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EDITORIAL

ON looking through previous magazines to examine the editorials, | found that many editors were fond of mentioning
the Olackimgd required to produce a masterpiece. Il pr ol
6rackd my brains.

Many people seem to express a desire to leave the school at one time or another: few actually leave before their
6serviced is complete. I think that it is also worth
home owing to a resentment of authority. | once left my home, at the age of six, with my toys in-dagr@ed

whispered to my mother on the way out:

Altdéds all right, I dm only going next door. o

My friends who have left mention their regret at leaving: the imagined faults and injustices of the moment are soon
forgotten. People at Rendcomb also have a feeling of independence encouraged by the relative freedom of supervision
at the school. Rendcomb has certainly given me an independence, even though it is a deceptive one owing to the finan-
cial support of my parents, that | could not have obtained from any school. | have been trusted, by my friends and by

the school, and this has helped me to feel useful.

However, the most important part of my life at Rendcomb is the chance given to me to get to know people. It is defi-
nitely true that many do not really know each other and this is undoubtedly because they do not want to. There are so
many people from various backgrounds, of varying ages, and of varying intelligence, that everyone has something in
common with someone else. Living in a close community like Rendcomb enables you to see people closely; their vir-
tues and their faults. If you ignore the gossip about people, then you can, with a little effort, learn to understand people
and to accept them regardless of their imperfections, both masters and pupils. While there are people that | do not like
and people do not like me, | am grateful to those whom I like for, quite simply, living. | apologise to those whom | do

not like for not being able to understand them but | can accept them.

Would I do it all over again? | donét | ike answering ¥
ber the initial enthusiasm | had for Rendcomb, the people that | know, the education (both academic and non

academic) | have received, the way in which Rendcomb has helped me to become more relaxed and the good times |
have had here, the bad mistakes and unhappiness do not matter. To return to the question, yes, | would.

MISCELLANEA
Winter Term, 1977

THERE was the usual varied selection of films this term, including the follokgRidersThe Eiger Sanctign
Hindenberg Rooster CogburnThe Great Waldo PeppeAt t h e E alomimyBratherGanraed Sister Mopn
Family Plot

The Bridge Club has been functioning regularly this term under the keen guidance of Mr. White and a number of boys
have been introduced to the gameb6s intricacies.

* * * *

Possibly to the horror of new pupils, on the first Sunday after they arrived at the school a sponsored walk took place
which sent them scurrying across the countryside in aid of the new sports hall. It was a highly successful day; special
mention might be made of David Mar shRail $esr edff orhes Yeoar
spective pupils should be assured that this sort of thing does not happen every Sunday.

* * * *
Entertaining and varied lectures on broadly religious topics were given on Friday evenings this term by the Rev. R. J.

Christianson (Missions to Seamen), The Rev. S. I. Pulford and Professor B. G. Mitchell, Fellow of Oriel College, Ox-
ford. Thanks to Mr. Hussey for organising these talks.

* * * *

Two debates were held this

term: one was on OPunk Roclk
ous subject was O6Euthanasiad6. J

uni or debates al so t ook

* * * *



Preachers this term included: the Rt. Rev. C. K. N. Bardsley, who is now, incidentally, a school governor; the head-
master; Mr. E. W. Fletcher; the Rt. Rev. J. Phillips; Mr. A. Wicks, Organist of Canterbury Cathedral; Mr. H. W. Os-
mond, from Dean Close School.

On September 25th a large party from the sixth form went to Longleat House to inspect the mansion and the safari
park. Peripheral attractions included a O0Doctor Whood e

* * * *

The Folk Club convened once this term to listen to a mixed bag of musical and vocal gems. Fred Wedlock, the west
country satirist and guitarist, is emerging as a favourite source for contributors. A full report appears later.

* * * *

The Literary Society also met once to hear VIb explaining the finer points of the more profound satire of the Augustan
variety: Pope, Swift, and Dryden.

Groups of primary school head teachers visited Rendcomb on October 5th and October 13th and, after an introductory
talk by the headmaster, toured the college buildings.

* * * *

The third form house went on an outing on Sunday, 9th October, visiting the Cheddar Motor Museum and the Wookey
Hole Caves and new tourist complex.

Future tycoons again joined Mr. Kelsey in our annual attempt to show that anything 1.C.I. can do we can do better: the
Business Game. Our efforts this year were particularly successful, as a fuller report elsewhere shows.

* * * *

Mr. GrahamHogg of the Wildfowl Association of Great Britain and Ireland came during the term to show us a film
about wildfowl conservation.

On October 10th, a party of sixth formers went to the Royal Shakespeare Theatre, Stratford, for the prodisction of
You Like It On October 10th, another sixth form group ddamnletat the Bristol Old Vic. This latter production was

of special interest to us in that two old boys, Jonathan Dixon and Niven Boyd, both students at the Bristol Old Vic,
were taking part congratulations to them and let us hope that one day they will aspire to portraying the Prince of
Denmark himself!

Two unusual church services were held this term. The first was a folk service, on 16th October, with Mr. Dyke at the
hel m. The other was organised by members of VIia and we

* * * *

Half term, providing a welcome break in a gruelling term, was from October 22nd to October 30th.

* * * *
A talk with slides was given by Dr, Ernest (fiBadger o)
on October 16t h. Hi s subject was AAfrican Safario.

* * * *



|t was decided that there should be no flu vaccinati or

* * * *

Mr. Allan Wicks, organist at Canterbury Cathedral, attempted to bring us all to life with his audience participation
instant opera on the story of the modern Czech martyr Jan Palach. This took place in the gym on 4th November.

* * * *

Bonfire Night was celebrated in traditional fashion this year, though yet again the weather was reluctapetateo

* * * *

On November 11th, Mr. David Watt, deputy editofTbie Financial Timeand brothein-law of the headmaster,
talked to the sixth form on the subject of O6The Politi

* * * *
The coll ege Chor al Soci ety tackl ed a corFddig Yeryoredtr si on
itably on November 13th. A full report appears elsewhere.

* * * *

A parentteacher meeting for parents of boys in the fourth form was held on 20th November.

* * * *

A small party went to the Theatre Royal, Bath, on 23rd November with Mr. Willson and Mr. Holt for the Kent Opera
Companyds pr odWCod RamTutteof Moz art és

* * * *

The senior play this year w&h, What a Lovely Warthe First World War satirical musical which took the London
stage by storm when it came out some years ago. Mr. Dyke deserves enormous credit for mounting this very success-
ful production, one of the best senior plays of recent years. A review appears later.

* * * *

An enterprising group calling itself 6The Rendcomb Sir
Church on December 6th. Composers represented included Warlock, VVaAfgleams, Holst and Boris Ord, and the
performers ranged from sixth to third formers.

* * * *

It proved to be a vintage year for our Oxbridge candidates. Four awards were won, two at each university, and two
other candidates gained Oxbridge places. This is a remarkable performance from a relatively small sixth form such as
ours.

December 7th began the festive round at the end of term with the sixth form dance and the third form house party.

Two days later the traditional Christmas dinner and sketches were again much enjoyed, the theme bringing us this year
Mi ss Jones and Dr. Smith as Cinderella and Prince Char
ters.

The term ended on a high note in more ways than i the carol service in Cirencester Parish Church, packed
again with parents, relatives, friends, staff and members of the college.



Spring Term, 1978

WE were glad at the start of term to congratulate the matron, Hilary Jones, and Dr. Graham Smith on their marriage in
December. We wish them every happiness in the future.

* * * *

The new temporary matron was Miss Beeston, from Cheltenham, whom we were pleased to welcome. However, per-
haps we should have had those flu jabs after all, for the school was plagued with iliness in the middle of the term, al-
though, unlike many other schools, we did manage to keep going as far as was possible. At one point no less than 60
or 70 boys were at home. Miss Beeston did a remarkable job in the circumstances, particularly since the dread bug
struck before she had had a chance to discover the names and forms of many of her patients! We would like to thank
both her and the assistant matron, Mrs. Finnegan, for their noble efforts during the epidemic.

* * * *
We were also glad to welcome a temporary headmaster 0s

ing the | atteroés stay in hospital. We thank Miss Anste
Haupt a speedy return to health.

The best of the third form projects were produced this year by Christopher Brealy and Peter Uglow, who were
awarded book token prizes; congratulations to them.

* * * *

The appeal total has now passed £106,000 and with the help of a generous loan from the Dulverton Trust we are going
ahead with the building of the sports hall in the Estate Garden. Work on the foundation is expected to start in April,
and the building should be ready for use in the Lent term, 1979.

* * * *

Early in the term fifth formers and stagemen went to the Everyman Theatre, Cheltenham, to see the popular rock mu-
sicalJoseph and the Amazing Technicolour Dreamemnaltto go backstage as well.

* * * *
Advanced Reading Techniques returned to the college for the second year running, giving members of VIb and the
fourth form the chance to improve their reading acceleration.

* * * *

The following films were shownthe Pink Panther Strikes AgaiDiamonds The Duchess and the Dirtwater Fox
Gator, Silent Movie Russian RouletfeMissouri Breaks

* * * *

Preachers this term included: the Chaplain; the Ven. T. Evans, Archdeacon of Cheltenham; the Rev. D. C. St. V. We-
lander, Canon of Gloucester Cathedral.

Our Business Game team progressed further in the national competition than ever before. Out of about 300 schools
entering, we were among the 27 in the quarter final. At this stage, however, we were knocked out by a very narrow
margin.

Mr. White began a Junior Bridge Club this term to help younger boys learning the game. Regular meetings were held
of this club and of the Senior Bridge Club. In addition, an end of term whist drive was held on 22nd March; there were
thirteen tables and the following gained prizes of one sort or another: N. Marlow; R. Woof; C. Brealy; A. Wilcox; N.
Townend; M. Cannon.



The Folk Club met twice, on 15th January and 19th February, the meetings being organised by Andrew Carter. On
both occasions a varied selection of poems and songs was presented.

* * * *

Parentteacher meetings were held on 21st January, |0th February, and 4th March for parents of boys in form Ill, form
V and form |, respectively.

Two senior debates, one a balloon debate, were held this term and are covered more fully later in this issue. The junior
debate was cancelled owing to the depredations of flu.

* * * *

Friday evening lectures were given on 3rd February by Dr. Cicely Saunders and on 17th February by the Bishop of
Shrewsbury. Dr. Saunders spoke movingly and informatively about the treatment of terminal iliness, a subject which
currently arouses great interest at the college because of our connection, through social services, with geriatric patients
in Cirencester. The Bishop replied from his broad experience to the many questions put to him by Vla.

* * * *

A sixth form party went on 8th February to the Royal Shakespeare Theatre to watch the Royal Ballet pesforming
mertideandGiselleto music by Mendelssohn and Adam.

* * * *

Vla historians and VIb humanists visited various Norman churches and castles with Mr. Price and Mr. Thorne on 9th
February.

On 16th March a community service party was held in Park House for a coachload of old people from Querns Hospi-
tal, Cirencester. They were given plenty to eat and a varied entertainment of monologaedchat routines, etc.

* * * *

Congratulations to one of our editors, Stephen Hawkins, who won first prize in the Junior Poetry Competition at the
Stroud Festival recently.

Delegates from Rendcomb attended a community service conference at Cheltenham College on 1st March, returning
with many useful ideas.

The junior play this term was AThe Rendcomb Mystery Cy
plays. Our versions were both written and performed by members of forms | to IV and the production was notable for
its enthusiasm and originality, wi t h Mr . Dyke again ar

* * * *

A successful sixth form dance was held on 17th March.

* * * *

The annual Chapman Trophy had to be cancelled this year owing to bad weather at the end of term; controversy about
the probable winners will doubtless rage until next March.

* * * *



On March 4th, the Bishop of Gloucester officiated at
firmed this year.

On the last night of term a large party of sixth formers went to London for a performaresisfChrist, Superstar
the spectacular rock musical. Thanks to Mrs. Holdaway for organising this visit.

* * * *

Line-drawings and scrapéoard work for this issue were contributed by Simon Howell, Christopher Brealy, Harriet
Porter and George Morgan. Many thanks to all of them.

* * * *

The editors oThe Rendcomb Magaziaee Stephen Hawkins and Jonathan Porch.

COLLEGE OFFICERS
Winter Term, 1977

Senior PrefectS. Hawkins

Prefects:H. Wilson, W. HennikeiGotley, | Cummings, N. Carroll, J. Watson, J. McGill, K. Crowhurst, B. Cross, N.
Taylor

Librarians: I. Cummings, T. Evans, J. Steed, D. Taylor, G. Beattie, N. Miles

Church UshersP. Haynes, J. Sinclair, A. White, I. Cummings, T. Evans

Bell-Ringers:D. Taylor, S. Buist, R. Edwards, K. Winmill, A. White, M. Burchell, P. Chivers, A. Pitt, M. Uglow
Senior Stagemard. Watson

StagemenA. Simmins, W. Wilkinson, A. Harris, A. Grahamunro

Photographic SecretaryC. Hitchcock

Rugby Captaind. McGill

Squash Captain: Forrest

Games Committed. McGill, I. Forrest, J. Sinclair, C. Troughton, A. Flambard

Magazine EditorsS. Hawkins, J. Borch

Netball Captain:S. Morris

Music Librarians:S. Hawkins, H. Wilson

Public WorkmanA. Mackonochie

Spring Term, 1978

Senior PrefectS. Hawkins

Prefects:K. Crowhurst, B. Cross, N. Taylor, J. Watson, I. Cummings, J. McGill, N. Carroll, H. Wilson
Librarians: | Cummings, T. Evans, J. Steed, D. Taylor, G. Beattie, N. Miles

Church UshersP. Haynes, J. Sinclair, A. White, I. Cummings, T. Evans

Bell-Ringers:D. Taylor, S. Buist, R. Edwards, K. Winmill, A. White, M. Burchell, P. Chivers, A. Pitt, M. Uglow
Senior Stagemarf. Simmins

StagemenA. GrahamMunro, A. Harris, W. Wilkinson

Photographic SecretanC. Hitchcock

Squash CaptainV. Gotley

Hockey Captaind. Sinclair

Games Committed. Sinclair, N. Carroll, P. Haynes, I. Flambard, N. Taylor

Magazine EditorsS. Hawkins, J. Botch

Netball Captain:S. Morris

Music Librarians:S. Hawkins, H. Wilson

Public WorkmanA. Mackonochie



MEETING OFFICERS
Winter Term, 1977

Chairman:l. Forrest

Secretary.. Quick

Meeting BankerR. Swaine

Boys 6 B.&dwardsr :

Assi stant WWMlnéonBanker :

Breakages ManR. Pitt

Entertainments Committel: Winmill, 1. Smalley, J. Ratcliffe, N. Townend
Food CommitteeD. Shrimpton, S. Galtress, D. Strong, B. Hatchwell, J. Quick
C.P.C.:P. Haynes, S. Hawkins, D. Taylor, T. Evans, P. Stroud
Paperman:J. HennikeiGotley

Broom WardenM. Harris

Amplifier TechniciansJ. Marson, K. Nunan

Badminton & Squash WardeR: Uglow

Television Committed?. Edwards, N. Hall

Spring Term, 1978

Chairman:C. Troughton

SecretaryB. Hatchwell

Meeting BankerK. Crowhurst

P.L.O. (Junior Advocate)s. Buist, P. Haynes, D. Taylor, C. Troughton

M.A.C.:S. Buist, . Cummings, J. Sinclair, W. Henni@otley, S. Brennan, H. Wilson, J. Watson
Council: S. Buist, J. McGill, J. Sinclair, S. Hawkins, P. Haynes, R. Swaine, C. Troughton
Boys 6 B.dBmrinanr :

Assi stant Bbgoswd Banker :

Entertainments Committe&. Hawkins, S. Galtress, J. Steed, D. Hammond

Food CommitteeP. Jones, T. Parfit, C. Troughton, K. Winmill, T. Steed

Amplifier TechniciansA. Fidler, T. Etherington

Television Committeéd. Carter, N. Hall

Broom WardenA. L. Johnston

Paperman:A. Simmins

Breakages ManP. Lorenzen

Badminton & Squash Warde8: Elliott

0O.S. Rugby Wardem. Harris

O.S. Cricket WarderRR. Webb

MEETING NOTES

THERE has been a great deal of discontent with the Meeting over the last two terms, many people feeling that it was

useless in its present form, and that radical changes were needed. The headmaster also felt that changes were required.

However, early attempts to get things moving failed when they met with a barrier of apathy!

Some of the early ideas (credited to Mr. Dyke and Mr. Wood) were used later on: at the beginning of the spring term,
it was decided that the Meeting should no longer pay for any games equipment, nor take responsibility for it. This im-
mediately lifted a heavy financial burden from the Meeting, as expenditure on games equipment had previously ab-
sorbed a high proportion of the Meeting allowance. At the same time, the allowance was reviewed by the headmaster,
Mrs. Mezo and the Meeting Banker, and set at £1.50 per pupil.

At the beginning of the Winter Term, the state of the Meeting finances was very poor, mainly due to sports equipment
bills. The school very kindly gave the Meeting £500 to pay its debts !

During the Christmas holidays, and in the first half of the spring term, the Meeting rules were completely revised and
rewritten by lan Cummings, helped by Robin Swaine. Many thanks to them for a hard task well done.

A collection was made in the winter term for a memorial for Mrs. Ann Tombs. At the end of the spring term, a flower-
ing almond tree was planted.

A new committee was started at the end of the winter
Liaison Organisation (PLO!) and is designed to meet with the headmaster and staff to discuss problems, etc., and to
talk regularly with junior members of the school about their views on relevant matters and any grievances.

C.G.T.

10
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ACADEMIC SUCCESSES

THE following passes were gained by members of the college in the G.C.E. Advanced Level in 1977:

R. Allen

|. Boothman
D. Brennan

|. Butler

J. Cairns Terry
J. Chapman

J. Cooper

D. Crew

L. Cullen

P. CurtisHayward
I. Forrest

S. Hall

A. Harris

C. Hart

W. Hewitt

M. Holloway
Joel

. Lausch

. Maguire
Nixon

. Oughton
Pitt

. Pritchard

. Pulford
Read

. Robinson
Taylor

. Thresh

. Tyler
Watson

. Wimperis

. Wormleighton
Lee

. Hewitt

. Barraclough
. Hicks

. Connelly

QOVARNOAPCONLSENEONODUATAL

Physics; Biology

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

English; French

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

Physics; Chemistry; Biology

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

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

Biology

English*; History*; French

English; History

English; History*; French

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

English; History; French

Physics; Chemistry; Biology

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

Physics; Chemistry; Biology*

Physics; Chemistry; Biology

Physics; Biology

Biology

English; History; French

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

English; French

English*; History; Economics and Public Affairs
French

Mathematics; Physics; Chemistry

Pure Mathematics; Applied Mathematics

Pure Mathematics; Applied Mathematics
Music

* indicates a Grade A pass

Ordinary Level passes:

J. Archer
D. Beanland

(2]

. Brennan

. Burgess
. Burkham
. Cannon
Carter

. Cragoe
. Edwards

. Elliott
. Evans

Ty WL P=Z2OZ

Py

. Gilchrist

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

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

English Language; Latin; French

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

Geography; Mathematics; Physics; Chemistry; Biology

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

English Language; English Literature; French; German; Mathematics

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

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

English Language; English Literature; History; Latin; French; German

11



R. Gwilliam
N. Hall

S. Howell
A. Jordan
D. Marshall

J. Marson

A. Masters
M. Middlemist
C. Morshead
J. Portch

J. Purkiss

M. Raven
D. Sayers
A. Sergison

I. Smalley
J. Steed

D. Strong
D. Taylor

S. Trigger
M. Weaver

M. Webb
A. Williams

T. Wilson
K. Winmill

WE wish to congratulate the following on their successful entries to Oxford and Cambridge Universities in the exami-

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

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

History; Geography; Mathematics; Biology; Art

English Literature; History; Geography; Mathematics; Physics; Chemistry

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

English Language; English Literature; Geography; French; Mathematics; Physics; Chemistry;
Biology

English Language; English Literature; Geography; Mathematics; Biology; Chemistry

English Literature; Geography; French; Mathematics; Chemistry

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

English Language; Latin; French; German; Mathematics

English Language; English Literature; Mathematics; Physics

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

English Language; Latin; French; Mathematics; Physics; Chemistry; Biology

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

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

English Language; English Literature; History; Geography; Physics; Mathematics; Chemistry;
Biology

English Language; Latin; Mathematics; Physics; Chemistry

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

English Literature; Latin; French; Mathematics; Chemistry

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

History; Geography,; Mathematics; Physics; Chemistry; Biology

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

* * * *

nations held during the Winter Term, 1977:

Cambridge

Susan PritchardSidney Sussex College (Open Exhibition)
Charlotte Bonardi Clare College (Open Exhibition)

Oxford

Paul CurtisHayward- Merton College

lan Forrest Lincoln College (Old Scholars Exhibition)
Paul Maguire Christchurch College (Open Exhibition)
Christopher Pulford Pembroke College

12



RENDCOMB COLLEGE AWARDS 1978

Gloucestershire Foundation Scholarships:

David Winter - Dunalley Street School

David George - Guiting Power Primary School
Benjamin Almond - Charlton Kings C.J.

Robert Mcintyre - Minchinhampton Parochial School
Jeremy Butling - Bream C. of E. School

Rendcomb Foundationers:

Paul Partridge - Northway County Primary

Robert Prynne - Gotherington County Primary

The Noel Wills Scholarship:
Jonathan Morris - Tibberton County Primary School

Music Scholarship:
Darren Peace - Brightlands School

Junior Open Scholarship:
David Tappin - Pateds Junior School, Cheltenham

Girlsé Scholarship:
Josephine Taylor - St . Mar garet s, Aberdeen

CHURCH

NOT very often is a school able to be present during nearly all of Holy Week, but this year was one such.

Each morning of that week, there was a wénded service of Holy Communion. On Palm Sunday there was a ser-
vice of readings on the significance of that day and of the Passion.

Services on other Sundays have followed the usual pattern and there has been steady support-fee¢keCuoich-
munion services.

Twenty-one boys were confirmed by the Bishop of Gloucester on March 4th.

W.J.A.H.
MUSIC
Church Music, Winter Term
28th September O Come Ye Servants of The Lord é é C. Tye
15th September Te Deumin B flat é e é € é C. V. Stanford
Thou Visitest The Earth é é é é M. Greene
9th October Ave Verum Corpusé é é € é W. A. Mozart
1st & 6th November The Souls of the Righteouss é € é Nares
27th November I n Godds éWoréd ¢é é é H. Purcell
11th December (Carol Service in Cirencester)
In the Bleak MidWinter é e é é H. Darke
In Dulci Jubilo é é é é é R. Pearsall
Ding Dong! Merrily on High é é é arr. D. Willcocks
The Cherry Tree Carol & é é é arr. D. Willcocks
The Three Kings é é é é é P. Cornelius
FIDELIO
November 13th, 1977
I T must be five or six years since the Coll ebBe Chor al

13



Freischiitz and the general feeling then was one of admiration for the success of such an ambitious venture.

Inevitably and rightly, on this occasion, the suggestion of scenery or costume was out of the question with the more

mat ure and demandi ng mhEideliopeformed ia itsadnders versibn. Beet hovends

A few sceptics might be excused for considering it as
to preface the work with the most demanding of the three overtures available; but as one parent, himself an amateur
musician, confided to me, Al wish 16d had the chance t
ence! 0 thus echoing John Wi llsonbés observation that #fit
superb piece seemed too good to misso. Certainly all t
such an exhilarating evening, as indeed we all were.

The choir of fifty singers were adequately supported by the college orchestra; these had been augmented by eighteen
guest players and had obviously been well rehearsed and so gaveleddéd reading of thieeonore No. 3 Over-

ture. In the work the strings carefully sustained the quartet of voices in the third number and clearly enjoyed the pa-
nache of the March, in No. 6.

These occasions at Rendcomb always present the atmosphere of a workshop, and it is pleasing to observe this ap-
proach when Hamish Wilson comes out of his character as Second Prisoner to sing bass line in the chorus and later to
play his trombone.

The choir had the difficult task of enduring long waits yet still needing to maintain pitch when called upon to sing, yet

this did have the effect of getting from them a vital attack. Their entry as guards was rather tentative but they soon got
together and worked up to the potenti al of their numbe
Lifeé chorus, and the basses provided us with a wel/l F
The five soloists from the college ranks had at times some difficulty in holding their own against the instruments, but

their voices were always on the beat. Simon Buist as Pizarro showed a good vocal range and he handled his intervals
with surety: together with Rocco (Jonathan McGill) they managed some tricky discords, holding them to build up for a
good climax in their duet. Jonathan must have been grateful for the consideration shown by Marzelline (Ruth Biddon)
and Leonore (Elizabeth Baker) who held back to allow him to blend in for their Trio.

Ruth Biddon possesses a clear, flexible voice which in the trio contrasted nicely with the richer tones of Elizabeth

Baker who had obviously worked at her part which had some interval gymnastics with which she was nothing daunted
despite some fluffy notes from the horns, and she showed experience in the way she tackled some long runs.

After the interval a new voice came into our ken in the character of Florestan (Peter Boulton) and one became some-
what concerned less the strength of this mature and experienced singer should overwhelm the youthful voices of Piz-
zaro and Rocco. In the event, however, Peter Boultonos
final climax being built together with Marzelline and Leonore, enabling Florestan to use his full voice to add that col-

our and excitement to the determined playing of the full orchestra and so produce a typically resounding Beethovian
ending to the delight of the audiencand of course Peter Uglow on his tymps ! An exciting and vital performance!

E.S.
Spring Term
IT has not been possible to produce the usual concert this term owing to steadily increasing encroachment over recent
mont hs upon time normally allotted to musdhéathtunsdue ar s al s

to have had a not too disastrous effect it may be possible to perform choral and orchestral works by Gluck, Brahms
and Vaughan Williams on 21st May.

Church Music

15th January Lord For Thy Tendér &eré i eRskarraBtak e
29th January The Heavens Are Telling é é é € é J. Haydn

The Old Hundredthé é é é é é R. Vaughan Williams
19th February O Taste and See é é é é é é R. Vaughan Williams
26th February Turn Thy Face From My Sins  é é é é T. Attwood
12th March Ab, Holy Jesu é é é é é é J. S. Bach

The college orchestra accompanied the anthems on 29th January, Graeme Connelly played the services on 5th Febru-
ary and 19th March, and Alastair Pitt was treble soloist on 19th and 26th February.

* * * *

Congratulations to lan Pengelly on gaining a distinction in Grade VIII piano.
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AOH, WHAT A LOVELY WAR! 0
THE COMPANY:
lan Cummings, Simon Buist, Anthony Reynolds, Hamish Wilson, Shane Galtress, Christopher Troughton, Duncan
Taylor, Treve Evans, Richard Tudor, Kettgne Crowhurst, Deborah Harrison, Victoria Powell, Bridget Cross,
Danielle Shrimpton, Stephen Hawkins, Peter Haynes, Alison White, Sarah Culverwell, Andrew Grainger, William
Edwards, Jonathan Ratcliffe, Timothy Daniels, Christopher Burkham, Richard Pitt, James Quick, Alastair Pitt.
THE BAND:

Julie Alesworth, Jeremy French, Nigel Hall, John Lewis, lan Pengelly, Peter Uglow, Joseph Watson

Front of House é é Chris Wood

Lighting é é é Julian Bull, Kevin Nunan

Sound Effects é é Colin Hitchcock

Properties ¢é é é Nicholas Carroll, Jonathan Steed, Keith Winmill,
Timothy Daniels, Richard Dunwoody, Sean Hughes,
Alastair Pitt, Adrian Wilcox

Makeup é e e Elizabeth Adams, Penelope Jones, Sarah Morris, Kim Knight,
Penelope Hooley, Anna Hummel, Sheila Greenfield,
Phillipa Young, Dominic Ind, Harriet Porter, Mark Wilcox

Stagemen é é é Joseph Watson, Andrew Harris, Alastair Graham
Munro, Thomas Paton, Antony Simmins (slides)

Wardrobe € é e Carol Franklin, Ondine Glanville, Helen Packwood

Programme Designé é Harriet Porter

Especial thanks to é é C. C. Burden and K. G. Thorne, Messrs. Freeman

The Joke Shop, J. Shirley of Churchdown School
Musical Director and Conductor Graeme Connelly
Choreography é é The Pierrots
Produced and Directed by Tim Dyke

(assisted by I. Cummings, S. Galtress and the Company)

THE senior school play this ye@h, What A LovelyWar! was a very ambitious project
size, requiring immense enthusiasm and vitality to be sustained throughout the rapid succession of short satirical
sketches, recounting the course of the First World Whar.What A Lovely Wais not really a play at all; it is an at-

tempt to show the audience the futility, irony and suffering which really exist behind the valour and splendour of war,
and in this it is very successful.

The play is held together by the Pierrots, who all maintained an enviable appearance of life (and enjoyment) through-
out, and who were also totally responsible for the unaccustomed task of organising the choreography. The M.C., very

we |l | acted by I an Cummings, not only managed to catch
imaginative and witty adibbing, brought the play to life. Although too many to name individually, there were notable

performances by Kerry Jane Crowhurst, who captured the
Burningd, Simon Buist, who gave a beautiful rendition

very convincing Chaplain.

In addition to the Pierrots, great enjoyment was provided from the performance by Treve Evans who, as Haig, so suc-
cessfully adopted the mannerisms of a rather eccentric English general that various members of the audience failed to
recognise him immediately; also from the amusing caricature of a temperamental French general by Peter Haynes

whi ch contrasted well with the unmistakabl e O6Engl i shne
munications problem which exists even today!); and, of course, Richard Tudor, who had the difficult task of talking

not only in French and Russian but also in American. Although he was not the only one to make a creditable effort at
assuming foreign accents (all members of the cast seem to have had a new way of speaking), he was certainly the most
notable; not to forget Duncan Taylor and Alison White, whose various, if short, appearances never failed to raise a
laugh.

Special mention must be made of the sextet of soldiers, but especially Andrew Grainger, whose military sergeant

major figure was familiar, and whose performance in the bayonet drill was memorable. The others, played by William
Edwards, Christopher Burkham, Jonathan Ratcliffe, James Quick, and Richard Pitt, brought over well the sense of

deep comradeship partnered with ironic flippancy that often arises in situations of stress, as in the scene with the Irish
squadron.

This play would, of course, by its nature have been lost without a good supporting orchestra (who had the problem of
accompanying the singers as opposed to merely playing); and so all credit is due to Graeme Connelly and his musi-
cians whose constantly high standards certainly gained a great deal of applause; Graeme as the conductor was so ener-
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getic that he was a joy to watch.

The numerous sound effects necessary were laudably provided by Cohn Hitchcock, who appears to harbour a large
number of assorted missiles in his study. It is to his credit that the effects were always on time and relevant to the ac-
tion.

It goes without saying that those responsible for the props and stagework did a marvellous job considering the some-
what inadequate conditions with which they were expected to deal. Alastair Pitt and Adrian Wilcox did an invaluable

job changing the bill posters and distributing programmes; thanks are due also to Kevin Nunan and Julian Bull for the
lighting effects, which are so often taken for granted; and of course also to the numerous people involved in the mak-
ing-up.

The play was indeed a credit to Mr. Tim Dyke, as this was his first senior school production at Rendcomb; all agree

that without his enthusiasm in directing and dedication the entire project would never have got off the ground.

It was obvious from the audiencesdé reaction that they
torsé and musiciansd performances that they enjoyed dc

LM.P., C.M.T.B.

ATHE RENDCOMB MYSTERY CYCLEO

THE CAST:

God é é é é Peter Uglow

Lucifer é e e Tim Burkham

Lightbourne é é e Callum Dick

Angelg é é é Michael Uglow, Simon Badcott, James Hutt@otts,
Antony Maslin, Charles Carroll, Andrew Mills, Clive Fletcher
Simon Redman, Andrew Rontree, Simon Westcott,

Adamé é é é Nicholas Chesshire

Eve é é é é Richard Perrett

Noah é é é é Kennedy Taylor

Mrs. Noah é é é Robert Stephenson

Shem é é é é George Morgan

Mrs. Shem é é é Russell Copley

Ham é é é é Simon Oliver

Mrs. Ham ¢é é é Calum Dewar

Japheth é é é Charles HuttofPotts

Mrs. Japhethé é é Edward Wilcox

Sins é é é é Robert Akers, Oliver Medill, Edward Roberts

Joseplé é é é Peter Stroud

Mary é é é é Richard Bray

Simoné é é é Neil Townend

Angel é é é é Charles Carroll

Neighbours é é é Richard Needham, Charles Schreiber

Policeman é é é Tim Wild

Innkeeper €& é é Tim Steed

Doctor é é é Christopher Stratton

Shepherds é é é Richard Needham, Charles Schreiber, Neil Townend

Angel é é é é Simon Badcott

Herod the Great é é David Denby

Messenger é é é Tim Daniels

Augurer é é é Steven Hawkswell

Kings é é é é Philip Chivers, Richard Evans, Guy Marsh

Angel é é é é Andrew Mills

Captain é é é Joseph Everatt

Fatheré é é é Sean Hughes

Devilé é é é Clifford Freeman

Readers/Soldiers é é Adam MartyrSmith, Duncan White, Thomas Paton,

Charles Waddell

Jesus é é é é Christopher Brealy
Judasé é e é George Ashe
Disciples é e é Richard Dunwoody, David Hammond
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Annasé é é é Justin MartyrSmith

Caiaphas ¢ é é Tim Wild

Herod Antipas é é Christopher Hodkinson

Pilate é é é é David Lee

John the Baptist & é Richard Dunwoody

Front of House  é é Chris Wood

Stagemen and Projgs é Alastair Graham Munro, Antony Simmins, Alastair Pitt
William Wilkinson, Philip Chivers, Clifford Freeman,

Lighting é é é Julian Bull, Kevin Nunan, Tim Barrow, Nigel Pitt,
Jeremy Trigger

Costumes €& é é Anna Hummel, Sally Dyke

Makeup é é é Sheila Greenfield, Harriet Porter, Penny Jones,

Danielle Shrimpton, Elizabeth Adams, Simon Howell,
Christopher Burkham, Sally Hussey, Penny Hooley,
Kim Knight, Duncan Taylor, Phillipa Young, Dominic Ind
Director é é é Tim Dyke
Special thanks to é C. C. Burden & K. G. Thorne, J. N. Holt & R. M. A. Medill
The Joke Shop, Cheltenham, Anna & Sally
All those who gave or lent costumes or properties

[N

THE success of this play was based on its originality, the script being written largely by the junior members of the
school. The verse form employed was sometimes a | ittle
greatest strength; it captured the amateur flavour of the mediaeval mystery plays and yet at the same time imbued the
biblical stories with a certain vigour and power. This vivacity was supported by the generally high standard of acting,
executed with natural conviction.

The angels, first formers, each made up spectacularly with a silver face, gave the Mystery Cycle a bright, fresh start;
together with the booming tones of God, played by Peter Uglow, they plunged the audience into the atmosphere of a
medieval play. After the banishment from heaven of Lightbourne and Lucifer, we saw taaovefi story of Adam

and Eve convincingly portrayed by Nicholas Chesshire and Richard Perrett. The following scene, the building and
launching of the ark, produced some of the best acting and verse; the atmosphere was domestic, with Mr. Noah
(Kennedy Taylor) depicted in the traditional way as apecked husband and his wife entertainingly played by

Robert Stephenson. The props in this seghe ark which was constructed on stage, the rippling bands of blue cloth

to represent the flood, and the cardboard bitastheir simplicity added to the feeling of spontaneity.

Another appearance of God successfully carried through the transition into the Christmas scene. We saw again a high
standard of acting from the third form, from the fiery eloquence of Herod (D. Denby) to the modest humility of Mary

(R. Bray). The scandal of Maryb6s pregnancy conveyed by
esting change to the traditional nativity story. Although the scene included the usual shepherds and kings, the Police-
man, Innkeeper and Doctor were dressed in contemporary clothes, adding a fresh outlook.

The passage of time from Christés birth to his crucifi
scriptural passage and reaching a climax in the wailing of lepers at the side of the auditorium when Christ was be-

trayed. Christopher Brealy played a powerful and dynamic Christ, whose role was supported by the high standard of
fourth form acting. The tension created by the trial, the crucifixion and his conflict with the devil was only relieved by

the optimistic and enlightening resurrection. The great freshness of the singing, joyous actors really captured the sig-
nificance of the resurrection to a degree which contemporary works, siliebussChrist SuperstandGodspell

have not reached. The memory of dancing devils singincg

HJ.AW. & I.S.C.

THE DEBATING SOCIETY

THE Debating Society has flourished over the last two terms. We have discussed a good variety of topics and included

a O0Ball oon Debated among the usual traditional debat es
vided us with good, entertaining and often witty speeches. However, there seems to have been a lack of willing speak-
ers from the floor. It is to be hoped that duri-ng o6det

attendees to contribute something to the usually high standard of debating.

Our first debate was concerned with a widely discussec
House believes that Punk is acceptable in our Societyc
bly attired in dustbin liners, jeans and heavily made up with mascara as well as safety pins. They produced a lively,
entertaining argument, as did the opposition represented by Graeme Connelly and Deborah Harrison. These were in
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suitable evening dress and based their argument on t he
Connelly examined, for example, the implications of the Queen entering a ballroom with a safety pin through her

nose. Unfortunately his entertaining speech could do nothing to swing support to his side. The motion was passed by

an overwhelming majority of 58 votes to it with 20 abstentions.

The next debate was held on a more serious subject: euthanasia. Unluckily this debate coincided with the world cup
soccer match between England and Italy and consequently the attendance figure was poor. However, most people
spoke from the floor, and the debate was generally int
The standard of the speeches made by the proposers, Shaun Brennan and George Ashe, and the opposition, Jonathan
Porch and Penny Hooley, was good but was marred by quibbling over definitions. The proposition seemed to think

that euthanasia was voluntary, whereas the opposition said that it was compulsory. Penny Hooley quoted the case of
motor-racing driver Niki Lauda, saying that if euthanasia had been legal he would have died; but as well as references

to famous men and women made during the course of the debate, it was interesting to listen to the many personal ex-
periences of people who had known others in the Oeut he
with 8 abstentions.

The first debate of the Lent ter m, held on January 25t
The moti on, AThi s House believes that Men are superior
and 6Dunc the Monkdéd Taylor, who held that women were |
would never make the chair in a Debating Society. Using a vast range of visual aids, audience participation, pornogra-
phy and ideas for a television series starring Captain Womaneering the proposition seemed to be taking the view that
women were inferior because they were inferior.

The opposition employed visual aids of a different kind. The Misses Shrimpton and Hummel in bikinis and Baby Doll
negligees attempted to overcome their audience first througpleniehen through reasermen and women have to

combine (!) to perpetuate the speciesd finally through derision of suburban maleuvinist piggery.

There was a remarkably bashful response from the floor
tion that men were afraid to comment on any motion publicly. So eventually it was left to the principals to sum up.
Rendcombo6és 6shrimpd finally came out into the open, asc
ni pulators in society, to which Skip the Whip trotted
womano.

Notwithstanding this last descent into culture, the motion was defeated by 28 votes to 18, with 16 abstentions.

H.J.AW.
* * * *
THE Debating Society had a novel idea in introducing ¢
Al t hough there were problems in the venue of the debat
speakersé characters, speaking from a |Iinen basket, we
Hamish Wilson, as King Harold, the eventual winner, advocated that the English were a noble race and that he was
their archetypal representative repelling the foreign

of country. Leonardo da Vinci, played by Michael CuHigyward, claimed to be the innovator of every conceivable
invention and also the genius who discovered the magni
represented by Jonathan Porch, had something for every
most economically rewarding institutions. Jack the Ripper, George Ashe, claimed that as-éxpanemt of evil to

not vote for him would be tempting fate and, he personally guaranteed, lethal. Quentin Crisp, beautifully presented by
Miss Peter Haynes, delivered an extremely witty speech offering a solution to the population explosion! Nicholas Par-
sons, bravely played by Peter Uglow, revelled in verbal nonsense and parody for five minutes and only after the de-

bate confided that he never had liked balloons and certainly did not want to stay in one!

The chairman, Mr. Dyke, delighted in shooting five of the balloonists and a contented audience acclaimed King Har-

old as the winner.

D.T.

THIS was the last in the series of four highly enjoyable, interesting debates. We hope that the very active Debating
Society will continue to delight, amuse and entertain Rendcomb audiences in following terms. | am sure everyone
would like to thank Mr. Dyke, our benevolent chairman, and our enthusiastic president, Mr. Duncan Taylor, for their
much appreciated work in the Society.

HJ.AW.
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JUNIOR DEBATING SOCIETY

AThis House believes that Governments should not give
for the first junior debate of the winter term. It took place on Sunday, 6th November and used a most suitable topic
following the Mogadishu affair only a few weeks before.

Nigel Pitt opened for the motion. Although starting shakily his speech developed well and he made a very valid point
on how weak governments would become if they gave in to terrorists. Next to speak was Neil Townend, who re-
minded the audience of dead hijackers becoming martyrs to their comrades. However, his overall speech at times was
lacking in confidence.

Seconding the motion was David Denby who reasoned that, if governments surrendered, a gigantic snowballing effect
would ensue. His competent speech decided the issue and was reflected in the result.

Rounding up for the opposition, the only junior house representative, Russell Copley, gave a very sound and intelli-
gent speech and left a few minds undecided.

Interesting points came from the floor, notably from N. Wren, T. Barrow, R. Needham, A. Mills and R. Perrett, before
the motion was convincingly won, by 37 votes to 4 with 12 abstentions.

R.E., R.D.

THE second junior debate of the winter term was held in the English Room due to the difficulties caused by the main
college library book check. A large audience attended this and very valid, if not too serious points, were raised.

The motion was that fAThis House would prefexise Fia¢sc
It was proposed by Richard Needham and Adrian Stephenson and opposed by Jeremy Trigger and Richard Smith.
The debate was opened with a sound and intelligent speech from Richard Needham, who laid special emphasis on the
freedom and escape from the urbarrage that living on such an island would bring.

The opposition was opened by Jeremy Trigger, who gave an interesting and amusing speech, stressing the boredom
that one would experience living on a desert island.

The proposition was ably backed up by Adrian Stephenson, leaving Richard Smith to round off the main speeches for
the opposition.

The motion was then thrown open to the floor. Interesting points were raised, notably from Jonathan Pedley, David
Rollo, Robert Akers, Richard Perrett and Timothy Barrow.

The cases were summarized in a humorous fashion by Jeremy Trigger and Richard Needham, and eventually the mo-
tion was defeated by 26 votes to 17, with 5 abstentions.

Thanks to Mr. Holt for arranging and chairing these debates.

T.N.M.D., D.A.D.
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contributions

DAYBREAK
Mark Raven

THE whole world seemed silent. There was no howling wind and beating rain as of the night before. No, nothing but

an eerie quietness. As | turned over in my sleep a cock crowed, announcing yet another day in our changing world. |
stirred, then sat up and blinked a few times, but | slumped back down into my cosy bed again and began to doze.
Again the cock crowed and | sat up, this time aware of my surroundings. The sun was streaming into the bedroom, its
rays reflecting from the large mirror onto my bedroom chair, casting a skew shadow onto the wall and carpet.

I jumped out of bed and put on my slippers in silence, as no one else was awake in the house, and crept downstairs.
Before | had reached the bottom three steps, the door in my room banged loudly. I turned round and went back up-
stairs; no one was there, so | made my way to the stairs again. There was an awful damp, musty smell about the house
that morning, that smelt rather | ike the carpet in my
water. Everywhere was water. | was completely lost for words. | had no idea what to do so | crept back upstairs again
and peered out of the window, seeing a vast expanse of water with little humps of hilly summits appearing above the
surface in icebertjke manner.

The water had built up before the front door, but soon caved in. So | decided to sleep on until either | came out of my
nightmare or until the world woke up again . . . . but | lay awake, listening to the drops of water in the gutters outside.
They seemed to be rhythmic and formed a little staccato tune in my mind.

By now the wind had risen afresh and had begun to undulate under the eaves and windows. Soon the rain began to spit
and smack the panes aggressively, wildly, carelessly. | slid deeper down into my cosy bed and tried to fall asleep, but
the wind was baiting me. It shook the windérames, rattled the doors, and sent the curtains into a raging state of
hysteria. Still my parents slept on.

Down below, the water had menacingly crept up to the fourth stair, damaging the carpet as it went, seeping into every
little space available. The rain fell harder and the wind blew more strongly. Suddenly | heardgitteey crash,

and then the rushing . . . . the back door had split open under the great pressure of water outside. However, as already
many, many pounds worth of damage had been caused, | was powerless to prevent further destruction by wind and
rain.

Still my parents did not stir, but the storm raged on and the waters rose higher as the sun came up into the sky.

MADNESS
Duncan Taylor

Ailt is the very error of the moon;
She comes more near the earth than she was wont,
And makes -Oteeto mad. o

Two knights, plumed and splendid, face each other across a white table cloth. Iron and steel taint the sky as these two
stand, hesitant upon this vast expanse, their horses impatient in the breeze. Upon the rising of the sun they turn and
shout their desire until even the mountains piled along this table edge take up the cry. And then they charge with the
wind and the rain as an audience to applaud.

Behold: fallen. One knight stands. The blood of his lust has stained this woven linen landscape and where embroidery
grew now there are weeds. He buries the memories of his companion and marks the spot with a needle that promises
sunshine. Sometime later he returns to the clatter of his reward.

His lady in her concrete castle turns to stone. For supper she drinks beer from an ivory skull studded with jewels for a
mind.

They locked him up that night. They said he was mad; that he had told them that the moon was his bride.

Dido burned her guilt upon a funeral pyre; this one burned her passion in a Bunsen flame and then turned from her
mirror and uttered his name.

No wonder the man is insane.
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SONNET TO AN ELEPHANT

An elephant in monsoon time

Could make a match to this poor rhyme:

The rhythm would be quite discreet

In tempo with the pounding of its feet.

Of metre, though, elephants know nothing at all

Except that they are four long, and two and a half tall.

Of alliteration little Asian elephants know little

Mere momentum mainly matters in the marshy mossy middle
Of the jungle. The structure of the stanza form

Would adhere closely to the norm,

That is, the form of standard sonnet

As rather smallish elephants cannot improve upon it.
But one thing would be very different, | think

Elephants write in banana leaves, but | use common ink.

THE LINE

You sealed my lips with a loving kiss:

- In years to come we'll remember this
As the time we fooled the world, he said.
So seeds of sun grew in my head,

But did we ever fool them all? Oh never,

We think webre smart but they're too clever.
Now ités black on grey and white on blue, ti me
Tin-soldierboys lost long ago return with strength of mind.

And though we | aughed at them and cried fdYou
Their eyes were hard as polished jewels.

They live in darkness but theydre | aughing too,
They caught at whispers until they knew

And gently pulled my heart strings till | fell,

An outworn puppet, dropped careless into Hell.

But my soul was crushed as | crashed from Paradise

By hurtling rocks and words of ice,

And diamonds died like morning dew,

- Get back in line!o said the soldiers true.

It candt | ast |l ong this friends by day and 1|iars
The banners proclaimed in blue and white.

For the thorn in his flesh was the dagger in my heart,

Though he shook a six, he returned to start.

As he landed at the Head, but slid down to its Tail;

And the Serpent was friends with those soldiers pale

Whose phantom footsteps echo, down the halls inside my head,

ltds a tripping -éndinghréeadl.y past, with a never
AndtheycalFi The | i ne emaderstuganay; 0 as tin

Black on grey and white on blue as they fade with dawn of day.

They left onerifleman behindi | t 6 s not your ned, he grinned,
While all the mirrors of the world reflected we had sinned.

I might have tried to show assent but still there was resistance;

He only sealed my lips because | threatened his existence.

- The only ones we fooled were you and |,

AMy sol diers have deserted meo, aid the gener al
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NIGHT
Phillipa Young

THE ants plodded up the wall, resolutely carrying in their midst a fly, when suddenly a lizard deftly reached out and
snatched it in his jaws, withdrawing quickly. The ants scattered a bit, but soon found their trail and went on up, wait-
ing for another insect or grain of rice to be brought up by their fellows. As the shadows lengthened, the bats came out,
sweeping low across the swimming pool leaving ripples which parted to meet the four corners, and then vanished. On
the other side of the hedge, ice clicked on glass and low murmurs of voices went on, broken occasionally by a laugh.
A lonely howl from a dog down the road started, probably inspired by the almost full moon, sending gentle rays across
the earth, turning everything into soft greens and browns. The harsh corners of the day were now smooth and rounded
and each shape looked the same.

In an old deckchair by the pool, a young man sat, oblivious of these happenings around him. His brows were creased
into a frown, but the furrows were somewhat disturbed by a long white scar down the middle of his forehead, making
his features not unhandsome. Small beads of sweat quivered slightly on his upper lip as he murmured to himself. His
drink stood full on the grass beside him.

As darkness progressed, so did life. With almost all human life gone, the animals began to take an active interest in

their surroundings. A catds great eyes glared out at s
bamboo in search of their meal. The man had not moved from his former position except that now his eyes were
closed and his head was nodding slightly, giving up me

HAVING A BATH
David Webb (Form I)

AFTER many years of having baths | have decided | would rather get dirty. | have never been fond of washing as any
member of our family will testify. They say ACI|I eanl i ne
proves the rule.

This is the usual procedure for me when | have a bath at home:

I have just watched the news, | settle deeply into my seat and try to look intensely interested in the voice of the B.B.C.
announcer . Mum gets up; AfYou need a bath, David. o

ABut itds Reggie Perrin in half an houro, | vainly proc
AUpstairs!o she orders.

Slowly | go upstairs looking like a martyr (or trying to at least). As | open the door | hear the water gushing onto the
ruststained spot below the taps.

Eventually | dab feebly at myself with the sponge. The
mat i s m. Sadly | await my fate, brooding over all the &
rugby, thinking that | will never do these things again.

The windows mist up with condensation, that seems to be the pattern of my life, and gradually my troubles increase

until I am one big trouble.

| leap out of the bath like a man possessed, dry myself at a tremendous rate, put on my pyjamas and rush downstairs.
ltdés time for AThe Fall and Rise of Reginald Perrino.

IN THE CLAWS OF THE EAGLE
Peter Haynes

My searchings for a place to bide the time,

Some cold and dreary shoppiday,

Led me to |ifeds | ower echel ons
In some garbageanned alleyway

Where sittingroom windows bore bright billboards

Fretted with the name of ancient stars

Just a rockébs throw past the town hall ds | ights.
The street was hollow save zll and dog dirt;

The theatre, throned on its Greek pillars,

Presided over the phosphorescence;

And amongst her train ran urchin pageys

Making four letters rustle her red velvet.

As | approached they scampered like squirrels;

Ashamed of their doings, afraid of strange men.

23



But it was not | who was their predator.

He had no plumage but a thipiece suit,

No talons save for a melesized fist.

His eyes flickered like a digital dial

And his face tightened and swelled like a pumpkin

But he felt naked so he turned away.

The young kids taunted till voices grew hoarse

And the eagle powered down upon them

Tearing at their thin, evasive torsoes:

AJust clear off, you Ilittle devils, go home!od
But like smashed mercury they just regrouped,

Smiled, clutched cold limbs, surveying cuts and grazes.

A CONTRAST
Kerry -Jane Crowhurst

THE landscape looked just like an etchirtgut in reverse. Where you would scratch out, on black, what you saw,
instead what you saw would be dark with respect to what surrounded it. A tree would stand dark against the horizon
and the horizon in turn reflected a grey, patchy light.

Everywhere you turned, everything you saw was in contrast. Either black or lighter black or white or dull white.

And still I plodded on searching for a reason. A butterfly fluttered by. | was startled. Could such a once beautifully
coloured insect exist in this contrast of shadow and light? And yet each tiny part of thelikeasiog was a subtle

shade of grey and black.

| stumbled. Raising myself slowly from the cold, damp earth, | blinked. A curious grey rabbit with a white tail disap-
peared into its tunnel of darkness at my interruption of its daily chores. | had obviously not noticed the dark grey stone
sitting smugly in the light grey grass.

How could I tell the rain clouds from the fluffy, harmless shapes that drift by as in a dream? | was worried about the
fact that it might rairt | had forgotten to bring along my umbrella.

Aimlessly | wandered from field to field, from woodland to woodland. But nowhere could | find the source of colour.

I had to tell myself over and over again that the grass was gne¢mgrey; that the earth was brownot black.

In my dilemma, | looked to the heavens. A sudden flash of light shone from behind a huge grey cloud. Slowly I low-
ered my head. A yellow and black bumble bee hummed lazily while he gathered the pollen from a delicate pink
flower.

I had run out of black and white film.

A huge whirlpool;

A mass of dark and light.
A reason. A beginning.
But | do not know.

If only | could travel,

And discover,

Beyond what | see;

The millions of stars;

Frustration and anger at my ignorance
Tear my heart.

TRANSFORMATION
Andrew Rontree (Form 1)

| woke from a deep sleep and was astonished to find that | had been abruptly changed into a large insect. Around me
were huge bushes and strathgeking rocks. My brain was still human, but in all other respects | was like some crea-
ture that might have featured in one of H. G. Wellso r
| decided to search for humans and soon came upon a country lane. As there were several signposts along the route, |
deduced that | was not far from a sizable community. After seven or eight miles | could see a few houses. Gradually
more and more buildings appeared until | realized that | was approaching a city of considerable size. Surely there

would be someone here who would help me. However, when | waved a leg to attract attention, everyone in sight

turned round and scurried away. | couldn't understand it at first.
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Then | realized why none wanted to approach me. No sane person would dream of assistinglad&ihgl creature

like me. I just had to keep well away from people because they would try and hunt me down. At about that time | felt a
rumbling in my stomach and began to wonder how | could nourish myself.

This was certainly a complicated problem. Clearly | could not live off scraps from city dustbins. | would have to feed
on small woodland aminals. Then when | knew how to return to human form | could return to civilisation. | began to
feel that this would not be for quite some time.

| existed in the woods for several days. One day while hunting rabbits, | thought of a way to rehumanise myself. Go
back, back to the place at which I first discovered my strange existence as an insect. Then go to sleep. After hunting
around the area, | thought | recognised the spot. So | lay down and closed my eyes. A few hours had passed before |
woke up again. | found myself in the same place and state as before.

Not being able to think of another scheme, I tried again, this time | began to dream. | dreamt that | was at school, do-
ing prep. The first prep. was a Latin revision exercise. How boring! The next subject was a little better, but | cannot
remember what it was. Suddenly, all the lights went out. | can't remember any more until the tinkling of a bell was
heard in the distance. It grew louder and louder until | was aware of being in bed in the dormitory. | sprang out of bed,

finding myself in the shape of a human being, and refl
| mused.
DEATH?

Anthony Flambard

Black, insignificant,

A speck lay stiffly sprawled,

llluminated by the subaked golden background.
The hot desert sun presented a

Wavering haze surrounding the body,

The bare, greying rocks told their own story.

The riders kneed their mounts towards the pl ace; They
AHow ol d?0
AFive?0 A pregnant pause betrayed his feelings.

The body could have been no more than a day old,
But already the harsh desert realities had bitten into it.
The skin had shrunk over the skull,

Clutching it tight, as if afraid to let go.

Lips had shrivelled, baring bleached teeth in a snarl,
The mouth hung open, expectantly.

Ants conwulsed in seething black masses,

Emerging bloated from dark sockets

Which once contained sparkling mirrors of happiness.
The dustbrown clothes, too large now, appeared hard,
Yet were punctuated by a curious red flower, centred black,
A poppy? No.

The centre moved, even hummed,

Flies could be distinguished, gorging on raw, red flesh.
Scurrying, a black scorpion arrived for his dinner,

He flicked over the bleached white bones of the hand,
Picked clean by some other predator.

Finding nothing, he moved up the arm.

The other hand? That had gone now,

All that remained was a dark red stump,

The glistening wings of flies, and matted ants.

The dropping of a single bone to the ground

Caused an involuntary, unnecessary kick from the horse,
It caught the boy where his hip should have been.

But, did the body move?

No,

It just fell apart . . . .
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SAUL (1)
Timothy Barrow (Form IIl)

Saul.

He sits

Majestically on his
Throne of marble,

Fixed on a stone,

A stone of wonder

And awe,

His royal robes,

Subtly implying his

Long lost power.
Immovable the statue stands.
His long, flowing beard
Caressed by his

Gnarled hand

Whilst his other hand
Grips his sword.

The flask of wine

At the base of

His marble throne,

To refresh him

When he is overpowered
By drowsiness.

His kingdom

A warm cosy fire,

An out of tune piano,

A slatebased snooker table
And a phone booth,
While centrally placed

Is his pedestal,

The nerve centre.

A throne of
Indescribable power,
Like a million-pound note,
Locked in solitude.

He is always unmoved
On the solid rock.

His unwaning dominion,
Silenced by darkness,

A beehive by day.

All this,

In commemoration of Saul,
The great man.

SAUL (I)
Joseph Everatt(Form Ill)

Like a mountain he sits there;

A massive immovable stone,

Carved flawlessly to human form.

The hard, angular block superbly changed
Into this giant, dominating his hall.

Set on an enormous pedestal;

So as to sit above the rest, as a king,

As the king he once was: proud, strong,
Ruling with an iron hand his kingdom.
Now all his kingdom is in this dark hall,
Rivalled for importance by a snooker table.

Built in eighteen sixtyfive, by an obsure Iltalian
From Rome. Handarved with loving care
To perfection. Each tiny detail is faultless,

From the flowing curves of his beard, to the sharp angles

And lines of the Latin inscription on his throne.
What a marvel he was when completed

In gleaming marble, dead white, clean cut.
But now his colour is faded with age

To a dull, dirty grey, and his majesty is gone.
The splendour of this titan is taken for granted,
And over the years he has been mistreated,
Losing, in the process, his right, big toe.
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REVOLUTION NOVEMBER

Jonathan Pedley(Form III) Timothy Burkham (Form IV)
They said it was Mist flows in
AThe answer to the peopl Aédindsall with a deadly perfume.
They are saying it now, and will always do so. It chills to the bone.
How can they keep fooling themselves with lies? Then the ice locks on

And chills to the marrow.
They like to look upon the minority, The ice covers all,
The weltto-do, wealthy, And squeezes it to death.
Homelandloving minority.
They forget the peasants. The ruddyblushing leaves

Glide and die, fisHike;
The povertystricken band of scroungers, They lie in oceanic, muddy pools
Struggling to find enough food Brimful of hate, depression
To satisfy their eternally aching bellies, And the quick jab of the flu injection.

That moan a mournful tune, constantly.

The ice patterns the windows
Living in rotting shacks With misted doublelazing
With woodworm feasting merrily on the timber. And drips away at the touch
Soon, the shacks will collapse onto the dusty earth, Of the hot round queen.
And the peasants will die.

Cold, wet diamonds

They are machines for the revolution, Loll in the quick, black, slimy,
That is fAthe answer t o t @Qobblegnshoopdingriud; needs . o
They have And grin at the bedraggled faces
Never even heard of it. Of the wet pearly daisies,

A remnant of a flash of
Labouring as fiercely as their Lightning summer.
Undernourished limbs allow,
The peasants live on, The soothing firelight dances
Monotonously. And flashes out

A cinema of glowing pictures.
Eternally ploughing stony wasteland, Everything shines ruddy and dim.
With a plough, new, fifty years ago. While outside in the wind
Rust has eaten cruelly into its blades, The trees stand gaunt and crblack
But no-one cares. Like the pylons.

Their one ox is half dead,

Its skeleton struggles to free itself
From a diseasgdden, leathery skin.
But it lives on. Just.

The peasants still keep on going and going . . .
Praying that one meal might suddenly appear.
To stave off starvation,

Until tomorrow.

If they died today,

Nobody would care.

No plaques would commemorate them,
And no gravestones would be made.

They would rot

Until all that is left of them
Shiny skeletons, smiling up
From the hard, stony earth.

AThe answer to the peopleds needs, 0
But they forget the peasants.
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