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EDITORIAL

(with apologies to Lewis Carroll)

TRYING, with no avail, to think of what to write as an editorial for this issue, | found that the more | thought, the less
l'ikely 1 was to come up with any suitable ideas. So, [
to bed and sleep off the blank mist that seemed to be filling my mind. That night, | had a most interesting dream:

| was standing in some sort of earthy tunnel, and as my eyes grew accustomed to the darkness | realized, somehow,

that it was a rabbit warren. Following the tunnel, suddenly | came upon a littldehgesl table, all made of solid

glass. There was nothing on it but a tiny bottle, and tied around the neck of the bottle was a paper label, with the words

ADRI NK MEO beautifully printed on it in |l arge | etters.
inches high. Soon, my eye fell on a little glass box that was lying under a table: | opened it, and found in it a very

smal | cake, on which the words AEAT MEO were beauti ful
turning to my original size.

ACuriouser and curiouser !0 | c¢cried, so surprised that

Feeling a strange desire to read something intellectual and of cultural interest, | began to explore my surroundings. On
the glass table was a manuscript of some kind (which certainly was not here before) and looking closely at the cover, |
found the words ATHE RENMDCOMB .MAGAZI.NE

MISCELLANEA
Winter Term 1976

We were glad to welcome two new members of staff this term: Mr. T. Dyke, to teach English and history, and Mr. C.
J. Wood, to teach chemistry and physics. Both graduated recently from Exeter College, Oxford, and Mr. Wood is an
old Rendcombian.

We extend good wishes to the following, who left the college at the end of the summer term 1976: Robert Barrett,
Simon Baynham, Rosemary Beckett, Adrian Bell, Alan Bennett, Lucy Brain, Julian Campbell, Jacqueline Crowhurst,
Christopher Dendy, Philip Everatt, John Falconer, John Garvie, Clare Gafdderin, Brendan Hall, Mary Harvey,

Richard Hudson, Stella Joel, Timothy Longworth, Jane Lyons, Dawn Mackonochie, Timothy Nicholas, Alice Parshall,
lan Read, Ann Rickards, Toby Roberts, Peter Rundle, Robert Sherratt, Robert Stroud, Peter Walton, Alisdair Wilson,
Jane Wilson, Tessa Wolferstan, Richard Yeats, Philip Faulks, Richard Caney, Jeremy Ferguson, lan Hawkins, Gerald
Hedder wick, Andrew Mat hi as, Patrick O6Donohoe, Stuart

* * * *

Films shown this term include@he Quiller MemorandupD o n 6 t  J u s-Say Samethirighirety I Still My
Name Perfect FridayMu r p h y ;6Tke Bk WindmijlGo for a TakePaper TigerKel | y6s Her oes

* * * *

The Bridge Club had several meetings this term under the guidance of Mr. White and Mr. Hawkswell. A further report
occurs later.

* * * *
A lecture with slides was given on 19th September by N
Et hi opi ao.

* * * *

On the 23rd September the Rev. L. F. M. WiBignd, Chaplain of All Souls College, Oxford, conducted a seminar
with the upper sixth form.

A large group from the sixth form visited Warwick Castle on the 26th September.



Budding tycoons from the college again took part this year in the business game organised nationally for schools. We
finished second in our group of four schools. More details are elsewhere.

* * * *

Smal | groups Vvisited Cheltenham early in the term for
Evening with Thomas Hardyo (presented by Michael Meyer
Colin Wilson and Alfred Burke); and the final of the festival poetry competition, with Charles Causley, Geoffrey

Grigson and Seamus Heaney reading some of their own poems.

* * * *

The college appeared to have settled down again this term after the experience of the H.M.I. Inspection in the summer.
The inspectorsé very favourable comments were certainl

* * * *

There was a parent/teacher meeting on the 21st November for parents of boys in the third form.

* * * *

Various parties visited the Royal Shakespeare Theatre, Stratford, this term for performdanbes of Wi nt, er 6 s T all
King LearandThe Comedy of Errors

Special church services included this term a service of readings and music on the 17th October and the remembrance
day service on the 14th November. The latter was attended by members of the British Legion.

* * * *

Preachers this term included the headmaster; Lt. Col. H. E. F. Middleton; The Rev. Canon A. J. Holloway, Diocesan
Director of Education; Mr. D. I. Gibson.

The coll ege chor al soci ety an dKing Tharhoss theregenirggofeche Aths f ul | vy
November.

The third form house went on an outing on Sunday, 10th October, visiting the Severn Wildfowl Trust at Slimbridge
and then Berkeley Castle.

* * * *
Some of the collegeds ornithologists visited the Cot sy
* * * *

The literary society and senior and junior debating societies have met several times this term, all commanding quite
large attendances. Reports are elsewhere in this issue.

* * * *

The Bishop of Gloucester spoke to members of form Vla on the 22nd October.

* * * *

Half-term again consisted of a full week this term and this seems to be the established pattern now, though opinions on
the new systembébs merits vary.



We were fortunate to be visited on the 7th November by thekwellvn expert on architecture and especially Cots-
wol d architecture, Mr . David Verey, who | ectured on tF

* * * *

On the 12th November members of Vla were addressed by the Rev. Canon L. Lloyd Rees, Chaplain General of Pris-
ons.

Members of staff met the college governors for lunch on 23rd November before the governing body meeting.

* * * *

For the first time for some years the old boys rugby match at the end of term was cancelled, on this occasion because
of a badly frozen pitcha prognostication, perhaps, for the dismal hockey weather which was to ensue.

* * * *
The senior play t hi digera therGatgslsch das perforn@d in theuggnoon Batember
2nd, 3rd and 4th. A review appears elsewhere.

* * * *

On 6th December the third form gave an 6unofThe ci al 6 pe
Coming of the KingsThe play was directed by Philip Lyons, assisted by Jane Watson and Mark Harris, and the efforts
of all concerned were greatly appreciated by a large audience.

* * * *

A sixth form dance was held on the 8th December and aattetided whist drive was organised by Mr. White on the
following evening.

Anot her highly entertaining Christmas party was held
Hoodo and the customary high standards of both the far
singsong concluded a festive evening which swept us all nicely towards the end of term.

* * * *

The Literary Society went to the Everyman Theatre, Cheltenham the on 11th November for a performance of Alan
Ay c k b our nAbsurddPersoe Singular

* * * *

On the 15th November a talk was given to interested people about new reading methods and as a result several pupils
(and one or two courageous members of staff) enrolled for advanced reading techniques sessions in the spring term.
War and Peace in a day?

The third form house visited the Everyman Theatre, Cheltenham, on the 26th November for a perforifiamce of
Pirates of Penzance

The term ended with the annual Christmas carol service in Cirencester Parish Church on the 12th Bacamber
ing occasion for the packed pews of parents, staff, pupils and friends.

* * * *






Academically it has been an excellent year for Rendcomb : two open awards and six other places were gained at Ox-
bridge, and the results at both O06A6 and 0606 | evel i n

* * * *

Spring Term, 1977
We wished the following leavers well at the end of the winter term, 1976: Kevin Barraclough, Martin Griffiths,

Stephen Hicks, Amanda Jones, Nicholas Longworth, Philip Lyons, Roderick Thomson, Stephen Smith, Juliet Hazell,
Charles Hussey, Jeremy Stupple.

Two members of staff, Mr. Hussey and Mr. Sells, have been in hospital in recent weeks; we are glad to see themre-
covered and back with us again and we wish them good health.

* * * *

Films shown this term includethe Front PageThe StingCarry on Dick Earthquake A Reason to LiveA Reason
to Die That Lucky Touchshout at the DevilAirport 1976

* * * *

On 14th January a IVth form party went to mdspellat the Everyman Theatre in Cheltenham.

* * * *

Mr. Nicholas Ridley, the conservative M.P. for Cirencester and Tewkesbury, came on January 14th to answer ques-
tions on current affairs put to him by members of the sixth form.

* * * *

Parent/teacher meetings were held for form | parents on the 23rd January, form V parents on the 14th February, and
for form IV parents on 6th March.

Leavers at the end of the winter term, 1976, included Philip Lyons, to whom we are especially grateful for his work,
both as contributor and editor on behalf of this magazine.

* * * *

Lectures this term: on the 16th Febrwuary, Dr J. Brad
at Universitybod On the same day and then two weeks |
Survey of Gloucestershired. Mr Robert Waller came to
6The Mill enium Never Comesd on the 18th February. Bi s
ary, as did the Rev. S. . Pul ford on January 21st. T
ment of Ar mour 6. Finally Mr. R. Tenty, O.R., told us

* * * *

Sixtwochour sessions of OAdvanced Reading Techniqueso6 wer

improved the reading ability of everyone taking part.

* * * *

Piano recitals were given by Christopher Dendy O.R. on the 16th January and by Mrs. Roma Foster on the 10th Febru-

ary.

t
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The Literary Society convened on January 19th to hear
ers as Wilfred Owen, Siegfried Sassoon and Robert Graves. In the same vein, a trip was made by the augmented Liter-
ary Society to Cheltenhamés Pl ayhouse Theatre to see 7
sible to stage it at Rendcomb. The consensus of opinion was that not only could we do it, we would probably do it

better.

The third form house visited the Everyman Theatre, Cheltenham, on Wednesday 23rd March for a performance of
ACity Sugaro.

A Vth form party went to se@ Comedy of Errorst Stratford on January [0th.

* * * *

Preachers this t er-shaplamchHe Rev.eSdT. [Rmbertt heRetl GanondxE. Hill, vicar of
Cirencester; and the Rt. Rev. the Bishop of Gloucester.

* * * *
Rendcombdés annual confirmation service was conducted ¢k
* * * *

The Junior House had a very enjoyable ramble through the Gloucestershire countryside on March 13th.

* * * *

The coll ege orchestradéds concert this term consisted of
Suite) and Beethoven (Second Symphony) and was given on March 10th to a large and appreciative audience. A re-
view appears elsewhere.

The junior play was O0An Evening of Victorian Mel odr ams
judging by its success will not be the last. This has been reviewed more fully elsewhere in this issue.

* * * *

A sixth form party, consisting mainly of girls, went to see a performanBewfeo and Julieit the Royal Opera
House, Covent Garden. The experience, although expensive, was greatly enjoyed by everyone who went.

* * * *

In the annual Chapman Trophy game on 25th March, the Humanists defeated the Scientisis dvenging last
year s defeat.

Lord Dulverton, one of the most generous benefactors of the school, entertained us with his wildlife films on February
oth.

On March 3rd members of form V took 1.S.C.O./Birkbeck tests to find out their aptitudes and career prospects.

* * * *

Some sixth formers went to skéeng Lear, in the production starring Donald Sinden at Stratford on January loth.



To celebrate jubilee year, 25 trees have been planted,
lege and alongside the playing fields. Many boys helped to build the very effective stockades in the park and plant the
trees, comprising oak, beech, copper beech, lime, sycamore, and red oak. Mr. Wood would especially like to thank T.
Wilson, Cragoe and Reynolds for giving up much of their free time.

* * * *

Once again in view of the atrocious weather we have been glad of the weekly visits to the Cirencester sports hall for
indoor hockey and occasional swimming. A hard hockey pitch is steadily becoming an increasingly vital objective if
the school 6s hockey is to advance.

* * * *

The sixth form dance was held this term on Friday, 25th March.

* * * *

We are grateful to Charles Hussey, who left the college last year, for the article in this issue about his experiences
working for the Missions to Seamen in Rotterdam. If other old boys have equally interesting experiences to narrate for
our readers6 benefit we would be very pleased to hear

* * * *

The Annecy exchange has again been quite well supported. Some of our pupils are visiting the same family for the
third time this Easter.

Graeme Connelly, lan Pengelly and Hamish Wilson have been awarded study scholarships by the German government
and are spending three weeks during the Easter holidays in Osnabruck.

* * * *

We acknowledge receipt of the following contemporaries and apologies for any omigs$ier@3olstonianThe Blox-
hamist The Wycliffe StarThe Kingham Hill Magazinél' he Greshanirhe Decanian

* * * *

This term the college launched its appeal for £150,000 for the building of a new gymnasium, the conversion of the
present gymnasium into an assembly hall, and the extension of the science laboratories. We hope to include details of
the appeal 6s progress in our next issue.

* * * *

We are grateful to the following for contributing photographs and drawings: Colin Hitchcock, Jonathan McGill, Har-
riet Porter, Julie Alesworth, Bridget Cross, lan Cummings (based on a work by Alphonse Mucha), Jonathan Ratcliffe.

* * * *

The editors are Mark Holl oway, who wrote this termds e

10



COLLEGE OFFICERS

Winter Term, 1976

Senior PrefectS. Hicks

Prefects K. Barraclough, R. Thomson, M. Griffiths, A. Jones, N. Longworth, P. Lyons, I. Forrest, C. Hart, C. Pulford,
J. Cooper, P. Maguire, P. Curtitayward, S. Pritchard

Librarians: P. Lyons, M. Holloway, T. Wormleighton, J. Cooper, I. Cummings, T. Evans, J. Steed, D. Taylor
Church UshersA. Harris, | Forrest, T. Nixon, S. Hewitt, D. Crew

Bell-Ringers P. CurtisHayward, S. Hewitt, J. Watson, D. Crew, V. Thresh, D. Taylor, P. Harris, K. Winmill, R. Ed-
wards, A. Jordan, M. Burchell

Senior Stagemars. Hicks

StagemenS. Hewitt, J. Sinclair, J. Watson, K. Nunan, J. Bull, T. Wilson, T. Simmins, A. Munro

Photographic SecretanyC. Hitchcock

Rugby Captainl. Forrest

Squash CaptairK. Barraclough

Games Committed Forrest, R. Thomson, O. Davies, J. Sinclair, M. Griffiths

Magazine EditorsP. Lyons, M. Holloway

Netball Captain S. Freeman

Music Librarians S. Hawkins, H. Wilson

Public WorkmanO. Davies

Spring Term, 1977

Senior PrefectP. CurtisHayward

Prefects S. Tyler, S. Hewitt, A. Harris, D. Brennan, C. Pulford, S. Robinson, I. Forrest, C. Hart, J. Cooper, P.
Maguire, S. Pritchard

Librarians: J. Cooper, M. Holloway, T. Wormleighton, I. Cummings, T. Evans, J. Steed, D. Taylor

Church UshersA. Harris, I. Forrest, T. Nixon, D. Crew, J. Sinclair, S. Hewitt

Bell-Ringers P. CurtisHayward, J. Watson, D. Crew, V. Thresh, D. Taylor, P. Harris, K. Winmill, R. Edwards, A.
Jordan, M. Burchell

Senior Stagemed. Sinclair, J. Watson

StagemenK. Nunan, J. Bull

Debating Committe€l. Nixon, S. Hall, T. Wormleighton, I. Cummings, H. Wilson, D. Taylor

Photographic SecretaryC. Hitchcock

Squash Captainl. Forrest

Hockey Captainl. Forrest

Games Committed Forrest, J. Sinclair, S. Tyler, O. Davies, C. Lee, M. Holloway, C. Troughton

Magazine EditorsM. Holloway, S. Hawkins

Netball Captain S. Freeman

Music Librarians S. Hawkins, H. Wilson

Public WorkmanO. Davies

MEETING OFFICERS

Winter Term 1976

Chairman N. Longworth

SecretaryD. Taylor

Meeting BankerP. Maguire

Shop BankerA. Harris

Senior ShopmamM. Holloway

Junior ShopmerD. Taylor, J. Purkiss

Boys 6 :A &lanbard

Assistant :BQuwck 6 Banker

Breakages ManJ. Marson

Entertainments Committe&. Evans (lll), P. Haynes, C. Waddell, A. Flambard, N. Carroll
C.P.C: N. Longworth, O. Davies, J. Chapman, T. Evans (VIb), M. Burchell, J. McGill
Food CommitteeS. Buist, M. Holloway, V. Joel, M. Guppy, N. Price

PapermanD. Boon

Broom WardenR. Page

Badminton & Squash WardeA. Grainger

Amplifier TechniciansS. Galtress, C. Hitchcock
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Cycle CommitteeS. Buist, D. Ind, N. Marlow

Meeting Advisory CommitteP. Maguire, J. Read, P. Curtieyward

Councit R. Thomson, I. Forrest, N. Longworth, S. Pritchard, C. Pulford, C. Hart, D. Oughton
Dance Committed. Forrest, S. Robinson, J. Chapman, P. Giidtigward, O. Davies, R. Thomson, T. Nixon, P.
Maguire

T.T. CommitteeW. Burgess, K. Nunan, N. Miles

T.V. CommitteeS. Hawkins, G. Connelly

Junior AdvocateS. Galtress

Snooker Committed. Sinclair, G. Moore, A. Mackonochie

Rule CommitteeN. Longworth, M. Holloway, T. Lausch

Games Wardengd. Sinclair, D. Ind, N. Marlow, R. Tudor

Spring Term 1977

Chairman I. Forrest

Secretary J. Archer

Meeting Bankerl. Cummings

Shop BankerW. Gotley

Senior ShopmarA. Harris

Junior ShopmenJ. Archer, D. Taylor

Boys 6 :B&8enket r

Assi stant :BhtyeengtonBank e r

Breakages ManS. Elliott

Entertainments Committeé. Sinclair, S. Buist, D. Harrison, A. Sergison, P. Uglow
Food CommitteeA. White (VIb), D. Brennan, T. Lausch, J. Gotley, R. Allen
PapermanS. Whittard

Broom WardenM. Wilcox

Badminton & Squash WardeN. Price

Amplifier TechniciansJ. Watson (VIb), N. Taylor

MEETING NOTES

Winter Term 1976

THE Meeting agreed to pay for some of the rent for the new colour television installed in the assembly hall and it was
decided that the girls finally merited a uniform for their netball and hockey teams, maroon being the agreed colour. A
further batch of ORendcomb Coll eged sweatshirts with
profit.

On the whole an uneventful term with little major policy being discussed.

Spring Term 1977

SINCE the much coveted Chapman Trophy, a tin of baked beans is missing, the Meeting decided to buy a new one.
The Meeting also decided to give all the old 7806s 1in
would be better appreciated.

Most of the funds, however, were once again spent on the buying ofrmeadled sports equipment.

D.T.

12
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ACADEMIC SUCCESSES

The following passes were gained by members of the college at G.C.E. advanced level in 1976:

K. Barraclough
R. Barrett

S. Baynham
R. Beckett
A. Bell

A. Bennett
L. Brain

J. Campbell
J. Crowhurst
C. Dendy

P. Everatt

J. Falconer

C. GardnetMedwin

J. Garvie

. Griffiths

. Hall

. Harvey

. Hicks

. Hudson

. Hussey
Joel
Jones

. Longworth
. Longworth
Lyons

. Lyons

. Mackonochie
. Nicholas

. Parshall

l. Read

A. Rickards
T. Roberts
P. Rundle

R. Sherratt
R. Stroud

J. Stupple

R. Thomson
P. Walton

A. Wilson

J. Wilson

T. Wolferstan

>HAUTVCAZ>PVOTNZIWZ

Mathematics*; Chemistry*; Physics*
Mathematics; History; Economics and Public Affairs
English; History*; French

English; History; French

Economics and Public Affairs

Chemistry; Biology; Physics

History; Economics and Public Affairs; French
Mathematics*; Chemistry*; Physics*
Mathematics; English*; History*

English; Music

Chemistry; Biology

Mathematics; Chemistry; Physics

English*; French; Music

English; History; Economics and Public Affairs
Mathematics; Chemistry; Physics

English; History; French

English*; History; Economics and Public Affairs
Mathematics*; Chemistry*; Physics*
Mathematics; Chemistry; Physics

English; History; Economics and Public Affairs
English; History*; Economics and Public Affairs
English*; History*; French

Mathematics; History*; Economics and Public Affairs
English; History; Economics and Public Affairs
English*; History*; French*

Mathematics; English*; French

English; History; French

English; History; Economics and Public Affairs
Chemistry; Biology; Physics

Mathematics*; Chemistry*; Physics*
Mathematics*; History*; French

Mathematics; Chemistry; Physics*

Biology

Mathematics*; Chemistry; Physics*

English; History; French

Chemistry; Biology; Physics

Mathematics; Chemistry*; Physics*
Chemistry; Biology; Physics

English; History; Economics and Public Affairs
Chemistry; Biology; Physics

Chemistry; Biology*; Physics

* indicates a grade 06A0

Ordinary Level Passes:

S. Buist

R. Caney
N. Carroll
G. Connelly

T. Evans
J. Ferguson

A. Flambard
S. Galtress

P. Haynes

English Language; English Literature; History; Geography; French; Maths; Physics; Chemistry;
Biology

English Language; English Literature; History; Geography; French; Mathematics

Mathematics; Physics; Biology

English Language; English Literature; History; French; Mathematics; Physics; Chemistry; Latin;
German; Music

English Language; English Literature; French; Mathematics; Latin; German

English Language; English Literature; History; Geography; French; Mathematics; Physics;
Chemistry; German

English Language; History; Geography; French; Mathematics; Physics; German

English Language; English Literature; History; Mathematics; Physics; Chemistry; Biology;
Latin; French; Music

English Language; English Literature; History; French; Mathematics; Physics; Chemistry; Latin;
German
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I. Hawkins English Literature; History; Geography; French; Mathematics; Physics; Chemistry; Biology

S. Hawkins English Language; English Literature; History; French; Mathematics; Physics; Chemistry; Latin;
German; Music

G. Hedderwick English Language; Geography; Mathematics; Physics; Chemistry; Biology

W. HennikerGotley English Language; English Literature; History; French; Mathematics; Physics; Chemistry;

Biology; Latin

C. Hitchcock English Language; History; Geography; French; Mathematics; Physics; Chemistry; Biology

I. Pengelly English Language; English Literature; History; French; Mathematics; Physics; Chemistry; Latin;
German; Music

[. Cummings English Language; English Literature; History; Geography; French; Mathematics; Physics;
Chemistry; German

J. McGill English Language; History; Geography; French; Mathematics; Physics; Chemistry; Biology

A. Mackonochie  English Language; History; Geography; French; Mathematics; Physics; Chemistry; Biology

A. Mathias English Language; English Literature; Geography; Mathematics; Physics

G. Moore English Language; English Literature; History; French; Mathematics; Physics; Chemistry;
Biology; Latin

P. OO6 Do n oEinghsh Language; Geography; French; Mathematics; Physics; Chemistry; Biology

T. Parfit English Language; English Literature; History; Mathematics; Physics; Chemistry

J. Sinclair English Language; English Literature; History; Geograghy; French; Mathematics; Physics;
Chemistry; Biology

S. Smith English Language; English Literature; History; Geography; French; Mathematics; Physics;
Chemistry

R. Swaine English Language; English Literature; History; Geography; French; Mathematics; Physics;
Chemistry; Biology; Music

N. Taylor English Language; History; French; Mathematics; Physics; Chemistry; German; Music

C. Troughton English Language; English Literature; History; Geography; French; Mathematics; Physics;
Chemistry; Biology

J. Watson English Language; History; Geography; Mathematics; Physics; Chemistry; Biology

H. Wilson English Language; English Literature; History; French; Mathematics; Physics; Chemistry; Latin;
German; Music

S. Young English Language; Geography; Mathematics; Chemistry; Biology

WE would like to congratulate the following on their successful entries to Oxford and Cambridge Universities in the
exams held during the Winter Term, 1976.

Cambridge
Kevin Barraclough Clare College
Stephen Hicks Emmanuel College (Open Exhibition)

Oxford

Amanda JonesSt . Cat herinebds Coll ege

Nicholas Longworth Hertford College

Ann Rickards Hertford College (Open Exhibition)

Roderick Thomson Lincoln College

Tessa Wolferstan and Julian Campbell had already gainetl pré | e v e | pl aces at Cambri dge

RENDCOMB COLLEGE AWARDS 1977

The Noel Wills Scholarship - one free place:
Andrew Rontree - Bream C. of E. School

Gloucestershire Foundation Places:

Christopher Mansfield - Edge Primary School

James HuttoiPotts - Coberley School

David John - Mitton Manor School

Daniel Appleton - Minchinhampton Primary School

Michael Uglow - St. Josephds School

15



Rendcomb Foundationers:
Dore Green - Stowon-theWold Primary School
Andrew Mills - Parton Junior School

Special Exhibition:
Simon Barrow - Bourtorron-theWater

Junior Open Scholarship:

David Webb - Prior Park Junior School
Music Scholarship:
John Lewis - Rose Hill School
MUSIC
Church Music
12th September  Ascribe Unto The Lord & é Travers
19th September O How Amiable & é é Vaughan Williams
26th September Te Deumin B flat é é é Stanford
Thou Visitest The Earth € e Greene
10th October O Taste and See é é e Vaughan Williams
1st & 7th NovembeiThe Souls of the Righteoués e Nares
5th December I n Godds éWoréd é Purcell

The treble soloist on 12th September and 10th October was Richard Pledge.

* * * *

The Christmas carol service was held in Cirencester Parish Church on 12th December. Carols sung by the choir were:

In the Bleak MidWinter é é H. Darke

In Dulci Jubilo é é é arr. R. Pearsall

A Boy is Born in Bethlehem é arr. S. Scheidt

The Holly and The Ivy  é é arr. Walford Davies

Personent Hodie & é e arr. G. Holst
Spring Term 1977
16th January Jesu Joy of éMamgdsJbdBachri ng
3oth January O For The Wings Of ADove é F. Mendelssohn

(soloist R. Pledge)
10th February Te Deumin B flat é é e C. V. Stanford
Lord For Thy Tender Mercies' Sake R. Farrant

23rd February Ah, Holy Jesu é é e J. S. Bach

27th February Kyrie (Missa Brevissima) é é Cassiolini

13th March Turn Thy Face From My Sins  é T. Attwood

10th March O Vos Omnes é é é G. P. da Palestrina

O Man Thy Grievous Sin Bemoah J. S. Bach
Ave Verum Corpusé é é W. A. Mozart

* * * *

On the 16th January, Christopher Dendy, now studying music in London, gave a piano recital of music by Mozart,
Schubert, Liszt and Brahms.

On the 10th February, Roma Foster gave a piano recital of music by Mozart, Schubert, Debussy, Faure and Granados.

16



Concert

FOR the spring musimaking on the 10th March, the college orchestra gave recognition to the 150th anniversary of

the death of Ludwig van Beethoven and selected his second symphony as their main work. This was preceded by the
Karelia Suiteof Sibelius and the overture was the SchuRedamunde

The orchestra had been augmented by a handful of guest players and a few of the staff, the inclusion of whom im-

proved the tonal balance. Expectably the acoustics of the gymnasium were unable to accept the increase in orchestral
volume. Until a larger hall is available the tympani could do with softer sticks : even so the work of Shane Galtress

here was alert and accurate as always. So too was the playing of the double bass. Enjoyable too the blending of the
horns and clarinets in those melting chords with which Schubert loves to change key.

Necessarily the pace was reserved and the strings were able to give us a well handled dimenuendo.

TheKarelia Suiteopened with a tone of mystery set by the horns, taken forward by the trombones to an excitement
sustained by a long drum roll. The woodwind combined well with the strings in the second section, but they might

have played fAwith the ear 0 r at-likeentryofdhe third settiore displayedt t | 6,
clearly the wonder of Sibeliusdé skill in his orchestre
The final march movement, with an opening buifdfrom the strings, was accentuated by the percussion team though

the brass were not always in unison. Even so the exciting conclusion demonstrated clearly that this was the favourite
piece of the young players.

After the coffee break the Beethoven symphony set off confidently with the adagio, and the strings took up the excite-
ment of the allegro, though they could have done with more players. The contrasts in the wind section were good and

the players were relaxed and assured. Beethovends exte
In the second movement the strings came into their own: they enjoyed the steady pace in which one was better able to
analyse the composerés aims. A nice delicacy of the fi
feeling exuded from the woedind.

A scherzo must go fast: it is a O0joked, but some of tF

That over, a confident attack was given to the allegro molto. The balance seemed better, the clarinets singing sustain-
edly, according well with their section.

This had been an ambitious programme, prepared for in one term. In conversation with a couple of the young players
afterwards, one realised how much they (as we) had enjoyed not only the occasion as such, but, more importantly, this
experience of working as a team in coming to terms with the great Beethoven so early in their musical careers.

To the orchestra, their guests, the leader, Brian Webber, and to John Willson, our best thanks. One hopes that the new
building they hope for will soon be a reality.

E.S.
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ATI GER AT THE GATESO
THE CAST:

lleana Porras
Bridget Cross
Peter Stroud
Stephen Hawkins
Hamish Wilson
Shane Galtress
John Cooper
Deborah Harrison

Cassandra, Princess of Troy
Andromache, wife of Hector
Laundress € é é
Hector, Prince of Troy
Paris, his brother é
Priam, King of Troyé
Demokos, a poet é
Hecuba, Queen of Troy

D D D D D D

A Mathematician & Anthony Ashmore
Polyxene, Princess of Trog Philip Chivers
Helen, Queen of Sparta é Juliette Chapman
Oneah, Soldier é é James Quick

Minos, Soldier é
Troilus, Prince of Troy
Abneos, a Senator €
Busiris, a Lawyer é
Ajax, a Greek warrior
Ulysses, King of Ithaca
A Topman ¢é é
Olpides, a sailor &
First Old Man é

Duncan Taylor
Raoul Gilchrist
Treve Evans
Graeme Connelly
Stephen Hewitt
lan Cummings
Stephen Trigger
Jonathan Poach
John Purkiss
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é
é
é
é
é
é
é
é
é
é
ds

Second Old Man é Matthew Cragoe
Iris, Messenger of the Go Sally Hall
Prompter é é é Peter Uglow

Set Design and Construction  Keith Thorne & Colin Burden

Wardrobe € é é Linda Fox

Makeup é é é Tim Dyke, Diana Crew, Sarah Freeman, Jane Watson,
Sally Hall, Vicky Joel, Susan Pritchard, Veronica Thresh,
Ann Wimperis

Stage Manager Stephen Hicks

Lighting é Julian Bull & Kevin Nunan

Stagemen é é é John Sinclair, Joe Watson, Andrew Pitt, Andrew Harris,
Timothy Wilson, Patrick Lorenzen, Alastair Grah&hunro,
Thomas Paton, Antony Simmins

Musicians € é é Andrew Jordan, Richard Funnell, Joe Watson, James Terry,
Nigel Taylor

o D
o D

THE senior playTiger at The Gatedy Jean Giraudoux, was performed on December 2nd, 3rd and 4th. It is a phi-
losophical and intellectual play concerned with war and a certain exterior force which seems to draw countries into

war although both sides would prefer peace.

A difficult play to perform, perhaps because of the lack of action, but the feelings of the Trojans and some Greeks
towards war were movingly and intelligently portrayed. By the end of the play one was left with a deep, almost horri-
fied, impression of the timelessness of the idea behind it and the terrible inevitability of war should the causes arise.
This idea was particularly expressed by Ulysses, perceptively played by lan Cummings, when he talked to Hector just
before the war.

Steve Hawkins presented forcefully Hectords hatred of
final acceptance of fate. Bridget Cross, as his wife, sensitively explored the feelings of every mother whose son will be
born into the futility and suffering of war and the older, yet no less shrewd Hecuba, played by Deborah Harrison,
shares her views. The effective bluntness and cynicism of lleana Porras, as Cassandra, produced a strong sense of
foreboding from the beginning of the play, while Priam, far less decided, was conveyed by Shane Galtress as an old
and vacillating man.

However, many characters think that Helen, the most beautiful woman in the world, is definitely worth a war. Hamish
Wil son, as Paris, is infatuated by Helenbés remoteness.
Cragoe, cannot live a day without seeing Helen, although the number of days they have left is debatable considering
their weak lungs. The mathematician, Anthony Ashmore, breaks down when he thinks how the harmony of the land-
scape will suffer without Helen.

Thus Helen has quite a reputation to fulfil at her ent
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manding air, her persuasive charms (which even Troilus, played by Raoul Gilchrist, could not resist completely) and
her insensitivity both to her fate and that of others.

John Cooper played the part of the pompous and despised poet with great gusto, supported in his lust for war by
Graeme Connelly as the affected lawyer and Treve Evans as Abneos. They finally brought about the war by the death
of Ajax, played by Steve Hewitt (a drunkard again!).

The minor parts were all well acted. Great credit is due to the-omkiepartment, whose beards added realism to the
performance, and to the designers of the colourful and interesting set. The whole play, so successfully produced by
Mr. Sells, highly deserved the necessary concentration and was thoroughly enjoyed by parents and friends.

W.H.

AN EVENING OF VICTORIAN MELODRAMA

THE CAST:
Mariaé é é é é é é é Thomas Paton
Nancy Marteg é é e é é é Julian Wilson
Seth Robins é é é é é é é Richard Hazell
Jemmy Hogan é é é é € é Richard Smith
Mrs. Marten é é é e é é é Duncan White
Mr. Marten é é é e é é é Andrew Pitt
Ishmael é é é e é é é Charles Waddell
Pharos é é é é é é é Nigel Pitt
Amos é é é e é € é Timothy Daniels
Mrs. Corder é é é e é € é Timothy Burkham
William Corder é é e é € é Christopher Brealy
Dora Mannering é é é é € é Callum Dick
Henrye é é é é é € é David Rollo
Jasper Ryané é é é é € é Peter Uglow
Uncleé é é é é é € é Andrew Grainger
Georgina € é é é é € é Michael CurtisHayward
The Landlordé é é é é é é Benedict Hatchwell
A Mare é é é é é é é Nicholas Marlow
William é é é e é e é Mark Wilcox
Captain Crosstree é é e é € é James Quick
Susan é é é e é é é Richard Pitt
Admiral é é é e é € é Timothy Etherington
Doggrass € é é e é é é Jonathan Ratcliffe
Seaweed, A Marines é e é € é Roger Page
Quid, Pike, Another Maring& é é é é Jonathan Smith
Dame Halleyé é é é é € é Julian Walters
Wardrobe € é é é é Alison White, Deborah Harrison
Makeup é é é é é Diane Crew, Sally Hall, Danielle Shrimpton,

Penelope Jones, Harriet Porter, Susan Pritchard,
Vickie Joel, Veronica Thresh, Jane Watson

Properties € é é é é Adam MartyrSmith, Adrian White
Senior Stageman é é é é Joseph Watson
Stagemen é é é e é Alastair GraharMunro, Mark Harris,

Antony Simmins

Lighting Technicians é e é Julian Bull, Kevin Nunan

Prompter & é é e é John HennikeGotley

Songsters & é é e é Simon Buist, Shane Galtress, Hamish Wilson
Musical Director and Accompanist & Graeme Connelly

Technical Directorsé é e é Colin Burden, Keith Thorne

THE three plays, all popular melodramas of the-niiteteenth century are, judging by the reception from the audi-
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ence, still wvery popular today. The success of the OE\V
much to the professionalism of everyone involvedpromising portent, as all the actors were from the second to
fourth Forms- and their ability in encouraging audience participation.

Maria Martenis based on a true story of the seduction and murder of a young girl by a villainous squire, a tragic situa-

tion which obviously appealed to the Victorian sense of drama. Maria was so convincingly portrayed by Thomas Pa-

ton that many members of the audience unwittingly thought he actually was a girl. She is destined to marry Jemmy
Hogan, a countryman (played by Richard Smith), but she longs to escape her rustic, circumscribed life. Hiarlonged
opportunity unexpectedly arises with the arrival of the local squire, William Corder, who offers to marry her. Of

course all the villian really wantsherfoand Chr i st opher Brealydés performance
smarmy unpl easantness even wi-tisHoosedtice ant then deksest her. hitdendées t i me
he know that the gypsy Ishmael (acted by Charles Waddell, who had the difficult task of playing an old man), plan-
ning revenge for his own daughterds seduction by Cor de
Corder, as he now intends to marry a young heiress, played demurely by Callum Dick, is eventually forced to kill

Maria. But his crime is discovered, and he is brought to justice by Jemmy, with the help of a London detective (Peter
Uglow). Other especially good performances were given by Richard Hazell as the cheeky, endearing Seth Robins,

with his broad accent and exuding rustic feeling, Julian Wilson as his possessive girlfriend, Nancy Marten, and Timo-

thy Burkham as the villainds haughty and insensitive r
Duncan White and Andrew Pitt as the elderly Marten couple, Nigel Pitt and Timothy Daniels as the two righteous
gypsies, Pharos and Amos, and David Rollo as Henry, Cc

Thesecondplayf h e Dr unk ar,dad gerh@ps theemoshiatimate of the three, involving only four charac-
ters. Uncle, a despairing and derelict alcoholic, steals tenpence of the rent money which his niece had virtually slaved
for, in order to buy a bottle of gin. The landlord arrives and alas, Georgina cannot pay the whole rent. He threatens to

throw her out i f she doesnét respond to his evil advar
pays the rent and deals the landlord a blow on the head. By one of those strange coincidences on which Victorian

mel odrama thrives, the man turns out to be Unclebs sor
years before the play is set had driven the old man to drink.

Andrew Graingerds superb portrayal of desperation and

Michael CurtisHay war d6s Georgina was the epitome of feminine
villain, less smarmy than Corder but more openly lecherous. Nicholas Marlow played the role-cfivaxs the
most difficult to act convincingly with great panache, and an air of gentlemanly conduct.

The last playBlackEyed Susarhaving a weaker and less dramatic plot than the previous two, turning on the honesty

of Captain Crosstree (James Quick), relies more on t he
nautical terminology and the strong influence of the sea.

Crosstree has abandoned William (Mark Wi lcox) on a sol
Susan. William returns to Engl and, however, just in ti

process, William wounds the Captain, and the Admiral (Timothy Etherington) has no choice but to deliver the death
penalty, for his assaulting a superior officer. Just when William is stoically preparing to be hanged, Captain Crosstree,
having apparently had a change of heart, reveals that
William is set free.

Ot her performances deserving credit were Jonafuhman Rat c
and acting made him an al most Dickensian villain, and
momentary appearances owed something to the influence of the pantomime dame. Smaller parts were executed ably

by Roger Page, who played two roles, and Jonathan Smith, who played three.

After these plays, the audience was invited to join in a few sentimental and patriotic Victorian songs, accompanied by
Graeme Connelly, and led by that harmonious trio of songsters, Simon Buist, Shane Galtress and Hamish Wilson, all
elegantly dressed for the occasion.

Special credit is due to Julian Bull and Kevin Nunan, who both built and controlled some footlights that greatly en-
hanced the O6periodd feel of the evening.

Finally, congratul ations are due to Dominic Ind (Rendc
that the OEveningd possessed with his witty repartee,
fmger wrong with his dramatic use of the piano to pinpoint key moments in the action. And since virtue must be re-
warded, Mr. Dyke deserves large credit for such a great success, of which, hopefully, there will be more to come.

S.H, I.C.
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contributions

GOOD FRIDAY
Stephen Hawkins

THE Bishop stared moodily out of his study window at the rain pelting the grey pavement. He watched it pour through
a.grating further along the close and wondered vaguely where it went from there. He thought that it must eventually
disappear into the river. He mused on the complicated system of sewers which must run underneath the-town, criss
crossing and branching like the veins in the back of his hand, but all leading in the end to the river.

Feeling profoundly depressed by the weather he turned round. The young curate was startled by the sudden movement
as could be seen from the way his teacup clattered against its saucer, displacing half its contents into the saucer and,

the Bishop noted with disapproval, a few drops onto the armchair in which he was sitting.

ABut what | simply cannot wunderstand, Wil kes, i s how 'y
point in the conversation he had left off five minutes earlier.

iltés rather hard to explain, your grace, and | . . .
ADon't <call me Oyour graced, Wil kes. I would be perfec
As he said this, the Bishop6ts pale face did betray sor
could best be described at that moment as complicated. His mind kept returning to the web of sewers, some of which
must be running under that very room. Now, however, he could also see a grotesque caricature of himself in a particu-
larly vicious river of sludge attempting to force the

Bi shop shuddered at his homicidal fantasies and made &
imposed penance.

AWell 20 asked the Bishop testily, having become awar e
Awell what, sir?o

AWell, how did it happen and what is more i mportant wt
The curatedés thin, pallid face was a study in terrifie
the headmasterds study.

ifHe seemed a nice enough chap and he did offer to pay
aboutfuneér ai si ng, saying how hard up the diocese was, I th
AYou thought. o The Bishopb6s voice sounded so pained ¢t}
any sort of seizure. AfiBut weren't you at al/l suspici ol
that isn't the usual time to take braiss b bi ngs . 0

AiHe didn't say what he wanted it for.o

AAre you honestly surprised?o

ANo, but he | ooked so sincere. o

AWil kes, your naivete is on a par with that of the. Vi

phemy but shrugged it off, justifying himself with the thought that the present situation would have given Job a few
sleepless nights.

AfHe said that he went to mass every Sunday. 0

AYes, but i f you had had the perspicacity to question
bl ack mass. 0

On any other occasion this witticism would have caused the Bishop to utter a silent giggle and might even have been
recorded in his large, red diary to look back on with amusement when he retired to Eastbourne. Now, however, his
sense of humour was lost in a welter of far stronger emotions coursing through his body.

He turned again towards the window. This time his eye was taken by the large grey mass of the cathedral, his cathe-
dral, on the far side of the close. He surveyed the unsightly scaffolding which scaled much of the spire and which was
rusting slowly in the rain. There were no workmen visible. The rain had driven even the hardy steeplejacks under

cover. He made a mental note to ask the Dean how much longer the restoration was going to take. He glanced over his
shoul der, irritated by the predictable clatter of cup
After a tentative sip the curate had discovered that his tea had become cold but he did not dare put it down undrunk.

The interview with the Bishop was proving difficult enough as it was and the curate felt that putting down a full cup

mi ght be taken as an i mplied insult to the Bishopds wi
staring at the newspapers spread out on his desk. After a long pause the Bishop spoke.

fiThe Times O Archbi shop of Canterbury concerned about per mi
The Telegraph 6 Sat ani ¢ RWhgs w&€e nPeowmdekesGuadian Go @kwmr?dh of Engl a
by Satanic Moneymaking Scheme. d One can i magine what t
forDevikWor shi p6 or 6Curate says yes to Orgies.d | can tel
The curate was struck speechless, partly by the infinite horror of his mistake and partly by a natural tendency to si-

|l ence. The Bishopds thoughts flashed inexplicably back
in the same viscous sludge, this time trying to run away from vast hordes of newspaper reporters all yelling his name
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and worst of all a battery of television cameras with their shiny black round eyes all focused on him. The Bishop not
only had the normal ecclesiastical tendency to shy away from adverse publicity, he also had strong, perhaps even an
extreme, view on the position of the press and media in society which precluded their coming anywhere near him.
AAnd what-oshboutort lpioodness sake, put the cup and sauce
The curate obeyed. At the sound of another nervous clatter the Bishop began to drum his fingers of his right hand and
to breathe heavily. A stream of tea dripped onto the carpet. This time the curate noticed and tried to redeem himself
with an offwhite handkerchief produced from his sleeve.

ADonét bother, Wi |l kesd, smiled the Bishop acidly, @&l v
AThe goat?0 The curate blushed.
AYes, tiOA-Tgmdat. G

The sarcasm was lost on the curate.

AfThese people brought a goat with them, presumably to
sanction. 0

Ail't was only a smal/l goat o, said the curate in his whi
It is not outside the bounds of possibility that the Bishop would have seized the curate by the neck and thrown him
violently out of the attractive eighteenth century beimdow of his study there and then, had it not been for the entry

of his wife at that moment.

AYes, what is it, Grace?0 he asked, none too civilly.
AThere's someone on the phone, dear. He says heds call
AThe Archbishop! What shall I tell hi m?0 thought the E
be out in a moment, dear. o
The curate had breathed a sigh of relief on discovering that he was no longer the centre of attention. It was not a wise
thing to do.
AOne of your parishioners tells me you actually hel pec
nighto, stormed the Bishop.
The clock below the cathedral spire began sl owly, sonc
curate.
ESCAPE (AND BACK, FOR TEA)

Jonathan Poach(Form IV)
MR. Victor Diagram, assistant accountant to a-aatountant, was sitting at his desk, which he shared with a type-
writer and several mail containers which were invariably empty, reading his horoscope from the Daily Mail. He had
just found out that today would be a good day for financial matters when Mr. Jacob Cartwright, accountant extraordi-
naire, came into the office.d&yctMr. sCantdwnipghatna. as
AQui te! Diagramodo, said Mr. Cartwright, accountant extr
was qui et . That 6s very unsociable of him, thought Diacg
Daily Mail which was now opened at the 6éSocietyd6 page.
Caroline of Monaco, he mused. iHe i snét o, replied the
iMake some tea, Diagramodo, shouted Mr. Cartwright from
AYes, Mr. Cartwright, sir!o, said Diagr am, Ari ght away

Then he put some tea in it and waited for the kettle to boil. Two minutes later he switched it on and began, once again,
to wait for the rumble of the boiling water.

Five minutes | ater he was in Mr. Cartwrightoés office v
ACapital, Di agram!o barked Mr. Cartwright wupon seeing
ABrooke Bondod, replied Diagram, fAwebve run out of Capi
AfHave we really? Then we must cut down on our expendit
Ailf you say so, Mr. Cartwrighto, agreed Diagr am. Di agr
naire, because he didno6ét I|ike to argue with him.

AOh, by the way, Diagram, have you prepared those audi
because he had finished them.

AfHer eds some more, theno, replied Mr. Cartwright, hanc
fivet hi rty, wondét you?o0

Diagram did not reply this time, but instead took the book and went into the next room. He sat down and opened the
large book. Columns and columns of figures confronted him, they were all arranged in platoons, each one led by a
general: the sign of sterling. The book went on and on and, as Diagram flicked through the pages, seemed to get bigger
and bigger. Di agram got very annoyed, but secretly so,
coul dnét finishhihéeye,attdimed My .f Vvet or Daceogntaat.m, assi ¢
AWhy canédtcbhbhetaonb hel p?0 he asked hi ms adtcduntanffhhuttan r e as or
insignificant Di agr aaoccountant &nd sodhere rpneames ia vatuym.be a sub
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This is not fair !'d9 shouted Diagr am.

Quite!d said Mr. Cartwright.

|l dm gl ad you agree! o shouted Diagram, snatching
Aildm not deaf! o said Mr. Cartwright emphatically,
to shout when you are an accountant.

The door slammed and Mr. Victor Diagram, rebel, stormed down the bare;ligdenmed, fluorescentijt corri-
dor. It was drizzling outside and the rebel turned up his very narrow collar before stepping out into the street. A taxi

was driving down the road, and for the first time in his life, Diagram shouted at the taxi to stop. It did not. Diagram
decided that it was a nice day for a walk and so he set off towards thedas He quickly reached these and then

set off towards the river, past the brigd terraced houses. He Iapgged over the bollard which had been made to

lean to one side when, in the course of its duty, it had stopped a drunken van. It was nice underthedtoute

trees, thought Diagram. The yellayreen light soothed his eyes, he thought as well.

He walked out of the horsghestnut shelter to the small cafeteria where he bought two sandwiches, one of which he

gave to the ducks and sparrows who had come to visit his bench. Across-#rgeaga river he could see the

brightly coloured housboats tethered to the rickety, slippery, weatheled jetties. Neone was standing on the

stone bridge that held the two banks together; except for a sparrow which stood on the railings in the middle of this
bridge.

AAll the birds in London are sparrowso, said Diagram t
low-up. And so he began to walk back to the office, back past the cafeteria, through thehbstsat avenue, past

the leaning bollard, past the gasrks and, just before entering the building, he turned down his collar as it was not

raining inside. He opened the door, put his bowler hat on the stand, togethbisviithe plastic mackintosh, and sat

down to his large book of unaudited figures.

Mr. Jacob Cartwright, accountant extraordinaire, entered.

Enjoy your lunch, Diagram?0 he asked.

Yes, thank you, siro, replied Diagram, without |l ookir
You work |Iike a Trojan, Diagramod, said Mr. Cartwright
Quitel!do said Mr. Victor Dacagtad, emphatically.i st ant accountant

ot O I

his &
for
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SQUARES AND CIRCLES
Adrian Sergison (Form V)

THROUGH the windows of a car on the motorway the-bbaped vehicles rush past; back and back as we pass them;
wheels turning in a gyroscopic tantrum into a blurred, shining disc bouncing about on the black surface of the road.

The white lines streak past in the opposite direction and fade into the dirty grey skyline.

Armies of bridges, posing in their beegged positions, soar overhead in greatly calculated yet peacefully dominating
concrete lumps over the road with hunched backs and tF
Mc Al pineo.

The road fades into the distance as we drive in a frenzied rush to be first at our destination. Far off the kerbs rush to-
wards a collision that will never happen.

On the skyline rectangular o6é6highrised buildings stretc
urban era rest in their inartistic monotonous rows in wait for demolition and the crash of a great metal ball through the
damp front walls and then the growth of office blocks and perspex searching for a place to survive.

Above, buildings and smoked glass merge into calculated kaleidoscopic unison. Walls of glass, cut into massive rec-
tangular sheets, reflect the dirty red sun into the street. Looking through the dust on the wing mirrors, | see the claus-
trophobic grey walls coming out to meet me, then disappearing into the background like pebbles being sucked into,the
sea as a wave subsides.

Rows of unknown marching people also disappear amongst the monotonous walls in seeming reality. As | return

home, I think of the world today: the Armageddon of circles and squares.

RETIREMENT
Graeme Connelly

HE lay in bed, until, with a guilty conscience, he felt he must climb out from under the musty pile of eiderdown and
pillow, which had somehow managed to entangle him in a tight cocoon. How different it was from when he had been
on the railway: up at fouthirty, washed and changed by five, and a short walk down to the yard to be on duty by six.
The radiogram, which stood in the corner by the dark brown, speckled mantelpiece, patiently waiting for its master,
took some time to warm up, so while he was waiting for the familiar, glib, phoney friendship of the gurgling voices at
the other end, he pattered over, in his stockinged feet, to the stove to put the kettle onto its -dhldickrattplate,
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which showed no signs of heat at all. He didnoét I|i ke t
spewed out from the bored loudspeaker.

At last the corny jingle, so slushy that it could almost be seen blaring out purples mixed with plums, announced the

time signals. Hurriedly, he groped into his waistcoat pocket, pulling out with a jerk the polished gold watch which had
been nestling comfortably in there, and had resented the sudden upheaval forced upon it by time. Soon synchronised
with the sixth shriek, it was gently replaced, never again to attain the same comfy rest.

He didnoét 1|ike the watch they had given him: it seemec
it was the only watch he had, and he was not stupid enough to be proud. So, every morning, it was corrected and re-
placed in the same waistcoat pocket. Sometimes, he walked over the yard to see how things were, but, like everything,
they had changed for the better: only diesels clanked along his tracks now, while everyone he had known was gone, or
they were changed: older, slower, pottpigce seconds. Walking back, the upward stretch to the pub seemed a little
steeper than usual, and the breeze turned a bit cold. He shivered quietly, without noticing.

No-one he knew was there, so he huddled into a corner, watching the villagers bunch into the bar, while he tried to

warm his painful feet, letting the head of his stout dwindle to a few suds. The few people that noticed him were re-
minded of a dormouse, trying to remember how to eat after a long hibernation: his black hair, which had turned grey
rapidly, had been ruffled in the wind, and in his paws was held the detdjass- headless, and with no character.

He opened the chipped brown door, unnoticed, and set off in a slight drizzle, wishing he had brought his hat.

He reached home, wet and hungry, and wished he could have a hot bath. Instead, he began to make a fire, longing for
its warmth, but knowing how long he would have to wait. The scuttle was empty, and he felt too tired to trek out to the
coal bunker. Anyway, he could hear the rain shivering on the cold roof of his tin shed outside. He fiddled with the ice
white knobs of the cooker: the heat from that would help, and he could cook something at the same time. Moving over

to his larder, he noticed how large it was, and how little he had in it. He picked up b wgg his last and some

bread, and soon the sound of spluttering fat covered U
on: it was a thing he rarely did, except in the mornings. He must have forgotten to switch it off when he went out.

His food didndédt appeal to him: he had burnt his toast,
slowly, methodically, thinking about the railway. They had been good days, toughytikidg, troublesome at

times, and he longed to go badke would get used to the new people there, and the diesels . . . but he knew it was no
good, his friends were gone, and with them his reason to continue working.

He wanted to go to bed. On the way there he caught sight of himself in the mirror at the bottom of the stairs. He saw a
gaunt clay figure, its face chipped, stare back at hir
bedclothes, and to be warm again. As his wet clothes steamily shrank, he could hear only the rain on his shed, and he
just heard his gold watch whisper eleven.
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PART-TIMER
Robin Swaine

| was walking down the road with a joyful boyish spring in my step. My shoes, although generally muddy and dirty,

today possessed a shining black sheen. | was setting off on thmihdlfe t r ek t o Jonesd Super ma
kindly old soul, and when | asked him if | could have a-pare job in the summer vacation, he accepted without an

6i fé6 or a O6butd. He obviously realised my precarious f
more relaxed time if he employed me.

[ finally arrived at the shop, the interior of which was not very modern, in fact a symbol of Victorian architecture. It

had no claims, and never pretended to be a supermarket in the modern sense of the word, but in our small, backward
village, that is what it had become known as. | barged through the door at one minute to nine, and hammered noisily

on the counter. There was no immediate response, the only audible sound being a motor car roaring down the adjacent
street with an untuned engine.

| was preparing to s-atathdtdutwhamotUlobeaespistoauiteg odmuat wi t |

spitting the words out sharply |Iike a machine gun. Thi
ple in the boxing profession say.
il expect people to be here prompt at ten minutes to

just stood by the cash desk, opening and closing my mouth, like a cow with a mouthful of grass, murmuring some
pathetic excuse about strong headwinds down the main road. He looked at me intently to see if | was being deliber-

ately stupid, with his sharp eyes piercing through thick tionmed spectacles, and when he was finally satisfied

turned away and said | had better be ready to help when he came back. | was stunned by the complete change of char-
acter in old Jones (two days previously he had been as cheerful as a lamb on a warm day in spring. Now he was as
ferocious as a lion with its claws removed).

I turned and walked slowly to a hook on which was hung a white jacket, which | slipped smoothly over my jumper.

Having completed this action | thought it would be an opportune moment to have a hurried glance around the shop

while | waited for his return. As | have already stated, it was not a pretty shop. The walls were formed of solid stone
bricks some eighteen inches thick, and not a nice sight to a lover of more subtle, delicate architecture. The oak shelves
throughout the shop had been worn into a series of hills and hollows by the numerous inanimate objects placed or
banged on them through the years. The cans were sta . . .

AStop dreaming! o boomed the increasingly familiar voic
| instantly obeyed, being halfay to the door before the order had finished. The door was pulled back slowly, and a
chain was slipped through the brass ratchet on the panel just behind the door. Having completed this action | returned
to Jones, awaiting my next order.

ANow stack these peach tins over t he Ha-nothaglayabbutasr v up.
you!o | thought the | ast comment was a |l ittle- unfair
strung condition. | started stacking the tins as directed, and in around twenty minutes had nearly completed the deli-
cate task. Then two women, with their young children, entered.

Al have never known a child who could speak at six mor
Bettar wasnodét beaten).

ANo, that is remarkable, but Simon (patting her son or
AiYeah. o

AHe really is a wonderful child, never any troubl e, as

It was obvious that Mrs. Baxter was on the point of admitting defeat, when the golden boy himself, who had been
carefully scrutinizing the peach tins, suddenly wanted to see the back label on the can. | had just retreated to admire

my handiwork, when a clattering, splattering, banging, clanging, sobbing noise met my ears. | turned around to see the
tins | had stacked so meticulously scattered all over the floor, like corpses on a battlefield, with Simon crying in the

mi ddl e of them all. Mr s . Baxter retreated with a triur
Of course my employment was terminated on the spot, Mrs. Bettar blaming me for everything, and Jones believing her
completely. How unfair can people be?

INSIGHT
Roy Edwards (Form V)

| could feel the sun rising above the horizon, its rays lighting up the paper above my head. | woke up with a start as |
sensed that something was strange in my bedroom. | decided to get dressed, looked for my shirt and saw, spiralling

into the thread, its structure and layout, down to the irregular mottling of the dye particles.

| managed to wash. | watched with interest the reaction between soap, water and dirt. The water was a seething mass
of chemical reaction and the soapbs struggles were esft
My breakfast was not very settl ed. I had begun to unde
control it. | saw the life of the cornflake flash by as | poured some milk onto it and watched as the floods of white
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seething liquid flowed into the lorgpbandoned echoing chambers of the air bubbles.

The sun was shining and | looked at it. The many hues of deep unsuspected colours which had never before been
imagined filled my eyes with a deep sense of completeness. | knew that it would be a good day.

| watched our new digital clock. In its interior a speeding particle forced its way through the circuit. A red dot lit up

and then was lost for ever.

The garden was full of unsuspected beauty. The fl ower s
locking perfection of their lives was revealed to me; the perfection and simplicity of photosynthesis, the actions of the
leaves.

|l was going to go into town and | started out at about
out without delaying. A car passed by and a shadow fell over the day. The colours were subdued and | felt an ominous
note creep into the air. | moved into town and as | continued | sensed this grey tone filling the air with its deadening
presence. It was now obvious to me that the concrete areas which bordered the road, and the cars which filled it, were
all part of this wave. People in the town carried a subdued air with them and if | looked hard enough | could see where
the dull waves unsettled their happiness.

Agony and poison danced along the street as | moved along with feelings of jealousy, ill will and dislike shifting from
one body to another. The sun was giving off a sinister shade of indefinable radiance which was causing people, in their
unsuspected exoconsciousness, great pain.

Back home | watched a game of chess being played between my sister and her best friend. | noticed the simple, yet
profound, significance which gave the game such a fine tone. | could feel the innate rightness of a good move and the
jarring discord of a poor one.

It was late and the stars were appearing. They carried their messages of warmth and hope towards the whole planet
over the whole barren space between. The moon caught and reflected these messages of a quiet, peaceful night.

| looked at the town, with its garish, dazzling lights, lying in the valley below, wrapped in a black cloud of deceit and
unhappiness, and compared it to the sky above, shining warmly despite the cold summer night.
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AUTUMN MORNING
Simon Elliott (Form V)

THE greenclothed fields stare intently up at the strgasing trees, who, feighing shyness, gather into groups and pre-

tend to hide.

Glass windowpane eyes look on with stone grey sadness as the sun, trying to come out and play, is dragged in by the
overprotective mother c¢cloud. Meanwhil e the wind is stirr
each other, scrapping.

The sadistic Cold Gang go on the rampage; three vicious dogs called Cold, Wet and Miserable, biting into people who
dare to emerge. They howl, along with the wind, and set about more people, until theimeargh the sun, finally

persuades his mother to let him come out. After a short skirmish, the Cold Gang beat a strategic withdrawal, and stone
wall faces with glass eyes brighten as he announces that he is playing this morning.

DAWN
Duncan Taylor (Form V)

THE crucifix of the nighttime is nailed upon the stark dormitory walls of your sleep. Its body, bleached, moulded,

styled by the thoughts of the subconscious, writhes in anticipation of the day.

You sleep, your mind is afloat in the void of darkness that surrounds you. The foliage of sorrow left by the day is

swept into some dark corner and forgotten. You know of no time, the only time is morning.

The still moon gazes aimlessly at the stagnant world below, the mist reveals and hides its secrets: an owl whispers past
muted trees; a bat lurches through the night; the wind plays with the silence of the hour. You dream.

The crucifix sheds a tear and screams: the morning is with you. It has crept into your room, your mind, your eyes; it is
pulling at your blankets and gnawing at your dreams, they are ending now. It is day: your thoughts suddenly fade;

your mind spins in confusion, turning, tumbling, clutching, falling, until finally you awake.

Rain beats at your windows, the wind mercilessly rips at the gasping trees. Getadgatople, buttoned up in their
thoughts, warmed by the memory of the night, scurry to their work. The birds scream from the high, grey sky, scream
at the world, the people, the violence, the sorrow; the noise penetrates into your body and remains echoing throughout
the day.

The daylight overwhelms the final bastions of the night. The day is with you. The crucifix crumbles in your mind; it is
dead.

CHEMISTRY LESSON
Christopher Brealy (Form 1)

The class enters the laboratory,

Like light defracting through a crack

Into the darkness of knowledge;

Or a school of fish carried by the watero
Into a fishermanés net to be trapped by c
And jars containing drowning metals.

S current
hemi cal s

We perch like vultures on stools,

Surveying the vast desert for a source to distract ourselves

From the words of the teacher, which drift aimlessly

Like bubbles from the mouth of a thin fish;

Whose skin is stretched like tissue across a balsa model.

The chalk dust suffuses with the odour of a freed liquid

The teacher conveys his thoughts through a white finger.

Which sails a black sea and leaves a trail of everlasting white foam.
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