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EDITORIAL

WHEN we have gone and are scattered far from Rendcomb in a world where things are so much bigger and noisier

and dirtier, and where changes happen so much faster, and where life, spinning by like a gaudily painted butterfly,
cannot be caught and examined by t hos e-whehschoaldaygsare hi | dr
an idyllic memory of a time before the advent of responsibility and mortgages and nappétthen will remain of

our days here?

I shall remember the solitude which can be found, and the beauty of the landscape. There are the valleys with their
steep sides thick with buttercups and daisies, cowslips and dandelions, so that,

heir dandel i ons and s

they had p t he
y could have afforded gol d

| f re
hem fairly, th

—

There is the dark mystery of the woods and thickets where bluebells and wild roses are surprised in their shyness.
There is the open timelessness of fATopd where men | i ve
the high, straight Whiteway, along which prehistoric men, Roman soldiers, mediaeval salt merchants, and generations

of cottagers going to market, have all travelled before us. There are walks to the nearby elsoneligbeautiful and

well loved. There is our own church, among the fairest, and the graveyard where rows of local families remind us to
iseize the dayo for

iLet not time deceive you, You cannot congq
There are the trees and the river and the sunsets, whi
Prince found: ATu sais, quand on est tellement triste

Yet quietness and melancholy are but one side of life, and | shall not forget the laughter and companionship. There are
Friday evenings in the ringi n-gswhéndahmdifiicultyex@enedceddndriggng 6 s 0\
the bells one Spring evening was explained with AWell,
digging in the garden, and Thursday afternoons at the
rugby matches and cricket practices. There are, above all, endless conversations, both flippant and serious, with mas-
ters and their wives, with boys and girls, at meals, on walks, in commoeams and corridors. And there are fragments

of call-over which float through my mind, the choruses of names which will never again have any thread of common
meaning to hold them together: ABarracl ough, Barrett,
Lyons, Mackonochi e, Ni chol as, Par shal |, . . . Wil son,

What will remain of this already tangled mass of already, perhaps, romanticised impressions? The beauty of the land,

or of a friendds smile? The wild solitude of the deserl
fire on a winter evening? Though understanding so little of life as yet we find our contentment, even if it is in discon-

tent. Though we believe we will be young and happy for ever, we know that life is short and full of pain. But we can
take hold of whatever joy is given us, we can respond
day of pleasure. o



MISCELLANEA

At the end of term we said goodbye to Mr. Steve Jackson, who has taught physics and chemistry here during his five
years at Rendcomb. We shall miss his cheerfulness, his work in the classroom, and his vigorous help with rugby,
cricket, and other sports; junior boys in the Old Rectory will particularly remember his friendliness and help to them.
We wish him and his wife, Judy, every success in his new job in Worcestershire. We also extend good wishes to Mr.
Nigel Paton, who has taught English and history here temporarily during the last two terms and was the successful
producer of the spring termdbs A0l d Wivesd Taleo and

* * * *

We were pleased to welcome Mrs. Linda Fox as Assistant Matron this term and hope she will enjoy her stay at Rend-
comb.

We wish good luck to all those leaving the school this term; a full list of leavers will be published in our next issue.

* * * *

Congratulations to Brian and Jill Hembry on the birth

retirement from active rugby may, apparently, be that much more imminent.

* * * *

On April 25th a party of boys from the college attended the G.S.C.A. cricket coaching course at Cowley Manor.

* * * *

The fourth form geographers6 trip to study Dorset coa

* * * *

The third form boarding house at No. 1, Rendcomb, opened its doors this term to the 34 boys currently in the two third

for ms. Next year the house wil/| have its full intende

from the Old Rectory, and this will be the format for the future.

* * * *

Halft erm extended from 29th May to 1st June, while Foun
The Lord Ashby, F.R.S. The full text of the headmast e

issue. Chemistry, art, and woodwork exhibitions were organised and were greatly appreciated by numerous parents,
pupils, and friends of the colleg¢here was evidence of much skill and hard work behind the impressive displays.

* * * *

On May 2nd the college was pleased to welcome from Rugby School the Rev. A. Knight, director of the Bloxham
Research Project. He preached at the morning service
housemasters and tutors about pastoral and allied problems.

* * * *

There were two study visits to local churches for the VIb art group and Vla historians: the first, on May 6th, to Dag-
lingworth and Bagendon Churches; the second, on May 12th, to Elkstone and North Cerney. The tour was completed
by a visit, two weeks later, to Gloucester Cathedral.

* * * *

The school photograph, a biennial event, was taken on May 7th; it may well have featured more faces (and more
tanned faces) than any previous college photo.

* * * *
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The term will primarily be remembered, in fact, by many for that old British cliche, the weather. When before can one
have looked back over a term and said, with near truth, that it never rained?

* * * *

The very hot conditions which prevailed diminished the appreciation of examinations, but heightened the appreciation
of the swimming pool, which was in constant use. It's an ill wind ..

* * * *

In the third week of the term the college was visited by some school inspectors. It was felt that after thirteen years, and
numerous changes at the college, an inspection was due. Some constructive suggestions as well as many complimen-
tary remarks were forthcoming and the full report will be available later this year. There was controversy on the ques-
tion of whether masters or pupils looked the more anxious during the week concerned!

* * * *

On May 13th a sixth form party went to the Royal Shakespeare Theatre at Stratford for a performarcterato
about Nothing

The fourth form outing this term was to Dodington House on May 16th, and the VIb girls visited Berkeley Castle on
June 6th.

The college Choral Society gave a highly successful concert of music by Bach and Purcell on Sunday, May 23rd; a
detailed report appears in this issue.

Form Il visited various Welsh border castles on June 6th with Mr. Paton.

* * * *

On June 13th a varied school party went to BoutetheWat er t o vi sit fABirdlandd and

* * * *

On Tuesday, July 20th, the college playiteid was used for two schoolboy county cricket matches between
Gloucestershire and Warwickshire teams.

Several boys were successful in senior and junior judo gradings recently; further details appear later.

* * * *

On June 25th the third form went to see a Francis Durbridge thklieder with Love at the Wyvern Theatre, Swin-
don.

This yeards Junior House swimming barbecue with Hathert
again much enjoyed.

The sixth form performed two plays in the last week of term: members of VIb actéé Bhosta Roman comedy

by Plautus written about 200 B.C.; and Vla, with a few members of the fifth form, put on the contemporary play about
Christ by Denis PotteSon of ManBoth plays, though quite different in approach, were well received and reviews
appear elsewhere.



On July 8th Mrs. J. Wal ker gave a useful and informat.i
e

Parties from the college visited the Royal Show at Stoneleigh, Warwickshire, on July 7th and 8th. This is fast becom-
ing a popular annual end of term outing.

The Literary Society does not generally operate in the summer term but this term two extremely successful meetings
were held: on 19th May Mr. Andrew Motion, a research graduate at Oxford, talked about the poet Edward Thomas;
while just previously, on 16th May, two short Pinter pieces were entertainingly performed on the Assembly Hall stage
by Philip Faulks and Wendy Hewitt and by Philip Lyons and Tessa Wolferstan.

* * * *
A smal l group went to the New Theatre, Oxford]Jl]l on 22nc¢
Trovatore

* * * *

Parentteacher meetings were held this term for parents of form one boys on June 1st and parents of form two boys on
June 22nd.

The sixth form dance was held on Friday, July 9th and greatly enj@reather event which helped the term to end
with a bang and not a whimper.

In the Easter holidays, Paul Curtigyward went on a scholarship to Germany under the auspices of the Educational
Interchange Council; there he spent three profitable and enjoyable weeks at Osnabruck.

* * * *

On July 6th a party of fifth formers and VIb scientists went to the Everyman Theatre, Cheltenham, for a performance
of the psychological thrilleBleuth

For the last month of the term we were glad to have a French boy with us at school: Benoit Chomarat from Versailles.
We trust that his English (and the third formbs Frenct

* * * *

Drawings for this issue of the magazine are by Philip Faulks, Robert Gwilliam and Richard Hudson. The editorial was
written by a Vla leaver.

Finally we wish our readers well and invite them to another numbEie@Rendcomb Magazine



COLLEGE OFFICERS

Summer Term, 1976

Senior PrefectS. Baynham

Prefects:R. Barrett, C. Dendy, P. Walton, J. Stupple, J. Lyons, A. Parshall, J. Campbell, S. Hicks, M. Griffiths,
T. Nicholas, K. Barraclough, P. Lyons

Librarians: P. Lyons, R. Barrett, A. Rickards, M. Holloway, T. Wormleighton, J. Cooper, I. Cummings.
Church UshersS. Hewitt, T. Nixon, I. Forrest, A. Harris

Bell Ringers:P. CurtisHayward (tower captain), S. Hewitt, J. Lyons, D. Taylor, D. Crew, J. Watson, V. Thresh,
A. Wimperis

Senior Stagemef.. Nicholas, S. Hicks, S. Hewitt, R. Hudson

Photographic SecretanR. Sherratt

Captain of CricketP. Walton

Games Committe€. Hussey, J. Stupple, A. Harris

Magazine EditorsP. Lyons, M. Holloway

Girl sbé TenmnWokers@apt ai n:

Music Librarians:A. Wilson, C. Dendy

Public WorkmanC. Hussey

MEETING OFFICERS

Summer Term, 1976

Chairman:P. CurtisHayward

Secretary.J. Chapman

Meeting BankerD. Pitt

Boysdé BReak er :

Assistant MdiddenistBanker :

Shop BankerS. Hewitt

Senior Shopmanl. Cooper

Junior Shopmeni. Archer, D. Sayers

Entertainments Committe&: Lausch, W. Hewitt, S. Freeman, J. Purkiss, N. Marlow
PapermanS. Trigger

Badminton & Squash Warde8: Elliot

Food CommitteeT. Nixon, S. Tyler, N. Longworth, C. Hart, J. Chapman

Amplifier TechniciansA. Harris, M. Holloway

Broom WardenA. Carter

Breakages ManD. Marshall

Nominations Committe&®. Thomson, K. Barraclough, |. Forrest

Meeting Advisory Committe®. Lyons, J. Campbell, R. Barrett

Council:R. Thomson, N. Longworth, S. Baynham, T. Wolferstan, K. Barraclough, R. Stroud, J. Stupple
T.V. Committeed. Cooper, D. Brennan

MEETING NOTES

Summer Term, 1976

ANOTHER very busy term has been enjoyed by the Meeting. 3rd and 4th form representatives were voted into the
Meeting following a council case in which the matter of the lack of junior representation was raised.

I't was proposed that the meeting should buy 150 ARendc¢
bers of the school. After various abortive attempts at ordering these shirts, it was decided at an emergency meeting
that the meeting could not afford to pay for these shirts unless returns were direct.

The Meeting rules were revised by the Rule Co., especially these concerning the use of sports equipment.

Mr. Medill asked if the meeting would be prepared to buy tools to dig out the lake. As the venture seemed too ambi-
tious and the purchase of tools was a college not Meeting duty this was defeated. Mr. Pricé/lbarirad the 6th

form common room and instead the Meeting voted to filaeeEconomisiThe National Geographical Magaziaed
TheNew Statesman

P.C.H.



FOUNDER®6S DAY 1976

Headmasterbés Speech

Mr. Chairman, | would first like to welcome on your behalf Lord Ashby, our main speaker. It is a great distinction for
us to have a fellow of the Royal Society as our guest. He was until last year Master of Clare College, Cambridge, and
he is well known for his work and writing and broadcasting on the environmental and biological problems which are
more and more coming to dominate our lives. His appointment as the first chairman of the royal commission on envi-
ronmental pollution was a mark of his geminence in this field.

We are very pleased and honoured to have him with us this morning.

An examination paper | looked at recently asked the questibiat are holidays for? One of the things | use mine for

is to do a little of the reading which | find impossible to fit in during term. During the last holiday | read, among other
things, the History of Rendcomb College during its first fifty years.

Looking back on Rendcombdés past | found it a fascinati

been done here since 1920, and | gained a memorable impression of the founder of this school, Noel Wills. That rare
combination of scholar, sportsman, soldier, artist and craftsman, and of his vision of what Rendcomb might be. A very
remarkable vision it was too, far in advance of its time, though also in a way sharing in the spirit of the great founders
of earlier centuries. It is up to all of us as the inheritors of this school to cherish it by keeping faith with the past and
looking to the future as Noel Wills did.

We all have a vision, however faint, of what we would like to create, and these ideas are none the worse for never,
perhaps, being realised by most of wus. As Plato said
could ever exist? But the great thing is to live aft
But the account of Rendcombds foun

your ideas actually take shape: ito give to airy not
If there is one thing that this country seems to be short of today itsgfatied and imaginative men suppose a

i er
ding communicated t
hi

North Sea oil man might describe our position as : AiLor
only that vision was backed by determination and gener

tained their keen interest and support to the present day.
May | remind you of one other thing that Plato said of his ideal city: it was that every citizen should be able to know
all the others by sight. You cannot do that in a large city any more than you can do itin a large school, and | regard it

as one of Rendcombés great strengths, particularly un

an atmosphere of friendship and unity can flourish. It is a very vulgar error to confuse size with significance. Another
great strength which Rendcomb enjoys, and one which contributes so much to the quality of the school, is our close
link with Gloucestershire. As the school has expanded we have established links far beyond the county, but | feel that
we are still in a way a neighbourhood schowith a fairly large neighbourhood. We have always valued our connec-

tion with the local education authority and | think we can claim to have served the county well in the past. | am confi-
dent that we can continue to provide an essential service in the future.

A young pupil- not at Rendcombr ecent |y spoke of her school as foll ows

somet hing new going on, |l i ke a new headmaster, or it

after five years | sometimes feel quite a new headmaster. But one of the pleasures during this time has been a constant

stream of new events. Not only the stimulating flow of fresh faces each year, but new buildings, new subjects, new
sports, increasing numbers of beyand of course new girls. | was turning out a drawer the other day when | found a
piece of paper with a name on it and the sketch of a tédntiously a doodle of mine done years ago in an idle mo-

ment. Suddenly | remembered that the name belonged to one of the first girls to enter Reraficamisually able

girl of sixteeen who announced on the first day of term that she was engaged to be married, and could her fiancé come
and camp in the garden for the first ten days. Well, | was ready for new challenges, but | envisaged things getting a bit
out of hand with an army of camp followers swarming in, so | regretfully said no. | am sad to say that she was the only

L

I

girl who failed to stay the course at Rendcomb, retur:H

things have settled down a bit since those first heady days.

Thirteen years ago was Rendcombdéds | ast inspection by
this time that | asked the inspector of schools for Gloucestershire if the Department of Education & Science would
agree to a new inspection.

We try to keep a critical eye on ourselves all the tifter all, we do expect of our pupils rigorous analysis and as-
sessmertt but impartial judgement is always worth having, so the inspection took place early this term. The report is
confidential, but | can assure you that we are still in business. In fact the inspector said some kind things about the
quality of teaching, the generous provision for creative and imaginative skills, and opportunities for sport and recrea-
tion. Of course they also made some valuable constructive suggestions which we shall be considering carefully.
Audiovisual aids, for instance, can contribute a good deal to the interest and variety of teaching, but it remains true
that the best audiaisual aid on the market is a dedicated schoolmaster or schoolmistress. | believe that we have as
good as supply as you would find anywhere, and | take this opportunity of thanking them for their hard work and sup-
port during the past year. The inspectors concluded by emphasising strongly the relaxed and friendly atmosphere they
found here. It is a little embarrassing for a school to blow its own trumpet, so it is encouraging when somebody else
takes a blow. These qualities, which we shall do our utmost to preserve, are, | believe, some of the reasons for which

t



you have chosen to send your children here, often at considerable personal sacrifice. And | think there is also the sen-
sible, hareéheaded reason that with all the taxes on income and capital, people are looking for an investment that will

not depreciate. Any government can tax the transfer of capital from parents to children, but no method has yet been
devised to deprive a person of a good education once he or she has received it.

It is true that the financial rewards for jobs requiring training and ability have been redviteelss the main leading

article inThe Timegesterday but there are signs now that common sense is returning, with a growing realisation that
ability must be rewarded. And beyond financial reward there is the much greater chance that a good education gives

you of choosing a job that is rewarding in a deeper sense. Of course everybody wants to enjoy a full share of material
possessions. But there is no greater source of happiness in life than doing work in which you find real fulfilment.

Only two or three years ago the great c¢cry was fAEducati

create wealth for societyodo. Even the word o6profitd is
wing Fabian socialist Bernard Shaw who said, AA countr
to provide for ito. It seems to me that at Rendcomb we

Look at the exhibitions today with their splendid variety and all the imagination and craftsmanship that have gone into
them. Read the magazine, and you will be impressed by the interest and vitality of the contributions. You would also

see there some account of the splendid music we have had during the year, the orchestral and choral concerts and a
most memorable performanceTdie Messiahin drama, too, this has been a year of adventurous experiment in which
producers have ignored the proscenium arch and given us theatre in the round, in the vertical, and tiishepa

in the open air. Naturally, the best thing is not just to read about these events, but to be here for them, and we do ap-
preciate the support which parents give by attending performances.

In addition to all these pleasures, we are extending our range of choice in sport without lowering our standards in the
main games. A number of boys choose other sports in the summer term, but the cricket teams have played with great
keenness. Cricket surely educates you for leisure because you need a good deal of leisure to play it. But anyone watch-
ing David Steele in the first test match would recognise that you need some fine qualities to play the game well.

The dry spring enabled us to complete a highly successful hockey season enjoyed by everyone, instead of the more
customary series of cancelled matches and sl ippery pi:t
creditably against various opponents, but went down thriel to the 2nd form boysd team
Then, how shall | describe our rugger? Perhaps, as Jorrocks spoke of foxhunting, it is the image of war without guilt,

and only five and twenty per cent of its danger. A great Gloucestershire gpontnay have followed the fortunes of

the county championship team touring South Afritand you would have admired the spirit in which our matches

were played, and more than half of them won. Unfortunately, | cannot do justice to all the other sporting activities

the tennis, squash, netball, judo and others, but | must just mention one tour de force, when anyeadeid fong

jumped his way into the national athletics finals with a leap of 18 ft. 10 &nsew Gloucestershire record.

Now | turn to work, and if | dondét speak of it at | eng¢
ent s6 meetings which take place six times a year provi
matters of mutual concern, and | always enjoy these occasions for their relaxed and constructive atmosphere.
Examinations are often trying and sometimes unfair, but with all their faults they do provide a stimulus to study and a

goal to aim at, besides their obvious use to provide
throughout the school is not to be sneezed at even i f
the founderds day programme wil |l show an O6A6 | evel [T
Distinctions.

Furthermore, of the sixth form leavers, over 80% are going on to university, while nearly a third of those university
entrants gained places at Oxford or Cambridg@laces in all. Having given credit where credit is due | must point

out that in any one year the 606 and 6Ad | evels accour
those not basking in the limelight, but simply pressing on quietly with their everyday study. Their turn will come, and
judging by the work | see lower down in the school, they will not fall short of these high standards.

But let me also add a word about those people whose forte is not academic study. For these boys and girls Rendcomb
has often done particularly well, and, for them, modest results have been a triumph of determination and character.
They come roaring back in three or four years having acquired during that time jobs, sports cars, girl friends, and other
glittering prizes. The fact that they are indistinguishable from their contemporaries suggests that academic success is
not the only key to the future. They seem to have gained in other ways from their education.

From the many events of the year two very different ones come to my thie@pening of the third form boarding

house this term, and the sponsored walk which raised £735 for the earthquake victims of Guatemala. The first was an
expression of faith in the future of independent education; the second an expression by the boys and girls of this
school of their concern for other people. 20 miles is a long way to walk even if you are sure which way you are going
which some of us werenot.

Before concluding, | want to say goodbye to Mr. Jackson, who is leaving us this term for a senior post in another
school. His contribution during the past five years has been a most full and varied one, both in teaching and in sport;
he will be very much missed, and we wish him every success in the future.

My one consolation in losing him is that | have appointed an old boy of Rendcomb to repladbénfirst time this

has happened.

And now, I end where | began, with the History of Renc

10



seen it, and the warmest thanks of all of us must go to Mrs. James, who has not only completed the writing of it, but
has seen it through all the tiresome detailed work which precedes publication. It is full of good things, and among
them | am glad to see that a great English poet once visited the house which stood here before the present one was
built. He looked out, as we can do this afternoon, upon a view created by man in harmony with nature; the kind of
view so noble and expansive that nowadays it can be enjoyed only by dukes and schoolmasters. My wish is that every
member of Rendcomb past and present should be able to echo the words of Alexander Pope, who wrote over 200

years ago: Al |l ook upon the mansion, walls and terrac:é
mand a variety of wvalleys and rising woods, with a ver

A SUMMARY OF LORD ASHBY®&6S SPEECH

OUR guest speaker on founderds day this year was the
College Cambridge, and is well known for his work and writing and broadcasting on environmental and biological
problems.

Lord Ashby started his speech by saying how embarrassing such occasions could be and illustrated his point with an
amusing anecdote: he recounted a speech he had made in a marquee under a barrage of spiders which were falling
from the roof of the tent. This was happening only at the platform end and so the audience could not understand why
those on the platform were incessantly scratching their heads!

Lord Ashby continued by explaining that his speech was directed to the young people in the school and that the par-
ents and staff could go to sleep now. He promised to keep his speech to the twenty minutes allotted and took off his
watch to keep a check on the time!

He spoke of the gradual development of education and of the difficulties facing people who had the task of educating
in a world where change was more and more rapid. This idea was emphasised by an interesting and humorous story
about a paleolithic tribe. This tribe taught their young how to keep tigers away from the caves with fire and how to
grab fish from the clear streams; and, thus, an early form of school was instituted. However, an environmental change
led to cloudy water (due to glaciers) and the tigers being driven out by bears; but the school still taught fish grabbing
and tigerscaring. At a tribe committee meeting, the teacher proposed that the curriculum should be changed. This was
met with opposition from the elders of the tribe, who objected because a tradition would be lost if new things were
taught (that is bear baiting and a different method of fishing)!

Lord Ashby concluded by stressing the i mportance of t
things and skill with people. Very rarely is anyone good with all three talents, but often people are good with two of
them. Lord Ashby advised us to choose a career which best exploited the skills we did possess. He also said it was a

L

f

good idea to have an idea of what goes on outside onef¢

learning the second law of thermodynamics, as one eminent person had suggested.

P.J.L., AP.

MUSIC

Church Music

2nd May  Hallelujah Chorus .. o o . G. F. Handel
l6thMay The Stri f.e i.s OOb6er H. Ley
23rd May  Thou Visitest The Earth .. o . M. Greene
27th May O King Most High .. o o . R. Wagner
6th June  If Ye Love Me . . . . T. Tallis
13th June  Hymn To The Trinity o o . P. Tchaikovsky
13th June Te Deumin B Flat .. " " . C. V. Stanford
20th June O For A Closer Walk With God .. . C. V. Stanford
26th June Let Us Now Praise Famous Men. . R. Vaughan Williams
4th July Laudate Nomen Domini .. . . C. Tye
Now Thank We All Our God " . arr. J. S. Bach
All People That On Earth Do Dwell .. arr. R. Vaughan Williams

The service on 4th July was accompanied by the brass group, who also performed Sonata Pian e Fort by G. Gabrieli.
Trumpet descants were played by Adrian Bell.

Mr. Tony Sheppard, who has taught brass here for the past five years, unfortunately leaves us this term. During this
time he has built up the brass section from almost nothing and trained the ensemble to the point where they can tackle

11



works as complex as the Gabrieli sonata performed in church on 4th July. We are sorry to lose him but hope to see
him playing in concerts from time to time.

His place will be taken by Mr. lan Head. Mr. Brian Webber (violin and viola) and Mrs. Ruth Owens (piano and violin)
also join the music staff next term.

RENDCOMB COLLEGE CHORAL SOCIETY CONCERT

23rd May, 1976

THE gymnasium was filled to capacity on 23rd May when the college Choral Society and an orchestra of twenty led

by Cyril Home, under the conductor John Willson, presented two choral works carefully selected for this Ascension-
tide. These were the Bach Canthtdet Gotft Ascensi on Or atori o), Odeduarthe Birth- Ger ma
day of Queen Marnand both shared the spirit of joy and excited welcome: on the one hand for the ascended Christ

and then for the Royal Birthday of Dutch William Ill. A real sense of joy and occasion pervaded this very successful
concert.

Bachés score, as one would expect, made ruthless demar
found some difficulty, as did the basses, with their fierce semiquaver runs; but their attack was always keen and the
voices came rich and full.

The three choral numbers were linked by varied recitatives, among which appeared the highlight of the first part, an
aria for countetenor, out of which Bach later fashioned the Agnus Dei of his B minor Mass. Derek Acock is to be
commended both for his mastery of line and for the clean precision of ornaments which Bach had inserted.

The chorale following shortly after this lovely solo had no instrumental introduction, and seemed to catch the choir
unawares.

Robert Sherratt (bass) presented his recitatives with considerable feeling, his young voice sprightly in the runs; and the
tenor (John Wilman) achieved a feeling of true drama and joy. Elizabeth Baker, in Hesaribbok thou kindhdealt

with the tricky intervals of sevenths and her long semiquaver runs with a crisp, clear vocal tone and confidence to
match.

And so we came to the final choruegrettably the room temperature necessitated auprier the strings, but the

disciplined work of the trumpets soon restored the atmosphere and gave inspiration to the choir, who leaped to re-
spond.

We needed the coffee break to enable us to simmer down and relax for the PurCelinedé’e Sons of Art

The choir here were less stringently taxed in their work and so, after a spirited overture, the alto presented the air for

the choir to take up. They sang about gladness with gl
two numbers were later repeated, but serving rather as a middle section came the well knownSdundube

Trumpet Thetwocountet enor s avoided a potenti al i mbal ance by the
and Derek Acock came together in perfect accord on t he

For the alto sol&trike the viol rejoiced to see that John Willson had required Claire Harmsworth to put down her

flute and join Peter Uglow with her treble recordeuch a mellifluent sound! The bass gave a rich entry fdbdnis
credCharms ol o and one was bound to admire Robert Sherratt
the society. He had followed the soprano solo in which Elizabeth Baker dealt confidently with those demanding long
runs in dotted rhythm. When she paced the oboe so exactly one realised that a lot of work had been put in.

For the final chorus back we go to the thire@-bar in which Purcell always excelled. HereSiee Nature Rejoicing
everyone | et themselves go and gave of their exciting
wel come the dayd.

The joy was real and exhilarating as we went out to greet the cool Rendcomb air in the full moon.

E.S.
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ATHE GHOSTO

THE CAST

Grumio, a bucolic slave é e e e e e Phillip Faulks
Tranio, a smart slave e e e e e é Owen Davies
Philolaches, an erring young maé e e e e lan Forrest
Philematium, the cause of his erring  é e e é Wendy Hewitt
Scapha, her attendant & e e e e é Taryn Nixon
Callidamates, an inebriate friend of Philolachés  é é Stephen Hewitt
Delphium, his friend, a jolly girl é e e e é Juliette Chapman
Phaniscus, a smooth slavé e e e e é Timothy Lausch
Theopropides, a merchané e e e e é Paul CurtisHayward
Misargyrides, a monelender  é e e e e David Butler
Simo, a solid citizeré e e e e e e Simon Tyler
Pinacium, a loutish slave é é é é é é David Brennan
Sphaerio, a useful slave é e e e e e David Pitt
A spare slaveé e e e e e e e Andrew Harris
Prompter é e e e e e e e Anthony Ashmore
Costumes é é é é é é é é Linda Fox
Makeup é é é é é é é Veronica Thresh, Vickie Joel,

Ann Wimperis, Jane Watson,

Diane Crew
Lighting é é é é é é é é Zeus

The Ghosta Roman farce by Plautus, was performed by members of VIb on July 4th and 5th. The action takes place

in Athens in a street before the houses of Theopropides and Simo, in the third century B.C. The play centres on a ser-
vant, Tranio, who creates more and more confusion as the play progresses in order to prevent his master, who has just
returned from a long absence, finding out about the-tuasting and festivity that have taken place while his son has

been master of his house.
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It made a pleasant change to watch a play in the natural surroundings of tizér dpeatre in the wilderness, which

has not been used for a number of years and which was well suited to the outdoor sEttnGlobst

The leading part, Tranio, was convincingly played by Owen Davies, who was very amusing with Hisigmesed
presumption and rascally ways. We saw in this part the start of the dramatic tradition of the servant outwitting his
master. On the stage at the opening of the play, in company with Tranio, was the bucolic Grumio, a very funny part
extremely well portrayed by Philip Faulks, complete with Gloucestershire accent.

lan Forrest played the part of the dandyish Philolaches with great flair, and was equally. enthusiastic when wooing the
attractive Philematium (Wendy Hewitt). Paul Cuttlayward had the difficult task of playing the dry and serious
Theopropides and contrasted well with the inebriation and boisterousness of Callidamates which Stephen Hewitt vig-
orously evoked. Simon Tyler was suitably filled out for the role of Simo, who preferred gormandising to the affections
of his wife.

The smaller parts were also well acted: Juliette Chapman as Delphium, who propped up Callidamates in his drunken
stupor, Taryn Nixon as Scapha, Phil ematiumbés el derly ¢
Misargyrides (David Butler), the disagreeable moneylender. The colourful assortment of Siavethy Lausch,

David Brennan, David Pitt, and Andrew Harrigrovided additional interest to the plot.

Credit is due to Richard Hudson and Stephen Hewitt for the simple but striking scenery. Costumes -anweade

well organised as usual, under the supervision of Mrs. Fox, and in a short space of time Mr. Sells produced another
very successful and entertaining play.

P.J.L, T.W.
"SON OF MAN"
CHARACTERS
Jesus é é é é é é é é Kevin Barraclough
Agitator é é é é é é é é Jane Wilson
Roman Captain & é é é é é é John Garvie
Pontius Pilaté é é é é é é é Jeremy Stupple
Roman Commande# e e e e e é Robert Barrett
Caiaphas ¢ e e e e e e e Philip Lyons
Andrew e e e e e e e e Mandy Jones
Peter é e e e e e e e Tim Longworth
Jamesé e e e e e e e Alice Parshall
John é e e e e e e e Nick Longworth
Procula e e e e e e e Tessa Wolferstan
Judas Iscaridk e e e e e e é Robert Stroud
Ruth é e e e e e e e Clare GardneMedwin
1st Boxer € é é é é é é Richard Caney
2nd Boxer é e e e e e e é Jonathan McGill
The Technicians é e e e e e é Tim Nicholas, Steve Hicks,
Tessa Wolferstan
Props é e e e e e e e John Porch, John Purkiss,
Duncan Taylor
Reader and Directag e e e e e e Nigel Paton
DENI S Psotnof Marwtass an ambitious choice for a post O0AO6 | ev

tense emotion. After only two weeks of preparation the cast gave an outstanding performance which would have done
them credit had they had much longer. It was enjoyed and appreciated by an audience of parents and friends, whose
only grumble was the heat of the gym, which made more difficult the concentration needed for so intellectual a work.

The play portrayed Christ as a man, highlighting his human traits. He did not want to be chosen as the Messiah. He
wanted a full human I ife, but he bowed to Godos wil/|
bringing out the manés passion and confusion.

The other characters, too, were looked at originally and perceptively, and played intelligently. Jeremy Stupple por-
trayed Pilatebds sensuality, but also showed his strong
ple. Robert Barrett and John Garvie, as military commanders, showed a less sensitive approach, relying on force. They
were suitably impassive and uncomprehending.

Within Pilateds household Richard Caney and Jonathan |
and added colour to the production. Credit is due to them for the realism of their wrestling. The women of the house-

hold were sympathetic characters to whom ideas were more important than politics. Tessa Wolferstan, as Procula, was
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dignified and humane. Ruth, played by Clare Gardnedwin, seemed at first a mindless servgin but her defi-

ance of Pilate for the sake of her Christianity was movingly conveyed.

A more balanced view of the Jewish Church at this time than is usual in our literature was provided by the roles of
Caiaphas and Judas. Philip Lyons as the high priest showed nobility of bearing and a true belief in the Church which
he served, but in the end convention defeated the man. Robert Stroud played a passionate Judas, torn by conflict.
The disciples were convincing and individualistic, though all showed appropriate confusion and lack of understanding.
Andrew (Mandy Jones) ably supported Peter (Timothy Longworth) who was flippant aludifugy, while showing

real love for Christ. James was played by Alice Parshall, who controlled her moving speeches admirably, while John
(Nicholas Longworth) was perhaps the greatest doubter of all. Jane Wilson was a vivid, screaming agitator.

The technicians, Timothy Nicholas, Richard Hudson, Stephen Hicks and Tessa Wolferstan, deserve the warmest praise
for the lighting effects which helped the smoothness and intensity of the performance. The blackout after each scene
and the spotlight, well directed by Richard Hudson, were most effective. Thanks, too, to Mr. Webb for providing the
plastic blackout, without which the lighting would not have been feasible.

Finally we thank and congratulate Nigel Paton, who directed the play and also took part as reader. It was a fine
achievement on which to leave Rendcomb and we wish him all the best for the future.

J.L., M.H.

- — -
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contributions

Mark Holloway

WALK INSIDE
Outside: AWwWal k insi deo,
The daylight whispered in my ear.
ltdéds al ways far away; I knew that much

half-way:

Inside 1:

Inside 2:

Telling me | ought to make my way

Back from the edges of lawns which wind and reel between

Counterfeit blocks of granite grass

And rolling mounds of weathered waighiny breezes;

All this before the daylight far away, Before the darkness whispers in your ear,
AfGo backo.

| went inside.
I f | donét really understand a word of
fi donét see why you should."

The fuschia wept

Her dainty head upon the willowds shoul

Theydd never met before

It hardly seemed to matter

Theydd stay together now; they had to
To stay alive.

iMerely a mouthpiece for his political
The first continued to speak.

S

t

nce

der .

t

he

comment o,

iTel mah merely a puppet for Eraepsekahs.

The second continued to weep.
There.

| have made it at last,

Yearning over

Struggles long and hard.

Al f | open my eyes

I f | turn round | wildl seeo,

Inside outwards to me.

Beating faster, expectation welling, bursting.

ifiOpen your eyeso, my dar kness sai d.
| succumb (or rather obey),

And light seeps in through a sleek slit opposite the ceiling scaling a song, singing the sun,

sun and the sand.
The pure white light, as it seems to stutter, starts to fade, gently, slowly, no hurry.
It dapples darker, then clears.

AWal k insideo,

The daylight whispered in my ear,

Surrounded by darkened prisms, of doubt and disappointment.

ABut | 'm heredo, | questioned, fAarendt
| had seen the pin prick of light amidst the darkness swirling round

and followed it

and reaching it

and clasping it

hadnot | ?

Nothing seems changed, all has remained the same.

Alt's always far awayo.

I think I dm beginning to understand.
A little.
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AN ACT OF DESTRUCTION
Adrian Sergison (Form IVa)

THE old houses, looking grey and dangerous in the dull light, totter away into the distance. All that can be seen are the
grey windows with dirty grey net curtains in the greasy grey walls dotted here and there with canary yellow doors cov-
ered with a thin coating of dust. The crumbling chimneys march along the rooftops; their television aerial spears

pierce the grey clouds indicating rest for the-tityed pigeons.

Yellow-h el met ed men wearing 6donkey jacketso6 wander along
their feet. They are followed by the demolition crane, its monstrous metal ball swinging to and fro as the vehicle jolts
along the uneven road, eddoking as it approaches the first of the houses, standing proud.

It stops; momentum is gathered by the perilous ball and suddenly it smashes into the first old and damp wall. It buck-
les and collapses, throwing up a cloud of dust around the broken bricks and timbers. The ball swings again, portraying

a sadistic grin until the roof falls into the pyre of bricks. A shattered window pane juts from the rubble and settling

dust; a sardonic epitaph.

The rigorous balll pounds the houses into the same pr uc
home, now a demolition mandés madri gal

iltdés a sacrifice to devel opment! o

Through the smoke | see blocks of flats glowing orange in the reflection of the fires.

FINALITY
Veronica Thresh

She steps up onto a bus, with tread as careful as

A spider testing its web; glancing all the while

From beneath blue lids, too timid to be proud

Of her small feet, gnarled now, but hidden in shoes

That ten years ago she had considered to be as elegantly-oiadie
As her fat husband whose ovaresence has gone,

Leaving her a pension but little else

To kindle girlhood dreams of love and life.

And so in a world of empty afternoons and acquaintances

She learns of a finality long before death.

NOVEMBER
Veronica Thresh

There is something hopeless about November, and cruel,

The earth lies cold and granigeey, no beauty here,

Only the fascination of things diseased

Saves us from hibernation; we find no joy

In stark reality. No, spare us that,

Hide us from fact, we need our time to dream.

Do not ask the quietyed boy why he stands so still,

Or the swooping children why they snatch the jaundiced leaves

And wish for spring. They might reply

And tell the truth, if we dared listen;

They see itédés too | ate now, but we walk blind,
Ignore our struggling senses, turn to visions.

We know thereds no hope now for sun and fl ower s
And birds. But still we dream of spring.

O0Fool s6, the boy might say, 6the cold comes from your
But it is November, and his heart too is cold.
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THE DERELICTS
Duncan Taylor (Form IVa)

THE derelict house stood alone and aloof, in a void of omnipotent obscurity that is age. The memories of a time, sur-
passed by time, blew around the stark, perpetuated expressions of the empty door frames. Fingers of broken glass
stretched, trying to cover the irreparable hole of time that had been hurled at their panes.

The stairway sighed and heaved its damp, rotting bones to the tempo of a strange symphony: the symphony of death.
A door screamed upon its rusty hinges in anticipation of the final, echoing chords that would bring the sadistic audi-
ence of the elements to applause. Ten thousand rats scampered along the hiddayabéyhe aching floorboards;

and were now suddenly silent.

A tramp, a living monument to his decadent life, collapsed within the peeling, gtestded walls, to share his for-

gotten memories with his inanimate friend; the symphony sounded for him too.

The violins with hysterical wailings sang their song of destruction, weaving around the inevitable, descending scale of
the woodwind. The conductor with frenzied movement urged the terrible notes of brass to dance.

With discordant harmony they played their part; a whirlwind of united sound spinning around a composer of hate.
And then the inevitable culmination: the final exertions of the racing tympani; the last agonising screams of the viola.
With an ultimate resounding chord the boiling waters of the orchestra chilled; and all was silence once more, except
for a laugh that rang out in the dusk of life as the last saladen sigh exhaled from the derelicts.

SMI TH6 S FARM SHOP
Stuart Smith (Form Va)

THE indicator clicks, and the car lurches dizzily to the left, just avoiding the little red mini you had failed to see ear-

lier. You speed past the sign telling you to slow down, and nearby miss doing yourself an injury on the steering wheel

as your front wheels hit the solid ramp, meant for slowing people down, | add. As you near your parking place you

give the car park attendant a free wash as your back wheels splash into a puddle, and you abruptly come to a halt as
your front wheels hit the kerb.

As you enter the shop you are greeted with happy sounds from behind the counter.

AThat 61 I be ten pounds twenty, pl ease, madamo, and sort
has just bought. You peer inside theteam and marvel at the bright colours of the room, people sitting down wad-

ing through bowls of strawberries and cream, scones, jam and assorted drinks and ice creams.

The smiling man behind the counter asks if you want ar
in the face are vegetables and fruits of all shape, colour and size, so instead of choosing, you just chat to the man, with

t he 6Smit h éshirtéhaabomt CBippiogpCGamptden and its historical interest. You learn it was an important

wool town, it has one of the oldest houses in Britain in its streets. You learn of its customs and happenings, its shops,
museums and hotels, the church, Oliver Cromwell, and the origins of its name.

He tells you that this neighbourhood has seen everythi
to writerds thoughts, and the gaiety of festivals and
As you wal k outside, your ears are greeted with the st

greeted with the whiteness of the Chipping Campden Cricket Club in full cry. You see the little children running to

and fro with droplets of ice cream and sweat on their faces, stopping now and then to break off the tips of their ice

cream cones and feed it to the polar bear hulk of a dog lying dozily in the shade.

As the rest of your family has gone to APick their Owr
around inside the main packing area of the building. As you step in you are greeted with a mirage of agriculturally
gleaming machinery, the smell of cardboard and dust, and the sound of the tinkering spanner of an enthusiastic la-
bourer.

Thinking of what you were told earlier about the beauty of Chipping Campden, you decide to go and look for yourself.
Getting your breath back at the top of the hill you have just walked up, you look down the row of almshouses, with old
ladies and gentlemen sitting outside on the overgrown wooden benches, dressed in old soiled clothes and bowling
green caps. From here you pass down some steps and ar ¢
In front of you is the oldest house in Britain you were told about, now occupied by the village doctor and her brightly
coloured car. From here you meet gaily coloured shops, hotels, and museums until you come to the market place, now
only occupied by white doves and their litter. The old wood is riddled with woodworm, and the stone floor is all un-
even and discoloured. Through it you can see the war 1
Suddenly, remembering your family back at the shop, you rush back and are met with angry faces and orders of expla-
nation. As you drive away you reflect for a few minutes on the pleasures and mysteries of a small Cotswold town and

its ways, and return to the babble of modernity.
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DROUGHT
Benedict Hatchwell(Form I11)

THICK, clogging dust, raised by the churning wheels of the lorries, envelops us, coating us with a fine, gritty layer

like lichen on an ancient building. Streams and rivers shrink, bordered with a cracking band of mud; they flow on to
eternity.

Birds sit panting in the shade, lizards bask luxuriously ontreaked stones absorbing the sun. The vast, open sky

hurls blinding rays, soaking up moisture like a sponge. Plants curl up and perish miserably, devoid of life, they lie like
dead men on a battlefield.

Beech leaves wither, and fall silently to the ground, masking the intense heat from the dry grass; the spreading canopy
of branches hides lush growth from ravenously searching rays.

On the coast, flocking like sand grouse to water, tourists lie like stranded whales on the beaches and flap clumsily in
the water. The beaches are thronged with a psychedelic blanket of people, the thrashing water seems to boil, spewing
children on to the littestrewn beach.

In the fields, cows munch hdifeartedly at subaked grass, skinny haunches, glazed eyes and swinging tails showing
their misery and discontent with life.

Only in the thickwalled tunnel of the dense wood is the heat bearable, as cool breezes play with the twisting leaves of
aspen and poplar. Out again into the open, like stepping into a furnace, where dry, suffocating heat throttles like a con-
stricting python, gently caressing you in its vige grip.

Worms and snails perish miserably on the surface caught by the cruel jaws of death, blackbirds and thrushes peck at
the hard skins before seeking shade among the dense buckthorn hedges.

Swans sleep contentedly, the bright light reflecting off their ruffled feathers as if from a mirror. In the cool water carp
gulp noisily, snapping insects from the shimmering surface of the water.

All is silent, winds stop, clouds appear; it rains.
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APARTHEID DREAM
Jonathan Porch(Form IVa)

THE battlefield was divided evenly between the black and white powers. The two armies faced one another with equal
manpower. The battle began:

The white infantryman advanced towards the black forces and stared blankly about him, not knowing what to do or

why he had been sent there. The black commander parri ¢
to confront the thrust. The black troop stood defiant; not wishing to retreat or attack. He tried hard to understand the
otherdés motives but they were beyond him so he waited
advance further: the black, according to the rules of the game, moved across to the other side of the path and let him
through the lines into the black country. The white drove deep into the newly occupied territory as the blacks moved
aside. Suddenly he came across opposition. Before him stood the mud huts of the natives. They did not move aside.
Their simplicity annoyed him. The commander of the white forces did not like such unrefined architecture. It would
displease him.

The white castle proceeded forward to its new site. It towered majestically over all around and stared down at the
seemingly pitiful black huts surrounding it. The overseer had arrived amongst the underlings. Superiority shone from

the clean white sides. The black hut watched the advance, bewildered. He was baffled and confused. Taken by sur-
prise, he was replaced. He surrendered and died submissively.

The white cavalry moved into the territory and looked down on the natives surrounding him. Black ants crawling be-

low their white human aggressors waiting, just waiting, to be trodden on and crushed. The blacks summoned their

chief and persuaded him that he must fight against the mounted invader. What could he fight him on? His bare feet? A
horse was stolen late one night from the white encampment and delivered to the chief. The following day when the

white knight came to take more slaves he was confronted by the black chief. He was astonished by the apparent oppo-
sition. They faced each other on the plain. The white knight cried aloud and charged. The black chief trembled. The
white man charged towards him. The black tried to move his horse into action but to no avail. For he did not know that

it had been trained not to move if its reins were in front of its head. The white raced along until it was alongside the

bl ack, then he swung his horse across until he was a |
hard on the rump. It reared and threw the black, then raced off down the plain. The white knight towered over the
grovelling chief and laughed. He laughed! The blacks were dismayed at their fallen leader. They walked slowly away

into the bush.

The troops had occupied the country now and so the bishop decided it was time for him to make his entrance. He was

to move in and show the heathen savages God and to mend their erroneous ways. The Christian way was the right way
and had been so for years. The bishop was certain because his forefathers had passed down the divine instructions to
him. He would go to heaven: he knew it. He must show the uneducated the right way. How could he be sure he was
right? He would be dead before he would definitely know the truth. It would be too late to correct a possible error and

yet he was prepared to destroy the spiritual cultures of the blacks which were as old as, if not older than, his own relig-
ion. He was prepared to expose the faults of their priest yet offer no security of his own and rely on their curiosity to

gain attention. He was prepared to guide them into his path whether he was right or wrong. He would not go down

alone: others would come with him.

The black bishop was lost, bewildered, dumbfounded by the technology of this invader. It was true that he had been
wrong yet the white man, yes a man with a different cc¢
ideas. He spoke symHBoelasf efdr odnb oeo k®dp a gHed doefn oau ntcheidn t he bl
this stranger because they were curious and overawed by his appearance and manner. How could he possibly maintain
interest in himself against this novelty act. Slowly he slid off the board.

Now a queen was needed for the country. The black men wished their most beautiful woman to be entered yet the
whites wanted their most beautiful woman as queen. Only one representative was allowed yet by continuous argument
both the blacks and whites were allowed to enter a representative. However, the whites insisted on stealing the name

of the blacks6 country for their queen. Their woman we
another name for their beauty queen. |t was preposter
The black king was not pleased. He rebelled and struggled to gain his country back from the whites yet they refused to
yield. The white king addressed the black king.

AWe have built houses which will stand against wind ar
tected you from your enemies with our own troops. We have taught you to read and write, to think logically, to help
yourselves to live better and stay healthy, to grow crops and produce more milk. In return we ask only that you might

give us the wealth of ores in your country and that we might continue governing you until you are a truly great nation.

Wi thout wus only half of your friends would be alive ar
ABut we would be happy and free to walk how and where
AwWe could have, and still could, kill you yet we do n«
fied and always discontented. Thatés the trouble with

boomed back the white voice of imperialism.
Checkmate !
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AFTER 606 LEVELS (1)
Stephen Hawkins(Form V)

THE Study Block is quiet. It is mitchorning and so the sun has not yet made staying indoors unbearable. All the win-

dows that | can see are open but there is little sound of activity from inside them. | can hear the fan whirring and the

radio droning in the kitchen on the other side of the courtyard. A stainless steel cauldron full of thawing peas is

clanked into a sink and the peal of raucous laughter appreciates a joke by thedtatfredmout one of the masters.

A patter of worried first form feet passes beneath my window, terrified of being late for English and the punishment of
writing out from the dictionary. A raised voice from the French room as Mr. Sells harangues someone for putting the
wrong ending on a verb. Mr. Partridge comes up from his office in Little Hell with a ladder in one hand and a pair of

pliers in the other to repair an electrical fault somewhere in the school.

| lean back on my chair until it rests on its hind legs only and my shoulder blades touch the cold, grey radiator behind

me and | feel contented. | have finally and inexorably put behind me physics, chemistry and other such tortures of my
first five years at Rendcomb. | have forgotten the number | was allotted by the bureaucratic machinery of the Cam-
bridge Local Examinations Syndicate and which | had put faithfully at the top of each page of my exams. | have for-
gotten even the Rentbmb centre number without regret.

The morning drags languidly on towards lunch. Boredom begins to make me stretch myself and search for elusive
interest. W. H. Auden, Geoffrey Chaucer, Prosper Merimee, and Heinrich Boll; somehow my bookshelf holds little
attraction as | shall have to struggle with hidden symbolism or dictionaries whichever | choose.

How about this? Robert Grave&r eek Myt hs. #AAway from the shrine, wret
wi || kill your father and marry your mother. o Hot st uf
| suppose | can always turnon myradio. FoBrr i an Johnstone c¢omi n-¢gSchbebbengn Your
Chamber Music; Twe Jimmy Young; and OneTony Blackburn. Nought, | feel, might be the best channel for this

morning.

A swallow swoops low over the Study Block three times before returning to its nest under the eaves. A blackbird is
audible from the Wilderness; | wonder what it can see that is making it so excited.

One o06clock approaches lazily. As it nears | switch or
are. The Stable Block chimes sombrely, five minutes e:
adds its voice two minutes later. | wait with bated breath as the weatherman finishes. The six steady pips from Hurst-
monceaux synchronise the worldpart from Rendcomb. It is a good disaster or two into the news before the college

bell rings and | must rush down the Study Block stairs and into lunch.

AFTER 0606 LEVELS (11)
Hamish Wilson (Form Va)

We had imagined lying in the fields of Elysium,
Exams had been our chronometer,

We had thought that exorbitant frivolity

Would replace exarstiffened discipline.

Extroverts had proudly contested

And challenged one another with idle boasts,
Dares, claims to fame had been proclaimed,
Pragmatic behaviour would be our benefactor.

Vague promises combined with hopes of Utopia.

Ours was a simple doctrine:

AKeep slaving, drain yourself wuntil the coveted ti meo;
Ever distant, but near in terms of days and exams.

That abstract time was constantly discussed,

With our humour and talk it rejuvenated

Stale conversations and tense, cracking relationships;
Our dream of escapades had raised our morale.

However, was it to be? were our juniors to ask,

In First World War propaganda fashion,

AFi fth former, what did you do after 606 | evel s?
Were we to be the topic of discussion for Rendcomb sons to come ?
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Were we to strip back our metaphorical sleeves

And swear we got our metaphorical scars

Of hA-apéarfdbal ustradingodo, suspensi on,
In the postexamination period of rebellion?

]
AAfter 606 | evel so was a cold fried egg,
A lack of milk and a headache from
A hangover of drunken heat,
| nt er mi ntadeHingp efirNoond s 0 .

Vague recollections of those interesting exams

Forced themselves back through pressing atmosphere.
Pregnant energy was lost in claustrophobic studies,
Blisters dominated unpleasant tentiied feet.

No, it wasndét Athe time when we did things differentl)
Utopia was spared from us; replaced with molassed relief

Faustian felicity prevailed and discipline prescribed.

Time was inexorable.

DROUGHT
James Duncumb(Form III)

THE ruthless sun drains the earth of the essence of life. The suffering grass on the lawn is the first to show signs of
death. The brown patches spread outwards like a wave, not of water, but of stiffing heat. Mournfully, the sweating
gardener draws hot slimy water from the depths of the water butt and sprinkles a drop or two round the wilting dahlias.
The miserable row of sweltering pansies is a sad sight for tired eyes, as you trudge over the baking gravel of the path.
The milkman too, trudging over that same path in the early hours of the morning, does not escape the penetrating rays
of the sharp sun.

The brown park offers no invitation to any soul to enter its parched grounds, for it is too hot even to lie and make use
of the ultraviolet rays in giving oneself a tan. One step is enough to bring your blood to the boil and cause a river of
sweat to pour down your face, as the Rawdhed processes of nature strive to keep the body at a temperature you can
endure.

Even the sufloving swallows and housmartins seem quiet in this desert heat, as they twist and swoop, fretfully
searching for the few flies that can withstand this extreme temperature.

The cool, rippling river is a sorry sight: a mere trickle of warm, greenish water flows over the bubbling mud that is full
of rotting life; the spirited trout hangs on the bottom of the deeper pools, gasping for oxygen in thefiee/geter.

The cows in the shade of the persevering hoh&stnut tree lie panting in small puddles of sweat that flows in rivulets

off their heaving sides.

The two brown horses seem to be the only things that have the energy to stay standing on their feet. Side by side and

facing opposite directions they stand complacently, e\
head, by some reflex action, in order to displace the swarms of festering flies that clamber and frolic around their pa-
tient eyes.

The reservoir is at a new low and, unless we receive some rain soon, we will be in serious trouble.
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ONLY ARROWS FALLING
Philip Lyons

| saw your face in the rain
As it fell like arrows to the ground.
A tear caressed your cheek
And your eyes questioned mine.
There is always a time for forgiving,
| answered,
Looking for the right thing to say.
There is always an hour for loving,
You said,
Waiting for the rain to go away.
| felt the ecstasy of understanding
As it rushed in a wave between us,
Surging over the past and the future;
Holding us in a moment of forever;
Saving us from the hands that meant to harm us;
Making us as one together.
And now, awake, my dream is washed away.
Outside the rain falls, but your eyes
Will not be staring at mine today;
And when they do they burn, not yearn.
My heart is full of words that | will never say;
And | seem to hear a distant voice calling;
But the romantic fool is wrong: it is only arrows fallin

REVERIE
Paul Curtis-Hayward

The world spins slowly

The head spins slowly

And sorrows disappear

Into the dreams of tomorrow

Into the blue haze of today.

Bacchus is knighted and the

Mind is corrupted by beautiful dreams
Dreams of bygone days

When wood nymphs danced and the earth awoke;
Spring rode in, garnished with wild garlic,
And the leafy bows filtered the sun.

WAKING UP
Michael Curtis-Hayward (Form 111)

A blank headache greets the day.
A sweatridden body lies

Naked of hope.

A dull pain greets

Another bloody blue sky;

Tangled sheets stir in protest.

A mouth chokes,

Full of the sour drug of sleep;
Drugs of sleep, dregs of sleep,
Leaving an inarticulate ache:
Inarticulate from the blur of life,
Life, a jigsaw made of waking up.

g.
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THE VETERAN

Shane GaltresgForm V)

The plane falls, screaming, earthward.

A heron rises, lazily, from the green water.
The old man falls.

Stays fallen.

The heron returns.

The veteran moves cautiously,
And seeing the empty sky,
Shoots down the plane;

With his stick.

Recovered now, he limps on,
Notches his weapon,
And announces to a cow,

iThree hundred and one.
Reaching the end of the field,

He shuffles to attention,

Salutes before a tree.

AThank you, sir, it was

He marches off,

A burr placed proudly on his jumper,
A token of his service

To a king he never knew.

A FINAL SONG
Kevin Barraclough

Where did the eagle sing

On that day,

Long ago,

When we sacrificed our dreams
In the lonely hour before dawn,
On the cold stone altar

Of the empty temples of the sun?

The eagle was there,

In the mountains above the city,

Soaring among the crags

Searching for the silver chalice of the moon,
That held the sacred blood

Of the sacrificial puppet.

And in the heat,

The rock images still stare at the violent sun,
Carved from stone

By the stone carvers,

Their eyes gaze at the violence

In this sinking sky

Of these,

The Ancients.

The mountain caves are dry now,

The bleached skull is there, yet,
Painted.

But the broken clown clowns no more.
His chalice was taken by the eagle,

not hi

I






