saved me, other families and people had not come off so well.  Many hearts were broken for those whose 
hearts were still.  I can somehow never understand that I have been bombed, and I feel as if it was some 
passing nightmare, but yet I have only to take a short walk up the town to find that it is really true. 
 
Patrick Gerald Basil JACKSON (1923-2002) 
Attended Sherborne School (Lyon House) May 1937-December 1941, 6th form. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 17. 
Essay 
When the air raid warning went I got my coast and started to go leisurely up to the house hoping that I 
would see an aeroplane on the way up, but I was disappointed.  When I arrived at the house I went upstairs 
to the upper study passages and got a book and a chair out of my study, and put the chair in between two 
study doors.  Most of the rest of the Home Guard members were there also.  A fire practice was going on at 
the time, and while I was reading a book the house began to shake and I saw that the people who had been 
practising were running down from the top floor & put that down to be the cause of the vibrating.  But the 
noise soon got louder, but we did not fully realise what was happening and one member of the community 
optimistically said “Oh! It is only shrapnel from the anti-aircraft guns.”  By this time there was a fearful 
noise going on & we crawled to the tuck boxes, which were further away from the window, and lay as flat 
as we could.  Now the floor boards seemed to be jumping about & dust arose in clouds.  I saw through the 
window that a quantity of tiles and mud were falling off the roof and also some plaster or something came 
down the stairs.  When the noise had subsided we ran downstairs to the lower study passage where it was 
safer.  But as nothing more happened we went outside.  The yard was full of mud and tiles thrown out from 
bombs near at hand and a cloud of dust seemed to envelop the town, very like a ground mist.  I picked up 
some corrupted iron fencing which I was told was bits of German aeroplane, but which were found out to 
be the parts of Mr Palmer’s fencing. Nobody seemed worried just excited, but they did not wish it to 
happen again. 
 
John Claud JACOB (1925-2005) 
Attended Sherborne School (School House) May 1939-December 1942, Scholar, Upper 6th form, Hockey 
1942. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 15. 
Essay 
It is extremely difficult to write an impression of an event which passed so much like a nightmare.  The 
peace of an ordinary day so suddenly broken into by a vision of hell on earth. Someone that morning had, 
during an alert, tried to be funny by dropping large books on the floor; it seemed most ironical that the very 
thing should have come true, on the same day. 
When the siren went little did I think that we should be amid such a holocaust of destruction.  My main 
thought during it was whether the air raid was going to be like those I always imagined.  My idea of an air 
raid was a lengthy period of incessant bomb dropping; the aeroplanes would circle round and round 
dropping one bomb after another.  I was amazed when I saw the damage.  I could not believe so much 
damage could have been done in so short a time.  People after the raid put the length down at almost 4 
minutes.  I thought myself that the raid lasted a bare two.  The Germans were almost as frightened as some 
of us! 
After the raid everything seemed to be most strained.  There was a feeling of silence that reigned over the 
place.  There had been such a noise a few seconds earlier that it seemed unusual that bangs were not going 
off.  That evening came the clearing up of various places over the school.  Dirt which had been in position 
for ages came down in quantities that would have never been believed as possible before.  Every nook and 
cranny seemed to have poured forth filth.  When darkness came the lack of electric light was apparent. 
Candles were few and far between. To add to the confusion in the darkness during the following night the 
air raid wardens seemed to have gone mad.  Whistles blew in all directions all the night and what with 
unexploded bomb scares the nights passed in a muddle.  The main thing that was stuck in my mind was the 
high percentage of bombs that fell in open ground. Surely the fact that so few casualties resulted in the 
town was due to Providence of God. 
 



Gwynne Douglas JAMES (1924-2003) 
Attended Sherborne School (Lyon House) May 1938-July 1942, 6th form, School Prefect, XI 1942. 
AGE ON 30 SEPTEMBER 1940: 16. 
‘Account of Raid on Sherborne’. 
I was down at school when the siren went during English. We sighed – with relief or disappointment & 
wandered I am afraid to say rather slowly up to the House.  There was not the sound of an aeroplane to be 
heard, in fact it was just the same as many other raids we had been having & we were rather bored with 
them.  When we got to the house, instead of wasting time we had an ARP practices.  I was in MO squad & 
we had quite a successful practice; we got downstairs & were standing around in the passage waiting for 
the “All Clear”.  Suddenly I noticed the Reading Room door begin to shake, at first I thought it must be the 
other squad coming downstairs in a hurry, but I soon realised that I was wrong. Somebody yelled that it 
was Ack-Ack fire, but I thought otherwise as it got louder & began to shake the house. We tumbled into the 
passage & crouched down with our heads to the centre almost on to pf each other, the dayroom door was 
open, but somebody managed to shut it.  I remember being told the day before by Mr Andrews [Arnold 
James Parkes Andrews (1895-1973) assistant master 1920-1960]that the best way to relieve pressure on 
the eardrums was to wallow: luckily I remembered this & told the people around me to do 
likewise.  Between the swallows I jammed a book into my mouth.  I remember looking towards the end of 
the passage amid the din & seeing a cascade of rubbish falling off the roofs.  I thought the house must be 
falling down & looked up to watch the roof cave in. It ended as quickly as it began & we sorted ourselves 
out. The air was thick with dust. Somebody tried the light but of course it was off.  We then went upstairs 
to clear up. I was amazed to see a bomb crater in the road, because I had thought that the house could 
never have stood it, but there it was still standing with 7 bomb craters within 80 yards of it.  Next I went 
outside & saw 6 Gloster Gladiators flying round & one parachute floating down.  Later some Spitfires dived 
over.  After that I started to clear up the mess. 
The main impression on me was of the tremendous pressure, & surprisingly little noise. Anyhow, in a way I 
was glad of the experience. 
 
James Thomas JERMAN (1924-1987) 
Attended Sherborne School (The Green) September 1937-July 1941, Hockey XI 1941. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 16. 
‘The Air Raid’ 
It is not usual for one to be walking up to one’s house during the middle of the school hours; that is why I 
used to think it great fun when the dear old siren wailed forth like a lonely flute at the back of some large 
orchestra, and I, being one of the lucky few in the house fire squad, left the rest of the form, and went up 
to my house [The Green], working out as I went how long the alarm would have to last if I was to miss the 
next period as well, and at the same time looking around the sky, hoping to see one of those dog-fights 
which I often read about, yet have never been fortunate enough to see. 
Once in the house, I got together as many cushions as possible, and spread myself out on them on the 
dayroom floor, pleased to have this pleasant change from sitting on a hard bench, copying out history notes 
and trying to understand them at the same time, but really letting my thoughts stray too far away regions – 
well beyond the walls of this old school. 
There were some six of us in the dayroom; the idea being that if anything happened, we were to lie on the 
floor with our heads under the desks.  But would anything happen in a country town like Sherborne, which 
contains nothing worth a bomb, except perhaps a few old gossipers who stand in bunches in the main 
street, trying to give each other the impression that they all know what is going to happen next in this 
dreadful war.  We used to hear the monotonous drone of the bombers going towards the West, and 
sometimes the rumble of the A.A. guns at Yeovil. 
After a little time a completely new thing happened – something which caused a complete break in the 
usual dull life during air raid alarms, a thing which will always remain imprinted in the minds of those who 
were present at the time.  The first thing that suggested this break in the normal routine was that the door 
and windows began to rattle, making a sound like machine gun fire.  At first I did not realise what was 
happening, yet I soon found myself under a desk.  Now the whole house seemed to be shaking, and we 
could also hear the crash as the bombs found their mark.  Everyone seemed to get nearer.  Now I could 
hear the shrill whistle as they came down.  What a lot of thoughts I crammed into that short space of 



time.  “This one sounds as if it is going to be the fatal one.  No, it is not – not for me anyway, but it must 
have got somebody.”  It seemed to go on for ages, and when at last the lull came, and we were able to sit 
up again, I realised that I was covered with sweat, and still shivering. 
Our first thoughts were “Thank God its over.”  Then those thoughts extended themselves.  Perhaps it was 
all over for somebody else; I had not thought of that.  Those bombs must have hit something; perhaps they 
had killed some of the good friends I had met since my arrival at this school.  However we were not allowed 
to move, and had to wait until somebody came and told us what damage had been done.  What a nasty 
feeling it is, knowing that perhaps some of your best friends might be buried beneath piles of masonry, yet 
not being able to do anything about it yourself. 
I swore that over twenty bombs had fallen, yet someone else in the room was certain that there could not 
have been more than twelve.  How amazing this is, considering that the number was well over two 
hundred. It rather suggests that during the period while the bombs were falling, our minds were rendered 
stagnant by the terrifying experience they were passing through.  Yet that could not have been so, as the 
whole time a myriad of thoughts were passing through my mind; so many that perhaps they expelled all 
the remainder of my thoughts which would normally have been counting up the bangs. 
However, the rest arrived from school to announce that they had all escaped, and we all appeared 
outwardly very cheerful – yet there was something about that conversation which suggested that at the 
back of most people’s minds, as at the back of mine, there was a feeling of thankfulness that they were 
safe, mixed with a feeling of “I hope it never happens again.” 
Downtown the streets were littered with rubble, the windows were broken, but the bulk of the town and 
the spirit of the people remained.  Already there were the street-corner gatherings of the local gossipers, 
pleased to have something to babble about, to tell Mrs Brown how their windows were going this way and 
that – “just like a concertina, like.” 
 
Robert Anthony KEABLE-ELLIOTT (b.1924) 
Attended Sherborne School (Lyon House) May 1938-July 1942, 6th form. 
AGE ON 30 SEPTEMBER 1940: 15. 
‘Our Air Raid’. 2/11/40.  
I was in the dining room with the First Aid Squad when I heard the roar of many planes overhead. A few 
minutes later I heard what sounded like machine gun fire, and which was actually many bombs in the 
distance.  A few seconds later the blackout screens started shaking, and with the word ‘bombs’ on our lips, 
we were under the table as one man. As I was under the table, with the bombs falling closer and closer, and 
the blackout screens crashing backwards and forwards, my feelings were mixed.  Firstly I thought here 
goes, this is the end.  And reset that I was convinced I did not want to die, and it was a pity to die so soon. 
By now the bombs were on us, and one landed so close that we all thought it was a direct hit, we all had 
exactly the same reactions. All of us said at the same time, “Keep calm.” This may sound rather like the 
calm [?] in a Saffen book, but it is the truth.  For myself I had one thought at that moment, I must on no 
account get panic. By then there was an appalling noise of bursting bombs and falling rubble, and I don’t 
mind saying I was badly rattled.  However I said a prayer and hoped and by some miracle came out 
unhurt.  When it had passed we heard a shout of “Hooray we have been bombed!” from the kitchen, and 
we crept out from beneath the table, only shaken. As there were no casualties we cleared up debris. 
 
Peter Stewart LANE (later Lord Lane of Horsell) (1925-2009) 
Attended Sherborne School (Lyon House) September 1938-July 1941, Exhibitioner, 6th form. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 15. 
‘The Raid’. 
‘English’ seems to be an unlucky period, for several times this term the warning has sounded during that 
period and we have had to go back to the House. On this particular Monday the siren went at 4.17 so I 
leisurely packed up my books and went up to the House, collecting my ‘mac’ from the pegs by the Art 
School stairs.  I arrived up at the House at about twenty past four, collected my gas-mask and suitcase and 
sat down in the little passage outside Mr Ross’s study [Alexander Hamelin Trelawny-Ross (1884-1967) 
assistant master 1911-1946, housemaster of Lyon House 1914-1946]. 
Bush and I were sitting reading there, some of the Fire Squads were having a practise, but we were not 
wanted, when all of a sudden the Reading Room door began to rattle violently – we stood and looked at it, 



hypnotised by its rattling, and for about three seconds nobody said a word, then somebody said “Lie down 
on the floor”, and although my recollections of the next few minutes are extremely hazy, I seem to 
remember lying on the floor with my head under the bench looking up at the window to see if it was going 
to break.  I was no conscious of any noise of distant explosions, nor did I hear any whistling from the bombs 
– I suppose that the noise was so continuous, and events moved so quickly that all noises were blended 
into one.  However there seemed to be one ‘crash’ louder than the others, and the two skylights in the 
Reading Room came down with a tinkle of broken glass.  The all was quiet, I rushed to the Dayroom, picked 
up a brush and then Lang and I began to clear up the Reading Room.  We looked out of the window. What a 
mess everything looked!! But I did not really think that any bombs had been very near.  After sweeping up 
various bits of plaster, glass and other foreign bodies, and not seeing anyone else around, I went outside to 
investigate.  I was amazed that the bombs were so near, and yet had not hit us.  It was indeed a miracle.  I 
was also just in time to see a parachute slowly drifting down in Thornford direction. We cheered thinking it 
was a German, but later we found it was a British pilot.  It never occurred to me that there might be bombs 
elsewhere than round us and I was amazed when I saw the havoc down at the school and in the town. It 
certainly was a miracle that so few were killed. 
‘The Raid’. 
“What is the point of all these warnings. Nothing ever happens”. We were sitting in the passage up at the 
House, the siren had sounded about ten minutes previously, and we were comfortably settled with our 
books. There were noises aloft, and the doors began to rattle.  “What’s happening now?” One voice out of 
the dim spoke, “lie down”, it said.  Then came six distinct explosions, a tinkling of broken glass, a cloud of 
dust, and silence.  Nobody moved. But how near were the bombs; what was the damage?  It was a surprise 
for me to see how really close they had been, for lying in the passage the possibility of any bombs falling 
near us never entered my head.  Everyone seemed to be in a kind of daze.  Where a quarter of an hour ago 
there had been a road there were now craters and lumps of stone.  It seemed almost incredible. But the 
sight of a parachute slowly descending over Lillington did much to restore our shaken morale.  Little things 
suddenly seemed to assume a great importance.  What an amazing thing that that lamp post is still 
standing!  But what of the buildings down at the School?  I am afraid that the idea of their being damaged 
simply never entered my head, and I regarded the bombs as rather belonging to our own little “Blitzkrieg”, 
completely detached from any other part of Sherborne. 
 
Rodolph Anthony Maule LANG (1923-2002) 
Attended Sherborne School (Lyon House) September 1937-December 1941. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 16. 
‘Sherborne’s memorable day’. 
It was on the 30th September that some of Hitler’s crates came to Sherborne and wrought such havoc.  At 
half past four, in the middle of a History period, the siren blew its wailing note.  At once I was on the move 
and tearing for the house like a rabbit to its hole. On arriving at the House I was told that Evans had 
ordered a practice to see how smoothly the Incendiary and Fire Squads worked.  I, who have to sweep up 
broken glass, went to the cupboard by the kitchen and procured my brush. This done I went upstairs only 
to discover that the practise was almost over and that there was absolutely nothing for us to do. However, 
as I know and you do to, this did not last long. 
On the way down the kitchen stairs to return the brush, which I had just borrowed, I met Matron. She was 
frantically trying to open a window but with no avail. Seeing this I asked if I could open it for her, to which I 
got a reply, “If you would”.  No sooner had I opened the window than, away in the distance, I heard the 
steady fall of bombs.  The moment I heard it I left the window and simply tore downstairs and made my 
way to the passage outside Mr Ross’s door [Alexander Hamelin Trelawny-Ross (1884-1967) assistant master 
1911-1946, housemaster of Lyon House 1914-1946]. When I arrived there I listened and the noise of the 
bombs grew louder and louder until I thought that we would be the devil’s next victim.  Glass falling was 
down here and there; tiles were coming down in the thousands.  The passage was full of dust and the smell 
of cordite from the bombs was not too pleasant; all this, plus the noise of bombs was, I must say, a bit 
terrifying at the time, but are we any the worse for it now, I don’t think so.  I know that I am not, in fact I 
think myself honoured to be in the front line and fighting for your country. 
When the bombs were actually falling I was not lying down at all, but was bending down, which, looking 
back on it now, seems rather a foolish thing to have done.  I have learnt my lesson. After the blue-pencil 



Germans, who have caused so much inconvenience to so many people and families since, had passed the 
House I at once set to to tidy up the debris, which Hitler had so kindly left.  I, with my broom, started to 
sweep all the glass into a pile in the reading room. When I had done this I went to the front part of the 
House to see if our study was intact.  Luckily for us absolutely nothing whatsoever had happened to it. On 
looking out of the door I saw a parachutist coming down, but unfortunately it was one of our own pilots. 
After having done some clearing up, although we weren’t meant to, ‘Curiosity killed the Cat’, and I went 
outside to see what had happened.  To my amazement I discovered that there were three bomb craters in 
the road, one on the left of the house and two on the right.  I firmly believed that a number of bombs like 
that would have brought a wall down, but I was not right.  My wanderings weren’t for long, for I was called 
back to clear up the yard and get rid of the mess, at least a great deal of it, before darkness fell.  We made a 
pretty good effort at it. As there was no light we went to bed early. 
 
Ian Raymond Arundell LEAKEY (b.1924) 
Attended Sherborne School (School House) January 1938-July 1942, Exhibitioner, Upper 6th form, School 
prefect, Head of House, XI 1942, XV 1941, Hockey 1942. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 16. 
‘September 30th 1940’. 
It was a dull afternoon and the interruption of a school period was nothing out of the ordinary; people took 
their usual places with habitual calm.  An air raid warning was quite common at any hour of the day or 
night, however it would be an exaggeration to say that the novelty of escaping a bit of work had worn off.  I 
settled down with a book in the cloisters by the entrance facing the Headmaster’s study – this being the 
lightest spot that I could find.  However it was impossible to read owing to the noise of voices.  For about 
half an hour I sat there passing the time by chatting with anyone within earshot; I also derived some 
amusement from watching a cushion fight which was taking place in the far corner. 
The time must have been about ten minutes to five when there was a dull thud which might only have been 
the sound of a door closing; on the other hand there was something in it which was not reminiscent of 
anything so casual. Most people had noticed it but had not paid much attention to it, when again and again 
the same sound was unmistakable there was nothing strange in a few bombs falling in the distance because 
after all the siren had gone.  We were not given much opportunity of wondering what exactly was 
happening; these distant rumblings were followed by what can best be expressed in the words of the bible 
“the rushing of a mighty wind.”  The general impression which I got was of people dashing to the entrances 
of the cloisters, I suppose with the idea of identifying these intruding planes which by now were close upon 
us.  For my own part I crawled from my light corner to a more secure position beneath the Headmaster’s 
notice board.  I caught glimpses of Mr Hey [Samuel Hey (1904-1977) assistant master 1926-1973] on one 
knee by the Pound door, directing operations like a policeman on point duty.  His gesticulations were 
perhaps somewhat more lively and at the same time he was shouting orders to lie down.  By this time the 
silent influence of the Abbey was being impiously desecrated and even the stout walls of the undercroft 
were trembling at the explosions of bombs which seemed to be falling on top of it.  On looking back at 
those few moments which were nothing else but hell, I find it difficult to remember what exactly I thought 
was happening and how many bombs had fallen.  After one of the closer explosions I snatched a feverish 
glance out into the open through the northern entrance above the blast screen. Instead of seeing a block of 
classrooms I saw a column of rubble hurled into the air and long after it had fallen back, dust and smoke 
pervaded the scene. 
People gradually began to uncurl from the positions in which they had been grovelling, but it was some 
time before there were any distinct signs of the complete disappearance of all fear.  We did not know at 
the time whether the planes had gone over or whether there were still more to come; still less did we know 
whether or not they would return and launch another attack upon this vital industrial centre!  Comic relief 
was provided admirably when the Headmaster [Alexander Ross Wallace (1891-1982) Headmaster 1934-
1950] appeared in a dressing gown, his face lit up with a broad smile.  A hearty cheer welcomed him – and 
very appropriately too.  He had apparently just returned from a game of squash and was enjoying a hot 
bath at the time of the raid.  He was seen diving along a passage in his underclothes, taking the quickest 
route to the cellar. 
By now it was quite clear that everything was over and orders were issued to get on with work, for indeed 
there was still half an hour to go until six o’clock.  There was a mad rush for the courts and people 



disappeared like rabbits down the four craters which had reduced them to a shambles.  One felt that one 
was living in some strange land of dreams as one walked round and viewed the havoc.  Places that were so 
familiar seemed ridiculously grotesque and uninviting in this their ruin. At the time my mind was much 
more active than my eyes which merely looked on as if in a stupor.  The greens were littered with stones 
and mud and wherever one looked there were bare windows with no panes and glass was strewn 
everywhere.  However the damage in the courts was nothing compared with that in the road by the 
armoury.   It was strange to consider that one blast bomb had done so much damage whereas four ordinary 
high explosives in the courts had been content with merely breaking glass. 
So many classrooms had been rendered unserviceable that it was now obvious that work could not be 
continued that evening and most people took advantage of the time to have a look round.  I should think 
that Sherborne School has never been looked round by so many so eagerly as at that time.  All the 
laboratories facing the road and also the Armoury office had the plaster torn from the ceilings and the 
havoc caused by the broken bottles had to be seen to be believed.  Weighing machines had been hurled 
bodily out into the road and in retaliation, boulders had been deposited over the floor and desks. The 
museum was perhaps the most pathetic sight of all. There was chaos in the cases which had been deprived 
of their glass and all the birds and animals were snow-white with plaster.  Inches of rubble lay beneath 
one’s feet as one walked along and the sky could be seen through gaping holes in the roof.  The two main 
doors of the science block were blasted from their foundation and hurled many feet from their posts.  One 
of the science masters was taking refuge with the laboratory assistant in a doorway at the time when the 
blast bomb landed.  The main door was hurled passed them up the passage and came to rest a few yards 
away.  They were congratulating themselves on their fortunate escape when they were rudely interrupted 
by a cake of plaster which could not have been aimed more accurately. 
Tea that evening was eaten with feverish haste but nevertheless some interesting stories went round which 
no doubt were exaggerated as they were passed on.  It must have been amusing to have watched one of 
the School House maids, who was conspicuous for her size, being pursued at high speed down a narrow 
passage by a boulder of considerable weight.  Apparently she made good her escape and the boulder came 
peacefully to rest.  I heard also that the Classical VIth, who were taking shelter on the stairs outside the Oak 
Room, were heavily bombarded by some of the larger pieces propelled either from the Courts or from Half 
Moon Street. 
After tea I wended my way down to the Games Fields.  Everywhere one was faced with the same ruin and 
desolation all sides. Nothing could have disabled the Upper so perfectly as the crater which had gashed it. 
On the other hand one can imagine the disparagement of the inhabitants of Lenthay as they saw the 
destruction of their own houses and then turned to our playing fields which were comparatively intact. It 
was a strange day but nothing was perhaps so strange as the question which still to my knowledge remains 
unanswered – “Why were two hundred bombs jettisoned on Sherborne?” 
 
Richard George Ashley LEMAN (1927-2018) 
Attended Sherborne School (Lyon House) September 1940-December 1944, 6th form, XV 1944. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 13. 
‘Sept 30th 1940’. 
In the afternoon of Sept. 30th I was doing chemistry when the siren went.  Soon after we had to move to the 
cloisters and I took the opportunity to go to the Pound [now the computer room in the library].  After a 
short time bombs started to drop and someone yelled out to everyone to lie down.  Then, apparently, more 
bombs fell, which must have been those in the courts and the blackout from the windows came down and 
some of the glass was blown in a little.  The Pound was filled with thick dust which was very unpleasant but 
we still had to keep lying down.  Everyone seemed to be talking as hard as they could when the noise 
stopped.  After remaining like this for some minutes we were told to go back to our houses and I started to 
retrieve my books which were covered in dust on the floor.  This was not very easy as the lights had gone 
out when the bombs fell.  Then I went back to Lyon House, which had also been damaged 
slightly.  Immediately we had to do Hall after having cleared the glass off our desks.  After hall we started 
clearing up the glass in the rest of the house and generally tidying up the place.  The bombing did not do 
any serious damage to the house so we able to sleep in it that night but later we had to turn out because of 
a supposed unexploded bomb in Richmond Road. 
 



Geoffrey Herbert LILLEY (1924-1982) 
Attended Sherborne School (Abbey House) May 1938-July 1942. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 16. 
‘Impressions of an Air Raid’ 
The minds of the class were feeling mellowed by the influence of poetry read under ideal conditions; for it 
was Mr Brown’s [Herbert Henry Brown (1891-1963) assistant master 1920-1955] English set working, not 
only at ease, but also with their full attention in the Lower Library, surrounded by books of learning and 
philosophy. 
Work was not interrupted except to the annoyance of a few, at the wailing of the siren, for it was a 
common occurrence.  School rules demanded that boys should leave their classrooms, but the Lower 
Library was considered to be a safe shelter and anyhow nothing had ever happened, so that there was 
really no reason to suppose that Sherborne should be the first to be singled out for an extensive raid by 
German Vandals. 
The wailing had died away, and the form had sunk back to listening to the droning of pleasant cadences, 
when there was a sudden shock, as if drums and trumpets had blasted their way in upon a symphony 
concert.  I heard some thudding sounds, which planted themselves so strongly on my mind that my mind 
jumped to the conclusion that they must be bombs, however much my inner mind and common sense 
discredited the idea.  As the seconds ticked by, and the shuddering increased, the doors shook, and as if by 
a single command master and boys were under the strong oak tables.  I, as everyone else, had realised that 
bombs were being dropped in a steady stream in our direction.  There was little talking, for by now we 
could hear the explosions of bombs, and it was only now for the first time that I realised that the small 
panes of glass were being shaken.  My companions under the table fidgeted and looked scared, hearts beat 
and thudded against one’s chest, and a medley of thoughts sprang through ones brain.  I had a feeling for 
one moment of proud martyrdom, but this was immediately obliterated to a feeling of panic.  By this time 
the whistling of bombs and the drone of aeroplanes drowned any talking, if it had been physically 
possible.  Everyone was still, still as a rabbit in the open.  My mind asked itself whether death was pleasant, 
and hardly worried over the thought of being maimed, for it derived comfort at the feeling that there were 
two roofs over it, and also a really strong table that would in my mind, clinging to any possible hope of 
salvation, hold up the rubble of a whole building.  My one fear was to feel death before it should come 
upon me; I feared to hear the bomb come through the roof; it very nearly at the time obsessed my mind, a 
kind of claustrophobia?  I suppose, but it was easily subjugated, for fear riveted me to my position, and a 
grain of common sense warned me that I must no on any account run about, for it would be stark 
madness.  I crouched on my haunches, huddled amongst my companions, and with my head nearly 
touching the roof of the table, for it some queer way it gave me a sense of confidence, probably because it 
was now physically impossible to see the roof of the library. 
As the bombs whistled down, I wondered whether it was my last moment on earth; I hardly thought of 
home, it had been eradicated by the present fear of death.  My mind only half considered the rest of the 
school, much less the people in the town.  As the bombs at last began to recede, it suddenly dawned on me 
that the raiders had passed, even though the full throated drone of the engines was still too near to be 
pleasant.  In a second everyone stood up.  There was immediate speculation as to how many bombs had 
dropped: the highest figure was not more than sixteen, and even though we could see rubble on the 
Headmaster’s drive [School House], it did not enter my head that there were any bombs nearer than the 
Headmaster’s garden. 
 
Peter Nicholas MAAS (b.1924) 
Attended Sherborne School (School House) May 1938-July 1942. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 16. 
‘The Air Raid’. 5 March 1941. 
To be bombed is not a pleasant experience, but one which is very well worth while experiencing, and to 
write an account of a raid months after it happened is an extremely difficult task.  Such a description can 
never be completely painted unless put down in writing a week or so afterwards.  The inner feelings and 
emotions are somewhat hazy.  However, an idea of what happened in that raid is indicated. 
I happened to be leaving Tudor history with Mr Brown [Herbert Henry Brown (1891-1963) assistant master 
1920-1955] in the Lower Library, and it was just after a strenuous corps parade from which I had begun to 



suffer the effects – sleepiness and a general fatigue.  The siren, that dreaded banshee wail, sounded the 
alert about a quarter of an hour after school had begun, and as was quite usual no one took very much 
notice.  However a few minutes afterwards we all heard the drone of many aeroplanes in the distance, and 
then to our great discomfort we heard far away the thuds and dull explosions of bombs.  In a matter of 
seconds I had rushed under the table, a good weighty piece of wood capable of holding up pretty nearly 
anything.  Everyone did the same including the master and for just a short while I felt thoroughly 
frightened.  I could hear the bombs whistling down, and the thunder of their explosions; the walls, ceilings, 
windows and doors thudded and rattled backwards and forwards.  No one said a word during the falling of 
the bombs and what was most terrifying was listening to the whistling of the bombs and the suspense in 
not knowing just where they were going to fall.  This, I am sure, was in everybody else’s mind. 
When the planes had disappeared the room became full of the smell of cordite, and looking out of the 
windows which curiously enough were still intact, I saw a gaping hole in the roof of the Oak Room.  The 
greens outside the Headmaster’s house [School House] were littered with rocks and other kinds of debris. 
I felt a sense of extraordinary security afterwards.  I thought to myself well it’s all over now, and we have 
had our share, and they are not at all likely to come back again for a very long time.  It seemed that here 
was something that would really break up the monotonous routine of the term, and here was something 
that would for ever be imprinted in my memory.  Here was an event that would be written in the annals of 
Sherborne, and when I had become an old grandfather, with a pipe and sitting in a large armchair by the 
fire, I would be able to say “Well, my boy, it was many years ago back in 1940, when I was at Sherborne 
that…” 
 
Theodore Lionel Fabian MANDER (1926-1990) 
Attended Sherborne School (Lyon House) September 1940-March 1942. 
AGE ON 30 SEPTEMBER 1940: 14. 
‘T. Mander’s experiences in the Air-Raid of 30th Sept 1940’. 
I was being taken in English by Mr Bell [Lionel Borradaile Bell (1890-) assistant master 1934-1945] in 
classroom 5 when the Air Raid warning went at 4.45 and we went down to classroom 4, and there we 
carried on with our work until 5.10 when we heard rumbling in the distance coming rapidly nearer.  They 
got louder & louder & then there were 3 whistles in quick succession.  It was when the door started shaking 
as if it was being rattled off its hinges that we were told to get under our desks.  We all got down in a hurry 
and as soon as we were all down there was the most almighty bang and the room filled with smoke and 
carbon dioxide.  While the room was full of smoke a large pile of dictionaries & English books fell on my 
head and a lump of earth fell on my neighbour’s (Miller).  After the filth had settled on the floor we found 
only one window broken, the glass had landed out of harm’s way in the middle & the earth had probably 
done the breaking.  There was only one boy out of the whole lot frightened, for it was his first raid & he did 
not show it at all. None of us were hurt or shaken & we must heartily thank God that we were not all killed. 
 
Geoffrey Francis McMULLEN (b.1925) 
Attended Sherborne School (School House) September 1939-December 1943, 6th form. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 14. 
Essay 
At about 4.20 pm on Monday Sept. 30th the “Alert” sounded. IIA were in Room 16, on the 2nd floor, doing 
History with Mr Whittle [Charles James Richardson Whittle (1921-2001) temporary assistant master 
1940].  We all went down to Room 14, where Mr Parkes [B. Parkes, temporary assistant master 1940-1942] 
was taking IVF.  As we came down the stairs we could hear the drone of several planes, flying very high in 
the direction of Yeovil.  Quarter of an hour later we heard the planes coming back, then there were a 
couple of distant thumps and all the windows on the Yeovil-side, which were capable of opening, flew 
open.  At Mr Whittle’s command we all crept under the desks.  Then the floor seemed to become alive.  I 
was lying flat on the floor, with my hands over my head, and I am certain that the floor dropped a couple of 
inches and then flew up again and hit me on the chin.  In 3 minutes it was all over, all the windows on the 
Yeovil-side had been blown in in spite of the cellophane.  As we got up from the floor we found the room 
was full of dust and the smell of burnt powder was pretty strong.  Hearing nothing Mr Whittle decided that 
we should go over to the main cloisters, in threes, when we got there someone told us that 5 bombs had 
landed in the Courts, I personally thought him a rumour-monger until I saw the craters with my own 



eyes.  Several times we heard planes come over again, but they were far too busy with RAF to bother with 
us.  Not long afterwards the School Custos [William Norton, School Custos 1938-1964], an Air Raid Warden, 
came and told us that the “All Clear’ could not sound as the electricity had failed.  We had supper as usual, 
but in candle light. 
 
David Robert Atherley MELLIS (1923-1998) 
Attended Sherborne School (The Green) May 1937-December 1941, 6th form. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 17. 
Essay 
I was up at the Music School when the siren sounded at about 4.35.  The orders were to go to one’s normal 
place of shelter.  This was in classroom no.5, but as work was still going on there, I did not disturb them, 
but sat in the small hall outside.  I looked out into the Courts, and exchanged a few words with Mr 
Thompson [Reginald Stanley Thompson (1899-1994) assistant master 1922-1952], who was there also.  At 
about 4.40, the headmaster walked across the courts after a game of squash.  Soon after this the door of 
no.6 classroom, which was ajar, began to vibrate violently, this, I presume, being caused by the presence of 
a large number of planes overhead.  I noticed this and drew into a corner.  Then came the first crash of a 
distant bomb.  Mr Thompson beckoned me into Room 6, and I went in and closed the door very quickly, 
throwing myself upon the ground under a desk.  By this time the bombs were falling fast.  I got well under 
the desk.  Now I was really under fire, and thought about all the descriptions I had read.  But little did I 
realise that the last four bombs would fall right outside the door. No, I thought , those sort of things only 
happen to people one read about in the papers, but never to people like us in a place like Sherborne.  The 
crashes came nearer and nearer.  Then there came the sound of shattering glass as the windows went, and 
for some reason I imagined that the roof was falling down, and put my hands over my head.  I remember 
the big explosion quite clearly.  It seemed to lift one off the floor and put one down hard.  That was the last 
explosion I can recollect.  We withdrew our heads from under the desks, and I wondered if there would be 
any more.  Everything was covered with dust, and there was a smell like that at the firing point in the 
miniature range, only much stronger.  Mr Randolph [John Hervey Randolph (1898-1975) assistant master 
1922-1967] went out, and told us about the crater in the courts. 
Then came the order to go to the cloisters.  I was amazed to find the lobby, where I had been a few minutes 
before, covered with debris of all sorts, and to see the mess in the courts.  Then came the exchanging of 
experiences in the cloisters.  Some boys had heard of plenty in the science buildings, but nothing in the 
courts.  We were then told of the unexploded bomb in Perry’s garden [Joseph James Perry (1870-1941) 
school gardener for 33 years (1908-1941), lived at what is now the Bursary], and told to return to our 
houses.  I was one of the first to arrive, and told of what I had seen to an amazed fire squad who were 
unaware of anything so great as this, as our was, I believe, the only house to escape quite undamaged.  We 
thought that perhaps about eight or nine bombs had been dropped. Little did we imagine any number so 
vast as 325. 
 
Donald Richard MILLER (b.1926) 
Attended Sherborne School (Lyon House) May 1940-July 1944. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 14. 
‘My experiences in the air raid’. 
It was in the afternoon on Monday the thirtieth of September when the bombs fell. I was in number seven 
classroom when we were doing clauses when the air raid siren started.  We went downstairs into number 
four classroom. When the master who as taking the sixth form at German heard some planes he told us to 
get under the desk. I got under a desk but there was not much room so I got away from the place and 
stupidly sat under a window but put a book on my head.  The door started rattling so I knew there were 
bombs falling already so I drew my head away from the wall and opened my mouth.  The whole room 
began to move and when I looked up next I saw three big craters in the Courts. 
 
Donald MOFFAT-WILSON (1923-1944) 
Attended Sherborne School (Lyon House) 1937-1941, 6th form, School Prefect, 1st Class Athletics, XXX 
Blazer, PT Instructor with Badge, Sergeant in JTC, member of Duffers. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 17. 

https://www.flickr.com/photos/sherborneschoolarchives/9414978462/in/album-72157634886701456/


‘Bomb Experiences’. 
It was not the first Monday afternoon siren in the term and I was pretty “fed-up” missing a favourite lesson 
for the second time.  My form had descended to the classroom below where another form was enjoying a 
maths lesson.  After about a quarter of an hour the drone was heard, & the master murmured something 
about the hum of Heinkels, and then went on with the maths – but not for long. In the distance we heard a 
series of “crumps” which made each boy dive under his desk.  Then thirty seconds of concentrated hell, and 
it was over. 
After about five minutes the Headmaster [Alexander Ross Wallace (1891-1982) Headmaster 1934-1950], 
clad in a dressing gown, looked in to see if anybody was hurt – no one was, though the room had been 
sprayed with glass.  When the bomb landed in the road outside the Carrington Buildings I didn’t feel too 
happy; but when I heard the next one whistling down I thought the end really had come. It missed me by 
about fifteen yards, at which I was very much relieved.  It was only during the few seconds in which this 
bomb was falling that I was really frightened; before it, I was definitely thrilled, and after it I seemed to 
think it funny, which is rather strange.  I suppose my nerves had had a bit of a wrench, and I may have been 
feeling very slightly hysterical. Anyway it has taught me to fear nothing but a direct hit. 
‘Impressions of September 30th 1940’. 
I suppose I will never forget this day as long as I live; every detail is printed indelibly in my memory, 
probably because it was the first time that I had been “under fire”.  I have had similar experiences since, 
and they have left me quite undisturbed, and my nerves perfectly sound.  I feel I will never have any more 
fear, actual fear, of German bombs; it has been all knocked out of me by the thoughts of those bombs 
which rained unmercifully on “Little Old Sherborne” on that sultry September afternoon. 
On looking back, I was not nearly so surprised as I should have been when I saw so many familiar sights 
shattered and blasted unmercifully.  I seem to have taken the whole procedure rather as a matter of 
course, owing, I expect, to the fact that my nerves were too much jangled to allow me to concentrate on 
any one subject for any length of time.  I remember making my way up to Lyon House, carefully avoiding 
trailing telegraph wires, and do not seem to have been very surprised at finding three craters in the road 
past the House, and one side of the Girls’ School Sanatorium missing.  But as darkness fell I was aware of a 
feeling of terrible depression, brought on, I expect, by the prospect of no bed, no water, and candlelight – 
and perhaps more than anything, by the disorder on all sides.  That night was, for me, the most miserable I 
have ever spent, till 4.14am, when the two time bombs exploded, and I fell into a sound sleep till morning. 
The strain of the next few days was greatly increased by the task of trying to concentrate on school work 
and routine.  The masters seemed infatiguable, as if they did not know what had happened, though it must 
have been worse for them with all the responsibilities on their shoulders, especially the housemasters.  For 
the next ten days I had to take the occupants of my dormitory (twenty ”Babies”) across the fields and along 
the road to The Green, hoping against hope that the siren would not utters its piercing wail before we 
reached our sleeping quarters. Luckily it never did. 
My impressions of the bombing are, then, cold fear as the bombs whistled to earth; immediate reaction of 
excitement and laughter, cheerfulness till night-fall, which brought exhaustion and nervousness with it; and 
for the next few days cheerfulness, but finding it very difficult to concentrate. 
 
Martin John Faber MORRISON (1923-2004) 
Attended Sherborne School (Abbey House) September 1937-July 1942, Upper 6th form, School Prefect. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 16. 
‘30th September’. 
I followed the others down the stairs when the alarm went, with a feeling of mild amusement at the 
thoroughness of the air raid precautions in a small country town.  Not for one moment did the possibility of 
an attack enter my head.  We were sitting on the floor talking when the sound of the first bombs reached 
us.  They sounded very near, but even then I did not think that the town was being attacked.  But the sound 
of the explosions came closer, and presently the whole building began to shake.  One could hear the 
whistle of the bombs at they fell, ever nearer.  I remember thinking that we were certain to be hit, but it all 
happened too quickly to be really frightened.  My thoughts were, however, merely of myself.  I did not 
notice much noise when the nearest bomb fell and the windows were broken, but the dust was 
terrific.  Then there followed the feeling of it all being over and there was an outburst of excited, almost 



hysterical conversation.  I felt wonderfully thankful and I was struck by the cheer that went up when we 
heard the Abbey clock strike; one felt that if the Abbey was all right, the town was also. 
 
Patrick Macdonald MOSSE (1924-1966) 
Attended Sherborne School (The Green) September 1938-December 1942, Head of House. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 16. 
‘The Air-raid on September 30th 1940’ 
At the beginning of a term, before things get settled down, any break in routine is always welcome, and as 
the break on that particular Monday at the beginning of the Christmas term was an air raid warning, it 
added a certain amount of excitement. Though some people may by then have got to the stage when a 
warning had no effect on them, I was always rather thrilled, for at my home in Kent a siren, during the 
previous holidays, had very often heralded the chance of watching a dog fight.  And so it was that 
afternoon, I was doing English with Mr Brown in the Lower Library when the first low moan of the siren was 
heard.  As I was in my house fire squad I had to return to the Green.  Halfway up Hospital Hill I joined a 
couple of friends, and we walked up the hill discussing the possibility of the warning lasting the whole of 
evening school.  I remember thinking, as I looked at the balloons over Yeovil how wrong it was that such 
seemingly beautiful things, indeed they did look peaceful as they lay at rest in the summer sky, like majestic 
yachts at anchor on a motionless sea with the sun playing on their dazzling sails, that such beautiful things 
should have anything to do with war.  However had I been able to see ten minutes into the future my 
thoughts would not have dwelt so long on such peaceful things. 
When we got back to the house I went along to my study to get a cushion and a book.  As there was no 
proper shelter then we had to do into the dayroom which was considered the safest room in the house, 
though it gave me no impression of safety a few minutes later.  There must have been seven or eight of us 
altogether and, though we were supposed to like on the floor, we were sitting about reading and talking. 
A quarter of an hour after the siren went the first bomb dropped out on Lenthay copse, a couple of miles 
away.  I felt it more than I heard it, there was a slight tremor and the windows rattled, however that was 
quite enough.  In less than no time everyone was flat on their faces under desks and tables.  I should love to 
have been able to look on during those few seconds.  There we all were laughing and talking when 
suddenly there was a thud and the windows rattled.  I am sure there must have been a funny variety of 
expressions during the seconds silence that followed, and then, like rabbits popping down holes, we 
disappeared under benches and desks, though of course there were no white tails and there was a good 
deal of noise.  There was one good thing about that raid, the bombs dropped so quickly that you did not 
have time to wonder when the next one was going to fall.  However that did not mean that you could not 
think at all, the crash of the bombs seemed ever to be getting nearer, as indeed it was, and there was one 
moment when I was sure that the next bomb would fall on us, however it did not and as it happened the 
line of bombs was below us, and the nearest bomb must have been the one opposite the Carlton [cinema 
in Newland], about a hundred yards in a straight line, quite near enough!  The most vivid impression I had 
when it was all over was more of the shakings and shocks than of the noise.  The floor seemed to come up 
and hit you in the face, and though I am sure I never looked at them I have a clear picture of the walls 
shuddering as a sail does when it cannot decide which way to swing when the wind is directly 
astern.  Though I am sure that there was a good many remarks about the German pilots, there is only one 
which I remember distinctly.  It was after the bomb that blew the lights out someone said with a good deal 
of feeling, “The Bloody Swine!” 
After it was all over I think I must have expressed everyone’s immediate feelings when I said, “That God 
that is over.”  Our first thoughts were for the rest of the school, as from the sound the bombs must have 
dropped somewhere in that direction; it was rather worse for a boy who lives here as he had his family to 
think of.  And so when Mr Hey [Samuel Hey (1904-1977) assistant master 1926-1973] told us that no one 
connected with the school had been hurt we were both relieved, and rather thrilled for it seemed a miracle 
that those four bombs should have fallen in the one open area, and I could not get over it for the rest of the 
evening.  The remainder of the house came back shortly after Mr Hey and everyone was relating 
experiences.  One rather interesting fact was peoples’ estimate of the number of bombs.  Before the rest 
arrived our guess was about fifteen but later we realised that it must have been a lot more.  As there was 
no electricity we had tea by candle-light.  The rest of the evening was rather disorganised and I think 



everyone was glad to be in bed.  A time-bomb, which exploded in the middle of the night, woke me, but not 
for long. 
 
Hugh Raymond MUMFORD (1924-) 
Attended Sherborne School (Lyon House) September 1938-July 1942, 6th form. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 15. 
‘The Air Raid’. 
We were in number one classroom, at the foot of the tower, and, a few minutes before the bombs, 
someone was making a noise with a book, which, he claimed with contempt, was frightening Mr Dare 
[Albert George Dare (1883-1964) temporary assistant master 1940-1946] considerably.  After laughter 
which accompanied this sally had died down, there was a short silence. Then the door began rattling 
violently, which made me think someone wished to come in.  Actually, Mr Dare came in after a few 
seconds, though he was not, I afterwards learnt, responsible for the noise. 
He announced that bombs were dropping, and that we had better take cover under the desks.  I thought 
this was most amusing at first, not having been in a very violent raid before.  Soon, however, things began 
to get more lively, and after a few faint thuds, which were followed by others gradually louder and louder, 
there was a faint hiss, followed by a loud report, which seemed very near, and which now I think must have 
been the bomb in Randolph’s garden [Abbeylands].  I was amused no longer.  I remember wondering 
whether anything could possibly come nearer, and still miss us.  Within half a second my thought was 
answered by a distinct hiss, followed by  a very loud report, which had the effect of compressing the ear 
drums in a most uncomfortable way.  After noticing that apart from a few panes of glass, there were also 
some small stones, which had been blown through the window, I remember wondering whether it was all 
over.  No more reports could be heard, and we crawled out from under the desks. Then Colonel Davson 
[Harold John Hunter Davson (1880-1961) temporary assistant master 1940-1944] came in, saying that there 
were craters in the Courts, and that we had had a remarkably lucky escape. 
‘The Air Raid’. 
I was in the top of the tower when the siren went, and we all came down and sat in number one 
classroom.  After we had been there for some time Mr Dare [Albert George Dare (1883-1964) temporary 
assistant master 1940-1946] left the room. Then the doors began to shake and rattle, and soon Mr Dare 
came in and told us all to get underneath the desks.  I was not, then, at all frightened, for I had not guessed 
the full significance of his order. After lying for one or two seconds, I heard some distant thuds and then 
some more, gradually becoming louder as they drew nearer.  Then I heard several almost simultaneous 
hisses, terminating in a very loud crash.  This was at once followed by another immense crash, which 
seemed not so much a noise as a sensation of compression in the ears.  One or two pieces of glass fell near 
me, and a stone dropped in through the window, striking the ground about two feel from me. After the one 
deafening report they became gradually fainter and fainter, and then stopped.  I can remember having my 
eye fixed on the mullion of the window, and wondering if and when it would collapse.  I was very 
frightened. 
Soon after the noise had cased, Collier put his head out of the window, and said “Good heavens, there’s 
four craters in the courts!”  We were all astonished. Then Colonel Davson [Harold John Hunter Davson 
(1880-1961) temporary assistant master 1940-1944] came in and told us what a bit of luck we had had in 
not being hit.  After sitting in the classroom for one or two minutes more, the door opened, and the 
Headmaster came in and told us that as there was an unexploded bomb behind the gym we had to move to 
the cloisters, and from there we went up to the House to do Hall. 
On arriving at the House we found to our astonishment that it was surrounded with bomb craters, and that 
they had left their mark on the House in the shape of fourteen thousand – this figure was ascertained 
afterwards = and a good many smashed windows. 
Perhaps the most remarkable feature of this very remarkable incident was the way in which it was taken. 
So far was it from frightening most people, that they considered it a blessed relief from tiresomely 
monotonous routine. After my first fright, and that was very thorough, I thought of it in terms of my 
chances of getting home.  That night, however, which I spent under the House Reading Room table, I felt 
rather shaky again, and I felt that I should not welcome a repetition of such an experience, especially at 
night. 
 



Geoffrey Thomas MYERS (1925-2014) 
Attended Sherborne School (Westcott House) September 1938-July 1942, 6th form. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 15. 
‘The Air Raid’ 
It was on Monday afternoon that I was having an English lesson with Mr Thomas [Meredith Dillon Thomas 
MC (1894-1979) assistant master 1921-1954] in his classroom, that we heard the warbling note of the air 
raid siren. We immediately hastened to Abbey House dayroom, which was our appointed place of 
shelter.  After having sat there reading over books for about three minutes, we heard that familiar sound of 
German planes.  But this sound was not that far away distant sound which we usually heard, but it seemed 
to be steady and getting nearer.  For a moment the idea that they would bomb us entered my mind, but in 
a split second, I rejected the idea as too preposterous.  A few seconds later the doors began to rattle, which 
I could not make out owing to the lack of wind.  Then the rattling became a fierce shaking, and vibration of 
the whole house, and I began to realise the truth.  By this time we were all under the tables and my heart 
was beating quickly, but up to then the bombs had not been falling very near but only in the Lenthay 
district.  Gradually the noise and shaking developed in terrific forms and bombs seemed to be exploding all 
round us, and I could see them exploding outside the window.  Every second I expected the house to come 
crashing down on our heads, and for the first time the fear of death entered my head.  It all seemed so 
unfair that I should have to die so young, without a chance of doing my bit in the making of a new world, 
and without having the chance to even say good bye to my parents, and that was the worst part of it, it 
seemed so unfair and I felt sure God would not allow it.  I am not ashamed to say that in those few seconds 
when danger and death were so near, I prayed more earnestly than I have ever prayed before and am glad 
to say that I never lost my presence of mind or became in the least bit frantic.  I suppose it was selfish in a 
way, for me to think so egotistically, but life is dear to most young people and I am not an 
exception.  However, as is known, we all emerged unscathed from those momentous seconds, and I 
thought and still do think that I was a miracle of God that we were not hit. 
When the bombing stopped we got up from under the tables and wandered around the hall, then we heard 
a faint knock on the door and an old man almost fell into the room.  Two of the prefects in charge of Abbey 
House sat him on a chair and gave him a drink, and when he was sufficiently recovered, he told us that he 
had been outside in the road during the raid, and narrowly missed being hit by a huge boulder.  We 
remained in the house for about a half an hour longer, as there were still many aeroplanes roaring 
overhead, and I started to read my book again – but without much success, for when one’s nerves are on 
edge it is difficult to concentrate.  However, none of us were in the least bit gloomy, and we exchanged our 
views and joked about the affair in a characteristic British way. 
When we were told that it was safe to go outside again (for the siren was put out of action), I eagerly went 
out, but was assailed with the strong smell of cordite and the thick atmosphere of dust.  I can so well 
remember walking back to Westcott House and on my way seeing the gutted Carrington Buildings and 
many others, and a feeling of unquenchable hatred and loathing sprang into my heart against the swine 
that had so wilfully destroyed these works of art and beauty, of which I had unconsciously grown to love 
and cherish. When I arrived at the house, I went to see if any damage had been done to my study, but 
luckily found only a few panes broken. 
I then set off with a friend to go round Sherborne and see the damage done.  At the sight of all this 
destruction, that feeling came back into my heart again, and I hated as I have never hated before. Amongst 
other parts of the town we visited Newlands which seemed to have suffered the brunt of the attack, and I 
felt deeply sorry for those who had had all that was dear to them destroyed and gone for ever.  We came 
back to tea, with the smell of cordite in our nostrils, and owing to the absence of electricity, we went to bed 
fairly early. 
In the middle of the night I was suddenly woken up by the explosion of a time bomb, which at the time I 
thought was the beginning of another raid, and immediately bustled downstairs as hard as I could go, but 
we soon discovered its origin and crept back to bed again.  I cannot but admit that for the next two days 
after the raid, my nerves were always on the alert for the sound of enemy aircraft, but after that, things 
settled down again and we resumed the usual course of events. 
 



John Allen Sandys NEWMAN (1924-2007) 
Attended Sherborne School (School House) September 1938-July 1942, 6th form. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 15. 
‘The Raid’. 
Afternoon school started at 4.00pm, and as the day was a Monday, I was in the Lower Library doing English 
with Mr Brown [Herbert Henry Brown (1891-1963) assistant master 1920-1955] for the first period. When 
the siren went, as it had done previously numerous times, we merely drew the thick green blackout 
curtains across the deep set windows and took our chairs from out of direct line with the, ‘just in 
case…’  Then we went on with our work.  At the first bomb, we all dived under the tables, Mr Brown, 
surprisingly, being one of the first under. Doubled up, my arms around my head, and my mouth tightly shut 
(I didn’t remember about that till afterwards), the first thing I thought was, “Thank heavens these tables 
are pretty thick”, and the next I was conscious of was that I was saying over and over again, “So this is what 
it’s like; so this is what it’s like”.  There was a temporary lull in the bombardment, and Mr Brown called out, 
“Is everyone all right”, and we all chorused “Yes sir”.  Then the bombs started falling again even nearer and 
I was just saying, “Will the next…”, when a voice said, “By Jove, the Abbey’s coming down”, and I looked up 
quickly.  But it was only a piece of dressed stone from the parapet along the roof.  Almost simultaneously, 
there was a tremendous crash, and the lights flickered and went out; but that crash was the climax, for the 
next bombs fell the other side, and the next further away still. 
We stayed under the tables for a short while and then got out. Mr Brown went to see if it was safe yet, and 
we remained chattering excitedly as to what damage had been done and where the nearest bombs had 
fallen. Someone produced a fives ball, and three of us started to play catch, but it was very difficult since 
my hands, and, in fact, my whole body was quivering and shaking so much that I often missed.  Someone 
else produced some chocolate, and was at once assailed with, “Oh be a sport”, and “Come on, give me a 
bit”.  Soon Mr Brown returned saying that the ‘All Clear’ would have gone, only the electricity had been 
damaged.  We all streamed out, eager for souvenirs, and I thought myself very lucky to find a piece perhaps 
an inch and a half across firmly stuck on to the recently tarred road just outside the main gateway. 
 
Frank Ian NICHOLLS (1923-2011) 
Attended Sherborne School (Lyon House) September 1937-July 1941, 6th form. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 17. 
Essay. 
One afternoon, whilst contemplating the fickleness of the English language with our Housemaster 
[Alexander Hamelin Trelawny-Ross (1884-1967) assistant master 1911-1946, housemaster of Lyon House 
1914-1946], we heard the rising moan of the air raid siren.  We rose from our places and commenced the 
usual trek up to the house.  After running about half way, we grew weary and finished at a walk.  We all sat 
down in the passage fussing and fidgeting like a lot of old hens till we were comfortable. In about five 
minutes someone suggested an incendiary bomb squad practices, so we went and played with stirrup 
pumps in the loft till we grew bored.  The squad had just carried all the impedimenta downstairs again and I 
was standing outside the Morcom [dormitory] talking to Sproule, the observer, and looking round for 
anything left behind, when I heard a series of distant explosions.  I was cogitating upon whether they were 
bombs or guns when I heard a closer batch of explosions. It was decided they were bombs.  Next second I 
heard a whistle and a roar, then another, then another, closer and closer, the house shaking more and 
more, then a screech and a terrific crash of breaking glass, bursting bomb, and debris.  Superimposed on it 
was a sound like something hurtling down a tube, the very little bang, it was mainly the screech and roar of 
air, the splintering of wood and the breaking of glass.  A bomb had landed twenty yards away in the 
road.  The floor leaped up about three inches to me, beds and all left the floor then hit it again with a 
thump, and there was such a colossal thundering noise from the roof that I thought it was 
collapsing.  Plaster showered down, but then the rumbling subsided, and I was still unburied, the floor was 
level and the dormitory whole.  I heard the scream of two bombs coming almost the whole way down, but 
no explosion.  It flashed across my mind, “Thank God! Two have missed anyway”, and a wave of relief 
swept over me, but the whistling and the thundering continued as bombs burst in the Courts, in Cheap 
Street, and up Newlands. 
As suddenly as it started the racket stopped, there was perfect silence, and I was still alive.  I crawled out 
from under my bed, it was the one just inside the door on the left, and staggered out into the 



passage.  Sproule was picking himself up, and I have never seen anyone look so surprised.  I was halfway 
down the top flight of stairs, stopped, and looked out where a window had been, straight down into a 
huge, or apparently huge, bomb crater.  I was utterly amazed that the bombs were so close; I thought they 
were in the prep field or further away even than that.  I rushed down stairs, told Mr Ross that as far as I 
could see the roof was all right, then barged my way passed the people in the passage who were still 
feeling themselves all over, and went out to see if I could be of any assistance to the neighbours. I was 
greeted in the yard by Mrs Palmer with her maid, shouting that there was a dead man in the garden.  I 
handed her over to Mr Ross and ran down through the garden to Thorn’s house to see if he was hurt.  I 
climbed over a heap of wreckage, caused, I discovered later, by a time bomb, and found both he and his 
wife uninjured, though busy having hysterics.  I promised to come down and help him soon, and ran up the 
road, negotiated a bomb crater in the road, a dead gardener [Arthur James Lintern (1878-1940), died in Mr 
Clephan Palmer’s garden at ‘South Hill’, Richmond Road], messy but not sickening, telegraph and power 
wires, and went down to the school with Rice to fetch Mr Palmer [Clephan Palmer (1881-1971) assistant 
master 1905-1946, lived at ‘South Hill’, Richmond Road].  I staggered into the wrecked science buildings 
[Carrington Buildings], but he was not there, so we went into the Courts, now full of holes, and found him. 
Later, we began to clear up the house and the yard, which was about two inches deep in earth and Mr 
Palmer’s corrugated iron fence, or rather the remains of it.  We continued thus till dark, which came on us 
early as the air, especially immediately after the raid, was full of dust and smoke.  The stench of explosives 
was everywhere, aircraft did a Victory Roll over the School, and a man, one of ours, I saw coming down by 
parachute.    The mess was complete; the town was a shambles for a couple of days, but was not 
panicky.  At last we slept, crowded all on the first floor, as the siren was out of action. 
What were my thoughts?  As I dived under the bed, I thought, at last it has come, I am going to be bombed. 
Then as they grew nearer I got a bit frightened; the one on the front gate scared me stiff, and I thought 
how little protection was above me; the one in the road made me think no house can stand up to this, and I 
knew if the next one hit I did not stand a chance.  The rest you know.  It was an excitement; a day I shall 
never forget, but we can take it, and take it again and again if necessary, to beat that swine. 
 
Ralph Lambton Robb NICHOLSON (1924-2018) 
Attended Sherborne School (School House) September 1938-July 1942, Exhibitioner, 6th form. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 16. 
‘September 30th 1940. My impressions.’ 
When the siren started its ‘banshee howling’ at about 4.30 in the afternoon, I little guessed that anything 
would happen out of the ordinary and that no more than distant gunfire would give us a topic of 
conversation for the following period of time of which the length would depend upon the extent of the 
gunfire.  This period of time turned out to be nearly infinite. 
I was in number 8 classroom and on the alert we trooped downstairs and deposited ourselves upon the 
floor of room 6. Ten minutes later I heard the sound of distant explosions and erroneously assumed it to be 
gunfire.  However, the bangs increased in loudness and as they came nearer I realised they were bombs.  I 
have heard many ‘dins’ and explosions before but the crescendo of screeches and explosions that followed 
put the others ‘in the shade’.  I vividly recollect that terrible and awe-inspiring space of time during which I 
saw a large section of the Courts blown up and the windows of the room came in.  My mind was a jumble 
of thoughts.  How near were the bombs? Would one hit the building? What would happen if it did? Were 
any more bombs coming down? Or had they gone away for good?  Thanks to God, they had. 
After the worse was over, we were cheerfully told that some had landed just outside the door.  I had 
reckoned on one or two being in the Courts but the fact that there were “four or five” exceeded my 
expectations.  In suspense, while the drone of aeroplanes was audible above, we wondered whether the 
chapel or science buildings had been hit, whether School House was in ruins and whether there were many, 
if any, casualties.  However, none of these dreads proved true.  Afterwards we looked at the damage and, 
not being permitted to return to work due to unexploded bombs, we erected barriers, directed civilians and 
told some of them that there were no casualties.  I realised that the raid had been heavy and although the 
affair was exciting, it was, on reflection, rather sickening to see the playing fields and buildings 
wrecked.  The rest of the day was spent in clearing up, exchanging reminiscences, and so forth. Everyone 
seemed cheerful – there were bright sides to it, the appearance of the headmaster in somewhat unsuitable 
attire and the inability of the siren to sound the all clear – and everyone seemed calm despite the fact that 



Sherborne had endured an exceptionally ‘concentrated’ blitz, the news of which resounded throughout the 
country.  Perhaps there is just cause for saying, as a master did, “Confound the person who invented the 
internal combustion engine, and anyone who would have if he hadn’t.” 
 
Derek William John O’BRIEN (1924-2013) 
Attended Sherborne School (Lyon House) September 1938-July 1942, 6th form. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 16. 
‘The bombing of Sherborne’. 
On September 30th 1940 afternoon school started as usual, for me at any rate, and the History period 
started as on previous Mondays.  But at about 4.45 pm the siren sounded and, being in No.3 fire squad, I 
had to go up to the House with the rest of No.1, 2 and 3.  After we had settled down in the strengthened 
passage, a practice for the first squads was suggested, and in due course an imaginary incendiary was 
reported on the top floor.  So I took my squad, the official leader being ill, up to our position by the hose 
etc. next to the upper wash basins in case we were needed if the fire spread.  It did not apparently, but 
another “fire” broke out on the first floor, which No.3 squad had to attend to. As the hose was unrolling, 
noises began which I thought were the other squads coming down from the top floor at the double; but 
they became rather too loud for that, and we decided amongst ourselves that they were “eggs” being 
“laid” by the Germans. We all flattened ourselves against the wall, at the same time almost lying down, in 
case any glass should come out, for we were near the “Bennett” dormitory windows which open onto the 
passage.  Then the bombs started to come unpleasantly close so I dashed down to the passage and flung 
myself on to the already bending figures.  Then came about six almighty explosions and glass, tiles, mud 
and plaster hurtled all over the place.  When I saw how near the bombs had been I was surprised for I 
imagined them to be at the far side of the Prep field, or at the bottom of the garden. 
 
David Kingsley OLIPHANT (1926-2014) 
Attended Sherborne School (Abbey House) September 1940-March 1944, 6th form, XV 1943. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 13. 
‘30th September 1940’. 
At approximately 4.30 on Monday the siren was heard.  I was in the heat laboratory.  Every person in the 
set made exclamations about the siren going during a physics period rather than a Latin period. We went to 
the cloisters as previously arranged. I went into the pound and bought a few books and then as I had a 
special air raid book, I sat down to read it.  After what must have been about twenty minutes the room 
began to shake.  That must have been the bombs at Lenthay.  It was some minutes before we realised 
this.  We, as instructed by Mr Hey [Samuel Hey (1904-1977) assistant master 1926-1973] who was at the 
door of the pound, knelt down close to the floor.  Some who may have been a little nervous, but ashamed 
of it, cracked rather aimless jokes.  But soon were silenced by the deafening crashes: I made out about 
five.  Looking out of the window which had been holding shut, I was in time to see the whole frame and 
window bend and a few seconds later it burst the lock and flew open, only to be jammed shut by another 
crash, one more series of crashes and the glass fell out, the anti-splinter paper did its work admirably.  I 
who was near the window was untouched; the frame appeared to fall out as if hinged at the bottom.  I 
could see through the broken window and the cloister window the other side of the passage tons of 
debris.  Of course rumours spread concerning where the bombs had landed but nobody had been hurt.  A 
few masters were walking about with greenish ceiling plaster on their heads and glasses, these were mostly 
science masters. 
 
Richard Bickersteth OTTLEY (1925-1994) 
Attended Sherborne School (School House) September 1939-July 1943, 6th form. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 15. 
‘September 30th’, 12 February [1941]. 
It is about four o’clock, and we are sitting quietly at Mathematics. Suddenly the siren starts wailing, and as 
it has been doing so a lot lately, without any bombs being dropped, we are all grateful, as this means we 
shall “knock off” work for perhaps an hour!  After we had been sheltering in the cloisters for about twenty 
minutes, there were several fairly loud thuds in the distance.  I didn’t pay much attention to them, but just 
went on talking.  But, however, in another fifteen seconds, the air was filled with the noise of the exploding 



bombs.  I have never been so terrified in my life, and never shall I forget that awful little shudder the earth 
gives, a split second before the bomb actually explodes!  However, after ten minutes, the only sound that 
could be heard was the roar of our fighters overhead, and I have never been so pleased to hear the sound 
of them before or after that memorable afternoon! 
 
Alan Wallace PATERSON (1926-2005) 
Attended Sherborne School (Lyon House) September 1939-July 1944, Scholar, Upper 6th, School Prefect. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 14. 
‘An air-raid’. 
There was a sound of many people running along a wooden corridor. I thought it was a fire squad having a 
practice action stations.  In actual fact it was the bombs Lenthay way.  The fun began when I got 
downstairs.  There was a bang not very far away and about five people ran downstairs.  Then the ones of 
the close vicinity landed. I could have sworn I saw at least two doors curve inwards almost double.  The 
bangs seemed all about the same distance away.  There was no terrific noise, as we had been led to 
believe.  There would be a bang not much louder than a very heavy door being shut [smartly?]; then a 
tinkling of glass and a rattling of tiles followed by another bang.  A strange quietness reigned when the last 
bang had sounded.  There was too a strange smell outside of wet half charred wood mingled with gas. I was 
surprised at the damage done.  Judging by an event in the holidays, I thought it was either by the railway or 
up on the Yeovil road. If that is all the Germans can do then, it is funny, but that is hardly to be hoped for. 
 
Thomas Richard PEARCE (1926-2017) 
Attended Sherborne School (Abbeylands) May 1940-1943, 
Age on 30 September 1940: 14. 
‘Sherborne’s Air Raid'. 
It was on Monday afternoon the 30th of September, just after 4.30 that the siren went.  At the time I was 
having Physics in the Heat Laboratory with Mr Davis [Henry Cecil Waring Davis (1903-1989) assistant 
master 1928-1967], and he told us to go to the cloisters, which we did.  There I just walked around and 
talked.  Quite soon we could hear the drone of German planes, and then suddenly we heard the 
bombs.  Quickly I flung myself onto the floor by one of the walls, and everyone else did the same.  I blocked 
up my ears and with my hands, and then it was all over, in what seemed like a second to me.  The 
explosions of the bombs came nearer, and louder, and then a terrific explosion, when, I found out later, the 
four bombs landed in the middle of the courts.  Glass flew all over the place, some bits landing by my feet, 
others flying over my head.  During this I heard a plane, which I thought was a German dive-bomber, but it 
must have been the British Plane which crashed nearby.  We were told to stay lying down, but no more 
bombs were dropped.  After a little while I got up and looked at the craters in the courts.  Soon the all clear 
went, and I returned to my house to find a large bomb had landed in the garden and blown out the 
windows of our dayroom. 
 
Anthony Warwick Cory PEARN (1924-2005) 
Attended Sherborne School (The Green) September 1938-July 1942, Scholar, Upper 6th, XI 1942, Squash 
rackets 1942 (captain). 
Age on 30 September 1940: 15. 
‘September 30th, 1940’. 6/2/41. 
As I ambled down to school after a rather strenuous puntabout, I little thought that within an hour I should 
have had probably one of the most terrifying, although interesting, experiences of my life.  It seemed quite 
an ordinary afternoon in the Christmas term; even when the sirens began to warble around about 4.35, it 
still seemed quite an ordinary afternoon for we had been having a number of warnings since the beginning 
of term.  In fact it was beginning to grow tiresome and monotonous having to troop down to the bottom 
floor at all hours of the day, once the novelty had worn off. 
But by 4.50 the situation had completely changed.  As the windows began to rattle, boredom and 
drowsiness fled, leaving in their trail a queer feeling of curiosity, mingled with apprehension. For a split 
second, curiosity got the better of me and I wanted to stand on the desk to find the cause of this strange 
phenomena, but common sense soon crushed my curiosity into insignificance and I followed the others’ 
example by diving under the desks. 



By this time, the thuds of distant bombs had reached our ears, and my curiosity gave place to, first, 
interest, and then a vaguely thrilled feeling. But, alas, the thuds grew louder and to my instant horror, I 
realised that they were coming rapidly, far too rapidly, straight towards me.  In those awful two minutes 
that followed I felt myself grow visibly in size.  Surely, I thought, they cannot fail to mess such a large target, 
and I consequently expected every bomb to bring with it my doom.  Then a particularly loud explosion rent 
the air and I fully expected the building to collapse on top of me.  This bomb, I felt sure, must have landed 
in the road just outside for the window panes had all broken and the room was filled with dust; I learnt 
afterwards, however, that it had landed outside the Big Schoolroom, some fifty yards away.  This latter 
bomb was the last thinking concerning the actual raid of which I have any very clear remembrance. 
After the bombs had ceased falling, we went to the cloisters, which were considered more adequate 
shelter than the classrooms, and I remember my surprise and horror at seeing the craters in the 
Courts.  How strange is life!  Only a week before I had been thinking that it would be rather thrilling and 
great fun to have a bomb dropped in the Courts, and now that it had actually happened I thought that I was 
far from fun.  That evening it was rather an ordeal waiting, with no electric light, to go to bed.  The whole 
events of the afternoon flashed vividly through my mind, and played havoc with my imagination.  It came 
as a great relief when at last it was time to go to bed, for my nerves were quite on edge by that time.  It was 
a valuable, if terrifying, experience which I should loath to be repeated, but, which I would not have missed 
for anything. 
 
Richard Neville Franklyn PEARSE (1926-1993) 
Attended Sherborne School (Lyon House) September 1939-July 1943. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 14. 
‘A Bombing Raid on Sherborne.’ 
On Monday afternoon the 30th of September, the usual air raid warning went at about half past four. It was 
at the beginning of the chemistry lesson, the warning went and as usual the Fire Squads went to their 
respectives, I being in number 3 fire squad went up to the house taking my books, hat and coat from the 
Science Buildings and walked up to the house, half way up I thought it would be funny if they started 
dropping bombs.  At 4.45, we started to have fire practice. Number 3 squad was ordered to go up to the 
top floor, this consisted of O’Brien (acting captain), Horwood, Duxbury, David and myself. After we had 
fooled round there for a little time we were ordered to put a fire out in the Bennett [dormitory].  Just as we 
reached the hose, we heard the first bombs. Everyone stopped where they were, then O’Brien ordered us 
to keep low and make for the downstairs passage.  We reached the end of the passage by the Bennett 
dormitory.  Then Horwood ran across the landing and down the stairs. I followed a few minutes after.  I 
never went downstairs so fast in all my life.  At the bottom everyone was crowded at the end nearest the 
dining room and as everyone was kneeling down or lying down it formed a kind of scrummage.  After I got 
there people began to pour in from all sides of the house, some flung themselves on top of others, lying 
down flat as soon as they arrived.  I had by this time gathered my wits and listened to the explosions, but I 
only heard one whistling of a bomb.  Then when it had all ceased we managed to sort ourselves out, we 
stood in our respective fire squads.  David handed round some chocolate to each member of the 
squad.  Some people had managed to nip out into the yard and came back saying the yard was full of 
debris.  I was surprised, wondering where all of it had come from, because I hadn’t thought the bombs had 
been so near.  Then we were allowed outside, but I never saw the bomb craters till afterwards when I was 
busy clearing out the Gibbons dormitory.  It was a marvellous sight to see the bomb craters straddled all 
round the house. Then when I managed to get out and see the bomb craters it was great fun finding bomb 
splinters, the biggest one in my collection was found by the bike sheds.  Then I viewed the damaged done 
the next day and I then saw how lucky we had been to escape. 
 
Robert William PEMBLETON (1924-2012) 
Attended Sherborne School (Abbeylands) May 1938-July 1942. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 16. 
‘4.45pm approx on Monday September 30th 1940’ 
At about half past four on Monday afternoon the air-raid siren went and fire squads returned to their 
houses.  All this procedure of returning to houses to put out fires, which few thought would ever break out, 
was regarded as a nice way of getting off a lot of work and I was very glad to hear the siren as were most of 



the others in our fire squads.  I had the job of sitting in a passage on the first floor of the private side of the 
house where I usually read a novel of some description.  Ostensibly I was there to see if any incendiary 
bombs should hit that part of the house – a job which always seemed to me to be rather unnecessary as a 
bomb going through the roof, even if it does only weigh tow pounds, makes quite enough noise to be heard 
downstairs.  At about 4.45 I heard the noise of the engines of several aeroplanes which seemed to be flying 
low towards the town.  I leant out of the window to see anything that might be going on, a thing which, 
although pointless and stupid, I regularly did whenever I heard any planes, together with most other of the 
squads.  The planes got nearer and nearer and I was wondering where they were because I could not see 
them although it sounded as if they were very close. 
Suddenly I heard a few dull thumps which I recognised as being the sound of bombs hitting the ground.  I 
hastily threw myself on the floor.  Even now I did not take the raid very seriously because I thought they 
were probably only dropping one or two bombs to lighten their planes – a thing they had done once or 
twice before just outside the town.  But the bombs came closer and closer and the roar of low-flying 
aircraft louder and louder.  Soon I could hear the bombs on their way down but even then I did not think 
they were landing less than about quarter of a mile away from me.  It was not the first time I had heard a 
bomb come down but generally those I heard on their way had landed as much as half a mile away.  By this 
time the doors were rattling and the building was shaking and the maids, who were downstairs, were 
screaming.  I remember being very annoyed with them for making such a noise but it was quite 
unreasonable of me because the ‘cracks’ of exploding bombs was much louder than ay body of women 
could produce.  Suddenly I saw the ceiling in front of me collapse amid clouds of dust.  I was rather amused 
at this for some reason, probably because I thought that if ceilings collapsed when bombs fell at least a 
quarter of a mile away they must have been put up very badly.  However, by now the bombs were getting 
further and further away and I got up to survey the damage.  It was then that I got my greatest surprise of 
the whole raid.  I looked out of the window, which had been broken without my knowledge although I was 
directly underneath it, and saw an enormous crater in the garden, not more than twenty-five yards from 
where I had been lying. 
This shook me a bit and I went to the top of the stairs to find out if anyone had been hurt.  I promptly got 
“told off” by Mrs Elderton [Evelyn Marjorie Elderton (née Warne) (1889-1965) married to Merrick Beaufoy 
Elderton (1884-1939), housekeeper at Abbeylands] for standing on the broken plaster and making a 
mess.  That brought me back to earth and I remembered what I was there for.  I had another look to make 
sure and then informed the prefect in charge of my squad that no incendiary bombs had landed in that part 
of the house. 
After a short while I managed to get someone to take my place while I looked round the house to see what 
damage had been done.  There was not much to be seen except a few broken windows and piles of broken 
plaster where the ceiling had collapsed. On the whole the house came off very well.  It had undoubtedly 
been saved by the walls which had stood in the garden.  Needless to say most of these were now scattered 
over various parts of the neighbourhood, one large boulder having taken up residence in one of the new 
studies, not mine luckily. 
Later that evening I went out into the town to see what had happened.  Besides four bomb craters in the 
Courts, and one outside the science buildings there was a great deal of damage done to the playing fields 
and other school property.  But the School came off lightly.  The houses at Lenthay and Newlands had been 
very badly damaged and I spent most of the next few afternoons shovelling rubble out of a hole in the wall 
of a house in Newlands. 
All through the raid itself I was very afraid, although I never actually thought I was in any danger myself, 
and very indignant lest they should make a mess of my property – I did not care about anyone else’s. 
 
John Robert PIM (1924-1997) 
Attended Sherborne School (Lyon House) September 1938-1942. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 16. 
‘The Raid (Mon 30th Sept 1940).’ 
The sirens were sounding again. We took no notice, rather a lark really, another form tumbled down from 
upstairs, the master went on teaching – drawing circles and tangents on the board.  “Get under the desks if 
anything falls” he told us, as if Sherborne would be bombed anyway! “Here they come” someone said, the 
distant thuds came closer and we got under the desks, grinning because we still did not believe we were in 



any danger.  Then the crashes came closer and the windows crashed in, yellow dust and fumes 
everywhere.  Then when they cleared away we saw that it was a fine afternoon still. But the explosions 
gradually died away and we took cover in the cloisters in case we were going to receive a second 
dose.  Then came the rumours – “Carrington Buildings gone!” they said, and, when the ‘all clear’ had been 
given and I was walking back to the House I was told “The back of Lyon House is in ruins!” but as I walked 
up the hill, past the time bombs that cause us so much trouble when we knew about it, I saw that our 
house seemed its robust self, minus its tiles perhaps, but nevertheless intact.  Our anger has not yet been 
expressed, what the School feels about this bit of “Foul Play” by the enemy can never be truly 
expressed.  We are much too English, here, to let ourselves go about it! Perhaps it is just as well. 
 
Maurice Wilden Montague POPE (b.1926) 
Attended Sherborne School (School House) September, 1939-March 1944, Scholar, Upper 6th, School 
Prefect, Head of House, XV 1942 and 1943. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 14. 
‘The Air Raid’. 
It was September 30th, in the most pleasant season of the most pleasant term of the year.  For the first few 
weeks of the term are always the best; we are all fresh, both to ourselves and to our work.  I was especially 
fresh to mine since I had just passed the school certificate and was able to do what I wanted.  Thus I was 
looking forward to a settled term when the Germans came. 
We heard the siren on Monday afternoon while I was doing ‘English’.  It was a sound to which I was fully 
accustomed, having lived in London where the sirens take up the cry, one after the other, like the mournful 
lions in the zoo.  At Sherborne, however, there is only one siren, and I always find the sound satisfying from 
its very fullness; but in September 1940 it was all the more satisfying since we were bringing down German 
planes by scores. Now the Lower Library, where I was, being considered a safe room, we continued 
working, peacefully, without a thought of air raids. 
Suddenly like a frightened dog straining at its leash, the glass in the windows strove for freedom; it rattled 
for a second, then became quiet; the leash was taut.  I shall never forget that ominous silence, that lasted 
but a split second before we realised what was happening.  I was the last under the table since I am always 
slow in circumstances that require quickness of thought.  Although I felt secure under the very firm tables, I 
gave myself additional moral support by pressing on the underside of the table with my back, for I have 
always had a horror of being squashed; I opened my mouth and put my hands over my ears, just as if I had 
been a model citizen in the Government posters.  I do not suppose that it took more than two seconds for 
us to be in position under the tables but it seemed longer, and then we could hear the bombs falling – s-s-
swish- bang! S-s-swish-bang! I thought as if in a dream; you don’t hear the one that this you; you either get 
hit or you don’t; it doesn’t last long; don’t worry, it won’t do any good.  Then, just as abruptly as it had 
begun, it finished.  Although I did not know it, I had formed and maintained a philosophy during that air 
raid; and some weeks after, by a strange coincidence (or was it not? I wonder), Christian Fatalism was the 
subject of an excellent sermon we had preached to us.  I, for one, attended fully to it. 
 
Herbert Richard READ (1926-1972) 
Attended Sherborne School (Lyon House) May 1940-March 1944. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 14. 
‘My experience in The Sherborne Raid’. 
On Monday afternoon the 30th of September the air raid warning went. At the time I was doing History in 
room 16.  Our form went to the classroom below where the lesson was continued. After we had been there 
for about three or four minutes, the windows and door began to rattle violently; then I distinguished amid 
the rattling of the windows the drone of German aeroplanes overhead.  By this time we were all lying on 
the floor under our desks.  Then the bombs began to rain down on all sides, blowing the glass from the 
windows in on top of us.  This lasted about a minute, but seemed to me like five.  When the bombing had 
stopped the air was packed with dust, inside the room and out, this was because it had not rained for many 
days and consequently the ground was very dry.  When we thought the planes had passed over we made 
our way to the cloisters where the rest of the school had congregated.  On arriving there I found everyone 
in high spirits and very excited because three bombs had dropped in the Courts. 
 



Roy Michael Frederick REDGRAVE (1925-2011) 
Attended Sherborne School (The Green) May 1939-July 1943, 6th form, XV 1942. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 15. 
‘Monday 30th September 1940. My reactions on the bombing raid’. 
Everybody knows the main facts about that air raid, it was probably the most outspoken event that has 
occurred in Sherborne for a very great number of years.  It also has maimed Sherborne for a good many 
years to come. 
The raid began, after the siren had first roused, probably the greater part of the school, from an inactive 
afternoon period, before it was barely half way through. I never realised that bombs had actually begun to 
fall, before they were very near.  Instinct prompted me, before another second was over, to get under the 
desk top. I was not absolutely scared as I should have been, but strangely excited.  Maybe, that these 
quarter inch thick desk top and the wrought iron support gave me confidence, yet it usually happens that 
when you know what the danger is, at the critical moment, fear hardly presents itself.  Fear only comes 
when the enemy is in some unknown abstract form.  Yet I believe I did however at one moment ask ‘God’ 
to look after me.  That may seem a bit selfish, but I suppose it needs a far more ardent Christian, to think of 
others before himself in the critical moment that followed. 
After the raid was just over, the look of relief on some people’s faces was comical. You will probably 
consider me a sadist, but that look of relief on some people’s faces still sticks out clearly.  Then came the 
astounding revelation of how near to death we were, well I think everyone realised that someone far more 
powerful and merciful than any dictator must have guided those bombs.  It was when I had thought it over 
afterwards that exactly how amazing it really was, made me somehow dread all air raids; it is stamped in 
my mind. 
Walking round the town afterwards, or rather running round, was just as if a little child was to go into its 
old nursery, after I has been redone up. So did I roam round Sherborne after it had been, to put it roughly, 
un-done.  It was rather exciting, everything was different, it was great fun to go and see what had 
happened to this building and that road. But there too the bare facts, when ravelled, were grim and 
horrid.  Yet now it is long past and the only thing that stands out of a mass of air raids, rather like a black 
[duck?] out of fifty brown, is how awful a bombing raid can be. 
 
John Hannay Treharne REES (1924-2018) 
Attended Sherborne School (The Green) September 1937-July 1942, Scholar, Upper 6th form, Aston Binns 
prize for Modern Languages 1942. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 16. 
‘Sept. 30th, 1940’. 
The reactions of various people upon the dropping of bombs in the near vicinity must, of course, differ.  The 
difference of reaction should be occasioned by three main factors: the person himself, the size of the 
bomb, and the distance at which it lands from the individual whose reactions are being examined. 
On two occasions during the war bombs have been dropped in Sherborne.  The first was during last 
summer, the second on September the thirtieth.  I will endeavour to set down on paper my reactions at 
each of the two different times.  In the first place, as I am in both cases the individual under consideration, 
only factors two and three need be taken into account.  The fact that on the first occasion I was asleep at 
the time and was only awakened by the noise of the explosion, makes very little difference, as the bombs 
were comparatively small and were dropped over a mile away and their effect upon me was not very 
great.  It is the second occasion which has stamped itself the more clearly upon my memory. The first proof 
of this is that I still remember clearly to date and probably always shall; whereas I have already forgotten 
the date of the former and even the month in which it occurred. 
It was at a quarter to five during afternoon school that the bombs were dropped.  The air raid warning had 
sounded a quarter of an hour previously and the form upstairs (Form I) had come down to disturb our 
peace.  At a quarter to five the bombs started to fall.  They were very far away at first, but according to 
instructions we sat on the floor under the desks. Then the bombs came gradually nearer until the five were 
dropped in the Courts.  There was a sound of breaking windows and pieces of glass flew all over the 
room.  Fortunately there were no large pieces and few panes were broken. 
I began to wonder what the sensation is like of being in London and receiving a direct hit on your house.  I 
also began to wonder when our classroom would receive a direct hit and also what the consequences 



would be.  But gradually the noises of bombs died away in the distance and people began to move 
about.  Our form master reported that there were two large craters in the Courts, but I could see nothing 
outside as I was still righteously remaining beneath my desk.  Soon, however, we all realised that the 
danger was over and it was not long before we received the order to proceed to the Cloisters.  A little later 
we returned to our houses and during the next few hours and days I managed to piece together, with the 
aid of the various conflicting reports and rumours, what had really happened. 
 
Maurice Alan RICKETTS (1925-1999) 
Attended Sherborne School (Lyon House) September 1939-March 1943, Exhibitioner, Upper 6th form, XI 
1942, Hockey 1943. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 15. 
‘My experiences in the air-raid on Sherborne 30th Sept. 1940’, 2/11/40. 
I was first period on Monday afternoon, and I was in the lower library.  At about 4.25 the siren went, but no 
one took much notice.  A few people came in to do some work with us & we continued quite merrily. When 
we heard the first of the raid, I think we must have got a “Place” in the “Under the Table Stakes”. 
It’s hard to analyse my feelings exactly, but I know I rather wanted it to stop and I know I also thought the 
room was falling in, but two things especially stick out. When, in the middle of a particularly long whistle, 
the lights all suddenly went out, I had the most awful fright; I thought the sudden blackness was a sort of 
foreboding of what was to come. Another thing that sticks out in my mind is that, in the confusion of it all, I 
suddenly thought of my parents, what they were doing, and hoping that they would not go through 
it.  Another thought that flashed across my mind was that at any rate the Huns in Berlin and Hamburg and 
so on were going through it as we were, but that it came regularly to them, once a night.  A remark I made 
to a friend directly after the bombing sounds queer now, “Gosh, those must have been a mile away.”  You 
can imagine my astonishment when I saw the truth, for on looking out of the window, I saw rubble and 
rocks lying everywhere, and a thick haze of dust covered everything. 
 
George Christopher RITTSON-THOMAS (1926-2014) 
Attended Sherborne School (Westcott House) September 1940-March 1945, 6th form. School Prefect, Head 
of House, XV 1944, Hockey 1945. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 13. 
‘The Blitz on Sherborne’ 
At four o’clock on September the thirtieth 1940, the siren went. We had had one or two alarms already 
that term, and as nothing nasty had happened, we didn’t think much in it.  All our form went downstairs to 
the classroom underneath, which was on the ground floor.  We were preparing the piece of prose we had 
been doing before the alarm went. It was rather boring, and I for one half wished that something would 
happen; as I had never seen any blitz before.  In a little while we heard planes thundering overhead, and we 
were ordered to get under our desks.  Suddenly the door and windows began to rattle and shake 
ominously.  The first I heard of the bombs was a whistling sound, then they exploded with a tremendous 
roar.  I thought at first that they were quite a way off, till I smelt the T.N.T. and saw that the windows were 
shattered, and that stones from the Courts outside were strewn about the room. Some of the bolder spirits 
cracked feeble jokes, while others laughed nervously, but I felt rather sick. 
Little by little, for the rest of the day, we learnt of the damage that had been done by the German 
bombs.  It was rather awful to see once proud buildings, now a heap or rubble, and fields with gaping holes 
in them.  It was rather surprising to see the different kinds of under-soils in and around the craters.  Since 
that day the siren has meant more to me than just a warning, it is a reminder of what happened then. 
 
Anthony Herbert Orlando ROBARTS (1924-2019) 
Attended Sherborne School (The Green) January 1938-July 1942, 6th form, School Prefect, viii (captain). 
Age on 30 September 1940: 16. 
‘My impressions of Sept 30th’. 
Nobody took anymore notice of the siren on that day than on any of the other ones we had had previously, 
and I, as a matter of course, had gone up to the house, being a member of the fire squad.  We, the fire 
squad, had all settled ourselves comfortably with cushions and book, when the doors began to rattle.  I 
don’t think that anyone fully realized what was happening until we heard the crumps of the explosions 



growing louder, as the bombers proceeded across the town.  There followed the most ghastliest minute or 
two, I and a good many others had ever spent.  I think we were all terrified, I know I was, but to this day I 
have not been able to fathom of what I really was frightened.  The fact that I might have been killed did not 
occur to me, but it was the fact that I had my home in Sherborne [Quinta, The Avenue] which worried me 
most, though here, as for myself, I had a vague feeling of reassurance that all was well.  The feeling of relief 
after the bombers had passed did not come all at once, though we were all, of course, intensely relieved 
that we were still alive.  News began to filter up from the school of the narrow escape they had had when 
the bombs fell in the Courts, and I thanked God I was not there.  I asked several boys what they did when 
the bombs were falling, and most of them said “I have never prayed harder in all my life”, while only a few 
said “I was too frightened to do anything but keep under cover”. This was, I thought, just as it should be, 
and I was surprised to hear the former remark from people of whom I least suspected it. 
 
Timothy John Godfrey ROGERS (1927-2006) 
Attended Sherborne School (Abbeylands) September 1940-July 1945; Head of House; English Verse 1945; 
English Essay 1945. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 13. 
‘The afternoon of September 30th’ 
Spanish was in progress in No.5 Classroom at 4.10 on Monday, September 30th, when the alert 
sounded.  As was usual in Sherborne at that time little notice was taken of it: those who had been working 
upstairs came down to the lower storey, remarking that it was really rather unusual that the siren should 
go just then – it generally blew, they said, during English.  Soon the work proceeded and between the 
sentences of a Spanish Prose I gathered that we were acting as hosts to Form One. 
The master in charge was walking up and down the room, inspecting our work, when the door suddenly 
started quivering on its hinges, and banged repeatedly against the door post.  He looked at it as if it were a 
naughty dog which has just come in from the garden covered in dirt, considered it again, this time rather 
seriously, and then muttered “Strange”, which he followed by: “Better get underneath the desks, I think.” 
We did so, and it was only just in time, for immediately afterwards there was a piercing scream, and a 
violent explosion shook the building.  This was followed by another and another, and still more.  As I lay on 
the floor I could see large spurts of gravel in the courts outside.  This gravel surged towards us and crashed 
through the windows, leaving a mess of broken glass and rubble on the floor. 
And all the time the din continued, each explosion sending the whole classroom shaking, and almost, it 
seemed, tottering from the floor.  Yet in the midst of this inferno I did not feel heated or afire.  I do not 
believe I felt even fear: rather a feeling of helplessness, coupled with a strange appreciation of the 
unknown, which sent an icy shiver down my spine.  But I do not think the thought of a direct hit or its 
results once entered my mind.  It was much too sudden for that. 
Perhaps the two things which are still most fresh in my mind are, firstly, the sight of my form master sitting 
under his desk, which was subjected to a hail of glass, and occasionally peeping out to see if all was still well 
with us; and secondly, the behaviour of Form One during the whole bombardment.  As the bombs fell in 
the courts and the screams pierced the air they hopped on to the desks, looking out of the high windows, 
yelling: “Oooo… wizard”, and, “I say look at that one.”  This was interspersed with short periods of lying flat 
on their stomachs.  During one of these periods I felt a sharp tug at my hair, and looking up, found one of 
the form looking at me.  He was… roaring with laughter. 
Almost as quickly as it had come the hail of bombs passed on.  I got up and went to look at the courts.  I 
was just in time to see the Headmaster [Alexander Ross Wallace (1891-1982) Headmaster 1934-1950], an 
unusually agile Headmaster leaping from side to side of the rubble, wearing only his underclothes and a 
dressing gown.  He has been caught in his bath. 
The next day I went round Sherborne looking at the damage.  Lenthay and Newlands seemed to have 
suffered most.  But the School had taken a very bad knock.  The more I thought about the damage done 
and the fact that no one had been even scratched, the more I felt more that there is a time when Chance 
stops and Providence steps in. 
 
Robert Mark ROMER (1924-2017) 
Attended Sherborne School (School House) January 1938-July 1942, Scholar, Upper 6th form, Morcom 



Science prize 1942. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 16. 
Essay 
When the warning sounded, I went down to No.1 classroom. Soon after the door began to shake, and at 
first nobody connected it with bombs. Then we heard the first bombs exploding and we lay on the 
floor.  The noise was terrific, so much so that we could not distinguish any particular bomb.  I thought that 
the Germans were flying from North to South, and I remember wishing the RAF would drive them away. I 
cannot remember much else of what I was thinking at the time except wondering how long it would be 
before we were hit.  I was very thankful when the bombing ceased. 
We were told to keep away from the windows, and soon after a vile smell of cordite fumes reached us. I 
thought that the bomb had landed in the road outside the main gateway and I was very surprised to see 
the ones in the Courts. 
I cannot remember thinking much about the damage except that it was rather an adventure, and offered a 
chance of escape from the boredom of school curriculum. It was very interesting seeing for oneself the 
damage done by bombs, and it gave one an idea of what other people have been through. 
 
Keith Frederic Athole ROSS (1923-2005) 
Attended Sherborne School (Lyon House) January 1937-July 1941, 6th form. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 17. 
‘An air raid on Sherborne.  Sept 30th 1940’. 
The warning sounded at about ¼ to 5 in the afternoon during an English period in classroom 14.  The fire 
squads returned immediately to the house, as instructed but, at that time, nobody knew for certain 
whether the L.D.V. were meant to do likewise or not.  At any rate, nobody seemed to mind, and so I 
decided to stay down at the school as I’d already gone up to the house once that day during a warning that 
morning.  And so I and a few others went down to Mr O’Hanlon’s [Geoffrey O’Hanlon MC (1885-1975) 
assistant master 1908-1945] classrooms immediately below.  Here General Moberly [Archibald Henry 
Moberly (1879-1960) assistant master 1939-1945] was teaching Maths to a certificate form.  He made 
everybody get out of line of the windows, and after reminding us that should any bombs drop the best 
place was under the desk, he went on with the lesson.  I settled comfortably near a corner on the street 
side of the room and went on with my book – The “House of Mankind” [The Story of Mankind] by van 
Loon.  I was glad of the warning because it would mean being able to go on with this book all through most 
of the French period. 
General Moberly had finished the Geometry and was just about to go on with Algebra when distant 
vibrations announced the arrival of the 1st bomb.  They were unquestionably bombs and so we slid under 
our desks.  Within 15 seconds they were falling actually in the town.  Actually I didn’t feel very 
frightened.  It was too sudden, I suppose.  About six months previously, long before Dunkirk, a certain 
friend had said that he wished, before the end of the war, to experience one air raid for the sake of 
experience.  I had replied then that I thought that we’d be bound to experience quite a number before we 
could win, and that he needn’t worry about that!  I remember this then and thought that if we came 
through this ok it would certainly be a profitable experience; one of those things that would be pleasant 
afterwards.  On looking around, some looked pretty scared and others not so scared.  The noise was not 
really so great as I expected it to be, but he vibration was terrific.  A bursting bomb is quite unlike anything 
else.  It is not a long drawn out affair like a burst of thunder, but a sudden shock like a heavy wave hitting a 
harbour wall ten times magnified, and then complete quiet.  Occasionally it is followed by a faint noise of a 
collapsing house.  Falling bombs nearby certainly whistle, but the sound is of such high pitch that it cannot 
be convincingly mimicked.  Somebody remarked that the town were getting a bad time of it, and someone 
else said “Have we been bombed?”  Then several landed pretty close – probably those in the Courts.  I 
remember trying to read my book again which I had with me open under the desk, but that was a bit too 
much of a good thing and I failed to make any sense out of it.  Needless to say I thought of death, and 
decided that I wasn’t entirely unprepared to die if necessary, but that I’d distinctly prefer that it shouldn’t 
be necessary. Actually I was pretty hopeful about coming through and my principal thought was that the 
sooner that beastly thing was over the better was the chance of survival.  Then there was a particularly 
loud whistle, almost a shriek, but not quite, which was followed by the biggest explosion of all resulting in 
most of our windows coming in with a tinkle.  The whole thing bore a remarkable similarity to the air raid 



scene in Goodbye, Mr Chips (except that nobody was quite such a fool as to stand up reading out 
Caesar).  That bomb was practically the last one of all and the rooms got densely filled with smoke-like dust 
and a strong smell of cordite; so much so that somebody said “gas”. I am ashamed to confess that at the 
moment I half believed what he said and began rapidly to regret that masks are left up at the houses, and 
began considering that if it really was gas there might be some hope if one breathed as little as possible and 
made as fast as could to ones house!  By this time we had all become convinced that our classrooms were 
pretty frail sort of affairs and wished the rather more solid protection of the cloisters, when they returned 
to bomb again (a thing which they never did, but a good many expected them to).  We were all moving 
towards the door when a school prefect appeared from nowhere and told us all to get under the desks 
again.  This dispelled the gas theory and I cussed myself for ½ believing it, although one was prepared to 
believe anything.  Soon we all moved to the cloisters. 
 
Anthony Baird Douglas SCOTT (1922-1943) 
Attended Sherborne School (Abbey House) January 1937-April 1941, School Prefect, Head of House, XV 
1940, 1st Class Gym, PT Instructor with Badge, Sergeant in JTC, member of Duffers. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 18. 
‘30th September 1940’ 
On Monday afternoon I was rudely awoken from my study of the German language, for the fourth time that 
term, by the wail of the siren.  We ceased our studies and proceeded leisurely down to the cloisters, the 
fire squads back to their houses, I too went back to the House [Abbey House], and sat by the window at the 
top of the stairs, after seeing the fire squad distributed round the House.  There was one form sheltering in 
the passage which acted as the Air Raid shelter.  I was sitting there when I heard the familiar drone of many 
approaching aircraft.  I rushed to the other side of the House to obtain a better view, then back again after 
seeing nothing. 
I was looking out of the window which faces the school entrance when I saw several members of the staff 
who were A.R.P. Wardens, and the school custos [William Norton, School Custos 1938-1964] all point 
upwards and run for the shelter of the arch.  I continued naturally to gaze out of the window when I saw 
the blast of the first explosion terrify a female pedestrian and her dog, I waited no longer, but rushed 
downstairs.  Only to find the passage empty except for myself and one member of the fire squad who had 
rushed down with me.  I then rushed to the end of the passage and found, greatly to my relief, the previous 
occupants of the passage firmly ensconsed [sic] under the table in the day room. 
The remembrance of my next emotion is vague but I do remember making along that long passage with my 
hands over my head.  I remember the door at the end of the passage bursting open, plaster coming down 
through the dust, doors clashing and always that ever nearing whistle – ‘bang’ the ‘bangs’ being so 
numerous that the whistle was usually drowned.  Through all this inferno I heard a cat screaming from 
quite close at hand.  I remember too trying to tell my fellow sufferer to put his hands above his head and lie 
down but the trouble seemed to be where in that long empty passage to lie.  I kept thinking now is this our 
turn, what will it be like when one hits us.  Then suddenly the world seemed at peace and I heard the 
Abbey bells strike some quarter, I forget which.  That I think was the most comforting feeling I have ever 
experienced, to know that at least something was still standing outside. 
I then collected the people from the dayroom all very white faced, and saw very little through the dust 
except for a column of black smoke ascending from the north end of the town.  I remember quite clearly 
the surprise I got, when turning the corner through the arch, to see the bomb crater.  I then wandered 
aimlessly from the House to the school gates.  The A.R.P. car bumped past over the stones and glass on 
their way to the assembly point, and not being able to go down via Cheap Street.  One sight which I will 
never forget was that of the whole school coming out of the classrooms and walking over the bomb crater 
in the courts; no one seemed particularly concerned, and looked quite natural with their books under their 
arms.  It vaguely surprised me to see no one being bandaged or hurt in any way because when I had first 
looked out I had seen water and bandages being taken across the courts.  I remember then setting a 
salvage squad to work, trying to put on a calm cheerfulness, but really still rather dazed and shaken. 
That which strikes me most on looking back on that terrible day is that I had heard no noise raised either 
screaming or shouting during the whole bombardment, except for the screaming of the cast and the vague 
shriek of a far off maid in the House, and also of the extreme coolness of everyone, especially that of the 
Headmaster [Alexander Ross Wallace (1891-1982) Headmaster 1934-1950] who I saw walking out of the 
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shelter and the chapel, and inquiring whether there were an unexploded bombs near, a question which at 
the time struck me as a very cool and rather comforting remark.  Any how it brought me back to my senses. 
 
John Eric Somerville SCOTT (1926-2012) 
Attended Sherborne School (School House) January 1940-1944, 6th form. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 14. 
‘September the 30th’. 
On the afternoon of Sept. 30th, I was doing Maths in classroom number thirteen, when the air raid siren 
went.  A not very unnatural thing for it to do.  We had previously had orders, that if the siren went during 
work time that any forms working on a top floor were to descent to the bottom floor and work there until 
the “all clear”.  Being on the bottom floor, my set did not move. 
Nothing happened for about a quarter of an hour, when I heard some ‘planes in the distance.  Then I heard 
a lot of rumbling going on, and the door began to rattle. I dived under the desk, and, as the ‘planes came 
nearer the rumbling and the quaking of the room became more intense.  I could now distinguish the 
whistling of the bombs, and the windows began to bulge in and out, like a ship’s sail in a strong breeze.  I 
felt as if someone was squeezing my head.  Gradually the thudding got louder and louder, until there was 
an almighty explosion, and all the windows fell in, and clouds of dust filled the room, until I could hardly see 
my hand in front of me.  I thought the whole building had collapsed on me, but no, everything was still 
standing.  Things seemed to quieten down a little then, and we were told to go to the cloisters as quickly as 
possible.  I grabbed my books, and dashed over there. 
After we had been sitting in the cloisters for about half an hour the headmaster [Alexander Ross Wallace 
(1891-1982) Headmaster 1934-1950] came and told us that all was alright.  The bombs had cut off the 
electricity, so the siren would not work.  Then I went to inspect the damage.  The last big explosion must 
have been the five bombs, which dropped exactly in the middle of the Courts.  The Big Schoolroom was 
damaged the most. It received the blast from the five bombs in the Courts and one small one in the road 
outside it. 
I do not think that I shall ever forget that day, horrible though it was and I expect that it will be passed 
down from generation to generation, enlarged a little, each time it is told, until it will be said that on Sept. 
30th 1940, the Sherborne boys had incendiary bombs falling down their necks, and high explosives falling 
about two yards away, or something equally fantastic. 
 
Richard Dawson SCOTT (1924-1944) 
Attended Sherborne School (Abbeylands) September 1937-March 1942, House Prefect, PT Instructor with 
Badge, Sergeant in JTC, member of Duffers. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 16. 
‘Sherborne.  September 30th 1940’ 
At a quarter to five on Monday afternoon, the 30th of September, I was in afternoon School, leaving 
Spanish.  The siren had sounded some minutes before, & from the room above us – No.7 classroom, Form I 
had come down to join us.  After the interruption which their entry caused, we worked on peacefully until 
suddenly about then to five the door started banging, & the windows started to vibrate.  At the same time 
we felt the ground beginning to tremble slightly, we did nothing, until when it began to draw nearer, & we 
realised what was happening, we got down on to the floor by the walls, & waited, hoping that they would 
come no nearer. 
The floor however began to vibrate more ominously than ever, & the door indulged in a frenzied opening & 
shutting.  Each noise was louder than the last, each vibration more terrifying.  Suddenly we heard a noise 
like an express train, followed by a terrific crash, as if the end of the world had come.  The floor seemed to 
rise up & try to hurl us towards the ceiling.  The windows in many places were broken & twisted, & dust & 
gravel poured in from the courts.  Finally they got further & further away, & disappeared altogether.  We 
did not however get off the floor!  Then the Abbey clock struck five o’clock, & we realised that at any rate it 
had not been damaged. 
The Headmaster suddenly appeared in the doorway, & said that we were all to go to the undercroft as 
there was a time-bomb near the back of the gym [now the dining hall].  We went out into the Courts.  We 
had been told beforehand both by Mr Baker [Henry Howard Baker (1902-1977), assistant master 1929-
1965] & Col. Randolph [John Hervey Randolph (1898-1975) assistant master 1922-1967], that there were 
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three bomb craters in the Courts, & someone had remarked, “good there won’t be any P.T. for some 
time!”  But we were not prepared for the sight we saw.  Some of the panes of glass in the chapel smashed, 
the slates off the Big Schoolroom, whose windows had disappeared, all that remained there being a little 
twisted lead.  As we hurried over the Courts, - we did not like the idea of walking slowly!  We looked back & 
saw the windows which had been broken in the classrooms, & as we climbed over the heaps of gravel, 
several people found pieces of bomb which were still warm. 
In the cloisters we found most of the School, after waiting there for a few minutes we dispersed to our 
Houses, & started to try & clear the mess up a bit.  We walked back along Abbey Road, on which there was 
much rubble to be seen, & went into Abbeylands.  The dayroom windows had all been blown out, we 
looked into the garden to see why, - there was another large crater.  We tidied up the mess in the dayroom 
a bit, & went out to have a look at it.  Then blankets were temporarily fixed over the windows for black-out 
purposes, & after cleaning up the debris in the dormitories we adjourned to tea; where by candle-light, we 
were told to use the water sparingly, as we only had what was in the tanks.  Then, hastily we wrote notes to 
our parents, saying that we were all safe, in case they heard anything about it. 
That night, in the now cleaned dayroom, I took an hour’s Hall by candle-light, things were beginning to go 
back to partial normality already, soon everything was back to the usual routine. 
 
Maurice Anthony Casterton SMELT (1926-2013) 
Attended Sherborne School (Abbey House) September 1940-July 1943, exhibitioner, Upper 6th form, English 
Essay prize 1942, 1943, Bowen History prize 1943. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 14. 
‘Air Raid’. 
Less than six months has slurred over its memory.  Already the details are fading into a haze of uncertainty, 
and I can barely remember its date.  But from it I shall not forget two things: to treat with the respect the 
wail of the air raid siren, instead of contempt and derision; I shall also realise that war is not a matter of 
knights, horses, glistening armour, swinging swords, and clinking spurs, nor of glory, heroic charges, valour 
and strength of arm and limb. 
It was an uninspiring day, the sky was grey and dull, our work was Geometry at its least interesting. There 
was little to make us feel particularly gay, on that colourless Monday afternoon, the thirtieth of September. 
Suddenly, towards the end of the period, the air raid siren sounded. Most of us were pleased.  We climbed 
down from our little desks and sat down on the floor, where we chattered, or read, grateful for the break in 
the monotony of the afternoon.  It did not occur to us that aeroplanes were anywhere near, or even that an 
air raid was on. We regarded it as a good excuse to “knock off” work.  Some members of the sixth form, 
from upstairs, had joined us on the ground floor, according to instructions.  There was a hum and buzz of 
conversation; one or two people had pulled out Penguin books, concealed for just such a contingency as 
this.  Up til now “a good time had been had by all”. 
At last from some distance, we heard the drone of ‘planes, not the steady hum of a British ‘plane, but the 
unsteady and unmistakeable growl of a German.  Far away we hears a thud, and bang. We looked at each 
other.  Murmurs of “Bomb?” arose.  The question was answered by more explosions, though these were 
nearer.  The drone of the bombers became louder.  Bombs fell nearer, and more frequently.  It was when 
the bombs were falling half a mile or so away that we realised that the alarm was neither false nor a joke. 
Ten seconds later, we were in the thick of it.  A shrill whine was followed by a crash and roar that shook the 
whole building.  As the bombs whined everyone held himself in suspense starting as the explosion was 
heard.  I noticed one person in front shivering like a jelly in an earthquake.  I myself was terrified: nobody 
was not.  They fell nearer and nearer, their shriek became higher pitched, the explosions louder; the 
buildings shook. In my mind’s eye I saw the ceiling splitting and wrenching, and beams crashing down upon 
us.  The climax came when the nearest bombs fell after a long drawn out scream and a rolling, thundering, 
deafening roar.  The blast shattered every window in the room, and all the lights.  Five bombs had fallen in 
a cluster. 
As in the Bible, after the whirlwind and tempest came the still small voice: “Keep still”, from the 
Master.  Dust and glass lay on the floor.  And in the Courts lay five craters which seemed to say: “Thou shalt 
not take the Air Raid Siren in vain.” 
 



Robert William STOUGHTON-HARRIS (1925-2017) 
Attended Sherborne School (Abbey House) September 1939-July 1943, Golf (captain). 
Age on 30 September 1940: 15. 
‘September 30th 1940’ 
The siren sounded soon after half-post four & almost before it had died down some of the boys who had 
been working in the room above came down into No.6 classroom in which I was doing Maths with Col. 
Randolph [John Hervey Randolph (1898-1975) assistant master 1922-1967].  He decided to continue with 
the lesson & so the other boys sat down on the floor.  But no sooner had we started again than distant 
explosions were heard.  Immediately everyone was under a desk & I sat under the large table in this 
room.  I could see into the Courts & across to the chapel & school studies. 
After a minute or two the explosions got louder & quite suddenly the door began to rattle.  The whole 
room rattled.  I sat as still as a statue breathless with surprise & too surprised to be terrified.  Suddenly 
there was a terrific whistling noise, a thud, a crashing explosion & I saw at least three showers of earth & 
stones fly up in the courts.  At the same time some of the windows were blown in by the blast.  Then I 
heard a noise like a waterfall & the stones which were thrown up came down in a shower.  Immediately a 
smell, so vile that it is undescribeable, descended upon us, & suddenly I became so terrified that all I could 
do was to stare vacantly out of the window, & take in short gasps of air. 
Then I realised how lucky we had all been & wondered if anyone was killed.  Col. Randolph crept cautiously 
out of the door, but another, more distant explosion caused him to almost roll into the room.  However 
soon was all quiet, & he ventured out again & returned almost at once with the news that they had landed 
one “plum in the middle of the courts”, as he said.  Two minutes later Bethell came in & asked if anyone 
was hurt but as no one was he disappeared.  In a few more minutes we all came out of the classrooms & 
went to the cloisters, searching on the way for pieces of bomb in the courts. 
In the cloisters I met Mr Bensly [William James Bensly (1874-1943) assistant master 1905-1913, 1919-1934, 
1939-1943] who only seemed anxious to know if “Bonzo”, his brush, was alright.  The 
Headmaster [Alexander Ross Wallace (1891-1982) Headmaster 1934-1950] then told us to return to our 
houses at once, & we picked our way over the bomb craters, & returned home.  When I got back I found 
our house [Abbey House] only slightly damaged.  There were holes in the roof & a large boulder had been 
flung from the Abbeylands’ garden over into our bicycle shed.  It crashed through the roof & demolished 
the front half of a bicycle.  Rumours were now spreading fast as to why bombs had fallen, how many had 
fallen, where they had fallen, & how much damage had been done.  Some of them were quite fantastic, & 
others possible. I spent some time wandering about the barge-yard in a bewildered way & then after tea I 
sat in the day room.  Meanwhile outside the house, in the road, people were coming from the town to see 
the damage to the school.  The lights that night didn’t work & so we had some candles in the dayroom to 
add to our sorry plight.  However we made the most of it & some P.G. Wodehouse was read to us, & this 
acted as a tonic for our misery.  That night we went to bed thankful that we were alive. 
 
Richard Christopher Martyn SYKES (1926-2014) 
Attended Sherborne School (Lyon House) September 1940-1944, Upper 6th form. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 14. 
‘My feelings in the raid of September’. 
When the warning was given I felt rather more excited as I usually did, for it was something out of the 
ordinary, then my spirits returned to normal and after some time I forgot the alert.  Whenever a British 
plane went over we peered out of the window, but when we heard the smooth vibration of the German 
bombers, I, at least, realised that we had not heard that noise before and the noise came from German 
engines and even trying as hard as I could, I could not concentrate on my work.  From the windows began 
rattling and I wondered why on earth they were and I said to myself “It cannot be the vibration of bombs 
for I cannot hear any and it might be the wind, but there was not a strong enough wind to rattle the 
windows, as much as they are now, before I came in, and also it seems to me to be a very strange 
coincidence that the wind and the bombers should both come at the same time.  I thought it might possibly 
be the droning of the German planes overhead but then as soon as I thought of it, I rejected that idea as 
being impossible.  Even as I was thinking the answer to what I had been thinking of came to me: I heard the 
“thud” of a distant bomb but at the time I thought it was Anti-Aircraft fire.  Mr Bensly  [William James 
Bensly (1874-1943) assistant master 1905-1913, 1919-1934, 1939-1943] told us to get under the desks and 



I still did not believe it was a bomb.  Soon however I discovered the truth and as bomb after bomb was 
rained down on us I crouched under the desk, too dazed to think.  I can however remember trying to hold 
back an involuntary cry as a bomb fell in the road outside, not many yards away from us.  Whether I 
succeeded or not I do not know.  I think I did. 
As soon as the bombs finished dropping I felt very excited and was very surprised to hear bombs had 
landed in the Courts and as the order came to go to the cloisters I rushed out and hunted for bomb 
splinters.  I could not hear what the Headmaster said and I followed the rest up to the House where I was 
very surprised to see the mess the raiders had made there. 
 
Peter Riley Vernon TOMSON (1926-2018) 
Attended Sherborne School (Harper House) September 1940-July 1944, School Prefect, Ridout Science prize 
1944. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 14. 
‘The Air Raid’ 
When the warning began I and I know others thought it would be just the same as previous daytime ones 
had been, about half an hour of free time and truthfully I quite enjoyed these.  However after the first 
quarter of an hour, in which I read a novel which I carried with me for such an occasion, I altered my 
thoughts on the subject a great deal, in fact since I have never desired a warning.  At the time I was in the 
cloisters outside the Pound [the computer room in the library] leaning against the wall of sandbags.  The 
first indication of enemy activity seemed to me to be a violent shaking accompanied with a rumble 
increasing rapidly in strength.  Immediately there was the cry of “Lie down”, at which everyone flung 
themselves on the floor and curled up into balls or lay prone, and soon the bombs began to fall. 
During the short time when the high explosives were falling, a thousand thoughts went through my 
mind.  My first reaction was that it would not be very close or dangerous, but soon my opinion altered, 
there were several loud bangs each preceded by a whistle which grew louder every moment and became 
deeper, moreover each whistle seemed to be louder than the preceding one and it gave me the impression 
that the next was bound to land on or near me.  Naturally then I hardly thought at all, except of the bombs, 
but I noticed one thing which was that the light in the Pound went out. 
I had been covered with pieces of glass during the actual bombing, but otherwise I was completely 
unchanged.  For some period afterwards I remained on the ground since people were shouting keep down 
and other similar sentences, but soon I got up and quickly looked over the sandbags.  The sight which I saw 
surprised me greatly because I had not realised that bombs had really fallen as close as that, although there 
were some fumes of burnt cordite and the dust which had arisen.  The noise of the actual explosions were 
not as terrifying as the whistling in my mind, but I was more frightened then than I have ever been before, 
and now I always would prefer not to have a warning even if I could miss some work. 
 
Alexander Hamelin TRELWANY-ROSS (1884-1967) 
Assistant master at Sherborne School, 1911-1946. 
Housemaster of Lyon House 1914-1946. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 56. 
‘The Bombing of Sherborne, September 1940’, 2 November 1940. 
On Monday, September 30th, 1940, at about 5 pm, the town of Sherborne, Dorset, sustained a considerable 
amount of damage, resultant from an air raid on the town by bombing aircraft from Germany.  It should be 
recalled by the reader who may find this account some hundreds of years hence, that at this present time 
England is at war with Germany and Italy, and we have been fighting since September 3rd, 1939.  To 
preserve the brevity of this, however, I make no mention of the events of the war, save only to say that the 
present phase is the bombing of England by Germany and vice-versa, prior to an intended invasion or large-
scale land operations by one country or the other.  By the time this come to your notice, you will probably 
be able to judge between the methods of our two counties and so there will be no need, I hope, to give our 
feelings about what we believe to be the indiscriminate terrorism now being practised by the enemy. 
A warning had been sounded by means of the usual siren – a noise made electrically and having a 
continuous ‘wailing’ sound of a varying pitch.  We had repaired to our ‘shelter’ in the ground floor passage 
of Lyon House – one of the boarding houses of Sherborne School – where we have a strengthened ceiling 
and one surrounded by two walls.  After half an hour of ‘alert’ I wandered to the door leading to the 



courtyard. This is a practice which is strictly forbidden, it must be confessed, but I did not remain there long 
as I heard a series of explosions which began in the near distance but quickly came nearer and 
consequently louder.  By the time the enemy aircraft were over the town, having come from the direction 
of Yeovil, five miles to our west, we had all realised that high explosive bombs were being dropped upon us. 
It must be admitted that we were all not a little frightened by the noise of what might be described as a 
thousand battling rams on the walls.  The building shook with the blast caused by the explosions and we 
could see masses of debris falling outside a window.  Despite the tremendous noise it is true that no one 
realised at the time in what great danger we were. After two or three minutes of this, all was quiet again 
and we began to inspect the damage.  Final assessment of this proved to be, in brief, the following to put it 
in clear and simple form: 
Number of people killed – 18. 
Number of people badly wounded – 20. 
Not of houses that received any form of damage – 520. 
Damage to communications and essential services – extensive. 
Our own House had 14,000 tiles replace and a large number of windows have still to be repaired (written 
November 2nd 1940). 
The conduct of boys and staff alike may be said to have been exemplary.  The School itself received 
considerable damage also.  The raid has been described by experts as the worst of the war that has so far 
taken place on English soil. 
 
John Pollexfen Trelawny TRELAWNY-ROSS (1926-2013) 
Attended Sherborne School (Lyon House) September 1940-July 1944, exhibitioner, Upper 6th form, XI 1944. 
Nephew of Alexander Hamelin Trelawny-Ross. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 14. 
‘My experiences in the Air Raid of 30th September 1940’. 
The air raid warning went at 4.30 in the afternoon, and I was in the “Cowshed”.  We were sent to the 
cloisters where most, or at any rate a fair number, of people go when the alarm sounds, and some of us 
stayed in the cloisters while others went into the Pound [now the computer room in the library].  Nothing 
happened for about 20 minutes and I went into the Pound.  Then I heard what I thought might be gunfire in 
the distance, but it gradually became louder and I realised it was probably bombs.  Mr Hey [Samuel Hey 
(1904-1977) assistant master 1926-1973] was near the Pound and shouted to us to lie down, which we did 
pretty quickly.  By this time the bombs were very close and I could plainly hear the whistling as they came 
down.  The windows all blew in and parts of the ceiling collapsed.  I don’t think it was my imagination, but I 
believe the walls bulged in and out slightly at each of the close explosions.  The place was filled with dust 
and we could see it rolling in through the ends of the cloisters in clouds.  Then somebody shouted that 
there was a bomb crater in the Courts, which we afterwards saw to be rather an understatement.  All this 
time the explosions were getting fainter in the distance until they finally stopped altogether. 
We stayed in our places for some time and then everyone  began to go out.  I suppose a warden had come 
round and shouted that all was clear, as the sirens didn’t go at all.  (We afterwards discovered that the 
electricity was cut and that consequently they couldn’t go!).  When I came out I saw that there were 3 or 4 
craters in the Courts and a small one, which caused a lot of damage, by the Carrington Buildings.  These 
were badly damaged as was also the Big Schoolroom. 
 
Dermot Harold George TYRRELL-LEWIS (1925-1973) 
Attended Sherborne School (School House) September 1939-July 1943, 6th form, Lister German prize 1942. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 15. 
‘The Raid on Sherborne’. 
During an afternoon Maths period with Mr Jarrett [William Alfred Thomas Jarrett (1879-1961) assistant 
master 1919-1946, 1947-1948] the siren sounded, and as usual we went downstairs and went on working. 
In about five minutes time we heard the gradually loudening drone of Huns.  Next came a rather uncanny 
sensation; the air began to quiver and a few loose objects in the room began to rattle. 
We lay down under our desks and waited.  Then came the explosions; the whole place rocked.  The 
windows collapsed, tinkling, and chunks fell down from the ceiling.  Then, on a near explosion, the door 
flew open.  The air was filled with dust, and so as not to breathe in too much, I held my handkerchief to my 



nose.  To crown the show came a screeching noise like a huge rocket seemingly right overhead, to land, 
much to my relief, somewhere to the right of the building.  Soon after that there was silence, and we stood 
up and looked out of a hole in the window onto what seemed to us all an extraordinary and an 
unforgettable scene. 
 
Anthony Charleton VIVIAN (1924-2000) 
Attended Sherborne School (School House) September 1937-July 1942; House Prefect; PT Instructor; 
Corporal in JTC. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 16. 
The School Archives include photographs taken after the bombing by A.C. Vivian. 
‘Sherborne under Bombs’ 
I am sure few people have had such narrow escapes from bombs and other aerial missiles as we did on 
September 30th 1940.  I can only think that it was the hand of God which preserved our lives during those 
dreadful three minutes.  The episode is still vividly imprinted on my mind, and I doubt if I will ever forget 
the experience of being bombed – and bombed ‘hard.’ 
The first indication that anything was about to happen was a distinct thump, which must have been out in 
the country somewhere; I thought it was a gun until some more following in quick succession, told me they 
must be bombs.  On deciding this I moved away from the door by the chapel steps in the cloisters, where I 
was sitting and lay down further inside while everyone else did the same.  All the time the bumps were 
coming nearer and then the storm was upon us.  Just before the four bombs came down in the Courts, I 
saw one explode behind the Abbey, throwing debris high above the nave.  It looked very much as though a 
part of the Abbey had been struck.  The noise was really deafening and I have never heard anything like it 
before.  At the same time the buildings shook violently as if it would fall in any minute.  I believe only one 
bomb whistled, but I was only half-conscious and would not be prepared to bet on the subject. 
After the noise and shaking had finished I raised my head to find that I was still alive and none the worse 
for the experience.  I remember the air being filled with the intense smell of fireworks accompanied by 
clouds of dust aroused by the bombs.  Nothing more occurred, although several more planes went over, 
each of which made us duck down on the floor again prepared for another dose. The 
headmaster [Alexander Ross Wallace (1891-1982) Headmaster 1934-1950] provided a welcome diversion; 
by coming into the cloister in his dressing gown and slippers, since he had been enjoying a bath until the 
first bomb.  The ‘All Clear’ was eventually blown by wardens and police on their whistles, since the siren 
had been put out of action the power cables being cut; we went out of the cloisters to find the place in a 
sad state.  But now everything is as it was before the thunder cloud burst and we have not been reminded 
of the experience by a repetition of it; and all hope that we shall live peacefully until the joyous day when 
the Armistice is declared. 
 
Kenneth Arthur VORLEY (1927-2014) 
Attended Sherborne School (Abbey House) September 1940-July 1945. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 13. 
Essay 
We were having Geography in the Geography Laboratory, when at about 25 minutes to 5, the air raid siren 
went.  We were all told to go to the cloisters.  We all went there completely unaware of what was going to 
happen.  I went to the cloisters under the chapel near the School House studies [now the Headmaster's 
offices].  About 20 minutes later some machine gun fire was heard, and then a distant rumble like thunder 
and more menacing explosions coming nearer and nearer till one terrific explosion shook the whole place 
as though the building was a rottenly built modern house, when it was made with huge massive 
stones.  Several years accumulation of dust fell on us, and we could hardly see because of the yellow 
cordite smoke. We had three other fairly loud explosions and then the rain of bombs went on to another 
part of the town to wreck their havoc there.  Then when everything was quiet again and the Germans had 
passed by, some of the masters came along absolutely covered in dust from head to foot.  Those with 
spectacles on had to take off their spectacles unless they cleaned them, as they simply could not see.  One 
master was at the door of the Carrington Buildings opposite the Big Schoolroom, and he heard the first 
rumble of bombs, those which were dropped at Lenthay Common, and so he walked over to the cloisters, 
and just as he got there the bombs began falling round this school.  When the bombs began to fall at the 



other end of the town, and finally when they had completely stopped dropping, several masters came 
walking along absolutely covered in dust from head to foot, and one of them who wore spectacles had to 
take them off and dust them before he could see through them.  Immediately after the bombs had 
exploded in the courts the whole place was absolutely dense with yellow smoke and there was a terrible 
smell of cordite.  When we were told to go back to our Houses [Abbey House], we were greeted with the 
fact in the evening of having to go about with candles stuck in bottles.  A time bomb had fallen near our 
House, so that the studies had to evacuate into other parts of the House.  That night we were woken up by 
two or three bomb explosions, the first being absolutely terrific although I only heard the last bit of it.  We 
had to do downstairs and sleep in flea bags for the rest of the night, and the next morning we woke up to a 
new day when all the various workmen would be very busy repairing various parts of the town. 
 
John Howard WAKELY (1925-2006) 
Attended Sherborne School (Abbeylands) September 1938-March 1943; Head of House. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 15. 
‘Air Raid on Sherborne’ 
It was a Monday afternoon and we had gone into School as usual.  During the first period we were reading 
for Mr Thomas [Meredith Dillon Thomas MC (1894-1979) assistant master 1921-1954] & for my part I was 
indulging in the cheerful activities of Mr Pickwick during the fine Victorian era.  About half way through the 
period my mind was recalled to the realities of the present conflict by the low wailing sound of the siren. 
We all leapt to our feet and made our way to Abbey House which was the nearest place of safety. As I 
crossed the road I heard the drone of aircraft, & looking up into the clear blue sky I thought I could 
distinguish white puff of smoke from the anti-aircraft shells.  Once inside Abbey House we seated ourselves 
at the dayroom table & in vain tried to concentrate our minds on our reading.  But to me the activities of 
those stuffy conceited old Victorian gentlemen seemed too far away from the present age of aggression & 
wanton destruction.  And all the time I had a nasty feeling that perhaps this was our turn to go through the 
valley of death. 
Suddenly the drone of the planes grew louder & we glanced at one another uneasily.  Then a rattle of 
machine guns came to our ears and uneasiness turned to alarm rending us petrified unable to stir a 
limb.  But on hearing the whistling sound and sickening thud of bombs we were under the table in a 
flash.  We heard more thuds and each one seemed to get nearer and nearer until I felt sure that the next 
one would get us.  Above the tell-tale whistling of bombs we heard a yelp and then a howl of agony from 
the road.  Anger surged within me at the thought that innocent animals should suffer at the hands of these 
ruthless murderers.  What a reward for the simple loving trust that every dog has for his master.  There was 
the poor animal perhaps dying out there in the roadway, while I was lying safe & sound terrified lest my 
own wretched skin should be harmed.  How unfair it all was! 
At last those fearful seconds came to an end and we clambered out from under the table and rushed madly 
into the dimly lighted passage outside.  There we stood white-faced with excitement and most of the boys 
around me at once began chattering like the majority of people do when they are excited.  But I remained 
strangely silent struck dumb by the terrifying experience through which we had just passed.  Meanwhile 
the others were asking one another whether anyone had been hurt in other classrooms.  In a few moments 
however they were to be reassured, for Scott came in with the astounding news that no one in the school 
had been hurt. 
I shall never forget that evening when I returned to my house [Abbeylands] to see the damage done 
there.  What had once been a well ordered garden was now a heap of rubble and where the dayroom 
windows had been, was now just a gaping hole.  We at once set to work to clear up broken glass and fallen 
plaster and it was not long before the place was reasonably tidy again.  Meanwhile, outside in the streets 
people wandered to & fro, trying to satisfy their morbid curiosity with the sense of destruction.  When I 
went to bed that night I felt really tired & inspite of a restless mind, managed to get to sleep before 
long.  Time flies and it was not long before we had settled down again and did not talk wholey of bombs, 
planes, & anti-aircraft shells.  Personally, I agree with the Headmaster that miracles still happen, even in 
our very midst. 
 



Peter Martin Richmond WALTON (b.1923) 
Attended Sherborne School (School House) September 1937-March 1942, 6th form. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 16. 
‘My Impressions of September the 30th’. 
On Monday September the 30th I was rather diligently reading Hamlet, when I was rudely awakened from 
these studies by the siren.  Instead of sheltering in the classroom directly below, I ran across the Courts to 
the cloisters, as did most of the boys in my house.  For by doing so we can make ourselves more 
comfortable with the help of cushions from our nearby studies. Also, we can supply ourselves with 
magazines and books to lessen the boredom which attached one waiting for the all-clear to sound, on one 
of these periodical bolts for cover.  But on this afternoon we were destined to be suddenly and badly 
shaken out of our boredom and lethargy. 
After about a quarter of an hour in our sanctuary the noise of aeroplanes was heard in the distance but not 
much notice was taken of them, partly because most people had not heard them above the din of talking 
and laughter.  But suddenly they came nearer and the laughter died down and then came the unmistakable 
crump quiet a long way away, but even so all the talking immediately stopped, and the air was charged 
with a tense feeling of anticipation.  Everyone was then sitting up and listening hard, but after about five 
seconds after the distant ones, there was a sudden succession of crumps, this time much closer and 
everyone cowered down and backed away from the doorways.  Then I heard a loud whistling followed by a 
terrific ‘crump’ which shook even the floor of the cloisters.  This was followed by an even louder shriek and 
a succession of ‘crumps’ which again shook the floor of the cloisters.  Then the whistlings and following 
crumps grew less loud, and heads peered out of their covering of cushions and the talking broke out again, 
but this time in a different tone from the laughter before; but quite soon everyone had recovered the 
shaken nerves and the atmosphere was normal again, though charged with suppressed excitement.  All this 
from the happening of the crumps only took four minutes at the most. 
 
John Maxwell WARD (1922-2002) 
Attended Sherborne School (Lyon House) September 1936-December 1940, Exhibitioner, House Prefect, PT 
Instructor with Badge, Sergeant in OTC, member of the Duffers. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 18. 
‘What things an air raid impressed on us’, 2 November 1940. 
The afternoon of the last day of September, Monday the thirtieth, left me feeling complacent and very well 
disposed toward the world in general.  I had just played in a game on the Lower whose early finish enabled 
me to enjoy a cup of tea leisurely in the study next door; added to this was the comforting feeling that the 
next period would not necessitate my migrating down to school; kindly premonition also forewarned me 
that we would have an air raid warning which if long enough in duration, would even save me the 
postponed journey down to an English period at 5 o’clock. 
At 4.30 Mona stared up on her unmelodious chant, half an hour too previous to be ideally timed.  Hearing 
the noise of approaching aircraft two [?uninitiated] boobs, Mumford and Ward, went out into the yard “to 
see if we could see anything.”  We saw nothing: this and another important factor, namely apprehension 
lest the housemaster at the head of his flock should find us thus star-gazing, deterred us from further 
observation, and sent us to our respective posts to await our charges.  I retired to the Upper Studies with a 
small volume of selections from Hilaire Belloc, a chair and a cushion. 
Not many minutes elapsed before the rest of the Home Guard took up their alert positions in the same 
passage.  From now on this narrative should continue under the subheading [?EYW], but that cannot be 
remedied, for I was at the time too preoccupied in what was doing to notice other people’s activities. 
The minute hand of my watch had passed the figure eight and was well on its way to quarter to five when 
“crumps” became audible in the near distance.  My first reaction was that of a confirmed lunatic.  I felt 
impelled to go to the window to “have a look out” – some sensible fellow promptly advised me otherwise, 
and as the noise of explosions was most definitely on the crescendo we floored ourselves without further 
ado.  As I lay on the floor I saw before my eyes a large pile of official A.R.P. instructions – I metaphorically 
ran through the lot and, in the procedure, remembered one thing – equalise the pressure on both sides of 
the ear drum by keeping the mouth open – this I did and then decided that my last minutes should not be 
unworthy so I prayed that He would treat me with mercy. 



We then bustled downstairs to the accompaniment of tinkling glass and cascading tiles.  As I passed the 
upper swill room door I remember seeing two pale ghosts flitting down the stairs from the top floor – my 
impressions of the actual event were not, funnily enough those of terror, but mainly amazement and 
contemplation of its inimitability.  I realised that they were bombs, and pretty close at that. 
After a minute of nervous excitement in the Lower Studies passage I went in the yard where I met the 
housemaster [Alexander Hamelin Trelawny-Ross (1884-1967) assistant master 1911-1946, housemaster of 
Lyon House 1914-1946] who announced the advent of the Palmer’s and informed me of a fatal casualty in 
Mr Palmer’s garden [Assistant master Mr Clephan Palmer (1881-1971) lived at 'South Hill', Richmond 
Road].  I went there & found Jimmy Lintern[Arthur James Lintern (1878-1940), died in Mr Clephan Palmer’s 
garden at ‘South Hill’, Richmond Road] in the garden approximately five yards from the crater.  Hence I ran 
down to the first aid post and told them that there was no hope for the fellow and returned.  In the crater 
in the road outside Mr Palmer’s house there were a lot of little children playing despite the fact that there 
was a very strong smell of gas – having turned them out I came across Mrs Thorne [Ella Thorne (1875-1968) 
lived at Brighton Villa, Richmond Road and married to Walter Thorne], very much the worse for wear, and 
so led her, and I use that word literally, to the house and handed her over to the matron.  As I was coming 
out from the house again, some electrically-minded boy informed me that some of the wires on the road 
outside might be live, to which I was perforce to reply that I had tripped over 90% of them and that I was 
still alive!  As I went from the house this time I was in my shirt sleeves and was equipped with a  large jug of 
tea & several cups for the benefit of various almost hysterical people who lived in the houses round Mr 
Thorne’s house – one good lady asked me whether it would be safer for her to lie under the table, or the 
sofa, or merely in a trench in the garden – I consoled her and the like & then returned to poor Jimmy whose 
heart and eyes I inspected with the obvious negative results – then Hamersley appeared with a sheet to 
cover the unfortunate fellow.  Later on a stretcher party arrived and simultaneously an ambulance but 
having seen their patient remarked that it would be a waste of time to do anything and so left poor Jimmy 
to get colder and stiffer. A warden came up soon afterwards and later an old Morris van from a garage.  The 
warden and the other two then asked me if I could find some [?sacking] – I raced off and as I was passing 
through the house, Wilson asked me whether I had “cleared out” my study – not quite understanding what 
on earth he was talking about I replied “No” to which he roared in response “Well, go and do it, and BRACE 
UP.”  Thinking that other things were more important and that he was only doing his duty, I hurried on 
without paying any intention to him. 
We four, the warden, two others, and myself, then lifted the corpse into the van and the latter moved off.  I 
then moved off in search of Thorne [Walter Thorne (1877-1953) lived at Brighton Villa, Richmond Road and 
married to Ella Thorne], who was weeping in the back parlour – I tried to console him.  Little did I know that 
I was then standing directly over a 580lb bomb!  When the night came with more contemplation I felt 
physically sick and very unhappy. 
 
John Charles Thomas Tremayne WARING (1923-1989) 
Attended Sherborne School (Lyon House) September 1937-December 1941, 6th form. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 17. 
‘The Air Raid’. 
It was four thirty in the afternoon of September the thirtieth when the siren sounded.  I was at that time 
endeavouring to learn some of the grammar which all beginners of the German language have to face.  The 
lesson was rudely interrupted by the sweet sounds of the siren.  I grabbed my books and seizing my coat 
dashed up to the house. 
On arriving at the house we got our gas masks and settled down in the passage. Then someone suggested 
an ARP practice so we crashed upstairs to put out an imaginary bomb on the private side of the house. 
Having performed this duty we returned to the passage.  Just as I was sitting down I heard the sound of 
distant bombs and the drone of aeroplanes somewhere quite near.  The noise increased and the bombs 
sounded nearer and the old day room door started jumping up and down.  I knew then we were in for 
trouble as you could hear the planes approaching, but not very distinctly.  About half a minute after the 
first bomb, the real noise started.  Suddenly we heard whistling and then colossal explosions. In our 
passage we all got on the floor and lay there.  Then bombs came raising down; the noise was terrific and 
the whole house shook.  Then several bombs hit the road outside the house and several more within two 



hundred yards of the house.  Tiles poured off the roof and as I watched the window at the end of the 
passage, it was broken by debris hitting it. Then some of the ceiling plaster fell in over the dark room. 
All this time the bombs were falling fast. My thoughts were to begin with that we were only going to get a 
few stray bombs from the aircraft overhead.  But when they started dropping them fast I knew we were in 
for a good dose.  It reminded me of London for a moment and I stated the fact to the person on the floor 
next to me and he agreed.  I had a queer feeling while the bombs dropped round the house and I must 
admit I wondered if the next bomb would hit the house.  I think that the noise was the most frightening 
factor but the violent shaking was also alarming.  In about four minutes from the first bomb it was all over. 
Dust rose everywhere and we looked around to see if everyone was alright.  The yard was full of debris and 
the road had two lovely holes in it.  We then heard that someone was hurt in Mr Palmer’s garden. It was 
the gardener [Arthur James Lintern (1878-1940), died in Mr Clephan Palmer’s garden at ‘South Hill’, 
Richmond Road] but he was dead, he had not taken cover during the raid.  After five minutes the rest of the 
house came pouring up from the school, looking very white.  They told us that bombs had landed in the 
Courts and round the school, but that luckily no one had been hurt. 
We spent the rest of the day clearing up as much as possible.  There was no electric light, gas, or water but 
that did not matter much.  In the middle of that night one of the time bombs went off.  It certainly was an 
experience and a very thrilling one too.  It was a miracle the whole school escaped considering the extent 
of the raid.  Sherborne has seen many days but that will probably be the longest remembered in the whole 
of her long history. I for one shall never forget it. 
 
Christopher Paul Wyeth WARREN (1924-1945) 
Attended Sherborne School (Abbey House) May 1938-December 1942, upper 6th form, House Prefect, 1st 
Class Gym (1942), PT Instructor with Badge, member of Duffers. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 16. 
‘September 30th 1940’. 
During a history period the air raid warning went.  I expected it would be like the others we had had, and 
work went on as before, although the form from Room sixteen above came down to our room, which was 
room fourteen.  Suddenly the windows started to rattle, and for a moment I did not think of bombs as I 
could hear no noise.  Only when Mr Parkes  [B. Parkes, temporary assistant master 1940-1942] ordered us 
under the desks did I realise what was happening.  As the shaking and noise increased it became apparent 
that they were coming straight for us. I sat under the desk, with my fingers in my ears, forgetting all the 
instructions which I had been told.  My eyes were fixed on the ceiling, was it coming down? That was the 
only thing I thought about during the short period in which one had time to think.  As I sat I chewed a piece 
of chewing gum and I am sure this helped take my mind off what was happening around. 
As the noise increased so did the shaking.  The door came open and Mr Whittle  [Charles James Richardson 
Whittle (1921-2001) temporary assistant master 1940] crawled to shut it again.  Just as he had done this, 
with a roar like the breaking of a gigantic wave, the bombs burst all around. The windows bulged and came 
in with a remarkable slowness, probably due to the cellophane.  Immediately the room was filled with a 
yellow smoke, which for a moment I thought was gas.  However I soon realised it was the fumes from the 
bombs.  The room became so full of these acrid fumes that Mr Parkes ordered us to the cloisters in pairs as 
soon as it was fairly quiet outside.  During this period, that is while the bombs were actually dropping round 
about, I cannot remember what my feelings were.  My mind is a blank until the fumes entered the room, 
except for the windows coming in. 
In the cloisters I sat amongst a sea of broken glass.  Mr Whittle, who had left room fourteen at the same 
time as the forms, ran out into the courts and came back with a piece of bomb which was still hot.  He said 
that there were several bombs in the courts.  I immediately looked over the tops of the sandbags and in the 
short time before I was ordered down, I saw an amazing sight. The courts looked like one large bomb crater 
but as far as I could see, no building had been hit.  Then followed the awful period of waiting.  The 
paramount question in my head was ‘are they coming back again?’  I tried to forget this by keeping up a 
conversation but I failed. As I sat, waiting, wondering.  At last the police came to say it was safe to come 
out.  I went out in the Courts and wandered round aimlessly, until told to go back to my house.  When I 
arrived back there I found the window of my study broken, and cleaning up the mess took my mind off 
what had happened. 

https://www.flickr.com/photos/sherborneschoolarchives/9414980746/in/album-72157634886701456/


However that night as I lay in my sleeping bag downstairs, owing to an unexploded bomb opposite, I 
reflected on what had taken place, and the more I thought the more remarkable it became.  Five bombs in 
the school itself and not a single person injured.  I went to sleep with a feeling of thankfulness and 
relief.  (Based on notes written on October 1st 1940). 
 
Hugh Seymour Pennefather WATSON (1926-2017) 
Attended Sherborne School (Lyon House) September 1940-July 1944, 6th form. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 13. 
‘My Experiences in an Air Raid’. 
On the 30th September 1940, I, who was then in class 2A was in No.16 classroom learning history with Mr 
Whittle  [Charles James Richardson Whittle (1921-2001) temporary assistant master 1940].  The siren went 
and we went down to room 14 with Mr Parkes [B. Parkes, temporary assistant master 1940-
1942].  Suddenly the door began to rattle. We all thought it was someone trying to get in until the windows 
started rattling and jarring open and the room began to vibrate.  We hurriedly crawled under the desks and 
waited.  Soon we heard the roar of German bombers and bombs began to fall some distance away.  It grew 
louder and louder till the whole place began to shake.  Suddenly a bomb fell quite nearby and most of the 
windows fell out, one falling across my legs but not cutting me.  Glancing up out of the window for a second 
I saw great columns of dust and flying debris rise up where one of the bombs fell.  Then the noise grew 
fainter and fainter and the sound of the bombs and aeroplanes died away in the distance.  We crawled out 
from under the desks but for some time the room was filled with choking dust and we could not see at 
all.  Soon it cleared, however, and we went and sat in the cloisters among broken glass until the all clear 
went. 
There were four bombs in the Courts and one between the Carrington Buildings and the Big Schoolroom. It 
was an absolute miracle that no building was actually hit and no one was hurt, killed, or injured.  Everyone 
was naturally very frightened about it but behaved extraordinarily well and there was no panic.  Curiously 
enough when the bombing was actually going on it never occurred to me that my life was in danger and it 
was only until afterwards that I realised what a miracle it was that I was alive at all. 
We went back to the house to find that about 6 bombs had landed all round it but that it actually had 
nothing more damaged than the tiles smashed and windows blown in.  We spent a lot of time clearing up 
after that and were caused inconvenience by time bombs which landed nearby and which meant that we 
had to evacuate the House for some time. 
‘My Experiences in an air-raid’. 2/11/1940. 
On Monday, September 30th, at about 4.20 in the afternoon, the air raid siren went.  I was in an upstairs 
classroom, and we were immediately told to go to the room below, which was room number 12 [14?] 
where we settled down to work again.  Suddenly the door began to rattle, and we thought that someone 
was playing the fool with the door, and trying to come in.  Then we became aware of a faint roar, and the 
windows jarred open. We all got underneath the desks as quickly as we could then, for we all understood 
what it meant.  Then we began to hear the actual bombs falling.  I looked at the boys underneath the desks, 
and saw them with their mouths open, their fingers in their ears, and keeping their heads well away from 
the wall.  So I remembered the advice I had been given, and did the same thing.  Curiously enough I did not 
feel the least bit afraid, and even when a whole window fell out at my feet, it never entered my head that 
my life was in danger, and it was only afterwards that I realised what a narrow escape I had had.  The 
bombs were falling now in earnest, and great pieces of the ceiling plaster were beginning to fall, but being 
under the desks not actual bits hit me.  The noise and vibration was terrific, and the dust was choking and 
blinding.  I looked at the two masters that were taking us, and saw them exactly in the same position as 
ourselves, and it struck me as being rather funny that two masters, who were usually so superior and 
dignified should be cowering under a desk. 
Soon the noise died away, and the dust settled down and everyone emerged from under their desks 
looking rather white.  Some boys made ridiculous remarks such as “Shall we continue with our essay, Sir?”, 
at which everyone laughed rather nervously.  Then we went out into the cloisters to wait for the all clear, 
which went a few minutes afterwards. 
 
Berry Robert Geoffrey WEBBER (1923-2015) 
Attended Sherborne School (Abbeylands) September 1937-March 1942, Upper 6th form, School Prefect, 



Head of House. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 16. 
‘September 30th 4.50 pm’. [rough copy] 
I am a Londoner [lived at Bickenhall Gardens, Gloucester Place, London], and like most of its citizens, I had 
had some experience of air raids at unpleasantly close quarters. Therefore my feelings during the ‘Blitz’ on 
Sherborne were not those of a Greenhorn, and I had full knowledge that in order to do any real damage a 
bomb had to make a direct hit. 
We were working quite normally during afternoon school, and when the warning went, we continued the 
lesson with little or no suspicion of any activity in the near vicinity. It was a usual occurrence for aeroplanes 
to pass over every few minutes, and we were quite prepared for many hours of this regular 
drone.  However, to the amazement of all, the heavy classroom door of no.5 began to rattle 
alarmingly.  Without quite realising what was the cause, I felt some intuition, some inexplicable hunch that 
“something was up”.  I looked at several people, hoping for an explanation, but seeing nothing but similar 
enquiry written on their faces, I took cover, not under my desk, but leaning against an outside wall.  I was 
conscious of the gradual intensification of the noise as the aircraft approached, and then I heard the 
whistling of the bombs.  Although the bombs could only have been falling a mere mile away, the noise was 
not nearly deafening enough to make me feel any real fear.  I was convinced in my own mind that we were 
off the line of the attack, and that for some unknown reason the aircraft would not even by accident drop 
their cargo in the immediate proximity of the school.  Here I was in error, and no sooner had I reassured my 
doubting mind than I was jolted somewhat forcibly out of my complacency.  A crump much louder than any 
previous noise and my back was jerked from the wall from the force of the repercussion. 
‘September 30th 4.50 pm’.  
I am a Londoner [lived at Bickenhall Gardens, Gloucester Place, London], and like most of its citizens, I had 
had some experience of air raids at unpleasantly close quarters before this experience.  Therefore, I must 
state that my thoughts were not those of a Greenhorn, but aware that a bomb had to made a direct hit 
before the casualties occur. 
We were working in No.5 classroom when the warning went, and following the usual routine the lesson 
continued normally.  But about ten minutes later the door began to rattle in a most extraordinary 
fashion.  It appeared to me as though someone was deliberately and savagely trying to pull the door off its 
hinges.  Without being able to make any comprehensive definition of the cause, “I knew something was 
up”.  I looked at several people, hoping for an explanation, but seeing nothing but a similar look of enquiry 
on each face, I moved from my desk to the outside wall backing on to the Courts. 
I was now sure that bombs were falling thick and fast, but as yet some distance away.  I listened intently 
hoping that the noise was diminishing, vainly trying to lull myself into a feeling of assurance, but then the 
whistle of the bomb became as plain as a pikestaff.  Yet somehow I was convinced that nothing would 
happen to me, and as the noise intensified I studied the opposite windows trying to imagine the path of a 
bomb which would be visible through the glass.  Then whilst I was worrying about this possibility of a bomb 
in front of me, I felt the repercussion of bombs falling behind me.  I still imagined the nearest bomb was at 
least two hundred yards away, and with this thought in mind, I felt sure and yet…  It was over in less than 
five minutes, and then our form master told us that there were craters about fifteen yards away in the 
Courts.  I was frightened for the first time.  After all the space of fifteen yards is not exactly the same as two 
hundred, which I had fondly imagined.  I am not so happy during raids now, but on that afternoon a sixth 
sense told me that we would pull through all right. (I gave in the rough copy before). 
 
Brian Geoffrey Wellesley WELDON (b.1924) 
Attended Sherborne School (Harper House) September 1938-July 1942, Exhibitioner. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 15. 
‘My experience of the raid on Sherborne’ 
During afternoon school on Monday September 30th 1940, at 4.30 to be precise, the “banshee” wailed and 
we all trooped down to the bottom storey.  But, being a member of the House Fire Squad, I ran back to the 
house [Harper House] cursing the Germans for coming over, imagining that it was just one of the countless 
warnings, little thinking that it was going to prove one of the most terrifying and noisy afternoons in my 
life. 



I seated myself in my chair in my study and started reading a book when another boy came in and sat 
down.  Just after I had become really engrossed in my book we heard many ‘planes not so very far away 
and presently the door rattled and the house gently shook.  We rushed to the “open space”, which was our 
refuge place during an air raid and listened.  The whole Fire Squad and a few more prefects were there and 
since the house started shaking more we shut the doors and lay down flat on our faces and waited.  We 
had not long to wait before the explosions came uncomfortably close.  One door was blown open and, in an 
attempt to shut it a prefect was flung back by the terrific blast of a nearby bomb.  There just was not time 
to be really frightened.  I distinctly remember wondering what it was like to be blown up, because I was 
determined that, judging by the noise and whistlings of bombs, I could not possibly live through it, even if a 
miracle were to happen.  The blast sucked at our trousers and flapped them, just as if you were on the 
pillion of a motor bicycle travelling at a high speed.  It also pulled your hair in different directions and the 
dust eddied and swirled about on the floor and the glass from a door slid across the floor.  I, God knows 
how, had the presence of mind to ram my fingers tight in my ears; probably because I vainly hoped to shut 
out the noise of the bombs, for, as a small child and even up to very recently, I hated thunder and a great 
deal of noise. 
Then all was quiet, how quiet!  We looked out of a window and saw a pall of dust above the neighbouring 
houses.  Enormous boulders were mingled with our bicycles and were strewn liberally round the 
garden.  We dusted ourselves and started sweeping up the mess and we all went to our studies to see if 
anything we particularly cherished was broken.  My window had been sucked out completely – frame and 
all – except for one large piece of glass just where I had been sitting.  Nothing had been broken, though the 
mirror and my wooden carved animals were on the floor.  Even the valves of my wireless set, just by the 
window were unharmed and the instrument worked just as well, if not better than it had before! 
Mrs Barlow [Agnes Margaret Barlow (née Carey)  (1912-1982), married to Ralph Mitford Marriott Barlow 
(1904-1977) assistant master 1926-1948, housemaster  of Harper House 1934-1948] brought us some tea, 
which was extremely kind of her, and we drank it gratefully.  We then went upstairs to see what damage 
had been done to the house. Stones and earth and plaster covered the floors of the upper dormitories; 
stones which had been carried from a field forty yards away!  There were gaping holes in the roof and all 
the windows were shattered.  We started clearing up the mess and then the rest of the house came back 
and the house was, once more, restored to comparative order and cleanliness. 
I was amazed next morning to see the bombs in Cheap Street and in the Courts, and in the afternoon we 
helped to take furniture out of partly demolished houses.  It was the after effects which were the worst.  I 
was then frightened and felt I wanted to talk to someone the whole time and I could not bear to be left 
alone in a room especially after dark.  In the night I woke up and a time bomb went off.  My heart thumped 
until I thought it would burst and leapt to my mouth.  I was sick with fright in case it was another raid and I 
hid my head under the pillow to keep out the noise of the bombs which I expected. 
 
John Reginald WHITLEY (1926-2009) 
Attended Sherborne School (School House) January 1940-March 1944, Upper 6th form. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 14. 
‘September 30th 1940’. 
That fateful day started in a manner which might have told us what was going to happen later, for the air 
raid siren went in the morning, a very unusual thing, at that time.  In the afternoon, I played football on a 
ground, that was two hours later to be severely hit. 
When THE siren went I was doing mathematics.  I had just made some particularly futile mistake and the 
master who was taking us said to me, “If I thought that bombs were going to drop in the Courts, I would 
send you out”.  Having said those words, down came the bombs. My first thought was, “Lucky for me that I 
did not have to go outside.”  I think it was too sudden for anyone to be frightened. Then I got up from 
under the desk where I was sheltering and proceeded to sharpen a perfectly good pencil.  Why, I cannot 
imagine to this day. My next thoughts were, “Gosh! That has wrecked my reputation”.  For in the holidays 
our village [lived at East Preston, near Littlehampton, Sussex] had been subjugated to a little Nazi hate, and 
in the dormitory, I had been able to spin the most lurid yarns and no one could contradict me; but now 
everyone had been bombed and knew exactly what it was like.  My recollections for the rest of the day are 
rather hazy, as all the essential services were out of action, and there was no gas and no electric light. 
 



John Gibson WILLCOX (1925-1993) 
Attended Sherborne School (Westcott House) September 1939-September 1943, Upper 6th form, XV 1943, 
Hockey 1943. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 14. 
‘30th September’ 
It was a cloudy Monday afternoon when the siren sent forth its ghastly wail for the second time that 
day.  Being on the ground floor we continued working. I heard the planes go over but did not take much 
notice.  Then, after a few minutes, they returned; the noise of their engines grew louder instead of fading. 
But it only seemed to me as if they were coming a bit lower than usual.  However, there were a few thuds 
which made the windows rattle, then as these grew louder I dived under the table with the rest.  Now, at 
one moment it seemed as if the roof was falling in; then as if the door and window frames would be blown 
in; next moment, when I saw a cloud of dust and fragments go up from the explosion of the bombs in the 
Courts, it was a wonder that the whole front of the building did not come crashing down onto us.  Then it 
all quietened down, but when some more planes came over I lay down again expecting the worst, but it 
turned out that they were our own.  When going across the Courts to the cloisters it seemed as if someone 
had dug holes in them and scattered the earth in every direction.  Then we went back to our Houses and 
cleared up the broken glass and rubbish. I could not set my mind to doing anything. 
 
John Meredith WILLIAMS (1926-1997) 
Attended Sherborne School (Westcott House) May 1940-July 1944, Upper 6th, School Prefect, Head of 
House, Morcom Science prize 1943 & 1944, Parsons Divinity prize 1944. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 13. 
Essay 
On September 30th 1940 I was in room six in the centre of the North Block.  We were having a maths lesson 
with Mr Randolph [John Hervey Randolph (1898-1975) assistant master 1922-1967].  Ever since we had 
come back to school ten days before there had been air raid warnings every now and again, but nothing 
whatever had happened so everyone was rather fed up with the siren.  Every time so far the people in the 
Science Labs [Carrington Buildings] had gone into the cloisters and luckily they did so that time, also the 
people on the first floor all used to come down to the ground floor. 
When the actual warning went at 4.45 the people from above came down as usual, but Mr Randolph was 
so tired of warnings that he continued with the lesson as if nothing had happened.  As there were no 
sounds of aeroplanes for the first few minutes everybody was lulled into a sense of false security and put 
off their guard.  Then, without any warning at all, I heard a series of bangs which sounded a long way 
away.  Without any hesitation the whole form got under the desks, according to the instructions posted on 
the board.  At first I did not realise they were bombs but thought they were a heavy A.A. barrage. However, 
we were given no time to think as immediately bombs began to fall around us and I realised fully what was 
happening. There was an explosion very close to us but the actual explosion did not really scare me.  The 
whine of the next bomb made me think the end was coming.  After the explosion I felt a sense of relief as I 
could hear no more bombs falling. 
When I began to recover my wits I wondered what damage had been done.  At first I thought that the two 
near explosions were somewhere near the Abbey and I was very much surprised when Mr Randolph 
announced that they had been in the Courts.  The Courts were very dry and there was a layer of dust over 
everything while the stench of explosive helped to make the atmosphere extremely close and stuffy.  The 
little slivers of glass lying on the floor proved an absolute menace as we all remained on the floor for the 
next ten minutes shaking with fright. 
Then we were told to go back to our Houses and do Hall, which seemed rather fatuous but as nobody did 
any it did not matter. The more enterprising of us picked up bomb splinters while going across the Courts 
but I was too shaken for that.  On the way back I saw some of the results, the shell of the Big Schoolroom 
and the remains of a house in Acreman Street and so I wondered if the House was safe.  A silver Spitfire 
banked low over the Abbey and restored a great deal of my spirit.  And from the wall by the dustpatch I 
looked, sadly, at the wrecked houses in Horsecastles and the inhabitants evacuating and at the craters on 
the fields. 



The after effects were almost worse as all the public services were out of action temporarily and the water 
had to be boiled for a month. Time bombs seemed to have dropped in the most undesirable places, 
especially the one which prevented the use of the Tuck Shop. 
 
Wilfred Arthur WILLIAMS (1925-1997) 
Sherborne School, Westcott House (h) September 1938-December 1942, Exhibitioner, 6th form. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 15. 
‘The Raid' 
The thirtieth of September 1940 was a very ordinary day, typical of Sherborne: it was cloudy, dull, with a 
moderate wind, and looked as if it was trying to rain.  At about 4.30 pm the siren wailed: nobody took more 
notice than they had to, for those working upstairs had to come down.  For several minutes all was quiet: it 
seemed that we were in for just another long and useless wait.  At all events, I personally was perfectly 
contented with reading a book I had which was, by the way, what we were set and not of the Edgar Wallace 
type!!  In the back of number thirteen classroom, half-listening to a master delivering what appeared to be 
a sermon on Isosceles Triangles.  Some boy, who was obviously trying to side-track said we ought to open 
all the windows “In case a bomb landed anywhere near.”  We all laughed.  It was nearly 4.45.  The windows 
and door started to rattle: someone suggested that we should get down onto the floor.  We did. For the 
moment I thought it was only a passing lorry, so took my book with me. The rattling few worse, together 
with a noise that sounded like somebody falling very slowly down the stairs, coming nearer and nearer.  I 
kept my mouth wide open.  A black streak rushed sideways from left to right: several people in the room 
saw it.  There was a tremendous explosion; glass few straight across the room; huge chunks of road hurtled 
through the air; the building lurched sickeningly backwards and forwards; there was a short silence broken 
by a continuous tinkling of broken glass.  Clouds of dust had been forming since the explosion; now a fat, 
brown-red cloud oozed along the road and through the broken windows: someone shouted “Fire”.  We 
were still under the desks; the cloud filled the room; people began coughing and sneezing; my nose felt hot 
inside; I did not get rid of that feeling for nearly a week.  The next moments were rather blurred: as far as I 
know someone came in and told us to go into the cloisters.  I automatically picked up my books and, with 
hands trembling, followed the rest. 
The cloisters were very cold.  That brought me to my senses.  We began to ask each other where the bombs 
had fallen, and if anyone had been killed.  I was amazed to find that the one I had seen had fallen by the 
Science Buildings [Carrington Buildings].  Various masters hurried backwards and forwards: one of was 
picking glass out of another master’s eyebrows.  Some boys tried to look over the sandbags, but were told 
to get down.  Someone declared that they wouldn’t have minded going through it all again.  At last we were 
told to go home.  The Headmaster, quite his usual self, told us to go back and do our Hall.  He was 
hopeful!  The mess about the Science Buildings was indescribable.  A boy came out of them 0 his hair steel-
grey. 
We went back to the House: Finger Lane and Acreman Street were littered with rubbish.  Contrary to 
expectation the House was standing: only one pane of glass had broken in my study.  I looked out of the 
window and saw an enormous crater on the Upper, so decided to investigate.  The row of cottages behind 
the pavilion [Horsecastles Terrace] had hardly a tile between them.  Several of us walked up towards Lyon 
House.  The road was covered with debris, and there was a filthy smell of gas.  By this time the sun had 
come out and you could see the balloons over Yeovil.  I remember thinking how unsympathetic they 
looked. 
Nobody whatever they may say, can deny that they were frightened out of their wits.  I cannot say I 
thought about anything during the actual bombing, though I was shivering with fear immediately 
afterwards.  For the rest of the term, whenever I heard a bang I used to look upwards. 
I have never heard any explanation of the red cloud. It was probably, I think, the Ham-stone dust from the 
pieces chipped out of the Science Building walls.  If the Germans had wanted to bomb the road and the 
Courts, they couldn’t have done it better.  At any rate it was very lucky that no more than nineteen people 
were killed in the town and no-one in the School.  The absence of sound was remarkable: you could feel 
more than could hear.  I never heard the bombs in the Courts: they were probably instantaneous with the 
bomb in the road.  It seemed unbelievable that the bombing had been all over the town and not centred 
round the School. 



One thing to be thankful for is that it happened in the daytime. It is bad enough to have to go downstairs 
into a cold changing room, but it would have been very unpleasant to have had to evacuate in the middle of 
the night because of a time bomb, as Ross’s [Lyon House] would have had to do.  Also many more people in 
the town would have been killed.  It is also a good thing that no report reached the daily papers about the 
raid: new boys would have been much fewer this term.  If there had been another raid, half the School 
would have left, if not more. 
  
Kenneth Gordon Wycliffe WILSON (1922-1949) 
Attended Sherborne School (Lyon House) September 1936-December 1940, 6th form (Army Class), School 
Prefect, Head of House, 1st XV (1939-1940), Trebles (1939-1940), CSM in OTC, PT Instructor with Badge, 
member of the Duffers. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 18. 
Essay 
I walked out of the Carrington Buildings absolutely fed up. The warning had gone for the umpteenth time, 
and the thought of hanging round the cloisters for an hour or too, amidst the most appalling din of 
chattering of a thousand different tongues, appalled me.  “I hope to goodness they bomb this one-horse-
town” said my neighbour as I walked into the cloisters, “there is nothing that this place wants 
more!”  “Hear! Hear” I agreed, “it won’t do it any harm to be shaken up a trifle.”  How little did we know 
what was to come.  The cloisters looked bleaker than ever and the noise was incredible.  However, the 
Lower Library had the snug, comfortable air about it which is usually associated with its form master.  I 
walked in and threw my books, in a tired way, onto a table.  “Life is a hell of a bore” I thought, as with pen 
in hand I failed miserably to do a sum.  Suddenly there were heard distant thuds.  “Get under the tables”, 
said the master, hastily pulling a cushion off his chair.  We slid underneath, laughing rather self-consciously, 
when the heavens opened.  There was the most devastating noise and the world outside was one mass of 
flying masonry and dust.  “The Abbey’s been hit” said someone in an awed whisper then the crashing 
ceased.  In defiance the Abbey cheerfully chimed the quarter. 
We emerged, some visibly shaken, others saying, “At last we’ve been in an air raid. Not too bad is it?”  I’m 
afraid I was among the latter faction and in a mischievous impulse I yelled “Here they come 
again.”  Everyone went under the tables. I roared with laughter, a little unsteadily perhaps.  This is exactly 
what is needed, I said to myself, “Good old ‘Jerry’!”  A few minutes later I walked into the Courts and I 
changed my tune.  The Big Schoolroom looked a complete shambles.  It left me moderately unmoved, for it 
should be demolished anyway.  I walked round a crater outside the Carrington Building, still rather dulled, 
not realising how near had our escape been. It was not till a wreck, which had been a thatched cottage in 
Acreman Street, caught my eye that the full horror of the thing struck me.  “God damn Hitler, and all Huns 
who commit such crimes” I murmured. I was livid with impotent rage. 
 
Ian Peter WINDLE (1925-2011) 
Attended Sherborne School (School House) September 1939-1943, Scholar, Upper 6th form. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 14. 
‘An Air Raid’. 
About half past four one Monday afternoon, I was doing French in number four classroom when the sirens 
went. This was by no means unusual as there used to be frequent alarms at that time. We all went down to 
the ground floor classrooms and endeavoured to get on with our work there.  Scarcely, however, had we 
got settled than I heard a kind of rumble and seeing others getting under their desks was not slow to follow 
their example.  The bombs did not all drop together but there were intervals of a few seconds when 
nothing happened. The noise, however, increased each time and culminated in a terrific roar.  Then it 
gradually died away, and it was not long before boys were looking out of the smashed windows to see what 
damage had been caused.  There were four large craters in the Courts.  The immediate reaction to this was 
one of joy that there would be no P.T. until they had been filled in. 
My feelings during the raid were not those of fear. For I knew that there was nothing that I could do to 
prevent a bomb falling upon me, except to pray to God that one should not and that there might be no 
casualties.  This I did and it seemed to take up so much of my emotion that there was no room left for fear 
or anything else. After the raid my feelings were those of great happiness and thankfulness that no one in 
the School had been hurt. 

https://www.flickr.com/photos/sherborneschoolarchives/27668962315/in/album-72157669181171205/


When the all-clear was given I went out to view the damage which had been caused to the School.  Beyond 
a few broken windows this was certainly not great and I marvelled at the miraculous way in which the 
School had escaped.  But when, two days later, we were allowed into the town, I saw that the damage 
there was quite considerable and broken glass was to be found almost everywhere. 
Many people say that, having had this air raid, we are not likely to get any more bombs here.  But I 
disagree: for surely the chances are still the same, and I fail to see how ones prospects of being in an air 
raid are affected by one’s having been in an air raid before.   So let our motto be: “Be prepared”.  And if 
Sherborne gets another serious air raid may it take it as well as it has taken this one. 
 
John Bruce WINGATE (1924-2013) 
Attended Sherborne School (Harper House) May 1938-July 1942, XV 1941, swimming, fencing. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 16. 
Essay 
When I went home in the Christmas of 1940 I was immediately besieged with questions about our raid on 
September 30th.  Before I had time to open my mouth to answer these questions these kindly friends took 
the words out of my mouth and completely disabled me with kind words such as “It must have been awful 
– I expect it was rather like Cousin G who was…”  So I never told my story to anyone except my family and 
they were not even appreciative as they had been through the Blitz in London.  But at last I can tell my 
story and someone might read it with perhaps a glimmer of interest. 
On September 30th it was quite a decent day for Sherborne.  We had had a short warning in the morning.  I 
was rather tired after a game.  We were doing Maths and I can remember doodling on my pad and the 
steady drone of the master’s voice lulling me into an easy doze.  I was at peace with everyone, even Hitler, 
if I had been thinking about him.  I was thinking of the glorious fun of harvesting, the hum of the tractor 
which I had driven so often.  There was an external hum somewhere.  I stirred and listened.  Everyone was 
listening, even the master.  It was the warning no one minded, we all trooped into the cloisters and sat 
down.  Having borrowed a cushion from a boy in School House I parked myself by the Pound [the computer 
room in the library] and started to draw.  I was deeply engrossed in my drawing when someone said “Here 
they come.”  I heard a deep hum of a formation of aircraft, but I could not identify the noise as it was a 
formation.  Then there was a boom in the distance.  That was enough, I put a book between my teeth I 
remember that well, it was a book of Heat by Mackenzie, it still bears my tooth marks to this day.  The 
banging became louder and louder: I seemed to be thinking very clearly, although was terrified.  I was 
wondering if the ceiling came in whether my head was going to be crushed or my body was going to be 
shattered.  I wondered if I was going to die in agony or if I was going to die at all.  The bombs came nearer 
and then with one appalling crash they seemed to be on top of us.  Then they went away. I arose feeling 
very shaken and very thankful. Some people were forcing smiles: then everything became normal. The 
usual laughing and talking spread round. 
The Chief [Alexander Ross Wallace (1891-1982) Headmaster 1934-1950] appeared in his dressing gown.  He 
had been taking a bath.  Everyone let out a roar of cheering. This helped to brighten things up.  There were, 
it was reported, two big craters in the courts and also a bomb had landed either on, in or near the science 
buildings.  Mr D [Henry Cecil Waring Davis (1903-1989) assistant master 1928-1967] and S[cott] came in 
covered with dust from head to foot with broad grins.  The all clear went and every soul in the place rushed 
into the courts to view the damage.  Someone had said at the beginning of the term “One fairly big bomb in 
the middle of the courts and the whole place would be flattened.”  So far from being flattened the buildings 
were still standing not very much the worse except for fallen ceilings and broken windows. 
I picked my way back to the house through glass all over the roads.  I had to circumnavigate a huge hole in 
the middle of Cheap Street.  Once at the house [Harper House] it was all right but when I was approaching 
from the bottom of Hound Street my feelings were rather mixed.  I wondered vaguely what I would find.  I 
thought the worst would be a gaping hole surrounded by a few gaunt walls.  Of course there may not be a 
bomb near the place.  It was still standing when I arrived anyhow.  There was a bit of a mess from boulders 
which had fallen through the roof, hurled from a neighbouring bomb.  When we had cleared up the mess 
we all sat back and then we realised how lucky we had been.  That night we heard three delayed action 
bombs going off.  We heard that there were a few more to go.  But we had to wait till the morrow to find 
out the rest of the damage done to Sherborne. 
 



Patrick Dale WOOD (1927-2016) 
Attended Sherborne School (Lyon House) September 1940-December 1944, 6th form. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 13. 
‘My experiences in my first air raid’. 
Should this ever be read, may I warn the reader not to expect a clear accurate description for the simple 
reason that I had no clear and accurate impressions. 
On the afternoon of Monday, the 30th of September, I, amongst others, was doing Greek in No.10 
classroom. The air raid siren sounded, but no one seemed to take much notice. We proceeded with the 
lesson. Suddenly there came a “bump” from the distance, and several more in quick succession, coming 
closer. Mr Bensly [William James Bensly (1874-1943) assistant master 1905-1913, 1919-1934, 1939-1943], 
who was taking us, told us to get under our desks and cover our heads.  This we did, while the bangs came 
closer.  There came three or four big explosions which brought down flakes of plaster, and then four 
distinct whistling screeches, a colossal crash, and then three more.  Then the explosions died away in the 
distance.  We staged through the debris to the door, and out into the passage.  We stayed there until the 
all-clear sounded, and then went out to the Courts. 
We discovered that a bomb, the one which lifted me some inches into the air, had dropped outside the 
Carrington Buildings, also just outside room 10, and that four had exploded in a group in the Courts, the 
other side.  I should think that we were one of the worst off of all the occupied rooms, as all the plaster 
came off the ceilings, every window was blown in and all the light shades and balls were shattered. 
You will ask: “What were your feelings as the bombs exploded?”  Well, to that I answer that I was scared 
stiff, and I do not mind admitting it.  It was the closest that I have ever been to a bomb, and it is the nearest 
I ever want to be.  The most wonderful thing was that out of some five hundred people around and in the 
School, not one was touched.  You may call it Providence or luck, but surely this is a fact beyond mere 
chance. 
 
Peter John WOOLLAND (1923-2010) 
Attended Sherborne School (Lyon House) September 1937-April 1941, 6th form. 
Age on 30 September 1940: 16. 
Essay 
When I heard the siren I came up to the house as a fire-squad. After about 10 mins Evans shouted “bomb in 
Gibbons and matron’s bathroom”.  I stayed downstairs and someone remarked to me that it would be 
mighty funny if a few bombs were dropped.  A minute after that I heard a whistle.  I said to myself “Oh! 
Blast someone doing the usual Burnet trick.”  Then all those upstairs seemed to rush downstairs.  I thought 
that they were taking a very long time over it considering all the noise.  Then when I felt the floor moving 
and the day room door bumping about and making a considerable noise (for once without the protector 
against it) I began to realise that something unforeseen was happening.  After the noise had died down I 
saw a vast amount of earth and stones and tiles fall down through the end of the passage. I was sent down 
to report to Chief [Alexander Ross Wallace (1891-1982) Headmaster 1934-1950] that nobody  was hurt etc. 
I thought I was quite the hero or going to be when I got down the cloisters but saw the Carrington Buildings 
bomb crater and 4 in the Courts and realised I wasn’t the only pebble on the beach.  I reported to Chief 
who was in the Courts looking very upset and talking to Norton [William Norton, School custos 1938-19964] 
and others.  I saw Scott [Stanley Westcott Scott (1908-?), laboratory demonstrator] and Mr H. Davis [Henry 
Cecil Waring Davis (1903-1989) assistant master 1928-1967] looking very dusty having been in the labs at 
the time. When I came back to the house I saw Mr Palmer’s gardener [Arthur James Lintern (1878-1940), 
died in Mr Clephan Palmer’s garden at ‘South Hill’, Richmond Road] but as others were there attending to 
the corpse I went elsewhere to be helpful in clearing up the yard.  No damage was done to my personal 
property except that my saucepan was thrown to the floor and squash racket nearly off the wall.  But the 
study ceiling was so knocked about that it had to be brought down a fortnight later. 
It wasn’t a pleasant affair and I don’t wish to repeat it really, but it will certainly give me something to talk 
about in the holidays.  
 
ANON [The Green] 
‘The Air Raid on a small town’ 
The whole school was working peacefully when the moan of the siren was heard.  The school in general 



evacuated classrooms and went to the cloisters, some of the classrooms in the north block were still in 
use.  At about 4.45 pm several rather nasty thuds were heard and they seemed too close to be 
pleasant.  The whole of the school who were occupying the cloisters and the book pound [the computer 
room in the library] lay down flat so as to avoid any shock from the blast.  The thuds came closer and as 
they came the windows in the book pound (on the left going in) began to rattle more and more. Eventually 
the climax was reached when one roar caused the windows (on the right going in) in the book pound to 
break and rubble came flying, at the end farthest from the door, in through the broken windows from the 
Courts.  We lay on the floor for several minutes in absolute darkness and then Mr Scott [Stanley Westcott 
Scott (1908-?), laboratory demonstrator] came in from the labs and told us that a bomb had dropped in the 
road just outside the heat lab where he was sheltering and the windows were blown in and ceilings 
down.  After this entry, some of Lyon House’s Fire Squad came down and told Mr Palmer [Clephan Palmer 
(1881-1971) assistant master 1905-1946, lived at ‘South Hill’, Richmond Road] that his house had been hit, 
but that his wife was quite safe.  The ladies from the tuck shop made the next entry and one of them told 
us how she had been sheltering under the counter and that all the sweet bottles had fallen from the 
shelves and that the tuck shop was in a dreadful mess. 
One of the bombs had hit the electric light mains and this was the reason why the raiders past signal was 
not given. We were sent up to our houses to finish our afternoon school, except for those in classrooms 13-
16 who went on with normal work.  It was just before going up to our houses that we learned that there 
was a delayed action bomb in the Headmaster’s garden. We later learned that there was a delayed action 
bomb just outside Phillips the drapers shop [now the Melbury Gallery] and several others around the 
place.  As may be expected rumours went round that the playing fields would be out of action for the rest 
of the term owing to the great number of bombs which exploded on them, and the non-cricketers and 
footballers revelled in the idea that Mr Freeman’s Upper pitch had been hit, but the cricketers had the 
laugh when the fields were next seen and not one of the pitches had been hit.  The Upper had a very near 
escape and very nearly did suffer a direct hit. The playing fields suffered from only about five or six 
bombs.  The non-rugger players revelled in the idea of not having to play games for a little while any way 
and hoped that Juniors would be stopped.  When we were on our way up to the house, out through the 
Courts, most of the school stopped to find bits of bomb as these had landed in the Courts. 
It was a pitiful sight to go round the place and look at the damage.  On coming out of the cloisters the first 
thing that met my eye was the pile of rubble lying in the middle of the Courts, and then I looked to my left 
and saw the most pitiful sight of all.  The Big Schoolroom was windowless and looking like a man who has 
had his guts taken out, and just behind that were the Carrington Buildings which were also 
windowless.  The next thing that happened was that on arriving at the house the fire squad described how 
the floor of the day room just shook. We were sent directly to our places of shelter and had to sit there as 
there was no light.  In tea we were told by Mr Hey [Samuel Hey (1904-1977) assistant master 1926-1973, 
housemaster of The Green 1936-1951] that we had to go down to school via the town, and that we could 
use the food shops in the town till the tuck shop reopened again.  For a few days after the raid we were 
without water, light or gas and so we had to put up with what we could get.  We had cold meals and so on. 
A few members of the house, myself included, whose parents live in Sherborne, wondered what had 
happened to them and we soon found out that they were quite all right.  Work was a little upset for a few 
days till the classrooms were put into working order. 
 
ANON [Harper House, 6th former] 
‘On returning to Sherborne 3 days after the 30th September’ 
I and a friend had been to Oxford for an exam, and returned to Sherborne 3 days after the raid.  We had 
come down by the G.W.R. to Yeovil, and caught a bus to Sherborne.  We came into Sherborne without my 
noticing anything peculiar, and came up Greenhill, to be stopped by a little white A.R.P. notice at the top of 
Cheap Street.  There was nothing peculiar in that, since Sherborne A.R.P. had had practices before, and I 
assumed that they were having one now.  We debussed, and turned left to walk along past Carlton theatre 
towards Newlands to reach Harper House.  We immediately saw a lot of bedding and furniture standing in 
the road before a house.  A bomb had landed pretty near, and the house was being evacuated.  I remember 
thinking “Good Lord, a bomb’s been dropped”.  We, with a small crowd of others stood and watched for a 
moment.  A cat was sitting on the pile of stones which had once been its home, surveying the scene with 
stoical interest. 



From there we could get a glimpse of Newlands and the illusion of “a” bomb was soon 
dispelled.  Somewhat anxious, and yet singularly thrilled, we turned to a man who was standing in the 
doorway of a house nearby watching events with the air of a film producer who has at last got a scene to 
his liking.  We enquired what had happened.  He informed us, and, amongst other things, told us that King’s 
School was, if still standing, not functioning.  This I did not believe, and told the man so.  But he insisted, 
and was about to enlarge on the facts when we moved on. 
We reached Newlands, a quarter of Sherborne which had been badly hit, and stood for 8 or ten minutes 
looking at the damage.  Only one or two houses had received direct hits, but most were being evacuated as 
they were unsafe.  Men were still working on burst pipes in a crater, although damage had been done 3 
days previously.  Cars were continuously going past filled with sightseers, staring and gossiping.  We were 
just walking down to Harper House through Hound Street, when a master overtook on a bicycle, and asked 
us about the exam.  It was a bit startling, and seemed very out of place.  When we reached the house we 
were really a little sorry to see it still standing. 
 
ANON [Lyon House] 
‘The Air Raid’ 
I had been ill on Monday morning and I was in the Gibbon's [dormitory] when the siren went.  Matron 
came up and told me to go downstairs.  I went and fetched a book and waited till the various squads had 
come up from the school.  When I went downstairs I took a chair from the dining room and was finding a 
place in the Dayroom Passage when the reading room door began to rattle violently.  Someone mentioned 
something about guns but as the shaking grew more marked and separate explosions could be 
distinguished, it became obvious that it was not anti-aircraft fire, but bombs.  Tiles started to crash to the 
ground and the bombs came nearer and I expected each time that the next one would blow us to 
smithereens.  Tiles crashed into the yard outside, and from the window at the end it appeared to be a 
veritable cascade accompanied by the tinkling of glass from a shattered window in the dayroom.  All this 
did not last as much as five minutes and there was much less noise from the actual bombs than I expected. 
After it was all over, I went round the house looking at the craters from various windows and helping to 
clear up the plaster from the beds, then I went to look at the craters in the road outside, both of which 
were not more than 25 yards from the house itself.  After which we helped to clear the yard of broken tiles 
and debris and the footpath of mud and stones. 
 
ANON [?Lyon House] 
Essay 
Mon. Sept 30th. The siren sounded at about four thirty and we immediately went to the cloisters. A little 
later I was in the passage between the middle bookshelves in the Pound [now the computer room in the 
library], when there were a few dull explosions and the small windows at the top of the boarded windows 
blew open violently. Mr Hey [Samuel Hey (1904-1977) assistant master 1926-1973] told us to lie down, but 
as there was no room I had to remain standing, which could not have made much difference because of the 
book cases.  Then the noise became louder and the blast greater as it blew through the Pound.  The 
windows on the cloister-side fell out onto the people who were lying under them.  There were one or two 
biggish explosions, and the dust was very thick.  Then everything was quiet, leaving that ringing noise in 
your ears.  Suddenly somebody shouted that there was a bomb in the Courts, so we all rushed out to try 
and see the crater, but we were checked and kept in while wardens looked for unexploded bombs.  There 
was excited talk after about the bombs in the cloisters and everyone was discussing what might have 
happened and “wouldn’t it be funny if the Toey [tuck shop] was hit”, etc. 
 
ANON [Lyon House] 
‘My Experiences’ 
On Monday September 30th, in the middle of my Chemistry period, the air raid siren went. I felt no alarm. I 
had been in plenty of air raids before and to be more particular in raid warnings.  I went to porch of the Big 
Schoolroom and started eating and talking with another boy.  Mr Hey [Samuel Hey (1904-1977) assistant 
master 1926-1973] came and made us move to the proper cloisters.  We situated ourselves in the Book 
Pound [now the computer room in the library], and just after we had got comfortable we heard the first 
bang.  I don’t know why but we both went to the floor, and I don’t know what everyone else had done.  The 



bombs came closer and closer and then the Pound windows broke.  I don’t know if it was glass, but on 
looking at my leg afterwards it was a bit cut, but I did not notice it at the time.  I felt pretty shaken up, 
afterwards when I heard a plane again I felt worse still.  My Hey yelled lie down and everybody lay in quick 
time, but no more bombs were dropped.  Then Rice came down and told Mr Palmer [Clephan Palmer 
(1881-1971) assistant master 1905-1946, lived at ‘South Hill’, Richmond Road] that his wife was all 
right.  We all cheered in the Pound, then the Headmaster [Alexander Ross Wallace (1891-1982) 
Headmaster 1934-1950] came down and we all cheered.  Then Mr H. Davis [Henry Cecil Waring Davis 
(1903-1989) assistant master 1928-1967] came, covered in dust and a bit cut, then Scott [Stanley Westcott 
Scott (1908-?), laboratory demonstrator] came along (not the boy), he was covered with dust and a bit cut 
– we cheered both.  My feelings were mixed when I came up to the house, I had no idea of the amount of 
bombs dropped, and I felt sorry for the homeless.  The first house that I saw that was hit was the thatched 
house by the Chimney Sweep [Acreman Street]. It was the 1st house that I had ever seen with a direct hit on 
it.  I then came back to the house to find bombs all round it.  We then did hall and my fear gradually 
decreased, although my thoughts made me frightened in a way.  I and the boy I had talked with thank Mr 
Hey very sincerely for moving us from the porch as we might have been killed. 
 
ANON [?Lyon House] 
‘My experience in the Air Raids’ 
I was doing Greek in No. 10 classroom on the afternoon of the air raid on the 30th of September.  The siren 
went and as we were on the ground floor we stayed where we were.  Then we heard the German ‘lanes 
overhead and we began to peer out of the windows.  We were told to get on with our work, then the 
windows began to rattle and I felt in my bones something unusual was going to happen, for the windows 
never had rattled in pervious warnings.  Mr Bensly [William James Bensly (1874-1943) assistant master 
1905-1913, 1919-1934, 1939-1943] told us to get on with our work and never mind the windows.  Then we 
heard a thud in Lenthay way and scrambled under our desks and then we heard thud after thud and then 
large crashes till with one crash, from the bombs outside the Carrington Buildings, our glass was blown in 
and all the plaster came down on the floor.  Then the crashes went beyond us and I climbed out from under 
the desk.  All the dust from the fallen plaster filled the air and nearly suffocated.  Then we went out and 
stood under the stairs.  Then the order came through that we were to go to the cloisters, there was a wild 
rush into the Courts where everyone collected bomb splinters and then in the cloisters the Headmaster 
[Alexander Ross Wallace (1891-1982) Headmaster 1934-1950] gave out a notice which I didn’t hear.  As I 
was going up to my House, Spitfires were zooming round and when I got to my house, I found the place in a 
pretty good mess. 
 
ANON [Lyon House] 
‘The Bombing’ 
On September 30th, during the first afternoon lesson, the air raid siren went off.  Fire and Salvage Squads 
went up to the House. About 10 minutes after we had got up there there were some incendiary bomb 
practices, whiles the fire squads were up there, the House began to shake, someone said it was anti-aircraft 
gunfire, but when the noise came nearer we did not think the same. I was told to go and shut the outside 
door, but when I got there I heard the whistle of bombs and saw debris flying into the yard.  I went back 
pretty quickly, and lay down on the floor with a cushion on my head.  After the noise had died away, we 
waited for a bit and then went out.  I got two big bits of bomb. I gave one to Long and the other to Mr Ross 
[Alexander Hamelin Trelawny-Ross (1884-1967) assistant master 1911-1946, housemaster of Lyon House 
1914-1946].  Having cleared the House, we did Hall and then had tea.  I was sleeping under the table in the 
Reading Room, during the night some more bombs went off and we all trooped into the passage for half an 
hour.  The people who came back from the school exaggerated the damage done there terrifically. 
 
ANON [Lyon House] 
‘My experiences in the Air raid’ 
On Monday in the afternoon during the 1st period the air raid siren was sounded. I came up to the house 
because I am in a salvage squad.  When I had been up here for about ten minutes the fire squads were sent 
off for a practice, while the doors started slamming and at first I thought it was some person trying to be 
funny, then somebody said it was anti-aircraft fire, which occurred to me to be quite possible but which of 



course was impossible because there were no anti-aircraft guns near enough.  Suddenly there was an extra 
loud rattle of doors which must have been the one outside the bike sheds and clouds of dust came flying 
past the window at the end of the passage.  During all this I had crouched down on the floor away from the 
wall and held my ears.  Afterwards I went off and looked round, clearing up the glass and viewing the 
damage. 
 
ANON [?Lyon House] 
‘Sherborne’s Air Raid’ 
We had rather an exciting time on September 30th 1940. It was at 4..45 on the 30th that the Air Raid 
warning went and I was in No.7 classroom.  So we all went down to the room below (No.5).  It was about 
five to ten minutes after that the fun started. First of all we heard a few dull explosions and they steadily 
grew louder, until suddenly we heard a high pitched whistling sound and a few moments after there were 
three successive explosions.  (Later we found that these were in the Courts!)  Almost immediately after we 
smelt a most unappetising smell; the smell of cordite, and it is a smell I hope never to encounter again.  I 
was a bit shaken and wondering what was going to happen next. I think it was a good thing I had my head 
under a desk because a huge stone came hurtling through the window and landed on the spot where my 
head should have been.  The result of the raid was that three bombs landed in the Courts, seven in the 
Richmond Road district and one in Acreman Street, about three on the playing fields and a lot more 
scattered about Sherborne District. 
 
ANON [Lyon House] 
‘September 30th 1940 (at Lyon House).’ 
On receipt of the air raid warning, it is my job to return to the House immediately to help in its defence 
against attack from incendiary bombs.  On this occasion, first period on a Monday afternoon, I had a study 
hour and so was already up at the House when the sirens were blown at about 4.45pm.  After a few 
minutes those in one bomb squad came up to the House and we took up our positions in the usual way; 
that is in the main passage on the ground floor, where we have two walls all round, sand-bags at the end a 
reinforced ceiling. 
Shortly before 5 o’clock, I went to the end of the passage and looked outside the door.  Everything was 
quiet for a moment or two, and then began a series of small [?screaming] explosions which I thought were 
gun-fire.  As the planes were coming from the Yeovil direction I could see nothing, but came inside and said 
something about gun-fire which was calculated to be reassuring, but I was received with a good deal of 
mirth when the explosions came nearer.  Before we knew quite what was happening, we found ourselves 
lying on the floor with a large number of battling rams (for such the sound resembled) crashing against the 
walls.  A near-by door was seen to bulge in and out and dust rose in clouds from the walls and floor and we 
could see showers of tiles falling from the roof outside.  Strong currents of air swept through the passage 
and I doubt if we could have stood up, had we felt disposed to try.  Looking round the faces of those 
present, one could see definite fear, but there was nothing bordering on hysteria.  My own feelings were 
nothing to be proud of, but I do not think I entirely lost my head. 
When all was quiet again we stood up, heaving sighs of relief and – I for one – feeling profoundly thankful 
for being spared so miraculously. I am sure we all breathed a small prayer both during our experience and 
immediately after, but I do not think any of us knew at the time how near to death we had been. It was 
certainly a great surprise to hear Mr Ross [Alexander Hamelin Trelawny-Ross (1884-1967) assistant master 
1911-1946, housemaster of Lyon House 1914-1946] say there was a beautiful crater in the road, a few 
yards from the wall and about ten from where we had been.  To find eight other craters all round the 
House within a hundred yards was, indeed, something of a shock.  Some of us quickly organised the 
clearing up of the [?] which amounted to some fourteen thousand tiles from the roof and a fair number of 
windows. 
A word of praise must to given to K.G.W. Wilson [Kenneth Gordon Wycliffe Wilson (1922-1949), Lyon House 
1936-1940] whose leadership was an inspiration and to everyone else concerned, who showed a grand 
ability to “take it”. 
 
ANON [Lyon House] 
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‘The story of the prunes that missed’ 
We came up to the House as usual when the siren went & took our places in the corridor.  Presently we had 
some incendiary bomb squad exercises but, I being in Headquarters squad in charge of doors & windows 
cut up an apple & started eating it. 
Suddenly there was a lot of violent door slamming & window rattling & I thought “Who is the fool slamming 
that door?”  But the noise continued & increased.  Then I thought it was A.A. fire, & then as others started 
ducking & I felt pressure on my ears & realised it was bombs.  I ducked onto my knees & putting my hands 
over my ears put my head under the bench I had been sitting on & waited.  I expected the roof to come in 
on top of me at any moment & the House was rocking quite a lot.  The noise was not terrific as might be 
expected, only slamming doors & rattling windows & pressure on the ears. The bombing lasted 86 
seconds.  Then we got up & I ran to get my brush to clear up the debris.  The air was thick with dust as lots 
of ceiling had fallen down & there was the acrid smell of explosives in the air.  After sweeping up around 
the House I went outside to look at the damage, picked up some bomb splinters & returned to the House to 
finish clearing up.  The night was unpleasant because we had dozens of Gibbon's [dormitory] packed into 
Bennett [dormitory] & lying all over the floor & the heat was terrific. A time bomb went off during the night 
& we all scuttled downstairs & bit the granite again, but not for long as we soon went up to bed again & 
peace.  We saw a dead gardener in Mr Palmer’s garden [Arthur James Lintern (1878-1940), died in Mr 
Clephan Palmer’s garden at ‘South Hill’, Richmond Road].  The prunes didn’t improve the look of the House 
or school buildings & caused considerable disarrangement & discomfiture at the time, but it gradually 
cleared up & the school went back nearly to normal, but not quite, as every time a car backfired - as Homer 
might have put it – [Greek]. 
 
ANON [Lyon House] 
‘An Air Raid on Sherborne’, 2.11.40. 
It was on Monday, September 30th that I was being taken by Mr Brown [Herbert Henry Brown (1891-1963) 
assistant master 1920-1955] for English in the Lower Library. After we had been at work for about ten 
minutes the siren went and we gathered round the big table, preparatory to diving under them, away from 
windows.  About ten minutes later I heard a formation of ‘planes go over but naturally thought nothing of 
it.  Then came the bombs, first of all a whistle mingled with a noise not unlike that of tube train passing 
from the tunnel into the underground station.  We dived under the tables like a shot and waited…  Then all 
of a sudden the lights went out and we heard crashed growing louder and louder every few seconds.  Then 
silence! 
After a bit owe ventured out from our refuge and looked out, only to see that the grass outside was 
covered with stones and bits of road and the windows over in the opposite block were in some places 
broken. We looked out towards the School House and saw the same debris littering the whole place and we 
then became conscious of a terrific smell of cordite. A large column of black smoke was slowly rising from 
behind the School House and rumour went that it was an aeroplane though it was really the bomb in Cheap 
Street. People were all the time guessing how near they were and someone leaning out of the opposite 
block said that the Science Buildings had been hit as well as the Fives Courts.  People said that the Courts 
had received some attention as well though I don’t think I believed that.  Eventually we were told that work 
would go on for some people but luckily I was one of those who had to go straight back to the House. 
On our way back we observed that bombs had hit the Courts and one had landed in the road between the 
Carrington Buildings and the Big Schoolroom.  In Acreman Street there were two.  We weren’t allowed to 
go through the Headmaster’s garden owing to a time bomb.  Wires were down all over the place but when 
we saw what had happened down Richmond Road we knew who had had the worst of it.  Down our stretch 
of road there were three bombs, one outside either House gate, and one destroying the gate, and a sewer 
at the end of the road.  Bombs had also landed near us, besides two just outside Mr Palmer’s house 
[Clephan Palmer (1881-1971) assistant master 1905-1946, lived at ‘South Hill’, Richmond Road], rendering 
it quite uninhabitable, one outside the Girls’ School Sanatorium and one in the Prep School grounds. 
Afterwards unexploded bombs were found all over the place, especially at Lenthay and we were not 
allowed to use the side of the House facing West Hill because of one and instead we used the dining room, 
and the upstairs dormitories had to sleep downstairs in the passages etc.  Later on still an unexploded 
bomb only about 100 yards from the House was discovered and we had to sleep at Hey’s [The Green], the 



San and other places.  A little later the bomb was rendered useless.  The raid has most certainly made a lot 
of work, as we are still at it, chiefly digging up the playing fields which were hit in eight places. 
 
ANON [Lyon House] 
‘Bombs 1940’ 
I was comfortably ensconced in a chair in the upper studies passage eating a piece of cake, when the doors 
began to rattle violently; with one accord we all crouched on the floor and waited. For some extraordinary 
reason I was convinced that the noise was guns.  I could not understand where they were, for judging by 
the racket they might have been firing in the yard.  After what seemed like five seconds, it subsequently 
turned out to be about a minute, we all made a concerted rush downstairs and as we arrived the bombing 
ceased.  The reason, which may be somewhat obscure, for my being in the upper studies passage, was that 
I was at the time a Home Guardee (or Guardian) and that was our H.Q. 
 
ANON [?Lyon House] 
‘My experiences in the Air-Raid on Sherborne’ 
Trooping back to the House on the last Monday in September, I was contemplating on how much of the 
afternoon’s work I would miss.  That was my chief thought at the moment, and I never realised that that 
thought would be so quickly run out of my head, within half an hour’s time.  At first, the raid seemed 
ordinary, as we had often come up before and generally waited our time.  We indulged in the usual pastime 
of playing chess or reading. Some people worked, but I am afraid I had left my books down at the School, 
and anyhow it was work that had not as yet been explained. 
The first inkling that we had of anything out of the ordinary, was a gradually increasing roar, as the planes 
passed somewhere  overhead.  We, very unwisely, rushed to the window, but luckily for us, something 
warned us to wait a bit before we poked our rather inquisitive faces outside.  The first tremor came, 
followed by a second, third and fourth, and gradually becoming more pronounced.  We stopped & said it 
was A.A. fire, but that theory was blasted out of our minds, as the house began to quiver even more 
violently.  Then someone had the bright idea of crawling under the table, so we piled in.  We heard the first 
whistle, and second, thirds and fourths quickly followed. We could hear the whistles very plainly as both 
the windows were open (which probably explains why they were undamaged).  My thoughts, as the 
whistles gradually became louder, were first, what my parents would think of me under the table, and 
secondly, I said to myself “I suppose this is what it feels like to be bombed”, and I could then, in some ways 
imagine what it was like in an open trench.  Thirdly, I wondered how we would meet each other, if we ever 
got out alive, and I could actually picture everybody’s laughing faces.  These thoughts flashed very quickly 
across my mind, and I did not really have much time to mediate over them before the raid was over.  As the 
whistles gradually decreased, I realised that we were not the only people who were “going through it” and 
that in some way helped to modify the natural pride, which briefly overwhelmed me, for a moment, as I 
thought more about these other people. 
My feelings directly afterwards were anger, in that I was unable to do anything about it and could not hit 
back at the swine right at the moment.  I think that it is very annoying to have to roll under a table while 
the other fellow is letting go all he’s got.  But that was the only alternative.  My second feeling was of joy at 
seeing a fellow coming down in a parachute, and a plane diving steeply into the mist.  We booed the 
parachutist, but unfortunately he was an Englishman (and of course, we did not know that at the time). 
That raid really made in me an ever greater desire to do something, really (as I thought) worth doing, and 
for the next two days I was very restless in regard to my work, and really did no work whatsoever.  Then, I 
realised that my job was to stay here and that in doing so I would be doing more say, than digging trenches. 
 
ANON [Lyon House] 
‘Air Raid’ 
On Monday Sept 30th the warning siren went at 4.30 during a French period.  I went immediately to the 
house as I was in a fire squad.  On arriving and after collecting my gas mask, we had a practice.  During the 
practice while on the 1st floor I heard a rumbling resembling a large body of people running about on the 
top floor. The house was shaking, so I came to the conclusion that bombs were falling. I made for the 
passage and dived into a mass of people crouching in one end. The shaking and noise was getting more and 
more violent and the electric light was flickering.  Someone yelled out “Switch out that d_ light”, but on the 



next explosion it obligingly went out by itself.  I was very scared though not panicky, though at one period I 
went as far as to consider what it would be like to die.  The explosions came in a rumbling, crashing, 
whining roar and tiles were cascading off the roof. Gradually the explosions grew less and in volume and I 
became aware of the choking smell of cordite fumes.  I was then feeling very badly shaken and I think the 
house was too.  Then someone announced that there were 4 craters in the road.  I went to the yard door 
and looked out, I could hardly see anything, later on I went and collected several souvenirs. 
It was the worst scare I have ever had, but I shall know what to expect next time if there is a next time.  I 
was glad in a way that it had happened.  I was sorry for the loss of life and the damage done to property, 
but I was glad because it had destroyed the illusion that Sherborne immune from the horrors of war, it also 
made a lot of notices about Sherborne being “the safest place in England” look rather out of date and 
stupid. 
Sleeping away from the house was no great hardship, and now I feel that if I had in any emergency to sleep 
on the floor, I should find no difficulty in so doing, so in some ways the experience gained was worth the 
scare I had.  Though the actual bombing only lasted 86 seconds they were the longest 86 seconds I have 
ever experienced and I wish to state I never hope to experience them again. 
 
ANON [?Lyon House] 
Essay 
I was in room 6, probably learning Mathematics when the siren went.  Mr Randolph [John Hervey Randolph 
(1898-1975) assistant master 1922-1967] pretended to be very annoyed and announced that we would 
continue the lesson. Soon there was a loud roaring noise and he said “They would hear it!”  Then all the 
people from the room above came in.  Having told their master that he was going to continue teaching he 
went back to the board and began to go on with his speech.  Just as he started we heard several bangs in 
the distance. The he told us to go under our desks and proceeded to walk about the room. Soon he went 
outside.  After a bit, things began to happen and we heard lots of explosions, one after the other, growing 
gradually louder and louder.  Each explosion was preceded by a long drawn out shrill whistle.  There were 
several whistles which did not have an explosion to follow.  The light began to swing and the door to 
rattle.  Then the noise became almost deafening and in rushed Mr Randolph rather redder than usual. He 
also began to grovel under the table when with a great crash the window broke and in poured a great 
quantity of stone, glass and gravel.  Several boys were cut but nobody seemed to realise when they had 
been cut until later.  The room was filled with an evil-smelling smoke.  Mr Randolph soon ventured outside 
again and when he came back he said “Four bombs have landed just outside the window.”  We were most 
amazed because we thought there were at least the other side of the Courts, so everyone looked out of the 
window (much to his annoyance).  After a few minutes we were allowed to go. 
“Every cloud has a silver lining.”  Greek was our next subject.  I had been dreading it for three day s and 
looking forward to an imposition, but, thanks to the bombs, there was no Greek and no imposition. The 
only objection was that our butter for tea was covered in small particles of dirt. 


