














A SONG OF JUBILEE 
 
‘Tis thrice ten years ago and three,  
these ancient courts among 
That spirits bold themselves enrolled  
to form a league of song, To form a league of song; 
all in a classroom dark they met, 
(as dim traditions say) 
IV B, I ween, has seldom seen 
A blither troop than they, a blither troop than they. 
Then shrilly piped the trebles’ note, 
Deep growled the basses’ tone; 
And Music came (that bashful dame) to claim us for own! 
 
Today we stand in serried line,  
Proud choristers four score; 
Organ and orchestra combine to 
Swell the sounds we pour, to swell the sounds we pour; 
Yet all who sang and all who sing 
Are one in heart and will; 
They did their part for love of art, 
The same love nerves us still, the same love nerves us still. 
Still shrilly pipes the trebles note, deep growls the basses tone; 
Music doth come to her old home to claim us for her own. 
 
Shall Sterndale Bennett’s honoured brow 
Forgo its wreath of bays, 
Whose batons wave the tempo gave  
In those primeval days? 
Shall L.N.P. unnoticed be the tuneful notes that wove; 
Rhoades, E.M. Young, remain unsung, that built the rhymes we love? 
 
No! trebles, pipe your shrillest note, 
Ye basses, rumble low; 
Let roof-treering the while ye sing  
The bards of long ago, the bards of long ago. 
 
The fathers of our Sherborne Song,  
Their memory we prize; 
Within this Hall, for each and all, 
Is honour in our eyes, is honour in our eyes. 
 
Btu we, who for the fiftieth time our leader’s wand obey 
They well-known name would first acclaim, 
Dear C.H.H. today 
So trebles pipe your shrillest note ye basses growl amain; 
Stint not to show the thanks ye owe to him who leads the strain. 
 
 
Words by Frederick Brooke Westcott (1857-1918). 
Score by Archibald Frank Tester (1882-1925). 
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