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Roy Taylor (36-42) writes:
Frank and I were at Marlborough together but he was two years
younger than me and whilst we were familiar as names to each other,
our paths do not seem to have crossed.

I obtained a copy of his book [The City of London School at
Marlborough] and found it fascinating. With the passing of time,
Marlborough had seemed such an unreal experience yet in its way it
was an important part of my development, not least the impact of the
Marlborough countryside which still has an atmosphere of its own for
me. I passed the book to two of my contemporaries with whom I have
kept in touch and who feature in its pages (Geoff Button and Edwin
Egelstaff). Their response was to wonder what had happened to those
of our friends who became an important part of our lives at the time.
For me too, was the sense that the staff were collectively impressive,
and managed what could have been a very stressful time with much
sensitivity and good sense.

I corresponded with Frank and with the aid of the School Directory
for 1938 was able to give some of the details missing for 30 boys. We
also discovered that my sister and brother in law lived just a couple of
blocks away from him, and that they had friends in common. Small
world! Earlier this year I told Frank that I would be visiting Toronto in

Frank Helyar (left) in November 2000, presents his book The City of
London School at Marlborough to the Master and the Archivist of
Marlborough College

July and we agreed to meet if possible. I rang soon after I arrived and
Frank's wife Joyce answered and told me that Frank had died just a
month previously on June 6th. [Roy recounts details of Frank's life
which appear below.] Frank was delighted with the warm reception he
had in Marlborough last summer which was featured in the January
issue of the Gazette.

This is in no sense an obituary since I did not know Frank. I sus-
pect that there are only a few of us who were at Marlborough who will
have read the book and it is partly in appreciation of Frank's work that
I have written to you at such length.



Frank Helyar has completed his book on "The City of London School at
Marlborough". He is a brave man and is to be congratulated on producing what has
turned out to be a "magnum opus" (no language criticisms please!). Approximately
300 pages in length, part 1 includes selections from the School Magazine from July
1939 to July 1944 and contains photographs and articles describing the School's
activities during that period. Part 2 has articles by and about the School staff in
Marlborough together with their photographs. Part 3 contains many of the articles
referring to the Marlborough period which have been published in the OC's
Gazette since the war. Included also are a number of articles submitted in response
to a request in the Gazette but which were never published. The book concludes
with the article "City Ways" by Kingsley Amis.

Frank tells us that he has been working on the book for the last three years as a
'retirement project' and he, personally, has had 100 copies printed and bound. The
book is being offered at a price likely to be around $25 (plus mailing) with any
surplus over cost being donated to the Club Benevolent Fund. Frank may be
contacted at 373 West Rouge Hill Drive, West Rouge, Ontario MIC 2Z4,by phone
at (416) 282-3533, and by e-mail at<MAILTO:FWH@INTERLOG.COM
fwh@interlog.com. Well done Frank!
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Most editors are failed writers, but so are most writers — T.S. Eliot



Preface

For those of us who were at the School during the Second World War, particularly those of us who joined at the
beginning of the war, Marlborough College was the School for nearly five years, albeit shared with others with
whom we often had visible, but rarely verbal, contact. Being young, the strange school hours, having so much time
for sports and other activities, walking or cycling to school through the streets of Marlborough (but not, for most
of us, cycling in the High Street), and living with strangers soon became the natural order of things. While we may
have adapted to our new environment, the separation from our parents and the possibility of our homes being
bombed was, perhaps, the hardest to take. The return hi 1944 from the comparative peace of the Wiltshire
countryside to the School on the Embankment which, while it never had a direct hit, still bore the scars of war,
was a shattering contrast. And it wasn't long before the Vis and V2s started to make school work difficult and
the journey to School something of an adventure.

The Marlborough period was a unique time in the School's history. Over the last fifty years a number of
articles have appeared in the Gazette describing people's experiences of Marlborough and I decided it might be
worthwhile to gather them together into a document which could give some flavour of the time. While this
probably would be of most interest to those rapidly diminishing "ex-Marlborough" boys, I hope others might find
something of interest in it too.

I had originally thought to call myself the editor of this book but in truth the only part I have edited is Part
One in which I have included extracts from the School Magazines of the time. While the School was at
Marlborough the Magazine continued to be published but, as can be seen from some of the excerpts included here,
it was often a struggle to put it together each term, not only because of wartime shortages, but sometimes because
of a lack of contributions. Luckily I had kept most of my old copies of the Magazine and I am grateful to Ian
Cameron Black for lending me those which were missing. It isn't possible (nor perhaps desirable) to include the
whole of each issue and, as editor, I have made arbitrary selections which I hope will bring back memories to Old
Citizens of the period. They should also find some well-remembered (or long-forgotten) names and faces here.

I have many, but not all, of the issues of the Gazette from 1948 to the present. In Part Two I have included
articles by and about the masters who were with us in Marlborough. Unfortunately there are a few omissions,
notably Mr. Brown, Mr. Broad, Mr. Cattermole, Mr. Henderson and Mr. Lawrence. Either I missed them or, more
likely, accounts of them are in issues of the Gazette which I don't have.

Part Three contains all the articles I could find about the Marlborough experience and the period immediately
following the return to London, I have included them without alteration. Also included are articles which have
never been published in the Gazette, for which I thank Peter Jones. These were submitted in response to a request
in the Gazette in 1996 and so are of recent date with the exception of The Walk (together with the Map) by the
Rev. Geoffrey R. Breed which was written (and drawn) when he was still at school.

Originally I intended this to contain text only, but having acquired a scanner I decided to include photographs
as well. They are not of the highest quality but I hope some old familiar faces are recognizable.

Finally, I have included the article by Kingsley Amis about the School. Although it does not cover the
Marlborough period specifically he was, after all, an editor and contributor to the School magazine for part of that
time.

F.W.H.



Foreword
by

Professor V.C. Abrahams, B.Sc., Ph.D., D.Sc.

Frank Helyar has done more than document the Marlborough experience, he has created a significant record of
the values of an age that has now passed. The values that emerge from the material that he has put together are
the values that came to the fore in the Victorian age and which came to epitomise the code of those who wished
to be considered gentlemen. Those values came to the fore in the Marlborough years and are apparent in the
automatic assumption of duty and responsibility by the staff of the C.L.S. at all levels, porter to headmaster. There
is the role of religious values that permeate the lives of many of those masters, the sacrifice of one's own comfort
for the greater good of the institution. There is a dedication to the welfare of the boys, a kind of Mr. Chips
attitude to the Institution which I suspect is far less common in the teaching profession today. The material that
Frank Helyar has so painstakingly assembled is not just the history of a unique episode of a unique school, it is
a window on a way of life and a set of values that have been eroded by the passage of time. To that extent the
material should be of value, not only to those who wish to relive some of their history but, more importantly, to
those who control the destiny of the City of London School.

London was first bombed from the air during the great war of 1914-18. It was in this same terrible war that
poison gas was used. The combination of air power and poison gas for the first time created the possibility of the
mass destruction of a civilian population as an act of war. Given the brutality with which Germany had waged war
against the Spanish and the Italians against the Abyssinians, a prudent British government in 1939, facing war with
both the Italians and the Germans, determined that when war became inevitable, the safety of schoolchildren in
London required that all schoolchildren be removed from the city. So, in late August and early September 1939,
masses of children of school age, labelled and carrying the essentials of life in a back pack (including bully beef,
condensed milk and a gas mask) left London by train, leaving the remarkable phenomenon of a city at 10am on
a Monday, a city permanently without schoolchildren on its streets.

Frank Helyar has illustrated that brief and difficult period in the long history of the City of London School
when it survived away from its home in the heart of a great city and took up residence in the unlikely surroundings
of a small town in the Marlborough Downs. The period 1939-44, when the City of London School was to be found
in Marlborough, might have just passed into history as one of a number of difficult times for the school, briefly
mentioned as one consequence of a difficult war. But the Marlborough years are deserving of more than that, for
the material that has been collated here is not merely a set of pictures from an almanac, it is the illustration of
a unique and remarkable tune. Teachers at the City of London School were (and I am sure still are) of
immaculate academic pedigree, chosen from among those who have proven themselves as scholars. Under the
stress and strains of war they also proved themselves to be resourceful and dedicated individuals capable of
competence and ingenuity in many spheres. Those skills and a dedication to the daily well-being of the boys in
their care came to the fore in the Marlborough years.

Many City of London schoolboys had their family life exploded by the war. The death of loved ones, the
destruction of homes, the loss of all that was familiar and supportive, and a future which offered little more than
the choice of two shades of blue, or one of khaki, were the lot of many of the boys at Marlborough. In modern
times tribes of counsellors of all stripes would have descended on the poor traumatised boys, and post-traumatic
stress disorder would have been endemic. Yes, there was stress for boys and for the masters, but it was handled.
It was handled with grace and style, and by the total commitment of the teaching and support staff of the school.
They were aided by the people of the Town of Marlborough who contributed much to the well-being of the boys,
in many instances providing the richness of family life for the boys in their care; and of course by Marlborough
College, which gave so generously of its facilities and did much to enrich the experience. For what might have
been a most miserable experience was, in hindsight, for many a rich and rewarding chapter of our lives.

The war was very real, and in particular the fall of 1940 was strongly coloured by the threat of imminent
invasion, an invasion that was to be countered by the men of Marlborough, young and old, partly armed with
obsolete weapons that posed as much of a threat to the user as to the enemy. In all this turmoil, despite all the
problems that were added to daily life, the City of London School went about its business of giving the boys a first
class education. This book is a chronicle of those years taken partly from what was published at the time. It shows
the many ways in which a group of dedicated people were able to preserve the essentials and the trivia of daily
school life. It was the ability to maintain that daily life of the school for almost 5 years that is the measure of the



achievement of F.R.Dale and those around him. It was truly a remarkable achievement and those of us who lived
the Marlborough years owe much to Dale. The later generations who attend the City of London School and who
wish to understand a little of the lives of their fathers and grandfathers now owe Frank Helyar a considerable debt
for his diligence and energy in bringing together this treasure chest of material.

Kingston, Ontario, October 1999
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PART ONE

The School Magazine 1939-1944

The City of London School Magazine

Vol. LXH December, 1939 No. 275
Edited by LJ. Richenberg, K.W. Amis and J. Reid.

Editorial

Our first term in Marlborough has passed. In greatly altered circumstances the work of the School has managed
to proceed almost as it did in London. Hours are more difficult and the strain on the constitution of the individual
is greater; on the other hand there are increased facilities for games, and the necessity for making long journeys
to and from School has been removed. The College provides us with decidedly pleasant surroundings for our work,
and we should be the more grateful as many other schools, less fortunate than ourselves, are struggling against
almost overwhelming difficulties. We must congratulate the School authorities on their foresight in providing us
with such an excellent retreat.

Boys are now separated from their homes, most of them for the first time. They seem, however, with the
co-operation of the masters and some of the Marlborough townspeople, to have succeeded in solving for
themselves the problem of how to keep alive. One of the besetting difficulties is the lack of amusements,
particularly for the younger members of the School. We trust that the establishment of the Junior Club and the
introduction of organised hobbies will supply the needs of many during the winter months. In the summer the
beauties of the Wiltshire countryside, of which we had so pleasant a taste before term began, will again be available
for exploration. To us at Marlborough the horrors of war seem very remote; we do not regret our change of
abode, only the reason for it.

School Notes

Mr. Bond left us before term began. He has gone to instruct Officer Cadets. He is also in charge of their
messing, which he does with a zest which his evacuation experiences have perhaps sharpened.

Mr. Neve, whose prodigious Bentley was reported in Marlborough soon after we arrived there, is now abroad
with the B.E.F.

In the absence of a swimming bath, Mr. Lawrence has replaced Mr. Neve in the Gym at Marlborough. Mr.
Bond has been replaced by Dr. Hargreaves, who has taken very vigorous charge of his old Form, Modern IVb,
while Mr. Weltman has taken over Modern Illb.

Evacuation
by J.H. Wheeler

There was something fantastic about those daily meetings in the Embankment buildings during the last days of
August. Journeys to School were made on daily tickets because one dared not incur the liability of a season; bag-
and-haversack-ridden boys were propelled up the front steps by anxious parents; new boys, lost in their unusual
surroundings, strove valiantly to seem at home amongst others, themselves not a little bewildered by the new
conditions: masters with scanty information tried hard to answer questions as to what boys would need, and why,
how and when they would get to Marlborough.

The School responded well to the routine tasks of issuing labels, checking lists and giving instructions, and
the daily parades served to show those in front of the column that a slow pace was required if juniors were to
remain attached to the main party, and taught everybody the necessity of travelling light during evacuation. Boys
of all sizes were compelled to abandon those large portmanteaux packed with every possible requirement, in favour

1
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THE PREFECTS, 1939

F.A. Lang, D.G. Fuggle, A.J. Holladay, R. De Vere, R.G. Chitham, L.J. Richenberg,

P.J. King, J.A. Reynolds, C.L. Howard, F.R. Dale, Esq., D.G. Harman, M.D. Dale, J.T.F. Braddock

Swimming 1st. VIII, 1939

R.D.-Landers, E.H. Parkes, G.A. Thomas, H.H. Stan, Esq., A.R. Muir, E.P. Harnett, R.E. Thomas.

N.E. Fitzsimon, D.G. Fuggle (Capt.), C.A. Horwich (Hon. Sec.)
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of small cases suitable for essentials. The gas-mask rehearsal was, perhaps, our best effort. By a devious route,
involving the natural hazards of the School staircases, we reached our assembly rooms, a rabble of snouts and
flapping gills, with eyepieces steamed from dogged endeavour.

For four days we awaited the signal to move off and on Friday, September 1st, the column paraded on the
front steps of the School and moved easily to Blackfriars Underground station. There the arrangements were a
tribute to the evacuation authorities; the station was practically free from passengers, and ordinary trains ran
alternately with fast specials carrying schoolchildren from East London. Our own train arrived at 12-30 p.m., and
gave us an uninterrupted run through to Baling. Here we duly detrained and assembled in order, the School
banner emblazoned with the symbols "H.41" at our head. Unfortunately, the rear of the column was seized by
zealous officials who entreated and threatened it into a waiting Taunton express. Protests that we were not bound
for Taunton, but Marlborough, were of no avail; in fact it appeared that a knowledge of our destination itself
constituted an offence. Deadlock resulted from our suggestion that the communication-cord might be pulled at
Savernake (an experience considered well worth while at fourpence per head), but a compromise was ultimately
reached whereby the engine-driver agreed to stop at that station. Meanwhile, the guard and his minions were
thrusting the remnants of Group 2 into the last corridor, and withholding Group 1, a mixed bag of Sixth Formers
and juniors, who were faced with the gloomy prospect of being left behind. Finally they too were bundled into
the last coach, which was already crowded with a girls' school.

For the first half-hour a long trek forward resulted in the gradual clearing of the corridors, as compartments
designed for eight were filled with ten or eleven, a process which resulted in some queer collections of travelling
companions.

We were prepared for delays in this journey, and to arrive at Savernake two hours before schedule, through
having been put into the wrong train, was an unexpected achievement. The reception committee were most
resourceful; food, and coaches to Marlborough, were available almost immediately. It later appeared that our
sudden arrival was only one of the trials of our hosts, who, having also prepared for an evacuation of primary
schoolchildren, received mothers and babies instead.

The food was an iron ration for 48 hours, adults having the privilege of an extra tin of bully beef. Very
adequate tools were provided for opening these, but the tins of condensed milk called for some ingenuity, and
traces of the biscuits then issued are still believed to lurk in the obscurity of private larders.

With the Grammar School as a clearing station, masters, boys and bedding were gradually distributed over
the whole district, but the comprehensive and complete billeting scheme, the work of previous months, was badly
impaired by the military billeting due to take place in the town, and much of the work had to be reorganised at
short notice. Marlborough suffered its two waves of invaders with fortitude.

That night, and for days afterwards, individuals continued to arrive, some cycling from London, and many
spent their first night in the college gymnasium, which became a large dormitory for some 120 souls and the social
centre of the evacuees.

Meals were taken in the College hall. We had brought with us some kitchen staff, but masters and their wives
were found helping with the washing-up under mass-production organization. Nobody could grumble at washing
dishes for a family of four, after the terrifying spectacle of the piles of plates and cups which continued to appear
in the kitchen. Though to complain of school food is always fashionable, none could say that this most difficult
problem of catering has not been successfully solved. Pressure is heavy on a kitchen staff which has continually
to prepare or clear a meal for one or other of two schools. Allegations of incredible losses in weight have not
survived the test of measurement, though the strain of the evacuation period has shown some slight effect on the
school as a whole.

A rapid organization of activities was essential at Marlborough. Fortunately, the weather was fine, for we
realize how much greater the difficulties would otherwise have been. Games, especially cricket, were well
supported, and cycling and walking became popular when our London boys recovered from their astonishment at
living in the country.

From a collection of old machines found in the purlieus of the College were evolved some mongrel types
which sold at competitive rates. In this orgy of reconstruction one good bicycle disappeared, the owner lamenting
that its components were clearly visible as parts of other people's mounts. Even the cycle shops of Swindon were
invaded on Saturday afternoons and, for once, the proprietors were able to dispose of the fruits of the
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part-exchange system, a process known in the trade as 'buying other people's troubles.' Another commercial
enterprise was that of cleaning staff cars at competitive rates which were subject to fluctuations according to the
immediate financial state of the small group holding the monopoly.

A most successful walk to Avebury was arranged. On the Downs we met a long line of race-horses out for
exercise. The trainer regarded us suspiciously, while the Manton boys recognised, in the horses, their delicate
friends whose slumbers must not be disturbed during the day by anyone daring to return to his billet.

Fanning was popular and, in rotation, some sixty boys found this to be a remunerative activity. Filling
sandbags and digging A.R.P. trenches for the School gave other opportunities for strenuous exercise and a
readjustment of personal contours, especially when flints appeared under the thin layer of chalk on the playing
fields.

Baseball had a following and was used by a press photographer who, coming before term began, wanted
records of some School games pursued by the boys "between their studies".

Other activities included indoor games and concerts in the gymnasium, where slanderous extra verses were
sung lustily to the tune of Clementine. Those housed in rather barren quarters in the Congregational schoolroom
provided social amenities in the form of daily tea and biscuits at modest charges.

By the time term began we had already come to regard the College buildings as familiarly as our own. The
new time-table, a specially difficult problem in the circumstances, includes a period before breakfast which is by
no means the hardship anticipated. The dovetailing arrangement with the College times has worked extremely
neatly. The end of a C.L.S. column may be seen to disappear into the dining hall soon after 9 a.m. just as the first
Marlborough boys emerge from Chapel. And so through the day; there has never been a large gathering from both
schools simultaneously in Court, and it is even difficult to realize that the two use the same premises.

For the morning hours each day arrangements for indoor and outdoor games, O.T.C. and other activities have
been made. The Corps parades twice a week with special mornings for Certificate A' training and shooting
practice. Three scout troops have been formed, one of which has a regular round for waste-paper collection in
the district. The O.T.C. on the other hand, has aimed at the larger game of the Forest.

All the old clubs of the L.A.U. are now functioning, though swimming, after a good start at the local open-air
baths, is temporarily suspended during the winter. We miss the facilities of our own excellent bath. New hobbies,
for most of which there was no time during the day school hours hi London, include woodwork, metalwork,
photography, surveying, model railways and aeroplanes, fishing and fieldwork. Cross-country runs are held each
week and squash has become popular with boys and masters. School rugger matches have been played with service
units stationed in the neighbourhood, college sides and the Old Citizens. A rotary morning time-table has insured
regular physical training by house groups, graded for the first time physically and not academically, and has
provided opportunities for inter-house rugger matches. Some amusement was caused when haircutting and, later,
baths were included in this cyclic system. Through the kindly co-operation of some of the college housemasters
it has been possible to provide the rugger players with washing facilities after their games.

A second-hand book exchange became necessary when books, scientific apparatus, and other school equipment
accumulated as the result of car and lorry loads coming from the Embankment. One sometimes wonders how this
vast collection of belongings, both personal and communal, will ever be returned. The School itself is just
recognisable in its sandbag dress, whilst the porters' lodge resembles the original stage decor of Journey's End. The
headmaster and administrative headquarters of the School have been re-established in the old Music Schools of
Marlborough, in which only the melodies of the typewriter are now heard.

The college laundry not being available, the problem of clean linen soon became acute. Again the gymnasium
functioned in a new capacity, this time as a collection and distribution depot. One laundry found itself unable to
cope with the task of keeping the various forms' washing separate, so that the work had necessarily to be
transferred. Meanwhile, many boys were having their laundry done in billets and schemes to cover all the
possibilities were required. Masters added to their varied duties that of computing the numbers relating to each
scheme and the issue of corresponding weekly payments, all this providing good training for possible future
employment as gas-meter inspectors, insurance collectors or, possibly, hire-purchase agents.

The College was somewhat astonished at the diminutiveness of our youngest boys, but even a junior school
has its compensations when it produces treble voices such as are heard at the chapel services and which have also
been borrowed to dilute the baritone strength of the College choir.
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ON THE PLAYING FIELDS
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We have been so engrossed in our own problems that there has been little time to review the general
condition of education in the country. But there is a pleasing sense of achievement in knowing that, whilst few
evacuated schools have been able to establish a satisfactory routine, ours has a complete curriculum of academic
and physical activities and is solving the many problems, both anticipated and unforseen, which result from
re-establishing a large day-school on a boarding basis. We realize that this could only have been done through
the determination of all those with the School's interests at heart, and the co-operation of the Marlborough people.

Care of Marlborough College, Wilts.

Though some of us hoped that the war would never come, at any rate the authorities took no chances, and a
scheme of amalgamation with Marlborough College was drawn up long before September. We were to be taught
and fed at the College, and housed in the town. Parents were asked if they would be willing to contribute money
to meet the extra expense, and almost all expressed their readiness. So billets had to be found in Marlborough
for 700 boys and 40 masters. When they were found, a number of them were commandeered by the military
authorities for some of the 1,500 soldiers whom they proposed to bring into the town if war broke out. So the
billeting staff set to work again. When all was ready once more, the critical days of late August drove into
Marlborough a flock of unauthorized refugees who jumped our claim to some of the most convenient billets and
could not be dislodged. So when our train drew up at Savernake platform on September 1st, it was as well that
nearly a third of the school was still on holiday. But things grew easier when the army decided against billeting
in small private houses, and when the refugees were enticed back to London by its immunity from air attack; and
when school started on September 18th everybody was housed somewhere, not always conveniently, but with some
degree of comfort. Since then minor adjustments have been made, and now that the work is finished we find 700
boys billeted, a few singly, but mostly two, three, four, or as many as nine together, in some two hundred houses,
none of which is more than 25 minutes' walk from the College.

Naturally these houses are not all equally comfortable, though some of us are very much better off than we
were at home. But there has been very little discontent and jealousy, and many boys have become acceptable
members of the family life of their billets. In theory, the landladies need do no more than house them for the
night, turning them out in the morning and not seeing them again till school is over, but most of them
good-naturedly do far more than this. On the whole the boys have responded to this kindly treatment by showing
as much consideration as they are capable of. Very few complaints are heard on either side, and when a
householder for some unavoidable cause has to part with his boys he often persuades a friend to take them; which
he would hardly do if he had found them a nuisance.

The billets are divided into groups, each 20 or so boys being in charge of a master, who adjusts difficulties,
and pays the landlady for certain extra services, such as washing and mending, which are not included in her
billeting contract.

If there has been some discomfort in the billeting, no complaint could be made with justice about the food,
although some of our gourmets, lovingly nurtured by parents with more sentiment than sense, pretended for a time
to find little that they could eat. We can just be crammed into the College dining hall; and the kitchen staff,
reinforced by one collected with great difficulty for ourselves, have managed to clear one meal and prepare for
another an hour afterwards. Perhaps this spirit of hustle has affected the actual course of the meal. At any rate
it is brought, served, and eaten with incredible dispatch, waiters galloping along, and tumbling down, with dishes
of food, and masters and senior boys at the ends of tables sending the stew or porridge flying in all directions as
they try to serve it out quickly enough to be able to gulp a few mouthfuls before the plates come back for second
helpings. But the tension seems to be slackening, as we find that the food does not miraculously disappear if it
is not gobbled up at once.

The great danger of the experiment was that the cramming of 700 boys into buildings already used by a similar
number might lead to collisions between the two schools. This danger has been removed by an ingenious
time-table. We assemble at 8 o'clock and work till 9, while Marlborough have breakfast and chapel. Then from
9 to 12-30, while they work, we have breakfast, and use the Playing-fields, fives courts, gymnasium, and so on. At
12-30 they go to dinner, and we go to the classrooms and work till 2. Then, while Marlborough play their games,
we have dinner, and use the class rooms again until a varying time in the afternoon, when, except on their
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half-holidays, Marlborough return and complete their school work. We have tea at 5-15 on Mondays, Wednesdays
and Fridays, and 6-30 on Tuesdays and Thursdays, and leave for our billets not later than 7-30.

At first we feared that this programme might be too inconvenient. We dreaded the hour before breakfast,
and urged that no boy could be expected to play a hard game of football and then do two periods' work before
a meal. But we have very soon got used to it; and though the arrangement is a little hard on the juniors, the elder
boys who have examinations to face get very nearly as much teaching as they got on the Embankment. Homework
is difficult for some of us. A little can be done on the College premises, but work in a small billet, in a room
shared with the family, is not easy.

There are far greater opportunities for games than we used to have. Though we miss our swimming-bath,
for the College open-air bath is not used in winter, we have access to the playing-fields and the fives, squash and
tennis courts, with changing and washing accommodation in certain of the College boarding houses; and a few have
joined the local golf club. More boys now play rugger, and play it with greater enthusiasm than they did at Grove
Park; and the competitive spirit has revived in the houses. Matches have been arranged between our Colts or
Juniors and selected teams from the College. These have been interesting and closely fought; though, of course,
the average age of the College is so much greater than ours that a direct trial of strength is impossible. Some of
us are beginning to believe that Rugby fives may be a better game than Eton, and all agree that squash is much
finer than either. Next term, if we are still here, we may be introduced to hockey, in which Marlborough excel.

It has been more difficult to devise activities for the hours during which we are not working or playing
outdoor games. We have been taken from the hobbies and recreations of our homes, the cinema has been closed
to us, and at first some of us were hard put to it to find something to do. Many used their legs or their cycles to
explore Savernake Forest, or the Wiltshire Downs, or the Valley of the Kennet, but some are too urbanised to find
much pleasure in moving from place to place, except in a car. So leisure for them meant either harassing then-
landladies, or drifting up and down the High Street, which no doubt is one of the most attractive High Streets in
England, but cannot interest for ever.

We have made a beginning at finding amusement for those who cannot find it for themselves. On Saturdays
and Sundays we have been generously allowed the use of three rooms, rent free, in the Church of England School;
and here the juniors have their club, play games varying in seriousness from chess to pit, and try to make model
aeroplanes. Here on a wet afternoon they can at any rate find warmth, shelter, and a degree of amusement; and
often nearly 100 look in from time to time. A model railway club, which will have 400 feet of track, has been
started in an outbuilding in the College grounds. The Photographic Society has survived the move, and wood-work
and metal-work classes are being organised. The Musical Society holds recitals every Sunday morning. Mr.
Wilmot, we all hope, will be able to carry out his intention of producing a play next term. When the seniors get
a little more leisure, for their duties have been greatly increased with more supervision to be done, the School
Society will be revived, and will hold lectures and debates.

It would be vain to pretend that we shall not be glad when it is all over. We are an anomalous monster at
the moment, neither a day school nor precisely a boarding school. A list of minor discomforts might be drawn
up of some length. There are more restrictions than we are used to, and more supervision; and masters and boys
get a little tired of each other at the end of the day. If we are determined to grumble, we do not have to look very
far to find something to grumble about. But when we hear of other schools evacuated from areas not nearly as
vulnerable as ours, of the utter discomfort of their living conditions and the desperate makeshifts they have
adopted to get any sort of teaching done; when we hear of science classes in cowsheds and boys sleeping on bare
boards, or half-starved in their billets, we are very grateful to Marlborough College.

School Officials

Prefects:
L.J. Richenberg, Captain of Abbott, Captain of School.
F.A. Lang, Captain of Seeley.
D.G. Fuggle, Captain of Hale.
E.A. Potts, Captain of Carpenter.
K.E. Wade, Mortimer.
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J. Reid, Carpenter.
C.A. Horwich, Captain of Beaufoy.
C.R. Cartledge, Hale.
A.L. Furniss, Hale.
W.P. Howard, Hale.
S. Rose, Seeley.
K.W.E. Paine, Captain of Mortimer.

Committees:
Rugby Football - Captain: D.G. Fuggle. Vice-Capt.: E.A. Potts. Hon. Sec.: F.A. Lang.
Swimming - Captain: D.G. Fuggle. Hon. Sec.: C.A. Horwich. N. E. Fitzsimon.
Boxing - Captain: C.R. Cartledge. Hon. Sec.: A.W. Ashton.
Shooting - Captain: R.G. Acton. Hon. Sec.: V.S. Dent.
Fives - Captain: FA. Lang. Hon. Sec.: S. Rose.
Fencing - Captain: P.V. Moore. Hon. Sec.: A.W. Ashton.
Chess - Captain: L.J. Richenberg. Hon. Sec.: W.K. Mansfield.
School Society - L.J. Richenberg, K.W. Amis, J. Reid.
Dramatic Society - K.W. Amis, J. Reid.
Musical Society - K.W. Amis, J. Reid.
Magazine - Editors: LJ. Richenberg, K. W. Amis, J. Reid. Hon. Sec.: FA. Lang.
Mission - E.A. Potts, W.P. Howard, E.W. Diedrichs.
Christian Union - Hon. Sees.: FA. Lang, W.P. Howard.
L.A.U. - Hon. Sec.: FA. Lang.
Assistant Librarians - W.P. Howard, F.A. Lang, A.L. Furniss, D. le B. Jones, J. Reid, G.A. Sales, I.C.

Weathrall.
O.T.C. - Contingent S.M.: R.G. Acton.

Cert. A Coy.: C.S.M. J.P. Soper.
C.S.M. 1A' Coy.: C.A. Horwich.

'B' Coy.: K.W.E. Paine.
'C Coy.: J.B. Jones.
'D' Coy.: M.W.G. Le Mansois-Field.

R.Q.M.S.: I.C. Weathrall.
Senior Sergeant: L.J. Richenberg.
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The City of London School Magazine

Vol. LXm March, 1940 No. 276
Edited by LJ. Richenberg, K.W. Amis and J. Reid.

Editorial

Either because the winter has been more severe than usual or because Marlborough in February is less salubrious
than London, or for some reason unexplained, this term ordinary household maladies have claimed an unusually
large number of victims. At one time over a hundred lay in the College Gymnasium, a prey to the various
affections that commonly masquerade as influenza. (The Sanatorium was scarcely large enough to accommodate
the College's own invalids). When the staff too began to succumb, those masters that remained struggled nobly
to carry on the work of the whole School with the willing but inexperienced help of a few seniors.

This remarkable winter has provided us with other diversions than sickness. Like the rest of Marlborough,
we have witnessed an ice-storm for the first time. We have seen every twig on every tree encased in its own
translucent jacket of ice, sometimes inches thick, and twenty-foot boughs have come crashing to the ground,
snapped like matchsticks beneath the weight of the accumulated ice. A somewhat Netherlandish touch was added
to the picture when boys began to skate to school. During the subsequent thaw the Kennet overflowed its banks,
and many returned to their billets one Sunday night to find a miniature torrent pouring through the front door.

Though the term has been so trying, the present editors feel that in introducing their second number they
cannot but deplore the inertia of those potential contributors who will allow their School Magazine to become a
mere chronicle. If indisposition and the turbulence of the weather are responsible for this poor support, then there
is yet another reason for hoping that the Marlborough summer is as good as we are led to believe.

School Notes

The School has had the assistance this term of Mr. V. P. Moyes, St. Catharine's College, Cambridge, who holds
a first-class degree in Modern Languages (French and German), and has come to Marlborough for the practical
term of his training year.

The Second Term
by J.H. Wheeler

Our mode of life has been much as before although modified by unparalleled weather conditions early in the term.
Roads were covered with thick layers of treacherous ice and many of them were temporarily impassable because
of fallen telegraph poles and trees. Members of the School arrived in the morning looking like bedraggled Shire
horses, with their feet wrapped in sacking or old socks in an effort to maintain a decent equilibrium. The Science
side were hard put to it to explain the ice formation on telegraph wires and grass blades. A popular exhibit was
a bicycle in Court frozen to the ground by the overflow from a burst pipe.

Skating on the College swimming pool was restricted to Sixth Formers, but several parties travelled long
distances on the thick ice of the canal. Tobogganing on the slopes of the forest hill was a source of danger and
delight to the juniors, and of care and concern to the supervising prefect, who combined the functions of policeman
and first aider. Successful, though unofficial, logging expeditions provided fuel, which was badly needed to replace
the coal which had failed to reach local depots.

Most of the former activities of the School have been maintained, though some have been modified in form.
Soccer for juniors and hockey for seniors have replaced last term's rugby. It was not possible to begin these
outdoor games until half-term because of the condition of the ground, but good progress has since been made at
both. The conversion of the gymnasium to a temporary sanatorium, involving some activity on the part of the
bedding specialists, has affected the normal arrangements; physical training and fencing are now held in the rackets
court and boxing in the band room. Even the week-end cinema shows—a most welcome innovation this term—have
suffered from the weather, for the electrical supply failed on several occasions. Probably squash rackets and fives
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Cricket 1st XI, 1939
B.A. Barrett, D.A. Welch, L.J. Richenberg, Mr. W.A. Mead, D.H. Millns, S. Rose, Mr. O.C. White, J.G.F. Johnston.

D.W. Wainwright, D.G. Harman (Vice-Captain), M.D. Dale (Captain), M.A.I. Fiddes, E.A. Potts Hon. Sec).

Rugby 1st XV, 1939-40
M.C. Symons, V.S. Dent, M.A.I. Fiddes, J.R.H. Chalmers, P.V. Moore, F.O. Farwell, A.W. Reid, M.J. O'Connor.

K.W.E. Paine, E.A. Potts, D.G. Fuggle (Captain), F.A. Lang, J. Reid.

L.R. Dowsett, G.T.F. Braddock
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have been least affected and the courts have been filled daily.
Pocket money has been cared for and issued regularly; this has been a valuable service to a large number of

boys. The library in New Court I has grown and has been put to good use, though the space is rather crowded.
The School has continued to meet regularly at chapel on Sundays and the vocal qualities of the congregation have
improved; those of the choir have never been in question.

There was a minor tragedy in the Science Block. A master, prepared for any emergency, found there a rat,
which he promptly killed. Unfortunately, this was no ordinary rat, but one of a pair of jerboas, of which
Marlborough had great expectations. Against this, however, must be recorded the same gentleman's valuable
contribution to the School in the form of miniature billiard tables with draughtsmen instead of balls. These have
found great favour with the inmates of both the sanatorium and the Common Room.

School Society — Impromptu Debate

After lying fallow for a year, the School Society has been revived with conspicuous success. Even before it did
lapse into oblivion, it drew only meagre audiences from the initiated of the Sixth Form; now, in response to a
vigorous appeal, Fourths, Fifths and Sixths surge through our doors every Sunday night with the intellectual urge
of an ancient Athenian.

On the 4th of February an Impromptu Debating Competition was held before an audience of over 100. Mr.
Sharp, who had chosen the motions, was in the chair.

In the first round Horwich, proposing that "women should not wear trousers", declared that there should be
only one man in a family. Though he could claim little expert knowledge (jeers) he found skirts more attractive.
The concession of trousers would be the thin end of the wedge; women would soon usurp all the rights of men
who, after all, had put the pop in population. Richenberg started with a panegyric on the convenience of trousers.
Although he would not be accused of indelicacy before a youthful audience, all must have noticed the embarrassing
situations into which women were sometimes thrust by the inadequacy of their sports garb. The resulting
compromise was shorts—an unspeakable abomination. He asked what proprietary right man had to trousers, but
was cut short by the timekeeper before he could develop his argument. Horwich won.

Howard, proposing that "small stomachs go with large brains", declared with charming modesty that he had
a small stomach. The senseless behaviour and phenomenal appetites of his table in the Dining Hall convinced him
of the truth of the proposition. Anyway, the intellect was far more satisfying than the stomach. Reid, though
laying no claim to a large stomach, said fat men were more amiable and contented. Brains were to provide a full
life and the fat man had that. He proceeded to enumerate men who were both portly and clever, but was cut short
by the timekeeper. Reid won.

Amis, proposing that "the invention of printing was a bad thing", said that only too often we picked up a book
at random to amuse ourselves (he would pay his audience that compliment), but usually this book was fiction of
a poor type and did not stimulate thought. Printing, too, had put the powerful but odious weapon of propaganda
into the hands of Nazi Germany. Potts committed suicide by proposing instead of opposing the motion. He said
that Caxton's invention had broken the heart of many a schoolboy and destroyed all the beauty and artistry that
could be expressed in a manuscript. Church documents in particular had suffered from the change. Amis won.

Barcan, proposing that "it is better to have loved and lost than never to have loved at all", said that the
importance of love reached far beyond the present gathering. It produced a greater rapture than any other
'activity'. To have lost was little beside this rapture. Love, too, broadened the mind and had inspired many works
of art. Wade said that most of us have lady friends and most of us have rivals. Surely within the experience of
the audience the wrong man had often been chosen. They would have known, then, the heart-rending feeling
which this produced. Barcan won.

In the second round Jones proposed that "the idea of freedom is an illusion and a dangerous one". He said
that man was bound both by custom and by economic necessity. He then pointed out that what freedom we have
is often misused, quoting the casual manner of electors and the excesses of the French Revolution. Partridge, in
opposing, referred to the oppression, propaganda and jack-booted Sturmstaffel of Nazi Germany, and protested
that we should realize that freedom was a reality when we lost it. Partridge, who showed the makings of a
demagogue, was successful.

11
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The next motion was that "it is better to wash behind the ears than brush the hair". Amis, in a fluent speech,
said that cleanliness probably was next to godliness. This had long been known. Savages did not wash and no true
gentleman could tolerate that. Pascal never removed the hair shirt which he wore as a penance and could not be
parted from it, even in death. He concluded by ridiculing a well-known make of hair-pomatum. Horwich declared
his intention to go straight to the point. He said washing was tedious and anyway it was cheaper to turn the collar
up than buy a cap. He mentioned the inconveniences of tousled hair and refused to consider the question of
auricular potatoes. Amis won.

Barcan, proposing that "men's clothing should be rationalised", lamented the "uncomfortability" and
unhealthiness of the dress suit and similar monstrosities and proposed shorts and an open-necked shirt as a
universal remedy. Reid, J., supposing that his opponent had proposed pure expediency as the principle of dress,
agreed that a measure of comfort was necessity, but not at the expense of the beauty, tradition and individuality
which can be expressed in clothes. Reid won.

In the semi-final Partridge proposed that "vegetarianism is the only hope for humanity". He said that the
meat consumption of the average individual is excessive and produces constipation. Were we to emulate the wild
animals of Africa? Were we to set up wild systems like the Germans? Reid said he was not there to condone the
killing of animals; we should have to kill them anyway before we could grow vegetables. Abolition of roast beef
would mean the loss tradition. Meat was good for the teeth, and anyway he liked it. Partridge won.

In the final Partridge, proposing that "black is white", declared that the senses are deceptive as Kant had
proved. Colours did not really exist, but represented various emotions. Thus black was only another shade of
white. Amis, in reply, said the motion was manifestly absurd. He appealed to experience and conviction. The
damnable heresy that black is as good as white had led the white man to make the black his brother, and this had
resulted in a pollution of the air by Duke Ellington. Colours were different because they produced different
emotions. In conclusion he appealed to the commonsense of the audience. Amis was the victor.

School Officials

Prefects:
L.J. Richenberg, Captain of Abbott, Captain of School.
FA. Lang, Captain of Seeley.
E.A. Potts, Captain of Carpenter.
C.A. Horwich, Captain of Beaufoy.
K.W.E. Paine, Captain of Mortimer.
W.P. Howard, Captain of Hale.
K.E. Wade, Mortimer.
J. Reid, Carpenter.
S- Rose, Seeley.
A.L. Furniss, Hale.
C.R. Cartledge, Hale.

Committees:
Hockey - M.J. O'Connor, A.T. Cook, M.G. Dobson.
Soccer - K.W.E. Paine, J.N. Quick, W.K. Mansfield.
Swimming - Captain: C. A. Horwich. Hon. Sec.: N. E. Fitzsimon. J.R.H. Chalmers.
Boxing - Captain: C. R. Cartledge. Hon. Sec.: A.W. Ashton.
Shooting - Captain: R.G. Acton. Hon. Sec.: V.S. Dent.
Fives - Captain: FA. Lang. Hon. Sec.: S. Rose.
Fencing - Captain: P.V. Moore. Hon. Sec.: A.W. Ashton.
Chess - Captain: L.J. Richenberg. Hon. Sec.: W.K. Mansfield.
Squash - FA. Lang, L.J. Richenberg.
School Society - LJ. Richenberg, K.W. Amis, J. Reid.
Dramatic Society - K.W. Amis, J. Reid.
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Musical Society - K.W. Amis, J. Reid.
Magazine - Editors: L.J. Richenberg, K.W. Amis, J. Reid. Hon. Sec.: F.A. Lang.
Mission - E.A. Potts, W.P. Howard, E.W. Diedrichs.
Christian Union - Hon. Sees.: F.A. Lang, W.P. Howard.
L.A.U. - Hon. Sec.: F.A. Lang.
Assistant Librarians - W.P. Howard, F.A. Lang, A.L. Furniss, D. le B. Jones, J. Reid, I.C. Weathrall, A.G.

Brand.
O.T.C. - Contingent S.M.: R.G. Acton.

C.S.M. A' Coy.: C.A. Horwich.
'B' Coy.: K.W.E. Paine.
'C Coy.: L.J. Richenberg.
1D' Coy.: J.N. Quick (Acting C.S.M.).
'£' Coy.: J.P. Soper.

R.Q.M.S.: I.C. Weathrall.
Senior Sergeant: K.W. Amis.
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THE PREFECTS, 1940

K.W.E. Paine, L.R. Dowsett, W.K. Mansfield, C.R. Cartledge, W.P. Howard.

S. Rose, E.A. Potts, L.J. Richenberg, F.R. Dale, Esq., F.A. Lang, J. Reid, K.E. Wade.

Cricket 1st XI, 1940
L.R. Dowsett, T.J.D. Cook, J. Lewis, J.G.H. Wadsworth, C.R. Woollacott, C.R. Cartledge, Mr. O.C. White

S. Rose, L.J. Richenberg (Vice-Captain), E.A. Potts (Captain), P.V. Moore (Hon. Sec.), M.C. Symons.
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The City of London School Magazine

Vol. LXm July, 1940 No. 277
Edited by LJ. Richenberg, K.W. Amis and J. Reid.

Editorial

Though the editors must confess they find their own girth unimpaired, their poor book is fast declining into a
shadow. We fear that on the shelf it will soon undergo the most dreadful ridicule from its fat elder brothers.
Perhaps they do not understand that war does not allow of so much spice; even stodge must be less. We ourselves
are not sorry at the change, for spices were always so difficult to get and we find starchy fare rather indigestible.

We shrink from our prerogative of reviewing the School year. Former editors have prated of sand castles in
the playground or the daring meteorological experiments of 6th Form rips. We have nobler, more memorable stuff
to handle. But we think it has been handled enough both inside and outside these pages, and no doubt our
magazine will be mouldering when Grandpa is still telling stories of Treacle Bolly or Barton's Bottom or the largest
mound he ever saw.

We are the first to compile this book in the new surroundings; to sit before an open window overlooking
green lawns as we add the commas; instead of the tugs and trams, to curse the cuckoos for disturbing our editorial
reveries. As pioneers, then, we are deeply grateful to Marlborough for a year of happiness and success. Only now,
as we hand over the pen to our successors, do we realize that last moments at school can be as painful as the first.

He Reads Immortality In The Eyes Of A Virgin
by K.W. Amis

Bringing me thoughts of immortality that set my soul ashiver,
But teaching me man is mortal, a glance bums into me;
I know that I shall remember this for ever,
The steadfast eyes gazing as if upon the sea.
A calm stared from them such as I have not yet known,
Such as only those find who have fought life's battle and won.
Harshness looked forth from the eyes and pride that will not condone:
They had passed through the fiercest fires, and were not blinded by the sun.
The thin dry lips were set in a horizon-like line;
The long fair lashes fell over the eyes blankly devoid of passion.
Be sure now, my soul, that this is the moment for which you pine,
This the split second which you have ever desired to fashion
Into eternity; treasure this when all else has no worth;
This is your one happiness before death; this is the hour of your birth.

School Play, 1940

Julius Caesar was produced at Marlborough College on Monday afternoon, March 24th, at 2-45 for Juniors and
their hosts and hostesses; for Seniors and Staff on Wednesday night, March 26th, and the following evening for
Marlborough College.

The Memorial Hall, though its acoustic properties are tricky, has a good stage and auditorium, and good
curtains. Accommodation for dressing and scene shifting is of the most austere. Julius Caesar was played in
modern dress, and no one who saw it could justly pine for togas and property helmets. Enough uniforms were
available—Caesar and Antony were elegant in black—the opposing generals abused one another over the wireless.
Curtains and a stair sufficed, with a dug-out atmosphere ingeniously suggested for Brutus' tent.

Shakespeare himself probably lurked in the 'Mermaid' while his producer was wanting to know what on earth
to do about the last scenes of the play. Nothing can prevent a certain higgledy-piddledy. But the quarrel scene
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stands, and Brutus and Cassius get some good lines spoken over their bodies.
Rose had a big part as Cassius. He has intelligence and a very useful voice—plenty of variety—but at times

he forced it into a crackle and spoke too fast. The whole play depends upon him until the funeral scene; he
carried it well—the driving force was there. Furniss has an excellent voice, and can speak beautifully, as in the "tide
in the affairs of men" speech. His fault is a tendency to shout: when he changed to the Lion's part, nothing but
roaring, attention wandered till he talked sense again. He moved and stood well. Reid spoke with a good sense
of the beauty and force of his lines, conveying emotion quietly, though his speech "O pardon me, thou bleeding
piece of earth" was definitely too loud. He was excellent in the funeral scene; the play's climax was safe with him.
Mileham spoke and moved well, and bore his cloke with an air. Others who must be commended are Primhak,
useful as the rhyming cynic, or cleric, and as a vitalising influence elsewhere; Newell, who has a very accomplished
and pleasant way of speaking; Simpson, boy scout Lucius, whose drowsy song was most effective; and Barcan, who
put a touch of personality into Soothsayer.

Times of rehearsal had been difficult, and Cassius and others had been for awkward periods in the
Sanatorium. To get so large a cast into such good form was a notable achievement for which Mr. Wilmot deserves
at least one of those coronets. There was practically no prompting, and cues were taken as quickly as anyone could
expect. The successive strokes in Caesar's murder were rather slow-motion: but it was quite a good murder, and
the general quality of casualty was high. The crowd-scene was very well managed: they all played up well, and
deserved a real view of himself, marred with traitors, which they did not get. This critic was genuinely surprised
to find that two hours were gone—so were those around him—when Part I ended. If that happens the success of
the performance is beyond question. That success is, of course, largely due to the hard and ingenious work of
stage-hands and property men, led by Mr. Stephenson, Mr. Carruthers and D.W. Jarrett.

Brutus came forward and spoke an amusing topical epilogue, which must be preserved from oblivion, in neat
rhymed couplets by an Unknown Poet. Why are these things hid?

The Cast was as Follows:

Julius Caesar
Octavius Caesar
Marcus Antonius
Marcus Aemilius Lepidus
Cicero
Publius
Popilus Lena
Marcus Brutus
Cassius
Casca
Trebonius
Ligarius
Decius Brutus
Metellus Cimber
Cinna
Flavius
Marullus
Artemidorus
Soothsayer
Cinna, a poet

A.R. Mileham
M.W.G. Le Mansois-Field

J. Reid
P.R. Layton

E.G. Ludlow
K.W.E. Paine

L. Primhak
A.L. Furniss

S. Rose
W.P. Howard
M.G. Dobson

K.E. Wade
A.B. Dann

P.V. Moore
J.N. Quick

D.R.J. Scott
C.R. Woollacott

L.R. Dowsett
C. Barcan

L.J. Richenberg

L. Primhak
E.A. Potts

V. Callender
P.G. Partridge

A.G. Brand
J.R.H. Chalmers

D.H. Fowler
R. Mansfield

J.W. Thompson

Chaplain
Lucilius
Titinius
Messala
Young Cato
Volumnius
Varro
Clitus
Claudius
Strato and Caesar's Servant

MJ. Macnaughton-Smith
Lucius D. Simpson
Dardanius A.B. Dann
Pindarus J.R. Knowles
Calpurnia M.C. Parker
Portia P.St.Q. Newell
Antony's Servant H. Knorpel
Octavius's Servant P.V. Baker
Cobbler R.A. Pignatelli
Bugler E.P. Harnett
Guitarist J.F. Allen

Citizens played by Form MlVb.
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Summer Term Events
by J.H. Wheeler

There cannot have been during the history of the School a term of greater outdoor activity than the present one.
The almost continual sunshine has been an encouragement (to those needing it) to take part in summer games;
during May everybody had an opportunity of athletic training and the call of National Service has provided new
and strenuous exercise for the senior and middle school, many of whom have been involved in A.R.P. work.

Final repairs to the trenches were needed and volunteers helped daily in making these fit for shelter, if not
for habitation. Others have dug for victory on the School allotments. Classes for first-aiders and stretcher-bearers
have ensured that trained squads are available for emergency, and A.R.P. runners are standing by daily for duty.
Even the College Ambulance has shed its white coat and adopted less conspicuous autumnal hues.

Some seventy boys, having volunteered for forestry, have been hard at work cutting pit props in Savernake.
This will be continued during the vacation when a School camp will be organised to clear a five-acre wood in
Devon.

During the night-watches senior members of the O.T.C. and masters have helped, as members of the L.D.V.,
to maintain the security of Marlborough.

It has not all been hard work. School and staff teams have met at cricket, tennis and squash and a variety
of weekend entertainments has been organised by a committee set up for that purpose. A treasure hunt took its
followers round a circuit of the town; they finished at Wedgwood for tea, but were a long time discovering the
treasure at their feet. A picnic was held on the Downs at which the model aircraft specialists gave demonstrations.
One small glider had already distinguished itself by disappearing over Martinsell after half-an-hour's unexpected
aerobatics. Two enjoyable excursions were made, one by cycle to Avebury, and the other by motor-coach and cycle
to Old Sarum, Salisbury and Stonehenge. On these trips the most curious of our antiquarians were able to satisfy
their thirst for knowledge by questioning the expert guides who kindly placed themselves at our disposal. The
Scouts' week-end camps have been pitched in a clearing at the edge of the forest; they had the ill-luck of one of
the very few wet Sundays of the term. Two successful concerts were held in the Memorial Hall, one provided by
the staff, while at the O.T.C. show, remarkable for its versatility, certain masters had the pleasure of watching their
own antics displayed to an appreciative audience. The comic sports arranged on Wedgwood were thoroughly
enjoyed. It is here that on most fine Sundays, the Junior Club Tea Service has faithfully supplied many cubic feet
of cake and gallons of drink to its long queue of patrons. Meanwhile, in spite of all other attractions, the School
cinema has still been supported by packed houses. A Magazine Club, started in the Science Sixth, has been
extended to the whole Sixth Form and it is hoped next term to throw it open to the whole School.

At the time of writing, we have yet to look forward to a large-scale camp-fire. We hope, too, that the
swimming bath, the most popular thing of all, will be available again before term ends so that the life-saving class
may continue its good work.

School Officials

Prefects:
L.J. Richenberg, Captain of Abbott, Captain of School.
F.A. Lang, Captain of Seeley.
E.A. Potts, Captain of Carpenter.
K.W.E. Paine, Captain of Mortimer.
W.P. Howard, Captain of Hale.
K.E. Wade, Mortimer.
J. Reid, Carpenter.
S. Rose, Seeley.
A.L. Furniss, Hale.
C.R. Cartledge, Hale.
W.K. Mansfield, Beaufoy.
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L.R. Dowsett, Mortimer.
P.R. Baldwin, Carpenter.
J.R.H. Chalmers, Carpenter.

Committees:
Cricket - Captain: E.A. Potts. Vice-Capt.: L.J. Richenberg. Hon. Sec.: P.V. Moore.
Swimming - Captain: N.E. Fitzsimon. Hon. Sec.: J.R.H. Chalmers.
Shooting - Captain: R.G. Acton. Hon. Sec.: F.K. Home. P.V. Moore.
Athletics - K.W.E. Paine, G.T.F. Braddock.
Fencing - Captain: P.V. Moore. Hon. Sec.: A.W. Ashton.
Chess - Captain: L.J. Richenberg. Hon. Sec.: W.K. Mansfield.
Squash - F.A. Lang, L.J. Richenberg.
School Society - L.J. Richenberg, K.W. Amis, J. Reid.
Dramatic Society - K.W. Amis, J. Reid.
Musical Society - K.W. Amis, J. Reid.
Magazine - Editors: L.J. Richenberg, K.W. Amis, J. Reid. Hon. Sec.: F.A. Lang.
Mission - E.A. Potts, W.P. Howard, E.W. Diedrichs.
Christian Union - Hon. Sec.: FA. Lang.
LA.U. - Hon. Sec.: FA. Lang.
Assistant Librarians - W.P. Howard, FA. Lang, A.L. Furniss, D. le B. Jones, J. Reid, I.C. Weathrall, A.G.

Brand.
O.T.C. - Contingent S.M.: M.W.G. Le Mansois-Field.

C.S.M. A' Coy.: S. Rose (Acting C.S.M.).
'B' Coy.: K.W.E. Paine.
'C Coy.: L.J. Richenberg.
'D' Coy.: J.N. Quick (Acting C.S.M.).
'£' Coy.: J.P. Soper.

R.Q.M.S.: I.C. Weathrall.
Senior Sergeant: K.W. Amis.
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Vol. LXm December, 1940 No. 278.
Edited By L.R. Dowsett, K.W. Amis and C. Barcan.

Editorial

The Battle of London has begun, and the reasons for our exile, formerly obscure to some, have now become
apparent to all. The School premises on the Embankment are still intact except for a number of windows broken
by bombs. Few alerts have troubled us in Marlborough. In consequence work and rest have both been
undisturbed.

After fifteen months of war the School still retains five hundred and sixty pupils; in comparison with the fate
of some of our contemporaries this is indeed fortunate. We have even managed to preserve a link with pre-war
times in the shape of Rugby football fixtures with Emanuel School, who have been evacuated to Petersfield. A
new avenue of sport has been opened by the playing of a squash match with Pangbourne Nautical College, and
others are being arranged; this testifies to the increasing popularity of a sport almost new to the School. We can
only hope that facilities will be provided for it on our return to London.

Billeting has become increasingly difficult owing to the influx of large numbers of Bexhill evacuees. Some
of the more inaccessible billets, however, it has been possible to abandon. An account of the growing number of
entertainments will be found elsewhere in these pages. In conclusion we must extend a word of thanks to our
ever-courteous hosts, both in College and in the town.

Flight Sergeant R.G. Morison
We record with great regret the death of Flight Sergeant R.G. Morison, who was killed on active service on July
3rd. He was educated at the School (1923-1929) and left to enter the Royal Air Force. He will be remembered
as the youngest of three brothers who were picked for the gymnastic displays between 1925 and 1930.

Lieut-Commander L.R. Bull, R.N.R.
We regret to record that Lieut.-Commander L.R. Bull has been announced by the Admiralty to be missing,
believed killed, when H.M.S. "Dunvegan Castle" was sunk by a U boat recently. He was at the School from 1915
to 1918.

Norman Joseph Cash
N.J. Cash, of Science IV, was killed in an air raid on London on September 7th, 1940. He is missed by his fellows
and his death is a sad loss to the School. He came to the School in September, 1937, with a scholarship. He was
keen on his work and never slacked. He was active in school life, especially in games, being the captain of
Mortimer at boxing and playing for his house at rugger and hockey.

He was barely 15 years of age and was loved by all who knew him.

School Notes

With the loss this term of Mr. Workman, Mr. Orton, Mr. Sharp and Mr. Woodhouse, Third Junior and New
lib forms have been temporarily suspended. Mr. Lawton has become Form Master of MVa, Mr. Ross of MHIb,
and Mr. Trayes of lib.

Major Orton has joined the llth Devons; Capt. Workman, the 70th Bn. 60th Rifles; Mr. Sharp, the 2/6th Bn.
The East Surrey Regt; Mr. Woodhouse has joined the R.A.F.

Mr. Sharp's place has been temporarily taken by Mr. C.F. Berry, B.A., whose last teaching post was at
Belmont House School, Cranbrook. Mr. Woodhouse has been relieved by Mr. R.L. Treble, M.A., who recently
retired from the headmastership of the County School, East Grinstead. Mr. Orton's German has been taken over
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THE PREFECTS, 194041

A.W. Reid, G. Blunden, E.W. Denham, G.T.F. Braddock.

J.R.H. Chalmers, L.R. Dowsett, F.R. Dale, Esq., P.R. Baldwin, J.N. Quick.

RUGBY 1st XV, 194041

J.N. Quick, P.S. Brodahl, P.V. Moore. A.R. Dale, A.T. Cook, G. Clarfelt, G.N. Bastable.

L.R. Dowsett, A.W. Reid (Vice-Captain), J.R.H. Chalmers (Captain), J.P. Soper, G. Blunden.

L.J. Brisacher, C.U. Bate.
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by Mr. F.R.H. McLellan, M.A., late Senior Modern Language Master of Mill Hill School. He is also taking some
of Mr. Bond's German work.

C.L.S. boys billeted at Dr. Wheeler's house held an exhibition of war souvenirs in aid of the Spitfire Fund,
and collected 15/-. Not to be outdone, Dr. Maurice's boys held a slightly more elaborate exhibition, and collected
£7 for the Spitfire Fund and £5 Is. 6d. for the Trafalgar Fund.

2nd Lt. P.F. Sedgley and 2nd Lt. J.B. Bissell are prisoners of war in Germany and K. Joslin was posted
missing after the retirement from Dunkirk.

Diary of a Morning Spent in The Adderley Library
By a Worker

9-30 Enters Adderley with a book.
9-31 Leaves Adderley to search for another book.
9-32 Re-enters Adderley and finds seat by window. Reads titles of books on surrounding shelves. Finds pen

is empty.
9-35 Walking round Adderley looking for ink.
9-37 Going to Porter's Lodge to get ink.
9-38 Arguing with Gus on possibility and propriety of borrowing ink.
9-45 Still arguing with Gus.
9-47 Returns to Adderley to escape Gus.
9-47 Working in pencil.
9-47V-2 Pencil breaks. Sharpens pencil.
9-54 Still sharpening pencil.
9-55 Borrows pencil from friend.
9-56 Friend calls "Why is he not playing Rugger?" Answers "No time. Working."
9-57 Friend comes over for discussion on Blood Sports.
10-05 Enemy abandons discussion on Blood Sports. Worker thinks over discussion, discovering crushing things

he might have said if he had thought of them in time.
10-10 Watching people pass and remarking thereon to friend at next window.
10-15 Working.
10-17 Decides breakfast was poor and tells neighbour. Goes to Bernard's for reinforcements.
10-20

-25 Arguing in Bernard's on relative merits of liquorice and gob stoppers.
10-26 Returning with toffees.
10-27 Meets friend who asks him to attend Committee at 12 o'clock. Answers, "No time. Working."

Compromise arranged. Worker to go at 12 o'clock.
10-29 Giving Prefects' Detention to small boy who made disparaging remarks about inflexible will-power.
10-30 Thinking what to put in Detention Book to describe crime adequately without endangering his

reputation.
10-32 Trying to remember name of criminal.
10-33 Apologising to master after ramming him by Main Gate.
10-35 Retreating.
10-351/2 In Adderley, explaining. "No. He doesn't always run like that sir, and No! He does not want to be a

wing three." Hopes his reflections on what he might have said on Blood Sports will now come in useful.
Being disappointed, starts to think out cutting remark about critical talent-spotters and senile Nestors
who saw they were good in '83.

10-45 Critical master retires.
10-47 Still thinking out cutting remark.
11-00 Realises absence of master. Offers sweet to friend in Adderley. Notices another master present.
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Surreptitiously hides sweets and talks in loud voice on the value of throat lozenges and the merits and
enterprise of paper-handkerchief manufacturers. Master asks for silence. Worker crushed.

11-05 Finds place occupied. Heaps terrible threats in a fury and a stage whisper on the head of insolent
usurper. Usurper unmoved, so worker pretends to get book from case at his side. Vigilant master asks
why he needs Cricket Almanack for Latin Prose. Worker readily replies "To stop his paper blowing
away." Master retires with the air of a man who considers his opponent beneath contempt. Worker
offended.

11-10 Insolent Usurper asks Worker not to probe his spine with book-corners. Worker mutters darkly "If he
were not working, if he were not wearing glasses. . .." Realising inferiority, retires to another window,
which he discovers to be his original position. Assumes the air of one who has been there all the
morning.

11-15 Works.
11-20 Still working.
11-23 Thinks of the beauty of labour. Indulges in poetic reflection as his eyes watch the gardeners' heads

moving along the top of grass bank. Neighbour coughs, whispers and giggles. Worker glares and
mutters "Why can't a chap work?" Vigilant master asks for silence and retires.

11-27 Worker yawns and sneezes. Gets handkerchief from pocket. Sweets fall out. Benches and books fall
down. Benches and books replaced. Retrieving sweets, bumps head on radiator. Books down again.
Friends help. Worker wishes they were not so eager and doubts beauty and truth of the sentiment "the
labourer is worth his hire." Reflections ineffectual. Friends slam him on the back and ask "Why does
he not play Rugger to-day?"

11-30 Worker hiccoughs from physical pain and mental anguish. Scowls at remnants of sweets, eats one and
works.

11-32 Master returns, surveys room, confiscates remaining sweets. Worker tries to object "Food helps a chap
to work," but hiccoughs. Master says it is easier to work with book the right way up. Worker hiccoughs.
Master leaves room to eat sweets.

11-40 Adolescent philosophers at next window argue on whether pig-farming is objective or subjective.
11-41 Neighbour says it depends on pig.
11-45 Worker says it depends on pig-farmer.
11-46 Philosophers say it depends on interpretation of objective.
11-48 Worker tries to say there is much to be said for both sides but hiccoughs.
12-00 Is called to Committee meeting. Leaving Adderley drops Lexicon. Picking up Lexicon, drops books.

Returns for books and drops pencil. Gives pencil back to friend and retreats before he sees it is broken.
P.R. Baldwin.

Forestry Camp 1940
by L.R. Dowsett

This year it was decided to do work of national importance instead of holding the usual holiday camp at
Goudhurst. Some fifty boys volunteered for farming, but their services were not required. The Forestry
Commission, however, invited us to form a Forestry Camp, and in this some of the boys who had wished to farm
were included.

The work was to be the clearing of a five-acre wood to make pit props. The site chosen was at Upcot Farm,
near Witheridge in North Devon, and the work was to consist of felling the trees, removing all branches, measuring
the trees, sawing up the measured lengths, trimming off all sharp edges, and finally stacking the finished props.

After School had disbanded, Messrs. Vokins and Brown and a few energetic workers helped to load the lorry.
This operation was only completed after Mr. Brown had abandoned his unorthodox ideas on the subject.
Unloading was a different story; after a morning of rain we arrived at Upcot and had to unload with but five
people, at the same time skilfully avoiding puddles. However tea was ready for the train party when they arrived,
and also for the more energetic cyclists.

The weather was very hot and dry during the first three weeks, and after a few days production steadily rose,
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even if we were slow to the whistle for work. The race for record production by one gang on one single day is
known by all. It was not decided until our last day, when Mr. Nobbs' gang cut 317 props during five hours, when
they were not playing with their railway.

We were usually tired at the end of each working period, but after meals, supervised by Mr. Henderson and
ably cooked by the masters' wives, Sidney, and Mrs. White, we all felt amazingly refreshed. This is the best tribute
we can pay to the excellent meals which were provided for us, even if the staff did keep their cider to themselves!

Life at camp was certainly not dull, for it is not every day that we can hear such a laugh as Mr. Wheeler's,
or see 'Horsey' Smith in full dress of eight handkerchiefs. We were all thrilled by the photographer who took
dozens of pictures, although only one was ever published. Finally there were the rabbit hunts, and also the
community singing, which was combined after supper with the peeling of potatoes.

Thanks to the industry of those who were there the first three weeks, those who came for the second half
found nothing to do at Upcot beyond some clearing up, so another wood of similar size was allotted to us at
Scotsham, about two miles away. The vandals did their job so thoroughly here that what had once been a hillside
of beauty and stately dignity, was left when finished a hideous sore on the landscape, littered with tree tops, stumps
and neat piles of stacked pit props. So beauty suffered in the cause of Mammon.

Bicycles naturally came in useful, though those who didn't possess them occasionally obtained lifts in one of
the cars. The camp's main conveyance was a hired car of dubious age, whose handbrake could only be
manipulated after the front door had been opened, though Mr. Copping's and Mr. Wilmot's cars rendered good
service to many a tired woodchopper. Mr. Green, who drove the hired car, seemed to have the particularly
unnerving habit of driving so near to the cyclists that they were often forced off the road.

Accidents fortunately were few: J. Reid and Fowler bfllhooked their fingers, while Mr. Copping, giving a
demonstration with a battleaxe, missed the tree completely and cut into Macgregor's leg. All these injuries
required stitches, which were put in by a nearby doctor, who was not always as gentle as he might have been. No
praise however is too high for Mr. Broad, who did daily dressings in camp. From personal experience I can say
that he was as gentle and careful as any amateur could be. Mr. Wilmot however suffered most, as he severed a
ligament in his hand with a saw. As a result he was forced to leave camp, but he remained in the neighbourhood.
We were very sorry to lose his wit, but we are glad to report that he has now quite recovered.

Anecdotes on the other hand are plentiful; one of the funniest concerning a prefect who, after two pints of
cider, insisted on going swimming singing at the top of his voice 'Onward Christian Soldiers.' Honi soil qui tnal
y pense.

We did work as well, as was proved by the fact that though we were fewer in numbers we cut almost as many
props as the first half, while the last few days were enlivened by the taking of motion pictures, which have been
shown at the School cinema. During the six weeks, a total of 17,509 pit props were cut. The cooking for this half
was done by Mr. Smith, a Marlborough staff cook, Gus and Mrs. Rogers. We should like to thank them for the
quality of the food and the work necessary to prepare it.

We left Devon on September 7th after an enjoyable time, for which we thank all masters and others
concerned. We should like also to extend our thanks to Mr. and Mrs. Crang, of Upcot Farm, and others of the
neighbourhood who welcomed us so well. We hope that we have helped the war effort a little by our exertions.

C.B.

Prize Day

The Annual Prize Distribution was held on October 25th in the Memorial Hall of Marlborough College.
The annual declamation in honour of John Carpenter was made by L.J. Richenberg, late Captain of the

School, now a scholar at Corpus Christi College, Oxford.
The Headmaster then read his report for the past year. It had been, of course, a year of unusual difficulty,

and had brought much additional work to the teaching and office staff. But all had the satisfaction of knowing
that it was work of vital importance. The difference between the English and the German education was that
English boys were taught to think for themselves. The School had always given its best to education; over one
hundred Old Citizens had held professorships. And we must not fall from this standard, for the machine age must
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be controlled by the philosophers and not by the technicians.
Fifty-one Higher Certificates and 88 School Certificates, with a large number of the new "distinction" mark,

showed that the School was working as hard as ever. A number of University Scholarships had been won,
including the valuable Ella Stevens Scholarship at New College by S. Rose.

We counted ourselves very lucky to have had to deal with Marlborough College. A spring term of epidemics
and foul weather had been followed by a lovely summer, in which the delightful surroundings and the many
opportunities for games had convinced most of us that there was something to be said for Wiltshire. And among
our memories when we returned would be our happy associations with our hosts.

Recruitment of new boys was difficult, and our numbers had sunk to about 560. But we could see our way
to continuing in our present form for several years, and in that time much might happen.

Autumn Review
by J.H. Wheeler

The School has responded well to the imposition of compulsory games which, although contrary to a long
tradition, has been engendered by evacuation conditions. With the increasingly wide choice of activities, old and
new, now available, and the excellence and proximity of Marlborough's grounds and courts, he is indeed a strange
fellow who cannot find some form of exercise to interest him. It has been specially noticeable how much more
active we have been this term.

The black-out prevented the holding of the camp-fire postponed from last term. Instead, this was organised
as an entertainment in the Memorial Hall. The camp-fire atmosphere was not altogether lacking, for a small
electric brazier paid tribute to the prototype and proceedings were introduced with community songs and camp-fire
yells.

A variety programme included songs from members of staff, a masters' quartette, the 'Temple Choristers' (new
version—all collars and no voices!); a reading; a mime by the scouts; a Victorian musical evening, complete with
whiskers, languishing ladies and somebody's grandfather's cloak and street singing to the harmonium. Things were
going well until an air-raid warning left two items to be included in a concert next term. Although in retrospect
we can regard the matter calmly enough, what might have been a serious situation arose when some irresponsible
person countered the warning with a rumour that the "all-clear" had sounded.

When this is read, the School will have already passed judgment on the operetta The Belle of the Billet, or She
was only a Bursar's Daughter, by our tame bard, written and presented by the staff, rehearsals for which have been
wedged into those infrequent periods of spare time.

The Junior Club has continued its good work and now the Senior Club has been successfully established in
the Pavilion. These, with the various entertainments and the ever-popular cinema, have catered for week-end
requirements not met by outdoor activities.

Select gangs of A.R.P. trench-diggers are now engaged in comparatively artistic pursuits. They march off
three times a week like the seven dwarfs, shovel and pick over shoulder, deftly to trim a corner here or a ledge
there. Gas-masks have received another inspection and an addition to their length. Stretcher bearers, first-aiders
and runners have attended weekly training classes and are standing by for service. Home Guard units from the
Junior Training Corps (late O.T.C.) have manned posts, some hydraulic and aromatic, others merely hydraulic!

We welcomed the Master of Marlborough and his candid speech at Prize Day and wished that the Lord
Mayor could have paid his annual visit. The little gathering afterwards in the Bradleian Library reminded us of
our own library in London.

Regular meetings of the School Society and the Musical Society have been held on Sundays. So far the
former has devoted most of its time to debating but a lecture and two play-readings have been held. Two new
societies have come into being, Historical and Philatelic, and the older ones have continued.
Boot-and-shoe-repairing as well as laundry is now arranged through the School. Accounts of games and activities
are given elsewhere in this issue and to mention all the services which minister to our needs and comforts is
impossible in a short review, so that an apology is offered for such omissions. One unfortunate thing must be
mentioned, however: many things continue to be lost, and found not always by their rightful owners, who seem to
find the journey to New Court 1 too arduous to make the recovery of their goods worth while.
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The Belle Of The Billet

On Saturday, the 23rd of November, we were treated to a presentation with the above title given by members
of the staff and Mrs. Weltman, who played the belle in question. Congratulations are due first of all to the
composite composer and to the writer of what are technically known as lyrics, Mr. Carruthers. The scene was laid
at or near Mynall College, whose headmaster made a series of sinister and silent stalks across the stage. The hero,
the Captain of the School, was brilliantly played by Mr. Brown, who danced and sang with abandon and contrived
to look the part in anything from school to admiral's uniform. Mrs. Weltman's faithful hound was Mr. Weltman.
A chorus of boys of the City of London School was provided by Messrs. Broad, Starr, Rudkins, Stephenson, Dyball
and Riddle. We must mention two billet hostesses, Sarah Savernake and Cherry Orchard, who by their
unnecessary presence and comic vitality were responsible for a large share of the fun. We didn't know that Mr.
Wheeler and Mr. Ross had it in them. The cackling, moustachio-twirling villain was the cycling master, Hercules
Sturmey-Archer, played with immense gusto by Mr. Field. But the cause of true love triumphed in the end, and
Roderick Prentiss-Pyke, the school captain, was restored to the arms of his beloved and charming belle, who gave
a distinguished performance. Sarah was married off to Percival Pickup, the litter master (Mr. Green) and Cherry
was resourcefully provided with the Headmaster of Mynall College, Dr. Hiram Hayseed (Mr. Henderson), who
however did not break his vow of silence even in this extremity. The marriage rites were solemnised by the Vicar
of St. Vitus, Mr. McLellan, who looked and sounded surprisingly ecclesiastical. Wally and Gus were there too,
for no School function can do without them.

Thanks and congratulations must be paid to Mr. Pike, who provided the music with amazing verve; to the
maestro once again, Mr. Carruthers; and to Mr. Wilmot for an all too brief appearance as the school porter and
for producing the show so ably.

School Officials.

Prefects:
L.R. Dowsett, Captain of Mortimer, Captain of School.
P.R. Baldwin, Captain of Carpenter.
J.R.H. Chalmers, Carpenter.
J.N. Quick, Captain of Beaufoy.
K.W. Amis, Captain of Hale.
A.W. Reid, Carpenter.
E.W. Denham, Hale.
G. Blunden, Mortimer.
J.P. Soper, Captain of Seeley.
D.L.B. Wheeler, Beaufoy.

Committees:
Rugby Football - Captain: J.R.H. Chalmers. Vice-Captain: A.W. Reid. Hon. Sec.: G.T.F. Braddock.
Boxing - Captain: A.W. Ashton. Hon. Sec.: D.J. Cowan.
Shooting - Captain: J.P. Soper. Hon. Sec.: K.J. Burraston.
Fives - Captain: J.N. Quick. Hon. Sec.: L.R. Dowsett.
Squash - Captain: J.N. Quick. Hon. Sec.: H.F. Rumsey.
Fencing - Captain: P.V. Moore. Hon. Sec.: A.W. Ashton.
Chess - Captain: M.H. Lessof. Hon. Sec.: D. le B. Jones.
School Society - K.W. Amis, C. Barcan, P.O. Partridge.
Dramatic Society - K.W. Amis, E.G. Ludlow.
Musical Society - K.W. Amis, D.L.B. Wheeler.
Magazine - Editors: L.R. Dowsett, K.W. Amis, C. Barcan. Hon. Sec.: G. Blunden.
Mission - Hon. Sees.: E.W. Denham, P.R. Baldwin, E.G. Ludlow.
Christian Union - Hon. Sees.: P.R. Baldwin, L.R. Dowsett.
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L.A.U. - Hon. Sec.: P.R. Baldwin.
Assistant Librarians - D. le B. Jones, C. Barcan, G.R. Breed, E.W. Denham, D.J. Leapman, E.G. Ludlow,

D.H. Rose.
Magazine Club.- Hon. Sees.: E.G. Ludlow, P.R. Baldwin, D. le B. Jones, D.J.R. Scott.

Hon. Treas.: D. J. Leapman.
O.T.C. - C.S.M. "A" Coy.: A.R. Watts.

"B" Coy.: J.P. Soper.
"C" Coy.: D.J. Leapman.
"D" Coy.: P.R. Baldwin.

C.Q.M.S.: E.W. Denham.
Senior Sergeants: K.W. Amis, J.N. Quick.
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The City of London School Magazine
Edited by

L.R. Dowsett, K.W. Amis and E.W. Denham.

VOL. LXTV EASTER, 1941 No. 279.

Editorial

First place in this Editorial must be given to an expression of the sorrow felt by the whole School at the death of
Mr. Hughes. A tribute to one who placed the School first in everything will be found elsewhere, but we who have
been his pupils would like to add our words of appreciation and regret.

The terror of invasion, though not less remote, ceases to encompass our entire horizon, and we are reminded
of it only by pill-boxes neatly installed in the middle of pavements, and by the advent of a German bomber
concerning whose authenticity a long and bitter controversy has raged; while our record in the University
Scholarship Examinations, which is the best for many years, has given ample proof that nothing has disturbed our
work.

Even our expectations of a second Ice Age have so far not been fulfilled, and the comparatively small number
of sufferers in the Sanatorium and elsewhere is remarkable, in the light of the events of last year. Already we are
looking forward to our second summer in Marlborough.

This term we regret the absence of a School Play, owing to the difficulty of obtaining the Memorial Hall.
This, the only place for rehearsal, is being extensively used by the Choir. The School will have an opportunity of
judging whether the sacrifice was justified when the concert in aid of the Red Cross Fund is held at the end of the
term.

The Editors again deplore the paucity of original contributions. It seems a pity that the spate of political
activity this term has not produced a single prose contribution of any merit. Some efforts which we did receive
were removed by the scissors of the censor, and we conclude with our usual appeal for more support.

Charles Malcolm Lavington
We regret to record the death of C.M. Lavington, which occurred at the Royal Naval Hospital, Portland, early in
October, 1940. He died from wounds received when his trawler mine-sweeper was mined in September. He was
24 years of age.

C.M. Lavington was the son of Malcolm Lavington, also an Old Citizen, and nephew of H.H. Lavington, C.C.,
Hon. Secretary of the John Carpenter Club and Chairman for this year of the School Committee. Lavington was
at the School from 1929 to 1932. He was a keen member of the O.T.C. and a drummer in the band. He left from
Modern Vb and took up a commercial career. He will be remembered by many Old Citizens for his swimming
in the Old Boys' Sports.

Quiet and unassuming, but with a charming personality, Lavington was popular with all who knew him, and
his loss is deeply regretted by his friends.

D.M. Lawry
We regret to record that D.M. Lawry lost his life at sea on August 28th, 1940. He was a Signalman in the
R.N.V.R. and his ship, H.M.S. "Dunvegan Castle", was torpedoed off the north coast of Ireland. With 38 other
members of the crew he has been posted as "missing, presumed drowned".

Lawry was at the School from 1927 to 1935 and left from the Upper Sixth. He was a good cricketer and in
his last year played for the 1st XI. He got on extremely well in the Navy and had been recommended for a
commission.
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Vivian Grey Hughes (Obiit 8th January, 1941).
When term ended on December 16th, V.G. Hughes accompanied the boys on the special train to London, and was
apparently in his usual health. He was delighted that he had obtained a commission and was joining an officers'
course at Droitwich on December 30th. On January 8th we received the sad news that soon after the
commencement of the course he was taken ill on parade, was admitted to hospital suffering from acute pneumonia,
and that he had died suddenly soon after.

He was born in 1893, at Chorley Wood, near Rickmansworth, where his father was Vicar for 32 years. He
went to a Preparatory School at Berges, near Hertford, and thence to Haileybury. He passed on to Keble College,
Oxford, where he took his degree in 1914. At one time he intended to take Holy Orders, but the Great War
claimed him, and he was commissioned with the Hampshire Regiment in December, 1914. From 1915-1919
Lieutenant Hughes served with the 8th Rifle Brigade. He was badly wounded in the early part of the war, and
later, after a lengthy and harrowing period of exposure and a terrific bombardment of his trenches, suffered from
shell-shock. It was some time before he recovered, though everything was done for him by those in authority.
They sent him to various places which they thought would benefit him, and he was several months in the South
of France. He never really recovered either from the exposure or from shell shock, though he was always bright
and uncomplaining. Probably the return to Army life at the course revived memories of his terrible experiences
in the last war, which affected his health and sapped his resistance to illness.

He came to the School as Master of the Second Junior in 1924, and remained with that class throughout.
He had a capital influence on boys at this early stage, and did much during his 17 years of service for the Junior
games in an efficient, unobtrusive and self-sacrificing manner, especially as master in charge of Junior Cricket
under 13.

He hated anything mean, unchristian or ungentlemanly. Duty with him was instinctive. He always met poor
health and disappointments with a smile, and everyone who knew him misses his cheery presence and wishes him
Peace. J.W.C.

School Notes

Mr. Weltman has gone to join the R.A.F. Mr. Trayes has taken over Mr. Hughes' work, and Mr. Trayes has
been relieved by Mr. H.A. Treble, who has taken over 2b. Mr. H.A. Treble is, like his brother, Mr. R.L. Treble,
who came to us to relieve Mr. Woodhouse, a schoolmaster emeritus, well-known for his work in Latin and English.

School times this term are as last term:—
Assembly and First Period, 8 a.m.-9 a.m.
Breakfast, 9 a.m.
10 a.m.-12 noon, Games, O.T.C., P.T.
Second and Third Periods, 12-30 p.m.-2 p.m.
Dinner, 2 p.m.

Mondays and Fridays:
Fourth Period, 2-45 p.m.-3-30 p.m.
Fifth Period, 3-30 p.m.-4 p.m.
Tea, 5-15 p.m.

Wednesdays:
Fourth and Fifth Periods, 2-45 p.m.-3-15 p.m.
Sixth Period, 3-15 p.m.-3-45 p.m.
Tea, 5-15 p.m.

Tuesdays and Thursdays— "Long Days":
Fourth and Fifth Periods, 3-15 p.m.-4-45 p.m.
Sixth and Seventh Periods, 4-55 p.m.-6-25 p.m.
Tea, 6-30 p.m.

There is "late tea" on Saturdays, and on Sundays. C.L.S. Chapel services on Sunday are at 8-45 a.m. (Holy
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Communion) and at 1 o'clock.

This arrangement continues to work well, though "daylight saving" meant deep gloom at Assembly time in
the early weeks of term and Marlborough spring weather has interfered with morning "activities."

Activities, and changing, are also hampered by measles. Marlborough College has filled the Sanatorium.
Therefore, as last year, the Gymnasium has become "the San." for C.L.S. At the time of writing C.L.S. measles
are a cloud like a man's hand, but we hope for the best.

Numbers this term began at 554, with a slight tendency to rise.

Christmas In Marlborough

While most of the school was enjoying the luxury of London's air-raid shelters, some forty boys were interned—
for better or worse—in Marlborough for the Christmas vacation.

At first we were all depressed at the prospect of complete and utter boredom; yet we soon realised that the
authorities—those vague and benevolent people—were determined to entertain us and make holiday lite in
Marlborough endurable. The College co-operated and gave us some rooms in A House, where we installed
table-tennis and "Russian Billiards" for those who had a taste for such intellectual pursuits; time proved that very
few boys did not possess such a taste. The College also gave us permission to use the Squash and Fives courts.
But it was the relaxation of the rule forbidding attendance at THE CINEMA, Marlborough, that provided us with
what was, perhaps, our greatest source of pleasure and satisfaction; while for those who were privileged to belong
to that most noble body of men, the Home Guard, there was—for so it seemed to them, at least—an apparently
endless succession of exercises. The Juniors occasionally indulged in a game of football, whenever a sufficient
number could be "persuaded" to play.

With all these amenities to distract us, it is not surprising that the holidays seemed to pass all too rapidly and
to be over before they had really begun. An account of how we "unfortunates" existed in Marlborough during the
Christmas holidays would not be complete if it did not mention, and dwell longingly upon, the party on Boxing
Day and the miniature theatre show on New Year's Day. The party was arranged and the refreshments collected
and provided by certain of the more energetic members of the staff, though the part played by Gus and Wally and
their wives will not be forgotten. Our thanks are due to all concerned for a highly enjoyable and delightful
afternoon and evening. The miniature theatre show of the Wizard ofOz on New Year's Day was a Field family
affair. Need we say more? We tender our grateful thanks to them for a most amusing afternoon entertainment.

The holidays ended on a cheerful note, for there was a fall of snow; and where there is snow, there is
tobogganing. L.P.

Sanatoria Ahoy!
by J.H. Wheeler

The Ice Age did not descend on us this year in anything like its former intensity or duration. Thus the conversion
of the gymnasium into a sanatorium took place under reasonable conditions without rush. With the longer warning
period and the experience of last year it was possible to produce a sanctuary of almost sumptuous appointments
—carpets, easy chairs and even daffodils.

Exponents of the winter sports once again repaired to the forest hill to descend that icy slope on toboggans,
borrowed or hired, lumps of wood and corrugated-iron, or upon odd portions of their anatomy, according to ability
and zeal. Precautions were necessary to prevent the less skilful from overflowing into the main road. Meanwhile
rather wet skating was taking place on the College swimming-pool.

The snow did not last long and, up to the time of writing, slush or rain has been our portion. Hockey started
earlier this year and has been well supported by those willing to hack their way through games at Preshute or
Wedgwood. One beginner considerably disturbed a lecture on the principles of the game by producing a freakish
left-handed stick when those assembled had just been told that such a thing did not exist!
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Practice runs replaced the normal physical training and on most mornings small groups were to be seen on
the road course through Manton. One day, when the roads were particularly dirty, it was suggested that old light
outdoor shoes might be worn instead of plimsolls, and a junior was later found to be staggering along in his
Wellingtons. A keen band of regular runners trained over the school course and organised a very successful junior
and senior race against Emanuel School.

A full rehearsal of the school A.R.P. services was held one morning. In this, first-aid posts and
stretcher-parties co-operated (or otherwise) with the ambulance. A slight wilfulness on the part of three of the
"casualties" caused the Memorial Hall post to be overworked while the Museum Block people had little to do.
A nasty case of haemorrhage in Hyde Lane might have proved fatal owing to the delay in his being brought to the
casualty station, but on the whole the treatment given was good and several useful lessons were learned. This
exercise is to be repeated shortly.

A weird and wonderful soccer team represented the school in its match with Marlborough Grammar School.
It astonished itself and its supporters by its performance, which reversed last year's defeat. A return is to be
played; also two games for the junior eleven.

Home Guard activities have included the establishment of a system of training on somewhat unusual
automatic weapons, the mysteries of which have gradually been revealed.

A parliament came into being heralded by a spate of posters calculated to divert and libel, but certainly to
enlist members for the various parties. Latent artistic talent was unearthed and a certain amount of mud-slinging
resulted, until a censure fell on this method of advertising. The government fell and another party has been
entrusted with control.

The senior and junior clubs have continued their valuable week-end service as have the cinema and the many
other permanent activities designed for exercise, entertainment or assistance. Changing accommodation has been
a serious problem, especially on Saturday afternoons, now that the gymnasium is not available, but several
Marlborough housemasters have kindly helped us and we are very grateful.

When this article appears, the Rector and Mrs. Jones will have left Marlborough for new work in Hove. They
have shown continued interest in the school since we came to Marlborough and have welcomed many members
of the staff to the Rectory during the Headmaster's stay there. We thank them for their kindness and wish them
every happiness and success in their new parish.

School Parliament

After the lapse of some years it was decided this term to resurrect the School Parliament. The committee
felt that, though the inevitable party system would result in many boys voting for their party and not on the merits
of the speeches, this evil would be more than outweighed by the salutary effects of contact with political affairs,
and that however superficial and remote this contact might be, it would, in a few cases, grow to be of lasting value.
We remembered the words of Dr. Arnold: "The desire to take part in politics is the highest desire of a
well-regulated mind." With this in mind the first session was held, and the regular School Society debates were
temporarily abandoned, because these had become little but a political forum.

The address to the King was read by the Chancellor of the Exchequer (E.G. Ludlow), and a consequential
amendment was proposed by the Deputy Leader of the Opposition (K.W. Amis). An Opposition Member (P.R.
Baldwin) made a convincing and sincere speech attacking the fundamental philosophy of capitalism. The Minister
for Food (G. Wise) made a vigorous but somewhat irrelevant defence of the Government. More Opposition
speakers now rose, including the Members for Ebbw Vale (J.H. Windebank) Caithness and Sutherland (H.
Knorpel), and Jarrow (D. le B. Jones), and made speeches fiery in tone, but occasionally poor in content. Speakers
for the Government were few, but we must mention those of the Minister of Defence (D.J. Leapman), who
confused the Bren .303" L.M.G. with the 88 mm. German A.A. Gun, and made a speech based on this error, and
of a Government back-bencher (J.G.H. Wadsworth), who offered an impassioned defence of Polish valour on which
nobody had cast the smallest imputation. The Prime Minister (MJ. Macnaughton-Smith) also spoke. As time for
an Opposition summing-up was refused, several Opposition members withdrew, including a member (H.G.
Williams-Ashman), who tried to sing "The Red Flag" in the lobby. After a summing-up by the Home Secretary
(L.R. Dowsett), whose poise suffered from the heckling of the remnants of the Opposition, a division was taken,
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and the amendment was carried by 101 votes to 89.
Considerable surprise was caused by the Government's refusal to resign. At the next session a Conscription

Bill, for use in Civil Defence, was brought in for its second reading. The Prime Minister made a long and
discursive plea for the passing of the Bill, which he said was essential for the prosecution of the war. The Deputy
Leader of the Opposition now rose to attack the Bill on every conceivable ground, laying stress on its fascist
tendencies. Among Government speakers were several Ministers (W.D. Claringbold, G. Wise and H.C.
Humphreys) all of whom demonstrated their sincerity and conviction of the justice of their cause. Opposition
speakers who attacked the Bill in detail were the members for Ebbw Vale, Caithness and Sutherland, Caernarvon
Boroughs (P.G. Partridge), Caernarvon (G.R. Breed) and the Opposition's expert on religious affairs (A.B. Dann),
the last of whom made a personal attack on the Government for its immorality, political and other. The ex-Home
Secretary spoke against the Bill. The Chancellor of the Exchequer summed up for the Government, and a
prominent Opposition Member (M.C. Parker) for his side. The Bill was rejected by a large majority, so large that
no count was necessary. The Conservative Government resigned, only to re-appear in a new guise under the
premiership of the renegade Social Democratic leader (P.G. Partridge), with a leavening of Independent Socialists.

At the next session, after a question time monopolised by the Member for Billhead (A.O. Wilson), a vote
of no confidence was debated. The Member for Caithness and Sutherland spoke first for the Opposition and
provided his usual recipe of mirthless facetiousness. Speakers for the Government were the Prime Minister, who
made a speech lasting twenty-two minutes (it only seemed longer), and the Foreign Secretary (M.H. Lessof), who
in contradistinction to his colleagues offered a quiet, reasoned and convincing defence of the Government's policy.
Speakers for the Opposition included the Member for North Cornwall (A.B. Dann), who made numerous
quotations in attacking the immorality (ut semper) of the Unholy Alliance, and the Member for Jarrow, who, as
usual, made great use of equine metaphor in referring to the former Prime Minister. The only Communist
Member (K.W. Amis) rose and fiercely attacked the Government with a speech of which three-quarters was
unacknowledged quotation from Lenin. Much play was made throughout with the question of coalitions: their
expediency and morality, and although the Member for Caithness and Sutherland carefully avoided calling the
Prime Minister a piece of rotten string, the debate continued in a somewhat personal strain to the end. A division
was taken and the Government was defeated by 48 to 42. Numbers had fallen steadily since the first session, as
those who were not really interested in politics wearied of the novelty.

In conclusion, we should like to thank the Speaker (Mr. Wilmot) for his tactful handling of the sessions and
for his informative hints on Parliamentary procedure.

Dramatic Society
J.B. PRIESTLEY.

On Sunday, 16th February, When We Are Married was read. The attendance was more normal than at the
previous reading, being about seventy to eighty. Mr. Cattermole very kindly came and took the chair and we thank
him for his interest, for that is a great encouragement.

MacGregor read Ruby Birtle, the maid, as well as could be expected at his first attempt. His Yorkshire accent
was non-existent, but then so was that of most of the other characters. He was at least interested, though he
suggested the illusion of someone handing his words over the counter, and he laughed at his words as though he
had not said them himself. Gerald Forbes was read by Blunden. He was quite successful, but seemed to portray
a villain rather than a subsidiary hero.

Nancy Holmes was read by Diplock, M3a, chosen from several juniors all very keen to read the part. His
voice had a fine quality and the risk taken in allowing juniors to read was in this case well justified.

Fox, reading Alderman Joe Helliwell, was the only one who produced anything resembling a Yorkshire accent,
though Moore, reading Councillor Albert Parker, made an amusing attempt which he admitted later was probably
more Scottish than Yorkshire.

Fox read as though he meant what he said, which is always appreciated, but Moore spoke as though he
thought what he read, which is probably better.

Dowsett read Annie Parker very well indeed, giggling girlishly at the correct places. Hudson read Herbert
Soppitt well, though his rebellion against his domineering wife Clara, read by M. Macnaughton-Smith, was not as
marked as would have been necessary for the full enjoyment of the fun.
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A "Knorpel" part was found in Mrs. Northrop, and he read it in the usual Knorpelian manner, but this,
perhaps, is no disadvantage. Chalmers read Fred Dyson well. Amis read Ormonroyd correctly as far as the
character is drawn and tried hard to make the clowning about Tommy Toothill as funny as Priestley would have
written it were his heart in that type of art. Quick read Lottie Grady without that extra layer of make-up worn
by one of Lottie's type. However, perhaps Yorkshire "Lotties" are a little more domestic than those of more
southern origin. Partridge, who kept the organisers in agonies by not appearing until about ten minutes after 'the
curtain had gone up,' read the Reverend Clement Mercer pompously as, we should imagine, such a person would
speak. His first lines were very effective, being mock ecclesiastical while his manner was suitably overbearing.

Truly an enjoyable evening.

Soccer

This term Soccer is again being enthusiastically played by our juniors. We have been fortunate in the weather and
postponement of games has rarely been necessary. The Junior House League competition is in full swing, and the
standard of play is higher than last year. Two junior matches against Marlborough Grammar School are to be
played later in the term.

Soccer has not been confined to juniors, however, and on Saturday, February 15th, Mr. Ross led a team of
seniors, reinforced by three masters, against the Grammar School 1st XI on their pitch. When we won the toss
we elected to play with the wind in the hope of gaining early advantage over our more experienced opponents.
Our hope was realised when Quick, with the assistance of the wind, opened the scoring. A few minutes later
Dodds got another. From that moment we never looked like losing. Goals were then scored by Stockton, Mr.
Wheeler and Dodds, and we led 5-0 at half-time. In the second half the play, which had been very fast, was slowed
up considerably by heavy rain. Even with this handicap we were still on top, and Dodds and Bate added goals,
making the final score 7-0 in our favour.

The whole team played magnificently. The backs were so steady that the unfortunate goalkeeper rarely
touched the ball. The halves, inspired by the example of Mr. Wheeler, were sure in defence and fed the forwards
well in attack. The forwards made up for lack of experience by their dash, and although occasionally their
ignorance of the game resulted in the offside rule being infringed, their performance was very creditable.

Team : Macdougall; Moore, Mr. Brown; Dowsett, Mr. Wheeler, Pryer; Bate, Stockton, Quick, Mr. Ross,
Dodds.

J.T.C. Notes

The slight change in nomenclature decreed by the War Office has left the popularity and spirit of the Corps
unaltered. We feel that we are doing something of value to our country, while the keenness and quiet efficiency
of our officers and N.C.O.'s makes our work no hardship.

Though we have not access to tanks, our training is not altogether of the same period as our out of date
uniform. An Air Section has been formed. To those who have passed the war-time Cert. A and do not feel able
or inclined to propagate their knowledge, it is most welcome to find this branch of the Corps whose curriculum
consists of interesting and useful lectures attended in mufti.

This term's Field Day is yet to come. We hope that the weather will not damp the ardour of our troops or
the resplendent uniforms of our new Subalterns.

HOME GUARD PLATOON.
The School Platoon has had but one opportunity to display its newly-acquired uniform. Several members have

been seen patrolling the lanes of Marlborough accompanied by birds—suis pas pigeon, moi. The Signal Section,
inspired by the jovial personality of its able commander, has done valuable work in co-operation with slower, but
more reliable, aerial messengers. The machine-gun section is in the very capable hands of Volunteer Copping,
whose imitation of a Bren gun is most realistic.
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School Officials

Prefects:
L.R. Dowsett, Captain of Mortimer, Captain of the School.
P.R. Baldwin, Captain of Carpenter.
J.R.H. Chalmers, Carpenter.
J.N. Quick, Captain of Beaufoy.
K.W. Amis, Captain of Hale.
E.W. Denham, Hale.
G. Blunden, Mortimer.
A.W. Reid, Carpenter.
D.L.B. Wheeler, Beaufoy.
G.T.F. Braddock, Captain of Abbott.

Committees:
Hockey - Captain: A.T. Cook. Vice-Captain: G.T.F. Braddock. Hon. Sec.: A.W. Ashton.
Soccer - J.N. Quick, D.P. Stockton, J.R. Brooks.
Fives - Captain: J.N. Quick. Hon. Sec.: L.R. Dowsett.
Squash - Captain: J.N. Quick. Hon. Sec.: H.F. Rumsey.
Boxing - Captain: A.W. Ashton. Hon. Sec.: DJ. Cowan.
Shooting - Captain: J.R. Gould. Hon. Sec.: E.L. Graves.
Fencing - Captain: P.V. Moore. Hon. Sec.: A.W. Ashton.
Chess - Captain: M.H. Lessof. Hon. Sec.: D. le B. Jones.
School Society - K.W. Amis, P.G. Partridge, M.J. Macnaughton-Smith.
Dramatic Society - K.W. Amis, E.G. Ludlow.
Musical Society - K.W. Amis, D.L.B. Wheeler.
Magazine - Editors: L.R. Dowsett, K.W. Amis, E.W. Denham. Hon. Sec.: G. Blunden.
Mission - Hon. Sees.: E.W. Denham, P.R. Baldwin, E.G. Ludlow.
Christian Union - Hon. Sees.: P.R. Baldwin, L.R. Dowsett.
L.A.U. - Hon. Sec.: P. R. Baldwin.
Assistant Librarians - D. le B. Jones, G.R. Breed, E.W. Denham, DJ. Leapman, E.G. Ludlow, D.H. Rose,

M.J. Macnaughton-Smith.
O.T.C. - R.Q.M.S.: E.W. Denham.

C.S.M. "A" Coy.: DJ. Leapman.
"B" Coy.: G. Blunden.
"C" Coy.: P.V. Moore (Col. Sgt.).
"D" Coy.: P.R. Baldwin.

Sgt. i/c Air Section: J.N. Quick.
Colour Sergeant: L.R. Dowsett.
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The City of London School Magazine

VOL. LXTV July, 1941 No. 280
Edited by L.R. Dowsett, J.R.H. Chalmers and MJ.M. Smith.

Editorial

Those of us who are leaving look back on two years of life at Marlborough. Without emulating a certain
pessimistic master, who in a spasm of prophecy jumped five years, and declared that he could still see the Special
drawing out of Paddington with its black-capped freight, we could wish for continued opportunity to enjoy the
delights of exile. Since that September which first banished us from our Embankment kingdom, we have come
to realize that the pleasures of country life are real, and that leaving still brings regrets that it brought to our
peace-time days in London.

Many of our contemporaries have already gone, hastening through the Universities to the imminent prospect
of Active Service. Others are even now with the Forces, and all these send us news of their own activities, so that
regret for the past is lost in eager expectation of the future.

And before we go we must render thanks to those who have done so much for us, and whose care for us is
indeed the cause of our sorrow at leaving. To the people of Marlborough, whose unfailing resource and
good-humour in every conceivable situation has turned the billeting system from dubious possibility into triumphant
success; to the staff and boys of the College, who, concealing the dismay they were entitled to feel at such an
invasion, gave without hesitation a generous half of their time and their accommodation to our use, and added an
unconquerable determination to make us feel at home; and to our own staff, who have never ceased to sacrifice
their leisure to our welfare and amusement, and whose equilibrium no shock of circumstance could destroy: to all
these we say, Thank you.

School Notes

The numbers this School year have been: Autumn term 564, Spring 554, Summer 551. But for the loss of Baldwin,
Denham, Amis, Partridge and Blunden, who have gone up to Oxford and Cambridge early, there would have been
a slight rise in numbers this term.

Mr. Wilmot has gone to a post of national importance under the British Council. The main strip of his
mantle falls upon Mr. C.E. Haynes, M.A., Oxon, who in addition to his History honours has the Oxford Diplomas
in Education and in Economics and Political Science. He comes from Archbishop Tenison's School, where he was
also in charge of cricket.

The rest of Mr. Wilmot's tasks are divided between Mr. Wilkinson (Kitchen, etc.), Mr. Stephenson (Careers),
Mr. Riddle (Transport arrangements) and Mr. Carruthers (Dramatics).

"In Marlborough High Street"
by H. Knorpel

Composed in Marlborough High Street, June 10th, (With apologies to Wordsworth.)

Earth has not anything to show less fair:
Stout would he be of heart who could pass by
And say, "Perhaps to-morrow will be dry."
This market-town doth now, as ever, wear
A cloak of falling raindrops; silent, bare,
Shops and town hall, cinema and college lie
Open unto the fields, and to the sky;
All wet and dripping is our capless hair.
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Alas! to soak in silence is our fate.
This rain has made a torrent of each rill;
Perpetual rain that fills my heart with hate
Drips endlessly from every window sill.
Dear God! St. Peter's clock is striking eight,
And I am standing in the High Street still!

College Chapel
by C.N. Vokins

Among the advantages of being evacuated none is greater than the service we have every Sunday in the Chapel.
In these days the faith of every religious man is being severely tested, and now, as always, corporate worship is the
main help to true religion. When the Headmaster made attendance at Chapel compulsory, many of us feared he
had robbed the services of any chance of success. We were wrong, for they have been increasingly enjoyable and
helpful. The singing of the congregation is heartier than it has ever been, although it still sounds feeble to such
non-conformists as myself, who pride ourselves on our singing. At first I thought Mr. Taylor played the organ too
loudly in his efforts to lead the singing, and discouraged all competition; but, as the singing has increased in
volume, he has accompanied it skilfully. We are grateful to him and the choir not only for leading the singing but
also for the anthems they render in our musical services. They helped us quickly to appreciate the beautiful
pointing of the psalms in the Marlborough College Psalter. If we say that we liked their rendering of Handel's
Passion Music in Lent mainly because it reminded us of Bach's St Matthew Passion in St. Paul's Cathedral, we do
not mean to belittle their efforts, but rather to praise the other.

Opinion about the architectural merit of the Chapel is sharply divided. Some find it noble and dignified;
others detest it as sham Gothic, which attempts to cover the sham with garish panels and meaningless decoration
in the interior. Be that as it may, we can all agree that few of us worship at home in a more impressive building,
and that the setting is beautiful. I shall always remember one Sunday last summer, when the Parable of the Sower
was being read for the lesson, looking through the west doors at the cows grazing peacefully on the water meadow.

But the success of the Chapel services depends most on Mr. Ellingham. We are fortunate in having him on
the staff at this time. While retaining the form and principles of the Church of England Service, as is his right and
duty, he is sympathetic to suggestion, and quickly modified the order of Morning Prayer to suit the needs of his
widely assorted congregation. His preaching is vigorous and inspiring, helping those who believe to a lively faith,
and constantly challenging the sincerity of those who cannot believe. I hope he will not confine himself to sermons
on the reasonableness of the Christian faith, for I remember most vividly some of his sermons on other subjects,
specially the one on Jesus as perfect man.

Once or twice a term the Headmaster delivers a well-reasoned discourse, and the chaplains of Marlborough
College have also preached. We thank them for their interest in this alien flock which war has brought to their
midst.

As I have said, I am a nonconformist, and I should like a nonconformist to preach to us occasionally. And
I am disappointed that the authorities have not seen fit to invite all of us who are full members of our home
churches to the Holy Communion service. The Lambeth Conference has approved open Communion at many
colleges in our universities, and I feel it is an example we might well have followed. However, we are glad to take
our part in the Morning Service, and we would rather not attend Communion than raise controversial questions
at a time when it is imperative for all Christians to unite on matters in which they agree.

Summer Term Events
by J.H. Wheeler

To talk of Summer Term events means to describe those rather unusual happenings which occur amid the busy
weekly routine. It is difficult this term, for the summer weather has only just arrived and special events have been
correspondingly few, although the Entertainments Committee carefully planned to provide for the week-ends
throughout the term.
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HOCKEY 1st XI, 1941

W.S. Sinton, F.A.H. Tyler, P.V. Moore, J.H. Wheeler, Esq., J.F. Lawrence Esq., P.R. Dodds, A.R. Dale.

J.A. MacDougall, G.T.F. Braddock, A.T. Cook (Captain), A.W. Ashton, D.P. Stockton.

J. Paterson, B.J.K. Pryer.

RUGBY 1st XV, 1941

G.S. Brown, Esq., W.D. Claringbold, B.J.K. Pryer, A.T. Cook, E.G. Shrosbree, J.G.C. Procter, P.K. Parsons.

D.P. Stockton, J.A. MacDougall, A.W. Reid (Vice-Cap:.) J.R.H. Chalmers (Capt.), P.S. Brodahl (Hon. Sec.), G.A. Clarfelt, G.N. Bastable.

D.L.B. Wheeler, I. Pan.
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A picnic was arranged, but the difficulties of food supply as well as the weather prevented it. The Treasure
Hunt was blessed with a fine, warm day (too warm for some of the hunters!), and about a hundred boys swarmed
from clue to clue until the hunt ended behind Field House. Here, one of the six 'treasures' became so effectively
buried that it has not yet been claimed. At the time of writing, we look forward to an afternoon of comic sports
and a visit to Bath and Bradford-on-Avon. Already the available transport is fully booked for the latter trip, and
the visit to Avebury will be popular too, for there is always an appeal in these very early structures. Wet or fine,
the cinema has been available at the week-end and has been a refuge to those who wished to escape both rain and
sun. Play-readers have been active, holding their sessions outside when indoor accommodation has been difficult.
An officer in the Free French Force gave a talk on his work and experiences to the Middle and Upper Schools.

Bees have entered our life: at times, considerable buzzing about 'queens' and 'frames' is to be heard, and
intricate manoeuvres have been demonstrated by the Common Room bee expert. Seldom has there been such an
opportunity for optimism as there is now amongst those who foresee the production of large quantities of a
rationed commodity for a small outlay!

The opening of the Swimming Bath has itself been a great event in the term. Our only regret is that a large
demand and a lack of available time restricts an individual in attendances.

The many normal activities of the School have increased, with more boys contributing some form of National
Service. Home Guard, J.T.C., A.R.P. and A.T.C. seem to be interwoven in their personnel. A valuable and
successful Signals Unit discloses its mysteries to the chosen few in the dungeons of the Music School, and on the
J.T.C. field day demonstrated its ability to all. This was the first occasion on which the J.T.C. inspection has taken
the form of a tactical exercise. One day, the A.T.C. took delivery of an aeroplane (or should it be an 'aircraft'?):
fortunately the absence of the engine has restrained the unofficially airminded. Farming, forestry and gardening
have continued, and it should be recorded that we have some official knitters in the school. Those in the A.R.P.
first-aid posts have taken their examination for the St. John's Certificate, and a joint rehearsal with the College
A.R.P. services is to be held.

The introduction of 'coupon' clothing has brought fresh worries to those in charge of the ration books, but
not to the many who have always felt their clothing to be rationed. A drive has been made against left-property
offenders: an insistence upon the naming of all personal belongings has been justified. Perhaps the penalty of
having to scavenge at the end of the day may have had its effect on habitual losers and leavers.

Farming, Easter, 1941

In the Easter holidays a party of boys of various sizes, accompanied by Mr. and Mrs. Starr, went to Little Wishford
Farm, near Salisbury, for a fortnight's potato planting. The farmer, Mr. Parsons, did all he could to make the
holiday enjoyable, and any fears as to the rough nature of our accommodation and work were quickly removed.
Owing to the inclemency of the weather, we were saved from the monotony of planting for the first week, and
passed the time performing a variety of odd jobs: we sorted seed and had the opportunity to study potatoes in
various stages of decomposition; we spring-cleaned the granary and lime-washed the cowsheds (in which process
a certain amount of lime strayed from its lawful purpose to make Polgrean more visible in the black-out); we fed
the fowls, collected kale, and dug holes for fence-posts, while Wright and Crow obtained sinecures as
house-carpenters.

In the second week we planted thirty-one acres with potatoes, easily surpassing in speed the gypsies, one of
whom, affectionately known as the Wild Man of Wishford, had enough sense under six inches of hair and three
of beard to leave all the hard work to whoever was helping him load sacks. The wind was bitterly cold, and
whenever we finished a field, we were sent to another more exposed and higher up of the hills of Wiltshire. We
discovered how many shirts and sweaters the human frame requires; Blunden, working in a natty pair of grey
flannels, extended a small hole at the knee till decency was in question. We got on well with the animals, Dibble
becoming an authority on cart horses. We were kindly given permission to ride Mr. Parsons' horse, and Quick is
apparently proud of the fact that he did not quite fall off. Mr. Starr's solicitude for a calf was strongly resented
by its mother. The carter was anxious to give ploughing lessons at five o'clock in the morning, but the offer was
declined!

We had two air-guns to shoot sparrows, but the bag also included many other birds of a more harmless
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nature, and even two rats, for which a use was found.
On the whole, we all had a grand time. Although a cast-iron back with a hinge would have been most

desirable, and we all had acute lumbago for weeks afterwards, some of us found enough energy to go for walks
after work. Most of us are looking forward to going there again in the Summer holidays.

School Concert, March, 1941

Since a concert a term seems to be expected, a few energetic optimists swore to produce one. Somewhat
surprisingly, they did produce one, and even more surprisingly, it was good. Blitz and Pieces appeared on Friday,
14th March, and was appropriately 'blitzed', an air-raid warning bringing down the curtain just before the final turn.

The chief item on the programme was an innovation—a playlet, 45 minutes in length, adapted from P. G.
Wodehouse's story Crime-wave at Blandings. Hudson, Braddock, Smart and Scales are to be congratulated on their
admirable fooling—they succeeded in putting the humour across the footlights, and the audience was quick to
appreciate it.

Lessof and Scales leapt furiously into the frenzy of an Apache dance which brought down the house.
Congratulations are due to Savage and to Windebank for creating the right atmosphere; the latter more by being
than by doing, for his natural acting ability exhaled the correct dissipation over the whole scene. Remembering
dance bands of the past, we gritted our teeth as the curtain went up on this one but we were pleasantly surprised.
Mr. Knight had given his spare time to coaching our natural talent (sic), and even if he was two-thirds of the band
simultaneously, this item was the success it deserved to be.

Knorpel, with tears in his voice, implored us to shave for victory. We are grateful to Messrs. Wheeler, Brown,
and Lawrence, Mr. Field and Dann for producing the short items which are the mainstay of these concerts.

There was a second performance of Blitz, and Pieces in the Town Hall, a revised version being given for the
troops on the 27th March. The actors on this occasion were scared into being funny.

Congratulations to Ellson and his myrmidons for the whole production!

The School Cinema

It was with great disappointment that many members of the school heard, soon after our arrival in Marlborough,
that the town cinema had been placed strictly out of bounds.

However, the shock was soon lessened when it was later learnt that a projector had been acquired for the use
of the school. Immediately a series of week-end performances was started, which has now continued with scarcely
a break for nearly two years. During that period we have enjoyed a reasonable standard of cinematography, even
if we have not been surrounded by the accustomed luxury of the super cinema.

The programmes have, as a general rule, consisted of a main feature film, a Topeye' or 'Mickey Mouse'
cartoon and some short film of general interest. Thus we have watched the art or buffoonery of a selection of stars
including Conrad Veidt, Nova Pilbeam, Margaret Lockwood, Michael Redgrave, Gordon Harker, Jessie Matthews,
Will Hay and a galaxy of others. The interest films have recently come from the library of the Ministry of
Information and have included such titles as Dover under Fire, Mobile Canteen, and Britain Can Take It.

We must not conclude this article without thanking all those masters, notably Mr. Henderson, Mr. Marsh,
Mr. Stephenson and Mr. Nobbs, who have done so much in the administration and running of what has proved
the most popular school institution.

L.A.U.

The following motions have been passed by the Representative Assembly of the L.A.U. and subsequently approved
by the Headmaster:

On the 28th March:
"That owing to the scarcity of material and the astronomical increase in prices, the rule concerning the
wearing of caps be enforced with increasing leniency." (Nem. con.)
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"That walking be no longer a major activity." (Nem. con.)
"That the rule concerning open-necked shirts in school he repealed." (9-3)
"That a school second-hand clothes shop be suggested to the Masters' Committee." (Unan.)
"That the same system used to reserve Squash Courts be applied to Fives Courts." (9-2)
"That the boys on the Library Committee be elected by the assembled Sixth Form, each Sixth Form being
represented as far as possible." (Nem. con.)

On the 5th May:
"That quarter colours and a blazer strip be awarded for Hockey."

On the 12th May:
"That in view of the increased cost of caps, the wearing of caps be voluntary, provided that some
distinguishing mark (i.e., a tie or blazer) be worn." (10-1)

The Assembly also approved the adoption of a temporary blazer of a plain colour as near to the usual claret
as possible, with a badge if obtainable, to be supplied by Messrs. Gamage.

School Officials

Prefects:
L.R. Dowsett, Captain of Mortimer, Captain of the School.
J.R.H. Chalmers, Captain of Carpenter.
J.N. Quick, Captain of Beaufoy.
A.W. Reid, Carpenter.
D.L.B. Wheeler, Beaufoy.
J.T.F. Braddock, Captain of Abbott.
P.V. Moore, Carpenter.
H.C. Humphreys, Captain of Hale.
D.J. Leapman, Captain of Seeley.
A.W. Ashton, Carpenter.
M.S. Goldhill, Mortimer.
E.F. Rogers, Carpenter.
B.J.K. Pryer, Hale.
A.O. Wilson, Mortimer.

Sub-prefects:
J.R. Gould, Abbott.
J.A. MacDougall, Abbott.
J.H. Smart, Abbott.
P. Blackledge, Beaufoy.
A.R. Dale, Beaufoy.
J.G.C. Procter, Beaufoy.
J.G.H. Wadsworth, Beaufoy.
D.J. Cowan, Carpenter.
E.G. Shrosbree, Carpenter.
AT. Cook, Hale.
E.G. Ludlow, Hale.
D.P. Stockton, Hale.
W.D. Claringbold, Mortimer.
W.S. Sinton, Mortimer
T.H. Barrie, Seeley.
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J.H. Windebank, Seeley.
M.J. Fox, Hale.

Committees:
Cricket - Captain: P.V. Moore. Vice-Captain: L.R. Dowsett. Hon. Sec.: J.G.H. Wadsworth.
Fives - Captain: J.N. Quick. Hon. Sec.: L.R. Dowsett.
Tennis - Captain: J.N. Quick. Hon. Sec.: P.R. Dodds.
Athletics - G.T.F. Braddock, P.S. Brodahl, W.D. Claringbold.
Cross-Country - Captain: G.N. Bastable. Hon. Sec.: P.L. Munden.
Swimming - Captain: J.R.H. Chalmers. Hon. Sec.: P.S. Brodahl.
Boxing - Captain: A.W. Ashton. Hon. Sec.: D.J. Cowan.
Shooting - Captain: J.R. Gould. Hon. Sec.: E.L. Graves.
Fencing - Captain: P.V. Moore. Hon. Sec.: A.W. Ashton.
Chess - Captain: M.H. Lessof. Hon. Sec.: D. le B. Jones.
School Society - M.J.M. Smith, A.W. Reid, M.H. Lessof.
Dramatic Society - E.G. Ludlow, M.J.M. Smith.
Musical Society - D.L.B. Wheeler, P.V. Moore.
Magazine - Editors: L.R. Dowsett, J.R.H. Chalmers, M.J.M. Smith. Hon. Sec.: E.F. Rogers.
Mission - Hon. Sees.: E.G. Ludlow, H.C. Humphreys, E.F. Rogers.
Christian Union - Hon. Sees.: L.R. Dowsett, H.C. Humphreys.
L.A.U. - Hon. Sec.: J.R.H. Chalmers.
Assistant Librarians - D. le B. Jones, G.R. Breed, D.J. Leapman, E.G. Ludlow, D.H. Rose, M.J.

Macnaughton-Smith, L. Primhak.
A.T.C. - Flt./Sergeant: D.J. Leapman.

Sergeants: No. 6 Section: J.N. Quick.
No. 7 Section: L.R. Dowsett.

J.T.C. - R.Q.M.S.: A.W. Reid.
C.S.M.: A' Coy.: P.V. Moore.

'B' Coy.: L. Primhak.
'C Coy.: J.H. Windebank.
'D' Coy.: D. Sumner.
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The City of London School Magazine

Edited by
H.C. Humphreys, J.R.H. Chalmers and MJ.M. Smith.

VOL. LXIV December, 1941 No. 281.

Editorial

Once more, as the winds rise and the temperature falls, we begin a new school year—our third at Marlborough.
This occasion has been happily celebrated by the visit of the Lord Mayor for Prize Day. With his help we have
been able, in our mind's eye, to link the present with the past, and to compare our achievements in evacuation with
the records of our London life.

First, we have reason for great satisfaction when we consider the school work. In the past year eleven open
scholarships and exhibitions at Oxford and Cambridge have been gained, a figure equalled only occasionally in the
best pre-war years. The school numbers have fallen, but are still over five hundred, and this may be justly called
a remarkable victory over the difficulties and expenses of two years' evacuation. Most important of all, the spirit
and individuality of the School are unimpaired, and helped by our good friends in Marlborough, there is no danger
of their being lost.

Without forgetting the troubles, misfortunes and mistakes of the past, we may indeed feel hope for the future.
If all School games could reach the standard of last term's cricket, we should be more than merely content. The
many societies and activities which flourish even more in Marlborough than in London are indications of wide and
lively interest. The omens for the coming year are good.

So to the Lord Mayor and the Lady Mayoress and all who accompanied them on Prize Day, we give thanks
for helping us to remember the traditions of which we may indeed be proud, in confidence that the School will
never cease to uphold them.

Flying Officer F. Selby Wilson
Flying Officer F. Selby Wilson was killed in action on February 12th, 1941. He was at the School during the

Headmastership of Dr. Chilton, from September, 1920, to Christmas, 1923.

Leading Air Mechanic A. R. Brewstein
Leading Air Mechanic Abraham Ralph Brewstein, of the South African Air Force, was reported killed on

active service outside Suez on August 9th, 1941. He was at the School from May, 1909, to July, 1911.

School Notes

Mr. Marsh's place has this term been taken by Mr. L.F.K. Thorn, who took a double First in Classics at
Lincoln College, Oxford; he is an experienced tutor, who has held teaching posts in two Indian Universities and
also for a short time in Japan.

The following officers of the J.T.C. have received the Territorial Decoration since the beginning of the year:
Majors Orton, Henderson and Dyball. This decoration is awarded to territorial officers if they complete twenty
years' meritorious commissioned service.

We heartily congratulate Capt. C.E. Bond upon his Majority, which was notified in the "London Gazette"
during October.
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Progress.
(With apologies to John Masefield.)

Daedalus of Athens with a ten-foot wingspan
Flapping home to Hellas with his plumes unfurled,

With a cargo of wonder,
Curiosity, experiment,

The seed of what should blossom for the welfare of the world.

Nervous little Bleriot in fabric-covered monoplane,
Wobbling o'er the Channel in the dawn-lit sky,

With a cargo of energy,
Courage, inexperience,

Venturing his neck for us that man might fly.

Staffelfuhrer Schafskopf in his Junkers 90,
Safe above the barrage with the clouds between,

With a cargo of land-mines,
Time-bombs, incendiaries,

Phosgene, Lewisite, and Chlorarsine. J. Bench

An Airy Trifle
(Based on the names of Aircraft)

At heart I am a Voyager. So, on August 1st I left London for Bermuda and sailed from Southampton the
same day on a Spartan Cruiser. The ship was commanded by Commodore Hudson, who, I regret to say,
was a bit of a Walrus. Before he joined the Navy he had been to Harrow and Oxford, where he was a Don.
He had a nasty way of saying "don't Botha me" when he was asked something. One thing I will say for
him is that he was always Master of the situation.

Luckily we left without a Cloud in the sky. I soon managed to make some friends on board, amongst
whom was Ray Ventura, who was returning to Boston. I thought he was a Goose, but nevertheless he was
prepared for Battle.

Another good friend was Wallace. He had been all over the world—to Sydney, Calcutta, and even to
Baffin Bay. He said he used to live in Digby mansions, Overstrand, and he was an authority on Rocs.

Three famous people—Queen Wasp, Queen Bee, and a Monarch—were on board also, and they,
naturally, received a great amount of attention from all the passengers.

One Fairchild named Virginia (a real little Spitfire) had a Tricycle and an Airedale, and was
accompanied by a private Tutor who had been to Harvard University.

After two days' sailing we passed the Vanguard of the Lancers coming from Maryland, Baltimore. They
were on the way to Singapore, and I must say they looked very Spartan.

That evening I saw what I thought was a Thunderbolt, but someone else told me it was a Comet. We
were both wrong. It was a Meteor. Later that night a Hurricane sprang up and blew like Fury for about
a day.

When we arrived at Cleveland we picked up some Yale undergraduates who were going away for their
holidays.

On arrival at Bermuda we were amazed at the number of wild animals living there. There were
Mustangs, Buffaloes, Flamingoes, Jaguars, Caribous, Falcons, Condors, and even Cangurus. Sharks, Seals
and Swordfishes could be seen swimming about out at sea. There were also a great number of Fireflies
and I had to use my Flycatcher as they were irritating so much. The natives evidently thought we were
Marauders, as they started to hurl Tomahawks and Arrows at us. Very soon there would have been Havoc
if the ship's Cadets had not arrived to restore order in time.
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The place was quite a Fortress, as the outbreak of war was expected at any moment. As one Fulmar
said, having just finished her dinner, "It really is a Beaufort." I was glad to see the white Ensign flying in
a Defiant manner from the British Battleships/won that was stationed there. They wreaked Vengeance,
and wanted to show the Demon that neither Lightning nor a Tornado could lower the flag. Those men
were certainly se\£-Reliant.

I Cant help feeling that the air did me a lot of good on that holiday. B.H.E.

Remember What Thou Hast Wrought In Us, And Not What We Deserve

It was a glorious July evening. It had been sweltering all day, but now for an hour or two before sunset
it was glorious. The whole world seemed to be at peace; the cows in the water meadows munched, a
breeze just touched the trees, the sun gilded two fleecy clouds in the west. As I stood on the top of the
chapel steps I felt insignificant against the grandeur of the countryside.

Two small boys broke the peace with discordant voices as they came slowly nearer, going home from
tea. "Meat roll for supper again," grumbled one, "I hate Marlborough." They passed on discontentedly,
and as their voices died away, peace returned, but not for long. First a low rumble in the distance, which
swelled into a roar, and five bombers sailed up over the chestnuts bound for, where?

Up in the last plane sat an Old Citizen, a Pilot. As he saw the College pass beneath him, he dipped
his wings in salute and spoke through his telephone to the crew, "That's where the old school is now; I
wonder what they are doing at this moment. Did I ever tell of that time, in my last year there, in 1938,
when we —". So the plane passed on to sweep over the French coast.

Later that evening, just as the sun was disappearing behind the Downs, the air was filled with a roar
as the bombers returned. A boy in Court looked up. "Wellingtons," he murmured, and went on chewing
his sweet. One, two, three, four, but no fifth. The next evening, in a little country church in Normandy,
a simple service was held before the whole village as another Old Citizen was laid to rest.

Prize Distribution

The Prize Distribution took place this year on October 3rd and for the first time since we arrived in
Marlborough the Lord Mayor was able to be present. The Lord Mayor and Lady Mayoress arrived early,
and among their party were Sheriff Sir Howard Button, Mr. Sheriff De La Bere, Mr. H.H. Lavington
(Chairman of the Schools Committee), and three ex-chairmen, Mr. Frederick Youldon, Mr. R.T.D.
Stoneham and Mr. Deputy Mesban Vine. The party was received by the Mayor and Mayoress of
Marlborough, Mr. and Mrs. E.H. Webber, and we were very glad to see them on the platform at the
ceremony, together with the Master and Second Master of Marlborough College, as representatives of a
borough and a school to which we are very greatly indebted.

L.R. Dowsett, in declaiming in honour of John Carpenter, at last broke new ground, and refreshed
us all very much by not being content with generalizations about Carpenter's philanthropy and
enlightenment of outlook, but by telling us something about the man and his career. He is now a less
shadowy figure than he was before, and we shall remember him as the man who not only endowed the
education of four poor scholars and then- successors for ever, but when appointed Town Clerk insisted that
his retiring predecessor should keep the Clerk's house and a considerable part of the stipend until he died.

The Headmaster reviewed the work of the year. After testifying to the pleasure which we all felt in
seeing a Lord Mayor and Lady Mayoress once more upon the platform on Prize Day, he expressed his
gratitude to the College and the Borough for enabling us to keep our identity as a great school, and to
do work as successful as we had done on the Embankment. We had won twelve open scholarships and
exhibitions, and though the number of Higher Certificates was slightly less than usual owing to the
premature leaving of senior boys, we had won eighty-five School Certificates. Our numbers were still well
over five hundred, and he was glad that several sons of Old Citizens were among the boys admitted this
term. The parents would find that they were right.

The XV had had a poor season, but the XI had been very successful, and the hockey was beginning
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to take shape. The J.T.C. again deserved and secured a good report at the yearly inspection, and the
school formed a flight of the Marlborough Schools' Squadron of the Air Training Corps, which, under
F/Lt. Henderson, was in its second term of good co-operation and successful working. In the holidays we
had done good work at a Forestry camp in the Forest of Dean, besides giving a number of farmers as
much help as the weather would let us.

Large numbers of Old Citizens were of course serving with the Forces, and though the death roll was
small as yet, it contained far more names than we cared to think of. Perhaps the best remembered by the
present School would be D.McK. Chapman, the cricket captain of 1938. Mr. Weltman and Mr. Marsh
had joined the R.A.F. since last year, and Mr. Wilmot had taken an administrative post under the British
Council. We all regretted the loss of Mr. V.G. Hughes, who died suddenly while on an army course,
having used up his frail strength in trying to give more active service than fell to his lot in Marlborough.
His personality was peculiarly attractive, and we had lost a good friend and a devoted servant of the
school.

The Headmaster ended with a tribute to the quality of his colleagues and staff, most of whom were
carrying out successfully a host of multifarious activities in addition to their routine work.

Forestry

Although the rival farming camp depleted our numbers and shortened the duration of this year's forestry,
those who attended enjoyed themselves no less than they did last summer. The site was at Christchurch,
in the Forest of Dean, and those who found time and suitable weather were able to explore the famous
valley of the Wye. Tents were pitched in a large field belonging to the National Trust, and the amenities
which the site supplied made life seem a little more civilized than at the average camp.

The first selection of foresters travelled down by train or cycle on the last day of the summer term,
and all ultimately arrived safely, even if some cyclists did get so far behind schedule as to spend the night
elsewhere!

Gangs were arranged for work; pedestrians spent most of then: time building bonfires, with occasional
carting and stacking of logs, while those who possessed cycles went to a more distant site to do felling and
sawing. Last year we had a wood to ourselves, where we did all the work, right down to the final clearing
of the devastated area. This time, however, we worked in co-operation, more or less, with the local
foresters, and when we had learnt the idiosyncrasies of the language, we got on very well together.

It cannot be said that the weather was helpful, but continual rain, even if it hindered work, made very
little difference to our enjoyment. There was a large chalet belonging to the NT., where the whole camp
congregated in wet weather, and there was no lack of entertainment in the evenings after work.

The quality and quantity of the food we received are still mentioned with bated breath. For this,
credit must go firstly to Mr. Henderson and to Mr. Wheeler, who gallantly did battle for us amid a chaos
of food boards, and secondly to Mrs. Rogers and Mrs. Jennings, who daily provided dishes of unheard-of
luxury, which disappeared the moment they were set upon the table.

If space permitted, we could tell many stories of accidents and curiosities; of a master who rose at
dawn to chop wood and placed his thumb beneath the axe, of roadmakers who drove picks into each
other's skulls, of another master who displayed an amazing talent for charades, of war dances with axes
and knives in the twilight, to the amazement and dismay of the local youth; of cider and its results, of
masters wandering in the twilight one evening looking for something lost... but every camp provides such
stories, understood by none but the campers themselves, who annoy the uninitiated by retailing them for
years afterwards. Let us close by recording how much we all enjoyed this particular camp, and how much
we thank Messrs. Vokins and Brown, the masters in charge, and all the others who assisted in making this
year's forestry such a success.

The Farming Camp

A farming camp was held this summer at Mr. Parsons' farm at Little Wishford, near Salisbury, where a
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party from School had worked during the Easter holidays. It lasted for six weeks, from August 9th to
September 20th, and about 50 boys in all attended

All the arrangements had been made by Mr. Starr and he, ably assisted, in spite of a very badly burnt
hand, by Mrs. Starr, was responsible for the catering and running of the camp throughout the entire six
weeks. For cook we had Bill Irving, of the College staff; he had had no previous experience of camp life,
and it is greatly to his credit that, in spite of very difficult working conditions and the usual war-time food
troubles, he always managed to provide us with very good food and to satisfy our ravenous appetites.

Mr. Starr was assisted for a fortnight by Mr. Haynes, and for a week by Mr. Wheeler, and we are all
very grateful to both of them for the hard work they put in and for the many ways they devised of amusing
us. Mr. Hedge, of the School Mission, spent his week's holiday with us, and our gratitude to him can be
most clearly shown by the fact that for nearly all of us his visit was the highlight of the camp.

The camp site was a small field next to the farmyard, and we fed and lived in a barn which adjoined
it. "Hefty Hector's Barn" was at first shared with some pigeons, whose dive bombing attacks during meals
were rather disconcerting. They were, however quickly despatched with two airguns that Mr. Parsons very
kindly lent us, and made a very tasty meal.

In this barn we had our weekly sing-song; but unfortunately we were all so lacking in talent, or else
so tongue-tied, that nearly all the entertainment had to be provided by Dibble. He has an unfailing
repertoire and we confidently expect him to be the Arthur Askey of his day. In addition we indulged in
every other kind of amusement from cards to swimming, although only a few of the most hardy could
endure the coldness of the river Wylie, which flowed right past the camp. We occasionally played a game
of football but, owing to the uncertain nature of the ground and our complete neglect of the rules, it is
doubtful whether it could be recognised as such.

On our half-days Mr. Parsons very kindly provided a bus to take us to Salisbury, where our wages
were almost invariably "blued" on cinemas and teas. One or two, however, did manage to find time for
a quick glance at the cathedral. On these occasions Reid caused quite a stir with a black curly beard
which he had grown out of jealousy of Mr. Hedge, who flaunts a magnificent ginger one.

Quick and Denham cycled over to Marlborough one weekend, and they found something so attractive
about it that they completely lost count of time and arrived back a day late.

Fortunately no serious illnesses or injuries were sustained, although Barrie had rather bad heart
trouble after working with the neighbouring fanner's daughter.

We worked seven hours a day, and on most evenings there was overtime for a few of us; we were
divided into gangs of seven under a senior boy, and there was always a considerable amount of
competition between the gangs, everybody being quite certain that his own was doing the most work.

Our two main tasks were harvesting and potato-picking. In the harvest field we did every type of job
—hiling, carting, stacking, threshing—and at the end of the camp we were beginning to consider ourselves
as experts; although some of our hiling efforts, especially Bate's, were original but not very successful.

Of potato gathering the less said the better; when compared to the continual race against the spinner,
all the tortures of the Greek underworld pale into insignificance. By some brilliant mathematics, Mr.
Wheeler worked out that those of us who were there longest had picked up enough potatoes to last us
for the rest of our lives at the rate of lib. a day.

Owing to bad weather, we had to do a large number of other jobs as well; we collected countless
turnips, we pulled up ragworts and thistles, we dug ditches and carted manure, we whitewashed sheds (and
the bull into the bargain), and so on. One gang even managed to spend a day in filling sacks of coal, and
another in cleaning Mr. Parson's car; while Hayden and French were rewarded for their good work by
being taken for a day's shooting.

By far the most popular jobs were those with the animals; some of us spent an enjoyable morning
rounding up some cows to be examined by a mysterious being whom one third-former called "the veteran."
Others learnt that a pig being pulled by its tail can make far more noise than the most hideous air-raid
sirens; while others, and the two Musgroves in particular, became so attached to the horses that we feared
they would turn into centaurs. A few, however, preferred to exhibit their vast knowledge of tractors; to
their credit we must admit that no irreparable damage resulted. The necessary intellectual uplift was
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provided by Macnaughton-Smith, who went to work laden with volumes on philosophy; he even tried to
read them!

To Mr. Parsons and the farm hands we extend our thanks for their kindness and hospitality, for their
patience in bearing with our mistakes, ignorance and laziness, and for their continual readiness to help
and instruct. They can rest assured that if ever again a camp is held at Little Wishford there will be no
shortage of volunteers.

Finally, no words of praise can be too high for Mr. and Mrs. Starr, who throughout the whole six
weeks, and often under the most trying circumstances, bore all the responsibility for running the camp.
Theirs was a mammoth task and no one could have carried it our more efficiently. G.B.

Autumn Review.

To review the events of a term which is but half-way through at the time of writing demands a faith in the
fulfilment of fixtures and engagements which experience shakes a little but cannot entirely destroy.

We have continued or revived all our war-time and peacetime activities and have even added to their
number. We v/ere happy to welcome the Lord Mayor on Prize Day, his first visit to the School since the
evacuation: on this occasion and during the week-end of the School v. Old Citizens Rugger match, it was
pleasant to see old faces again, many of them in Service uniform.

Restrictions of road and rail travel have made sports fixtures difficult but not altogether impossible.
Old fixtures have been revived and new ones secured during the term.

Fortnightly House meetings have ruined the morning lying-in on alternate Saturdays, but otherwise
have helped considerably to strengthen the House effort and have resulted in a marked increase in the
recordings of the activities register. The mornings of one week in November have been abandoned to a
riot of Boxing and P.T. competitions.

In these days the many out-of-school activities are so closely packed into the time available, that even
a slight rearrangement has been bound to cause some dislocation. Most of us, however, have managed
to adapt ourselves quite well to the continual need of 'fitting things in somehow.' Scouts and juniors on
the assurance that a market for the products of their labour could be found and with a memory of
unwanted acorns of the past, collected sackfuls of hips from the hedgerows. A.R.P. squads have found
the inaction of waiting for possible blitzes a temptation to desert to more active causes, but have stopped
to acquire their training in First-Aid. Trench digging, like painting the Forth Bridge, has meant starting
at one end again as soon as the other is finished.

There has been a considerable increase in the volume of the second-hand book trade this term and
an appreciable rise in the second-hand clothing market. Despite replacement difficulties, far too much
property continues daily to be lost or forgotten. All have been hard pressed at times in the matter of
gentlemen's wear, but only a few pairs of corduroys have appeared (so far, no more green ones!)

The A.T.C. has featured on the ground and in the air by night and by day and the J.T.C. Field Day
heralded the coming of the winter winds to Marlborough. Both units were represented in an impressive
guard of honour for the Lord Mayor.

Culturally we have broadened to include a flourishing Russian Class, which came into being to satisfy
the popular demand.

The arrival of laundry has always been a matter for speculation at the week-end, which has otherwise
been enlivened by the cinema, senior and junior clubs and society meetings as before. Some seniors, too,
have had the opportunity of local architectural visits. The many quiet but essential services of the School,
such as the Savings Bank, have continued to do their good work.

Rehearsals for a School concert and a Staff pantomime should result in two worthy productions in
the Memorial Hall, whilst in the latter the Pied Piper hopes also to charm money from the public pocket
during Warship Week in Marlborough.
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School Society

The first debate of the term was held on Sunday, Sept. 28th. Mr. Oakley was in the chair. M.S. Goldhill
proposed the motion "That this house is totally dissatisfied with the present conduct of the war." He
confined his speech to the Government's inefficiency at home, accusing them of mishandling production,
rationing, conscription, and evacuation and demanded that "black marketers" should be shot.

D. Simpson, in opposing the motion, gave a cheerful survey of our position to-day compared with the
position a year ago, ridiculed the idea of a "second front," and stressed the importance of his family
connections in the conduct of the war.

H.G. Williams-Ashman, in seconding the motion, expressed discontent with the scale of our aid to
Russia and appealed for us to "strike now in the west." He declared that our war and peace aims were
inadequate, as they did not remedy any of the fundamental social injustices under which the working
classes suffered, and demanded the formation of a "people's" government.

M.I.M. Pines effectively ridiculed everything that the proposers had said or might have said and dwelt
at length on the effects of milk-rationing.

There were a large number of speakers from the floor. P.S. Brodahl unsuccessfully tried to read a
Communist pamphlet, M.C. Parker dwelt on the possibility of a limited invasion of the Continent and of
the evils of the Defence Regulations, and H. Knorpel displayed a surprising knowledge of arithmetic. We
were glad to see that there were several new speakers, among them Lewis, Lesser, Craft and Hills; we
hope that others will follow their example.

After a heated debate the motion was lost by 36 votes to 42. We should like to thank Mr. Oakley
for the tact and firmness with which he handled what was a very interesting debate.

Dramatic Society

Sunday, October 26th— The Importance of Being Earnest.
At this meeting Mr. L. Thorn took the chair for the first time, and before the reading gave an enlightening
introduction to the play, showing how great an influence the Irish authors and playwrights have had upon
English drama. We thank Mr. Thorn for coming at very short notice and for livening up the proceedings
by his own delightful rendering of the stage directions.

Hudson and Brodahl read the parts of two young playboys and managed to convey the sparkling
humour which is the characteristic of Wilde's works; they read well and with vigour. Burkett read the part
of Gwendolen, and although he was not quite suited to it, he succeeded in portraying the sophisticated
young society lady. Cohen showed a distinct improvement and frequently used his voice to its best
advantage. Thomson excelled as the Reverend Chasuble; his advances to Miss Prism (played by Parker)
were glorious. K. Matthews conveyed the domineering character of Lady Bracknell with great success;
his bullying of Miss Prism was admirable. Baldrey read the parts of the two butlers efficiently. Miss
Prism, the middle-aged spinster, was played by Parker—he did not have to act.

Economics Society

This Society has been founded on the conviction that the causes of our present troubles are largely
economic and that there exists among future citizens a desire to acquire knowledge necessary for
intelligent participation in their solution.

The first meeting was held on Sunday, October the 5th, when there was a talk by Mr. Wilmot,
entitled 'The Inevitability of Economic Totalitarianism.' Despite the polysyllabic title, there was an
attendance of 27 boys and two masters.

Mr. Wilmot began by telling us that this war commenced in 1914. The period 1918-39 was a period
of economic warfare. This warfare was due to changing economic circumstances arising out of the growth
of 19th Century capitalism. With the growth of 'laissez-faire', factories became so large that millions of
pounds were required to start a factory. But this difficulty was circumvented by the joint stock company;
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this system was not efficient, but it "did the job". Having thus built up the historical background of the
subject, Mr. Wilmot argued that we are in a period of transition. The world is a unit, and so it is
impossible to isolate one part of the world without hurting the rest. It is therefore essential that we should
have a 'planned economy.' Many difficulties lie in the way, as there is no chance of progress, or cheaper
methods, with ten-year plans. Only capitalism can allow competition. The problem which faces the
controllers of the new planning is that of combining capitalism with totalitarianism. World industry, he
said, cannot be run on a democratic system, therefore the vast agglomeration of power, or monopoly, is
necessary. We have to combine political freedom and religious freedom, freedom of thought, and
economic freedom, with the totalitarianism of the monopolies of production. Mr. Wilmot informed his
audience that he could not solve the problem—we must. There will be another war in much less than a
generation if the problem is not solved. We must dismiss "vague internationalism"; pacifism is negative
flabbiness. We must therefore be "militant pacifists."

Mr. Field proposed a vote of thanks, seconded by Mr. C.E. Haynes, and the meeting was closed.

Photographic Society

This term we have been more enterprising than before. Helped by the kindness of Messrs. Ilfords and
Johnsons, we have arranged an extensive programme of lectures and demonstrations. At the time of
writing we have had one lantern lecture and one demonstration. The audience enjoyed the lantern lecture
very much, and although the demonstration failed, owing to the apparatus used being defective, the
persons attending it fully realised the cleverness of Johnsons Tank.

Although this term is usually bad for the Photographic Society, we have increased our membership
by three, to nineteen. Several members took photographs of the Lord Mayor when he came for Prize
Giving, and we sent them to him. Several copies were also given to the Headmaster and to the Chairman.

The standard of work of the Society is rising. Next term we hope to have an exhibition of members'
pictures and of the processing of films.

It is to be hoped that those who are interested in photography will not give up because of the
difficulties of getting supplies. There are so many scenes in Marlborough, of which recordings will be
much valued at the end of the war.

Bee-keeping Society

The exceptionally unfavourable weather made it impossible to procure a stock of bees before the middle
of June, when a swarm was bought. This was soon found to be queenless, and a second swarm was
obtained and united with it. The combined stock settled down and under its native black queen increased
as rapidly as could be expected in such a poor year. Though there was no surplus honey to enrich the
members' diet, the hive in mid-September was full of bees, and wintering prospects are good.

Demonstrations and talks have been given by Mr. Biggs, the Wiltshire Beekeepers Association's
expert and adviser, and some members have had the opportunity of handling bees. There are now a
number of colonies in the possession of masters; some of these may possibly provide scope for active
bee-work next year.

L.A.U.

The following motions have been passed by the Representative Assembly, and subsequently approved by
the Headmaster:—

On July 10th, 1941:
"That 1st XI and 1st XV Colours be allowed to cycle on the playing fields." (11-1.)

At an extraordinary meeting on July 23rd:
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"That House-meetings be held fortnightly, at 8-30 a.m. on Saturdays." (8-2.)
"That reports of games activities be made to Housemasters fortnightly by House Captains and
three times a term by the central register. (Unan.)
"That the present list of major and minor activities be retained except for walking and cycling."
(Unan.)
"That walking be no longer an activity except for those physically incapable of playing games."
(Unan.)
"That cycling be a minor activity." (Unan.)
"That shooting be a minor activity for juniors." (Nem. con.).
"That House captains be popularly elected by their Houses." (Unan.)

Cricket Retrospect

The XI this year, which before the first match seemed below the average, became the best for at least 13
years. This was due to the keenness of each individual, the excellent coaching of Mr. Mead and Mr.
White, and Moore's sound captaincy. We are sorry to lose Mr. Mead, whose interest and sympathetic
encouragement has helped greatly to the success of past XIs and especially to that of this one.

The lack of a good fast bowler was again evident, and although the fastish-medium bowlers, notable
among whom were Moore and Paterson, worked with a will, it was useless to expect quick wickets in the
opening stages. Of the slower bowlers, Pryer, when the wickets suited him, was very successful.

The batting throughout the team was consistent, and Wadsworth, MacDougall, Stockton and Pryer
were highly successful on various occasions.

The fielding, which was extremely scrappy at the beginning of the season, became much improved,
and in the later matches few runs were given away.

During the season only one match was lost, while five wins were obtained and three favourable draws.
Finally we should like to thank all masters concerned in the distribution of kit. To Mr. Mead and

Mr. White we owe a special debt of gratitude.

Hockey Prospect

The prospects for next hockey season can hardly be stated with any degree of accuracy. For the first time
since the establishment of hockey as a School game two years ago, we are playing school and other teams
of similar standing. The School team itself gives promise of some strength and skill, though still
inexperienced. Five of last year's team remain and a fairly large selection of enthusiasts with two years'
experience is available. It is, therefore, with a mixture of uncertainty and hope that we await the outcome
of next season's sport.

J.T.C. Notes
THE KING'S ROYAL RIFLE CORPS.

"The old order changeth" and not the least of the changes brought about in the School contingent has
been a noticeable brightening of the sleeve of several senior members: the contingent has been affiliated
to the 60th Rifle Regiment, the K.R.R.C., and is adopting their black stripes backed with red, their black
lanyards and chin-straps. Now that we have other brighter uniforms in the School challenging our
time-honoured monopoly, perhaps this change will provide a welcome relief from our former drabness and
enable us at least to equal our competitors.

The Field Day this term was cold and incredibly dry. Instead of our usual inter-company manoeuvre,
the senior platoons showed their military skill in platoon schemes, sometimes successful and always
amusing. We mechanized a recruit company, but some people apparently cannot ride bicycles. Some
members of the contingent with original ideas on transport were compelled to sacrifice then- lunches, but
one of them saved his honour by discovering an original form of infiltration. By dint of announcing to
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everyone within earshot that he was a non-combatant, he succeeded in penetrating the enemy position.
We doubt, however, whether he would have deceived a more warlike enemy. We should like to place on
record the zeal of an officer who, in order to encourage his platoon to sing on the march, started a
popular marching song about a lady of a French provincial town. His zeal, however, did not bring him
to the song's conclusion. Various sergeants-major seemed to fear a mutiny and appeared armed with large
cudgels. They looked most redoubtable, but unfortunately one of these gentlemen kept dropping his at
frequent intervals. Still, we appreciate the spirit.

We should like to congratulate C.S.M.'s Knorpel, Clarfelt, Sumner and Sgt. Tyler on attending an
N.C.O.s course at Barnsley and R.Q.M.S. Humphreys a Physical Training Course at Aldershot. They all
obtained very satisfactory reports and showed a high standard of leadership. Five officers also attended
instructional courses during the Summer holidays and obtained good reports.

Finally, we should like to thank Major Dyball for his instrumentality in arranging for us to see Target
for To-night at the local cinema, and at the same time to congratulate him on receiving the Territorial
Decoration.

A.T.C. Notes

Our affiliation to the Central Flying School at Upavon has had many pleasant results, not the least of
which has been the presentation by the officers of the C.F.S. of the Upavon Cup for general proficiency.
We have also received a series of exhaustive and occasionally exhausting lectures on aeronautical subjects
by these same officers, who have been generously giving up their free Saturday evenings to come to speak
to us.

In the matter of uniforms we have not been so lucky, since the majority of the flight exceeds what
seems to be the allotted height of 5 feet 8 inches, so that the larger members have temporarily to rest
content with a badge.

The work has gone quite well in the past term. Section 6 is for the most part working for the
Proficiency Test, while Section 7 is successfully learning to distinguish a "dit" from a "dah." Foremost
among the less serious events of the term has been an excursion, together with the J.T.C., within the
forbidden bounds of the town cinema to see Target for To-night. We offer our sincere thanks to Flight
Lieut. Henderson for making the necessary arrangements.

An innovation this term has been a special P.T. class on Saturday mornings. The Prospect of seeing
some of the less agile among us performing gate-vaults and head-stands has proved tempting enough on
occasion for the Commanding Officer.

Finally, we should like to congratulate Flight Lieut. Henderson on being awarded the Territorial
Decoration.

Home Guard

Fortune has smiled on us. We have now at last been issued with full equipment. We have even the
long-awaited respirators, in which we may be seen sprinting up and down the playing fields. We have
many and varied functions to perform this term. In the interests of national security, however, we refrain
from detail.

School Officials

Prefects:
H.C. Humphreys, Captain of the School, Captain of Hale.
J.R.H. Chalmers, Captain of Carpenter.
A.W. Reid, Carpenter.
D.L.B. Wheeler, Beaufoy.
M.S. Goldhill, Mortimer.
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E.F. Rogers, Carpenter.
B J.K. Pryer, Hale.
J.A. MacDougall, Captain of Abbott.
J.G.C. Procter, Beaufoy.

Committees:
Rugby Football - Captain: J.R.H. Chalmers. Vice-Captain: A.W. Reid. Hon. Sec.: P.S. Brodahl.
Fives - Captain: J.A. MacDougall. Hon. Sec.: C.J.F. Upton.
Squash - Captain: J. Paterson. Hon. Sec.: B.H. Ellis.
Boxing - Captain: D.J. Cowan. Hon. Sec.: G.N. Bastable.
Shooting - Captain: M.W. Collard. Hon. Sec.: R.G. Morgan.
Fencing - Captain: W.D. Claringbold. Hon. Sec.: D.E. Player.
Cross-Country - Captain : G.N. Bastable. Hon. Sec.: P.L. Munden.
Athletics - P.S. Brodahl, W.D. Claringbold, G.N. Bastable.
Physical Training - Captain: W.D. Claringbold. Hon. Sec.: D.P. Stockton.
Chess - Captain: L. Primhak. Hon. Sec.: R. Pignatelli.
School Society - M.C. Parker, L. Primhak, H.G. Williams-Ashman.
Dramatic Society - P.S. Brodahl.
Musical Society - D.L.B. Wheeler, E.F. Rogers.
Philatelic Society - A.B. Dann, G.R. Breed.
Photographic Society - D.J. Cockrell, D.A. Quadling.
Magazine - Editors: H.C. Humphreys, J.R.H. Chalmers, M.J. Macnaughton-Smith. Hon. Sec.: E.F.

Rogers.
Mission - H.C. Humphreys, E.F. Rogers.
Christian Union - Hon. Sees.: H.C. Humphreys, W.S. Sinton.
L.A.U. - Hon. Sec.: J.R.H. Chalmers.
Assistant Librarians - G.R. Breed, A.T. Cook, A.B. Dann, MJ. Fox, H. Knorpel, L. Primhak, D.H.

Rose.
A.T.C. - F/Sgt.: MJ. Fox.

Sgt, No. 6 Section: D.L.B. Wheeler.
Sgt., No. 7 Section: E. F. Rogers.

J.T.C. - R.Q.M.S.: H.C. Humphreys.
C.S.M.: "A" Coy.: L. Primhak.

"B" Coy.: GA. Clarfelt.
"C" Coy.: J.H. Smart.
"D" Coy.: D. Sumner.

Post Cert. A Coy.: H. Knorpel.
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The City of London School Magazine

Vol. LXV April, 1942 No. 282
Edited by H.C. Humphreys, J.R.H. Chalmers and H. Knorpel.

Editorial

This term we have endured a proverbial Marlborough winter, but just when we felt like succumbing to it
a sudden thought struck us, and by its cheerful message enabled us to withstand the worst effects of the
elements: next term we shall be celebrating the quincentenary of our foundation. The Bequest of John
Carpenter providing for the education of four poor men's sons, to which we owe the foundation of the
School, dates from May, 1442, and it was indeed encouraging to reflect that, compared with five hundred
years, three years of exile are but a drop in the mighty ocean. For five centuries now the flame kindled
by Carpenter has burned; at times it has flickered, at times it has died down until but a spark remained,
but it has never been completely extinguished. From this thought we drew hope: we realized that,
although our tribulations may occasionally seem great, they are almost insignificant when viewed in true
perspective. We cannot pretend, and we should be foolish to attempt to convince our readers, that life
in Marlborough is as easy and comfortable as the life we lived by the waters of our native Thames, but
we believe that when we return home we shall not only appreciate more the comforts of life, but that we
shall also have gained much by our experience. Sports and what used to be called 'out-of-school-activities'
have, it must be confessed, been more numerous and more flourishing here than in London; we hope that
when we return our clubs and societies will not again become moribund and that interest in the many
cultural and recreative activities of the School will not slacken.

The message, then, of this quincentenary is one of hope and encouragement, and this message is
confirmed by the events of the past year. Our last Cricket XI had an excellent season, and last term's
Rugby XV was the most successful we have had since our evacuation. Our record of scholarships and
exhibitions at the Universities is by no means a poor one, and the School and Higher Certificate results
are satisfying, even though not outstanding. We have done well: let us make every effort to do better.

Finally, and in accordance with a time-honoured custom, we appeal to the School to contribute to
the Magazine. Elsewhere in these pages will be found our main appeal, but we take this opportunity of
reminding our readers that their literary efforts are welcomed, and of imploring those whose lack of
success in the past may have deterred them, not to be discouraged, for it has been truly said that adverse
criticism is the most important factor in the development of genius.

Mr. R.L. Treble.
It is with very deep regret that we record the death at Marlborough of Mr. R.L. Treble, who joined our
Mathematical Staff to take the place of Mr. Woodhouse, now in the R.A.F. Mr. Treble had had an
interesting and varied career, being successively Vice-Principal of Culham College, Assistant Master at
Lancing, H.M. of Uckfield Grammar School, H.M. of the County School, East Grinstead, and since his
retirement in 1938 an occasional H.M. Inspector under the Board of Education.

The quiet good humour and unfailing courtesy of Mr. Treble's personality, allied to the charming way
in which he took his place as a member of our Common Room after so many years as H.M., gave a true
insight into his sterling character. He was an indefatigable walker, loving to roam the downs and woods
of Marlborough Without, and, indeed, he continued to do so until within a day or two of his death.

He was suddenly stricken with angina and after a brief illness of less than twenty-four hours died on
Sunday evening, December 28th. His death came as a shock to his colleagues and pupils. Many of them
attended the funeral at Preshute Church on December 31st, at which the Rev. C.J. Ellingham officiated.

Our whole Society conveys its sincere expressions of sympathy to Mrs. Treble in her great loss, and
also to his brother, Mr. H.A. Treble, who has joined our Staff since the war began. R.H.D.
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Cricket 1st XI, 1941

D.P. Stockton, J.N. Quick, J. Paterson, A.R. Dale, P.R. Dodds, B.H. Ellis, O.C. White, Esq.

B.J.K. Pryer, L.R. Dowsett (Vice-Captain), P.V. Moore (Captain), J.G.H. Wadsworth (Hon. Sec.), J.A. MacDougall

THE PREFECTS, 1941-42

E.G. Shrosbree, A.T. Cook, J.A. MacDougall, J.G.C. Procter.

B.J.K. Pryer, H.C. Humphreys, F.R. Dale, Esq., J.R.H. Chalmers, E.F. Rogers.
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School Notes

Mr. Thorn, who took Mr. Marsh's place last term, has left, and Mr. E.A. Dodd, M.A., has come in
his place. Mr. Dodd had a Preparatory School of his own, from which he retired since the war began.

Mr. Wilkinson was absent through illness for some weeks at the beginning of the term. His place
was taken temporarily by Mr. A. Sewell, B-es-L, who has had experience of modern language work at
Oratory and other schools.

Wiltshire Churches
by C.J. Ellingham

Most of us live in the suburbs, where many churches are clumsy imitations of the past, built to provide
the maximum seating at the minimum cost. And the Home Counties, as it happens, must be carefully
searched before we find much. Surrey churches are notoriously poor; and the finer buildings of Kent,
Maidstone and New Romney and Barfreston, or Hertfordshire, Ashwell and Baldlock and Kitchen or
Essex, Thaxted and Saffron Walden, are out of easy reach. But we are luckier in Wiltshire. True there
is nothing to rival Patrington or Beverley or Long Melford or Malvern or Romsey, but once clear of the
Downs and the Forest we cannot go five miles without meeting something interesting and beautiful.

Before we can see the beauty of the interior of a church we often have to do a series of subtraction
sums. We have to imagine what the Sanctuary (at the east end) may have looked like before the restorers
of 1860 or thereabouts covered the floor with encaustic tiles, and the walls with a meaningless diaper
pattern, and ordered from the church furnishers an elaborate reredos to ruin the lines of the east window
and brass Altar-rails at so much a yard. Then we must mentally abolish the organ, which is nearly sure
to shatter the symmetry of the Chancel: and then the pews, ugly shapes in pitch-pine smothered with a
treacly varnish, which make it impossible to see any pillar from top to bottom. And last, we must try to
forget any unsightly heating-apparatus there may be. (An obscene monster stands sacrilegiously slap in
the middle of the perfect little church at Fyfield).

But it is wearisome to go into church after church and merely gape. It is far better to have some
definite aim. A good plan is to learn a little about English church architecture, the merest smattering
will do to start with, and then, after taking your time and considering all the evidence, to guess the date,
or rather the dates of the various parts, for hardly any church stands now as it originally did. Having made
your guess, you may find (most churches have them) a chart on a wall, or a card or booklet on a table,
which will give the right answer. You will be often wrong at first, but will gradually improve.

Church architecture changes greatly between Norman times and the Reformation, after which church
building practically ceased for centuries. Yon will see at a glance that there is a great difference between
the pillars in St. Peter's and those in Preshute, or between the east window in Aldboume church (it is
modern, but a good imitation of the 13th century), and the west window. I will try to give a bare outline
of these changes. The four periods of change are called Norman (llth and 12th centuries), passing
through Transitional into Early English (13th century), Decorated (14th century), and Perpendicular (15th
century); and the changes can be seen most easily in windows, pillars, and arches. There is much more
in it than that, for it was not merely a change in the shape of windows and so on, but the development
of a complete theory of building. But you must consult the text-books for that. And of course the dates
are only approximate. Changes came gradually, not with a rush in any particular year.

Windows—The Norman window, such as the east window of St. John's Devizes, is small, with a round
arch, and no tracery; that is, no stone bars inside the actual outline of the window, like the wooden slats
which split up a modern window into panes. The Early English window is at first lancet'-shaped, that is,
long, narrow, and pointed, and perfectly plain. Variety is only sought by arranging three, five, or even
seven such windows side by side, with the tallest in the middle and the shortest on the outsides. But the
next step led to a most far-reaching development. This was to put two lancets side by side, enclose them
both in a bigger pointed arch, and pierce the blank wall between them and the apex of this arch with a
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circle or some similar shape. Good examples can be seen at the west end of Cricklade. This left some
lumps of stone, of no particular shape, inside the main arch, and the builders did not rest until they had
made them beautiful. They began to forget the aperture and look at the tracery. How they started can
be seen in hundreds of examples in Salisbury Cathedral. And during the Decorated period the ribs of the
windows became more and more elaborately interlaced, now in curves that can be drawn with the
compasses (geometrical), and now in curves which cannot (curvilinear or flamboyant). There is not much
decorated work in Wiltshire, but some windows can be seen at Urchfont or Malmesbury, and the large
west window of the College Chapel is imitation flamboyant. This fashion ended in the Perpendicular
period, when stained glass was in great demand. These complicated rib-patterns made all sorts of awkward
shapes which the glaziers found it very hard to fit with effective pictures. They wanted straight ribs, which
would leave them parallelograms and rectangles to work on. The result was a window with a flattened
arch and ribs mostly horizontal and vertical. Most of the Church windows in Wiltshire are Perpendicular,
for the county became rich in the wool boom of the 15th century, and enlarged most of its churches.

Pillars — The Norman pillar in Wiltshire is usually round, short, and sturdy, with a simple base and
a substantial capital often carved into scallops and rudimentary leaf-patterns, or sometimes into grotesque
heads, as at Great Bedwyn. Most of the local Norman work is late, and can almost be called transitional.
The typical Early English pillar is seen in Salisbury Cathedral, and consists of a central pier with a cluster
of smaller pillars in a different material round it, but this was too expensive for most parish churches. I
find it impossible to devise a formula which will enable you to identify an Early English pillar at sight.
All I can say is that it may be slenderer than a Norman pillar, and its cross-section will probably not be
a simple geometrical shape such as a circle or a hexagon, but a polygon with both curved and straight
sides. The base will not be a simple slab, but will be moulded, and if you find a deep cut into the stone
all round the bottom of the pillar (the so-called water-holding-moulding), you can be sure it is Early
English. The capital may be shaped something like an inverted bell with rings of stone round the top.
This type gradually shades away into the pillar of the Decorated period, which you will have great difficulty
in distinguishing from it in the local churches. About the only clue which will help you is the prevalence
of the 'ogee' curve (like a very elongated S) as one or more of the sides of the polygon formed by the
cross-section. But the Perpendicular pillar is more easy to recognize, and you would do well to make a
thorough study of those in St. Peter's before setting out on your travels. Tall windows in the outer walls
mean higher arches in the nave, and a greater understanding of the principle of the balance of thrusts had
shown that there was no need of fat pillars to support walls and roof. So the 15th century pillars are taller
and slimmer. They have a more elaborate base, sometimes a pedestal as much as four feet high, and the
suggestion that the main pillar consists of a cluster of smaller pillars growing together is often brought out
by providing a separate capital for each of them.

Arches — Norman arches are round, Transitional are beginning to be pointed, Early English and
Decorated are pointed, and can be drawn with the intersecting arcs of two circles; Perpendicular are
pointed, but need arcs from four circles to draw them. They also vary more subtly in what are called the
mouldings. If you take a semi-circular bite out of a piece of bread, you form a Norman arch in the bread,
and that part of it which your teeth have actually touched is called the 'soffit' of the arch. This soffit is
hardly ever left as a flat ribbon of stone, so to speak, but is broken up into a series of 'mouldings'. They
are sometimes very elaborate and beautiful, but the local ones are unambitious enough. There are
changes in them as the styles develop which could only be explained by a series of diagrams. It is a good
plan, if you take your researches seriously, to sketch the cross-section of the pillars and the contours of
the mouldings of every arcade you meet, and see if you can discover how the styles diverge. These
mouldings are often covered with carving. Norman are particularly rich, as a glance at the weather-worn
but still striking door at the west end of St. Mary's will show you. You will soon be able to identify the
easier patterns: the Norman chevron, beak-head (some lovely ones at Avington), billet, and nail-bead, the
Transitional and Early English dog-tooth, the Decorated ball-flower (rare in these parts), and the
Perpendicular panelling; and these will help you to estimate the date.

As was said, very few churches are entirely in one style, though Potterne, Edington, or Steeple Ashton
nearly are. A church may have a Norman nave arcade, Perpendicular windows above it and in the aisles,
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an Early English chancel with many of its windows enlarged later, Decorated work in the transepts, an east
window built in 1860 when the church was restored, and a Perpendicular tower at the west end. Most
Wiltshire towers are Perpendicular. You will find all four styles at Amesbury, for instance, and a long
time may be profitably spent there.

There are many other things to look at, such as roofs, of stone or wood, pulpits, screens, and fonts.
Most Wiltshire fonts have escaped the fate common in other parts of the country, when the restorers gave
them to the Churchwardens for chicken-troughs and replaced them with plaster abominations in
wedding-cake Gothic. But they would take too long to discuss. Only, always look at the roof, and you
may find a feat of carpentry or building which will shake your pride in modern methods.

It may help you to grow fond of churches if you have something to collect, for that will make you
look at each building thoroughly. Photography in churches is for experts, and permission has often to he
obtained. But if you can draw with a little skill you might make pleasant sketches of stone-carving, such
as foliage on capitals, or grotesques which you will find in many places. Less skill is needed to copy
window traceries, and still less for the contours of arches and pillars. I myself copy the last, and collect
18th Century rhymed epitaphs, of which I have some very unctuous specimens.

Here are a few itineraries, none of them much more than fifty miles, well within your powers on a
Saturday in summer if you take your lunch:

(1) Fyfield, Potteme, Urchfont, Etchilhampton, Bishop's Cannings, Alton Priors.
(2) Avington (two miles past Hungerford down by the Kennet), back to Hungerford, whose church

is modern and ineffective, Little Bedwyn, Great Bedwyn, East Grafton (where the 19th Century for once
imitated Norman instead of Gothic), Burbage.

(3) Mildenhall, Aldbourne, Baydon, Lambourne, Bishopstone, Little Hinton (look at the font),
Wanborough, Liddington, Chisledon (where there are no pews).

(4) Broad Hinton, Lydiard Tregooze (if you can find it, and find the Rectory to get the key from),
Lydiard Millicent, Purton, Cricklade, bypass Swindon, the Ogbournes.

(5) The Alton Priors Road, Marden, turn off to the right for a quarter of a mfle to look at the roof
at Churton (perhaps the oldest wooden roof in South England), Market Lavington, Edington, Steeple
Ashton, Seend, and home through Devizes.

(6) Cherhill (just past Yatesbury to the right), Compton Bassett (where there is a stone screen which
the Puritans inadvertently did not batter to bits), Clyffe Pypard, Winterbourne Bassett, Berwick Basset,
Avebury.

(7) Through Devizes and Potteme, West Lavington, Tilshead, Amesbury, Netheravon, Upavon,
Manningford Bruce.

(8) Calne, Bromham (look at the roof in the Baynton Chapel), St. John's Devizes.
(9) Malmesbury via Wootton Bassett. About the finest late Norman you can find locally, and which

must have been stupendous before the Reformation.
(10) There is not much architecture in this one, but if you do not yet believe that this neighbourhood

is lovely, go through Burbage, East Grafton, and Vernham Dean to Hurstbsourne Tarrant (church just
worth looking at). Climb the hill and take the first to the right, and back past Tangley (looking in at the
highly restored church which happens to have kept a tiny little Norman sanctuary: you get the key at the
second cottage past the church), over Chute Causeway, and home through Great Bledwyn.

The Pied Piper

At the end of last term the Masters gave two performances of Mr. G. Irwin Carruthers' pantomime
operetta, The Pied Piper, a stage adaptation of Browning's poem with a happy ending. The author fulfilled
our expectations. The play was very topical; the three chief rats were named Adolf, Benito and Mikado;
Honest Joe, the Pied Piper, was dressed in a costume that passed for Russian, and the rats warred against
the peaceful citizens of Hamelin. Mr. Irwin-Carruthers' wit maintained interest throughout.

The casting was well done; there was no small suspicion that parts had been written with an eye to
those who should fill them. The handsome hero, Hans Brandischapp, Town Councillor, was played by Mr.
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G.S. Brown with the necessary dash; he found the singing at times a trifle strenuous. Mrs. Broad played
the heroine, the Lord Mayor's daughter Gretchen, contriving to be remarkably girlish. The Lord Mayor
(Mr. McLellan) bore a close resemblance to the late Neville Chamberlain, and was, of course, equipped
with an umbrella. Mr. Wheeler, as the Lady Mayoress, provided the slapstick; we were disappointed that
the famous Wheeler laugh was not heard. Mr. Le Mansois-Field gave a spirited performance as Beth
Blaubaggs, the Clerk of the Council and editor of the Hamelln Herald, with a flaming red wig and almost
hideous appearance. Mr. Ross, as Adolf, gave an excellent performance, ranting very convincingly in
German; his yes-men, Benito (Mr. Rudkins) and Mikado (Mr. Wynburne) gave him the necessary support.
Mr. Copping, in Russian garb, played Honest Joe, the Pied Piper, though Browning would not have
recognised his lean Piper in him; Mr. Copping's flute made its first public appearance in this play. The
Chorus of Councillors and Rats (Messrs. Broad, Haynes, Ellingham, Dyball, Riddle and Stephenson) sang
with enthusiasm and obviously enjoyed themselves. Last, but by no means least, we must mention Mr.
Henderson, whose performance as Winnie, the Fairy Queen, was one of the highlights of the show.

The production was good; the actors knew their parts well and spoke distinctly; the stage hands did
their work efficiently, an event worthy of comment. The audiences caught most of the points, but it is a
pity that so few remembered the School's London telephone number. The orchestra (Mr. Lawton at the
piano) did its work well, apart from one unfortunate incident with the National Anthem. We hope the
composite composer will forgive the free use of his music for Mr. Carruthers' verses. We must also
mention that £25 were raised to buy National Savings certificates for Savernake Hospital.

Our thanks are due to all the Masters, who gave up so much of their leisure time to rehearsal, and
especially to Mr. Ross, the producer, and Mr. Irwin-Carruthers for another excellent entertainment.

Term Review
by J.H. Wheeler

A tale of frost, snow and cold winds can again be told; fortunately, no story of an epidemic. Hard grounds
have reduced but have by no means eliminated outdoor activities, and we hear that at least one House
Master has been persuaded to engage in cross-country running.

Fortnightly House meetings have been held at the only available (but none-too-popular) time of 8-30
a.m. on Saturdays, when, considering the weather conditions, very creditable returns of activities have been
noted. Good skating has been available to Sixth Formers on the College swimming pool, while other
members of the School have somehow produced tobogganing vehicles of very varying qualities with which
to sample the delights of the local slopes. Occasional damage in transit has resulted.

A local A.R.P. exercise for all the Civil Defence Services involved our Home Guard and A.R.P.
first-aid posts. The former lurked in hidden ways, while the first-aid personnel and stretcher-bearers
dispatched their victims with considerable speed, but rather too little sympathy. A tear gas bomb in Court
was a popular feature, the admiring crowd being far too anxious for a whiff of the noxious fluid to bother
about preventative measures. Some fifty boys from the Upper and Middle Schools volunteered to act as
casualties in the town during the exercise. One haemorrhage case who complained at his long wait for
attention was rightly told that this was out of order, as he was already dead.

As the Home Guard are now learning and practising something of unarmed combat, it has been
suggested that these and the first-aid classes might well combine for their mutual benefit.

A milk scheme has been launched by the School to provide for those boys requiring milk in then-
billets, and the junior and senior clubs still continue their week-end teas in then" old quarters.

A popular educational event was a special afternoon performance of 49th Parallel at the local cinema,
when this excellent film was shown to a full house. We look forward to a classical revival at the end of
the term in the form of a Greek play; we are assured that even if the resurrection is incomplete, at least
the author will turn in his grave at the Modern dialogue.
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Home Guard

This term our two platoons have been going to it in a style much nearer the official pattern, but even so
we have a sneaking fear we should be looked upon with scorn by our comrades in London, who provide
such soul-stirring material for the Sunday picture papers.

We have assimilated equipment at a rate which would have caused serious shocks to the nervous
system in the days of the L.D.V., when, alas, the 'V meant something besides Victory and when we wore
a forage cap and armlet and were prouder than any company of Guardsmen. The loss of our voluntary
'sauve qui peut' basis has been recompensed by the acquiring of a working knowledge of unarmed combat.
Many of our company have expressed the view that they would rather use bullets than brawn any day, but
in these less civilised forms of warfare there is a certain feeling of satisfaction that is entirely absent in
pure marksmanship.

Exercises, too, have grown in number and brought with them some fine sights. It is still a debatable
subject among the Junior School whether a Sunday morning is better spent watching Mr. Henderson's
platoon playing with their new toys or watching Mr. Vokins' 'soldiers' take each other prisoner on the
skyline.

Nevertheless, the whole of the noble army is standing fast and waiting eagerly—to be issued with their
pikes and bows and arrows.

The Library

It is to be hoped that when the history of the School in evacuation comes to be written, a description of
the scene in New Court 1 on most week-days between 9-30 and 9-45 will be included. Two-thirds of the
small, dark room is stacked to the ceiling with stationery and other school requisites. Round two walls
run bookcases of all sorts and sizes, some of them improvised from packing cases. Just inside the door,
hockey sticks are being issued and further on boots are being taken in for repair. Close by, Jones lost
football boots are being re-sold to Jones for a shilling. Behind two desks, set at right angles, two harassed
librarians are coping with a crowd of clamouring borrowers or recording books that are to be 'reserved'.
Round Gus's desk in the corner clusters a company of the elite, discussing, not always in subdued
whispers, matters of high policy affecting School or nation. Gus himself strolls round and keeps a watchful
eye on everything. The whole scene appears one of indescribable confusion, but it is here that the School
library does its work and flourishes as it never flourished in London.

The difficulty of obtaining new books from the publishers has made it still more important to
conserve those we have. We are indebted to Sidney for his skill and resource in patching up old hooks
with the most unpromising materials. We again appeal to boys who have readable books which they do
not want, to present them to the Library. One Senior has done good service this term by bringing down
his store of 'Hentys' and bequeathing them to us.

School Officials

Prefects:
H.C. Humphreys, Captain of-the School, Captain of Hale.
J.R.H. Chalmers, Captain of Carpenter.
E.F. Rogers, Carpenter.
B.J.K. Fryer, Hale.
J.A. MacDougall, Captain of Abbott.
J.G.C. Procter, Beaufoy.
A.I. Cook, Hale.
E.G. Shrosbree, Carpenter.
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Committees:
Hockey - Captain: A.T. Cook. Vice-Captain: B.J.K. Pryer. Hon. Sec.: J. Paterson.
Soccer - Captain: P.R. Dodds. Vice-Captain: J. Paterson. Hon. Sec: B.J.K. Pryer.
Fives - Captain: J.A. MacDougall. Hon. Sec.: C.J.F. Upton.
Squash - Captain: J. Paterson. Hon. Sec.: B.H. Ellis.
Boxing - Captain: G.N. Bastable. Hon. Sec.: D.R.B. Ellison.
Shooting - Captain: M.W. Collard. Hon. Sec.: R.G. Morgan.
Fencing - Captain: W.D. Claringbold. Hon. Sec.: D.E. Player.
Cross-Country - Captain: G.N. Bastable. Hon. Sec: P.L. Munden.
Athletics - G.N. Bastable, P.S. Brodahl, W.D. Claringbold.
Physical Training - Captain: W.D. Claringbold. Hon. Sec.: R.A. Bell.
Chess - Captain: L. Primhak. Hon. Sec.: R. Pignatelli.
School Societ)' - M.C. Parker, L. Primhak, H.G. Williams-Ashman.
Dramatic Society - P.S. Brodahl.
Musical Society - E.F. Rogers, MJ. Fox.
Philatelic Society - D.J. Cockrell, B.B. Collyer.
Photographic Society - D.J. Cockrell, DA. Quadling.
Magazine - Editors: H.C. Humphreys, J.R.H. Chalmers, H. Knorpel. Hon. Sec.: E.F. Rogers.
Mission - H.C. Humphreys, E.F. Rogers, J.A. MacDougall.
Christian Union - Hon. Sees.: H.C. Humphreys, DA. Quadling.
Entertainments - J.R.H. Chalmers, A.T. Cook, H. Knorpel.
L.A.U. - Hon. Sec.: J.R.H. Chalmers.
Assistant Librarians - G.R. Breed, A.T. Cook, A.B. Dann, M.J. Fox, H. Knorpel, L. Primhak,

D.H. Rose.
J.T.C. - R.Q.M.S.: H.C. Humphreys.

C.S.M.: 'A Coy.: G.A. Clarfelt.
'B' Coy.: L. Primhak.
1C Coy.: J.H. Smart.

Post Cert. A Coy.: H. Knorpel.
A.T.C. - F/Sgt: MJ. Fox.

Sergeants: No. 6 Section: E.F. Rogers.
No. 7 Section: M.W. Collard.
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The City of London School Magazine

Vol. LXV July, 1942 No. 283
Edited by H.C. Humphreys, J.R.H. Chalmers and H. Knorpel.

Editorial

We regret that this term paper rationing has caused our magazine to be cut by half, compelling us to omit
several contributions, in order to include as full an account as possible of the School's activities. Tennis,
Fives and Chess Notes do not appear, as there have been no matches in these games. We apologize to
all whose efforts we have been compelled to mutilate and hope that what remains is somewhat more than
a dismembered fragment.

During the holidays, we were alarmed by a cryptic note in the Press, which suggested that we and our
hosts might have to move elsewhere. The Government had, in fact, decided that they required the College
buildings, and that the present inhabitants must depart forthwith. Visions of the hasty packing, the
crowded train and the new billets, associated so vividly with September 1939, sprang up like ghosts from
the memorable but unwelcome past. So we waited, and on the day that term began, we heard with relief
that the Board of Education had successfully pleaded our cause.

We have now established our roots more firmly and literally in the soil by the formation of an
Agricultural Society, a report of which will be found elsewhere in our pages. This is a new war effort, and
the fruits of its labours are already in abundant evidence. A newly formed Art Society provides culture
for the soul when the soil has received its due. It is hoped that these new organisations will help to
counterbalance the decline in Tennis and Fives caused by shortage of equipment.

Finally, we bid good-bye to Dr. Storey, who has accepted the headmastership of the Johnston School,
Durham, and offer him our heartiest congratulations on the appointment. The loss of his services will be
felt in many branches of School activity, and it is with mixed feelings of gratitude and regret that we wish
him every success for the future.

School Notes

Mr. Wheeler left on May 27th to take a commission in the R.A.F., where there is work of obvious
importance for P.T. Officers. Various portions of his mantle have fallen on Mr. Lawrence, Mr. Broad,
Mr. Oakley, Mr. Berry and Major Orton, whom the Army has now been able to spare. His very welcome
return has enabled the work to go with but small alteration in the time table. Major Orton is also doing
responsible work with the Home Guard.

Terpsichorean Interlude

At 7-0 p.m. on Friday, May 8th, 1942, the Marlborough Grammar School and the City of London School
held a joint dance in the College Gymnasium, lent for the occasion by the Master. The Gym had been
decorated, nay transformed by the efforts of D.V.G. Feltham and a number of helpers. Flags, banners,
bunting and streamers entirely dispelled the atmosphere of Spartan physical endeavour and, instead, soft
lights led us to expect sweet music. This was provided by a band, 11 strong, recruited from both Schools
and directed by Feltham. The skill with which the band performed amazed those who did not know of
the frequent practices in the Grammar School. While the band rested, rhythm was provided by the C.L.S.
Swing Quartet. More than 120 guests were present, including members of the staffs of both schools, as
well as boys and girls. After some initial bashfulness had been dispelled by the efforts of the M.C., Mr.
Vokins, the floor was continuously crowded. Redoubtable 1st XV forwards could be seen picking then-
way delicately among their partners' feet, obscure fourth formers blossomed as ballroom experts and sober
members of the Common Room cavorted gaily with Grammar School girls. At 10-0 p.m., far too soon
for most of us, we finished by singing Auld Lang Syne and then (in spite of the piano) God Save the King.
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HOCKEY 1st XI, 1942

I.S. McGregor, A.M. Harris, R.A. Bell, A.J. Parker, G.R. Mathison, G.A. Clarfelt.

P.R. Dodds, B.J.K. Pryer (Vice-Capt.), A.T. Cook (Capt.), J.Paterson (Hon. Sec.), J.A. MacDougall.

CRICKET 1st XI, 1942

C.M. Dibble, A.J. Parker, I. Part, E.F. Rogers, G.R. Mathison, O.C. White, Esq.

P.R. Dodds, J.A. MacDougall (Vice-Captain), B.J.K. Pryer (Captain), B.H. Ellis, K.S. Sunaway

Inset: J. Paterson (Hon. Secretary)
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Miss Blackett Jones, of Marlborough Grammar School, was in charge of refreshments and no one
could have complained of their quality even in peace time. Certain members of the C.L.S. third forms
acted as waiters. To all these, to Sidney, who acted as doorkeeper and to all those other people who
helped in numerous ways, all who attended the dance are most grateful.

Photographic Society

For the fortunate we still survive. Materials are scarce, but we are doing our best to obtain regular
supplies for our members. We are holding fortnightly meetings at which points of common interest are
discussed, and are submitting our photographs to the scathing though helpful criticism of others. We hope
to display our skill in a competition and exhibition very shortly. Our collection of Marlborough
photographs grows slowly but surely, and we would be pleased to show this collection to anyone at any
convenient time.

School Officials

Prefects:
H.C. Humphreys, Captain of the School, Captain of Hale.
J.R.H. Chalmers, Captain of Carpenter.
E.F. Rogers, Carpenter.
B.J.K. Fryer, Hale.
J.A. MacDougall, Captain of Abbott.
J.G.C. Procter, Beaufoy.
A.T. Cook, Hale.
E.G. Shrosbree, Carpenter.
B.H. Ellis, Beaufoy.

Committees:
Cricket - Captain: B.J.K. Pryer. Vice-Captain: JA. MacDougall. Hon. Sec.: J. Paterson.
Swimming - Captain: J.R.H. Chalmers. Hon. Sec.: P.S. Brodahl. P.K. Parsons.
Tennis - Captain: P.R. Dodds. Hon. Sec.: JA. MacDougall.
Fives - Captain: JA. MacDougall. Hon. Sec.: C.J.F. Upton.
Squash - Captain: J. Paterson. Hon. Sec.: B.H. Ellis.
Boxing - Captain: G.N. Bastable. Hon. Sec.: D.R.B. Ellison.
Fencing - Captain: W.D. Claringbold. Hon. Sec.: D.E. Player.
Athletics - G.N. Bastable, P.S. Brodahl, W.D. Claringbold.
Cross-Country - Captain: G.N. Bastable. Hon. Sec.: P.L. Munden.
Physical Training - Captain: W.D. Claringbold. Hon. Sec.: R.A. Bell.
Shooting - Captain: M.W. Collard. Hon. Sec.: R.G. Morgan.
Chess - Captain: L. Primhak. Hon. Sec.: R. Pignatelli.
School Society - H.C. Humphreys, L. Primhak, H.G. Williams-Ashman.
Dramatic Society - P.S. Brodahl, I.F. Hudson.
Musical Society - E.F. Rogers, M.J. Fox.
Philatelic Society - G. Finsberg, B.B. Collyer.
Photographic Society - D.J. Cockrell.
Bee-Keeping Society - D.J. Cockrell, G.M.C. Perkin.
Agricultural Society - H.C. Humphreys, E.G. Shrosbree, J.B. Mermikides, A.P. Skinner.
Magazine - Editors: H.C. Humphreys, J.R.H. Chalmers, H. Knorpel. Hon. Sec.: E.F. Rogers.
Mission - H.C. Humphreys, E.F. Rogers, J.A. MacDougall.
Christian Union - H.C. Humphreys, DA. Quadling.
Entertainments - J.R.H. Chalmers, A.T. Cook, H. Knorpel.
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L.A.U. - Hon Sec.: J.R.H. Chalmers.
Assistant Librarians - G.R. Breed, A.T. Cook, A.B. Dann, M.J. Fox, H. Knorpel, L. Primhak, D.H.

Rose.
J.T.C. - R.Q.M.S.: H.C. Humphreys.

C.S.M. 'A' Coy.: H. Knorpel.
'C Coy.: L. Primhak.
Post Cert. 'A' Coy.: J.H. Smart.

A.T.C. - F/Sgt.: MJ. Fox.
Sergeants No. 5 Section: E.F. Rogers.

No. 6 Section: M.W. Collard.
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The City of London School Magazine

Vol. LXV December, 1942 No. 284
Edited by J.R.H. Chalmers, I.F. Hudson, I.D. Whyte.

Editorial

Faced for the first time with the task which for many editors, to judge from their editorials, is little short
of a nightmare, we found our contempt for their lack of facility melting into sympathy. The knowledge
that reports of games and societies have been submitted faithfully, that even the original contributions
have been extracted at long last from their authors, that all is ready but the editorial, bereaves the
imagination of any flicker of originality it may possess and leaves a kind of desperation. The age-old
problem is to say something never said before, but we soon realised the truth of the Preacher's words, that
there is nothing new under the sun.

But we shrank from the editor's last resort, the resume of School activity and the concomitant
platitudes. We could have surveyed the Cricket and Rugby seasons, and the successful public
examinations; or told of the Lord Mayor's visit on a fine October day to distribute the prizes, and how the
old ceremony remains unchanged even in evacuation; and here shed a literary tear in sentimental
recollection of the hoot of tugs on the river and the clang of trams, far easier to hear than the speakers
far away on the platform, and regretted that so few of us can now recall them. All this would but bore
the reader.

However, since we have fulfilled necessity's requirement that the first page of our magazine shall not
be blank, we now make way for the body of the magazine, leaving it to speak for itself. We only stay a
moment to voice the age-old plea for original contributions, which we trust may be answered in our
generation.

School Notes

Mr. Workman, who left the School to join the Army in July, 1940, was wounded and taken prisoner
at Mersa Matruh during the June retreat this year. His leg was amputated above the knee. He seems to
be well treated in Italy, and to be practising his Italian cheerfully in fairly comfortable conditions. The
School is sorry to hear of his misfortune, and wishes him the best possible recovery and an early return.

Mr. E. Dodd left at the end of last term to return to his own Preparatory School at Purley. His place
has been taken by Mr. R.K. Weatherell, M.A., Oxon., whose most recent teaching experience was at
Uppingham.

The number of boys in the School this term is 487.

Sic Itur Ad Astra

"Certainly," I said briskly; "an original contribution. What would you like? a poem, an article, a few jokes
—heard rather a good one the other day about—perhaps you're right. A poem, then; by tea time? Of
course." So that afternoon, after a fortifying meal of spam, I retired to the Adderley library, with a feeling
of confidence and importance. Taking a commanding position before a radiator, I opened the window,
for it was a fine afternoon, and sat down. I found a sheet of paper, and began to sharpen my pencil
busily; a purposeful frown on my face indicating that I was thinking. After five minutes, I had sharpened
practically half the pencil, and had decided, by one of those flashes of originality which even I but seldom
receive, to write a poem on Marlborough. "The title," I thought, pleased. "Half the battle. Now for the
opening line; a strong one, I think." I looked round vaguely for my pencil, not having noticed it drop
down a crack beneath the flooring. Undeterred by this setback, I decided with that genius for improvising
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that comes natural to the poet, to write in ink. I took out my pen, and tried to write. "A pencil, old
man?" said my neighbour in reply to my request, "Certainly" and handed me one I had lost some weeks
ago. Pleased by his courtesy, I applied myself to my paper. After a quarter of an hour I managed to
produce the first line:

"Erth has not anything to show more bare." Banishing from my mind a vague feeling of having read
something of the sort before, I gave myself a mental pat on the back (a feat of extraordinary difficulty).
"Good," I said, "I must devote more time to composition in future, hastily inserted an a in "earth," and
wrote several more lines of unrivalled beauty. "This is splendid," I thought; I felt I was well away.

"I say old man," said my neighbour, "how many m's in accommodation?" "Three," I ventured absent
mindedly, concealing my annoyance at the interruption of my work. A brief but spirited argument ensued
in which several others took part; the questioner having plumped for two (on the analogy, he said, of
conglomeration), I returned to my window, and my poem. It had gone! (the poem, I mean).

(The reader will doubtless need a few seconds to recover his breath in admiration at the unexpected
twist to the story).

Smiling a little at the absurdity of the idea that I had lost it (which had just occurred to me) I moved
my papers about feverishly and pointlessly. I also looked on the floor, and banged my head on the
radiator twice. By now seriously alarmed, I got up from under the seat and sat down to consider my next
move. A noise from a group of boys outside the window interrupted a powerful train of thought; I looked
out; one of them was just making an aeroplane dart from a piece of paper he had picked up. He threw
it; they all laughed. This was too much; I rose with the calm resignation familiar to those who have read
Foxe's Book of Martyrs, and left the room.

"Yes," I said with dignity to the editor at tea time. "I have written an article. It is a poem," I added
proudly, but with a touch of wistfulness, "On Marlborough. Quite high up on Marlborough. To be
precise." I concluded, more quietly, in the voice of one who has at least tried, "it is on the roof of the Leaf
block."

School Officials

Prefects:
J.R.H. Chalmers, Captain of the School, Captain of Carpenter.
B.J.K. Pryer, Hale.
J.A. MacDougall, Captain of Abbott.
J.G.C. Procter, Captain of Beaufoy.
P.R. Dodds, Mortimer.
I.F. Hudson, Beaufoy.

Committees:
Rugby Football - Captain: J.R.H. Chalmers. Vice-Captain: J.A. MacDougall. Hon. Sec.: P.K.
Parsons.
Soccer - Captain: P.R. Dodds. Vice-Captain: B.J.K. Pryer. Hon. Sec.: J.M.R. Shannon.
Fives - Captain: J.A. MacDougall. Hon. Sec.: C.J.F. Upton.
Squash - Captain: P.R. Dodds. Hon. Sec.: L.B. Allen.
Boxing - Captain: E.A.P. Croydon. Hon. Sec.: D.V. Wfllsmore.
Shooting - Captain: M.W. Collard. Hon. Sec.: T.W. Cross.
Fencing - Captain: W.D. Claringbold. Hon. Sec.: B.J. Archer.
Physical Training - W.D. Claringbold, R. French.
Chess - Captain: R. Pignatelli. Hon. Sec.: C.J.F. Upton.
School Society - H.G. Williams-Ashman, I.F. Hudson, P.M.N. Macnaughton-Smith.
Dramatic Society - I.F. Hudson.
Art Society - R. Pignatelli, I.D. Whyte.
Musical Society - I.F. Hudson, A.D. Wood.
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Agricultural Society - J.R.H. Chalmers, J.B. Mennikides, KA. Edwards.
Entertainments - J.M.R. Shannon, W.D. Claringbold, I.F. Hudson.
Philatelic Society - B.B. Collyer, H.J. Webster.
Christian Union - Hon. Sees.: D.A. Quadling, J.H. Smart.
Mission - I.D. Whyte, W.D. Claringbold, J.G.C. Procter.
Household - J.G.C. Procter, I.F. Hudson.
Magazine - Editors: J.R.H. Chalmers, I.F. Hudson, I.D. Whyte. Hon. Sec.: J.G.C. Procter.
L.A.U. - Hon. Sec.: J.G.C. Procter.
Assistant Librarians - I.F. Hudson, D.A. Quadling, J.G. lies, J.H. Gracey, I.D. Whyte, P.F. Williams,

L. Primhak, J.A. MacDougall, A. Margo, D.J. Cockrell.
J.T.C. - C.S.M.: 'A Coy: J.H. Smart.

'B' Coy: J.R.H. Chalmers.
'C Coy: J.A. MacDougall.

A.T.C. - F/Sgt.: M.W. Collard.
Sergeants: No. 5 Section: J.G.C. Procter.

No. 6 Section: G.H. Button.
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RUGBY 1st XV, 1942

R.A. Hopkinson, I. Patt, B.J.K. Pryer, W.D. Claringbold, G.H. Button, P.L. Munden, M.R. Harvey, G.S. Brown, Esq. 

D.H.E. Taylor, J.A. MacDougall (Vice-Captain), J.R.H. Chalmers (Captain), J.G.C. Procter, W.B. Begg.

R.F. Scott, P.R. Dodds. Inset: P.K. Parsons (Hon. Secretary).

THE PREFECTS, 1942-43

M.P.N. Rowe, R.A. Pignatelli.

J.G.C. Procter, J.A. MacDougall, F.R. Dale, Esq., B.J.K. Pryer, P.R. Dodds.
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The City of London School Magazine

Vol. LXVI April, 1943 No. 285
Edited by J.A. MacDougall, J.G.C. Procter and P.P. Williams

Editorial

Our fourth Spring in Marlborough presents a very different picture from our first. Rain and some
sunshine have replaced ice and snow and the incidence of influenza has been so slight that no improvised
sanatorium, with its reminiscences of Mrs. Squeers, has been necessary. Scenes which were slowly
becoming familiar have changed with the expectation of visitors from abroad and the toil of our factories
has produced vehicles which bid fair to simulate the din of the Embankment.

The war has assumed ramifications which we and, we venture to postulate, those in authority did not
imagine possible. Past events have their repercussions, even in Marlborough, and we assume that the
recent foundation of the Sea Cadets has its place in larger plans for the future. Account will be found
elsewhere of our "activities', which prove that far from any tendency to deteriorate we have definitely
extended the range and improved the quality of our aesthetic and athletic amusements.

We have spent many hours correcting the personal vernacular in the prose of our contributors; we
should like, therefore, to draw attention to Quiller Couch's recommendation, "that some practice in the
deft use of words, with its corresponding defining of thought, may well be ancillary even to the study of
Natural Science in a University." Our experience makes us believe that "to any study" is the correct
rendering of this reminder.

Lieut. Michael Darby Dale, R.A.
We deeply regret to record the death of Lieut. Michael Darby Dale, R.A., who was killed on the Indian
Front in January, 1943. He was 23 years of age.

M.D. Dale was the second son of the Headmaster and Mrs. Dale. He came to the School in
September, 1930, and left from the Classical Sixth as a Prefect, Captain of Cricket and Secretary of Rugger
in July, 1939. He proceeded for a year to New College, Oxford, where he read English and showed
marked promise in what had always been his favourite subject. He joined the Army in the Summer of
1940 and after a period in an O.C.T.U. was commissioned in the Cheshires and later transferred to an
anti-aircraft regiment. He was drafted to India in 1942.

Quiet and shy in manner and diffident of his own powers, Dale possessed a charm that made him
popular in the School as a whole and won the affection of his friends. He was one of the most successful
cricket captains of recent years. One who was closely associated with him writes: "A skilful player himself
who might have gone far, he was outstanding in his influence on his team whether on or off the field. His
attention to detail, his love of order and his example combined to inspire others with his own keenness
and lead them on to a standard of play that at one time seemed impossible. There was some charm about
him which made all dealings with him a pleasure and made his two years of captaincy a very happy time
for those who were fortunate enough to be in the XI."

The whole School joins in expressing deepest sympathy with the Headmaster and Mrs. Dale.

School Notes

The number of boys at the School this term is 469. There are 11 new boys. Of those who have left,
six have gone to Universities with their newly-won Scholarships.

Mr. Neve who was subjected to some near misses in the Middle East, has been in the military
hospital at Dumfries. He is looking forward to an early return to his work at the School. We trust that
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we shall find him as fit as ever.

The return of the School to London cannot yet be promised for any definite date. The question is
being carefully and fully considered by responsible authority.

We regret to record that Mr. Cattermole has been absent for nearly all this term because of illness.
We trust that he is making a firm recovery.

In his place for the time we welcome Miss M.A. Burgess, whose teaching experience has been partly
in boys' schools: she took her degree at Liverpool University. The coming of a lady to teach in the City
of London School is no doubt a revolutionary change, which boys and masters seem to be bearing with
admirable calm.

Spotting
by C.J. Ellingham

(Dedicated, in a spirit of respectful admiration, to the members of the Spotters' Club)

At last I have learned how to identify aircraft, and can hold my own with any child of twelve. It took a
long time, for I wasted months on a wrong method of approach. I actually wangled myself into a Spotters'
Training Course at a dump called Swindon, and spoiled three days of my holiday there. The man did his
very best for me. He would show a sheet of diagrams, the largest like a big ugly black butterfly, and would
say, "This is a Stinkel 7. You will observe that it is a mid-wing plane with a pronounced dihedral, four
radial engines, the bomb-racks abaft the First Class Saloon, an elliptical fin, and dropped handle-bars.
From the shape of the fuselage it is also known as the flying chaff-cutter." He was great on these fanciful
resemblances, pointing out the flying pencil, the flying suit-case, the flying cigar, the flying fox, the flying
buttress and the flying Scotsman. After a day and a half of this he gave us a test, showing photographs
of wretched little specks in the sky, and asking their names. Three or four lads in the back row, who
already knew it all and were only there because it was in the firm's time, would instantly bellow
"Alpha-Romeo 20!" or "Splutterfunk 108!" and were right every time. I said nothing. The next day we
were taken to an aerodrome on a plateau in Gloucestershire, where there were several thousand types of
plane and a bitter east wind. I made some progress, and after a time could count the engines with fair
accuracy. But I felt that this method of instruction was all wrong, and I must devise a better. I have now
perfected it, and give it to you for what it is worth.

I will deal first with enemy aircraft, because of their importance. After all, it does not really matter
whether the thing overhead is a Ventura or Lee-Enfield 303, for neither will harm you. But if it is an
enemy, it is as well to know it. Fortunately, enemy machines are easily identified. The Germans have
a fighter, the Messerschmidt 1, a bomber, the Dornier 1, and a fighter-bomber, the Junkers 1. They have
no others, though of course they have millions of each. Very few people know this, for the Germans try to
mislead and alarm us by publishing specifications of many other types. This is called propaganda. And
we pretend to believe in these types, and ourselves publish silhouettes of them and faked photographs of
them after a crash, to mislead the Germans into thinking they have misled us. This is called
anti-propaganda. Then they publish still more, to mislead us into thinking that we have misled them into
thinking that they have misled us. This is called Teutonic Thoroughness. But obviously there is no need
to worry about these purely imaginary machines. Actually, their three planes were invented, and painted,
by the Fuehrer himself, and to try to improve on them is thought a sign of non-Aryan parentage and is
carefully discouraged. The Italians have several planes-with glorious names, the Savoia Marchetti, the
Benvenuto Cellini, the Gianbattista Sforza, and so on. These can all he ignored. I learn from the papers
that the Japanese have one plane only, the Zero, which they use for being shot down in the Southern
Pacific.

You need not learn to distinguish these machines by a tiresome study of dihedral, wing-span, spinal
curvature and the rest of it, when they are far more easily identified by their behaviour. If the plane is
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flying very high and bombing a hospital it is a German bomber. If it is flying very low and
machine-gunning an infants' school it is a fighter. If it is doing both at once, a simple calculation will
show you that it is a fighter-bomber. If it is flying very low indeed, but doing no harm beyond making the
deuce of a noise, it is an Old Marlburian. If it is being shot down it is a Jap. If it is beating it
hell-for-leather in a south-easterly direction it is a Wop. And that is all you need know.

With allied machines the problem is more difficult. It cannot be denied that there are many types,
and many more types of each type. There are trainers, fighters, bombers, fighter-bombers, intruders,
invaders, marauders, and Crusaders; and maybe even that is not a complete list. At first the authorities
were helpful, and coloured trainers yellow, fighters a sort of green, bombers black, Hale light blue, and
Seeley brown. But then they lost heart. And now there is such a diversity that no human intelligence can
distinguish them all. Even the men in charge of aerodromes are sometimes not sure, and have to go and
look at the makers' name on the driving-licence. The Spotters' Club, my researches have shown me, is
a racket. Spotters are bound by a fearful oath to hold together, and if one of them sees a brother spotter
in the midst of a group of arguing sky-gazers, it is a point of honour with him to go up and endorse his
comrade's opinion. Great pains are taken to teach them an authoritative tone of voice, and I must admit
they sound as if they really knew. But how can they?

Still, self-respect demands that we keep our end up, and by means of two simple devices you can hold
your own with these experts. The first is, to learn to recognize three or four easy types. This will take
six months, but it is worth the trouble. I suggest the Spitfire, the Wellington, the Lysander, and the
Lockheed Lightning. Then when you see a thing which can hardly be one of these, you can say, "The
wings of that type look like a Spitfire's, you know, from some angles." This is a knowledgeable sort of
remark which may possibly be true, and the chances are that he will let out the name of the thing in his
reply. Or "These big bombers—if it has four engines it ought to be a bomber, unless it is a troop-carrier
or a refrigerator or one of those things with boats underneath—these big bombers haven't quite the lines
of a Wellington, have they?" This is certainly true, and may lead him to imagine, poor mutt, that you
know what the thing really is.

The second device is even more subtle. When a passing plane attracts an unusual amount of
attention, don't rush up to somebody and ask what it is. Keep your dignity. Later you can easily go up
to an accomplished spotter—there are some fine specimens in Modern Vb for instance—and say, "Did you
see that Thunderbolt at eleven o'clock this morning?" He will reply, with pity or scorn according to his
nature and your relative sizes, "That wasn't a Thunderbolt; that was a Tornado." You then retort, as
superciliously you can or dare, "Of course I don't mean the Tornado. I mean the Thunderbolt over
Swindon way five minutes afterwards. Don't say you missed it." This, possibly, convinces him that you
can recognize both a Thunderbolt and a Tornado, and anyhow you have learned what the thing actually
was, so that the next time one comes along you may know it. But you won't.

A Lay of Modern Maryborough
by F.A.H. Tyler

(With apologies to the shade of Lord Macaulay)

Then outspake Earnest Wynburne:
"Foodstuffs are on my mind:

Thrice thirty thousand sods before,
And the Bath Road behind.

Shame on the boy reluctant
His duty to perform,

When masters, prefects, juniors,
Are out in wind and storm!"

By the Bath Road Allotment,
O'erlooking all the war,
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A large man — Mr. Wilkinson
Stood with his two-wheeled car.

He watched the Seniors working
With smile serene and high:

He noted one boy slacking
And scorn stood in his eye.

Some boy (let him be nameless;!)
With both hands to the height

Heaved up a massive mattock,
And smote with all his might.

By twist and turn the master
Strove to avoid the blow.

The blow, tho' turned, came yet too nigh;
It missed his head but gashed his thigh.

And colleagues raised a fearful cry
To see the red blood flow.

And the great Percy Copping
Fell at that deadly stroke,

As falls on Mount Alvernus
A thunder-smitten oak.

Far o'er the School's potatoes
The giant arms lie spread:

All work is stopped: all stand aghast,
One whispers — "Is he dead?"

Ten got him on a stretcher,
And bore him to the San.,

Where after weeks of crisis
They saved this hard-hit man.

CIVb took their dainties
Straight to the sick-room door . . .

Their master thus returned to School
Much bigger than before.

Twenty Years Hence
or

'She was only a Scavenger's Daughter.'

The School has come to look forward with keen anticipation to the Masters' play in the Christmas term.
Few schools, surely, can have so deft and resourceful a writer of light verse as Mr. Carruthers or a staff
so self-sacrificing as to produce a play in the middle of the Christmas examinations.

This year's play was a sequel to The Belle of the Billet, produced two years ago. Twenty years have
passed, but the School is still at Marlborough, presided over by a Headmistress, Miss Henrietta Hayseed,
and with the problem of Lebensraum still further complicated by the evacuation of the Government to
Marlborough. The Captain of the School, L.-A.C. the Hon. Roderick Prentiss-Pike, Jnr., an amorous
youth like his father before him, is deeply in love with Elizabeth Hoover Ewbank, the daughter of the local
crossing-sweeper.

The Prime Minister (Mr. Henderson) who made frequent appearances, each time in a different
uniform struck the authentic Winstonian note: there was no mistaking the ring of "When the day comes,
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as come it will." Mr. Ross, the producer, doubled the parts of Miss Hayseed and the Fiihrer. In the
former, voice, manner and costume combined to produce a Headmistress as funny as she was formidable;
in the latter, we enjoyed the peripeteia when the Fiihrer, singing with characteristic bluster of his exploits
and intentions, was stalked and captured by the local Home Guard. The heroine (Mrs. Carruthers)
charmed the audience as well as the hero by the unaffected freshness of her acting and singing.

The hero (Mr. Broad) was all that a hero should be, handsome, chivalrous, and successful; he well
maintained the traditions of his office. The two billet hostesses, if less acrobatic than their predecessors
of twenty years earlier, were quite as amusing; Mr. Carruthers gave fresh proof of his versatility as the
skittish Miss Maisie Ogbourne and Mr. Field endowed Miss Susan Savernake with a cockney accent so
rich that she must have been originally an evacuee. Mr. Green, as Mr. Nosey Parker, a government
official, produced an amazing gas mask, with twenty attachments complete with wheeled under-carriage
and was a dignified and melodious judge in the trial scene. The crossing-sweeper (Mr. Riddle), whose
make up was a triumph of disguise, and the hero's father, Admiral Lord Prentiss-Pike (Mr. Brown) upheld,
each in his station, the honour of the old school tie. The deus ex machina was provided by the Ghost of
'Wilkie' (Mr. McLellan), who confessed, with appropriate penitence, to a confusion of ration books. This
led to the crossing-sweeper and the Admiral changing places and so enabled the course of true love to run
smooth. The chorus of aged masters (Messrs. Ellingham, Berry, Dyball, Rudkins and Stephenson) sang
with a gusto that belied their grey hairs: cruda choro viridisque senectus.

The play as a whole, though its plot was perhaps less closely-knit than last year's, was carried through
with a light-heartedness and zest which concealed long and exacting work on the part of author, producer
and cast. The songs and music, with Mr. Lawton at the piano, added greatly to the enjoyment of the
audience. To all who took part, including the helpers behind the stage, we offer our thanks and
congratulations.

School Officials

Prefects:
J.A. MacDougall, Captain of the School, Captain of Abbott.
B.J.K. Pryer, Captain of Hale.
J.G.C. Procter, Captain of Beaufoy.
P.R. Dodds, Mortimer.
M.P. Rowe, Abbott.
R. Pignatelli, Beaufoy.

Committees:
Hockey - Captain: P.R. Dodds. Vice-Captain: B.J.K. Pryer. Hon. Sec.: J.A. MacDougall.
Soccer - Captain: P.R. Dodds. Vice-Captain: B.J.K. Pryer. Hon. Sec.: A.J. Parker.
Fives - Captain: J.A. MacDougall. Hon. Sec.: C.F.J. Upton.
Squash - Captain: P.R. Dodds. Hon. Sec. L.B. Allen.
Boxing - Captain: E.A.P. Croydon. Hon. Sec.: D.V. Willsmore.
Shooting - Captain: M.W. Collard. Hon. Sec.: A. Moorshead.
Fencing - Captain: W.D. Claringbold. Hon. Sec.: B.J. Archer.
Physical Training - W.D. Claringbold. R. French.
Chess - Captain: R. Pignatelli. Hon. Sec.: C.J.F. Upton.
School Society - H.G. Williams-Ashman, R. Senat, P.M.N. Macnaughton-Smith.
Dramatic Society - W.D. Claringbold, L. Lightman.
Art Society - R. Pignatelli, P.F. Williams.
Musical Society - AD. Wood, R. Pignatelli.
Agricultural Society - J.A. MacDougall, J.B. Mermikides, K.A. Edwards.
Entertainments - P.R. Dodds, W.D. Claringbold, H.G. Williams-Ashman.
Philatelic Society - B.B. Collyer, H.J. Webster.
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Christian Union - D.A. Quadling, K. Robinson.
Mission - W.D. Claringbold, J.G.C. Procter, DA. Quadling.
Household - J.G.C. Procter, M.P. Rowe.
Magazine - Editors: J.A. MacDougall, J.G.C. Procter, P.P. Williams. Hon. Sec.: D. A. Quadling.
L.A.U. - Hon. Sec.: J.G.C. Procter.
Assistant Librarians - D.A. Quadling, J.G. lies, P.F. Williams, D.J. Cockrell, J.S. Lintern, J.F.M.

Smallwood, T.P. Soper, L.B. Allen, W.D. Claringbold, H.J. Webster.
J.T.C. - C.S.M. A' Coy.: J.A. MacDougall.

'B' Coy.: P.R. Dodds.
'C' Coy.: M.E. Morris.

A.T.C. - F/Sgt. M.W. Collard.
Sergeant: No. 5 Section: J.G.C. Procter.
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The City of London School Magazine

Vol. LXVI July, 1943 No. 286
Edited by JA. MacDougall, J.G.C. Procter and P.F. Williams.

Editorial

The end of the fourth year in exile sees a School faced with many problems. New boys are scarce and
billets are scarcer. Return to London seems imminent and although our knowledge of London is, as Mr.
Weller's, extensive and peculiar, a generation is now at school which is unfamiliar with the orange peel
and asphalt of our native heath. Long established traditions have been forgotten and it is to be hoped
that reformers will temper their zeal with caution and see some good in older values.

The character of this magazine has presented a problem of some magnitude. Faced by war-time
restriction of space, should the Editors aim at making it primarily a record or an organ of literary
expression? In this number an attempt has been made to merge these two functions of the magazine by
asking Societies not to confine themselves to a mere report of their meetings but to deal with their
particular subjects in articles of rather wider scope.

A far reaching innovation has been the inauguration of a non-political school parliament. After
lengthy and heated deliberation in the Literary and Athletic Union it was decided that each form in the
senior school should elect one representative to a 'lower house', whose function is to elect five members
to the legislature and to propose motions for its approval.

We can only hope that this, our recognition of the general right of man to freedom of speech, may
be an omen of the future history of the world, and that Tennyson's prophecy may come true with the
fulfilment of our Utopian dreams:

When the war-drums throb no longer and the battle flags are furled,
In the Parliament of man, the Federation of the world.

Sergt. Pilot David G. Fuggle, R.A.F.V.R.
David G. Fuggle (C.L.S. 1933-1939) is remembered by many in the School, as he was with us during our
first term in Marlborough. He was Swimming Champion and holder of the Sach Memorial Cup and was
in the Bath Club Cup team in 1938 and 1939. In 1939 he was Captain of Swimming and Captain of
Rugby. He left from the Economics Sixth as a Prefect and House Captain of Hale. After training in
Canada he was engaged on many operational flights. He was reported missing in July, 1942, and is now
officially presumed to have lost his life. He was the second son of Mr. and Mrs. G. W. T. Fuggle, of
Muswell Hill, and was 20 years of age.

School Notes

The number of boys in the School this term is 469, the same number as last term.

We deeply regret to record that Mr. Woodhouse is reported missing after a raid over the Ruhr in
May.

Mr. Workman is back in England, repatriated from Italy. We wish him the best possible recovery.

Mr. Trayes has been granted six months' leave of absence under doctor's orders. We trust that he
may soon be fully restored to health.

Mr. Neve, whom we are glad to see looking so fit, is for the time being in charge of IIJ.
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HOCKEY 1st XI, 1943

H.F. Broad, Esq., G.P. Davies, G. Hyde, K.S. Sunaway, D.H.E. Taylor, I. Pan, R.D. Ashton, B.C. Thomas.

A.J. Parker, B.J.K. Pryer (Vice-Captain). P.R. Dodds (Captain), J.A. MacDougall (Hon. Secretary), G.R. Mathison.

CRICKET 1st XI, 1943

C.M. Dibble, R. French, I. Patt, P.J. Norton, G.R. Mathison, A.W.E. Coles, O.C. White, Esq.

K.S. Sunaway, J.A. MacDougall (Vice-Captain), B.J.K. Pryer (Captain), P.R. Dodds, A.J. Parker.
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The date of the School's return to London cannot, of course, be finally stated now. It may be said
that, if the course of events allowed, the School would return in January.

Scenes from the Middle East
(Extracts from letters received from Mr. Marsh during 1941 and 1942)

There's plenty I could tell you about Egypt, but I am only going to mention two scenes before I turn to
more recent events. First, the arrival of the Port Said-Cairo 'Semi-express' at a wayside station. The train
itself is not unlike a French train, but the amusing difference is that a good section of the passengers travel
on top of the coaches. There are no tunnels or bridges and I believe this type of travel is free. Family
parties sit in little groups along the roofs, though I gathered that the top of the corridor sections was the
best seat—it's softer and you can get a good grip with the feet. The buffers are well thought of, too.

The second scene is a Cairo cinema. In that cosmopolitan city the cinema has to cater for all
nationalities. Incidentally, you pay the price of a London West End cinema and sit on a wooden chair
that would call for apologies in a Wiltshire village. The language question is solved in the following way.
The talkies speak English—or rather American: sub-titles appear in French, and on a separate screen the
equivalent in Arabic and Greek. James Cagney in Greek is quite terrific. By the way, the Greek for O.K.
is: "OXI".

Now I shall switch you from the lights of civilisation to the present scene. You are in the middle of
the desert, hundreds of miles from a town and six miles from a road, sitting in a ridge tent. There's really
no sand in this desert, it consists of baked mud and every few feet is a mound, like a small molehill,
topped with dead camelthorn. Liberally scattered over the surface are hunks of rock, varying from the
size of a pebble to that of a man's head. The baked mud crumbles very easily and the wind then blows
it in great clouds. A layer of gritty dust covers everything; it penetrates your eyes, ears, nose, food, drink,
clothes, bed—everything. We have to go six miles for our water and draw it from a well. We hook our
water tank to a lorry and bump along over the desert and then the track takes a sudden turn and climbs
down the side of a valley. The floor is a hundred yards wide and covered with greenery. A little way up
the valley are four wells below palm trees and a little further still is an Arab village, with small enclosed
gardens of corn and fruit trees.

And now for one or two scattered and superficial impressions. Mersa Matruh is an attractive little
town, crowded on the edge of its small, deep blue harbour. After Sidi Barrani there is a steady line of
wrecked Italian lorries every hundred yards or so along the road. The escarpment, which runs as a low
but steep hiJl across the desert, increases in height to some 250 feet and drops sheer into the sea at
Sollum. Its only breaks are Halfaya and Sollum passes and both look nearly impregnable. Sollum pass
zigzags up the side of the cliff and gives a magnificent view of the desert and Sollum bay—deep blue and
crystal clear, as is usual in the Mediterranean.

Sometimes we move and then life becomes very busy. The vehicles must be tuned up, petrol and
rations obtained, the water tank filled, the convoy formed and the route examined, and all in a very short
space of time. If you want to picture us on the move, imagine a travelling circus and you'll have a fairly
good representation; I can't tell you any more than that. As evening draws in we look for a piece of
desert in any way less repulsive than the average, draw off the road, disperse the vehicles, unpack the
cooks and their gear, and while they are preparing dinner the rest of us erect the minimum number of
tents.

After the Knightsbridge battle we watched vehicles streaming East and at last were told that if we
wanted to avoid a German tank column we had better move. We were quite keen on avoiding it and
moved with some speed. I didn't know at the time, but I know now that the Germans occupied our site
nine hours after we left it. We were caught up in the full tide of the retreat, but we moved back rather
by stages than in one piece. At one place we had a pleasant interlude as a small steamer had been
bombed and hooked on to the rocks. By means of a cable you could reach its decks and as the stern
projected fai into the water, you could dive into twenty feet of crystal water, calm and clear, with the sand
showing at the bottom.
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Time passed and eventually we found ourselves in the Sinai desert, which really looks like a desert,
with great sand dunes and an air of utter desolation; as if it neither knew nor cared about the existence
of man.

During ten days' leave I did a tour of Palestine and Syria. I took a train from Cairo to Jerusalem
and then went by car. Jerusalem is interesting, though it commercialises the Bible even more shamelessly
than Stratford-on-Avon commercialises Shakespeare. The Church of the Sepulchre is tawdry and in the
worst possible taste, though Gethsemane, outside the city walls with the Mount of Olives rising behind
it, is rather attractive. After Jerusalem I went to Nazareth and thence to the Sea of Galilee. We had
lunch at Tiberias and then went along the lake and over the Syrian border. Galilee is not unlike the
English lake district and must be lovely in the Spring when it is green. Damascus is a very attractive city,
full of streams and fountains, rose gardens and orchards. In the bazaars are the finest silk brocades, gold
and silver filigree work and furniture of inlaid woods and mother of pearl.

After Damascus we went to see the ruins of the Roman temples at Heliopolis and then crossed the
Lebanon mountains to Beirut. Lebanon is full of streams, orchards and vineyards and the grape season
was in full swing and we had grapes with every meal. Beirut is a pleasant town with the Lebanon
mountains rising behind it and the blue sea in front. After Beirut we drove down the coast to Haifa,
passing Sidon, Tyre and Acre on the way. The night was spent in Haifa and next day I endured the
comfortless train journey back to Egypt and the desert.

School Officials

Prefects:
J.A. MacDougall, Captain of the School, Captain of Abbott.
B.J.K. Pryer, Captain of Hale.
J.G.C. Procter, Captain of Beaufoy.
P.R. Dodds, Mortimer.
M.P. Rowe, Abbott.
R. Pignatelli, Beaufoy.
P.P. Williams, Mortimer.
K.S. Sunaway, Beaufoy.
R.D. Ashton, Carpenter.

Committees:
Cricket - Captain: B.J.K. Pryer. Vice-Captain: J.A. MacDougall. Hon. Sec.: P.R. Dodds.
Swimming - Captain: J. Blagdon. Hon. Sec.: M.S. Smith. C. Hull.
Tennis - Captain: P.R. Dodds. Hon. Sec.: J.A. MacDougall.
Fives - Captain: J.A. MacDougall. Hon. Sec.: C.J.F. Upton.
Squash - Captain: P.R. Dodds. Hon. Sec.: L.B. Allen.
Boxing - Captain: EA.P. Croydon. Hon. Sec.: D.V. Willsmore.
Fencing - Captain: W.D. Claringbold. Hon. Sec.: B.J. Archer.
Athletics - W.D Claringbold, P.R. Dodds, D.M. Fitzsimmons.
Cross-Country - Captain: P.L. Munden. Hon. Sec.: P.R. Dodds.
Physical Training - W.D. Claringbold, R. French.
Shooting - Captain: M.W. Collard. Hon. Sec.: A. Moorshead.
Chess - Captain: R. Pignatelli. Hon. Sec.: C.J.F. Upton.
School Society - R. Senat, P.M.N. MacNaughton-Smith, R. Pignatelli.
Dramatic Society - W.D. Claringbold, L. Lightman.
Art Society - R. Pignatelli, P.P. Williams.
Musical Society - A.D. Wood, R. Pignatelli.
Agricultural Society - J.A. MacDougall, J.B. Mermikides, K.A. Edwards.
Entertainments - P.R. Dodds, W.D. Claringbold, H.G. Williams-Ashman.
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Philatelic Society - B.B. Collyer, HJ. Webster.
Christian Union - D.A. Quadling, K. Robinson.
Mission - W.D. Claringbold, J.G.C. Procter, D.A. Quadling.
Household - J.G.C. Procter, M.P. Rowe.
Magazine - Editors: J.A. MacDougall, J.G.C. Procter, P.P. Williams. Hon. Sec.: D.A. Quadling.
L.A.U. - Hon. Sec.: J.G.C. Procter.
School Parliament - Clerk: P. McKearney.
Assistant Librarians - DA. Quadling, J.G. lies, P.P. Williams, D.J. Cockrell, J.S. Lintern, J.F.M.

Smallwood, LB. Allen, W.D. Claringbold, HJ. Webster, J.D. Pollitt.
J.T.C. - C.S.M.: 'A' Coy.: J.A. MacDougall.

'B' Coy.: P.R. Dodds.
'C Coy.: I. Patt.

A.T.C. - F/Sgt.: M.W. Collard.
Sergeants: No. 5 Section: J.G.C. Procter.

No. 6 Section: B.J.K. Pryer.
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The City of London School Magazine

Vol. LXVI December, 1943 No. 287
Edited by P.F. Williams, M.P.N. Rowe, J.S. Lintern.

Editorial

In accordance with the Government's policy of replanning, we hoped, in all innocence, to improve the
standard of the magazine. We thought it was lacking in spirit: the house-notes were stereotyped; the
society reports were uninteresting; the original contributions too few and too mediocre; the games records
despondent and ungrammatical; even the editorial was pusillanimous. So we struck while the iron was hot,
and escaped with severe burns.

We held innumerable meetings. We argued; we separated; we cut each other for days; finally, in one
of those happy moments of friendly confession, we agreed on a plan for this term's magazine.
Unfortunately, we ignored the Games Committees. Faced with wholesale resignation as the logical
conclusion to an appeal to a higher authority, we retired gracefully.

This issue is the result. In it we have classed all games, other than the three major games of the year,
under the heading of 'Other Activities'; all notes of School interest under 'School Records'. These and
other innovations give the magazine a unity which we think it did not possess before. Moreover we have
tried to bring the original thought of the School to the front, and thus produce a magazine that is not
merely a mausoleum for School records and events, as indeed it has been.

We invite comments. We are convinced that we have done right, that our ideas will transform the
magazine for the better. It is for our readers to decide.

F/O. H.W. Woodhouse.
When information was first received that Harold Woodhouse was missing from operations over Germany,
his many friends could not believe that anyone so full of life could be really dead. The shock was
therefore the greater when the bad news was unhappily confirmed.

He came to us in September, 1938, and it was not long before we realised how fortunate we were.
He had had a distinguished career at Cardiff University and Downing College, Cambridge, and of his
virtues as a teacher all who have passed through his hands will be well aware; but his activities were by
no means limited to the classroom. If anything worth while was to be done, his interest and assistance
could always be readily evoked. At camp and in the playing fields he was a familiar figure, displaying
patience and sympathy with the enthusiastic, and encouraging the first workings of a like enthusiasm even
in the most apathetic. His interests were wide, his energy unbounded, and his laughter infectious; all who
knew him, pupils, colleagues, and friends, will feel that his loss is indeed irreparable.

To his brother, Lieut. Commander L. E. Woodhouse, we offer our deep and sincere sympathy in a
bereavement that must fall upon him even more heavily than upon ourselves.

Cadet Barry Fitzgerald Garrad
Barry Fitzgerald Garrad (C.L.S. 1936-1941) was in the School Boxing Team from 1936 to 1941 and was
in the Cross Country Eight. He left from Classical Vb, and became a cadet in the R.A.F.V.R. in
February, 1942. After completing his preliminary training, he was posted to Canada in November, 1942,
for further training as navigator and bombardier. In February, 1943, Garrad, with another cadet and a
Canadian instructor, was reported missing from an instructional flight and nothing has since been heard
of the plane or the three occupants. It is believed that, during a blizzard, the plane crashed into Lake
Ontario. Garrad had many friends and his loss is deeply regretted by all who knew him.
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Sgt.-Pilot John Austin Lindsay Grant
John Austin Lindsay Grant (C.L.S. 1937-1940) was the elder son of Mr. and Mrs. R. Lindsay Grant, of
Sidcup, and the brother of B.G.H. Grant, who is still in the School. After four terms at Marlborough,
during which he was awarded 2nd XI Cricket Colours, he left from the Economics Sixth to join the staff
of the Midland Bank. In June, 1941, when only 17, he joined the R.A.F., and was sent on a short course
to Corpus Christi College, Oxford. At the end of the course he was awarded a prize for English
Literature, in which his tutor was Edmund Blunden. He sailed for Canada in July, 1942, and was awarded
his Pilot's wings just before his nineteenth birthday. Posted to Coastal Command, be returned to England
in June of this year and lost his life on active service in September. In Grant happy vitality was united
with a sense of responsibility. He had developed greatly in the short time since he left us, and his
untimely death is mourned by many friends.

John Rhys Knowles
With very great regret we have to record the death of John Rhys Knowles, caused by an explosion in one
of the Research Laboratories of the Imperial College of Science.

Knowles came to the School in London in September, 1932, and he left from Marlborough in July,
1940. He entered the Imperial College in October, and took his B.Sc. degree in two years. He was also
elected an Associate of the Royal College of Science (A.R.C.S.).

For several years there has been at the Imperial College a department for the special study of
combustion problems. In this laboratory experiments are carried out on a semi-industrial scale to bridge
the gap between academic and "works' chemistry; new fuels are investigated and new conditions are
examined with a view to burning the fuel more efficiently. Knowles was doing Post-Graduate research
work in that laboratory under Professor Emeleus. Some liveliness was evidently expected, and the
Professor himself was there to watch the progress as well as another student working on the same
investigation. After starting the combustion, Knowles very properly retired behind cover about 12 yards
away from the apparatus; the Professor and the other student were farther off. Everything seemed to be
going well and Knowles left his cover for a moment to examine a patch of the liquid fuel that had
somehow been spilled from the container; at that moment the explosion took place and Knowles was
splashed with the burning liquid. Students in the laboratory are evidently well trained in First Aid and
in dealing with accidental fires, and although his clothes caught fire, this was put out in 30 seconds. In
that short time he was badly burned on his face, hands and chest, and he died next day in St. Mary Abbots
Hospital from shock and toxaemia following burns.

We can be quite sure that the accident was not due in any way to neglect of necessary precautions,
for Knowles was always careful and painstaking in his practical work, and he had been working for nearly
a year in the Research Laboratory. He showed considerable promise at School, and this was evidently
continued at the University, for he took his degree in two years after leaving, in spite of the fact that he
left rather earlier than is usual. He would not have been allowed to do this risky work if he had not
already shown himself to be a thoroughly competent practical chemist. It is sad to have to record his
death at the early age of 19, but there is some consolation in knowing that in his short life he had achieved
a great deal.

Recollection In Prospect
by 'Apricus' (F.R. Dale)

There, by brown Thames, swinging to the tides, we shall remember
Cool Kennet under the arching leaves,
Sunbeams striking down into chalky pools,
Catkins falling,
And the blue laundry horse, sole in the water-meadows.
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We shall remember
Haling Broadway on the first of September,
Ordered columns drifting under dim direction,
The surge along the corridor,
And the small boy playing patience in the train,
Paper-bag rations at showery Savernake,
The busy Bradleian and the crowded Gym.;
In the Old Music School a new note,
Organization, improvisation, billets somehow after all.

Marlborough College, civilised and tolerant —
Brew-boxes piled about the doorways,
Schoolmasters disguised as undergraduates,
Small boys trying out their prep-school assurance,
Heavy-footed seniors whistling in the corridors,
The chorus of rough young voices from the chapel,
Et o ces voix d'enfants, chantant dans la coupole,
Ordinary mortals, learning and growing about their lawful occasions,
Gathering somehow an incalculable force.

There, where the gulls wheel, we shall remember
Birds in the Wilderness,
Cuckoos calling in May, when the very mound is unsubstantial,
Wagtails running and dipping on the lawns,
Flycatchers flicking about the chapel buttresses,
Jackdaws swinging and crying about Peter's Tower,
And perching, paired proper, up on the tall limes.

Barrows on the downs,
Avebury stones, Martinsell pines,
Aisles of great beeches in the Forest,
The long field on the hillside, Broadleaze and Wedgewood,
Rugger in the rain, cricket in the rare sunlight,
Beaufoy Days among the delphiniums,
Guards of Honour by the pillared Memorial Hall,
A Lord Mayor in his red doing autographs in Court.

The tall arch in the Chapel,
Cold morning sunlight flecking red on the stones.
Gift names along the dun walls,
World-wide endeavour and achievement and death,
Angels on the panels, angels on the high glass about the Sanctuary,
Tibi mille densa millium
Circum corona militat —
And the Disney window
With the blue halo on decapitated John.

East wind down the shivering High Street,
Snow and slush and measles in the Gym,
Monsoon rain
And the gusty South-Wester, buffeting the tall limes,
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Marlborough sheathed in ice,
Crashing boughs, cracking poles, drooping wires,
Skates in High Street, skates in Court,
Chalk upheaved in the thawing road,
And the wet ice-bars heaped high under the tall limes.

Troops and trucks,
Tanks, carriers, armoured cars, guns,
Dusky faces in a swirl of Jeeps,
Divisional H.Q. breakfasting behind the curtain at Assembly,
News of sunk ships and flags fallen,
News of death,
News of tide turning and the sound of bells,
The heavy rumble overhead at night,
Flak sparkling low over burning Bristol,
Whine of Spitfires, crashing roar of Bostons,
Wellingtons and Hampdens, bound for Brest, bomb-laden,
Black against the pale twilight of June,
The superb rush of Beaufighters, half-seen in the high clouds.

Where are the snows of last year?
Where are the beds and blankets and billets and Box and Cox?
Away in de ewigkeit . . .
Quit of strangers now and sojourners and under-twelves,
Marlborough College, humped in comparative silence,
Crouches under the tall limes.

But What Is This?

My heart leaps up when I behold
A sausage on my plate.
So was it when my meals began,
So is it now I'm eating Spam,
So be it when I shall grow old.

Thus I relate,
"The pig is maker of the Ham."

Tra-la for Spam!
Tra-la for Spam!

But rather than Spam,
I'd have some Ham.

So, once again,
In refrain,
I maintain,

"The pig is maker of the Ham."
But was Bacon Shakespeare?

D.A.J.

Sidney,
And others of his kidney,
Love to make a lot of fuss
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About Gus,
While as for Wally,

Golly!

If
Mr. Vokins

Were to say something funny,
Mr. Ross
Would shudder,
So would Mr. Rudkins.

J.J. Lesser

To the Editor of The City of London School Magazine.

Dear Sir,
Writing of the German atrocities in Poland, the editor of one of the most reliable weekly News-letters
describes inconceivable deeds of brutality and horror—the deplorable persecution of children and the
systematic destruction of intellectuals.

This outrageous state of affairs not only exists in Poland, but throughout German-occupied Europe,
particularly in Greece, that great nation with her glorious heritage of philosophy, literature, art and culture
—those things that should be cherished above all others in a civilised world. The people of the great and
historic city of Athens are to-day, together with their families, being ruthlessly murdered, tortured and
slowly starved until they fall down lifeless in the streets.

I believe that it is the supreme duty of the Allied Governments, in accordance with the laws of
humanity, to bring to an end such terrorism, without delay. I believe that great opportunities have slipped
through the hands of the Allied commanders in the field, and the Governments at home.

Why are the Allied armies of liberation not on Balkan soil now? It may be argued that the necessary
planning, on the part of our military strategists and economists, to invade successfully and conquer the
Balkan States, takes time. But have they not had sufficient time? Unless we want whole nations to be
wiped from the face of the earth, and the war to become one of attrition, we must act quickly and
decisively.

For some weeks our victorious armies in the south of Italy have been in possession of the ports of
Bari and Brindisi. From there our armies could be transported across the Adriatic into Albania, and
hence into Greece. There should be no shipping problem, for owing to recent allied successes we have
complete and undisputed command of the Mediterranean. Once in Greece, it would be possible to
dispatch powerful forces to support the valiant Yugo-Slav patriots. If a mere handful of men, who,
comparatively speaking, are ill-equipped and poorly organised, are able to capture from the so-called
"mighty German army', the most important ports on the Eastern Adriatic coast, what can well-equipped
Allied armies, under supreme organisation and control achieve?

Imagine the thoughts of a Greek or Yugo-Slav peasant who, by forming guerilla bands, has been
striving for the past three years to rid himself of the cruelties and barbarism of Nazi domination and to
regain for his country its lost Liberty and Freedom. He must inevitably become discouraged by inadequate
allied activity.

Each day that passes, while the Allies fail to deliver a decisive blow (comparable with the Russian
effort) against the German war machine, thousands more precious lives are being sacrificed within the
walls of Hitler's European Fortress.

Yours sincerely,
K.R. Banks

17th October, 1943.
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School Records
An excerpt from Mr. F.R. Dale's report on the work of the year.

The annual Prize Distribution took place in the Memorial Hall of Marlborough College on Saturday, Oct.
2nd. The difficulties which the Headmaster foresaw if evacuation were prolonged had appeared, and our
numbers were very seriously reduced. Consequently there were fewer boys to take the public
examinations, and we had only gained 61 School and 41 Higher Certificates. Still, the proportion of passes
was quite satisfactory, and in our difficult fourth year at Marlborough we had gained thirteen scholarships
and exhibitions at Oxford and Cambridge and one at London University. Games were going well, the XV
of last year having been the best since the war. The special tasks of war-time, the Home Guard, First Aid,
Fire Service, farming, and so on, had continued without any relaxation of enthusiasm. Our J.T.C. had
been declared, by men who know, to be a very sound contingent. The A.T.C. was now well equipped, and
30 out of 48 members held proficiency certificates. A Sea Cadet Corps had been formed in conjunction
with Marlborough College and had made an auspicious start. At times we felt very far away from the war,
but we had plenty of evidence that the great body of Old Citizens now in the three services were making
good soldiers and sailors and airmen. We mourned the loss of H.W. Woodhouse, whose Lancaster was
lost in May in one of the great raids on the Ruhr. He was a teacher of mathematics who could not be
dull, a great master, and a great friend. Mr. Workman had come back from Italy as a repatriated
wounded soldier, and we hoped he would soon be with us again.

The Girls' School had returned to London, and if we returned too, it was not that we were not
fortunate and happy at Marlborough, but that there was an urgent need to restore our numbers. We were
essentially a day school for boys not to be removed from the care and control of their parents. We should
never forget the debt of gratitude we owed to Marlborough College and Marlborough Town but, though
a certain risk must be involved and taken, the sooner we were back in London the better. "In our school,
as soon as our feet are set firmly on their wonted way, there will be opportunities for progressive change.
But we shall hold fast to the tradition of literary study and scholarship. Enlarged dominion over the forces
of nature goes ahead fast—even a war helps that and it can all be turned to the service of mankind. But
it will not be so used unless the humanities hold their place in education, through literature and
philosophy, in the service of justice and truth. We shall aspire to a part in new discovery and scientific
progress. But we will not turn aside from poetry, nor close our ears to the great voices of the past. The
City of London shall contain not merely the Bank and the Stock Exchange, but a School with a strong
tradition of sound learning and independent thought."

The number of boys in the School this term is 443.

L.A.U.

At an extraordinary meeting of the Boys' Representative Assembly of the L.A.U. held on June 3rd, 1943,
the following motion was passed and subsequently approved by the Masters' Representative Assembly and
the Headmaster:

"That the Rhythm Club be now officially recognised by the L.A.U. and a committee be set up."
(Nem Con.).

School Officials

Prefects:
P.F. Williams, Captain of the School, Mortimer.
M.P. Rowe, Abbott.
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R. Pignatelli, Beaufoy.
K.S. Sunaway, Beaufoy.
R.A. Hopkinson, Captain of Seeley.
G. Hyde, Seeley.
P.L. Munden, Seeley.

Committees:
Rugby Football - Captain: R.A. Hopkinson. Vice-Captain: M.R. Harvey. Hon. Sec.: P.L. Munden.
Fives - Captain: C.J.F. Upton. Hon. Sec.: G. Hyde.
Squash - Captain: A.J. Parker. Hon. Sec. G.R. Mathison.
Boxing - Captain: D.V. Willsmore. Hon. Sec. RA. Hopkinson.
Shooting - Captain: S.W. Harwood. Hon. Sec.: A. Moorshead.
Fencing - Captain: M.S. Smith. Hon. Sec.: P. Sparkes.
Physical Training - R. French, R.D. Peduzzi.
Chess - Captain: R. Pignatelli, Hon. Sec.: C.J.F. Upton.
School Society - P.M.N. Macnaughton-Smith, R. Pignatelli, P.F. Williams.
Dramatic Society - L. Lightman, J.J. Lesser.
Art Society - R. Pignatelli, P.F. Williams.
Musical Society - R. Pignatelli, M.R. Harvey.
Rhythm Club - E. Wolfe, R. Pignatelli.
Agricultural Society - P.F. Williams, A.P. Skinner, M.S. Parker.
Entertainments - R. Pignatelli, P. McKearney, J.J. Lesser.
Philatelic Society - R.J. Butcher, J.D.M. Forbes.
Christian Union - Hon. Sees.: K. Robinson, P.R. Burkett.
Mission - RA. Hopkinson, R. Pignatelli, J.D. Pollitt.
Household - M.P. Rowe, A.P. Skinner.
Hobbies - R.W.A. Scarr.
Magazine - Editors: P.F. Williams, M.P. Rowe, J.S. Lintern. Hon. Sec.: D.N.G. Sadler.
L.A.U. - Hon. Sec.: D.N.G. Sadler.
School Parliament - Clerk. P. McKearney.
Assistant Librarians - P.F. Williams, J.F.M. Smallwood, J.S. Lintern, D.F. Bird, J.D. Pollitt, J.J.

Lesser, R.W. Williams, D.N.G. Sadler, RA. Kent, R.J. Elliott.
J.T.C. - C.S.M.: 'A' Coy.: J.S. Lintern.

'B'Coy.: J.M. Gurr.
'C Coy.: M.P. Rowe.

A.T.C. - Sergeants: No. 5 Section: J.F.M. Smallwood.
No. 6 Section: R. Pignatelli.
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The City of-London School Magazine

VOL. LXVn April, 1944 No. 288.
Edited by P.F. Williams, M.P.N. Rowe, J.S. Lintern.

Editorial

This issue of the magazine is the last to be produced in Marlborough, so it is, perhaps fitting to look back
on our period of stay. We have been here for nearly five years, enjoying the hospitality accorded us by
the Town and College, and in that time have learnt to value many aspects of an exile which has, in the
main, been a happy one. Yet, since one of our contributors has counted our blessings far more skilfully
than we could have ever hoped to do, our retrospection is necessarily somewhat circumscribed. Here we
concentrate rather on those experiences that were typical of, and made up, life in Marlborough.

The Great Frost of 1940 which transformed our world into a bleak fairyland; summer afternoons
spent watching cricket on the XI, as we chewed grass and lay in the shade of the beeches; the masters'
concerts; the chapel services; tobogganing on Forest Hill, or playing tennis in Treacle Bolly at 9 p.m.;
above all the daily round of work and play and coffee at Knapton's, that forced us out of our normal
routine into a day of strange times and awkward divisions;—all these help to form a picture that only we,
the exiles, can ever truly appreciate.

Yet "however entrancing it is to wander unchecked through a garden of bright images", we are
"enticing the mind from a subject of greater importance". Next term we become a day school once more.
It would be foolish if, while we cherish such minor memories as these, we forget the lessons we have learnt
in Marlborough. Evacuation has strengthened our corporate spirit and has given the elder boys an added
sense of responsibility;—both these must he kept alive in London. The present generation of boys must
see that the lessons are permanently embodied in the character of the School.

Guardsman Frederick Anthony Harold Tyler
We regret to record that Guardsman F.A.H. Tyler (Grenadier Guards) died of wounds in February. He
was the younger son of Capt. and Mrs. Tyler, of Bromley, and was at the School from 1936 to 1942,
leaving from the Econ. VI. He played hockey for the 1st XI, 1940-41, rugger for the 2nd XV, cricket for
the 2nd XI, and he was in the School boxing team. He devoted a great deal of his athletic energy to
Carpenter House. He had a first-rate record in the J.T.C. and Home Guard. He was drafted abroad
nearly a year ago.

Peter George Partridge
We regret to record that Peter George Partridge as been reported killed while serving in H.M. Navy. His
ship was sunk by enemy action in December, 1943, and he was one of the casualties.

P.G. Partridge was the son of Mr. and Mrs. George Partridge, of Grove Park. He entered the School
in September, 1934, and left with an Open Major Scholarship in Modern Languages at King's College,
Cambridge, in March, 1941. After four terms at Cambridge, he gained a Second Class in Part I of the
Modern and Mediaeval Languages Tripos in 1942, and had been serving in the Navy for eighteen months
at the time of his death.

Partridge will be remembered as one of the most gifted natural linguists the School has produced in
recent years. A contemporary of his at Cambridge records that he has seen him convince the nationals
of four different countries that he was their fellow-countryman, so that they disbelieved his denials. It is
part of the high cost of this war that his potentialities were not allowed to reach their full development.

Sgt. W/O. A/G. Desmond John Banks
We regret to record that Sgt. W/O. A/G. D.J. Banks who was reported missing from an air operation over
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Turin in July 1943 is now officially presumed killed.
D.J. Banks was the second of four brothers who have been educated at the School. He entered in

September 1934 and left from Classical IVb at Christmas, 1937.
He volunteered for air-crew duties with the R.A.F. soon after his brother, Pilot Officer N.L. Banks,

was killed in 1940. Having qualified in Radio Engineering and Wireless Operating, he was transferred to
the British Overseas Airways Corporation and commissioned as Radio Officer. Anxious to serve overseas,
he applied for a return to the R.A.F. and rejoined as Sgt. W/O. A/G. of Bomber Command. It was shortly
after this that he was reported missing, on his twenty-second birthday. His Wing Commander wrote of
him: "Although he had not been with us for very long, he had already proved himself a very efficient
N.C.O."

Nova Progenies

Bill Free, Bill Free, fetch along thy big van
(All along, out along, down along lea),

We're moving to London — or will when we can —
Jenny Green, Ruth Henderson, Bet Brown, Ruth Copping, Babs

Wheeler, Chris Starr, Judy Weltman, Sue Broad, Di Wheeler,
And old Aunt Sally Weltman and all.

Bill Free, Bill Free — that's enough of this war
(All along, down along, out along lea),

It's time we went home: we've not been there before!
Dick Broad, Paul Taylor, Steve Brown, Tim Henderson,

And old Uncle Jan Copping and ah1.

(Author's Note. —The song does not include Hugh Sharp, Peter Storey and Richard Dyball, who have
made their own arrangements and proceeded independently.)

Krivoi Rog.

Goodbye To Maryborough
by C.J. Ellingham

No doubt most of us look forward to our return to London with pleasure, or even delight. I am one of
the minority. But my object in writing this is not to try to convince, for here everyone must speak for
himself. Naturally if I had found myself in an uncomfortable or uncongenial billet, or had tastes which
could only be gratified in London or the Suburbs, my attitude would be far different. But I want in a
small way to pay a great debt of gratitude to Marlborough by putting on record a few of the things which
some of us have enjoyed.

First, then, I would far sooner get to my work by riding a bicycle for two minutes than by sitting or
standing in a railway carriage for half an hour, and walking along a suburban road and a crowded
pavement for another twenty minutes. I was caught early in the web of London, and have travelled on
suburban trains with resignation for nearly half my life; but five years' respite from the practice has shown
me the idiocy of it. The social historian of the future will, I believe, regard it as one of the most
bewildering marks of a bewildering age that so many people were content to spend anything up to a
quarter of their waking hours in getting to work and back.

Then again, I like what beauty I can find. I would sooner look out of my classroom window at the
formal border of the Common Room Walk than at an asphalt backyard and a precipice of glazed tiles.
I would sooner stroll down to the Kennet during break on a summer afternoon and see the cygnets or a
trout, or perhaps a kingfisher or, as once I did, meet a hedgehog ambling along the path, than be fretted
by the bustle of the Victoria Embankment. I would rather live in a town which has a fixed location in
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space, and a character of its own, and one magnificent and one charming street, and little houses worth
looking at, 14 Silverless Street and 4 The Green, and Merle Cottage, and 43 St. Martin's, and a score of
others, than in a wilderness of brick and plaster so homogenous that I cannot tell where my suburb ends
and the next begins, and can only distinguish one house from another because it has a different number
on the gate, or is called 'Sandringham' and not 'Myhomie'. When I want a walk at home, it takes an hour
to disentangle me from the bricks and mortar, and then I must go through Downe to Knockholt and back
through Shoreham, or through Shoreham to Knockholt and back through Downe. But "here is God's
plenty "; the chalk bastions of the downs with their subtle contours and colours, and the elms and orchards
and white farmhouses of the Vale of Pewsey, and the golden sea which the Plain becomes in harvest time,
and the panorama from Chute Causeway or Inkpen or Martinsell, and the tower of St. Sampson's
dominating the water-meadows of Cricklade, and the juvenile Thames rippling past the daffodils at Castle
Eaton.

There are other advantages which we shall not at first find it easy to relinquish; the College playing
fields, though I must not pretend to speak from personal experience; the field exercises of the three
Service training establishments; the opportunities for work which, if a boy likes work and is not
handicapped by his billet, are greater than they will be in town; the chance of fitting some serious
recreation into the free hours of Saturday or Sunday which has made the standard of debating, for
instance, much higher than it used to be, or has given many more boys than ever before an interest in
music or the drama. But I think the greatest, if the most imponderable advantage, is something which I
shall find it hard to put into words, but which ought to help the School in the tough struggle which faces
it. We have shared an adventure, and know each other much better than we did. In London a boy was
little more than a receptacle, of varying capacity, into which knowledge was pumped. He arrived in a
presentable state at nine o'clock, absorbed or failed to absorb his daily ration of Greek or Mathematics
or Chemistry, and was despatched homewards, still presentable, at three thirty. Here we have studied the
species at closer quarters, and have failed to solve or solved the hundred problems which his existence
creates when he is solely our responsibility. We now know better than we did how a boy grows. He may
become one who is worth sending into the world at a time like this. Or he may become an oaf with no
ambitions, no responsibilities, no respect for himself or anything else, shambling along with muddy boots,
food-bespattered suit, and a torn cap over one ear, every now and then emitting a discourteous bellow at
some skittish young lady of his acquaintance. And if he does, only part of the blame is his. I believe that
all of us, staff and senior boys alike, who have known the School long enough to wish it well, have
enlarged our sympathies and ambitions since we picked up our gas-masks and sandwiches and followed
our leaders to the Underground Station on the 1st of September, 1939.

More Scenes From The Middle East
(Further extracts from letters received by Mr. Rudkins from Flight Lieutenant J.E.B. Marsh)

I have to report that this has been a quiet and uneventful summer. I've just returned from a week's leave,
which I spent in Luxor. It involves nearly 2,000 miles by rail, but the travelling can be done by night and
is not too bad if you can get a sleeper.

I arrived in Cairo at 8 a.m. and left again at 8 p.m., reaching Luxor at 7-30 next morning. Cairo is
a refreshing sight, as the black-out has been abolished and the shops and restaurants are a blaze of light.
The shops are well stocked, too, and if you have a hundred or two pounds in your pocket you can spend
quite a pleasant morning shopping. You can get anything—at a price.

Luxor in itself is a charming spot, and the remains of ancient Egypt are magnificent. I suppose it's
the clarity of the air that makes the colours seem so vivid. I spent one or two evenings in a boat on the
Nile watching the sunset and the reflections in the water, scarcely less brilliant.

I've seen nowhere, even in the Middle East, where there's a more carefully organised system for
'skinning' the tourist. Luxor hasn't been doing too well recently and although the syndicates of thieves
have been repeatedly told that the Service men are not rich, like civilians, they do their best to extract the
last farthing.
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RUGBY 1st XV, 1943

P.R. Burkett, P.J. Norton, R. Pignatelli, W.H.V. Keightley, A.M. Truelove, G.S. Brown, Esq.

P.L. Munden (Hon. Secretary), G.Hyde, M.R. Harvey (Vice-Captain), R.A. Hopkinson (Captain), A.J. Parker,

G.R. Mathison , K.H. Robinson.

B.E. Kenchington, J.J. Brown. Inset: R. French.

HOCKEY 1st XI, 1943-44

H.F. Broad, Esq., C.J.F. Upton, A.W.E. Coles, G.M. Paterson, K.H. Robinson, D. Ogan, B.C. Thomas (Hon. Secretary).

A.P Skinner, A.J. Parker (Vice-Captain), G.R. Mathison (Captain), P.J. Norton, G. Hyde.
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I hired a super-bandit or dragoman who reserved to himself the right of swindling you. He keeps
the minor thieves and touts at bay so that although you save no money you do save a good deal of anxiety
and annoyance. He in his turn hired a couple of donkeys and a donkey boy from the 'donkey sheikh,' who
runs a profitable monopoly in this commodity.

We toured the various temples, the site of Thebes, the Colossus of Memnon, the Ramesseum, and
certain other relics, including the Valley of the Kings and the tombs of the nobles. We climbed through
the tombs of Sety I, Rameses VI and Tutankhamen: they're a series of chambers and corridors cut into
the limestone and profusely decorated, all very impressive in an egoistic and megalomaniac sort at way.
All except Tutankhamen, who died so young that they only had time to cut one chamber in the rock. In
it stands the stone sarcophagus and in the sarcophagus lies the golden mummy case holding the king's
mummy. It would be a beautiful piece of work in any material and gains from the comparative simplicity
and austerity of the tomb.

By now I felt I was pretty expert on a donkey and was going very well until the fool of a beast,
instead of wading through a stream, tried to jump it. I maintain the saddle was loose and when I had
been extricated from the tangle of reins and stirrups and helped up I showed the donkey boy just how
loose it was, but he didn't seem convinced. Fortunately the creature had cleared the stream before I
realised what was happening.

I spent the last day at Abydos, some-seventy miles north of Luxor, where there's a particularly fine
temple. The nearest town is a one-horse (or camel?) place called El Balyana. I had a few hours to wait
for my train there and was sitting in the one clean cafe when a party of Egyptians came in and asked me
to join them. They revealed themselves as the staff of the El Balyana primary school and were very
excited when they heard I shared their profession. Three of the five spoke good English and seemed
genuinely interested in then: job. I was rather impressed with them. They were very anxious about their
social status and wanted to know exactly where an English teacher stood in society. I felt rather sorry for
them. One said, "We work, like the peasants, from dawn to dusk, and no one in the town is the least
interested in what we do".

I caught the evening train and reached Cairo at 6 a.m. I didn't get a sleeper as the stupid dragoman
said the train would be empty. So it was—for ten minutes. Then an Egyptian officer got in with his wife,
baby, nurse and some sixteen cwt. of luggage. I think they dropped everything on me except the baby, but
when they started to use my knee as a pillow I drew the line. It was an uncomfortable night.

Mr. G.H J. Adlam

The School bids a regretful farewell this term to Mr. G.H.J. Adlam. But for the war we should have lost
him before—he was born in January, 1876—and nearly five years of evacuation have fairly earned him
retirement at this stage.

He took his degree (1st Class Honours in Chemistry) at Wadham College, Oxford, adding a B.Sc.
for research. He had teaching experience in several schools before he followed his predecessor, G.C.
Donington, from Leeds Grammar School to the City of London School at the beginning of 1912.

With great strength of character behind his quiet manner, with abundant enthusiasm for his subject
and a penetrating understanding of boys, he gained wide recognition as a leading teacher of science.
"Adlam must be a remarkable man," said a science master in another school to the writer, "if his teaching
is as good as his text-books." Nor were his interests confined to science. A choir boy in his time, he
retained a keen interest in music. His knowledge of contemporary literature was wide and discriminating
and his judgement on a novel was a safe guide.

This taste for literature fitted him admirably for his editorship of the School Science Review, which
was his most notable service to that vigorous and important body, the Science Masters' Association. We
may suppose it was mainly this work which earned him an O.B.E. from a Government which is not profuse
with decorations for working schoolmasters.

He played an important part in the reorganisation of the science rooms on the Embankment in 1927,
and in the further improvements when the larger new buildings were added in 1937. As senior science
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master he has watched with wise direction and advice over the improved equipment and opportunities of
his department. The School is indebted to him, no less than the many Old Citizens who have borne with
them through University and hospital something of his enthusiasm and understanding of his subject.

Mr. Adlam was educated at Wells Cathedral Grammar School, and to Wells he now moves back.
We wish him and Mrs. Adlam all happiness in their retirement.

School Notes

At the moment of writing the Lutftwaffe has resumed its attentions to London. There seems to be
good reason to suppose that German planes will shortly be otherwise occupied, and the School hopes to
start next term on the Embankment on Tuesday, May 2nd.

In that case we shall lose Dr. Hargreaves and Mr. HA. Treble. Dr. Hargreaves relieved Mr. Bond
when we first came to Marlborough; Mr. Treble came in the first term of 1941, when Mr. Weltman went
to the R.A.F. They have borne the burden of return from retirement very stoutly, and the School is much
indebted for their work. We wish them as peaceful a time as we hope to get ourselves.

The number of boys in the School this term is 430. A very considerable number of new boys will
come in when we return.

Both Mr. Neve and Mr. Trayes, we are glad to record, are back with the School this term. Mr.
Cattermole was taken seriously ill shortly after half-term and is at present in Savernake Hospital. We
hope that complete rest and quiet will restore him to health.

School Officials

Prefects:
P.P. Williams, Captain of the School, Mortimer.
M.P.N. Rowe, Abbott.
R. Pignatelli, Beaufoy.
R.A. Hopkinson, Captain of Seeley.
G. Hyde, Seeley.
A.J. Parker, Seeley.

Committees:
Hockey - Captain: G.R. Mathison. Vice-Captain: A.J. Parker. Hon. Sec.: B.C. Thomas.
Soccer - Captain: A.J. Parker. Vice-Captain: A.P. Skinner. Hon. Sec.: G. Hyde.
Fives - Captain: C.J.F. Upton. Hon. Sec.: G. Hyde.
Squash - Captain: A.J. Parker. Hon Sec.: C.F.J. Upton.
Boxing - Captain: D.V. Wfllsmore. Hon. Sec.: RA. Hopkinson.
Shooting - Captain: S.W. Harwood. Hon. Sec.: A. Moorshead.
Fencing - Captain: M.S. Smith. Hon Sec.: P. Sparkes.
Physical Training - R. French, R.D. Peduzzi.
Athletics - J.A. Ward, R.A. Hopkinson, P. McKearney.
Chess - Captain: R. Pignatelli. Hon. Sec.: C.J.F. Upton
School Society - P.M.N. Macnaughton-Smith, R. Pignatelli, P.F. Williams.
Dramatic Society - L. Lightman, J.J. Lesser.
Art Society - R. Pignatelli, P.F. Williams.
Musical Society - R. Pignatelli, M.R. Harvey.
Agricultural Society - P.F. Williams, A.P. Skinner, M.S. Parker.
Entertainments - R. Pignatelli, P. McKearney, J.J. Lesser.
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Philatelic Society - RJ. Butcher, J.D.M. Forbes.
Christian Union - Hon. Sees: K. Robinson, P.R. Burkett.
Mission - R.A. Hopkinson, R. Pignatelli.
Household - M.P.N. Rowe, A.P. Skinner.
Hobbies - R.W.A. Scarr.
C.E.W.C - K.R. Banks, K. Robinson.
Magazine - Editors: P.P. Williams, M.P.N. Rowe, J.S. Lintern. Hon. Sec.: D.N.G. Sadler.
L.A.U. - Hon. Sec.: D.N.G. Sadler.
School Parliament - Clerk: P. McKearney.
Assistant Librarians - J.F.M. Smallwood, J.S. Lintern, D.F. Bird, J.J. Lesser, R.W. Williams, D.N.G.

Sadler, R.A. Kent, R.J. Elliott, J.D.M. Forbes, P.M.N. Macnaughton-Smith.
J.T.C. - C.S.M.: A' Coy.: J.S. Lintern.

'C Coy.: M.P.N. Rowe
Post Cert. 'A': J.M. Gurr.

A.T.C. - F/Sgt.: J.F.M. Smallwood.
Sergeant: No. 5 Section: R. Pignatelli.
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THE PREFECTS, 1943-44

A.P. Skinner, A.J. Parker, J.B. Roston.

R.A. Hopkinson, P.P. Williams, F.R. Dale, Esq., R. Pignatelli, G. Hyde.

RUGBY 1st XV, 1944

J.I. Metcalfe, D.J. Isaacs, P.R. Burkett, R.D. Peduzzi, D.A. Dodds, L.Lightman, A.H. Truelove, Mr. G.S. Brown.

J.J. Brown, M.R. Harvey, R.A. Hopkinson (Captain), B.E. Kenchington, R.W. Clear.

P. Jones, B.C. Lawrence, J.W. Comper.
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The City of London School Magazine

Vol. LXVn July, 1944 No. 289
Edited by P.F. Williams, R.A. Hopkinson, D.M. Lewis.

Editorial

We have come back. Until the very last moment there were still those gloomy spirits who declined to
believe in our return, but even they were at length convinced. There was a natural reaction when the news
came, in favour of the delights of Marlborough which acquired a new vigour when viewed by eyes soon
about to leave them. This has now passed off, and any attacks of nostalgia for Marlborough are trivial
and transitory compared with those we used to have for London. We find a compensation for minor
annoyances like the horrors of the dining queue and the rubble in the playground in the realization that
we are now on our native soil and are not dependent on the courtesy of anyone, even though the courtesy
be as courteous as that of Marlborough College.

We are ourselves again. The first Marlborough magazine called the School in evacuation an
anomalous monster. The position was a gigantic makeshift which could not have continued much longer.
Our institutions were put to a strain to which they were never made to be subjected. They bore up
incredibly well, but would have had to snap eventually. By returning we have become again what we were
designed to be, and what we have always been: a school to give boys a good education without removing
them from the care and control of their parents.

In being this we fulfil a definite need; our rapidly increasing numbers bear witness to that. We have
a place in England's great educational tradition, and it cannot be allowed to lapse.

Those of us who have been in Marlborough bring back from our evacuation two main things,
increased esprit de corps, and increased self reliance. We face the school on the Embankment (more than
four-fifths of us for the first time) with a determination to re-create the school life of peace with the
qualities that have been gained in the school life of war.

William Frank Donald Everett
William Frank Donald Everett died of wounds incurred on the Anzio beach-head in March 1944. He was
at the School from 1937 to 1941, and afterwards joined the laboratory staff of the Gas Light and Coke
Company, where he was highly thought of. He volunteered for the Black Watch in March 1943 and went
to North Africa in January of this year. He was 19 years of age.

Epitaph

To die by claymore, pike or glaive
Was honest, dignified and brave:
But how can man sleep sound and snug,
Dismembered by a 'doodle-bug'?

"Love Me, Love My Doggerel"
(To S.L., who beat me to it).

My verse is terse; it's sort of short. Sometimes my rhymes are not so hot: they are bizarre without a
doubt. Each line is mine in style and guile, and yet you fret, both sneer and jeer. If you eschew this type
of tripe, then why not try to write some yourself?

J.J. Lesser
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School Notes

Mr. Cattennole has been away on sick leave for this term. We wish him a firm and steady recovery. His
place has been taken temporarily by Mr. H. Sinclair Williams, who is an Old Marlburian, and has had his
recent experience at Brighton College. Together with Mr. Williams we welcome Mr. H.J. Sanders, M.A.
(Camb.), who has been teaching at Sidcup County School, and Mr. J.S. Quan., B.A. (Lond.), who has
taught at Belmont Abbey School. They replace Dr. Hargreaves and Mr. H.A. Treble.

Three new masters are appointed for next term to meet the restoration of numbers. They are Mr. C.B.
Green, M.A. (Camb.), who has been at Blackpool Grammar School, and will teach mathematics in place
of Mr. Woodhouse; Mr. B. Potter, M.A. (Oxford), who comes from K.C.S. Wimbledon, to replace Mr.
Storey; Mr. J.C. Hall, M.A. (Camb.), who comes from Rutlish to take charge of Second Junior in place
of Mr. Hughes. We offer a hearty welcome to all three.

It may be of interest to record that at the time of return from evacuation the following masters are absent
in the Services: Mr. Bond, Mr. Sharp, Mr. Workman, with the Army; Mr. Marsh, Mr. Weltman, Mr.
Wheeler, with the R.A.F. Mr. Wilmot is still working for the British Council. We are glad to record that
Mr. Workman has for some time been fit enough for indoor Army work.

Next term the School fees are to be raised to £12. 12s. Od. per term. This is a matter, of course, in which
every soul has to be in subjection to the, higher powers. But we may observe that the distinction by which
a lower fee was paid for boys in a Junior form did not work altogether well, as a boy who was bright or
industrious enough to attain Old Grammar or New Grammar before most boys of his age thereby incurred
a higher fee. We are glad to learn that the value of the Corporation Scholarships will be adjusted to meet,
the new figure.

School Officials

Prefects:
P.P. Williams, Captain of the School, Mortimer.
R. Pignatelli, Beaufoy.
R.A. Hopkinson, Captain of Seeley.
G. Hyde Seeley.
A.J. Parker, Seeley.
A.P. Skinner, Captain of Mortimer.
J.B. Roston, Seeley.

Committees:
Cricket - Captain: A.J. Parker. Vice-Captain: C.M. Dibble. Hon. Sec.: A.W. Coles.
Swimming - Captain: M.S. Smith. Hon. Sec.: A. Muir.
Fives - Captain: C.J.F. Upton. Hon. Sec.: G. Hyde.
Squash - Captain: A.J. Parker. Hon Sec.: C.J.F. Upton.
Boxing - Captain: D.V. Willsmore. Hon. Sec.: R.A. Hopkinson.
Physical Training - R. French, R.D. Peduzzi.
Athletics - J.A. Ward, R.A. Hopkinson, P. McKearney.
Fencing - Captain: M.S. Smith. Hon. Sec.: P. Sparkes.
Shooting - Captain: S.W. Harwood. Hon. Sec.: M.G. Cooper.
Chess - Captain: R. Pignatelli. Hon. Sec.: C.J.F. Upton.
School Society - P.M.N. Macnaughton-Smith, R. Pignatelli, P.P. Williams.
Dramatic Society - L. Lightman, J.J. Lesser.
Musical Society - R. Pignatelli, M.R. Harvey.
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Art Society - R. Pignatelli, P.P. Williams.
Historical Society - R.W. Williams, C.J. Crespi.
Rhythm Club - E. Wolfe, R. Pignatelli.
Entertainments - R. Pignatelli, P. McKearney, J.J. Lesser.
Philatelic Society - R.J. Butcher, J.D.M. Forbes, D.M. Lewis.
Christian Union - Hon. Sees.: K. Robinson, P.R. Burkett.
Mission - R.A. Hopkinson, R. Pignatelli.
Household - A.P. Skinner.
C.E.W.C. - K.R. Banks, K. Robinson.
Magazine - Editors: P.F. Williams, R.A. Hopkinson, D.M. Lewis. Hon. Sec.: M.G. Cooper.
School Parliament - Clerk: P. McKearney.
Assistant Librarians - J.F.M. Smallwood, J.J. Lesser, R.W. Williams, R.A. Kent, R.J. Elliott, J.D.M.

Forbes, P.M.N. Macnaughton-Smith, M.G. Cooper, M. Warson, G.T. Griffith, DA. Johnson,
D.M. Lewis, H.H. Near, AH. Truelove, J.A. Warren, P.R. Burkett.

J.T.C. - C.S.M.: 'B' Coy.: P. McKearney.
•C Coy.: A.P. Skinner.

A.T.C. - F/Sgt.: J.F.M. Smallwood.
Sergeant: No. 5 Section: R. Pignatelli.
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The City of London School Magazine

Vol. LXVH December, 1944 No. 290
Edited by J.B. Roston, R.A. Hopkinson, D.M. Lewis.

Editorial

As will be obvious to the reader, the percussions of last term have had their repercussions in this issue of
the Magazine. Nearly every activity has been affected, but the blow has been rendered very temporary
both by the vigorous initiative of responsible seniors and by the willing co-operation of the School. The
skies are not yet clear. Intermittent rumblings are heard and often felt. There are vague rumours that
a recent vibration in the City was caused by Mr. Churchill's exploding the myth of the gas mains.

We apologize for the omission of the customary 1st XI photograph. Instead, we have included one
that should prove of interest to successive users of the playground.

On our return from Marlborough we determined "to re-create the school life of peace" quickly yet
smoothly and, if possible, to add our own improvements. Hardly had we shaken off the inertia of a
five-year evacuation, when we received a setback which might well have seriously damaged us, physically
and spiritually. This term has, on the contrary, revealed a rejuvenated spirit, seemingly reinforced by our
experiences.

Sports, hesitant at first, are gradually attracting larger numbers. School societies and institutions are
functioning with comparative but definite success. Even School Rules are sometimes obeyed. Perhaps
the fairest indication of the School's standard was its Prize Day, which, we think, can compare favourably
with those of pre-war years.

In this critical phase of our metamorphosis, we must all realize that upon us falls the tremendous
responsibility of setting the standard and re-shaping the tradition of the City of London School for many
generations to come. We look with intense interest towards the future, retaining only the pleasant
memories and lessons of the past.

Lieut. Arthur William Ashton, R.A.C.
A.W. Ashton was the son of Major A.E. Ashton, M.B.E. and Mrs. Ashton, of Wimbledon. He was at the
School from 1936 to 1941 and left as a Prefect. He was Captain of Boxing, Hon. Sec. of Fencing and
Hockey, played for the First XV and was in the Cross-Country VIII. In April, 1943, he was wounded in
Tunisia, and was killed in action in Italy in August, 1944. His great friend at School was J.R. Brooks, who
died six weeks before him.

Lieut. J.R. Brooks
J.R. Brooks (C.L.S. 1937-1941) was the son of Mr. and Mrs. H.F. Brooks, of Thames Ditton. He left from
the Science Sixth and volunteered for the Army on his eighteenth birthday. He passed out of Sandhurst
in April, 1943, and was posted to the Northants Yeomanry R.A.C., but was compulsorily transferred in
January, 1944, to the South Staffordshire Regiment. He was killed in action in Normandy in July. A
friend writes of him : "Jimmy was one of the best type coming from the School. His charming personality
endeared him to all of us, and we shall miss him sadly."

Cpl. John James Hamilton Wilkinson
JJ.H. Wilkinson (C.L.S. 1929-1935) was the second son of Mr. P.S. Wilkinson, Senior Modern Language
Master at the School. He rowed in the School Four in the first year of the re-formed Beaufoy Rowing
Club. After leaving School he trained for the stage at the School of Drama, Stratford-on-Avon (1935-39)
and played various parts at the Shakespeare Memorial Theatre with much success. In 1939 he volunteered
for anti-aircraft defence and during 1941 and 1942 was lecturer on radio-location to A.A. Units. He
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volunteered for the First Airborne Division in the Spring of 1943 and after being engaged in special air
service was dropped 200 miles behind the enemy lines in France in August, 1944. He met his death some
days later at the hands of the enemy and was buried with military honours by the French near Orleans.

We offer our deep sympathy to Mr. and Mrs. Wilkinson in their bereavement.

Francis R. T. Arundell
F.R.T. Arundell (C.L.S. 1936-1940) was the youngest son of Mr. and Mrs. Arundell, of Chorley Wood.
He left from Modern Vb a year after our evacuation to Marlborough and entered the Rickmansworth
Branch of the Westminster Bank. In December, 1942, he joined the Essex Regiment and met his death
in Normandy in July, 1944, at the age of nineteen.

Frederic C. Doree
F.C. Doree (C.L.S. 1936-1940) was a Corporation Scholar in the School and left from the Senior Science
Sixth. He was killed in action in Normandy in August, 1944.

Sgt. Michael John Macnaughton-Smith, R.A.F.
M.J. Macnaughton-Smith (C.L.S. 1940-41), who was reported missing in our last number, is now known
to have lost his life in June, 1944, during air operations in which he was navigating a Lancaster over enemy
territory. He came to the School with his brother at the beginning of our second term in Marlborough,
and in December, 1941, was elected Open Raphael Scholar in English of St. John's College, Oxford.
During the one year which he spent at Oxford, he continued to show the high promise that marked his
school career. In December, 1942, he joined the Royal Air Force and after training in England and
Ireland was posted to Bomber Command. Those who knew him at School remember with gratitude his
sterling character and mourn his early loss.

Lieut. Peter George Jeffs
P.O. Jeffs (C.L.S. 1934-1940) was the son of Mr. and Mrs. G.R. Jeffs, of Bromley. At School he gained
2nd XV Rugby Colours and left from the Junior Sixth. Before joining the Army he was on the staff of
Bromley Council and played Rugby for the Old Citizens. He passed out of Sandhurst in October, 1943,
and after being commissioned in the Royal Armoured Corps was transferred to the Royal Welch Fusiliers.
He was killed in action in Normandy in July, 1944, a few days after his twentieth birthday, at the head of
his men, while encouraging them forward in very difficult circumstances.

Enemy Action and the Summer Term

The School returned from Marlborough in the Spring. There had been a short sharp 'blitz' in February
and March, which was not without its effect on the supply of repair materials, but a last-minute effort
made the School habitable for the Summer term, though the swimming-bath, carpenter's shop and fives
courts were still out of action—they still are—and the playground surface was rough and uneven. The
Prime Minister's warning that we might get pilotless planes or rockets or both had been given, but it
seemed likely that our defences could take care of such things, and that the swift up-to-date night raid was
still the main danger. In case of any trouble by day, we had shelter in the basement. The cloak-room was
sand-bagged and shored, and four shelters had been built of concrete blocks in the tuck-shop and the
dining room. The armoury was also shored with strong timber. Blast walls protected the cloisters and
points elsewhere. It was possible to stow the whole school in reasonable safety.

The term began, with 499 boys, and Beaufoy Day passed serenely. There was an air-raid on the night
of the 13th of June—a plane had fallen, we heard, on the railway to the East. On the night of the 15th
there was another air-raid, and there had been no 'All clear' when the School assembled next morning to
find sleepy-eyed fire-watchers still standing to in the entrance hall. Boys went down into shelter—and
stories of the night were exchanged. They come over regularly every quarter of an hour." "They are
jet-propelled things—you can see a fiery tail." "They say there are no pilots on them—they just cut out and
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drop." There were bursts of gunfire and explosions: watchers on the roof saw one of the "things' drop in
the direction of Waterloo: a curious piece of metal was picked up in the playground. When the 'All clear'
came the Headmaster, standing on a form, spoke to a bewildered but very cheerful School in the Cloisters.
But alerts recurred, and the School was sent home for the week-end (the 16th was a Friday) while the
Vlth and Vth attempted a day's work with small success. On the Monday most boys came to School.
A flying bomb had just passed low over the building and dropped on the Law Courts. Everyone was sent
home for a week.

On the following Monday the School returned, less some 130 boys, and some work was done. But
the conditions on that day, and the next, were such that the School was again sent home, except for Vth
and Vlth. After that there was no change—the enemy's locker seemed still to contain too many shots, and
the weather was generally bad for interception. Vth, and Vlth Forms got some work done in class rooms
and laboratories, but sometimes they had to do their best in shelters, not too spacious or airy. On June
28th and 29th the Entrance Examinations for seniors and juniors were held. On both days work was
interrupted and times were shortened: while boys went down to shelters, parents were shepherded away
from glass in the entrance hall as the bombs roared over. Useful results were somehow obtained, though,
of course, allowances had to be made.

The senior forms carried on with such work as was possible. Parades and journeys to the cricket
ground were not possible. Prayers were read, if all was clear, in the Cloisters. The Higher Certificate
Practical Physics exam, was somehow achieved in the Armoury. But it was apparent that the School and
Higher Certificate work could not be done in the School.

Marlborough College was therefore approached, with the idea that last year's examination
arrangements could be laid on, and the 170 boys and a few masters fed in the Hall as before: we had
good hopes that our hosts in Marlborough would make the necessary effort and billet the party. But this
arrangement was not found feasible. So we followed the example of the Girls' School, and with the help
of the Town Clerk and the authorities of Unilever House it was arranged that the Higher Certificate
should be taken in the deep secure basement of Unilever House, and the School Certificate in the
Guildhall Crypt. The basement was well lit and air-conditioned up to a point: the work was done there
without discomfort or failure in quality. The Crypt was a dignified and spacious examination room, airy
and not cold. The trouble there was the approach, and on the morning of the 19th of July two bombs
struck the City as boys were arriving, one in Cannon Street and the other in Old Jewry. School Certificate
candidates arrived dusty and shaken: glass littered the streets all the way to the Guildhall: two boys were
taken to First-aid posts: another who was missing all the morning was found to have been digging out
casualties. After that there was no more trouble, except that boys suffered from short sleep and many
homes were damaged or even destroyed. Practical examinations were lucky: they were held in the
laboratories at the top of the building with only one quite short interruption. Lunch was supplied at the
School—if there was an 'alert' on, boys went in small parties to the dining-room and carried their plates
off to shelters.

Damage to the building was slight. At least six bombs flicked the School with the tail of their blast,
and blew in some panes. The bomb in Farringdon Street pushed in a window-frame. Perhaps Hitler's
most remarkable effort was to shake the middle out of the big window between the Physics Lab. and the
top corridor, by dropping a bomb on the Wireless and Cables building.

Fire-watching in the flying-bomb epoch consisted in staying in bed till an incident occurred in the
block. One fire-watcher tried sleeping in the entrance hall, and relates that the main trouble was the
electric clock, which is inaudible in the mild uproar of school life, but booms at night like a minute-gun.
He admits putting his head under the blankets, and being fully convinced that the incident had arrived,
when a bomb roared to the ground without cutting out near the other end of Blackfriars Bridge. The
building rocked and rumbled, but only a little more glass tinkled down.

Let us, above all, be deeply thankful that the School and its members suffered nothing more serious
than interruptions, set-backs and shock, and that our day fire-squads and first-aiders did not, to the end
of a memorable term, have to put their training to the test of practice.

Tumu Severin.
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School Officials

Prefects:
J.B. Rostou, Captain of the School, Seeley.
R.A. Hopkinson, Captain of Seeley.
K.R. Banks, Beaufoy.
P.R. Burkett, Seeley.
M.R. Harvey, Captain of Carpenter.
M. Warson, Mortimer.
M.G. Cooper, Abbott.

Committees:
Rugby Football - Captain: R.A. Hopkinson. Vice-Captain: M.R. Harvey. Hon. Sec.: B.E. Kenchington.
Swimming - Captain: M.S. Smith. Hon. Sec.: A. Muir. B.C. Lawrence.
Fives - Captain: C.J.F. Upton.
Squash - Captain: C.FJ. Upton. Hon. Sec.: G.M. Paterson.
Boxing - Captain: R.A. Hopkinson. Hon. Sec.: K.R. Banks.
Shooting - Captain: S.W. Harwood. Hon. Sec.: M.G. Cooper.
Fencing - Captain: M.S. Smith. Hon. Sec.: P. Sparkes.
Physical Training - R.D. Peduzzi, V.N. Stockton.
Chess - Captain: C.J.F. Upton. Hon. Sec.: M.R. Harvey.
School Society - P.N.M. Macnaughton-Smith, P.R. Burkett, H.H. Near.
Dramatic Society - L. Lightman, J.J. Lesser.
Musical Society - M.R. Harvey, P.N.M. Macnaughton-Smith.
Rhythm Club - M.R. Harvey, B.H.C. Jaggers.
Historical Society - R.W. Williams, C.J. Crespi.
Philatelic Society - R.J. Butcher, D.M. Lewis.
C.E.W.C. - K.R. Banks, R.J. Butcher.
Christian Union - Hon. Secretaries.: P.R. Burkett, C.R. Carpenter, C.J.F. Upton.
Entertainments - J.J. Lesser, J.B. Roston, M. Warson.
Mission - R.A. Hopkinson, P.R. Burkett, M.R. Harvey.
Household • M.R. Harvey.
Magazine - Editors: J.B. Roston, R.A. Hopkinson, D.M. Lewis. Hon. Sec.: M.G. Cooper.
L.A.U. - Hon. Sec.: M.S. Smith.
School Parliament - Clerk: P.H. Nurse. Deputy Clerk: R. Sacks.
Assistant Librarians - R.J. Elliott, J.J. Lesser, R.W. Williams, P.N.M. Macnaughton-Smith, M.G.

Cooper, M. Warson, G.T. Griffith, D.A. Johnson, D.M. Lewis, H.H. Near, A.H. Truelove, J.A.
Warren, P.R. Burkett.

J.T.C. - C.S.M.: 'A' Coy.: D.A. Macdonald.
'B' Coy.: M. Warson.
'C Coy.: G.V. Strong.

A.T.C. - F/Sgt.: P.N.M. Macnaughton-Smith.
Sergt.: B.C. Thomas.
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PART 2

The Staff

Francis Richard Dale, C.B.E., D.S.O., M.C., MA.

F.R. Dale, D.S.O., M.C., M.A. retired at the end of the Summer Term 1950, having completed 21 years as
Headmaster of the School. In 1948 he was elected President of the London Branch of the Classical Association
and delivered his presidential address at a meeting held in the School on 15th March 1949. In the King's Birthday
Honours, 1950, Mr. Dale, was appointed a C.B.E. for services to education. In 1955 he completed two years as
'stand-in' at King's College, London, as a Classical Lecturer.

F.R. Dale
by C.G. Nobbs

At an LA.U. meeting nearly ten years ago the boys were struggling with the
wording of a resolution when the chairman suggested that the interpretation
could safely be left to the discretion of the Headmaster. The proposer, to
all appearances an ordinary boy, replied in these memorable words, "Yes,
but we shall not always have this headmaster."

Mr. Dale came to the School in September 1929, after ten years as
Headmaster of Plymouth College. By the end of the first term his plans for
reorganization were complete and to this day no one knows how they were
reached so quickly. A notice appeared on the Common Room board and
the 'A' and 'B' forms on the Classical and Modern sides, and the
mathematical sets in the third, fourth an fifth forms sprang into being. At
the beginning of the following term the junior forms were moved to the
front at the morning Assembly, symbolic of the care which the Headmaster
has always taken to bring the juniors more "into the picture'. Through the
years he has made several important changes in their time-table. For
example, the start of foreign languages has been delayed, more time has

been given to English in the earlier years, and provision has been made for games at Grove Park on Thursday
afternoons. Another particularly important change which affected the whole School was the replacement of
terminal promotions by annual promotions. These plans clearly show the Headmaster's respect for every boy
placed in his care and his determination that all of them should have a fair chance according to their age and
ability.

At the end-of-term address to the School, another of his innovations, the Headmaster has lost no opportunity
of encouraging the boys to make the most of their chances. "Those who give most to the School," he would say,
'get the most out of it'. Quite recently a boy, who joined the School rather late, on being asked whether he was
enjoying himself, replied 'Oh, yes. There is so much to do!' The things a boy can do have increased enormously
under Mr. Dale's headmastership. The staff has grown from about thirty-eight to forty-seven masters. New
subjects have been added to the timetable; new sports and societies have so multiplied out-of-school activities that
it is difficult to find time for them all. There must be very few boys who can now find no congenial outlet for their
energy. Wherever the choice lay between the pursuit of excellence by a select few and the best opportunity for
the greatest number, the Headmaster has always chosen the latter.

In 1937 the School celebrated its centenary and the Headmaster's plans for a new building, including biology
laboratories, an art and music room, sixth form rooms and a swimming bath, clearly showed the breadth of his
vision. They are a memorial to his respect for every form of mental activity and also his recognition of the
importance of physical education. The situation of the School makes it difficult to secure adequate opportunities
for physical recreation; the swimming bath and the period allotted to swimming every week have made a notable
contribution to the easing of this problem.

In 1939 the School was evacuated to Marlborough and for the first time the Headmaster was forced to
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retrench; it was now a grim matter of holding on to what we had, of keeping the School together and preserving
its tradition. With a diminishing number of boys and a staff whose younger members had been called to active
service, the quality of work and games was, on the whole, maintained and the School finally emerged unbroken.
Let us gladly acknowledge that this was due to the leadership of the headmaster; to many of us it now seems that
it was in those dark clays that we first knew him as he is—a leader yet a colleague and friend, a man whose life is
founded on service to others.

In 1944 the Headmaster took the difficult decision to return to the Embankment and shortly afterwards he
led us, quite unruffled himself, through the ordeal of the flying bombs, his only concession being to take prayers
in the Cloisters.

Although the School survived in good heart, the Headmaster must often have counted the cost; not only the
cost in lives, though that bore heavily on him, both for his own loss and that for the many other families whose
sons had been at the School, but also the cost of the School's achievements. The years since the war, when he
might have expected greater ease as his work matured, have brought instead a strenuous renewal of effort. We
marvel at the vigour which the Headmaster has shown right up to the eve of his retirement; he has abundantly
justified the Committee's invitation to continue in office for an extra two years.

Mr. Dale takes with him the best wishes of the School, the Old Boys, the Staff and the Governors for a long,
happy and active retirement. He takes with him our thanks for all he has meant in the life of the School, for his
principles steadfastly maintained, for his fair mindedness, for the breadth and depth of his interest in everyone
connected with the School. We are grateful for the trust which he has always given to masters and boys; his eager
desire to achieve the best has been matched by a wise forbearance; having set the tasks he has been content to let
masters and boys work them out with no unnecessary interference. He could be severe when necessary as, no
doubt, many Old Boys well remember, but it is true to say that the masters have come to look upon him more as
a colleague than a headmaster. Not that he has been at all easygoing; most of us have endured that withering look
of scorn which he bestows on anyone suspected of 'letting the School down'. We have seen with pride the honours
that have come to him recently and still he is the same rather shy, utterly sincere person we have always known.
We respect his scholarship, his love of beauty, his analytical mind and powers of organization, but we also know
his delight in a day at Lord's or in homely tasks about the house or in the garden. We know the height of his
eloquence on a great occasion, but we treasure the wit and humour which have graced staff meetings and more
intimate conversation. He can move in another world, but he also moves in our world. Is it any wonder that his
memory and influence will live on in the School as long as any of his colleagues remain there? For a long time
yet he will be remembered wherever Old Boys gather. Let us imitate his own habit of under-statement and say
that F.R. Dale's headmastership at the City of London School is "a pretty good story'. August 1950

Letter from A.E. Douglas-Smith:
Dear Editor: The following extracts, as far as I know, have never appeared in any publication connected with the
School. I have not asked Mr. Dale's permission for their reprinting, being perfectly sure I would not receive it.
They will, however, give interest and pleasure to so many Old Citizens that I hope you will join me in risking his
disapproval. They are great records but I think we recognize the man we know—the G.O.M. of C.L.S.

The first is from the Supplement to the London Gazette of 2nd December 1918 recording the award of the
Military Cross:

T. Capt. Francis Richard Dale, R.W. Fus., attd. 15th Bn. Welch R. For conspicuous gallantry and able
leadership in command of reinforcements during an attack. When the right battalion was counter-attacked
and in difficulties he led forward a company to its assistance and, finding the O.C. had been wounded he
took command of a difficult situation and reinforced threatened points skilfully. Through his efforts the
situation was restored and the right battalion was able, under his command, to continue operations until
released."

Capt. Dale was also mentioned in despatches. The Regimental Records of the Royal Welch Fusiliers, in
its account of the Battle of the Selle in October 1918 states:

"The final objective, 1,000 yards or so beyond the railway, was won. Great execution was done by our
artillery amongst the German machine-gunners on the embankment, and those that survived were overcome
by a smart outflanking move of the 16th Battalion under Major Dale who were on the right."
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The Supplement to the London Gazette of 10th December 1919 records the award of the D.S.O.:
"TfCa.pt. (A./Maj.) Francis Richard Dale, 19th Bn. Welch Regt. attd. 16th Bn. R.W. Fus. For conspicuous

gallantry and devotion in command of his battalion at the crossing of the River Selle, near Le Cateau, on
20th October 1918. The operation was extremely difficult but, after daring reconnaissance his orders,
combined with his splendid leadership and example, were responsible for the complete success of the
operation. On two occasions he later led his battalion through heavy barrage and intricate country with the
greatest courage, gaining the objectives and capturing four .77 guns." October 1960

Complimentary Dinner to Mr. F.R. Dale, C.B.E.
by J.E.B. Marsh

One of the agreeable features which distinguishes the City of London School from other Schools is the presence
at many functions of three Headmasters, reigning and Emeriti. There was a full attendance of all Headmasters
on the strength of a dinner which the John Carpenter Club gave on January 17th to celebrate the eighty-fifth
birthday of the senior, Mr. F.R. Dale, C.B.E., D.S.O., M.C., M.A.

He had been a genius loci of the School said Dr. D.R. Taunt in proposing the toast to Mr. Dale, imprinting
on it his own authority and dignity: an example of classical scholarship in action. His influence had won him
appreciation and affection wherever he had taught. This warm regard was echoed by Dr. A.W. Barton who said
that he received nothing but kindness and assistance from Mr. Dale after his own appointment as Headmaster.
The friendly, efficient and tolerant nature of the City School was largely the result of Mr. Dale's influence.

The two events from the School's past which Mr. Dale chose to recall in his reply were the Jubilee of the
School in 1937 with the new buildings, which he attributed to his own design, and the evacuation to Marlborough
which he illustrated with an evocative poem written by himself, recalling vividly the sights, sounds and scenes of
Marlborough in wartime. The recitation exemplified an ability which has frequently astonished lesser mortals, the
ability to quote extensively and accurately from a great stock of classical and English literature. Scarcely less
astonishing has been his ability to go to the heart of any problem presented to him with the probe of a few
penetrating sentences, and once the problem was laid bare a rational solution was always provided. Mr. Dale
always knew what sort of school he wanted and in the years 1929-39 he had gone far towards building that school.
It must have been a severe blow on that summer's day in 1939 when we left for Marlborough to feel that all was
in the melting pot and that none knew what would come out of it. Yet soon the School, although adrift in strange
seas, began once again to answer to the helm and although the course was uncharted, the period at Marlborough,
as Mr. Dale suggests in his poem, was by no means all loss, nor were the early ideals forgotten in the return to
the Embankment in 1944.

There is an inevitable tendency for successful Headmasters to become complacent as the years pass. No one
can compare the portrait in the Great Hall of the young Dr. Mortimer with the bust in the Entrance Hall of the
elderly Dr. Mortimer without detecting a contrast between the eager vitality of the portrait and the sedate
satisfaction of the bust. This contrast may represent the varying abilities of the two artists although certainly Dr.
Mortimer had reason to be satisfied with his patient and devoted life spent in the development of the School. But
in Mr. Dale there is no such contrast. He came in 1929 a man of vision, energy and resource: he remains in 1969
a man of no less vision, energy and resource. It is the young men who should see visions, leaving their elders to
dream dreams. Mr. Dale has remained a young man in his vision and only an old man in his ability to direct that
vision with wisdom and restraint. May 1969

Tribute Mr. F.R. Dale, C.B.E., D.S.O., M.C., MA.
by C.E. Bond

History will undoubtedly record that the reputation of the City of London School reached one of its highest peaks
under the headmastership of Mr. F.R. Dale, whose death occurred on 14th May 1976 at the age of 93.

When he succeeded Dr. Chilton in 1929 he brought to his task a record of achievement as an outstanding
classical scholar, an administrator, and a gallant soldier. Educated at Oundle and Trinity College, Cambridge,
where he was a Major Scholar, he took a double first in the Classical Tripos and in 1906 was appointed master
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of the Classical Sixth at Leeds Grammar School. Here he was to stay until his appointment as Headmaster of
Plymouth College in 1920. In 1916 he was commissioned in the Royal Welch Fusiliers and rose rapidly to the rank
of Major. He was decorated with the D.S.O. and M.C. for gallantry on the Western Front, where he served as
the Company Commander of a specialist sniper detachment.

During his period at C.L.S., and after his retirement in 1950, he found time for much work in the wider field
of education. Always interested in the Direct Method of teaching Latin, he was a member of the Association for
the Reform of Latin Teaching. He served on the Council of the Classical Association and was President of the
London Branch. In 1952-54 he was President of the Virgil Society. He became President of the Headmasters'
Association in 1939 and served on the Committee of the Headmasters' Conference. For 20 years he was on the
London Matriculation Council and London University awarded him the Honorary Degree of M.A. He lectured
at both King's College and Westfield College, London after his retirement.

All these personal achievements were clearly subordinated in his mind to the building up of a great school,
and in spite of the serious obstacles which the outbreak of the Second World War and the evacuation to
Marlborough presented to his plans, there is no doubt that in this he was eminently successful. The introduction
of the parallel A and B forms on the Classical and Modern sides heralded better opportunities for the more rapid
development of able boys. The Modern and Science sides were strengthened by a series of new appointments to
the staff, and the introduction of Biology, Economics and Music paved the way to a more balanced curriculum.
The centenary celebrations in 1937 enabled Mr. Dale to see a splendid new swimming bath, six Sixth Form
classrooms and a new biology laboratory materialize, providing greater scope for the development of his plans.
The Marlborough interlude, frustrating in prospect, was to prove an unforgettable experience, valuable in itself and
of quite unpredictable consequence. His own reactions to this episode are enshrined in the poem 'Retrospection
in Prospect'. The return to London and the building up of the School in the lean years that followed were tasks
which could well have daunted a lesser man, but with astonishing energy and vigour he set to and in a remarkably
short time the School had regained its pre-war image of purposeful work in an atmosphere of tolerance and
satisfying achievement.

It was at this time that the myth grew up of a 'life sentence' for those whom Mr. Dale appointed to the staff.
It is true that the majority of those appointed in the first decade of his headmastership remained until retirement
but never was a 'sentence' more worthwhile nor more productive of goodwill and understanding both among the
'sentenced' themselves and between them and their pupils. Mr. Dale said on one occasion that he saw his task
as putting the right men in front of the boys. This he did and having achieved that, he left the many distinguished
teachers whom he recruited to their various tasks, never interfering, always co-operating and encouraging, with the
minimum of administrative business and a sure eye for any apparent error. His retirement was due in 1948 but
to the delight of all he accepted the invitation of the School Committee to remain till 1950. In the Birthday
Honours that year he was appointed a Commander of the Order of the British Empire. Few who were present
on that June morning will ever forget the warmth of the spontaneous outburst of applause that greeted him as he
strode up to the platform to read prayers as usual. For a moment he was taken by surprise and his humanity shone
through his customary reserve as he acknowledged the tribute paid to him and his work for the School.

Throughout his headmastership and afterwards he took a keen interest in the activities of the Old Boys and
was a constant spectator at both School and Old Boy matches at Grove Park. In 1931 he was elected President
of the former O.C.A.U. and then during the war years he served as President of the O.C.A. until the amalgamation
with the John Carpenter Club, of which he had been President in 1935. The Club could always count on his
presence at all its major functions until quite recently and the writer remembers with pride that at the Past-
Presidents' Dinner at which he himself presided it was Mr. Dale who, as senior Past-President, proposed the toast
of his health.

But no tribute to Mr. Dale can be complete without reference to the character of the man that prompted the
achievements. He loved beauty and sought to convey the beauty of words and ideas to those who were in his
charge. You could not fail to recognize the dedicated poet and orator when you heard him insist that the boys
should learn by heart the great passages of Shakespeare for the School Plays—"So that it would remain with them
for life", nor doubt his competence as a performer when you listened to his pronounced judgement of the Sixth
Form Declamation Competition; gesture and inflexion of the master broke down his normal composure. Taciturn
to a degree, he could on occasion be entertaining when in reminiscent mood. He listened well, but could cut short
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any irrelevant loquacity with brutal finality. Why waste time on trivialities when there was so much of beauty to
contemplate and cherish? I was deeply moved to learn that in his last days, when he tended to sit for lengthy
periods in his chair, there was always a copy of Palgrave's Golden Treasury open on his knee.

He was a family man and in the latter days would chat delightedly of his grandchildren and great-
grandchildren. He had two sons at the School, Michael and Adrian, and he suffered a great loss when Michael
was killed in action in 1943. At his retirement party in 1950 he was surrounded by his family, his wife, his two
married daughters, his sons-in-law and their children, and his son. No-one can doubt the affection in which he
was held and it is to them that we offer our sympathy and this tribute to his memory. September 1976

Tribute by the Rev. J.E.B. Marsh, M.A. given at the Memorial Service in the Church of St. Peter-Upon-
Cornhill on Tuesday, 6th July 1976 to Francis Richard Dale, C.B.E., D.S.O., M.C., MA.

'Your young men shall see visions and your old men shall dream dreams', says St. Peter, quoting the prophet Joel:
the man who looks to the future and the man who looks to the past. Dale was both when he came to the City
of London School in 1929. He arrived as a classical scholar, firmly based on the traditions of the past and he
remained a visionary to the end of his life. If he had any thoughts of being the one at the expense of the other
they were rapidly dismissed. He has described how in his early days he sought Nobbs' assistance with the
administrative details of the School. Nobbs answered, quite rightly said Dale, that this was the Headmaster's job.
But with the support of Nobbs and with the counsel and friendship of Oakley he set a firm hand on the daily
running of the School and made his plans for its future development.

When I joined the staff forty-four years ago I was impressed by his ability to see in a flash the essence of any
problem. He could cut ruthlessly through a mass of verbiage to the central point. We trusted his judgement. I
would not care to say that he never made a mistake, but he made very few and we were content to leave the
decision to him. There was no demand for what my younger colleagues call 'participation in decision-making'.
We knew that Dale was better at it than we should be.

When his schemes were put into practice there was a verve and zest about them which seemed to emanate
from the battlefield rather than the study and one could not forget that there had been a time when the
Headmaster was a daring and resourceful soldier.

His judgement extended to people as well as to situations. He was quick to reduce pomposity. A senior boy
once knocked at his study door. When he entered he struck a pose and requested that he might in future be
excused prayers as he had decided to become a Buddhist. "All right," Dale said, and returned to his writing. The
deflated individual crept from the room.

His judgement of people enabled him to collect an exceptional staff who were happy to work with Dale and
happy to work with one another. Le Mansois-Field once said: "Unless a man died or obtained a headship,
appointment to the staff was a life sentence, avidly sought after." When Dale trusted a man he left him to do his
work without interference, a wonderful privilege. We are indeed fortunate that his successors have been men of
similar mould, happy to welcome Dale back to the School and eager to develop in their own ways the work to
which he had set his hand.

Dale's vision for the School included a reorganisation of the classes which was well overdue, the inclusion of
scholars from Greater London and the Home Counties, an enlightened move which has since been reversed by
hands over which the School had no control, and the new buildings which were opened in 1937 and which Dale
claimed to have designed himself. But perhaps more important than any of these was the wartime evacuation to
Marlborough which enabled the School to function as an entity in a strange land and which brought it back to the
City without irreparable loss and with some gains.

Inevitably the war years made it difficult to maintain the standard of scholarship and although in fact
academic achievement scarcely suffered, Dale was nevertheless fully alert to possible danger; to such an extent that
the Lord Mayor of the day remarked that the Headmaster was indeed hard to please.

Yet he was just as interested in the boys who were not scholars. I remember taking him some deplorable
Latin results from a B form. He looked through the papers and observed that these boys had learned something.
They knew enough Latin to construct a sentence, and that was well worth doing. In order to make sure he knew
every boy in the School he used to visit the junior forms with the form photo in his hand and fixed a name to every
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face.
His own scholarship was of a high order. He had the enviable ability to quote, apparently endlessly, from

Greek, Latin and English poets. He was fascinated by the sound of words and found great delight in that master
of verbal music, Virgil. I have recently re-read an article by him in which he tried to reproduce in English some
Odes of Horace, keeping to the original metre; something of a tour de force.

He had a deep interest in drama and showed keen enjoyment of Clark's productions of the School Play. He
always hoped for Shakespeare and asked especially for Lear, Hamlet or Twelfth Night: because, he said, it is good
for an actor to learn words worth remembering for the rest of his life. The idea of laying up capital for old age
is latent in this plea. On these plays he wrote lively and penetrating criticisms; of his own enjoyment of Lear he
said: "So much stress and passion, so much pathos and beauty."

But he was sensitive to beauty in all forms. His poem recording the scenes of Marlborough shows the poet's
eye for the significant detail:

"There, by brown Thames, swinging to the tides, we shall remember
Cool Kennet under the arching leaves,
Sunbeams striking down into chalky pools,
Catkins falling,
And the blue laundry horse, sole on the water-meadows.

We shall remember
Ealing Broadway on the first of September,
Ordered columns drifting under dim direction,
The surge along the corridor,
And the small boy playing patience in the train,
Paper-bag rations at showery Savernake,
The busy Bradleian and the crowded Gym;
In the Old Music School a new note,
Organization, improvisation, billets somehow after all."

evocative stuff.
He always possessed an extraordinary wide appreciation of human beings, whether in everyday life or in

literature. Perhaps he expressed more quotable ideas on literary creations. He says of T.S. Eliot that in The Waste
Land he gives the language of the woman in the pub without putting a word wrong. Of Dylan Thomas he says
that the lines presented in Under Milk Wood are, some of them, dreary enough: but sympathy and love for
humanity are allowed to glow through; it's not pungent satire, but far better entertainment, much more in touch
with truth.

The quality of Dale's life was humanity in the widest sense—the Roman virtue of humanitas. The City of
London School has always had a reputation for tolerance, humanity, fellowship as well as scholarship. Christians
and Jews, refugees and strangers have all been welcomed and brought together into an agreeable and happy
community. This is a rare achievement, particularly in a period of international turmoil. Dale gave a lead in
achieving this unity and its endurance to the present day suggests that his foundations were sound.

He was not a man with whom it was easy to be intimate. In some ways I felt closer to him than ever before
through the occasional letters which we exchanged when I was abroad in the war. I wrote to him when I heard
that Micky Dale had been killed, saying how sorry I was. Micky, a good scholar and athlete was, much more, a
delightful human being. Dale sent a laconic answer, much as old Siward in Macbeth:

"They say he parted well and paid his score and so God go with him."
and then ended: "But it was good to have known him." Perhaps this is the best we can say of Dale himself. We
give thanks today because it is good and a privilege to have known a man who deepened our perception of the
human spirit. September 1976

As a further tribute the Editor of the Gazette prints below part of Mr. F.R. Dale's speech to the assembled
company on the occasion of the annual distribution of prizes by the Lord Mayor of London to the City of London
School at Marlborough on Friday, 2nd October 1942.
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Mr. Dale referred to the future of Public Schools and said: "I imagine that much water will flow under
Blackfriars' Bridge and Duck's Bridge before all such independent schools as Marlborough College and the City
of London School become just units in a comprehensive national system, where free education is given to a quota
of boys accorded from a universal pool. Meanwhile the pressure of economic change and a diminished birth rate
will make things hard for any independent school which does not justify its separate existence by something notable
in the quality of its work. In that regard one need not start being alarmed about the two schools which use this
hall. Marlborough College appears to the short-range outsider to be going stronger than ever in every way. The
City of London School suffers a temporary diminution in bulk, but the tradition of hard work and thought which
has made the name of the School is not shaken, and I believe that the quality of our work is a good as ever. That
is partly due to the maintenance of traditional standards of scholarship in the Classical side, a thing which newer
schools, which can do everything else, find it hard to emulate. As education changes and expands, technical experts
of every kind will come off the assembly lines in swarms, and we shall need them in peace as in war. But while
the Public Schools retain their quality, there will always be some production of hand-made scholars, who begin with
Latin verbs and Greek particles and end with some understanding of permanent values in human life and
civilisation, because they have seen something of oratory and history, poetry and philosophy at its earliest and best.
Such men are needed and valued, and not in the learned professions only. Of course I am not forgetting or
regretting that this School, pioneer of the teaching of English literature, knows and sustains other ways of
enlightenment and service. I am merely stressing the value of one strand in the fabric of our life, because it is
often ignorantly decried." September 1976

Mrs. Mary Dale

We record with regret the death, peacefully, of Mary (Bee) Dale, widow of F. R. Dale, C.B.E., D.S.O., M.C., M.A.
(Headmaster 1929-50) on the 29th May, 1981, aged 97.

C. N. Vokins (former School Staff) writes:
Mrs. Molly Cordingly, F.R.D.'s elder daughter, has agreed to my sending to the Gazette the last paragraph of the
letter she wrote to Chris and me thanking us for our letters after Mrs. Dale's death: "We visited the Walker Art
Gallery recently for the Art School Exhibition, where some paintings of her (when young) and a water-colour and
an embroidery by her, and early photographs of her sister and other students and staff on the Art School steps,
taken and developed by her, were all on show—also a large painting by her sister, my Aunt Winifred, lent by the
Slade, where it lives, as it was their prize painting of the year. It's called The Players and shows my mother and
others playing musical instruments in her home in Rodney Street, where she lived before she married. In the
mirror you could see her brother, my Uncle Monty (through whom my parents met) conducting. Anyway, we came
home and told her how very proud we were of her, and it was a sort of triumphant end to a long, happy life."

September 1981

Appreciation by J. W. Hunt:
The death occurred on 29th May, 1981, in her 98th year, of Mrs. Mary Dale, widow of F. R. Dale, Esq., C.B.E.,
D.S.O., M.C., M.A. (who died in 1978 aged 93). It had been a long and remarkable partnership, signalised by a
family celebration of their diamond wedding in 1969, when congratulations were received from the Queen.

Mary Dale met her future husband when, as a school friend of her brother, he was invited to join the family
in their holiday home in Anglesey. On the fifth anniversary of their wedding Britain entered the First World War,
and on her husband's joining the Army she was left with the care of their family, then of three children. In 1929
F.R. Dale was appointed Headmaster of C.L.S.; for the twenty-one years of his headship Mrs. Dale figured
regularly at School functions, of which she retained a lively recollection.

Mary Dale took pride and pleasure in her family of three sons (of whom one, Mick, was killed in action in
1943), two daughters, and eventually seven grandchildren and eleven great-grandchildren. In recent years Mr. and
Mrs. Dale had lived with their elder daughter Mollie and her husband at Arkley, where there was a spacious and
beautiful garden in which Mrs. Dale had a place for her cherished alpine plants, which she was tending when well
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past ninety. At the same time she was a busy correspondent, her writing clear and full of character. In her 98th
year she had a little triumph which gave her much pleasure: "Fame at last," she said. An exhibition of paintings
at the Walker Art Gallery in celebration of the centenary of the foundation of Liverpool University included works
which she had painted as a student in the University's Art School in the early years of the century. The
prominence she thus received became a tribute to a wonderful old lady who in spirit remained forever young.

January 1982

G.HJ. Adlam, O.B.E., B.Sc.

Old pupils of the late Mr. G.H.J. Adlam have presented to the School Science Department two chemical stirrers.
These are now installed in the Advanced Chemistry Laboratory and bear a silver plate inscribed:

"In memory of G.H.J. Adlam Esq.,
Senior Science Master, 1912 - 1944

Presented by Old Citizens." August 1950

(Mr. Adlam can be seen in the photograph of the Masters on page 102 sitting next to Mr. Dale.)

Cyril Edgar Bond, O.B.E, T.D., MA.

In 1951 Major C.E. Bond O.B.E, T.D. (1921-27) was awarded two clasps to his Territorial Efficiency Decoration,
and assumed command of the School Contingent, C.C.F. In 1955 Lt.-Col. C.E. Bond accepted the invitation of
the Imperial Cadet Association to act as Commandant of the Athelings Canadian Tour, visiting Quebec, Montreal
and Ottawa in August.

The President

In writing of the new President it is difficult to keep within the necessary
limits of space without omitting points of interest and importance.

He entered the School in the Old Grammar in September 1921 and left
in July 1927 from the Modern Sixth. He was Captain of Mortimer, sergeant
in the Corps, and Corporation and Modern Travelling Scholar and was the
first holder of the War Memorial Leaving Scholarship.

He went up to Oxford with a Doncaster Scholarship in German at the
Magdalen College and was awarded a Heath-Harrison Scholarship by the
University. He rowed in the College VIII and graduated with 2nd Class
Honours.

On coming down from Oxford he was appointed German master at
Emanuel School under C.G.M. Broom. On the tragic early death of L.G.
Sach in 1936 he returned to the School to succeed him as master of Modern

IIIB. He has been in succession master of Modern IVA, IVB and VC, the position which he now holds.
His numerous offices at the School have included the housemastership of Mortimer, command of the C.C.F.

from 1951-56, and secretaryship and chairmanship of Common Room. He has also been master-in-charge of

shooting and rowing.
His war record is a distinguished and varied one. Called up under the Section B Reserve immediately before

the outbreak of war, he served in the Royal Fusiliers, was instructor and Company Commander at O.C.T.U., Major
commanding H.Q. Company of 15th Battalion Royal Fusiliers, instructor in the Senior Officers' Wing of the School
of Infantry and graduate of the Staff College.

He went overseas as D.A.Q.M.G. on General Templer's staff of 56 (London) Division in the Italian campaign
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and was shortly promoted Lieutenant Colonel and A.A.Q.M.G. of 46 Division. His service covered a wide field
of operations including the Gothic Line, Greece, the final battle of the Po, and the occupation of Austria. He was
awarded a well-deserved O.B.E. and was mentioned in despatches. Following demobilisation in September 1945
he returned to the School, which he has served with great distinction ever since.

The list of his activities is not yet complete! He was commandant of the British Cadet Rifle Team to Canada
in 1956, has been Vice-President of the Public Schools Rifle Matches Association and of the Council for Cadet
Rifle Shooting. He is an active member of the Congregational Church and was for many years deacon and
secretary of the Purley Church.

His wife, Dorothy, is well known to many members and we look forward to seeing her at Club functions
during his year of office. They have a son who was Captain of School in 1955-56, a daughter, and three
grandchildren.

Election as President marks the culmination and recognition of the service he has rendered to the Club—as
a member since 1927, Editor of the Gazette from 1947 to 1953, and member of the Committee from 1946. We
wish him the happy and successful year that he has so well earned. January 1971

As many members of the Club will know, Cyril Bond retired at the end of the summer term. There follows—with
acknowledgements to the School Chronicle—an. appreciation of Cyril's services to the School. This is not of course
the occasion to record Cyril's services to the Club, of which he was recently President, and will, we hope, remain
no less active a member than in the past.

For a man to spend the greater part of his career in one school is less usual than it formerly was, and looks
like being in the future less usual still. Cyril's connection with the School has in fact spanned more than half a
century, exceeding even that of H.C. Oakley, for he entered Old Grammar as a pupil in 1921. By the time he left
in 1927 he had become a Corporation Scholar, a prefect, Captain of Mortimer and sergeant in the Corps. And
high academic honours had come his way: he was one of a succession of members of the Modern Sixth to gain a
Doncaster Scholarship in Modern Languages at Magdalen College, Oxford, and the School awarded him the first
of the War Memorial Scholarships for foreign travel. This he followed up by getting a Heath Harrison Travelling
Scholarship while at Oxford.

His first appointment after gaining his degree was at Emmanuel School where C.G.M. Broom, once form
master of the Classical Sixth at C.L.S., had just become Head and wanted German to take its place as a major
subject of the curriculum. To judge from the remarks of those who worked near the young German master in
certain poorly insulated Emanuel classrooms, oral work was not neglected. Some of his pupils there went on to
reach distinguished positions in academic life and the Foreign Service.

In 1936 Cyril came back to C.L.S. as form master of Modern IIIB, taking from the start an important part
in the language teaching. This spell was to last, however, only three years, for having held a commission in the
Officers Training Corps since 1932 he was called up immediately on general mobilisation in September 1939—but
not before helping to settle the School in its evacuation quarters in Marlborough.

A distinguished record of war service followed, beginning with a succession of training duties in the course
of which Instructor-Lieutenant Bond went on to reach the rank of Major and was finally Instructor in the Senior
Officers' Wing of the School of Infantry at Barnard Castle, a unit which received a discriminating but appreciative
visit from Winston Churchill. There followed a course at the Staff College, service in Italy, and in Greece as
A.A.Q.M.G. with 46 Division during the left-wing revolt that followed the German withdrawal. At the end his
knowledge of German came into play when Bond, by now Lt.-Colonel, was with the occupation forces in Austria.
He had received a Mention in Despatches and was awarded the O.B.E.

Then back to C.L.S. for the long period of service that has just ended, a period so full of activity that it cannot
be recorded in the detail it deserves. Work in the classroom has always had the most scrupulous attention, for Mr.
Bond has exacted as much from himself as from his pupils. For many years he was Mortimer's House Master.
Many will find it difficult to envisage the Athletic Sports without Cyril as starter. His military expertise was put
at the service of 'civilian' School Camps, as well as those of the C.C.F. A shilling for every time he has pedalled
up the towpath from Putney would amount to a tidy sum, and for three years he was in charge of rowing. His
stage appearances, though few at School, are memorable. His ten years' service in the C.C.F. included the
responsibilities of the contingent from 1951 to 1956. He also ran the School shooting team during the 1950s. This
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particular interest led to important work outside the School, for he commanded the British Cadet Shooting Team
on its visit to Canada in 1955, and as well as serving on the Committee of the Public Schools' Rifle Matches
Association, he became Chairman of the Imperial Cadet Association. He is at present Treasurer of both the
C.C.F. Association and the new Council for Cadet Rifle Shooting.

These are, of course, bodies of national status, but it is probable that Cyril Bond has gained at least as much
satisfaction from work in more intimate communities, including the Congregational Church at Purley, where he
has been almost indispensable. Here must be mentioned his constant activity for the welfare of his colleagues, as
seen in his undertaking for many years the endless daily chores of the Common Room Secretary, in his wise
consideration of professional questions, and for the last five years in his presidency of the Common Room, which
has been characterised by dignity, tact and human warmth. These have been an abiding influence in helping to
maintain the solidarity and good humour which are so much prized by those who work at C.L.S. The basis of this
influence is complete integrity: Cyril has never said anything he did not mean, and has never aimed at anything
he could not avow. In all his colleagues and in several generations of boys he has inspired affection in equal
measure with respect, for behind the military exterior it is not hard to discover a person unusually gentle and
sensitive, and even diffident of his own value. His value has in fact been unique: there is no one else in whom the
standards of C.L.S. have been so staunchly personified, and it is in this—to return to the opening of this
appreciation—that he will be most missed.

But we must not grudge Cyril and his wife Dorothy, who has so fully shared his interest in the School,
retirement to the delightful home they have prepared in Dorset, where Cyril will have ample scope for his abilities
as gardener and handyman, and will, he hopes, catch up on his reading. They will look forward to visits from their
daughter Alison, who is well established in publishing in New York, and their son Michael (an outstanding Head
of School at C.L.S.) with his wife and three children. September 1973

Address by Mr. Bond

At the Prize Day last October Mr. C.E. Bond delivered the following address which we record here for the benefit
of existing members of the Club and for posterity:

How this School was founded and of its debt to a distinguished servant of the Corporation, an outstanding
citizen of the 15th century, has been told here on many former occasions. My task this afternoon is not to
continue this history through the centuries, but rather to pick out some of the characteristics and traditions of the
present School, as I have come to experience and to value them in a period of just over fifty years, experience
gained both as a boy and as a master. This, I think, may throw some light on our reasons for championing an
educational establishment of this type, and for our determination that such a school may continue to function in
the future as it has done over the past century and a half, unimpeded by political or any other non-educational
considerations.

It is customary for retired schoolmasters to make one of two diametrically opposite assessments of the
establishment from which they have recently been freed. Either it is, and always has been, the finest of all schools
and any change, however beneficial, in its traditions is to be resisted to the death—this particularly if the recently
retired man is an Old Boy! Or, it was a very fine place when he joined it—otherwise he would never have been
so foolish as to become associated with it—and it has over the years been ruined by the subversive activities of
perhaps the Ministry, the Local Education Authority, the Governors—or even the other members of the staff—and
he could not be more thankful now to shake the dust of the place from off his feet!

I shall try to be more objective and to give you a glimpse of my reasons for believing that the School has a
tradition unique amongst independent day schools, a tradition which relies upon intangibles, not upon visible, or
even clearly definable characteristics; a tradition which has come to be valued by generation after generation of
men who, together with Asquith, one of our most distinguished pupils, declare "What shall I say of the C.L.S.,
when I owe all I havs in the world to the C.L.S.?"

During Mr. Dale's period as Headmaster a number of free places was made available to boys in the London
boroughs and the Home Counties. If, as he surveyed the current intake, Mr. Dale could with truth sum up then-
quality in the laconic utterance 'a bit of a mixed bunch, aren't they?' no one reviewing the attainments of the same
boys six years afterwards could possibly dismiss them so curtly. What accounted for the difference in that short
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span of the boys' life? I believe that this School has exercised an educational mission, and I use the word
deliberately, to the ordinary boy of undistinguished origin—the boy who shows no particularly brilliant promise in
his elementary or prep, school, but whose parents or teachers, or both, have had the foresight to expose him to
contact with the staff here, a body of men representing the best in the teaching profession that a succession of wise
headmasters has been able to gather together. Of course, we have, and always have had, our quota of brilliant
pupils, of whose future distinction there could at no time be any doubt. But our main task has been to the good
B type boy, seeking a sound basic education, who finds to his surprise that there are wider horizons, greater skills
within his grasp and more rewarding opportunities leading on to the fuller life that he had imagined reserved solely
for the academic elite.

How has this been achieved? In my opinion the outstanding features have been a spirit of tolerance and
understanding, a desire to assist the individual to develop his own inherent qualities rather than to compel him
to conform to a pattern. I became aware of this liberal attitude in my first week as a new boy in Old
Grammar—we were older then than the present generation of Old Grammarians—when my maths master
discovered that I did understand quadratic equations and allowed me to go adventuring on further into
mathematical mysteries. Looking back I have the distinct impression that all the masters with whom I came in
contact then for the first time were intent upon giving me personally, a very ordinary boy with all the faults and
foolishnesses of the average boy of 13, the chance of discovering the delights of reading, learning and fully
developing my own ability. I was never forced but continually and most skilfully led.

One of my most vivid recollections is of an English lesson in Room 14. Mr. Bayley, beloved by all who were
privileged to be his pupils, having solemnly progressed up the stairs from the Common Room accompanied by one
of his younger colleagues entered the room and, addressing me, said "Mr. Sach has told me, Bond, that you can
write a very good essay." What struck me so forcibly was that Mr. Sach should have been concerned to mention
so minor a matter long after I had left his form, and that Mr. Bayley should think it of any importance at all. For
the first time, now just 15 years old, I realized that I was of some importance to my masters as an individual—and
from then on throughout the rest of my school life, and afterwards at the University, and when I had joined the
staff, I was aware of this personal concern for me as an individual—I was no longer just a member of a group. It
was a great revelation and throughout my professional career I have tried to remember that and act upon it. Our
background made not a scrap of difference; whether we were the sons of poor working-class first generation
immigrants, or of well-to-do merchants, civil servants or professional men, we were treated equally without question
of race, class or creed—and at that period this was by no means the universal attitude in the world outside.

This liberal attitude was nurtured in the Common Room, of which I have had the privilege to be a member
for the last thirty-seven years. Here, in spite of many changes, particularly in the last ten years, men of diverse
qualifications, interests and personality have lived and continue to live in harmony and with a singleness of purpose
which is remarked upon by all who have become acquainted with it. And from this has stemmed over many years
a relationship between masters and boys possibly unique in the sphere of education—a tradition that has been
perpetuated over many generations and owes nothing to, and is quite different from, the rather sloppy
permissiveness which appears to be so fashionable in the present day. Here mutual regard and respect grew into
genuine friendship, never spoilt by overfamiliarity or assumed equality. Occasionally there have been misfits on
both staff and student sides, but so strong a tradition has persisted undisturbed by any such minor disorders.

On the lighter side this mutual regard may perhaps be illustrated by the following incident. After a luncheon
I had attended as commanding officer of the C.C.F. I was taking a Fourth Form and summoned a boy to my desk
to go over a piece of work with him. "Excuse me, Sir," he said with a look of polite interest and enquiry. "Have
you been drinking?" "Yes, Smith, I did enjoy a glass of wine at lunch." "Oh, jolly good show, Sir," and without
more ado we got on with the corrections, the remainder of the class quite unperturbed by this somewhat unusual,
but perfectly friendly exchange.

This trust permitted a wider scope of responsibility being placed on the shoulders of the boys at this School
sooner perhaps than was the case generally in other schools in the country. The Debating Society, fostered over
a century ago by Dr. Abbott, gradually assumed under the guidance of Mr. Rushbrooke and Abbott's successor,
Mr. Pollard, a real authority and became a consultative body which grew first into the Literary and Athletic Union,
determining all matters concerning the general running of the School, and particularly School Games, and now
into the Joint Committee of masters and boys. This body has recently investigated most thoroughly the future of
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the House system and is competent to give balanced, considered opinions on the several problems which inevitably
face the Headmaster and Staff during the planning stage of the move to the new site.

Our tradition has never favoured insularity. Our very position and our heritage have always brought the
School into close contact with the City and its many historic traditions and ceremonies. We have always been
privileged to welcome the Lord Mayor and the Sherrifs on this annual occasion and indeed on other red-letter days
in the School's history. The John Carpenter Club, the oldest Old Boys' Association in the country, is proud to
entertain the Lord Mayor and Sherrifs at its annual dinner, held most appropriately in the Mansion House. In
the days before radio and television boys were able to see at our second prize distribution, Beaufoy Day, some of
the leading public figures of the day. During my six years as a pupil here I was very greatly interested to meet men
of distinction such as Birkenhead, Dean Inge, Baldwin, and Asquith but recently elevated to the Earldom of
Oxford. Much that they said on this platform was memorable and in any case it was a noteworthy event to receive
a personal word and a handshake from men of this calibre.

If then these customs and traditions of the School were of value in the past, what of the future? To my mind
tradition is like a great stream flowing invigoratingly through the land; it must never become stagnant and sterile.
Each generation receives from the past what is worthy and good and uses it as its own fertile seed ground. There
is of itself nothing hallowed about the past; it is only in its power to generate life and ideas in the present that it
has value. This constant regeneration of the spirit of this School enables us to look forward with confidence to
the next era in its life on the new site, a move made possible by the imaginative foresight of the Governors and
the Corporation led by our Chairman, Mr. Beck, at a critical period in the history of education in this country.
We must all applaud the energy and skill of our Headmaster in drawing up the requirements for the School, which
will be unequalled in its time; we must praise too the skill of the architect who has successfully interpreted these
requirements in his plans. You who are listening to me are the parents of the boys who will form the School of
the future; and you, boys, are the actual members of that School; into your hands and to your hearts are entrusted
the traditions of which I have been speaking. We are all confident that mindful of our debt to the past and
strengthened by what has proved of value by our predecessors, we shall press forward together to discover afresh
in a new age, in a new location, yet further insights into the relationship between teacher and taught so vital for
the progress of our community. May 1974

Cyril Edgar Bond died on 24th July, 1980, at the age of 72. He entered Old Grammar in 1921, and, when he left
in 1927 he was a Corporation Scholar, a prefect, Captain of Mortimer, a sergeant in the O.T.C., and the holder
of the most distinguished Open award at Oxford offered for the study of modern languages at Magdalen College,
the Doncaster Scholarship. The School awarded him the first War Memorial Scholarship for foreign travel and
at Oxford he gained the Heath Harrison Travelling Scholarship.

After graduation he was appointed to teach German at Emanuel School, but in 1936 he returned to C.L.S.
as form master of Modern III B. He held a commission in the O.T.C., however, and at the outbreak of the Second
World War, with the permission of Mr. Dale (himself a very distinguished soldier in the Great War) he had his
name transferred off the list of men with reserved occupations. He was soon called up, and, after training at
Colchester and Barmouth, he was posted to Devon to guard the Southern Approaches. Then with the rank of
major he was an instructor in the School of Infantry at Barnard Castle, which was followed by successful
completion of the demanding course at the Staff College, Camberley. His first overseas posting was to Salerno,
Italy, which he reached via Algiers, where his transport broke down, forcing him to hitch a lift on a U.S.A.F. plane.

A Royal Fusilier, he was assistant adjutant and quartermaster-general of his battalion, with the rank of
Lieutenant-Colonel. He advanced through Rome and up the Po Valley; he was sent to Greece to help sort out
supplies there after the German retreat; and he was eventually demobbed at Klagenfurt in Austria. For his service
he was awarded the O.B.E. and he was mentioned in despatches.

He returned to teaching at C.L.S., chiefly German but some French, and he was always a form master on the
B-side. He was housemaster of Mortimer, commanding officer of the C.C.F. from 1951 to 1956, and first Secretary
and then Chairman of the Common Room. He was long an assiduous member of the General Committee of the
John Carpenter Club, president of the Club in 1970-71, and since then an almoner. He retired from the staff of
C.L.S. in 1973, moving from London with his wife, Dorothy, to an eighteenth century cottage near Shaftesbury.

He suffered a heart attack in early July, when his good friends from C.L.S., J.W. and Rose Hunt, were staying
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for a few days. A good recovery seemed likely but a further severe attack occurred early on 24th July, and he died
peacefully on the divan in his study within a few minutes. At his funeral the church was packed. The number of
former colleagues from C.L.S., of clergymen, of neighbours, of military men amply testified the respect with which
he was held in all quarters.

The Club extends its most profound sympathy to Dorothy Bond, to Alison (who lives in New York), and to
Michael—an eminent Old Citizen and School Captain in 1955-56. January 1981

Appreciation by I.P.C. Black:
The news that Colonel Bond had died came as a shock. Over breakfast I first read a letter from him discussing
certain Old Citizen affairs, written in his usual tactful style, searching for the reason behind an opinion but anxious
not to pontificate (that was his own word), and then I read the notice of his death in the newspaper. A flood of
memories, all happy, came immediately to mind.

Colonel Bond was a man who made a profound impression upon his pupils. His voice was loud and deep,
his bearing upright, his moustache bristly, and by his very presence he drew attention and respect. But it was only
the indolent or shoddy worker, I suspect, who actually feared him. The ordinary boy had every reason to be
thankful that in C.E. Bond he had a teacher gifted with patience and understanding, who could methodically
explain the rules of German (or French) grammar. The forced rhyme of German prepositions that may be
followed either by the accusative or the dative case:

"An, auf, hinter, neben, in,
Unter, iiber, vor und zwischen"

is as clear in my memory today as it was when first recited twenty-five years ago; and the outline of the "chopper"
on the declension tables of the definite and indefinite articles and adjectival endings continues to serve its graphic
purpose.

My memories of him are frequently based upon sound. I hear "Come here, boy" ring out down the corridor,
or "Get to your marks" rasp across the athletics track. Equally clear is the booming cry of "Any more for more?"
from the kitchens on N.F. Cornish's summer camps. The organization of those kitchens doubtless owed much to
experience gained from the responsibilities of getting the stores through to the Allies at Monte Cassino and in the
Peloponese, some of it by mule train, during the war.

And how can I forget the twinkle in his eye, the gruff chuckle, and the mischievous delight in telling a tale?
Or can I forget his performance in G. Irwin Carruthers' musical extravaganza for the masters, Beauty and the
Beaks! Colonel Bond would not have claimed any musical talent (although the critics might have ascribed bravura
and a fine sense of timing) but his portrayal of the doughty Sir Thames Embankment, Governor of the Tower,
filled the theatre with laughter, as he declaimed Carruthers' awful puns: "My word is my bond" and "Don't let him
get into any bad Abbotts".

Colonel Bond may indeed have been the very model of a dedicated, painstaking and caring schoolmaster, and
he may indeed have been a most distinguished soldier—as the ribbons on his C.C.F. uniform testified so amply—
but those are just xwo features of a man who was larger than life. He was always seeking to uphold the virtues
that he valued most: integrity, neatness, clarity. He was sympathetic in adversity and joyful in success. He was
quick to write a note of condolence and equally quick to write in praise of even the most modest achievement.
He set a high example, both as pupil and as teacher, of how all who are at the School should strive to honour the
privilege they enjoy of attending the City of London School and serving its good name, so that others yet to come
may have the same benefits.

The name of Bond will live on among all who were blessed with knowing him. January 1981

Appreciation by A.W. Houghton at the United Reformed Church, Shaftesbury, 30th July, 1980:
Cyril Bond was a man of many parts, so that any attempt to summarize his life and achievements must fall short
of completeness. Only some aspects can be touched on, others barely mentioned or even neglected.

Let it first be said that he was a fine scholar. From school he gained one of Oxford's most coveted
scholarships in Modern Languages, at Magdalen College (he loved his College), and his high standards were
maintained throughout his career as a teacher. His liveliness of mind never slackened, and the range of his
interests, so far from shrinking, grew wider as his life advanced.
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Of all the activities that engaged his varied abilities his professional work must come first, as it always did for
himself. His connection with the City of London School was of the kind of which records are made. He entered
the School as a pupil in 1921, and after Oxford and a short spell of teaching in another school he returned as a
master in 1936, and there he continued, with the exception of the war years, until his retirement in 1973, thus
completing a span of 52 years. During this time many generations of boys received from him not only training in
their studies but also an inculcation of standards that would last them a lifetime. He took his share, of course, in
the multifarious pursuits outside the classroom which fall to a willing schoolmaster—school holiday camps, the cadet
force, which at one time he commanded, athletics, occasional but memorable stage appearances, and much else
besides. But Cyril's chosen sport was rowing; that was right, because rowing means plenty of hard work and no
nonsense. So for many years he pedalled a bicycle along the towpath from Putney, coaching the School crews.
Because of this host of activities, and because of his strength of character and the sheer length of his service, he
left an invaluable imprint on the ethos of the School. Another result was that he knew and was affectionately
remembered by a remarkable number of former pupils and others, so that when he went on holiday, or indeed
wherever he went, he was always meeting Old Citizens in accidental encounters which gave him great pleasure.
He most fittingly became Chairman of the Masters' Common Room and President of the John Carpenter Club,
the association of Old Boys of the School. To these offices he brought his talent as a speaker, together with
dignity, tact and human warmth. Every member of this large School community will be aware of a gap which
no-one else can perfectly fill.

Cyril Bond had a distinguished war record. He had the qualities of a soldier, not least among them courage.
He was engaged first in the training of infantry officers, and later took part in the Italian campaign. He rose to
the rank of Lt.-Colonel, was mentioned in despatches, and was awarded the O.B.E. Subsequently he was
prominent in national bodies concerned with the cadet movement, particularly with cadet rifle shooting.

Of the busy life led by Cyril and Dorothy here in Dorset I will not speak, except to say that it brought them
great happiness, and to mention one particular interest that was new and was followed with much enthusiasm: I
believe Cyril had by means of original research enriched with new knowledge the history of the district.

And so I could go on. But more important than what he did is what he was, though to do justice to that is
equally difficult.

He had an endearing trait of being openly pleased when something went just right. He was entitled to his
satisfaction, because much of his time was spent in getting things just right, usually for the benefit of other people.
He was equable and grand to work with, and he won the lasting affection of his colleagues, many of whom are here
today. Moments of impatience were rare, but I can hear him saying, with a hint of anger, "I can't understand these
people". The people he couldn't understand were those who ignored the principles which for him were axioms
in the conduct of life.

His soldierly bearing and his splendidly resonant voice gave an impression of forcefulness. He could be
forceful, but more deeply and truly he was gentle, and sensitive to the feelings of others. One cannot believe that
he ever let anyone down, or was ever devious. To have known Cyril Bond is to know the meaning of the word
integrity.

He was a loving, and much loved, husband, father and grandfather. At this moment how can any of us not
feel shock and sadness, and grief for Dorothy and her family in their terrible loss? But this is a service of
thanksgiving, and we must hope that in time gratitude will prevail—for the life of one of the most unselfish and
best of men. January 1981

From the Western Gazette, 8th August, 1980:
More than 150 people were at Shaftesbury United Reformed Church for a service of thanksgiving for the life and
work of Mr. Cyril Edgar Bond, O.B.E., T.D., M.A., who died aged 72 at his home, Ash Tree Cottage, Stour Row.

He attended the City of London School, gaining a scholarship to Magdalen College, Oxford. After leaving
university he taught at Emanuel School before returning to his old school in 1936 as assistant master, where he
remained until 1973.

His war service was varied and distinguished, for a time a major attached to the Staff College, Camberley;
then as a Lt.-Col. in the Royal Fusiliers, seeing service in the Italian campaign. He served in the occupying forces
in Austria, was twice mentioned in despatches, and was awarded the O.B.E.
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H.F. Broad

G.R. Brown

G. Irwin Carruthers

117



THE CITY OF LONDON SCHOOL AT MARLBOROUGH

Cyril Bond had many interests—treasurer of the Cadet Forces Association, he spent a lot of time helping to
train the British Cadet Shooting Team at Bisley. He was a first-class shot himself and was a judge at Bisley. He
was a parish councillor, chairman of the Village Hall Committee, the Historical Society, the Shaftesbury Museum,
the Shaftesbury Christian Council and the Shaftesbury United Reformed Church where he was latterly the church
secretary.

Bible readings were given by the Rev. John Thornton, of Sherborne. The address was given by Mr. J. W.
Hunt. January 1981

G. Invin Carnithers, MA.

Appreciation by P.J. Copping:
George Irwin Carruthers, known as Peter to his family and friends, as 'Carrots' universally to boys and colleagues
alike, has been a master at the School since 1928 when Dr. Chilton, needing a man to teach classics and coach the
rugby XV, was able to find the two talents combined in an old boy of his old school, Christ's Hospital. Carruthers
was no novice, for after leaving school in 1918 he had served as an aircraftsman in the R.N.A.S., then, after taking
his degree in Greats at Queen's College, Oxford, he had already taught at Ripon Grammar School and Queen
Elizabeth's School, Crediton, before coming here. In addition to his classroom teaching he had the
recommendation of being still an active rugger player, well able to demonstrate the low tackle or a neat cross-kick,
and some of us can remember seeing him take over a turn as an outside in practice games, it did not matter in
what position, and acquit himself as well as people twenty years younger. Under his coaching rugger improved
out of all knowledge, and Old Citizens began to be seen in County Teams and Combined Services sides. Before
he handed over to George Brown in 1940 he had seen the legendary W.B. Young pass from School Captain to
Cambridge Blue and Scottish international, though he modestly disclaims having taught, or needed to teach, that
particular footballer anything about the game.

In School Carruthers has taken in his time almost every form above the Juniors for Latin or English. But
his most responsible job was for two decades to be the Form Master of the then Classical 4A, and during those
years he had under his care such outstanding boys as Jarvie, Howard, Holladay, Easterling, Amis and Foster, a list
covering our best classical brains in a quarter of a century. In School, as out of it, his readiness of wit, his sense
of humour, his talent for light humorous verse, his often outrageous but occasionally brilliant—and instant—puns
amused and won over his hearers, as also did his deep and often abstruse learning. For he is a man of much
learning; when an explanation is called for it is to him you go for a Highland Gaelic motto or some topicality in
Twelfth Night.

Few masters, and no boys now in the School, will remember him as a sergeant in the Home Guard, coaxing
a decrepit Mark I Bren carrier into life, or as the Adjutant of the C.L.S. branch of the Air Training Corps, 1942-49,
or as the House Master of Abbott, 1930-47. No boy will have seen him bowl leg-breaks to the 1st XI in the
Masters' Match, or rattle up a swift thirty in ten minutes—or perhaps make a glorious duck. But he has been
known to claim that he has represented the Masters against the boys or the Old Citizens in eleven different sports.
It could be true!

Perhaps the whole man is best known to those who had the educative experience of taking part in the Plays,
for in them has lain his most whole-hearted and dedicated service amongst us. He has been associated with our
Plays ever since his arrival at C.L.S., when he was assisting Farnell. Such energetic co-operation seemed quite
natural in a young man who had already produced and acted elsewhere. My recollection is that, when I came in
1931,1 found the C.L.S. Plays superior in production and expertise to any other school play that I had then seen.
From those earliest days of his at C.L.S. right down to our latest Twelfth Night, Carruthers has been at the
producer's right hand, prompt copy ready, waiting to undertake the creation of a troublesome scene or bring out
some vein of humour suspected in an actor who cannot at the moment make it available, or perhaps more
prosaically to have some indispensable prop in his hand, indisputably there. These tasks of assistant-producer he
has done year after year with unwavering, smiling humour and willingness, for he has a large share of the gift of
supporting authority. This service of his I have again and again heard referred to with gratitude and affection, in
terms of downright praise or—more often—the humorous, grudging sarcasm which one uses to veil praise of friends
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in the Common Room, alike from Farnell, Wilmot, or Geoffrey Clark.
Indeed, on occasions the production has depended on him as principal, for several times during the war he

produced the play alone with all the customary success, and as recently as last March saw our latest Twelfth Night
on the boards during Clark's indisposition. What is more, he has seen his own work performed, for twice a cast
of masters have displayed their undoubted gifts in a farce in verse entitled Beauty and the Beaks as a part of the
Play programme.

There seems no doubt that the qualities of this man as known to his colleagues and age-mates have been
observed best by the boys who have taken part in our plays over a thirty-year period. I cannot conceive that any
boy who has taken part in a play will be likely to forget his experience, or the general ambience of the Guildhall
School of Music and Drama, however long he lives. Those of us who have licence to frequent the basement of
the theatre know the team-spirit, the sense of dedication, the constant interplay of humour and hostile anti-
quotation that rule there, and are willing to attribute them to their true sources, Clark and Carruthers.

To this Common Room wit and prickly reactionary, entitled to say outrageous things uncensored, we all wish
to bid an affectionate farewell and a happy retirement, for he has served the School well. October 1964

Adrian Vale (CLS 1938-47) writes:
As a longtime editor in, and writer of, television drama, I've always fancied the crisp dialogue exchange. Looking
back at C.L.S. days, I think one of the sharpest of this kind occurred during a Latin lesson taken by Mr.
Carruthers. One of the class had been making very heavy weather translating Virgil. Even the rest of us were
getting bored. At last Carruthers reached the end of his forbearance:

"Really! Your translation consists of a series of 'ers'."
Back came the smart answer:

"Well, sir, you know . . . To err is human . . .' "
Carruthers (instantly): "I am not divine."

Game, set and match! September 1999

Percy J. Copping, MA., A.R.C.M.

Mr. Copping, late exhibitioner of St. Catherine's College, Cambridge, has been Form Master of IVC, latterly IVB2.
He came to C.L.S. in 1931 from Liverpool College, succeeding Mr. Spragge as master of the Classical Lower
Fourth.

Appreciation by C.E. Bond:
A visit to Grove Park in the early 30s with a team from Emanuel was the
occasion of my first meeting Percy Copping. It was impressed upon me by
the members of the C.L.S. 2nd XV that he was a 'character'—a bit
unorthodox, tremendously enthusiastic, forthright, individualistic. Some
years later when I had joined the staff I got to know Percy well and was to
become an intimate friend. Throughout the years which we have worked
together that first impression has not changed; it has been modified perhaps
and filled out, but he is still to me, as I am sure he is to many of his old
pupils and friends, a 'character'. Some day one of those whom he has
exhorted so earnestly to "write a novel" for English homework will do just
that and Percy will be the central character. Kingsley Amis gave a strikingly
accurate vignette of him in the famous Spectator article, but it still calls for
a full length treatment.

He is a man of so many attainments, all exercised and perfected in the
workshop of every day schoolmastering, much as he has so often sharpened
one of his beloved chisels to perform some delicate task of woodwork.

These skills he has developed for his own satisfaction and delight but, with the love of the true craftsman, he has
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shared them all with his pupils. One of the last things I saw him do was to take the body of a double bass he was
rebuilding into a class of Third Formers to initiate them into the mystery of musical instrument making and to
awaken their minds to something beyond the text-book stuff he has so ably taught.

There are so many facets of this man, all endearing, that it is impossible to do him justice by merely
mentioning his interests. To have climbed in Snowdonia with him and his family from their holiday cottage near
Portmadoc, or to have been present at a concert in Croydon where Percy was playing the double bass, to have seen
the result of his brilliant teaching of oral Greek and Latin as year after year his pupils took prizes in the verse
contests of the Classical Association, to have admired in his home the lovely pieces of woodwork he has produced
in the carpentry shop, to have shared with him the uproaring fun of camp life and well told reminiscence of Home
Guard days in Marlborough, these are but a few of the experiences that can come to you if you are privileged to
know and to appreciate a man of his versatility.

The School is going to miss Percy. He has been an enthusiastic housemaster of Hale, a solid member of the
Orchestra, and a respected officer in the C.C.F. (There too his interests in music came to the fore as he patiently
explained to a platoon commander practicing the march-off in time to the band:"... . tiddly om pom pom. You
wait for the third 'tiddly', do you see? ...."). His many friends will look forward to opportunities of meeting him
at the various musical events in Croydon where he will be active as a critic for a Croydon paper. He will retain
the affection of generations of his pupils who may not have been so assiduous in acquiring the Latin or Greek
grammar, or the nicety of English structure he was so keen to teach them in class, but whose minds and lives will
nevertheless have been vastly enriched by their contact with this devoted teacher and friend of the School. And
if sometimes we allow ourselves to smile at one of his characteristic outbursts or even to pretend that we are
hearing one of his favourite stories for the very first time, it is these familiar and endearing qualities which have
made Percy so valued a member of the C.L.S. fraternity ever since he came to the Embankment in 1931. He did
us the honour of sending both his sons, John and Howard, to the school and we send him and his wife, Rita, our
warmest good wishes for the future. October 1968

A Musical Reminiscence
by P.J. Copping

When I met our editor on Old Boys' Day at Grove Park in June the first words I uttered to him were: "What did
you think of the School concert last week?" Since I know him to be a devoted attender at C.L.S. musical occasions
one and all I expressed a no doubt well-simulated surprise when I heard him say No, he had been unable to be
present. But did I know of any Old Citizen in the audience who could do a notice for the Gazette, perhaps. No,
I could not remember seeing anyone at all whom I knew to be a likely critic.

Would I then oblige by doing a notice myself? Well, can anybody play or perform, and then comment and
criticize, with any sort of objectivity? And on such a noteworthy occasion too, this, my last C.L.S. concert after
thirty-seven years at the School! How could I be expected to be both judge and defendant at once? But it seems
this was what he wanted, my own personal feelings, with permission granted to be as subjective and anecdotal as
I liked. And in my judgement this was the most musical sound made by the boys ever heard in the Hall in my
recollection, and I was really rather pleased to be able to write about it.

When I came to the C.L.S. in 1931 I felt proud to be teaching in a fine school, academically speaking, and
I used to stand in Hall just behind the big clock and look up at Senior Wranglers' names, and Senior Classics', and
tens of Fellows of Colleges and the Royal Society painted on those stone tablets. But in this school no music!
Not a note taught, and scarcely one heard either. I was disappointed, I was horrified. And I felt Mr. Dale must
know the value the Greeks set on music, even if it was but the equivalent of folk-dancing, the recorder and a
rudimentary harp. It is true there were House Concerts where musical boys would appear, but the general artistic
level was low in the sense of performance, and often so in the metaphorical way, too. After three or four years
they were allowed to lapse.

There was certainly the Concinamus cup for House competition and in the madrigals and part-songs set,
Temple and Chapel Royal boys often performed splendidly and inspired their House-mates to do almost equally
well. I well remember O'Brien, a Templar from the Modern Sixth who organised all practices for his House,
taught the very notes to his group and sang splendidly with it all. I cannot remember if his House won the cup,
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but if they did the credit went not to the master in charge but to O'Brien.
When we moved house last October I came on a bunch of five Tudor madrigals, dusty but unused. They were

the set books for the Concinamus cup in 1939-40 and included Thomas Walker's Adieu Sweet Amaryllis in five
parts, no soft option, and if House choirs could tackle that I conclude they were no musical incompetents.

But sure enough, about 1934 or 1935, Mr. Dale obtained the Committee's authority to add a Music master
to the staff and Mr. Leslie Taylor joined the Common Room. His forte was taking music as a class subject and
there are hundreds of Old Citizens who will testify to the opening of their minds to the charms of music in one
of its hundred aspects under his guidance. I have heard boys say before now, "Oh yes sir, I suddenly began to
realize in Tubby's Fifth Form class that music was fun, quite apart from crotchets and quavers, or dominant 7ths
and 6/4s."

He also started a School choir which could sing well and with feeling and artistry, although its repertoire was
not as wide or as bold as it now is. He would arrange and conduct music, for what forces were available among
boys and staff, to play in the G.S.M. Theatre at the School Plays.

When Dr. Wray succeeded Mr. Taylor in 19511 felt for about an hour and a half over-awed in the presence
of a real, live Oxford Doctor—I, the hobby musician, the Failed B.Mus. London (External) Final (twice, but passed
in all subjects, if not at the same time!)—as today's U.C.C.A. candidates put their hopes and qualifications. But
after that I knew him as a genial, utterly sociable colleague whose immense learning did not stop his being a simple
devotee of music. What is more, all his qualities, personal and musical alike, began to rub off on the boys.
Everything in C.L.S. music began to improve, to advance by leaps and bounds. The choir at once tackled works
from the great repertoire and the orchestra, now a going concern, accompanied as of right and custom even if it
did need an occasional wind from the outside.

Best of all I remember our version of Gabriel Faure's Requiem. A favourite of mine, this, and most affecting
I found it. In one or two places my part was marked "C. B. Tacet', so I could look at and listen to those boys,
singing their hearts out I could swear, and often so tiresome in the classroom! I felt that the Doc's baton exuded
a sort of confidence from its tip, a magic of self-control and an unaware, hitherto unsuspected, skill.

And now we come to recent times and that concert of June. When John Wray moved on to other more
responsible spheres of work his assistant, Roy Wilkinson, succeeded him as Director and had entrusted to him all
the plans of Dr. Wray, not least perhaps the influence he had had with the Committee, for example in the
provision of Corporation funds to buy the often very expensive wind instruments to enable numbers of boys to start
learning, especially when young. A father, you see, hesitates to spend eighty pounds on a student's quality horn,
much less £240 for a bassoon, until he can hear that the boy's performance and promise warrant it.

Martin Roberts, the new Assistant Music Master, proved to be yet another after the Wray model. Both Roy
and Martin strike me as men cast in the Bach, Handel, Mozart mould of Konzertmeister—l mean they can play
piano or organ or clavichord at requirement, or the viola, or a concerto, as well as train orchestra or choir. And
with it all they are ambitious for the School and its music and its standard of performance. They aim high, and
are prepared to be exacting in pursuit of what they want and know they can attain.

Now for the concert itself. First, I think of the huge number of performers. In that Wind Band there must
have been nearly fifty boys playing on instruments worth two or three thousand pounds at least, and many of them
aged no more than twelve or thirteen. What prospects for when they are 18? Which Mozart concerto for horn
or bassoon can we confidently expect? M.L. Shillito, who left in 1961, is now a member of the L.P.O.'s horn team.

Brahms' Academic Festival Overture is a hard nut to crack; at times in rehearsal I felt we should never make
it. But at our last practice in the Hall we were so well together that I felt again that frisson down the spine which
is the sign of nervous excitement I remember so vividly from the first appearance of contrabassist Copping in the
Cambridge University Music Soc. in 1924 or 1925. The work? Rimsky-Korsakov's Scheherazade, with L.S.O. solo
trumpet, horns and trombones. Exciting enough to play even today when we all know it by heart!

Then M.S. Pike played a series of Italian oboe pieces arranged for his wife and a string orchestra by
Barbirolli. Now the thing about this playing to a schoolmaster is that I have sat two years ago beside Pike, playing
on my flute, and wondering sadly why such a musical boy, such a careful and able artist too, cannot play in tune.
We all know the oboe is an unkind, brutal wind. And now behold, it is all in tune, if not yet fully dynamic. But
that, too, will come!

The Latin American religious music I have found appealing in style and feeling alike. The boys gave all that
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they have got, I can affirm, and in many a hard spot remained in tune. Of course, they are not as good as the
Huddersfield Choir! They never can be! But they were fine for C.L.S.—just fine!

One last personal note. We bass-players share a common, though utterly harmless, paranoia; we are
convinced we matter more in an orchestra than anybody—anybody except just conceivably the First Violins. We
are fundamental in both senses. It was therefore a pleasure to play in the Bass Section with R.J.C. Elms and G.J.
Smith right behind my ear. The C.L.S. Bass 'Section'! Magic sound! Not over-loud I hope.

October 1968

It is with great regret that we have to report the death of Percy Copping in January 1975.
Mr. Copping came to C.L.S. in 1931 from Liverpool College, succeeding Mr. Spragge as master of the

Classical Lower Fourth. By 1947 his form was known as CIVb, and when he retired in 1968 as IVB2. He was late
Exhibitioner of St. Catherine's College, Cambridge.

Percy came to the School two years after Mr. Dale had taken over from Dr. Chilton, and he was subsequently
to serve under Dr. Barton and Mr. Boyes during his 37 years at the School. During this time he was housemaster
of Hale, a member of the Orchestra, often playing double bass, and an officer in the Combined Cadet Force. His
main work was teaching Greek, Latin and English to the many boys who were at School during those years. He
was secretary for some years of the Association for the Reform of Latin Teaching and he also organized Latin
speaking and verse competitions.

His hobbies included music and carpentry. He played in concerts in Croydon, where he lived, and he made
lovely pieces of woodwork which were admired by all who visited his home. He enjoyed climbing in Snowdonia
and during the war years he was a member of the Home Guard at Marlborough.

The writer of this obituary notice particularly remembers Percy as his form master just after the Second World
War. One of the books read in class in that School year was The Vkar of Wake field.

It was most pleasant to meet up with Percy again as recently as December 1974 at the Common Room
Christmas Party and relive with him days gone by. It is difficult to realize that he has now passed on, and all
members of the Club, together with all others who knew him, will join in this expression of Sympathy to his wife,
Rita, his sons John and Howard who were both at School, and his daughter. May 1975

Robert Hugh Dyball, O.B.E., T.D., M.A.

Appreciation by C.G. Nobbs:
Before he came to the School as a Science Master, R.H. Dyball had already
lived a full and eventful life. A scholar of the Cambridgeshire County
School, he gained an interest in biology under the influence of a pioneer in
biology teaching, Dr. Maria Dawson. In 1917 he enlisted in the Royal
Artillery and was commissioned the following year. Wounded near Ypres,
he made a good recovery and served in Northern Ireland in 1919. After
graduating from Cambridge he taught science at Chigwell School from 1923
to 1930.

When Dyball was appointed in 1930 to help W.J.R. Deeks with the
newly formed Biological Department there were 650 boys in the School. In
the short time before Decks' untimely death the two of them laid
foundations which exerted an influence on the teaching of their subject that
extended far beyond the School. When G.H.J. Adlam retired in 1944 Dyball
succeeded him as Senior Science Master. At that time the Middle School
was organized in three sides—Classical, Modern and Science. During the
twenty years since then the separate sides have disappeared, but extensions

and alterations to the School building and the increase in numbers of boys doing some science before they reach
the Fifths and the growth of the Science Sixth have been so great that a complete re-organization of the science
teaching was necessary. New masters were appointed, new laboratories built, new syllabuses planned, and the
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Science Department as we know it today was born. The Headmaster and the whole of the Science staff made
valuable contributions to the re-organization, but Dyball held a key position and much of the planning and smooth
execution were due to him.

Nor was his influence confined to the School. As long as I can remember our Science Common Room has
been a centre of the Science Masters' Association activities. This tradition, of course, goes back to Adlam, but
Dyball, Stephenson, Broad and Brown all held prominent positions in the Association. Dyball was Librarian from
1941 to 1948, General Secretary from 1947 to 1952, Chairman in 1955, and has been the editor of the Journal,
'School Science Review', since 1955. The extent of his services to the teaching of science in this country was
recognised in 1955 by the award of the O.B.E. He published in 1940 'Biology for Schools' which was an immediate
success and continues to be a standard text book, and he has served on the Secondary Schools' Examination
Council. In 1960 he was invited to tour South Africa to lecture and advise on the organization and equipment of
science laboratories in the schools.

Many readers of the Gazette will know at first hand the quality of Dyball's teaching. Nothing was too .much
trouble for him and he always had unbounded enthusiasm for his subject and a desire to reach as many pupils as
possible. In the Common Room his judgement and mature wisdom were greatly valued; nobody could have been
a more loyal comrade or a warmer friend. He will be greatly missed.

Old boys and masters will also remember him as an officer in the Corps. He took over command in 1941,
when the School was at Marlborough, and at the same time he served as Major in B Company, 5th Wiltshire
Regiment Home Guard. During that time at Marlborough he gave generous help to the newly formed 'rivals', the
Air Training Corps and the Sea Cadet Corps. This side of his work was recognised by the award of the Territorial
Decoration with two Bars. On returning to London at the end of the war he commanded the 5th Essex Battalion
Home Guard for a year, with the rank of Lieutenant-Colonel.

C.L.S. has the knack of evoking devoted service, so much so that we tend to take it for granted. However,
as the latest example of this service retires from the active list let us pause and give thanks. Many will be
incredulous that he has reached the retiring age and everyone will hope that his youthful appearance augers a long,
active and happy retirement. In these wishes we include Mrs. Dyball and their three children, Anne, Oliver and
Richard. We remember that Mr. and Mrs. Dyball paid the School the compliment of sending both their sons
there. To them we send our best wishes and hope that they will long enjoy the good fellowship of their family and
of their many friends. October 1964

Sixty-Four—Thirty-Four in Retrospect
by R.H. Dyball

The School itself has hardly changed in outward appearance when viewed from the Embankment until this very
year, 1964, when we have lost the front steps and all of the School garden, including the fig trees. Further back
in the building there have been enormous changes in the last thirty-four years in personnel, teaching practices,
classrooms and laboratories.

The present generation will hardly believe that in 1930 there were only four Science Masters, Adlam, Acton,
Deeks and Rudkins. Today there are twelve Science Masters and thirteen science rooms.

Messrs. J.G. Thomas and G. Pike looked after the laboratory maintenance but Thomas was also the
Woodwork Master and Pike used to teach some forms and, being a keen member of St. John Ambulance Brigade,
was also the School's unofficial medical man. The boys acknowledged this by always referring to him as Dr. Pike.

Thomas had served with three (sic) giants of the past, Henry Durham and Isaac Scarf. As School in 1930
both began with prayers in Hall and ended with prayers in the classroom, Thomas kindly presented me with Isaac
Scarf's book of School Prayers with his signature in it. This book, which I used until 1963, has now been handed
over to the new Senior Science Master, Mr. J.E. Chatwin.

Biology was a newer science subject than either chemistry or physics and, favoured by Mr. Dale and ably
administered by Deeks, achieved spectacular success in the Higher an School Certificate Examinations. On one
of these occasions Deeks, replying to a criticism of thirty-two word-perfect answers, said "Well, don't you expect
a boy to know his ABC accurately?" It was a sad loss for the School when he died of meningitis in 1937. The
Second World War and our evacuation to Marlborough stopped our activities for a time, but later in the 1940s
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it was acknowledged that with our chemistry, physics and biology we had one of the best science schools in London.
It was fitting, therefore, that in November 1948 we celebrated the centenary of science teaching at the School

by a gathering of some 2,000 to 3,000 people who saw one of the best scientific displays ever mounted in any
school.

In 1950 the School had its first ever Headmaster to hold a science degree, viewed in retrospect as a most far-
sighted appointment, accompanied as it has been in the last decade by the enormous expansion of scientific
education in schools. In these years it has been established that every boy takes a public examination in at least
one branch of science in the Fifth Forms, and there have been two extensions to the science laboratories to allow
for this expansion. During the demolition and replanning of the old Upper Lecture Room a shield was discovered
under the floorboards bearing the names of the 1902 Science Side cricket team. I wonder how many remember
it?

Finally, in retrospect, I should like to record that I received in 1951 from the hands of Miss Lucy Perkin,
daughter of Sir William Henry Perkin, the famous discoverer of organic dyes, three of her father's school note
books and the prize he won from Thomas Hall in 1852. These are now carefully preserved.

Old Citizens can be assured by one man who spent thirty-four happy years teaching science at their School,
that this teaching which started officially in 1847 continues to be based upon extremely solid foundations.

October 1964

Hugh Dyball died suddenly in February this year, 10 years after his retirement from the post of Senior Science
Master at the School. Since leaving C.L.S. he had lived a very busy life and on the day of his death he was in fact
in Brentwood to take the Chair at a meeting of the governing body of Brentwood College of Education. The list
of offices he held was formidable: he was elected to the Essex County Council in 1965 and became an Alderman
in 1970; he was chairman of the Schools Committee and vice-Chairman of the Education Committee, as well as
serving on other county committees; he was on the governing bodies of many colleges of education and schools;
he held office as Librarian, General Secretary and Chairman (twice) of the Association for Science Education; he
was Churchwarden and Treasurer of St. Mary's Church, Newport. It was here that a memorial service, attended
by a large congregation which included many of his friends from the School, took place on 1st March.

Most men think of their retirement as a period when they withdraw from the hurly-burly. Not so Hugh
Dyball; he continued to apply his wisdom and kindness wherever those qualities could be of service to the
community. Those of us who knew him at C.L.S. were not surprised.

Appreciation by J.E. Chatwin:
Hugh Dyball joined the School staff in 1930 but I first met him on a wintry morning in February 1944. I was
visiting the School in its war-time home at Marlborough to learn something about the job I was to take up the
following term, and as I stepped off the train I was very surprised to find that Hugh had trudged nearly a mile
through the snow to meet me. If I had known him then as I came to know him later I should have been surprised
if he had not done so, because I soon learned that his most notable characteristic was a desire to help other
people. When I moved to a new house and had to make a garden from a field he invited me to his own beautifully
kept garden and sent me away with a car loaded with flowering shrubs and plants of every description.

For twenty years Hugh was my Head of Department, my boss. In all that time he never told me what to do,
but he was always watchful for difficulties that I might encounter and always took steps to smooth them out before
they could affect my work.

Hundreds of Old Citizens will testify to the help that Hugh gave them, both in academic and personal matters,
but his activities were by no means confined to the School. He did a lot of work for the Schools Examination
Council, for which he was appointed O.B.E. and for many years he held the time consuming office of Editor of
the School Science Review, the science teachers' magazine. One wonders whether he ever had time to relax.

Hugh was also a keen military man. In the First World War he was just old enough to serve in France where
he was wounded. During the Second War he found time to command a company of the Marlborough Home
Guard and also the School C.C.F. and he remained a C.C.F. officer until shortly before his retirement.

Most men, after such a full and active life, would have been glad to retire, but not Hugh Dyball. He retired
reluctantly when he reached the Corporation's age limit and immediately flung himself into County Council work
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and a host of local activities, which he continued until his sudden and untimely death in February this year.
We are told that no one is indispensable. That may be true, but there are very many of us who know that

the world would have been poorer without Hugh Dyball's influence.
Many Old Citizens will remember with affection his two sons, Oliver and Richard, and some of us on the staff

have been privileged to number his charming wife and daughter among our friends. To them we offer our very
sincere sympathy. September 1974

Cecil John Ellingham, M.A.

Retrospect
by C.J. Ellingham

G.G. Henderson, who got it from the School secretary, told me that I was appointed because of a witty retort I
made at the interview. Now I don't make witty remarks at interviews. And besides, the alleged retort, when told
to me, aroused no memories at all. Still, I got the job.

I did some silly things at the start. I tried, for instance, to get an essay a week out of the top three Classical
forms. Fortunately the Sixth had a strong tradition that they did no essays. Otherwise I should have had eighty
a week to correct. The forms were too big (they still are). John Carpenter Street was too noisy. And I was
dismayed at the low standard in classics reached by many of Classical Upper VI. I expected too many potential
scholarship winners. When I learned that though we gain our share of scholarships, our real claim to honour is
that we help to make men who are kindly and tolerant and unassuming and straight, I worried less about the
howlers.

So I jogged along, helped in most things by the unobtrusive kindness of H.C. Oakley, and began to find my
feet. Then, to my surprise Dr. Chilton 'asked' me to help J.W. Cattermole with Carpenter House. To my surprise,
I say, for he had previously told me that he did not expect his 'senior' masters to help with the games. That was
left to the 'juniors' (lower salary scale, most ignoble beings). Anyhow I accepted, and so found an interest that
lasted the next fifteen years, and brought the friendship of L.G. Sach and G.G. Henderson. The latter I had had
some contact with as an English master, but Sach in school was right outside my orbit, and but for Grove Park I
might never have appreciated those qualities that some of us still remember with wonder. Working with these two
I soon found that there was more to do than the vague supervision of a House.

There were two things I think I enjoyed most. The first was helping Rudkins and Carruthers as best I could
with no playing experience, though I knew the rules (I don't now), in changing over to the rugby code. The School
had tried before and failed ingloriously. This time we were slower and much more thorough. When the war came
well over 200 were enjoying the game and the Fist XV looked like a team. The virtue of rugger is, I think, that
the clumsy boy can make something of it. For soccer you must be adroit.

The other thing was the Saturday morning cricket coaching. I like to imagine that I invented the ideal
method. It took a lot of time and needed a helpful groundsman like Mr. Mead who maintained for my exclusive
use a pitch that was never dangerous and always took a spin. And it needed (I found him in the late D. McK.
Chapman), a senior of great skill and utter unselfishness to hang about all the morning and demonstrate strokes
as required.

Not only was this interesting, but it was pleasant when I got a new form in September to find that I knew half
of them already. But then came the war and the end of all that for me. Nobbs and I were fully employed finding
billets and suitable boys for them. Marlborough is a small town and though many householders stuck to us with
splendid loyalty there was a little bit of "Well I think I've done my bit, try Mrs. Nextdoor, she hasn't had anybody
yet." So we had plenty to do and it brought much interest and many memories. I shall not forget the father's
letter—"For God's sake take my boy out of that posh billet of his and shove him in with a working-class family that
will look after him." Or the mother down to see her son who marched into his billet without knocking and
accosted the lady of the house with "Well, at any rate it's clean!" Or the parson who . . . but let him rest.

We owe a good deal to Marlborough, both College and Borough. I think most of the boys were happy. I
know most of the staff were. There was friction but it never grew into feuds. There were minor miseries but

125



THE CITY OF LONDON SCHOOL AT MARLBOROUGH

CJ. Ellingham
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nothing intolerable. And behind it all stands in my memory the calm and endearing figure of F.R. Dale who gave
us our jobs and left us to get on with them in the quiet confidence that we would do our best.

For me Marlborough was the climax. After it my school life drifted more or less calmly to its close. There
were changes. Classical Va ceased to be classical. New masters appeared, scattering Christian names profusely.
But boys didn't seem to change. There was the same disparity of achievement, the same friendliness, there were
the same unexpected flashes of personality. Being informative one day I said that the Elizabethan nobles tried
to get packs of hounds whose voices harmonized. "For sale, hound in B flat" muttered one of the Children of Her
Majesty's Chapels Royal.

Credulous parents used to say to me, "Of course you must know all about boys." What a hope! All I know
is that you mustn't try to score off them and must try not to bore them. Then you will soon grow fond of being
a Schoolmaster. December 1957

It is with great regret that we have to report the death of Cecil John Ellingham on 25th June 1975.
Mr. Ellingham came to C.L.S. in 1924 as form master of CIVa in the days when Dr. Chilton was Headmaster.

He subsequently served under Mr. Dale and Dr. Barton, retiring in 1957.
Before coming to C.L.S. Mr. Ellingham had been at St. John's College, Oxford, where he studied Classics and

Theology and he gained his B.A. and M.A. in 1919. In 1921 he entered Dulwich College as an assistant master,
and in that year was appointed Deacon at Southwark and Curate of St. Luke with St. Paul, Charlton. The
following year he was appointed Priest at Southwark.

During his time at C.L.S. he was on the committee of the School branch of the League of Nations Union and
the School Rugby Football committee. In 1930 he was appointed form master of the Classical V and became
Housemaster of Carpenter. In 1939 he was joint master in charge of billeting at Marlborough, and after the war
in 1947 he was appointed Licentiate to the Officiate of the Diocese of Rochester.

In the December 1957 issue of the Gazette Mr. Dale wrote:— "C.J. Ellingham met me with a certain reserve,
but he gave me the impression that he was prepared to go on doing his best whatever my endeavours might be
worth. (This was in 1929). I overworked him, not only as yoke-fellow to H.C. Oakley in the Latin and Greek of
CVI and CVa, but also as master in charge of the School's English. Without any obvious dramatic gifts, he had
a fine and sure judgement of poetry and literary quality and how to impart some idea of this to boys. . . . I
remember Acton saying to me that Adlam could get a chair-leg through the School certificate. Mr. Ellingham
likewise had a remarkable understanding of the comparative duffer and he spared no pains to make him less so.
Pass or fail, and failures were actually negligible, it was an enlightening experience for any boy to get that year in
CVa with Mr. Ellingham. His enthusiasm overflowed into School games.... He was always, too, a working parson
in the Church of England. His work as School Chaplain, too little used in London, flowered in Marlborough. I
have often wished that we had in print the sermons he gave in the College Chapel, and Marlborough College was
and is no less appreciative of his distinguished quality as a preacher than C.L.S."

Since retiring in 1957 when he went to a parish near Blandford in Dorset, Mr. Ellingham subsequently moved
to Groombridge in Kent. Rev. J.C. Tadman (1945-50) is at present Vicar of the neighbouring parishes of
Fordcombe and Ashurst and knew him well.

Mr. Ellingham died in hospital at Bath aged 83 years and the Club offers its sympathy to his wife, Edna.
September 1975

A further tribute to the late CJ. Ellingham, whose death was announced in the previous issue of the Gazette, has been
written by the Rev. J.E.B. Marsh (former School staff) as follows:

Ellingham and Oakley formed one of the great teams of classical teachers which have from time to time
adorned our public schools. They complemented one another and provided an unusual perspective of the classical
scene. Ellingham, a Craven scholar, combined a meticulous scholarship with the ability to interest the less gifted.
I remember a Greek unseen which he wrote for 5 A describing in hilarious terms a rugger match between the Colts
and Masters. All the names were translated syllable by syllable into Greek, so that the fascination of discovering
the incidents was increased by the amusement of translating the names.

Ellingham made teaching fun. His amusing book on Essay Writing helped many struggling examinees and
it was in his teaching of English that he first stirred the latent appreciation of poetry in many boys who have since
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Some of C.J. Ellingham's Doodles
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realised the debt which they owe him.
Nor must we forget his joint editorship of the magazine Greece and Rome where he helped to maintain the

high standard which that publication has always enjoyed, and to which he contributed many scholarly and
fascinating articles.

It is not every scholar who will be found on the playing fields, but the more senior Old Citizens will remember
the summer Wednesdays and Saturdays at Grove Park when he bowled untiringly to anyone who wanted to
improve his batting and in the winter supervised junior games of rugger in which, by skilled refereeing, he stirred
his panting teams to a final score such as 33 points to 31, leaving them only too eager for the next match in the
following week.

In our wartime sojourn at Marlborough he, in collaboration with C.G. Nobbs, organised the billeting office
and undertook the task, which would have defeated most diplomats, of fitting, or refitting, each boy into a billet,
while Mrs. Ellingham drove round Marlborough collecting the sick for the sanatorium. He was also a member of
the staff platoon of the Home Guard and shared the interminable nightly patrols of Poulton Down to guard against
the expected parachutists.

Perhaps we shall best remember him at Marlborough for his series of sermons on Sundays in Marlborough
College Chapel. He had not been prepared to accept without question the orthodox Christian theology and had
re-thought it for himself. The distilled results of this thought, illuminated with amusing and cogent illustrations,
were provided in these sermons, which brought requests for him to preach in schools all over the country.

He was a countryman at heart and spent his spare time in Marlborough cycling to every corner of the
Wiltshire countryside, which he learned to love and never forgot. He said that this was the happiest time of his
life.

When he retired he undertook the duties of a parish priest in various villages until he felt he could no longer
give of his best. In his last year he was finding great difficulty in walking, though his mind was clear enough. A
few days before he died we were looking at an equestrian statue by Munnings, the plinth of which bore the legend:
'He has outsoared the shadow of our night.' "John," we said, "where does that come from?" "Shelley: Adonis,"
he replied laconically, and quoted the other eight lines of the stanza. When we expressed astonishment he said:
"Well, I always liked that poem." January 1976

John M. Acldand (CLS 1937-44) has written as follows:
I write in gratitude to the memory of CJ. Ellingham whose death was reported in your last issue. Many of us who
were not members of his formal teaching classes will remember the dedication he gave to the formation and
running of the Sea Cadets at Marlborough. He was almost a fanatic on the subject of signalling, especially
semaphore and morse, and this early instruction proved invaluable to those of us, like myself, who subsequently
joined the Senior Service. I still find the training in seamanship extremely useful in yachting, especially the
emphasis he put on the ability to tie knots in the dark!

Whilst not the most enthusiastic of churchgoers I can also endorse FRD's appreciation of his quality as a
preacher. His sermons were always dynamic and to the point. I shall always personally be thankful for the help
I received through knowing Mr. Ellingham during some of the more difficult times at Marlborough.

January 1976

Soon after David Lewis joined the School staff in 1951 he found himself at lunch beside an obviously senior master
who held forth at some length. After this gentleman had departed the late CJ. Ellingham sitting opposite gruffly
cautioned him to believe not a word of what had just been said. To the keen newcomer, a serious member of the
Church of England and fresh from two years at St. John's College, Johannesburg, this was a shock indeed. What
sort of community could this be where the Chaplain could casually dismiss the Director of Music, the late L.
Taylor, as a congenital liar? January 1984

Note: Articles about CJ. Ellingham and his relationship with H.C. Oakley appear later in this section.
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Raymond £. Green, MA.

Mr. R.E. Green retired in July after 41 years as a teacher of mathematics at the School, the last three as Head
of the Department and Deputy Second Master, following the retirement of Mr. C.G. Nobbs. A Scholar of Queen's
College, Cambridge, he graduated Senior Optime in 1927 and spent three years at Caterham School before taking
up his appointment at C.L.S. in January 1930.

One of his colleagues from early days recalls Ray Green's "complete punctiliousness, a description to be taken
in its precise and complimentary sense; he was a man to whom decimal points, exact fractions, and the practice
of and demand for accuracy were paramount necessities." It did not surprise his colleagues to learn that he was
working for the Bar in his spare time. He is, in fact, still deeply interested in law and a member of the Inner
Temple.

In 1939 R.E.G. became deeply involved in all the manifold duties
arising out of the School's evacuation to Marlborough. In addition to more
normal activities like running the Tennis Club, he played his part in
arranging and supervising billets, organised forestry and farming camps, and
served in the Corps as a lieutenant and in the Home Guard as a sergeant.
In this latter capacity he was willing to reinforce his insistence on correct
procedure at the point of a rifle, if necessary, as a regular sergeant
proceeding down the A4 discovered when he was reluctant to show his pass.
To all these duties he applied himself with characteristic thoroughness, but
it was the institution and organization of the second-hand book scheme
which probably contributed most to the healthy survival of C.L.S. during the
war years.

In those years in the heart of the country, cut off from the proximity of
the publishing trade to E.C.4, the School was becoming desperately short of
books. Appeals were made in various quarters, particularly among Old
Citizens, and in due course crates of books arrived in large quantities.
These had to be sorted, classified, stored and issued. This was the

mammoth task that R.E.G. undertook, in conditions that were cramped in the extreme. He devised a procedure
for ordering and issuing books and rigorously insisted on its application. That the scheme worked was largely due
to his methodical and untiring effort; in the words of one of his colleagues of those days: "It was an individual
contribution to the survival from evacuation which was, in my view, unsurpassed by anybody."

The second-hand book organization in fact survived until only a few years ago. For its first fourteen years
it was directed by R.E.G. and, though the arrangements for books are now different, the book-room still reflects
the pattern he imposed upon it. It was from this room also that he directed the National Savings group in the
School; this unobtrusive and valuable service he carried on for 30 years, and for a time he was a member of the
Regional Committee.

When he was at Cambridge he rowed in his college's First Lent boat and was offered, but refused, a Varsity
trial. Needless to say his experience and skill as an oarsman were called into play when Geoffrey Riddle revived
the Rowing Club in 1934 and he acted as a coach for many years. Another of his interests is music and until
recently he was in the School choir and played the 'cello in the orchestra. He has lately become involved in
amateur operatics in Sutton and one cannot but believe that the part of the Lord Chancellor in Gilbert and
Sullivan's lolanthe is one that he was admirably qualified to play.

All these activities, however, must be considered peripheral to his main concern—mathematics and the
teaching of mathematics. There are countless Citizens, old and new, to bear witness to his skill and devotion as
a teacher. He was methodical and demanding, but always an enthusiast, with rigour frequently made more
palatable by quiet wit. In the past three years he has initiated or supported many changes in the mathematical
life of the School: new syllabuses at every level, enlarged sixth form computer studies, the revived Mathematical
Society, the conversion of Room 3, and now the provision of our own desk-top computer. With retirement in sight
when he took over the department R.E.G. might understandably have left things to run on the successful lines
which he knew so well; it is characteristic that he did not follow this easy way when he saw good reason for change.
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He has for a long time been an active member of the Mathematical Association and was on its Teaching
Committee for 15 years. He was subsequently Treasurer for five years, before being elected a Vice-President. He
has been elected next year's President of the Association's London Branch. He was elected a Fellow of the
Institute of Mathematics and its Applications in 1964.

We wish Mr. Green and his wife Nancy a long and happy retirement. October 1971

Our Marlborough Bookshop
by R.E. Green (The Bookworm)

If you have one of those diaries—more common when printing was less expensive—that give under May 24: "Qu.
Victoria b. 1819", under June 18: "Waterloo 1815", and so on, you may (or may not) find under Sept. 1: "Invasion
of Marlborough 1939"; for on that day the hordes from London certainly beset the hitherto quiet Wiltshire town.
They descended on it—in more senses than one—from various directions and by various means—some by those
old-time steam-belching monsters running on metal rails long since torn up, others by road in a diversity of
vehicles—but came they did in their hundreds. Fortunately the inhabitants welcomed them and proved to be kind
and helpful hosts; and, after all, we thought it would all be over by Christmas. Well, some did.

Basically, we had come to get on with our studies while others dealt with the enemy at our doors—though the
'others' very soon included some of those who had been some of 'us'. After three weeks of summer sunshine and
leisure, exploring in and around Marlborough, Savernake, Avebury and other parts of lovely Wiltshire, term started;
but how do you start term with practically no books? Hand luggage on our exodus from London had included
little but essentials, and though a trickle of books had by now reached us from home their owners mostly needed
not them but others. So it soon dawned on the brighter minds that some way should be devised of transferring
unwanted books to those who needed them. True, it was still possible to order—we hoped, even obtain—new books
from our normal suppliers, but how soon they would reach us and how long supplies would remain available
no-one could even guess. In any case, it seemed sensible to use rather than leave idle the books we had.

So we went to Mr. Gale the printer (a brother of Mr. Gale the bee-keeper, who helped us in other ways) and
very quickly obtained a large supply of 'bookslips'. The owner of each book offered for sale was to put in it a
bookslip showing his full name and full details of the book. We would then indicate, in a special compartment,
the condition of the book, our gradings starting with N.C. (for new condition) and then running through A to E
with plus and minus signs. This gave us sixteen grades. Then, if the book was sold, its new owner would write his
name on the slip which was then to be returned to the bookshop. Mostly they were, sooner or later!

In readiness for our first term we gathered all books offered for sale in the Masters' Common Room. How
popular we were there! Each book was inspected and graded, and stamped with a special stamp for showing the
new owner's name and the date of transfer; this was to avoid confusion when a book passed through several hands.

From our heterogeneous heaps of books we dealt with masters' orders as far as we could. The residual orders
were sent to our suppliers, wherever they were then. Masters distributed the books we issued and returned the
bookslips to us; at least, that was the idea. From time to time a few bookslips did have to be chased up, but on
the whole the masters certainly deserved an A-plus. (Hardly N.C!)

When, in our first term, book ordering ended, all unsold books were returned to their owners, much to the
relief of the M.C.R.; there was now more room to play Mr. Rudkins' billiards.

The College had a bookshop selling (I believe) only new books, and Mr. Goodchild who ran it was
occasionally able to help us with a few volumes. Incidentally, he was the producer for the Marlborough Dramatic
Society, and involved several of our staff in their shows.

Now the financial side of our scheme had to be tackled. Here Mr. Gale helped again, quickly producing a
supply of bookbills designed to record boys' credits and debits. The making out of these bills was a very long and
tedious job. Publishers' prices had to be found from various catalogues, price-lists or suppliers' accounts, or
sometimes from Mr. Goodchild, and from them the charge for each book calculated according to its grading and
marked on the bookslip. Then the ominous pile of bookslips had to be sorted alphabetically as to sellers and then-
accounts credited, after which the slips were sorted as to buyers and their accounts debited. We saved much time
and space by using a rather drastic system of abbreviations for book titles.

In many cases debits and credits largely cancelled out, and an account was not sent to parents until a
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reasonable balance accrued. Even so, quite a lot of money passed through our special bank account. A very small
charge was made to cover expenses.

It was in the preparation of accounts that confusion of similar names reared its ugly head. A boy, A. N.
Other (for example) would sometimes write his name like that, sometimes as A. Other, or even as N. Other
because he was always called Norman at home; and as there were often other Others one Other might possibly
get another Other's bill. The danger was averted by a genius who invented "school numbers" Each boy was given
a four-character identification such as CM38 where the first letter indicated the year in which he entered the
school, the second letter his House, and the figures distinguished him from all others in the CM group. Boys used
these school numbers very carefully and effectively on all bookslips, and confusion was virtually eliminated, even
in the case of the two boys in the same Form with exactly the same surname and initials. I was very glad I'd
thought of the idea!

School numbers, being short, were very useful for marking such things as cricket bats and gym shoes.
We tried to combine book accounts for brothers, especially where a boy had left but had a brother still in the

school. Before an efficient record of brothers was compiled, however, I combined the accounts of two boys with
the same very uncommon surname, only to find that they were cousins and so, I deduced, had different parents.

Well, we were not home by Christmas (1939), and our book business grew rapidly, more used books and fewer
new ones becoming available. We could not go on operating from the M.C.R. and were given the use of an
erstwhile practice room in what might be called the bass clef of the Old Music School—a semi-subterranean
corridor below the Headmaster and the Secretariat. There was a tiny window opposite the door, and we lined the
other two walls with shelves contrived from wooden boxes of such varied shapes and sizes as would have delighted
Heath Robinson. It was good to have a place of our own to work in, though there was the snag of being on the
opposite side of the main Bath Road from the main part of the College so that piles and piles of books had to be
carried across that busy road.

We very soon outgrew that accommodation, but were lucky enough to obtain a necessary permit to buy some
wooden shelving which enabled us to absorb half the width of the corridor outside our room. This area was
enclosed by a dozen or so doors which we found wandering without rooms, and the shelves were erected inside.
In these still somewhat cramped quarters we collected, sorted, graded, and issued many thousands of books. A
School Magazine of the time records that in September 1940 we issued about 2,000 books, and later on we must
have issued several times that number. It was sometimes necessary to work there all night to deal with a spate of
orders-^which at least made a change from holding up traffic on the Rockley Road or protecting the sewage works
from possible parachutists.

So we carried on until the time came for the school to return to London. Then, we packed our stock of
books in the boxes that had been our shelves and a number of tea chests, and all our impedimenta, including our
proper shelving (but not the doors) was transported to our own home at Blackfriars, which, though not quite as
we had left it, was miraculously quite usable. We were allocated Room 5, and there we re-erected our 'shelves',
only to be told after a term or two that we had to move to the Art Room adjoining Room 14. This room, as some
will remember, had had long glass windows letting in plenty of the north light which artists require, but those
days—and the glass—had gone. Overlapping sheets of hardboard now kept out the light—except for the chinks
which let in dust in the summer and snow in the winter. But the war was not yet over; our boxes still formed most
of our shelving, we worked entirely by electric light, and we removed the dust and shovelled up the snow as
required. I cannot remember when it was that glass replaced the hardboard and fine metal shelving was installed
throughout the room, but it did happen when conditions made it possible, and we greatly appreciated the better
working conditions.

Since those days many operational changes and several changes in personnel have taken place, but suffice it
here to say that the bookshop born of war-time exigence has survived and is healthily active to this day.

I have said what we did but not who we were. Mr. Broad was in from the start, and he and later Mr. Mittell,
both for several years, carried much of the burden of the work. During post-war years, Mr. Manning and Mr.
Hatton have given great service, and indeed Mr. Manning is still enthusiastically operating the latest scheme—which
is very different from that of our Marlborough days. In paying a berated tribute to them all for then: hard work,
which so greatly helped us all to get on with our studies, I must add a special tribute to Mrs. Manning who, during
early post-war years, spent many, many hours helping mainly with what had become a tremendous task—the sorting
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of bookslips and making out of book accounts.
Remembering particularly those lengthy sessions below ground in the Old Music School, I feel it apposite that

I should sign off as The Bookworm. May 1980

It is with regret that we record the death recently of Raymond E. Green.
He was a Scholar of Queens' College, Cambridge, graduated Senior Optime in 1927 and spent three years at

Caterham School before taking up his appointment at C.L.S. in January 1930. He was a teacher of Mathematics
and for the last three years before his retirement in 1971 he was Head of the Department and Deputy Second
Master, following the retirement of C. G. Nobbs.

He took a very active part in the life of the School and will be remembered particularly by O.C.s for his
excellent second-hand book service, and for National Savings certificates. It is fortunate that we were able to enjoy
his recent article in the Gazette signed 'The Bookworm'.

The Club offers its sincere sympathy to his wife, Nancy. January 1981

Alexander Hargreaves, Ph.D.

Dr. Alexander Hargreaves, a master at the School from 1904 to 1938, died on 10th May at the age of 78.
For many years Dr. Hargreaves was in charge of the Modern Third and was responsible for the teaching of

German. His older pupils will remember the little book of German stories and legends which he published for
their use, and from which the less reverent took the nickname which was his, 'Barbarosa'. He was always a patient
and painstaking teacher and his thorough knowledge of modern languages was of great value to the Modern Side.
Although he retired officially in 1938 it was not long before the headmaster asked him to return and take over the
teaching work of one of his former pupils during the war period at Marlborough. It was apparent to his colleagues
that he had lost none of his vigour or vitality.

Outside the classroom Dr. Hargreaves had two great interests, cricket and chess. He was a Lancashire man
by birth and followed and practiced the game with all the earnestness of the North. He was always a mainstay of
the Master's side and long after the age at which most men are content to retire to the pavilion and watch, he was
hitting his fours and sixes and keeping wicket with an enviable skill. As a young man he had played soccer for the
old Woolwich Arsenal team and had helped organize several continental tours for the amateur teams. Chess was
his relaxation, but not content only to play it himself, he helped to reform the School Chess Club in 1911.

Always calm and deliberate, able and willing to give an informed opinion when asked, he acted for many years
as Chairman of the Common Room and presided over its meetings with quiet and friendly authority. These
qualities he showed in local government affairs, serving on the Southend Borough Council, first as representative
of the St. Clement's Ward and then as Alderman, for 26 years. During this period he was for eleven years
Chairman of the Library and Museum Committee.

We offer our sympathy to Mrs. Hargreaves, his daughter, and his son Eric, an Old Citizen. August 1950

Charles E. Haynes, MA.

Mr. C.E. Haynes joined the staff in 1941 during the evacuation to replace Mr. C.H. Wilmot who had been
seconded to the British Council. He studied economics and history at St. Catherine's College, Oxford, and taught
previously at Archbishop Tennison's School. When Mr. Dale introduced economics into the curriculum as part
of the development of the Sixth Form in 1934 it was as a non-examination subject to broaden the knowledge of
those boys having in mind a career in industry or administration. The enthusiasm of Mr. Haynes, however, led
to the inclusion of economics as an examination subject, not only for those specialising in the subject in the
Economics Sixth, but also for many boys from the History, Modern and Classical Sixths who took an examination
in the year between G.C.E. ordinary and advanced levels in their main subjects.

A number of his former pupils gave a cocktail party hi his honour at the Cafe Royal on 12th July.
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Appreciation by FA. Judd:
In these days of constant economic crisis it is painfully obvious that none of
us can afford to ignore the vital relevance of economics to all our activities.
If Britain collapses we shall all be involved; that is the stark reality.
Similarly when the adequacy of parliamentary and democratic institutions is
increasingly questioned it is just as well that we should all try at least a little
to appreciate the mysteries of Britain's unwritten constitution. No Sixth
Form could therefore claim to be complete without the study of economics
and British constitution.

The measure of 'Charlie' Haynes' contribution to C.L.S. is that in his
twenty-seven years at the School he has not only steered the economics Sixth
itself through the successive demands of the war effort, post-war
reconstruction, 'never had it so good', stop-go-stop, white hot technological
revolution, and what ominously looked like permanently temporary stop,
but that his presence in the School has been an essentially good natured and

friendly reminder that even those who might wish economics had never been invented simply could not ignore it.
His quiet manner has never been a disadvantage, for his good nature has always been sufficient in itself to ensure
the enthusiasm of the class. This characteristic has also been in frequent evidence at Grove park where his devoted
support of Abbott, of which he has been housemaster with Mr. J.E.B. Marsh for many years, has been appreciated
by all members of the house.

He also knew how to demonstrate that economics was far from being simply a stuffy, academic discipline.
The visits abroad on which he has always taken boys became a legend in the post-war years as news spread that
Economics Sixth really did have an infallible system at the casino with which it was possible to forget the trials of
currency restrictions. Who will perpetuate the system now? And his chairmanship of the Economics Society has
marked a period of intense extra curricula activity at the School as he has led his countless visits to well known
industrial and commercial undertakings for the members to sample the achievements of economic practice.

But if it is right that we should all be reminded of economies' significance, it is also important that we should
not be led into believing that it is open to easy familiarity. It is not to be taken for granted. The fact that Mr.
Haynes was a soccer enthusiast in an essentially rugby playing school was somehow in character. At Marlborough
during the war he organised the game for the whole Lower School and in 1945-7 he trained an unbeaten Second
Form team. However, he retained his links with the conventional reality of School by his proven ability as an
outstanding fast bowler and as a knowledgeable umpire. He is a keen supporter of Surrey and he, Mr. Dale and
Mr. Oakley frequently accompanied each other to the Yorkshire v. Surrey match at the Oval until only a few years
ago when he announced: "I have another match in mind" and got married.

Mr. Haynes has had many interests outside the School and has been for years a leading member of the
Overseas League. He has also played a vital part in gaining a proper place for the study of British constitution
in the Higher School certificate and Advanced Level of the General Certificate of Education. The second edition
of his book Essentials of British Constitution is shortly due to be published.

He will have been particularly pleased to see one of his former pupils, Nigel Stapleton, coming out top of the
First Class in the Economics Tripos Part II at Cambridge this year.

For all who know him well or less well, Mr. Haynes has won a place in their affections for being, as one of
his colleagues recently put it, "extremely kind, urbane, witty and above all sincere". We wish him a long, happy
and active retirement. October 1968

We regret to record the death of Charles E. Haynes on 28th October 1976.
'Charlie', as he was affectionately known, and Room 26 became the Sixth Form that many scholars remember

before leaving the School to go on to their chosen occupation, interrupted shortly after by two years' National
Service. Each year a form photograph was taken and added to the wall at the back of the room.

The measure of 'Charlie' Haynes's contribution to C.L.S. was that in his twenty-seven years at the School he
not only steered the Economics Sixth through the successive demands of the war effort, post-war reconstruction,
'never-had-it-so-good', stop-go-stop, white hot technological revolution, and what looked ominously like
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permanently temporary stop, but that his presence in the School was an essentially good natured and friendly
reminder that even those who might wish economics had never been invented simply could not ignore it. His quiet
manner was never a disadvantage, for his good nature was always sufficient in itself to ensure the enthusiasm of
the class. This characteristic was also in frequent evidence at Grove Park where his devoted support of Abbott,
of which he was Housemaster with Mr. J.E.B. Marsh for many years, was appreciated by all members of the house.

He also knew how to demonstrate that economics was far from being simply a stuffy, academic discipline.
The visits abroad on which he had always taken boys became a legend in the post-war years as news spread that
Economics Sixth really did have an infallible system at the casino with which it was possible to forget the trials of
currency restrictions. And his chairmanship of the Economics Society marked a period of intense extra cunicidar
activity at the School as he led his countless visits to well-known industrial and commercial undertakings for the
members to sample the achievements of economic practice.

'Charlie' was a soccer enthusiast in an essentially rugby playing school. At Marlborough during the war he
organised the game for the whole lower School and in 1945-7 he trained an unbeaten Second Form team.
However, he retained his links with the conventional reality of School by his proven ability as an outstanding fast
bowler and as a knowledgeable umpire. He was a keen supporter of Surrey and he, Mr. Dale and Mr. Oakley
frequently accompanied each other to the Yorkshire v. Surrey matches at the Oval.

'Charlie' had many interests outside the School and had been for years a leading member of the Overseas
League. He also played a vital part in gaining a proper place for the study of British Constitution in the Higher
School Certificate and Advanced Level of the General Certificate of Education. His book Essentials of British
Constitution has been read by many pupils and others.

The Club offers its sympathy to his wife and his young son in their loss. January 1977

Wilfred Hamilton Hedge

Wilfred Hedge, although not a member of staff, was a frequent visitor to Marlborough during the war years.

The Annual Dedication Service of St. Barnabas Church, Mitcham, was on Sunday evening, 14th November, and
a memorial in the form of a vestments press was dedicated by the Rev. Prebendary D. M. Lynch, C.B.E.,
Immediate Past President of the J.C.C., in memory of the late Wilfred Hamilton Hedge (C.L.S. 1918-21). Several
Club members were present at the service and the first lesson was read by I. P. Cameron Black. The preacher was
the Archdeacon of Wandsworth. The inscription on the memorial reads:

IN MEMORY OF
WILFRED HAMILTON HEDGE

JUSTICE OF THE PEACE, READER
SCOUT DISTRICT COMMISSIONER

INSPIRED BY THE CITY OF LONDON SCHOOL
MISSION HE SERVED GOD IN THIS PARISH 1921-1976 January 1977

William Houghton

Appreciation by L. W. Blandford:
At the end of December last William retired after completing 38 years on the School Staff. Having joined the
School in the same year, he left us in the same month as H.C. Oakley. An important part of his life, those 38
years were important also in the life of the School, years which saw great developments, not least in the building
itself, or should one say buildings. William Houghton joined the School in January 1919 when the First World War
had just ended. He recalls that when he was on the point of returning to France after leave the announcement
was made that men with jobs did not need to go back. He was able to produce a letter from Mr. A.J. Austin
assuring him of an appointment as Assistant Porter at the School and so ended his military service, though for the
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first few weeks he carried out the duties of Second Porter in khaki. He had an invaluable training under Mr.
Secretary Austin and under the benign John Tollett, known to many generations of Old Citizens as Head Porter,
and a distinguished City Toastmaster who officiated at John Carpenter Club functions. Under John, William was
trained in the same tradition, and he proved a most apt pupil. With his good looks, distinguished and kindly
bearing, he officiated with dignity and efficiency at all School functions and always impressed visitors to the School
with his friendly welcome. Invariably courteous and dignified himself, he always hoped for a high standard in
others, and he did not take kindly to the casual approach to manners and dress which distinguishes the 1950s.

At the presentation ceremony at the Club dinner at the Mansion House
last February he recalled that he had served under three headmasters.
During those headmasterships he has seen some thousands of boys pass
through the School and knew many fathers of present scholars when they
themselves first came to the School as small boys. It would be impossible
in the space available to name all the outstanding boys who came in contact
with and were helped by William during those years. The Captain of the
School for two years in his early days was F.G. Lawrence who has recently
distinguished himself as a defending council and who may well emulate Mr.
Justice Glyn-Jones.

When William took up residence in the School on his appointment as
Head Porter at Easter 1925 the building in his care was as originally built.
He saw the opening of the first extension in 1927 which provided four new
classrooms and improved science accommodation; in 1937 the new block
containing Sixth form classrooms, biology laboratory, art room and
swimming bath; and in 1956 the Tudor Street Annexe for the Junior School.
These very considerable additions to the School added greatly to his

responsibility for its security and cleanliness. He must have covered many hundreds of miles in the exercise of his
duties over the years. At the time of his retirement the Science Department is in the throes of rebuilding, and
in fact the lower two rooms of the Head Porter's flat have been filched to help provide additional room for the
scientists. He may well have thought that this was a good time to call it a day. It must be said that when the
transformation is completed his successor, Sidney, will have very adequate and well-appointed accommodation, but
the interim is somewhat painful. William knows well the strain of covering the numerous corridors and many
flights of stairs, without the benefit of a lift, and the total area when the present alterations are completed may
well stagger the older members of the Staff, though doubtless the boys will take things in their stride. To be 'round
the building' may well involve an absence of a couple of hours for any of the staff who are responsible for making
the grand tour. A desirable objective for our younger scientists would be the discovery of some cheap form of
human transportation, adequate for our peculiar needs.

William's whole life at the School has been devoted to the School in London, though he did visit us
sometimes in our Marlborough retreat. He stayed in London to protect the building and our interests, not least
against the attacks of some of the tougher elements of A.R.P. personnel, who used a large part of the School as
headquarters. Let it be said here that they had to be tough to cope with the onerous and highly dangerous duties
of heavy rescue work and the like. Those years meant periods of great strain for William and his family. Mrs.
Houghton and their younger son Geoffrey were with him all the time, and his two older sons when they were not
away on active service. Although the School never got a direct hit there were many near hits, 500 pounders in the
playground and John Carpenter Street, and there was more than one occasion when the Houghtons were occupied
in dealing with fire-bombs on the roof of their own flat. Our welcome, though as it proved slightly premature,
return to London in 1944 involved a sustained attack on the considerable dirt which had accumulated in parts of
the building, and it was largely due to the efforts of William and his staff that we were able to return to a
reasonable degree of comfort.

When William became Head Porter he had a son of four and two others were born at the School. They were
all brought up there, and their fine stature suggests that there may be some good in the now so unpopular City
smoke. They have all taken the greatest interest in the School and have served it in many ways, of which the
School in general may know little. Mrs. Houghton has always been a great source of strength to her husband and
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she played a considerable part in the School activities. Until a deterioration in her health in recent years made
the journey from and to the top of the building very difficult for her she invariably waited on the Lady Mayoress
and other distinguished lady visitors, and she also took a large part in our domestic arrangements.

Mr. and Mrs. Houghton have retired to a bungalow in rural Essex. While appreciating the joys of country
life 'on the level' we hope they will not cut themselves off completely from the City. They will not easily forget
the School which was their home for 33 years and for which they did so much, and it is unnecessary to say that
we shall always be delighted to see them and their sons and families at any time. Mention has been made of the
J.C.C. Dinner at the Mansion House in February when William acted as Toastmaster and when our President
handed him a set of silver candelabra in token of the affection and appreciation of all members of the Club. It
is confidently hoped that on that occasion and on Ladies' Night we shall see William acting in his usual capacity
for many years to come. May 1958

Dr. Lance MJ. Kramer, MA., Ph.D.

Dr. L.M.J. Kramer gave one of the four science lessons in the experimental series of television lessons for schools
in 1952.

It is with regret that we have to report the death of Dr. Lance Kramer on
2nd January 1997, aged 90, following a fall. A full obituary will appear in
the next edition of the Gazette but Maurice Hanssen has sent the following
tribute:

"He had been very active until relatively recently and indeed has almost
completed a book with which I was giving some helpful collaboration on the
philosophical and scientific common bases for orthodox and complementary
medical systems. Lance taught me not only Biology but how to write
scientific material with a good literary style. I worked with him as pupil on
several presentations he made to other teachers, one of which led to a
booklet on The Child's Microbial Inheritance which was well received. He
was very active in the C.C.F. and in charge of the Signals Section.

"There was a cremation in Exeter and it is expected that in Spring his
ashes will he scattered in the grounds of Eton College when it is hoped
friends and colleagues will be able to pay their respects." January 1997

Dr. Kramer was appointed to the staff of the School in September 1938 to
take the place of Mr. W.J.R. Decks who died in July 1937. He was educated at Dean Clare School, Cheltenham,
Clare College Cambridge and Imperial College, London and after taking his degrees carried out biological research
at Rothamsted. Afterwards he taught for six years at Gresham School, Holt.

As Senior Biology Master at C.L.S. Dr. Kramer showed his considerable talent in his own sphere of
microbiology and he possessed a genius for organising his Department, particularly with the complications arising
from the School's evacuation to Marlborough.

He joined the J.T.C in 1941 and reorganised the Signal Section using his skills as the Signal Officer in the
Home Guard from 1940 to 1944. He was so proficient that in 1946 he was commissioned by the War Office to
write a new Signal Training Manual for the whole of the Combined Cadet Force.

On the School's return to London Dr. Kramer taught Zoology and served on several important Committees,
notably that of the Field Studies Council and the Joint Biology Committee of the Science Masters' Association.
He commanded the School C.C.F. Contingent from 1957 to 1959 and held the Territorial Decoration.

Dr. Kramer left C.L.S. in 1959 to take up the appointment of Senior Biology Master at Eton until he retired
in 1966. In later years he continued research at Exeter University into methods of teaching science, an interest
which guided him during his life.

The Club offers its condolences and sympathy to his wife Rosemary.
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Dr. Derek Moore (1939-46) adds:
My persistent memory of him is his meticulous approach to any problem and his insistence on accurate notes,
methodically laid out with suitable sub-headings to form a "permanent record' and correct English was imperative.

I hope some of his scientific discipline remained with me, as I am sure he influenced many an O.C. medic
with his infectious enthusiasm and attention to detail. He will remain clearly in all our memories. May 1997

Dr Kramer died on 27 December 1996. Born on 21st August 1906 in Bath, he was educated at Dean Close School,
Cheltenham, and graduated at Clare College, Cambridge. He gained his Ph.D, London in 1932 (plant pathology).

He came to the City of London School in 1938, and for 21 years was a major contributor to the Biology
Department. In addition to teaching he had several papers published, and co-authored^4 School Course in Biology
(1956). His subsequent papers on Methods of Teaching Biology and Aspects of School Laboratory Management
reflected his professionalism and dedication.

Lance Kramer was involved with the School C.C.F. from 1940 until 1959, for the last three years being in
command, at which time our C.C.F. was one of the largest in the country, having 15 officers and 540 cadets. This
demanded much administrative skill and responsibility for varied training at the school and at camps, and included
shooting at Bisley.

He left the School to take up an appointment as Senior Biology Master at Eton College, where he remained
until 1966. From 1966 to 1971 he was a lecturer in the Education Department of Exeter University, with
responsibilities for biology teaching.

He was a member of OC Liverymen, a Freeman and Liveryman of the Needlemakers Company.
We send our sympathy to his widow, Rosemary, and the family. October 1997

Maurice Lawson

At the end of the Easter term Maurice Lawson, Senior Biology Laboratory Assistant, retired after 40 years service
to the School. He was appointed as a lad of 18 when Mr. Deeks and Mr. Dyball were building together the new
Biology Department, and to the former he was largely indebted for his thorough training. When the Swimming
Bath block was opened in 1937 Maurice moved into the new Preparation Room opposite the Museum which,
together with the present Elementary Biology Laboratory, formed the top floor of the new building. Here (except
for the period at Marlborough, carefully recorded in a series of photos bequeathed to the Common Room)
Maurice reigned in quiet solitude and neat orderliness until the day of his retirement, when he removed his
immaculate white coat for the last time.

In his long period of service he has seen the rapid expansion of the department to its present position and
has helped with the planning of the future department in the new School. He has served several Heads of
Department—though he would probably regard the period with Mr. Dyball and Dr. Kramer as the plateau of his
experience! They worked well as a team and Maurice responded to the complete trust and confidence they placed
in him. He was always a shy man and did not easily mix with his contemporaries, but for those who earned his
liking he always had a welcome and a friendly word. Recently his health has not been too good and the tragic
death of his brother Jack, whom many Old Citizens will remember as the Chemistry Laboratory Assistant, had
considerably upset him. He goes to his home in Windsor, where he has many interests, with the best wishes of
all who have known and worked with him over the years. For some, the Preparation Room will never be quite
the same again without his quiet presence. May 1972

In schools like C.L.S. there are valuable non-teaching members of staff without whom some departments could
not work. Among them are the laboratory technicians. Maurice Lawson served in the Biology Department for
forty years from the nineteen twenties.

Apart from exercising the necessary skills, Maurice was a meticulous store-keeper, always able to find anything
needed in an instant. Very importantly he was entirely trustworthy when practical examinations took place, for
he had to prepare what was needed in advance. He was adept at turning away politely any inquisitive candidates
who tried to 'pump' him.
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In September 1939 he played a key part in the removal of the entire equipment to Marlborough College, as
he also did on our return to a war-shabby school in 1944. In the war he set up a photographic society to give boys
an interesting hobby. The fine set of photographs of life in war-time evacuation which he produced has regrettably
been lost.

As a country dweller Maurice was invaluable as a collector of specimens for class use, and in maintaining live
animals and plants in the laboratory. Sometimes the results were strange. He caught a mole and housed it in a
biscuit tin but soon had to release it for it fed on sixty earthworms a day. As a member of the Home Guard he
acquired a shot-gun and culled pigeons for dissection. One day a German bomber flew very low over the College.
Maurice opened fire from the roof, unfortunately without success. After the war he collected cockroaches from
a (better to be nameless) hotel's kitchens. He sold the surplus to School needs to dealers for 2Vz pence each
perfect specimen, netting £25 a thousand for himself.

After the war he interested himself in the Theatre Royal, Windsor, helping voluntarily in many ways. Later,
in retirement in Dorset, he helped his local church in the village of Uploders in very many ways, much appreciated
locally.

Maurice, as a bachelor, lived for many years with a family named Woods, who were very kind to him and to
whom we offer sincere sympathy. This friendly, loyal and likeable man died of cancer on 1st May, 1991, aged 77.

January 1992

Thomas Charles Lawton, MA. (Cantab), B.A. (Lend.)

We regret to record the death on 24th January 1979 in Vienna, after a long illness, of Thomas Charles Lawton.
He joined the staff at School in September 1929 as Lower Sixth Form Master and Senior German Master, and left
in May 1947 to become one of H.M. Inspectors of Schools. He retired from that position in December 1962 and
took up permanent residence in Vienna, Austria.

The Club offers its sympathy to his wife, Gertrud, and to his son and daughter. May 1979

(Mr. Lawton can be seen in the photograph of the Masters on page 102, second from the right in the front row.)

William Nicholls Le Mansois-Field

We regret to record the death of William Nicholls Le Mansois-Field
peacefully at home on 9th June 1976, aged 81.

In September 1918 Mr. W.N. Field was appointed to the staff. He came
direct from the London Day Training College after taking his degree at
King's College, London. He immediately entered with zest into the life of
the School. Although he was willing to help in any office, such as
Housemaster in Mortimer, he was soon devoting most of his spare time to his
main interests, boxing and chess. To those who did not know Field these
may seem incompatible interests, but they epitomised the man; long periods
of thought and pondering until his ideas were clear, then bursts of violent
energy. He had little patience with a boxer who could not think and scheme,
or with a chess player who was not constantly watching for the chance to
attack.

When the O.T.C., C.C.F. to the present generation, was short of officers,
Field volunteered to help for a while and he was commissioned. The "while'
proved to be twenty years and he was awarded the Territorial Decoration.
For his brother officers it was not one year too long. Even his closest friend
would hardly deny that he presented a most unlikely figure, yet his greatest

triumphs were with the regulars, both officers and men, on courses and in camp. They all succumbed to his charm.

ififv.
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On one course at Chelsea Barracks we were being instructed by a drill sergeant in ceremonial sword drill. Field
stood it for some time and then burst out: "You know, this is a lot of tommy rot; I shall never use this stuff. Why
don't you tell us some of your experiences in the war so that we can hand them on to our boys?" And he did.
Field had only to say of any regular officer in the camp: "How I loathe that pompous army type!" for the rest of
us to begin speculating how long it would be before he was sitting next to him at breakfast and extracting the story
of his life. When we began teasing him, he would reply: "Well, I'm sorry for these chaps; you've no idea what they
have to put up with." On the first morning at one camp a waitress asked him in the broadest Glasgow: "Will ye
hae a finnon haddie?" "I can't understand a word you're saying. Just bring me some breakfast." To the envious
admiration of the mess she brought him a generous helping of every course, and in those more spacious days the
choice was not inconsiderable. At Corps Concerts he showed an unexpected comic talent, which was fully exploited
in the plays at Marlborough.

But the passion of Field's life was France and everything French. Nobody was happier than he when, in the
re-organization of the School in 1929, he was appointed master of Modern VB and set to teach French only, a
novel experience for one who previously had taught all subjects except science. He soon found that conventional
methods did not produce the pure accent he was striving for and he began to evolve his own phonetic system.
Many of his pupils must remember with delight and gratitude the colourful boards that decorated the walls of
Room 20. Each board had a vowel sound in a colour at the top and underneath several French words containing
that vowel with the portion of the word picked out in the same colour. Thus by stating a shade of colour a vowel
sound was indicated. Part of each lesson with 'Nicky' was spent on pronunciation with the room echoing to the
various sounds. He ran for many years holiday courses in France, long before they were so popular or so easily
organised as they are now. He also found time to do various translations. In 1948 the French Government created
him "Chevalier de 1'Ordre des Palmes Academiques', and in 1958 'Officier' of the same order. After his marriage
to Mile. J. Duprey le Mansois he changed his name by deed poll to Le Mansois-Field to perpetuate an ancient
name and to enable his children when they came of age to choose either French or British nationality.

He could not have led such a vigorous life in his own strength. He was a faithful member of the Established
Church and was for many years in charge of the Sunday School at the Mission at St. Barnabas, Mitcham.

He had an impish sense of humour which often brought laughter into heated argument or debate. In 1918
he arrived with a twinkle in his eye and almost hidden behind a huge pipe. When he retired 42 years later in 1960
the twinkle was still there, but with the increasing cost of tobacco the pipe had become minute.

Nicky had been hard hit by the loss of his wife, Jeanne, several years ago. In recent years he had been living
with his daughter Jacqueline and her husband Eric Watson. Jeanne and Jacqueline were very much part of the
C.L.S. community both in Marlborough and afterwards back in London.

The funeral service at St. Mary Magdalen, East Hill, London, S.W.18 was attended by many relatives, friends,
old boys and colleagues from C.L.S.

The Club offers its sympathy to his two sons, Max and Philip, his daughter, and all the family in their loss.
September 1976

Adrian Vale (1938-47) writes:
Schoolmasters attract imitations probably most of any professionals. I recall Amis' lethal impersonation of Dale
at morning assembly in a Marlborough Memorial Hall concert—from Dale's frantic banging along behind the heavy,
booming reprimands to the School (which made you feel guilty even when you weren't), beginning "Some boys .
. .", in Amis's version, "have been seen cycling on the Chapel roof.

Our French teacher, Nicky Field, was another in this imitable category. Many of us must remember the charts
hung round his classroom, each bearing words with a particular French vowel sound. When a boy got it wrong,
Nicky would rap the chart repeatedly until it was hooted correctly. A passer-by might reasonably have imagined
he was near the zoo seal house, but it worked. A lot of us can at least pronounce French reasonably well, and not
like one of those English ladies "sur le Continong' celebrated by Joyce Grenfell.

And it was in one of Nicky's classes that I witnessed an extreme act of moral courage. In the text book we
used (the name of it I forget) each lesson ended with some French verses. On this day they were the Marseillaise.
On this day too, 1940, the German Army was blitzkrieging through France to the gates of Paris.

We reached La Marseillaise. Silence. Nobody was, as usual, called on to read it aloud. Nicky stared at his
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book for a moment, then quietly began to sing it. A galvanized classful of small boys exchanged looks and nudges.
Now Field had no singing voice, but his intensity more than made up for that. (Imagining instead of the old

'Etendards' the modern, hateful swastikas?), and by the time he reached 'Aux armes, citoyens!' the nudges a
whispers had ceased.

I can't honestly say I was then moved, as I am now recalling the episode, but risking those smirks and nudges
. . . he was a very brave man. October 1997

Jack E.B. Marsh, M.A.

J.E.B. Marsh retires this term after forty years at the School, all of it, apart
from wartime interruptions, as Form Master of 3A.

The Rev. CJ. Ellingham has written the following personal note:
The difficulty in writing about J.E.B. Marsh is to give a picture that

shall not seem too good to be true. I'm risking it.
From his family history I don't suppose he was tempted to do anything

but teach when his Cambridge days were over. So after a brief period at
Nottingham High School he came to us, and we soon found how fortunate
we were. He had, as do most schoolmasters who are happy and successful,
the right attitude to work. To some people it is just a means of earning a
living. Win a football pool and they stop. To some it is a means of serving
others. It is so to Marsh, except that as a Christian he would add "and
serving God."

The mistake made by educators for centuries was to suppose that the
best incentive to students is fear. Anthony Trollope, I believe, was flogged
seven times in one day. Those days are past and most teachers hold that,
if the risks can be overcome, the best atmosphere for a classroom is fun and

friendliness. "Learning Greek with Marsh was fun," I was told the other day. And my informant described how
when teaching it Marsh gave a prize for the fastest recitation of the Greek alphabet, and how once the form
stammerer by will-power alone with his "alphabububetagugugamma" beat all the field.

And teaching should not be limited. The set book may be As You Like It, but that is only an episode. An
ex-member of the Science Side told me that Marsh realised that the danger of a scientific education is that you
learn facts but not values. You learn, for instance, how to make an atom bomb but not whether to make one. And
to remedy this deficiency Marsh persuaded most of the form to take a ticket in the local library and give a list at
the end of the term of what they had read. "He taught me to read," the man told me.

It goes without saying that nobody was snubbed or made to look a fool or dismissed as unteachable. And
he did not stop at the classroom. He was a good swimmer and gave valuable coaching to the experts. He was a
competent rugger player and could teach the Colts a lot. No cricketer, he learnt by practice the difficulties of the
game and could umpire a junior match to everybody's satisfaction.

I must add that I have never known him to lose his temper, or speak unkindly, or strive in noisy debate to
force his opinion on others. And I could write a lot more.

A lot more could be written, but perhaps the most important thing is that Jack Marsh will be remembered
by generations of boys with the greatest respect and affection. All members of the Club will wish him and his wife
many years of happy retirement. September 1972

A Celebration for Rev. J.E.B. Marsh
CLS Staff 1932-72

Jack Marsh, who retired in 1972 after forty years at the School, is now in his ninetieth year, and generations of
Old Citizens will join him in sending congratulations.
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Jeb, as he is affectionately known, coached the Colts XV, and with Biff organised camps after the death of
Laurie Sachs, but he will be remembered best by those he taught as Form Master of 3A, always in Room 16 apart
from the Marlborough and RAF interruptions. In a tribute at the time of Jeb's retirement it was recalled that
learning Greek with him was fun.

His father was on the staff when Jack Marsh first visited the School in 1911; knowing C.L.S. for eighty-seven
years deserves a special toast.

As this issue goes to Press we have learned with great sadness of Jack's death, quietly at home on St George's
Day, 23 April, 1998. A full appreciation of his life and work will appear in the next issue. May 1998

Rev. J.E.B. Marsh CLS Staff 1932-72
Mr J.E.B. Marsh retired in July 1972 after forty years at the School, all of it, apart from wartime interruptions,
as Form Master of 3A and in Room 16, where he succeeded Delevigne in 1932.

Such a bare statement of fact is bound to suggest to the uninformed reader a very large rut with all the
accompanying ills. This would be far from the truth. If an Old Citizen of, say, the 1930s were to compare notes
with one of more recent date they would certainly agree on a number of common factors— a demand for the best,
a firm code of values, an unswerving loyalty and friendship towards his pupils. These qualities, it is true, remained
unchanged but no one with the professional standards Jack Marsh set himself could ever be in a rut.

After graduating in Classics and English at Emmanuel College, Cambridge, he started his teaching career at
Nottingham High School in 1930. Two years later he joined the staff of C.L.S. (It is interesting to note that his
father, Lewis Marsh, had been on the staff until 1913 and a particularly comfortable armchair in the Common
Room still survives to commemorate the fact.) He was immediately involved in a number of out-of-school
activities. A competent rugger player himself he supervised the Colts rugger for many years. Though he would
certainly agree that cricket is not one of his games he made his contribution there too. But his outstanding service
in the sporting field was to the Swimming Club. During the period he was in charge of the club, from 1946 to
1966, the School produced some outstanding swimmers and was frequently in the final of the Bath Club Cup.

Between 1935 and 1939, after the death of Mr. L.G. Sach, he joined with Mr. C.N. Vokins in running the
annual school camp. He spent a couple of years in Marlborough during the wartime evacuation before joining the
Royal Air Force, in which he saw service mainly in the Middle East, where he commanded Air Ministry
Experimental Stations at Haifa and Fayid, and was subsequently on the Staff of Air HQ, Egypt.

He was Housemaster of Abbott from 1948 to 1964, and for several years supervised the extremely finicky
business of organising the School Calendar.

Perhaps the most important thing is that Jack Marsh will be remembered by generations of boys and by his
colleagues in the Common Room with the greatest respect and affection.

This valete was printed in the School Magazine when Jack Marsh retired in 1972. At that year's Lord Mayor's Prize
Day James Boyes included the following tribute:
When a colleague retires from the staff after a great many years of devoted service to the School, even though we
have already said goodbye to him domestically, I like to use this occasion to express publicly our thanks and
appreciation. Such a one is Jack Marsh, who retired in July after 40 years at C.L.S. As a teacher of Classics and
English, and as a Form Master, I think he was one of the best I have ever known; as a person he had a warmth
of humanity and sympathy and an absolute integrity that no one could mistake; and while holding tenaciously to
the standards he believed in, he yet retained a flexibility of mind and a readiness to adapt that would have done
credit to a young schoolmaster at the start of his career. Generations of C.L.S. boys who knew his wise and kindly
guidance have reason to be grateful to him.

Appreciation by Dr. Ben Ward (1932-37):
Jeb joined the C.L.S. in the same year as I did. We met playing rugby for the Colts XV, which he ran with
enthusiasm and friendliness. I remember that as he had committed himself to give to charity any florin coin he
received, we got fun from giving him as many as we could in our travelling expenses. He coached well, and in both
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years I played we beat the 2nd XV handsomely. He also took swimming as second in command to Hector Starr.
When Laurie Sach died, Jeb and Biff took on the running of the camp at Bedgebury Park, Goudhurst. I

cannot guess at the numbers of boys who accepted the invitations; all my friends came and those who had not been
friends were by the end of the fortnight. We lived hi a row of bell tents in a grove of monkey puzzle trees on the
edge of the playing fields of Bedgebury School, an independent girls' school. Games and lazing about were the
main occupations; there were manhunts with chalk trails, puddocks, tennis, and swimming in an outdoor pool which
ran into the big lake on Forestry Commission land in which some of us fished. Here were beautiful mature trees
along wide rides, as well as a newly planted pinetum, many acres, especially appreciated for manhunts.

On Sunday we went to Matins at the parish church in Kilndown, a bike ride away. Here there was also a
good village pub, discreet visits to which were treated with equivalent discretion. Long hot days, sing-songs and
prayers in the evening were followed by black velvet skies, diamond constellations and the best shooting stars I had
ever seen. It rained sometimes, of course. I recall crawling from my tent after a foul night to see Nicky Field on
an improvised prayer-mat greeting a faint sun just breaking through the clouds.

I have revisited Bedgebury Forest. It is commercialised, you pay to enter and the conifers are old, tall, dark
and dank but the pub is still good, serving an excellent brew of local cider. Six old campers attended the Memorial
Service for Jeb at St Mary's Church, West Kington on 12th July.

After the war Jeb (now Jack) came back to the school and the OCs. He attended JCC dinners (you might
remember him imperiously dismissing the proffered microphone before saying Grace in the old school hall). He
came to Rugby Club suppers and helped me by refereeing matches at Sunbury. After his retirement he kept in
touch with a host of OCs and he, with Ruth and Robert, welcomed to their home and generously entertained many
visitors, expected or not.

Appreciation by Adrian Vale (1938-47):
It was a freezing winter morning hi Marlborough, and I and another boy were hunting round to find one of the
required, statutory "minor activities' we all had to do to keep us out of mischief and, to be fair, ensure we got some
exercise.

We decided upon Fives, and were soon warming ourselves up with some vigorous swipes at the ricocheting
ball, but with no rugger shirt or shorts to hand, dressed only hi trousers and vests.

We must have played as vocally as fiercely because we became aware that someone else had been drawn to
the court. It was Jeb Marsh, studying us from under that aloofly peaked cap. Obviously, he was less impressed
by our fives skill than concerned about our incorrect dress, because in a lull hi the game we heard one word ring
out round the court, shudderingly, in that superb, lordly accent that was his trademark—"Insanitorah!"

Well, I suppose he was right and we were improperly dressed. I've never since dared play the gentlest game
of tennis (or croquet either, come to think of it) in my ordinary, everyday clothes.

Appreciation by Anthony Moore (1961-71):
I was in 3A hi 1965-66, and of course 'Boggy' Marsh was my form-master. Teaching was always fun to him, and
he conveyed the enthusiasm to us all. In Lathi, he would exclaim hi amazement how the text book author
(Colebourn's Latin Sentence and Idiom) had wasted space on a whole chapter that was so "eaaaaasy". I was fooled,
and actually scraped through learning enough to survive Classics at Cambridge. Of course, he started me off hi
Greek, and an amusing memory is the text books that we used. Jack had had these books for years, one for syntax
and prose (red) and the other for unseens (grey), and had them rebound with the words Red Book and Grey Book
embossed in gold on the spine. Who cares about the books' titles when you know what colour they are? He was
a superb example of teaching at its best.

Wise voice of the villages
by Nicholas Bradbury, writing hi Bristol Diocesan News

During his distinguished career as a classics master at the City of London School, ordination was regularly
suggested to Jack Marsh. He was not to be budged, but hi retirement he was willing. When he was ordained by
his Cambridge friend Oliver Tomkins hi 1973 someone quipped: "He may give ten years". In fact he gave 21 years
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of solid gold ministry to his six villages.
He lived first in Yatton Keynell, where the barn he converted—"the house that Jack built"—is now the rectory.

Then, until his death on St George's Day, some weeks before his 90th birthday, he lived at Biddestone. For many
years he was pastor to West Kington, and it is these three villages that owe him most; witness the exceptional
quality of the church in them.

Born in 1908 and educated at St Paul's School and Emmanuel College, Cambridge, Jack devoted himself to
teaching, and to his own lifelong learning. Even when he was commanding a radar station in the Middle East
during the Second World War, his Virgil was with him.

He was both erudite and down-to-earth, richly cultivated in mind, witty, yet simple in personality. Jack was
very strong and attractive, both in himself and in his presence—a man of unshakeable integrity—dignity personified,
positive, encouraging, staunch, devoted to his family.

He relished village life—inevitably, for he relished life itself. "Not only blessed in himself, but the cause that
blessing is in others." Deo gratias.

Memorial Chair

You will have seen in the last Gazette, perhaps with surprise, that Jack's father taught at C.L.S. from 1903 to 1913.
In the Common Room there is a chair, used by the Chairman of the Common Room, presented in memory of
Jack's father. We thought it would be fitting to give another chair in memory of Jack Edmund Bruce Marsh.
Contributions should be sent and payable to: B.W. Landers, 7 King's Court, Kelsey Park Avenue, Beckenham BR3
6TT.

Any excess would be given to a charity chosen by Ruth and Robert. October 1998

Professor Patrick Wayman (1937-45) and his brother Michael (1937-44) were two of the members of Classical IIIA
during 1940-41, the time immediately before Jack Marsh went as a serving officer to the RAF. Patrick has sent
the following appreciation from his hospital bed in Dublin:

It was a feature of the old structure of the Classical, Modem and Science sides at C.L.S. that a form-master
would be, in the large, associated with his own Form and would not teach more widely. This was so with 'Jeb' of
whom we had no knowledge from Old IIA prior to September 1940.

It was obvious that the segregation implied by the 'A' and 'B' Forms was going to demand higher standards
of the embryonic CIIIA, going on to CVA and even to the Classical Sixth. However there were few recruits who
went as far as did our star pupils, Lightman, Easton and Rice. My own interests turned to Mathematics and
Physics in the Mathematical Sixth, where two years prepared me for some hard work at Cambridge in 1945-48,
followed by a career in Astronomy and Physics. It was a golden age for Astronomy at that time and I have no
regrets concerning decisions made then, disregarding in some ways strong advice to take a different course.

J.E.B. Marsh kept a broad interest and a Christian outlook to all at School in our experience and his
insistence on excellence was a firm base on which to place our future decisions. January 1999

Ben Ward (1930-37) writes:
Could you find space for a bit more about Marsh. We should record his passionate support for women priests;
two officiated at his funeral service. Can we scootch the belief that Jack would have agreed with Ellingham's cheap
crack: "Scientists know how to make an atomic bomb but not whether to make one." Ruth [Marsh] confirms that
this was far from Jack's and she reminded me of Jack's friendship from schooldays at St. Paul's with Wilfred Mann,
a distinguished nuclear scientist and a major contributor to the Manhatten project. They would both have reached
their ninetieth birthday last year. September 1999

Frederick Rainsford Hannay McLellan

Many Old Citizens will learn with regret of the death on 6th May of Mr. F.R.H. McLellan who taught at the
School during the Marlborough period. A distinguished classical scholar, he devoted himself to the teaching of
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German and French. He was a kindly man who maintained the keenest interest in his pupils. He was a frequent
and welcome visitor to the School on its return to the Embankment and endeared himself to the staff and
boys. August 1954

H.H. Mittell, M.A.

The School learned with profound regret of Mr. H.H. Mittell's decision to retire early. He had been away during
the Summer Term and all had hoped the rest would enable him to come back in September fit and well to carry
on till Christmas, when he was due to retire. This was not to be, and on doctor's advice Mr. Mittell resigned after
39 years' service to the School.

A Common Room colleague writes:
Thirty-one years ago, Dr. Chilton preceded me up the middle staircase and introduced me to my form, the New
Grammar. As I stood nervously gazing on its rows -of uninviting faces, he said "And if you want any help, ask Mr.
Mittell". Standing in the doorway was the trim be-gowned figure of the man with whom I was destined to pass
a third of a century of happy comradeship, coloured by esteem and deep affection.

Mr. Mittell represents the best in teaching, the quiet, thorough effort, the infinite patience, the flashes of
humour. He has helped enormously to form that tradition in the School which makes others of us glad we were
nowhere else.

He served on every committee for games or finance, and on any other body requiring clear and balanced
thinking. For years he was Secretary of the Common Room and his minutes were models of succinct precis of his
colleagues meanderings.

His years as Captain Mittell conjure up O.T.C. camps, field days and hard parade ground stuff when, as
musketry officer, he helped many a lame dog over the Cert. 'A' stile. This bald statement represents years of
excellent fun at Mytchett, Tidworth, Rushmore and elsewhere.

It would be well nigh impossible to appraise his help to the School during our sojourn at Marlborough. His
commonsense and moderation in counsel, his fatherly care for the boys and his unfailing good temper helped us
all. Those five years of testing found no flaw in his character. The 'help' that Dr. Chilton invited me to find in
him was always freely given to all who stood in need. We all hold him in grateful and affectionate memory and
hope that all will soon be well with him again. December 1949

Excerpt from the account of a meeting of the 1927 Group held on 18th November 1954 at 'Ye Old Cock
Tavern' Fleet Street

This year's guest of honour was Mr. H.H. Mittell who, in a charming and nostalgic speech, took his company back,
not only to their own days at the School, but earlier when masters wore top hats and beards. He spoke of his old
colleagues, Mr. Laffitte, Mr. Penn and Mr. Gardiner, and of the advantages of Mr. Dale's organization of
mathematics classes, evoking feelings of envy amongst those weaker mathematicians present who, in the '20s had
had to 'go down' several forms for 'maths only'. Memories of days in Room 19 came crowding back as 'Mit' talked
and if he enjoyed his recollections as much as his listeners appreciated his company then truly this was a most
happy occasion. December 1954

(Mr. Mittell can be seen in the photograph of the Masters on page 102, fifth from the left in the front row.)

John Tanner Neve

We regret to record the death of John Tanner Neve suddenly at home at Honeysuckle Cottage, Woodcutts, near
Salisbury on 7th July 1976, aged 73.

Mr. Neve was Director of Physical Training at the time of the School's centenary in 1937. He joined the staff
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following the retirement in 1932 of Mr. W.T. Powell and the tragically sudden death in 1933 of Mr. G.F. Baker,
who had been the School's Gymnasium instructors for many years.

It was in 1933 that the School, in common with many other schools, changed from Gymnasium instruction
to Physical Training.

Mr. Neve was away on service from the beginning of the war in 1939 but was back with the School in May
1944 when it returned from Marlborough to the Embankment. He retired soon after the war.

The Club offers its sympathy to his wife, Moyra. September 1976

(Mr. Neve can be seen in the photograph of the Masters on page 102, seventh from the right in the back row.)

Cyril Gordon Nobbs, MA.

As a boy, Cyril Gordon Nobbs attended Palmer's School, Grays, from 1914
till 1921. From there he went as an Exhibitioner to St. John's College,
Cambridge; he was elected a Scholar and in 1924 in the Mathematical Tripos
was a Wrangler with a star in Schedule B. He took the Teaching Diploma
in 1925. From 1925 tOl 1928 he taught at King Edward's School,
Birmingham, and was first joint secretary of the Midland Branch of the
Mathematical Association. In 1928 he came to C.L.S. as Second Master and
Head of the Mathematics Department. During the early 30s and again in
recent years he was a member of the Council of the Mathematical
Association, and in 1965 was President of the London Branch. He was a
member of the Oxford and Cambridge Schools Examination Board from
1960 tfll 1966. In 1965 he was appointed Chairman of the Mathematics
Committee of the Schools Council. He has written text-books on Calculus
and Co-ordinate Geometry, Trigonometry and Elementary Mathematics.
There will be some who remember him as an officer in the R.A.F. Section
of the Corps. October 1968

Appreciation by D.R. Taunt:
Mr. C.G. Nobbs became Second Master and Head of the Mathematics Department at C.L.S. in 1928. To a new
boy who first met him in 1931 presiding over the bewildering ceremony of allocation to mathematical sets, who
first sat at his feet in the Fifth in 1932, and who finally achieved the felicity of a place in his Mathematical Sixth
in 1933, it would have been hard to believe that this introduction fell within the first of the eight quinquennia
during which Mr. Nobbs was to fulfil his arduous duties. For to us in those distant days Mr. Nobbs already seemed
a fixed star in the firmament: his Olympian authority and dignity, tempered though they were by an endearing
gentleness, must surely have stemmed from long experience as the Headmaster's Chief of Staff and as the presiding
genius of the most exciting of all the varied studies we could pursue! The School without him was inconceivable.
But we were wrong: though we would not have credited it, our salad days were also his own, and we were even
more fortunate than we knew.

We had no means of knowing how much the apparently immutable order in mathematical matters was due
to his new broom, but we soon tumbled to the fact that Mr. Nobbs was a born mathematician and teacher. That
he bore (as in due course did so many of his pupils) the honourable title of Wrangler was no cause for
surprise—was this not the C.L.S. of splendid tradition? But no boy should ever take for granted his good fortune
in experiencing the inspiration of such a teacher as Mr. Nobbs. As far as I can recall, he was not of the avant-
garde of the day, either in the material he taught or the methods he adopted. He gave us the pure essence of
mathematical learning, undiluted by expediency and untarnished by gimmickry. He showed us, by the force of his
example and the authority of his personality, that mathematics is an art, not a craft, and he instilled in us the habits
of clear thinking, lucid exposition and unbounded curiosity which are so much more essential to the would-be
mathematician than the technical facility which is so often taken to be the prime objective of a pre-university
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training. No special equipment or amenities were available to us—we shared the "Balance Room' of happy memory
with the scientists—but none was needed, beyond a blackboard and some chairs around the long table (on which
he would occasionally delight us with a display of virtuosity at ping-pong). No better mathematical apprenticeship
could be imagined, and although none of us would claim to have achieved a career worthy of it, we were and
remain vividly aware of how much we owed him for setting us firmly on the right track. By the time we left the
School it was our own fault if we did not know what mathematics was about. Those of us to whom, in our turn,
it has fallen to teach the young would like to believe that the sphere of his enlightening and stimulating influence
has been widened and will be continued by our own attempts to emulate his outstanding achieven&atober 1968

Appreciation by D~A. Quadling:
We were not taught mathematics by Mr. Nobbs—we learnt mathematics with him. At least, that was how he made
it seem. He must in fact have introduced the calculus to a dozen or more Mathematical Sixths before us, but he
put it across with an air of surprise as if it had been discovered only the week before; and nothing mattered more
than that we should share his pleasure in it.

He has been the least pompous of schoolmasters; a master of the craft of teaching, he never talks about
Education. In the classroom he drew mathematical morals from a series of stories told against himself—of disasters
in navigation, or classroom embarrassments^with far more lasting effect than any amount of authoritarian
injunction would have achieved.

We Citizens in exile were doubly fortunate. The masters were no longer phenomena who emerged from the
8.35 at Blackfriars Station, but an integral part of our communal life. Down at Marlborough we came to realize
how much the running of the School revolved around Mr. Nobbs. On top of his teaching many hours were spent
fitting boys to billets, liaising with the Marlborough staff, devising ingenious exercises for the Air Training Corps,
and helping to create for us a home from home.

And through his devotion to the School we came to know him as a person. I have not forgotten my
adolescent surprise when Mr. Nobbs first asked my opinion on some matter—not to test one's reactions, but
because for him this was a natural relationship between master and boy. Many schoolmasters win the gratitude
and respect of their pupils; but Mr. Nobbs has won our affection. October 1968

Appreciation by T.J. Heard
C.G.N.'s lessons have always progressed with an easy and balanced spontaneity that is ever enjoyable and
stimulating. Whether we were pacing across Blackfriars Bridge, investigating the ancient arithmometre or wrestling
with the circular points of infinity, he has never failed to convey to us his own interest and delight in the subject.
There has been a large scale sense of direction in his teaching which convinced us that what we have been doing
is important enough to be taken seriously, and which has given impetus to tide us over the duller patches. Even
those who are least mathematically minded are involved immediately when the problem concerns gradients on the
railway line from Charing Cross to Sevenoaks via Grove Park. His blackboard technique has been exemplary:
"Force = Mass X Acceleration' in large bold writing on a clean board is not easily forgotten.

His text books deserve special mention. In a subject where abstractedness and use of the passive voice are
often thought to be virtues (perhaps they are in the higher realms, but not at school) it is refreshing to find a writer
who is not afraid of showing that he is personally involved. As a boy said to me recently, you can tell that Mr.
Nobbs is keen on boats. He is still full of ideas, and now that he has more leisure I hope we can look forward to
seeing them in print. There must surely be hundreds of us on whom he has already tried some problem or other,
distributed to the class on duplicated sheets, smelling strongly of methylated spirits, which has subsequently been
incorporated in one of his books.

For me the outstanding memory is his projective geometry course, given to scholarship candidates. We started
on a sunny afternoon in Room 23, "axy + bx + cy + d = 0. This is called a general bilinear relation because .
. .' He had as usual judged precisely the right time and topic to introduce us to a new level of mathematical
maturity. C.G.N. has recently said how grateful he is that throughout his long career he has never stopped
enjoying the basic job of teaching in class. We too are grateful. October 1968
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Dinner for Mr. C.G. Nobbs
by J.K. Babbs

On llth May 1968 former members of the Mathematical VI entertained Mr. Nobbs to dinner at the Goring Hotel,
Victoria. Professor P.A. Wayman was in the chair.

In proposing the health of 'our guest' Dr. D.R. Taunt recalled that Mr. Nobbs had been Second Master and
Head of the Mathematics Department at C.L.S. for nearly forty years. It was noteworthy that, if one added the
length of his reiga with that of his two predecessors (Cuthbertson and Hill), three men had held the post between
them for a period of 112 years.

The sixty former members of the Mathematical VI present, together with another thirty who, although absent,
were present in spirit, were now trying to show their appreciation for all that they had learned from Mr. Nobbs,
not only the subject matter that he taught but something more valuable—the ability to think and reason for
themselves as mathematicians. He had been responsible for implanting in them so much that had served them
well in the many directions that their careers had taken them.

Accordingly, Dr. Taunt concluded, we had been moved to invite him and to make a presentation to him with
the wish that he might have a long, happy and healthy retirement.

In reply, Mr. Nobbs said that he felt privileged that his former pupils should honour him in such an enjoyable
manner and also consider making such a generous presentation. Mrs. Nobbs and he had decided to buy a three-
piece suite in which they would have more time to relax.

He said that his time at the School had seen many changes. Room 23 was a palace compared to the Balance
Room (and the room that had preceded this was best forgotten!). However, throughout his time he had been
surrounded by a loyal and genial Common Room. He had been very fortunate in his colleagues in the
Mathematical Department. He was particularly grateful for the help of Mr. R.E. Green (who was present) and
was pleased that it was he who was to succeed him in charge of the Department. His Second Master's duties were
now to be discharged by Mr. Moore (Senior Classics Master). He was amused by this reversal of the specialties
of the Headmaster and Second Master which had required an amendment to the Act of Parliament establishing
the School. His work in the scholarship field had been taken over by a former pupil, T.J. Heard, who was also
present. So it appeared that three people were required to take over his mantle. Super-Master?—No, he thought
he had only scratched at each task and now they would each be done properly.

He said that the boys, too, had played their part in his life at C.L.S. In illustration, he remembered an
occasion in Room 23 when his chair, mysteriously, collapsed from under him (to this day he did not know whether
by accident or design). The boys had risen as one man and after, and only after, assuring themselves that he was
unhurt, had burst into uncontrolled laughter.

Recently, a Middle School boy had enquired of him as to whether it was true that he would soon be retiring.
On being assured that it was true, the boy had said that he was sorry (Mr. Nobbs muttered that he himself wasn't
sorry). The boy had then continued that it was for the School's sake that he was sorry. Our guest felt that there
was not much wrong in a school where boys offer such thoughts, unsolicited.

Mr. Nobbs reminded us that when he had arrived he was only 25 and therefore it was not surprising that a
boy, on being told to report to him, had said "Are you Nobbs?", imagining the person he was addressing to be a
mere Sixth Former.

Concerning the last forty years he had two particular regrets—both concerning losses of documents. One was
that he had once told his pupils that an answer to a mathematical problem should be written in perfect prose. The
next day a boy had submitted an answer in perfect verse. He had regretted ever since that he had not kept this
beautiful effort.

The other was a drawing showing Pascal's Lines—a masterpiece of draughtsmanship by Jim Ford which he
had shown to a generation of pupils until Projective Geometry had disappeared from syllabus (shame!) and now
the drawing was lost. Maybe the pending turn-out of his papers would bring it to light again.

Finally, Mr. Nobbs let us into the secret that had probably made the last forty years possible. He was very
grateful that from the beginning to the end he had always looked forward to and enjoyed entering the classroom
and facing the challenge therein. The commuting and the administration had wearied him at times but the joy of
giving boys an interest in mathematics had always been there and for this he had been forever thankful.
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Our guest sat down to a standing ovation from the assembled company.
The evening concluded with a vote of thanks to J. Ford and the several others who had been responsible for

arranging this memorable tribute to our 'mathematical father'. October 1968

To our very great grief, Mr. C.G. Nobbs died suddenly in the School dining hall on 31st October. He had just
made one of the happiest speeches at the John Carpenter Club Dinner, at which he was principal guest of honour,
when he suddenly collapsed and never regained consciousness.

When in 1928 he came to C.L.S. as Second Master and Head of the Mathematics Department at the age of
25 he must for some time have been very anxious and lonely. He succeeded to F.W. Hill, who had a brilliant brain
but was an austere and aloof person with a mordant wit. At first it was much easier to respect than to like him.
In fact it would not be entirely untrue to say that the staff consisted of Dr. Chilton and Mr. Hill in the Wardroom
and the rest of us on the lower deck. So when this formidable personage was succeeded by a young man, younger
than any of us if I remember right, at first we were not sure how he would try to fill his post, and so followed the
advice of Mr. Asquith to "Wait and See". I know I did. I wish I had not.

But from the first he was happy in the classroom. He had a delightful sense of humour. The very first words
he spoke to a form are said to have been "The name's Nobbs, no K." And there is a story of the Marlborough
days. The form he had to take could see him coming through the window coming across the Court; and when the
look-out for the day cried "Cave, Nobbs!" the harmless but noisy schoolboy idiocies were hushed. But one day he
entered the block by a route invisible from the window, strode to the classroom door, cried "Cave, Nobbs!" and
gave them a few seconds to subside before he entered. What could be fairer?

But of course he had far more than a sense of humour. He could take full advantage of what had always
been an endearing trait of the C.L.S., his cheerful friendliness. For he himself was a friendly soul, if ever one lived.
His teaching ability has been magnificently described by other pens than mine. But I should like to say two things.
His happiest time was with the new form of L.C.C. scholars which Mr. Dale created, teaching the elements of the
subject he loved to young brains enthusiastic as beginners mostly are. And this starred Wrangler sustained to the
end his interest in the alphabet of his trade. A few days before his death he wrote to me as follows: "According
to Rouse Ball's history of mathematics, when Pascal was twelve years old his father told his tutor to start him off
in languages, but not maths for fear of pressing him too hard. So the boy started exploring on his own, and
discovered that the sum of the angles of a triangle is two right-angles by taking a triangular piece of paper and
folding the corners into the in-centre." He then drew me a diagram and added: "Problem: deduce that the angle
sum is two right angles. Rather nice—never seen it before; and now it is too late."

But the staff soon discovered his friendliness, humility and gentleness and he settled down to his life's work.
There was one deviation. He did try once for a Headship, at Brentwood School, if I remember. No doubt he felt
he ought to, but he did not grieve when the Governing Body were fortunately too purblind to take him. He went
on, finding more and more work to do. Those who read the account of his career written such a pitifully short
time ago when he retired will remember the position he attained in the mathematical world. In addition, he was
always being asked to lecture on advanced navigation to the Little Ships Club; and at his funeral we learned of
his devoted service as teacher and administrator to St. John's Church at Orpington, where he was joint session
clerk and for many years was an elder. Knowing his utter lack of pushfulness and self-advertisement we might
be surprised at his reaching a high place in so many different fields. But the recipe is simple; be so able that
people need your help, so friendly that they hopefully ask it, and so unselfish that you willingly give it.

There is much that I remember, after forty years, too intimate for the general eye. But I can tell of the
patience and gentleness with which he measured frightened little children for gas-masks in 1938; or the kindly
wisdom with which, as billeting officer, he solved triangles of which the sides were hostess, guest and parent; or
the tact with which he presented differences in Common Room policy from hardening into divisions. He was never
hasty, nor flustered, nor aggressive, and never bore malice. For with his first-class brain (with star) he had the
rarer gift of wisdom. We shall not look upon his like again.

Many at School were aware that Mr. Nobbs had an interest in boats, but it is really only those who are
members of the Cruising Association who can appreciate the depth of his involvement with boats. He was a
member of the Council of the Association and was chairman of the handbook Committee. With his extensive
knowledge of navigation he collated all the information submitted and contributed much more himself to the
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Handbook of the Cruising Association which was published in 1962. This gives navigation details required by
yachtsmen for harbours in the British Isles and for many in Europe. It is a standard work on open sale. From
a mooring on the River Crouch he sailed to many places and in conjunction with his friend from Cambridge days,
Dr. A.J. Eley, he won the Love Cup of the Cruising Association in 1957 for the log of a voyage to Belle He near
Quiberon in Brittany. The Love Cup was awarded to Dr. Eley the previous year when they sailed together to
Denmark. His death is a sad blow to the Association just as it is to his church and to the Club.

We offer our deepest sympathy to his widow, Gwen, and to his son, David (an Old Marlburian) who is making
his name as a novelist and script-writer for the B.B.C. January 1969

Gordon Nobbs, Pioneer of the Naturalistic Example
An extract from an article by Mr. J.B. Morgan, formerly Head of Mathematics at Harrow School

I had the great pleasure of many meetings and conversations with Gordon Nobbs, beginning immediately after the
war, both in committee and socially. We shared two never-failing sources of interest, mathematics and sailing, but
I always felt he knew much more clearly than I what course he wanted to set. For example, he decided that larger
boats with fixed keels and the life of off-shore cruising were what he wanted. In those days a schoolmaster could
hardly afford a big boat of his own, so he first joined the crew of a yacht as ship's cook. It did not take him long
to learn the essential skills and, having by accident been forced to navigate a priori, he set about mastering this
particular skill with the thoroughness of the real mathematician. No-one who knew him could have been surprised
when, a few years later, he became a regular lecturer in navigation for the winter courses run by the Cruising
Association.

In the last year or so before his retirement he bought a new yacht, an event for which he had saved and
prepared for a long time. It was one of the well-known class boats that had been developed during the '60s, that
brought cruising within the reach of the enthusiastic schoolmaster. He worked tremendously hard to equip and
prove this yacht, but unfortunately he had been landed with a 'rogue' and I believe that the physical effort of
coping with some of the problems contributed towards his collapse and death. Not long before he died he told
me a great deal about the problems with which he was faced, and his advice was not to buy a new boat when I
retired; buy a good, well-sailed boat, he told me, and make sure someone else has done all the hard work!

September 1976

Henry Carey Oakley, MA.

Looking Back
by H.C. Oakley

Traditions at a day-school change quickly. A few years are often enough to alter the whole character of a school.
It is therefore remarkable that when I entered C.L.S. as a boy, just fifty years ago, the influence of Abbott was still
so strong. It was more than seventeen years since he had retired, but he was not forgotten. Many men on the
Staff had served under him. The prizes and scholarships in the Sixth form were awarded under rules he had drawn
up. Though the Modern and Science sides had been formed since his day, the Classical side still held the pride
of place. Above all the tradition of work still lived on. "'They make you work there" I was warned by an Old
Citizen before I went to the School.

The Sixth form when I entered it contained thirty-three boys, all but nine of whom had come up on the
Classical side, though some of these were to specialise in mathematics. Of the six scientists, one was R.W. James,
who afterwards became Chief Physicist to Shackleton's Antarctic Expedition, and a Fellow of the Royal Society.
The curriculum of the Classical Sixth was unusually wide for those days. True, we had no science, but we
continued for our first year to be taught mathematics by F.W. Hill. Emphasis, in the Abbott tradition, was laid
on English. Every year the Sixth were examined in Abbott's 'English Lessons for English People'; Shakespeare
was studied, as it still is, in the Easter term; essays were regularly exacted and returned with the decisive and
sometimes devastating comments of that great teacher, AJ. Spilsbury. We not only kept up our French, but we
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started German, so that after three years in the Sixth we could read Heine and Schiller with fair ease. In classics
we were about a year ahead of boys who enter the Sixth form today. Physical Training was curiously provided for
by a voluntary half-hour in the mid-day break, a privilege of which, I regret to say, we did not always take
advantage.

School ended at 3:15 p.m., but there were extra classes in almost every subject from Greek to shorthand and
bookkeeping. I owe much to the Matriculation extra class in English history taken by R.F. Charles. The elocution
class, held at one o'clock on Wednesdays and attended by many Sixth-formers, was a most valuable part of our
training. Under Pertwee's genial guidance we learned to speak correctly and to make ourselves heard.

On the other hand, much that gives colour and variety to the life of the School today was lacking. There was
no hymn or lesson at morning prayers. Choir and orchestra had not been thought of and, although we had the
Temple choristers in our midst, music was a closed book to many of us. There was no School Play, though scenes
from Shakespeare, without costumes, were performed on Beaufoy day. Rowing had lapsed and boxing and fencing
had not begun. Swimming flourished, but there was no School bath. The only School societies were the Sixth form
and Modern Side Debating Societies and the Modern Side Saturday Club. The Corps had recently been started
and was still voluntary. School work went on without interruptions, for Abbott had laid it down, when consenting
to a Wednesday half-holiday, that no further curtailment of the School timetable should be allowed.

No doubt there were boys in the School who did not take then: work very seriously, but they left from the
Middle School and learned to work in the school of life. A benevolent government or indulgent parents did not
encourage them to stay at School until they were eighteen. Those who stayed on did not need to be told that work
came first. It was part of the spirit of the place.

When I returned as a master in 1919, after eight years' absence, changes had already taken place. The Corps
had become compulsory in the First World War. The School and Higher Certificate Examinations had taken the
place of the special papers set by the Oxford and Cambridge Board for the Fifths and Sixths. As a result, German
had been dropped from the Classical Sixth's curriculum, a retrograde step. Music had made a start with lunch-hour
concerts in the Great Hall, and School sing-songs conducted by Walford Davies. But the great change was the new
spirit that had been infused into out-of-school activities, athletic, literary and dramatic, by the senior boys of 1917-
19, a generation that was outstanding in its devotion to the School and its creative energy. To them was due the
formation of the School Society, which in those days had Senior, Middle and Junior sections and organised
lectures, debates, play-readings, hobby shows and all kinds of activity. Out of this grew the performance of the
first School Play, She Stoops to Conquer in 1919. Those were formative years in the life of the School.

There is no need to recount in detail the progress of the next twenty years—the enlargement of the School
buildings in 1927 and 1937, the brilliant achievements of the Modern side under Mr. Wilkinson, the beginnings
of the teaching of biology under Mr. Weeks, the substitution of rugger for soccer, the winning of the Bath Club
Cup in 1934, the celebration of the centenary in 1937.

Then came the Second World War and the evacuation to Marlborough. For me this is the most treasured
memory of the fifty years. The strenuous life we lived under the shadow of war welded us together as nothing else
could have done. I remember the ups and downs of life in a billet with nine small boys to look after, the Sunday
mornings in Chapel, the forestry camps where one learned to value the sterling qualities of boys who did not shine
in the classroom. The School came back the richer for its sojourn in the wilderness.

The years since our return have been a period of far-reaching and fundamental changes in the School, as in
the wider world. It is too early yet to assess the effect of these changes, but it may be said that in its outlook and
its spirit the School has kept pace with the times.

Perhaps I may close by setting down a few of the convictions that remain with me after my years at the
School.

First, I have found that diligence and persistence—not necessarily brilliance—in work are as good a test of
character as any that can be applied in other fields. The boy who sticks at work that he finds hard and refuses
to surrender before difficulties, who sets himself a standard and is not content till he reaches it, is the boy who
proves his worth in later life. It is my privilege to count many among my friends, and a teacher can ask for no
greater reward.

Secondly, I believe that the worth of a school must be judged by what it makes out of the ordinary boy. The
genius is rare and will get there anyway, but the school that can put an edge on a blade that might easily rust into
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uselessness is doing work of prime importance. Judged by this standard, the C.L.S. in my experience stands very
high indeed.

Next, I believe that the School must hold jealously to her long tradition of broad-mindedness as to the way
in which a boy spends his spare time. The School has such a variety of clubs and societies nowadays that a boy
may reasonably be expected to take part in some of them, but if his real interest is in bird-watching, or digging
up the past, or helping to run his local youth club, it should not count against him. It is one of the inestimable
advantages that we enjoy as a day-school we do not attempt to absorb all a boy's energies, but allow home
influences and individual tastes their rightful place.

Finally, in these days when the material rewards of scientific attainments are so high has a classical or, more
generally, a humanistic education any value? I believe that if our civilization survives the threat which now hangs
over it, men will still ask why they are here and how they are to make the best of life; and the answers that have
been given to these questions by the prophets and thinkers of the past will still be relevant to the future.

December 1957

Appreciation by C.E. Bond:
It is with great regret that we have to record the death on 19th September 1978, suddenly, at St. Albans City
Hospital, of Henry Carey Oakley.

No epitaph can do justice to a man of his quality. Throughout a long life and in many spheres of activity the
pursuit of excellence was his guiding principle. On first acquaintance he gave the impression of a quiet, retiring
personality, with a gracious smile that enlivened his face and hinted at a hidden sense of humour. Further contact
revealed a man of great character, firm principle, determined purpose and forthright opinion. These qualities
made a profound impression, not only upon those colleagues who were privileged to work with him, but upon the
many generations of boys, and pupils at the London Bible College too, whose lives were so often to be shaped for
the future by their contact with him at their most formative period.

. He was the son of a Baptist minister who lived in Balham. The Christian background of home and upbringing
were to be reflected in his own strong and unswerving conviction, never tainted by a narrow-mindedness nor by
intolerance. He exercised his influence always by example, never by the slightest attempt to persuade or
proselytise.

Early in this century he went to Emmanuel School where Dr. Arthur Chflton was headmaster. His parents
became dissatisfied with the regime of Dr. Chilton's successor and decided that Carey should follow Dr. Chilton
to C.L.S. It is said that his mother was greeted at her first interview at C.L.S. with the words: "I have been
expecting you, Mrs. Oakley". Carey entered the Sixth Form in 1907. He wrote of this period: "The influence of
Abbott (who had retired seventeen years earlier) was still remarkably strong. Above all, the tradition of work lived
on. "They make you work there', I was warned by an Old Citizen before I went to the School. The Classical Side
still held pride of place . . . all but nine of the thirty-three boys in the sixth Form had come up on the Classical
Side."

In 1909 he emerged as Senior Classic and became captain of the School, a position he was to hold for two
years, a rare distinction. He went up to Corpus Christie, Oxford, with an open Scholarship in 1911 and retained
his links with the College throughout his career. He took First class Honours, both in Classical Moderations and
hi Greats. The 1914-18 War intervened. Carey joined a Red Cross Ambulance and served with distinction on the
Salonika Front.

In 1919 he was appointed Composition (Senior Classical) Master at C.L.S. and began a career of service to
education, marked by dedication and enthusiasm, which lasted until his retirement in 1957. He was joined in 1924
be the Reverend C.J. EUingham, appointed to succeed Mr. C.G.M. Broom. Together they formed a unique
partnership which became one of great distinction in the history of Classical teaching. Generation upon generation
of scholars emerged to capture top places at Oxford and Cambridge and thereafter to take up influential positions
in the service of the community.

For him no service was too trivial; Christian Union, Old Citizens' Prayer Fellowship, League of Nations
Union, all claimed the best he could give. In the Library, for which he was responsible for his whole career, he
knew the position on the shelves of every book and, what was more impressive, he knew the contents of those
books and readily advised and guided all who sought his help. For many years he organised the Certificate
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Examinations in the summer with the minimum fuss and maximum of efficiency and practical judgement. He was
unsparing of his own time and effort and it was noticeable that he himself always undertook the unenviable task
of invigilating at awkward times and during prolonged sittings.

At Marlborough he shouldered with quiet determination the many extra tasks imposed by the evacuation.
The inevitable deterioration of the international atmosphere and the experience of his own friends and relatives
in Prague had reduced him to the only expression of despair I have ever heard him utter. As we walked together
down the front steps of the School on that fateful morning of 1st September 1939 he turned and said: "We shall
never see this place again." He was proved to be wrong. His contribution to the maintenance of standards, both
academic and social, during and immediately after the war cannot be over-emphasised. To those who returned
after the long interval of war service he was to be the epitome of continuity and stability. He was now Chairman
of the Common Room and exercised his authority with outstanding patience, wisdom and good humour under
conditions which were often far from easy, even contentious. His success as a representative and negotiator
stemmed from his reputation for sincerity and integrity.

Time for Carey meant the period in which he could serve most; he never wasted a minute. An early arrival
at School gave him the opportunity for intensive marking; break and dinner hour were devoted either to coaching,
library supervision or, in earlier days, running the Magazine and correcting proofs. He detested interruption of
School work and could be irate about the intrusion of fringe activities. Out of School he devoted himself to
teaching New Testament Greek at the London Bible College, to the affairs of the Baptist Church, both local and
at district level. He served for many years on the General Committee of the O.C.A. and the J.C.C. and was
elected President of the Club in 1952. He was instrumental in reviving the 1917 Society after the lean years of the
war and had the distinction of being the first member to be elected after leaving the School.

His recreation was walking and he held the reputation of having crossed on foot every European mountain
pass. After his move from Balham to St. Albans it was his invariable practice to walk from St. Pancras to the
Embankment and however late he might be leaving the premises he always set off at a brisk pace to catch his train
home. On Sundays, too, he would walk whenever possible to the small Hertfordshire chapels to conduct the
service and to preach; this was his abiding joy to the end of his life and for which he will long be remembered by
a wide circle.

For several years past he had been troubled by failing sight, but in spite of this he continued most of his
activities. He confessed that he now had to commit his sermons to memory because he could no longer read his
notes. For several years his faithful companion and housekeeper, Miss Sage, had been in the habit of reading to
him in the evenings. Latterly he had found difficulty in recognising old friends and pupils, but this had not
deterred him from regular attendance at Old Boys' Day and other Club functions. In May he attended the Past
Presidents' Dinner and as the senior present had proposed the toast of the evening. At the funeral service at St.
Albans on 19th September a great tribute was paid to his memory by Mr. George Crosskey. His final words admit
of no embellishment: "Henry Carey Oakley was a good man". January 1979

Appreciation by L.C. Harden:
One Saturday morning in the spring of 1919, H.C. Oakley, who had recently returned from service in Macedonia
with the R.A.M.C., received a surprise visit from his former headmaster. Dr. Chilton urgently needed a classical
master for the Sixth Form in the autumn and had come to ask H.C.O. to fill this important post. H.C.O., after
his initial surprise at such an unexpected offer, expressed the misgivings he naturally felt through having had no
previous teaching experience. There was obviously a risk in making such an appointment, but Dr. Chilton knew
the man and his brilliant record as a student at School and at Oxford and he was prepared to take the risk. It
proved to be an inspired appointment. Generations of Classical Sixth Formers have profited not only from the
stores of classical knowledge that H.C.O. had at his command, but also from their contact with a man whose life
and character called forth the respect and affection of his pupils.

It was his sheer goodness that made such an impression upon us. It almost seemed as if what the theologians
call 'original sin' had been left out of his composition! As a good evangelical Christian, H.C.O. would have
protested vigorously at such a heretical statement. But the fact remains that he was a man of pure goodness—'inter
vitae sceleresque punas' (Horace's Ode Book 1 No. 22). His patience, his kindness and his gentleness seemed to
be inexhaustible, but gentle as he was he had complete control of his class. I was his pupil for four years and
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during the whole of that period I cannot remember him ever losing his temper. Occasionally there would be a
word of reproof—just a word, nothing more was necessary. He expected the very best of us, and we tried our
hardest not to disappoint him.

Others will be paying tribute to the many-sided contributions that he made to the life and work of the School.
But all who knew him would agree that the greatest contribution was by being what he was. A saint has been
defined as one who makes it easier for others to believe in God. H.C.O. with his Christlike character was certainly
such a saint.

"Thro' such souls
God, stooping, shows sufficient of His light
For us in the dark to rise by." January 1979

Note: Articles about H.C. Oakley and his relationship with C.J. Ellingham appear later in this section.

Arthur Edwin Orton, BA.

The School and Old Citizens suffered a great loss by the death on 14th July
of Mr. A.E. Orton after a severe illness which he had borne with
characteristic fortitude throughout the last four months.

Mr. Orton joined the staff in May 1920 from the Stationers' Company
School, Hornsey. During the 1914-18 war he had served with the Signals
Company, Royal Engineers, and the O.T.C. was quickly to feel his influence.
He started a Signals Section and gave his energy to reviving the activities of
the School shooting, besides commanding successive Seeley platoons and
later B Company. The marked improvement in the standard of shooting,
both in normal training and in competition, was largely due to his sound
training and careful planning. To ensure that good shots were not lost he
eventually founded the O.C. Rifle Club, which achieved its majority some
three years ago. His interest in shooting was not confined to the School.
He was elected to the Committee of the British Imperial Cadet Rifle
Association and in 1938 he commanded the team of Athelings which the
Association sent to Canada.

His years as the Commanding Officer of the Corps were ones of change, both in organization and training,
but he was able to hand over to his successor a sound body which stood the strain of the many demands made on
it during the Second World War. He himself was called up in 1940 and served as Second in Command of the 11th
Devons until he reached the age limit for active service.

His interests were wide. He served on many committees of the Corporation Staff Association and had a
distinguished career as Chairman of that body. He was always active in Common Room matters and many have
turned to him for wise counsel and advice. After the war he moved to Cobham and quickly became active in local
affairs, serving on the parochial council and as chairman of the housing committee of the Esher Urban District
Council. His work on this committee was so well done that he became Vice-Chairman of the Council and, but
for his illness, would have become Chairman. In spite of the many demands on his time he served for many years
as Chairman of the Masters' Representative Assembly and his patient and humorous handling of that sometimes
difficult body ensured that the boys' interests were never forgotten. Methodical and painstaking in all that he did,
he will be remembered for his most useful School Calender and List of Fixtures, always accurate and never late.

In the classroom he insisted on tidiness and accuracy. His insistence upon these essentials left then- mark on
all the boys who passed through his hands; there was nothing slipshod about his own life and his thoroughness
covered all the many aspects of a schoolmaster's duties. He could be interested in everything that interests a boy;
often as he walked down the corridor he would stop to give a foreign stamp to some keen young collector or to
ask another about his particular hobby. His colleagues owe him a debt of gratitude for the sound good guidance
he gave to them over many a tricky problem, for his sardonic wit which so often enlivened them, and for his
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readiness to serve. He had a lively faith that was in every way practical. He was a true servant of the School and
of all who came within his reach. August 1953

Christopher Denstone Penn, MA., F.R.Hist.S.

C.D. Penn died in a Bournemouth nursing home on 21st December 1966 in
his ninetieth year. He was educated at Ellesmere College, where he went
back later as a master. From 1896 to 1903 he taught history at Worksop
College and distinguished himself there in addition as a skilful slow bowler
and agile soccer player. After moving to Gosport Secondary School in 1903
for five years he went in 1908 to the Lycee Michelet in Paris, teaching
English at the Sorbonne and perfecting his French. He always advised boys
to master thoroughly at least one language besides English.

In 1911 he returned to Ellesmere College before finally settling at the
City of London School in 1913, succeeding Mr. R.F. Charles as master in
charge of Modem Old Second, being the Senior History Master and
teaching some French. For many years he was also secretary of the School
Mission in the Parish of St. Barnabas, Mitcham, and housemaster of Abbott.
Soon after the arrival of Mr. Dale in 1929, when the form structure of the
School was re-arranged, C.D. Penn became the master of the newly created
History Sixth. In 1913 he published his book on The Navy under the Early
Stuarts and its Influence on English History as his thesis for the M.A. of
London University. He was also made a Fellow of the Royal Historical
Society for this work, the second edition of which was published by Messrs.
Sachs & Co. Sach was the father of Laurence Sach, a master at the School.

Only recently a publisher asked permission to re-issue the book.
Apart from a short spell with the Artists Rifles late in the First World War, Penn remained at the School until

1946, including the evacuation period to Marlborough College during the Second World War. An accident caused
by a taxi in 1945 affected his health with rheumatism and he retired in 1946 at the age of 69 to Bournemouth,
where he lived for the next twenty years.

Members of the History Sixth especially will recall not only his scholarly treatment of the subject and his
insistence on strict standards of study but also those effervescent explosions at some singular stupidity by one of
his students, his endearing and picturesque mannerisms of speech, that sudden twitch of the head or tapping of
his nose to emphasize a tricky point, and his Norfolk jacket of sundry years of faithful service. A favourite mode
of address to a pupil as 'young man' also applied to himself, for he remained active in mind, conversation and
correspondence, despite failing sight, until almost the end. Here was a real character and a fearless personality
rather rare amongst schoolmasters today.

To his widow and son we extend our deepest sympathy and grateful appreciation for a long life of dedicated
service to scholarship and education. May 1967

George Pike

Whatever may have happened on the Science Side during the last 20 years in the way of expansion, fresh quarters
and new members of staff, there is no doubt that this year a definite link with the early days has been broken.
Mr. F.P. Rudkins, who retired at the end of the Summer Term, has taught many generations of Old Citizens all
they know of Physics and Mathematics. Those who found these subjects hard to grasp must always remain
indebted to him for his novel explanations which made the most abstruse scientific problem seem child's play to
the slowest of non-scientific brains. His name will long remain on the tip of the tongue wherever Old Citizens
foregather, for Grove Park has long since claimed him as its familiar and there he is still to be found, as energetic
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as ever, and long may he remain there to encourage yet further
generations in the rights and wrongs of rugger!

And now Mr. George Pike has left after forty and a half years
devoted service to the School. Mr. Pike was appointed Assistant
Laboratory Steward in March 1913 and thus provides a direct link with
the early days of the teaching of science, for the Science Staff then
consisted of Mr. Vintner, Mr. Adlam and Mr. Scarff. Mr. Scarff started
teaching science at C.L.S. in 1868.

Mr. Pike was a keen member of the St. John Ambulance Brigade
and it was soon found that he was able and sympathetic advisor on all
ailments, both physical and mental. As time went on his skill earned him
the title of 'Doctor' and later generations grew up accepting this as a no
mere courtesy title.

During the Marlborough days he was a busy man who looked after the boys in the Old Music School and
trained members of the School and staff for A.R.P. duties. On the return to London he began to notice the many
stairs from the Common Room to his room on the top corridor and had to take things a little carefully. He left
with the good wishes of all, for by his gentleness and kindliness he won the respect and affection of all those who
came in contact with him. December 1953

Geoffrey Riddle, T.D., MA.

Captain G. Riddle T.D. was promoted to a majority and appointed Second-in-Command [of the J.T.C.] in 1951.

It is with great sadness that we have to report that Geoffrey Riddle
('Jimmy') died on the 8th January at the age of ninety. His health had
been a little frail for the past couple of years, his hearing less acute, and
he had moved from his home at Wye to a nursing home near his son,
Robert, at Walmer.

Mr. Riddle was born in 1901 in Fiume, Austro-Hungary, where his
father was a torpedo engineer. He thus learned a smattering of Serbo-
Croat, an interest which he maintained in later-life when he would
surprise members of the C.L.S. Modern Languages Society with a reading
or recitation at their annual literary 'Satura Lanx1. He was educated at
Bedford Modern School and went up to Trinity College, Cambridge. He
took the mechanical sciences tripos with the intention of becoming an
engineer, but in the event took up a teaching post at King Edward VI
School at Stratford-upon-Avon. In 1931 he joined the mathematics staff

at C.L.S., where he remained for thirty-six years. His teaching was meticulous and thorough. His patience in
helping the backward was legendary but he could be explosive with the wayward. He confessed that it was his love
of amateur dramatics that enabled him 'to put on an act' to convince some misbehaving boy that the wrath of God
was about to descend on him in full measure. He played Othello for the British Empire Shakespeare Society in
Orpington and other classical parts. He learnt his lines walking each morning from Cannon Street Station to the
School. His dramatic talents at C.L.S. will be best remembered by those who remember his appearance as Sir
Perce Prowde, one of the Uncommon Councillors, in Mr. Irwin Carruthers outrageous musical, Beauty and the
Beaks, performed by the masters in 1953.

But 'Jimmy' Riddle's greatest achievement was the re-starting of the Beaufoy Rowing Club in 1934 (why has
the name Beaufoy been dropped latterly? When the Club was founded in 1859, the generous benefactions of
Henry Beaufoy were well remembered, but the addition of the name to the first of all organised sports clubs at
C.L.S. was intended to remind all future generations of the great support of the School by the Beaufoy family).
Together with Mr. R.E. Green, Mr. P.S. Wilkinson and Mr. C.E. Bond he established a totally dedicated rowing
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fraternity at C.L.S., boys, it seemed, who took an interest in no other sport. Jimmy's bicycles, which he rode along
the towpath at Putney, were famous. It was said that each one was cannibalised from its predecessor. The latent
engineer proved his talent! For some years he acted as starter at the Schools' Head of the River Race.

Jimmy joined the C.C.F. in 1937, and during the evacuation to Marlborough he joined his brother officers
from C.L.S. in assisting the local Home Guard in their duties in guarding the local services. When he retired from
the C.C.F. in 1953 he was second-in-command. Although he readily accepted that in his C.C.F. career he took
his duties seriously while using play-acting as a valuable training aid, he indignantly denied that he ever let off a
volley at a herd of cattle when he was on sentry-duty at the Marlborough sewage works.

He aroused deep affection in those in his care. When a boy fell in the Thames, he was accompanied to his
home by Jimmy to ensure that he was alright. And among his papers was a photo, taken of a young man in
uniform in 1943, setting out for the front. It is inscribed "To one of the best masters I ever knew' and signed
Tiny'.

Jimmy was widowed some years ago. We send our sympathy to his daughter, Jane, and son, Robert (C.L.S.
1947-54), and remember their father with respect. May 1992

Arthur Albert Rogers

Ah* Old Citizens will be very sorry to hear the news, which has just reached
us as we go to press, of the sudden and unexpected death on 30th April of
A.A. Rogers, whom most readers will know better as 'Gus'.

Gus had been with the School for thirty-nine years. He was Second
Porter for nine years before succeeding Sidney as Head Porter in 1966, and
was looking forward—he had reached the age of 63—to retirement in just
over a year's time. May 1971

Appreciation by J.H. Wheeler:
It seems hard that one who had so faithfully served the School for forty
years should not live to enjoy a well-earned retirement.

On Friday, 30th April, 'Gus' (as he was known to all) had been up to
Guildhall to arrange details about his retirement. It was a measure of the

regard in which he was held that he was to be a guest at the O.C.'s Rugby Football Club dinner that evening.
Because of this he went home earlier than usual, but collapsed from a coronary and died at University College
Hospital.

Gus came to C.L.S. in April 1934 and his permanent appointment was confirmed in October of that year.
He was bom in Islington in 1907 and had previously worked as a furrier. Before asthma prevented him from
continuing this activity he had been a keen cyclist and in earlier days regularly arrived at School on his sports
machine. He had been a keen member of the Guildhall Cyclists and it was in this club that he met his wife, Kit,
whom he married on Christmas Day, 1927.

Other interests were gardening and camping. He won many awards, especially for roses, and before the
Second World War he and his family regularly camped at weekends on a farm near Chertsey, cycling down there
from London.

In September 1939 Gus and Sidney were evacuated with the School to Marlborough while William, the then
Head Porter, stayed at the Embankment. As many Old Citizens and older masters will recall Gus and Sydney, who
remained firm friends over the years, were perfect foils for each other in the Porters' Lodge and between them
reflected the whole political spectrum.

In Marlborough, Gus founded a football team for those serving the School in various capacities, and
contributed much towards the welfare of the boys and the running of the School under the very difficult conditions
of evacuation. He was cheerful and willing and there earned himself the nickname of 'Buttons'. He also served
in the Home Guard during this period.

In April 1944 Gus returned with the School to London and the old atmosphere of the Porters' Lodge was
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restored. Life had its hazards then in the form of flying bombs descending on London. With the increase in the
range of activities and the establishment of many new clubs and societies it became difficult to know when the
School could be closed in the evening, and to this increase in responsibility was added that of the organization and
supply of new text books. He was appointed Head Porter in 1966 after Sidney's retirement. He was often on duty
at late hours and, until recent years, kept his bicycle at the foot of the service stairs to get himself home in an
emergency. There he was able to relax and, despite his protestations that he did not approve of dogs in the home,
was often found sitting in his chair quietly fondling his dog, Tammy.

There are many boys and masters who rightly regard Gus as their friend. We extend to Mrs. Rogers, her son
Stanley, her daughter Jean and the three grandchildren, our sincere sympathy in their sudden loss.

October 1971

Bernard John Ross, MA.

Bernard Ross retired in July after forty years at C.L.S. To enumerate all the
things he has done during this time or properly to describe the quality of his
work are alike impossible here, so the variety of the former and the special
flavour of the latter will be imperfectly conveyed.

However, let it first be recorded that for periods of over twenty years
in each case he was House Master of Carpenter, was chief officer in the
Naval Section of the C.C.F., and was in charge of School Cricket and Rugby
teams in the under 15 age group. The chores involved in these usually
simultaneous activities would have been enough for most people, but in
addition he was at all times a tireless member of the School Choir (and
often a soloist) bringing to it not only a fine baritone voice but also
experience gained from his work with the Dorian and Renaissance Singers.
He enjoyed playing a variety of games, was involved in contests against the
School in half-a-dozen of them, and, he says, "even ran against the boys".
In particular, down to two or three years ago no staff cricket team would
have been complete without him; if a free style of batting depended
somewhat on fortune, his placing of the field for his leg-breaks indicated a
professional approach to this department of the game at least. He was
known to lament that he was usually called on when the batsmen were well

set, but he often unsettled them nevertheless.
The strange conditions of the war years at Marlborough involved all the masters in unaccustomed activities,

and despite the gloom of those times many found happiness in new scope for their talents and in closer relations
with the boys and each other. For Bernard Ross this meant such varied functions as acting in and producing Mr.
Carruthers' ever-scintillating operas, and organizing laundry and shoe-repair services for the evacuated Citizens.
He found time, too, to run a Home Guard unit and to lecture to troops stationed in Wiltshire on history and
current affairs.

A special word should be said about Mr. Ross as Speaker of the School Parliament for twenty-one years,
during most of which time it was our only essay in democracy. Its scope was limited, though its discussions were
a useful outlet for opinions and grievances. When the requirements of Authority imposed a limit on debate Mr.
Ross would convey this with such skill that what was really an exercise of autocratic power seemed like a consensus
voluntarily arrived at, and the Parliament functioned with success and amazingly little friction.

But Mr. Ross's chief work has of course been done as a teacher and form master. To generations of boys
he has been known as 'Bunny'; the reason is slightly mysterious and is not connected, it appears, with his Christian
name. To none of those he has taught will the recollection of him be weak or colourless. He has provided a
supreme example, not of a cooly perfected technique, but of the exploitation in the classroom of a vivid and
powerful personality. One can imagine how some pedagogical pundits would have been appalled at the outcome.
A basic maxim for teachers, for example, is never to employ sarcasm, mainly because the object of it cannot answer
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back. 'Bunny' would distribute sarcasms to all and sundry, and not infrequently hurl downright insults, but all with
such geniality of manner and understood intent that, far from being resented, his sallies produced amusement in
the victim as well as everybody else. Historical personages were liable to receive similar treatment as his wit played
upon their shortcomings and pretensions. If there had been nothing more, however, than what one of his pupils
called his 'jocular acidity', he would not have won the respect he did from older boys. They recognised in him a
conscientious scholar and appreciated that his incisive style was an indication of his high standards. In discussion
with sixth formers and colleagues alike he used the irreverent but penetrating question in pursuit of the right
answer. Whether teaching history to scholarship candidates or Latin to Old IIB, whose Form Master he was for
so many years, he obviously enjoyed his work and the enjoyment was infectious. It is difficult to believe that he
ever gave a really dull lesson. It is pleasing and appropriate that he held for the past two years the post of Senior
History Master.

What has not always been so apparent as the cheerfulness, the inexhaustible energy and the touch of
flamboyance, but what is equally real, is Bernard Ross's inner quality—a generosity of spirit that has inspired a deep
concern for people and a tenacious hold on sound values. The more closely one has worked with him the more
cause there has been to appreciate his loyalty and unselfishness. Now he is at end of his long and lively innings
for C.L.S., where he has had a bigger influence than he himself might suspect. A great many will remember him
with gratitude and affection. To him and his wife Ness, who has so fully shared his interest in and devotion to the
School, all will wish a long period of happy retirement and much joy in the companionship of their two daughters
and their families. October 1970

'Bunnie' Ross, who retired in 1970 after forty years as a master at the School, died on the 21st May last. He was
form-master of Old IIB, sometime house-master of Carpenter, master-in-charge of junior cricket and rugby teams,
an officer in the Royal Naval section of the C.C.F., and, for his final two years, Senior History Master and in
charge of the department. At his funeral Mr. H. G. Lee-Uff gave the following address:

"I first met Bernard in 1947. As a new member of staff I was feeling not a little in awe of my future
colleagues. Bernard was among the first to detach himself from the crowd and make me feel welcome. Mind you,
his genial approach was not entirely disinterested—he had in mind to persuade me to help him and C.J. Ellingham
in the running of the Sea Cadets. And that was indeed the context in which I first got to know him. 'Playing
Sailors' was what he called it. On the many naval expeditions we shared he was a delightful companion. He was
sometimes amused—or bemused—by the curiosities of naval etiquette, but when it came to sailing service whalers
or cutters he was in his element. He managed boat and crew with gusto, and with a skill that was often superior
to that of the professionals.

"There were of course many other activities in School life to which he brought his infectious enthusiasm. As
speaker in the School Parliament he was responsible for handling the grouses and grievances brought up in that
body and passing them to higher authority—a process calling for great tact and diplomacy. He organised junior
cricket and rugby teams. He sang—he sang a great deal, not only with the school choir, but with outside groups
such as the Dorian Singers. In another incarnation when he was working in Canterbury, as one of our friends
recalled, he played the part of Jack Point in The Yeoman of the Guard. I am sure he was very good—it was just
his sort of part. As was the part of Grace Church in Beauty and the Beaks, one of Peter Carruthers' musical
extravaganzas. He was a natural performer. He was an enthusiastic member of the Staff cricket XI; as batsman
somewhat rustic, but a wily bowler of leg breaks and no mean catcher in the slips.

"Skill, versatility, enthusiasm, a degree even of panache—these were the elements of Bernard's contribution
to what we usually called "out of school' activities. Once in his hearing a colleague referred to them scornfully as
'peripheral' activities. Bernard was much angered by the word 'peripheral'—and rightly so.

"There were those same qualities in his teaching life at whatever level—and it was indeed a broad spectrum.
Bernard was for many years form master of Old IIB. I hope members of that form would forgive me if I described
it as not the most intellectual group of 12-year-olds. As well as History he taught them Latin and English, I think,
and I am absolutely certain that they were more civilised individuals after a year under his supervision. At the
other end of the scale from Old IIB were the specialist historians of the History Sixth. This was his real metier.
In partnership with Jo Hunt he contributed to a remarkable sequence of university awards achieved during that
period. He was first class at his subject, was never dull, was intellectually demanding, abhorred shoddy thinking.
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One of his sixth form pupils once described Bernard's style as one of 'jocular acidity'. Yes, that is not a bad
description.

"Bernard John Ross—Bunnie to many of his pupils—a genial and delightful companion, a gifted performer
in many fields, a stimulating and conscientious teacher, a loyal colleague, above all a very good friend."

September 1990

Frederick P. Rudkins, M.A.

With the passing, in his 78th year, of P.P. Rudkins, Old Citizens generally
and the Rugby Club in particular have lost a true friend. Although an
Old Olavian he identified himself with the Old Citizens and enjoyed the
unusual distinction of being elected as an Hon. Member of the Old
Citizens' Association.

'Rudders', as he was affectionately known, was appointed to teach
Science and Mathematics at the School in 1919, his previous appointment
having been at Emmanuel, and stayed for 34 years, retiring in 1953. His
interest in School games soon led to his becoming Housemaster of Hale
and, together with C.M.G. Broom, later Headmaster of Emmanuel,
infused some much needed enthusiasm into their activities.

The methods he employed were unusual, and one recalls his playing
of Fives without gloves, his bowling of sometimes outrageous leg breaks
at cricket, and the employment of strategically placed buckets of water to

prevent boys he was coaching edging away from the wicket towards leg. Also remembered is Dr. Chilton's
disapproval when the irrepressible 'Rudders' presented to the normally staid School Society a lecture entitled
'Spoof. Assisted by 'Dr.' Pike he hilariously initiated his audience into the mysteries of science.

His first love was, however, rugby football, of which he was a great student although he was reputed never
to have actually played the game himself. In the 1920's he was a first-class referee and took charge of county
games on a number of occasions.

When the game was re-introduced into the School in 1927 he started with two XVs of boys under 14, but will
be best remembered through his famous 'Buccaneers' XV by means of which, to quote the School Magazine "he
introduced to the game a succession of boys who, but for his encouragement and enthusiasm, might never have
played it."

As his responsibility for School games lessened he devoted more and more time to the O.C. Rugby Club and
could be seen, and heard, coaching the junior teams from their touchline every Saturday. Following the
amalgamation of the J.C.C. and O.C.A. he became the first Chairman of the Rugby Club, a position he occupied
for many years. His recruitment of boys from the School enabled the Club to field four, and often five, teams
every week, and upon his retirement the number joining dropped noticeably. He continued to show a great and
active interest in the Club up to the time of his death on 12th July.

Although possibly not the best of teachers, 'Rudders' was a fine Schoolmaster and will be sadly missed by
those who knew him well. His wife, much liked by those of us who knew her, was an invalid for some years and
pre-deceased him. He is survived by his daughter Winifred, to whom we offer our sincerest sympathy.

October 1965

Hector H. Starr, M.Sc., L-es-L.

Appreciation by C.E. Bond:
Early in September, 1925, a sturdy young man, dark, bespectacled, gowned and determined, was seen to emerge
from Dr. Chilton's study. He was holding a pile of papers and files. Sixth Form Intelligence soon had his dossier
complete—"Headmaster's secretary, degreed, economics or something, wizard centre half, been on ships with
wireless, going to help old Cattermole with Geography and do some real swimming."

The young man was within an incredibly short space of time absorbed into the C.L.S. system and within a year

162



THE STAFF

or two he was helping Nicky Field to run Mortimer, was taking Life-Saving classes and bringing new life to School
swimming, still in its peripatetic stage between St. Bride's, St. George's and Great Smith Street. He took every
aspect of his career seriously and not content with helping he set out to acquire for himself, first, academic
qualifications which would permit him to claim recognition for the subjects he taught and secondly, to raise
swimming to the status of a major sport and an all-round activity.

He went on world tours,disappearing for a time to France, returned
with a French degree and a charming wife, added a diploma in French
Phonetics to his degree and an M.Sc. (Economics) for specialist study of the
Geography of France.

Under Mr. Dale he became the Form Master of Classical IHB and was
now Master in Charge of Swimming. He trained the team that won the
Bath Club Cup in 1934 and organised the introduction of swimming as an
activity in the School curriculum when the School bath was opened in 1937.
He was now head of the Geography Department and the opening of an
Economics Sixth gave him his real opportunity to put geography on a solid
academic footing.

In the war years Hector was indefatigable in the Home Guard, in
organising and running forestry and farming camps, in running clubs for the
senior boys in addition to the very heavy load of billeting tasks and
classroom activities.

The return to the Embankment was for everyone a period of
reassessment and resettlement. Hector was able to hand over the swimming

to Jack Marsh in a very flourishing state; he consolidated his academic work and the Economics Sixth began to
get its successes, and he continued not only with his classroom teaching but his real interest in everything French.
He became associated with Tom Manning in running an annual Easter tour to France; all those who have been
privileged to take part can vouch for his sure touch and genial companionship, where the more vernacular use of
French comes in so handy.

For him, I am sure, the forty years of his service have slipped by all too quickly. For those who have shared
the life of the Common Room with him his retirement will mean a real loss. They will miss his friendliness, his
quiet humour, his purposefulness and his activity in so many spheres. They will miss too the quiet efficiency with
which for years he has organised the printing and distribution of the School examination papers—always on time,
rarely even a misprint—on the odd occasion when something has gone wrong, he has always been very kind to the
colleague who has forgotten to submit a manuscript or whose writing is so atrocious that no one could possibly
decipher it accurately—they will miss his masterly interpretation of maps whether in the service of a colleague's
projected car tour to some remote spot or to illustrate some geographical nicety.

To Hector all will wish to express their gratitude for the many-sidedness of his service to the School and to
wish him and his wife and daughter, Christine, who has so recently set sail for Canada, every possible happiness
in the future, long life and many happy memories of C.L.S. October 1965

I shall miss him very much, particularly that chuckle which boys rarely appreciated or even noticed. But I knew
what it heralded—some witticisms, some amusing aspect of a problem that was getting me down or more likely
some rather Gallic observation which revealed the inner liveliness of the man.

One of the things that I shall treasure most is a photograph taken by an anonymous boy who cannot have
realized how exactly his snap caught one of the happy moments on our journeys abroad together. I was laughing,
so it must have been on the way out, Keith Thompson was beaming, but Hector was chuckling all over his face.
I know of no other way of describing this. There was nobody so valuable; he knew all the best excursions to make,
he knew whom to tip and how much and, more difficult still, whom not to tip; he alone had the unaffected grace
to present a bouquet of roses to 'Madame' with just the right words.

Hector had an unerring sense of country and also a comprehensive but so modest realization of how the land
was formed, what its use was and all the thousand and one things which only a widely read man could even
imagine, let alone remember. An example: we were travelling through Belgium, I think, when he casually

163



THE CITY OF LONDON SCHOOL AT MARLBOROUGH

remarked that round the next bend he thought there was an extremely large cement factory which supplied the
needs of the surrounding country. Sure enough some minutes later we saw the enormous gash in the hillside and
the white chimneys, but Hector had never been nearer to this place than three hundred miles away! He had simply
read about it somewhere and could not understand my amazement.

I never ceased to be surprised by his ability with languages. He did not know any Spanish but easily got us
our coffees without using French or English. It was a delight to hear him at Annecy bargaining to reduce even
further the party price for a boat trip after I myself had given up the task as hopeless. I only remember him failing
once, when with the aid of a minute dictionary he tried to inform the staff of our German hotel that his washbasin
was blocked. The phrase came out as "The baker in my room is constipated."

Hector died on 6th November, aged sixty-nine, after a long period of illness accompanied by a gnawing form
of depression. I used to go to see him at intervals but he seemed limp and without that quiet energy which
characterised him. Our heartfelt sympathy goes out to his French wife, Paulette, his helpmate in everything he
did, and to his daughter, Christine, who is married and living in Canada. The large number of past and present
staff with their wives who attended the funeral bore witness to the high regard in which this most modest and
kindly of men was held. His forty years on the staff at C.L.S. from 1925 to 1965, the greater part of the time as
Senior Geography Master, will not soon be forgotten. January 1970

James Finder Stephenson, B.Sc.

James Finder Stephenson has always been known, by masters and boys alike,
as Steve. It is doubtless a sign of the friendly atmosphere so special to the
School. He was educated at Beverley Grammar School and at the Victoria
University of Manchester, from which he graduated with a B.Sc. in physics
in 1926. On completion of a teaching diploma he spent four years at
Bamsley Grammar School before being appointed to the C.L.S. in 1931 as
assistant master to teach science, particularly physics and mathematics. His
application to the Corporation lists his interests as swimming and running
and states that he was an acting member of Barnsley Playgoers. This early
interest no doubt accounts for his ever-ready helping hand, which has been
giving assistance behind the scenes, preparing the sets for the School Play
for many years. Sponsored by UNESCO, he has visited Malaysia and,
sponsored by the British Council, Nigeria, in order to advise on the teaching

of science. His idea of equipping a physics laboratory for £10 (propounded in the late 1940s) caused many
enquiries to be sent to the editor of the School Science Review, Mr. R.H. Dyball, then Senior Science Master at
C.L.S.

Appreciation by J.M.C.:
The bald facts are impressive as they stand—thirty-seven years of service; inventions, gadgets, devices; books,
broadcast talks, films, exhibitions; and most impressive of all the admiration and affection of generations of boys
who learnt through Steve that physics is exciting, that physics is fun. Steve had been teaching physics for eight years
before I was born but was only in mid-career when I first discovered the E.P.L. There was something of the
atmosphere of the magician's den about that Lab.; perhaps it had something to do with the odd assortment of
scientific jumble in the glass-fronted cupboards in the corridor outside. More likely though it was the
unpredictable nature of what was going to happen inside. Steve has taught physics by showing physics in action.
The theory and experiment have been intimately related, and the ideas have been brought home with extraordinary
sharpness by the beautiful experiments he has devised. The ingenuity with which Steve can fashion apparatus from
everyday materials is quite remarkable. We have been taught how to make an electric motor from a cork and
some pins and some wire; or a cloud chamber from a glass flask and the rubber bulb from an old car klaxon. This
inventiveness was recognised by U.N.E.S.C.O. for whom he wrote a book on the teaching of science in war-
devastated countries. And it was the reason why there have always been boys tinkering around working on odd
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pieces of apparatus under his direction into the evenings, or on Saturday mornings, or on Wednesday afternoons.
I remember the displays mounted by his pupils at the annual exhibitions of the Science Masters' Association. The
School's science staff have made noteworthy contributions to that organization, and Steve's contribution in
particular has been outstanding. .He was chairman of the Association in 1949.

For my own generation, and perhaps for Steve, the high spot of scientific activity at C.L.S. was the exhibition
to celebrate the centenary of science teaching. The School was the first in the country to teach science as a regular
subject and in 1948 this activity was allowed to overflow from the top corridor to engulf the whole building in a
disciplined chaos of activity. Under Steve's guidance we in Science IV mounted about half a dozen different
displays. I was myself involved in one on modern physics, and for it Steve had designed a two-foot high van der
Graaf generator; we had radiographs taken with a uranium-rich sand; and, quite remarkable if it be recalled that
the technique was barely a couple of years old, a display of nuclear reactions in photographic emulsions. Steve
has always been aware of the latest developments in science and in its applications; and he showed us how excited
he was by these developments. And so we learnt that physics is an active subject, with direct relevance to the world
around us. Any teacher who has taught physics as long as Steve has had to assimilate a series of profound
discoveries and revolutionary changes in his subject. When Steve first taught at the School there were just two
known elementary particles—now there are some scores of them. The atomic nucleus has been split; the cosmos
populated with quasars and pulsars; the valve has given way to the transistor. The traditional school syllabus has
responded slowly to this sort of change, but Steve has always been ahead of the syllabus. I don't know how it was
done, but we always seemed to cover the stodgy orthodox material without realising it, and that left time for real
physics.

I suppose there is something of the actor in every good school teacher. And Steve's controlled rages were
brilliant performances. His histrionic activities went beyond the class-room and the laboratory and the lighting and
sets of many School Plays owe then- effectiveness to his enthusiasm. An older generation than mine had fond
memories of his performance at the coversaziones held at the School before the war. He also advised in the
scripting of films and broadcast a number of times.

Steve is a marvellous raconteur and the image of him which comes most readily to mind is of the lab with
half a dozen of us eagerly working on some project or other after hours, with Steve in the centre, shirt-sleeves
rolled up. There's a cigarette in his mouth, the smoke running up into his eyes, the ash cascading down. And an
endless stream of anecdotes, gossip, fact, fantasy in his splendid Yorkshire accent holds us in thrall.

January 1969

Random Recollections 1931-1968
by J.P. Stephenson

At the time when I was appointed physics master at the School it was normal for the Chairman of the Schools'
Committee to ask a candidate to select and read a portion of one of the testimonials he had submitted. The
unlucky language master was supposed to translate his portion into the language he was offering. All I could do
was to read mine with a broad Yorkshire accent. I could see that there was a point in this technique and in one
of my first teaching periods decided to try it on the form by asking them to read in turn from the text book. The
first boy read quite well and gave his name as Belahoubec, volunteering the information that he was a Czech; the
next was called McAdam, a third Evans, and a fourth Davis.

"You are rather a mixed lot," I remarked. "Isn't there one of you with a good old English name?"
"Yes sir, please sir," exclaimed one boy. "Marks, sir."
In these early years I taught a little nature study to the Junior School. Marking the homework one day I

came across a very good drawing of a frog. It was quite outstanding for a nine-year-old so I called him up and
enquired if he had done it alone.

"Oh no," he said, "I'm not very good at drawing frogs—Mummy did it for me."
"Oh," I replied, "Then I'd better have your mummy's name for my mark book. What is her name?"
"Dorothy," he replied. As I wrote it in my mark book, "Dorothy, 10," he added. "Hadn't you better have her

telephone number as well?"
Another little boy came to me at the end of the term and asked if he might borrow a Bunsen burner as he

165



THE CITY OF LONDON SCHOOL AT MARLBOROUGH

wanted to do some chemistry in the holidays. I explained that chemistry was dangerous and that Bunsen burners
were expensive. As he didn't go away I said "What made you think that I would lend you a piece of school
apparatus?"

"Ah, sir," he said, "I know the sort of chap you are."
I regret to say that he won the day.
While we were in Marlborough during the war the boys lived in billets with the townspeople. The College

buildings were available to us when they were not needed by the College boys. During these times we engaged
our boys in a series of 'activities' on a scheme worked out by Mr. Wheeler. I had the supervision of woodwork,
metalwork and photography. The photography took place in a building (partially reserved for natural history)
called Mount House. One morning a boy reported to me that there was a large rat in one of the dark rooms.
He took me to the room and showed me where he had last seen it behind a radiator. I picked up a stick and got
the boy to twang the radiator with a ruler. As the rat came out I hit it neatly between the eyes. Picking it up by
the tail I dropped it into a wastepaper basket saying proudly, "That's the way to deal with rats!" A few days later
Mr. Dale handed me a note from the College master in charge of Mount House: Had we seen a jerboa rat about
the place? It was a pet of one of the boys and appeared to have deserted its young. So much for my effort as a
rodent officer.

It was not surprising that our lively boys made the most of the freedom from parental guidance and restraint.
Though we did our best to supervise them, our staffing ratio was only about half that of the College. The Captain
of the School came to me one morning at breakfast (this was after our early morning teaching period). "You'd
better hurry over your breakfast," he said. "We shall have to raid a chap's billet."

'Acting on information received' we persuaded his landlady to let us inspect his bedroom. We were rewarded
by the discovery of a tea chest containing two or three bags of cordite, Verey light pistols, machine gun cartridges,
etc. All these had been 'salvaged' from an ammunition dump in Savernake Forest. There was also a documentary
record of a meeting of half a dozen plotters whose aim was to blow up the College. As some of these Guy Fawkes
had also sent home by rail loot from another source the plot had to be revealed to the police. The leader and one
or two other boys did not return to Marlborough the next term.

That same summer I was teaching in the Science Block and as an aeroplane roared overhead the whole form
slid from their desks onto the floor. I said "What's all this in aid of? Haven't you seen a plane before?"

"Well," they replied, "You didn't notice that it was a Gerry, did you?"
"Oh please don't joke about serious things. Let's get on with the job."
Later we learnt that it was indeed a German plane that had a fractured oil pipe; the pilot landed on the

Downs and was captured. Matters were made a little worse by our P.T. master who was an old Guardsman. He
sent a packet of Players to the police station for the pilot "with the compliments of a Guards Officer." This must
have been in a very unguarded moment for M.I.5 soon had him also in the local lock-up.

The return to London brought all sorts of new problems well documented in the History of the School. But
the experience of evacuation stood us in good stead when it came to coping with doodle bugs and V rockets, and
there was at this time an increase in the sense of responsibility amongst many of the boys. When the School
Certificate examination was being taken in the crypt of the Guildhall a boy came late with a very valid excuse that
he had been helping to dig out casualties at Cannon Street Station. The wit and good humour of the boys had
not been dimmed. I remember a small boy approaching me in the playground one day, saying "Now I'm in a Third
form, sir, may I call you Steve?" I replied that, as my own form addressed me in this way and as even Dr. Barton
had been heard to shout it over the bannisters to me, I could scarcely refuse, but I thought that he should call me
sir on public business. The next period I took him he prefixed his question with "Sir, on public business . . .?"

I suppose I could go on forever with stories like this. One last illustration of a boy's sense of humour
concerns Pfeffer (I can remember his name because of the spelling). As I was teaching in the physics lecture room
one day I heard a crunch and noticed Pfeffer quickly putting away an apple.

"You wouldn't be eating an apple in my class, would you?" I asked.
"Well, as a matter of fact, sir, I am."
"Have you had any breakfast?"
"Only a coffee and a cigarette, sir."
"Would it be a Granny Smith that you are eating?"
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"Yes, sir."
"Do you know that this is my favourite apple?"
"No, sir."
"But you are going to give me half, aren't you?"
"Oh yes, sir," he replied with some relief.
We both finished the apple as the lesson proceeded, and I thought I had neatly avoided a row with the

cleverest boy in the form. But the next day before the lesson he came up to me with one hand deep in his pocket,
saying "Would you like a quarter of my orange, sir?" I replied with a firm No.

When I first decided to apply for a post at the School I consulted the bush telegraph about it. I was told that
the spread of ability in this school was much wider than usual; that the boys put up the maximum resistance to
being taught, but that the headmaster was O.K. And that was more or less as I found it. The clever boys have
always been a delight to teach; it was only in the middle range of ability that the boys put up resistance, and usually
settled down by the time they reached the Fifths. The reason for the resistance would seem to be that the parents
of some boys think we can work miracles with these weaker types and also that the boys seem to find that the
combination of subjects we can offer them is not to their liking. When the new Set system is working properly,
no doubt they can be satisfactorily accommodated, and the School will continue to rise toward the top of the first
academic division.

Lest I do not have another opportunity, may I now thank all those Citizens, past and present, who have by
their kindness, cheerfulness and co-operation made my teaching so rewarding. May 1969

Appreciation by L.MJ. Kramer:
Someone once called C.L.S. "the brightest jewel in the crown of the Corporation of London!" and this obituary
notice is about one shining facet of that jewel. If it were headed 'Mr. James Finder Stephenson, B.Sc.' most of
those who knew that universally loved man would hesitate before realising who it was, and when they knew they
would grieve because he died suddenly at Lewes on 29th March 1977, aged 73. Even an outline of his career shows
that he was a distinguished schoolmaster. Educated at Beverley Grammar School and Manchester University,
where he graduated in 1926 and took an Education Diploma in 1927, he passed on to teach at Barnsley Grammar
School for a few years before coming to C.L.S. in 1931. He retired as Senior Physics Master in 1968.

He interested himself in games, in making sets for the School plays and was for many years a valued Careers
Master. That his work was outstanding was shown when he was considerably honoured by becoming Chairman
of the Association for Science Education in 1949. He served on the Royal Institution's Committee which initiated
lectures for London Sixth Form pupils, and on behalf of the British Council he visited countries in Europe and
the East as adviser on science teaching. These experiences led him to write A Source Book of Science Teaching
for UNESCO to aid war-riven and deprived nations. It sold over a million copies and was translated into ten
languages and a modernised version is still in use. As the years passed he poured out a rich stream of novel
apparatus, pioneer science teaching films, broadcasts, publications and exhibitions which combined to place him
in the forefront of British science teachers, so that it was not surprising that the Ministry of Education often tried
to recruit him as one of Her Majesty's Inspectors of Schools.

This catalogue by no means describes the real Steve nor indicates his influence on boys which should be
viewed in the light of the C.L.S. traditions. Anyone who aspires to teach science at C.L.S. does well to be humble
for he enters a temple of which our country can be wonderfully proud. We have not only taught science
continuously for 130 years, we have a reputation for fostering scientific flair. Among the scores of Old Citizens
who have become Fellows of the Royal Society are men of immortal memory who have influenced human history,
like Sir F. Gowland Hopkins who discovered vitamins, and Sir W.H. Perkin who discovered an aniline dye while
still a boy in the School. We also retain devoted teachers for many years. Henry Durham and Isaac Scarf each
served as science masters for 50 years before 1919 and there had only been 21 science masters by the time the
centenary of science teaching was celebrated. Steve served for 37 years. In addition we have been blessed by men
of interesting backgrounds. Steve's professor at Manchester was Sir Lawrence Bragg who succeeded Lord
Rutherford, and the department had also housed Niels Bohr, Chadwick and Geiger, men without whom nuclear
physics would not be what it is today. Steve's family were wheelwrights and taught him how to use tools, and his
own physics master, Mr. Cottingham, made much apparatus. These experiences bore inimitable fruit when Steve
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began his own career. Like many geniuses he instinctively achieved simplicity combined with unforgettable and
striking effects in the many devices he invented. The sales of his famous Stephenson's Ray Box [shown in the
photograph on page 164] kept its firm of manufacturers from bankruptcy for many years (City men please note!).
You want to see a Foucault pendulum to show the rotation of the earth? Then Steve erects one dangling in the
well of a staircase. You want me to demonstrate atmospheric pressure? Then we use the old five-gallon oil drum
instead of buying small expensive cans sold for the purpose. No wonder he had a coterie of colleagues who used
to search Woolworths for everyday objects to make into apparatus, in the days when those shops sold no article
for more than sixpence (21/2p). Perhaps if his type of simple effective apparatus had become the pattern for
modern science teaching this country might have been saved much expense.

With these sorts of devices physics became, especially for young boys, in the words of one of the pupils
"laughter and achievement". You want to pass 'O' Level physics? Then Steve riffles through piles of dog-eared
notes and pulls out the ones to help you best. Make no mistake, the organization was there, the notes the product
of deep insight into boys' difficulties, the laboratory needs neatly arranged in sets of 16 for two boys per set, and
always ready for use. In these ways he fostered another C.L.S. characteristic which is to cater not only for the
gifted pupil but also to advance a host of others if they are willing to profit from the opportunities available.

Steve was informal, direct, friendly, attracting you to stay on in the E.P.L. or, during the war, to see films in
Marlborough in a room festooned with blankets to deaden echoes, and when there was not much room to occupy
boys' spare time and before television had erupted. Little wonder that a gleam of pleasure came into boys' eyes
when they met him in the corridors for a friendly chat, and many would confide their private worries to him. Why
did the furrows vanish from a boy's forehead while he struggled with a problem in 'A' Level in the Great Hall?
Because Steve had bent over him and whispered "Don't worry, you'll be all right, and big brother is not watching
you". The play-acting, the twinkle in the eye when testing your credulity, the splendid sense of humour, never far
below the surface, were all magnetic. Nevertheless there was no yielding to a boy who tried to take advantage of
his informality, or to any who, boy nature being what it is sometimes, resorted to anything shady. His influence
was lasting. There is one Old Citizen (P.R. Wycherley) who must serve as a sole example here for lack of space
who by Steve's persuasion took instruction in gardening, grew to love plants, and is now a botanist with an
international reputation.

After retirement to Lewes, Steve's active mind took him to classes in painting and archaeology, to supporting
Brighton Football Club, and to watching cricket at Lords, accompanied by Mr. F.R. Dale whom he greatly admired,
and Mr. Charles Haynes who did so much for economics teaching in the School. Green fingers and Steveism made
his garden unusual and admirers came from afar to see the morning glory he had trained to grow over the roof.
Steve admitted that a bachelor who lives alone can be lonely, but it was mitigated by many new friendships he
made locally and by entertaining Old Citizens who dropped in to see him, even if they had not known him well
at School.

So passes a friendly, lovable man endowed with a double touch of genius as teacher and counsellor. Let us
hope we can provide a simple yet striking memorial to perpetuate the way in which he honoured our School.

September 1977

Francis Leslie Taylor, F.G.S.M., L.RA.M., A.R.C.M., A.R.C.O.

Mr. Leslie Taylor, who joined the School staff as teacher of music in 1935 and became the first Director of Music,
has resigned owing to pressure of work at the Guildhall School of Music where he is a professor, lecturer and
examiner. August 1951

We regret to record the death on 10th October 1972 of Francis Leslie Taylor, F.G.S.M., L.R.A.M., A.R.C.M.,
A.R.C.O.

Mr. Taylor joined the staff as the School's first whole time Director of Music in September 1935. He had
had an unfortunate time. He started work as a printer, but during the slump in the twenties he could not find
employment and existed miserably on the dole until he decided to try to earn a living by what had been his hobby,
music. He had a number of qualifications and an unlimited capacity for work. He obtained small temporary posts
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at Harrow and then St. Paul's, and at length became full time music master at the Trinity County School, Wood
Green. Good work here enabled him to apply successfully for the newly created post of Director of Music at
C.L.S.

Here his best claim to our gratitude was the formation of the School choir. He had a nucleus in the trebles
of the Temple choir, and the children of the Chapels Royal, who are educated at C.L.S., and by a judicious
selection of boys with good voices he built up a choir which was invaluable during the evacuation at Marlborough.
Here on Sundays there was compulsory Chapel Service which was understandably not very popular with some of
the boys who were Nonconformists, some who were convinced sceptics, or humanists or atheists, and some whose
home life had not included church-going. But few failed to find pleasure in the music. In the evenings there was
a voluntary service in which the choir were given their heads. And they justified themselves. Marlborough boys
and masters began to attend; and after the last service of all when the choir sang Mendelssohn's 'Hear my prayer'
with a soloist named Moody at any rate comparable to the celebrated Lough, I happened to go to the Porter's
Lodge and heard a Marlborough boy telephoning to his mother "I'm sorry I'm late mother, but I've been listening
to the most wonderful music I have ever heard."

Taylor was never afraid of work, and like Napoleon required very little sleep. And when we returned to
London he found two additional posts, first as deputy organist at the Chapels Royal, and then as Professor at the
Guildhall School of Music. After a time he had to relinquish his School work—he left in July 1951; but he had
laid a foundation on which Dr. Wray could build so admirably. May 1973

Appreciation by Professor John Honey (1949-52):
Thomas Hinde's book (Carpenter's Children) has many good points, but his discussion of School music is
misinformed. John Wray is rightly praised, but the book's references to Wray's predecessor Leslie Taylor should
be corrected. Taylor was appointed in the early 1930s. His academic qualifications were modest, and he had a
gammy arm which, for a keyboard musician, was a disability. But he was in many ways an inspiring director of
music. He had come to C.L.S. through the Chapel Royal, and this was an important priority. The School choir
was also important to him, and for many other boys his sessions on musical appreciation opened up a new world
of serious music—I know for I was one. He took a choir of carol singers round London hospitals each Christmas:
some of the carols he had written himself. He had many idiosyncracies and was not entirely popular with his
colleagues: the professorship at the Guildhall School of Music which he held alongside his C.L.S. post, together
with the fees from his many private pupils, brought him a large income, which he was never shy of referring to;
and at one time he sported a Rolls Royce, a Daimler and an Allard—all classic models. The new headmaster in
1950 wanted him to establish a School orchestra. Not only would this have restricted his activities both inside and
outside the School, but orchestral training was not his forte. He let it be known that Dr. Barton had given him
a choice between reducing his outside commitments, and resigning. Warts and all, Leslie Taylor was much
missed. May 1996

(Mr. Taylor can be seen in the photograph of the Masters on page 102, at the far right of the back row.)

F.HJ. Trayes, MA.

During the Easter Term Mr. F.HJ. Trayes, master of III Junior since September 1933, was granted temporary
leave of absence owing to ill-health. On his doctor's advice he has since resigned and is at present in Australia
where he is recuperating from his illness. August 1951

We regret to record the death of Mr. F.HJ. Trayes who was a master in the Junior School from 1933 to 1951.
'Jimmy' Trayes, as he was usually known, was Form Master of IIIJ and will be particularly remembered by those
who were connected with School boxing, for he rarely missed a match whether as timekeeper or spectator. He
was forced to retire early through ill health. September 1974

(Mr. Trayes can be seen in the photograph of the Masters on page 102, seventh from the left in the middle row.)
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Clifford Norman Vokins, M.A.

Lt. Col. C.N. Vokins, T.D. was awarded two clasps to his Territorial
Efficiency Decoration in 1951.

Biff—Clifford Norman he was baptized, but to every generation of Citizens
since the mid-twenties he has been Biff and there can be very few who have
ever known what these initials, C.N., represented—retired at the end of the
Summer Term. He gained his nick-name at the age of twelve. He was the
middle of three brothers and one day, engaged in a vigorous pillow-fight,
dealt a particularly heavy swipe to the back of the knees of his older brother,
sending him skidding head-first across the floor into the wainscotting. As he
swung the pillow he called: "And biff to you", whereupon his younger
brother, seeing the success of the blow, added: "You are a biff." And the
name Biff was adopted by the rest of the family, to be conveyed to C.L.S.
by a boy who had known Biff when he was Head Boy of Tollington School
in North London and had subsequently graduated to C.L.S. to find the
erstwhile Head Boy now a master at his new school.

Mr. Vokins joined the staff direct from Queen's College, Cambridge,
as an assistant French master on the Science side. As a result of the re-
organization of classes introduced by Mr. Dale in 1930 he became Form
Master of New Grammar in Room 1, where he remained until the building
of the Junior School in 1956 and he was appointed Master of the Junior
School. In the Junior School he has taught mainly English. He participated

in L.G. Sach's Camps and after Sach's untimely death in 1936 continued the Camps with Mr. J.E.B. Marsh. During
the evacuation he led forestry camps to Devon in the summer. At Marlborough he ran a club for junior boys at
St. Peter's and was in charge of Wye House—a boarding-house for those boys who found it difficult to settle down
in normal billets. For many years he was an officer of the O.T.C. and after the war, when the three services were
drawn together into the Combined Cadet Force, he was the first C.L.S. Commanding Officer to hold the rank of
Lieutenant-Colonel. He played cricket for the masters, knocking up a good score from his left-handed bat and
bowling a tricky swinger. October 1968

Appreciation by G.D. East (1936-39):
The curtain that came down in September 1939 divided all our lives sharply into two—a 'before' and 'after' in which
things were never the same again. Those who were established members of the teaching profession before that
watershed of our history had a quality which seems too often to be lacking in our more degenerate days. They
combined dignity with friendliness, and carried out their teaching work with scrupulous thoroughness. Some of
the older masters had endearing eccentricities which did not however militate against their efficiency as teachers.
We shall not see their like again. Jimmy Riddle, Biff Vokins, Jack Wheeler, Jack Marsh, Cyril Bond—these men
were, and are, part of my life. They and their colleagues must be part of an untold number of lives.

C.N. Vokins was appointed to C.L.S. in September 1926—the year of the General Strike—and retires now after
forty-two years of devoted service to the School. From its windows he has watched the world change out of all
recognition. What shall I say of Biff? How he would hate the stereotyped eulogy! He taught me the niceties of
the English language and some of the pleasures of English literature. For this alone I am grateful. He also
encouraged me in my early poetry writing (some of which was published while I was still at School). But in the
long run it is his personal contribution to my life that is the most enduring.

I first remember him towering over us, black-gowned, like a benevolent eagle, always calm, always in complete
control of the class. I do not recollect a punishment ever being occasioned, or meted out, except a passing rebuke
to the form wag, a bright-red headed boy named Callender who had an inspired gift of mimicry. I recall a day
when Biff was reading Keats' Ode to Autumn to us. He dealt with a minor indiscretion without interrupting the
flow of the poetry: "Season of mists and mellow blast your eyes Callender fruitfulness, close bosom friend of the
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maturing sun .. . ." I remember him declaiming Macbeth's speech to Banquo's ghost: "Avaunt and quit my sight.
Let the earth hide thee. Thy bones are marrowless, thy blood is cold; thou hast no speculation in those eyes that
thou dost glare with". Biff's habitually calm features suffused with blood, veins standing out and sweat beading
his forehead, eyes starting from their sockets—it was as good as anything Olivier was then doing at the Old Vic.
(I think Biff remembers this too, for the first five words of the quotation are his usual greeting whenever I appear
at the School). Above all I remember a combination of astringency and kindliness which is the ideal admixture
of which the best schoolmasters are compounded.

In the nature of things my memories of Biff are confined to those few years when Hitler marched into Poland.
Others will remember him in command of the O.T.C.; in the years at Marlborough; and as Headmaster of the
more recently built Junior School. Some older Citizens will remember him in his early years in the late '20s. All
of us have benefitted from one part or another of his long sojourn on the Embankment.

We wish him and Mrs. Vokins long life, good health and a very happy and satisfying retirement; and we hope
he knows he takes with him the gratitude and affection of us all. October 1968

AMAZING DISCLOSURES AT CITY SCHOOL
Former teacher takes lid off colleagues

REVELATIONS NOT KNOWN TO BOYS

Ex-Public Schoolmaster, Clifford Vokins (66),
known to his friends as "Biff, sat in the hot seat of
Chief Guest at a City dinner on Thursday and tore
the veil of 45 years of secrecy off the foibles of some
of the teachers who taught the old pupils he was the
guest of.

A RUM LOT
Said Biff: "When I came to the School I thought

my colleagues a rum lot. But when I got to know
them better I realised that any single one would have
been outstanding in any Public School—and at C.L.S.
we had the lot"

A MOTHER'S LOT
Biff told a lot of things about the men he worked

with. Gilbey: prissy, naive and exasperating, who
used to give out little homilies to his class: for
example, upon being good to their mothers, and this
resulted in the following quatrain (attributed to L.G.
Sach):-

"Boys do not throw stones at your mothers,
It is not a nice thing to do,
You might be a mother yourself one day
And you would not like stones thrown at you."
But Biff recalled that Gilbey was, in his younger

days, one of the group that placed the well-known
"hikers'" signposts on mountains in Switzerland, and
could walk most people off their feet. Obviously a
true and sincere Victorian.

RANDY OLD GOAT
E.N. Farnell (M.O.I.) was said to moved, extra-

murally, in more exalted circles, and would return to
the Common Room on a Monday morning, bronzed
and fit after a week-end at some country mansion.

He confided, it is alleged, to a colleague a piece
of political information in the following terms: "Don't
trust Lloyd George—he's a randy old goat!" Farnell,
it seems, must have been a hot potato in the
Common Room, at least as far as Gilbey was
concerned.

RAISEALAFF
W.H. Spragge, a Yorkshireman, caused a snigger

in class when he said "laff". He replied: "If you
came to the county I was born in and said 'laugh'
they would laff at you!" Spragge also discussed in
Common Room the peculiar difference in the use of
the Anglo Saxon word (with eastern European
connotations) between the North and South of
England where, up there, it was almost a term of
endearment. He also amused a bus inspector by
enquiring whether there was a "boos to Bushey" (as
in rush).

SEXUAL EXPOSURE
Of C.D. Penn (M.O.II) who, as retirement grew

near, became more and more sensitive to noise, it
was said that he threw up his classroom window to
bellow at a noisy gang in the playground: "If you
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don't be quiet I'll come down and . . ." Then when
he thought they were laughing at him, added: "You
think I'm an old woman don't you?—if you don't shut
up I'll come down and show you . . . . ! " But Penn,
it seems, had been a keen and sensitive participant in
opera and the appreciation of literature generally.
Biff always had a good word to match his anecdotes.

MUINOMEDNAP
The one instance where Biff lacked any startling

revelation was that of Frank Bayley (Mod. L.IV)
whom he described in the most glowing terms—his
audience concurring. Who but Bayley could quell a

noisy class by writing the word "pandemonium"
backwards on the blackboard?—A lovely man!

SINCERITY
When Vokins sat down the impression he had

created was that his was perhaps the best speech the
group had listened to for over 25 years since it was
entertaining, informative and above all sincere. But
that was Vokins as they always knew him: he had not
changed a bit except that, as he himself admitted, he
got a lot wiser to the antics of schoolboys after he
had finished his first term with the 1927 lot.

January 1970

NICK NAMES
by 'Biff

"Always accept criticism; if it is constructive, act on it; but never be drawn into argument".
F. R. Dale's directive to a callow usher in his early years at the School. He followed it himself. It is said that

he received from a parent three pages of comprehensive criticism bordering on the libellous. Mrs. Allpress was
most upset, especially when he put it in his pending tray and left it there. In exasperation she insisted:
"Headmaster, you must answer that letter". "Must I? Come on, then, let's do it".

Dear Mr.
Thank you for your letter.
You may be right.
Yours Sincerely,

There was no reply.
If it were not for the fourth paragraph [of a recent correspondent] in the last number of the Gazette, I would

regret that he was one we failed with and leave it at that; in fairness to my former colleagues, some of whom are
dead, I must go on.

First, a few questions. Is there an ideal curriculum? Is it possible to devise a curriculum which will be ideal
for every boy in just one School? How strict should discipline be? What form should punishment take in a School
and who should give it? Should there be any? Did [the writer] invite any of his School friends to his home? If
not, why not?

I am glad that he could appreciate two such sterling masters as Clark and Cornish. Did he get to know them?
Did he know what they did in the 1939-45 war? And what Cornish did immediately after the war and why he was
appointed M.B.E.? And I am glad, too, that he realised he was privileged to be in one of Clark's productions.
I recall with wonder and delight his Othello in particular. Clark was always warm in his thanks to the Headmaster
and staff, knowing that without their enthusiastic support he could not have put on productions of such exceptional
quality.

Because from an early age I was more than common tall, I have always been sensitive about nick names; they
reveal so much about those inventing them, or using them. Too often they are intended to call attention to the
spurious cleverness and courage of those using them. By the age of six, I think it was, I was wondering how
anybody who called after me "Lamppost!" or asked "Is it cold up there?" could imagine that he was original or
funny. I accept that masters are fair game; it is healthy and natural for boys to resent authority, especially if it
lacks understanding and sympathy, and nick names are a legitimate weapon in their armoury. A good nick name
often perpetuates an idiosyncrasy, or it is a safety valve. One of my colleagues could be very temperamental:
"Don't go in the Common Room: My-dear-Boy is at it again". I am uneasy about the fourth paragraph because
I detect a strand of superiority, even contempt. The epithets betray you: downmarket, toothy, dyspeptic, hilarious,
culminating in plain ridiculous. That attitude has blinded you to what these exceptionally talented men had to
offer. Did you know that one in your list was Clark's right-hand man in many of his productions? The ridiculous
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Percy Copping was a musician of no mean standing and a discerning critic whose reviews were often published in
the local paper and in orchestral magazines. He was willing to share his skill in woodwork with any boy and to
help the clumsiest beginner. He made, and played, at least one musical instrument—a cello, I believe, shying at
a double bass. He was a vigorous Rugby player and a good referee. He had his funny ways. To those who could
accept him as he was, he was a loyal friend and a man of true culture; he would not tolerate sham. "I rather think
today's boys would easily have them all for dinner". Don't you believe it. If the word came from the Headmaster
that a form was to be brought to heel, the whole staff treated them very differently from our usual tolerant attitude
and there were soon shocked, white-faced boys in the corridor. Orton could be a terror.

There is a unique friendship, based on mutual respect, between teacher and taught. It seldom lasts beyond
a boy's school days and can be quite short, just a term. If it should continue into old age, it is precious indeed.
I am sad that [the writer] missed it. It was there for the taking. January 1988

"BIFF"

From time to time O.C.s ask me why I am called Biff. If it is of any interest, this is the authentic answer.
It has nothing to do with knocking anybody about, or with an unexpected feat of strength. I am the fourth

child in a family of five, two brothers and one sister older, and one sister younger. When I was old enough to sit
in a high chair and to feed myself, at breakfast one morning I seized my plate of porridge and banged it on my
head, laughing with glee as the glutinous mess trickled down my head and face. From then on my elder sister was
deputed to sit next to me and restrain me. She takes her oath that I made a sound like 'Biff as I banged the plate
on my head and she, supported by her sister in later years, called me Biff from then on.

My brothers stand by a later origin. In our home the attic was one large room and we boys had a bed each.
The floor was covered with linoleum, highly polished, and there was a rug beside each bed. In a pillow fight one
morning, my middle brother and I took on the eldest of the family. He knocked me off my bed, jumped on his
own and faced my middle brother. While his back was to me, I got up and swung my pillow at him. It was a lucky
blow, catching him on the knee and toppling him off the bed onto the mat which shot with some speed over the
polished linoleum, stopping only when he banged his head against the wainscotting. As I hit him, he says I shouted
"Biff, to my other brother's amusement, "He's a biff."

Take your choice. I cannot remember being called by any other name, and resented Clifford from prim
females.

I had considerable fun at C.L.S. watching new boys pluck up courage to ask me if my name meant that I often
used the cane and hit very hard. "Which name do you mean?" And one joyous memory: I sent the boy who came
first to one of the Headmasters I served under with the end of term results. "Yes? What's this? Who sent you?"
"Mr. Biff, sir." "Who?" "Mr. Biff, sir, and please sir, I don't know him by any other name."

So: Biff is a family name. According to my sisters, it dates from the time when I banged a plate of porridge
on my head saying 'Biff. According to my brothers, it is much later when I struck a lucky blow in a pillow fight,
shouting "Biff, he's a Biff. September 1992

1939-44: Two Common Rooms in Cooperation and Conflict
by C.N. Vokins

Dale's words: "When the test came, there were some minor troubles. Some Marlborough masters, it must be
recorded, did not see their opportunity as Mr. Turner had seen it. Others, notably Mr. Robson and Mr. Harling,
were as kind and cooperative as possible." F.R. Dale as quoted by A.E. Douglas-Smith.

Many have taken this extract, and some articles in the C.L.S. Magazine, to mean that many of the College
staff deliberately made life more difficult for both staff and boys of C.L.S. To those of us who worked with F.R.
Dale this extract is high praise. He set the highest standard of work and conduct and was merciless to those who
fell short. Yet, at heart he was a kindly man and was always ready with help and encouragement for those who
were doing their best.

Since I believe that our evacuation to Marlborough was the most successful of all, my memories of the
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attitude to the staff of the College may help to put much of the implied criticism into perspective.
After the turmoil of the first few days our staff was divided over the warmth of our reception. A few made

such comments as: "Why didn't the house masters throw open their houses to our boys instead of leaving them to
sleep in the gym, or walk over the downs to Manton?"

Others felt that ". . . more could have been done . ." but they didn't know what. Most of us were grateful
that the College gave the form room nearest the gate for the C.L.S. Staff Room. We had a base and the boys
could find us. We were invited to use the baths, basins and lavatories of the College staff at any time. In the days
before the term began Hilton-Stuart gave a recital for C.L.S. in Memorial Hall and Chilton gave a Scout Concert.
When games started, our teams used the showers in at least two of the houses. The muddle over the payment to
the house masters threatened to sour the good understanding between us. The bursars made the muddle and they
had to sort it out. From then on, any financial query went straight to the bursars.

In that first term our time was so fully occupied that we had little chance to get to know even our opposite
numbers on the Marlborough staff, the exceptions being the sixth forms. Oakley was particularly grateful for the
agreement over the use of the Library and Stephenson worked smoothly with Harling over sharing the physics labs.
They were kindred spirits. When a C.L.S. senior was caught stealing from a shop "in desperation for something
to do" he pleaded, many in Town and College were shocked and carefully avoided us. Harling, with a laugh,
greeted us with "Now you know some of the hazards of a boarding school."

To the end of our stay, a few members of the College staff resented having to share their premises with us;
ordinary evacuees confined to the Town would have been more welcome. There were fewer after 1941 when, but
for having two schools to rehouse, not one, Marlborough might have been taken over by the War Department.
One of the few was the Senior Chemistry Master who tried to restrict our use of the labs. Adlam never answered
his many notes. At length, in exasperation, he sent his lab-assistant to Adlam with this message: "Mr. X is outside
and would like to speak to you." "Oh yes, I should like a word with him at some time. No doubt we shall meet
each other about the place," and went on teaching. As far as I know they didn't exchange a word during the four
years. Adlam had from Dale a written agreement over the sharing of the labs and nobody but Dale could question
that. For both to survive we had to go our separate ways.

I know that Dale's tribute to Robson was no exaggeration, "as kind and cooperative as possible." Dale asked
me to look after the Juniors in school hours and in their free time. It was not easy. I remember the panic that
swept over me when I traced one, who was missing from his form, to the staff lavatories at the far end of the
Court. In a moment of urgent need he had used his initiative, but he was found by Mr. X who sent a blistering
note to Robson. He quietly consulted Nobbs and it was agreed that I should see Robson and apologize. He
listened and then said: "You must find it very difficult with small boys in a school not planned for them. I don't
think we need to say any more." Robson persuaded the staff living in College to invite two or three of us at a time
to dinner in their dining room. They were evenings to remember.

Since 1944 I have met many O.M.S, including three who were there between 1939 and 1944. Not one of them
knew we were there. "Of course we saw many small boys around and we knew we were sharing premises with
others, but we had no idea it was another school." The "big boys' of the College were invariably courteous to our
juniors. One of them was daydreaming in the entrance to North Block during the changeover and a really big boy
came running round the corner. He stopped suddenly and said quietly: "Mind the way please laddie; I'm rather
late." That small incident is to me the final proof of the success of our evacuation. There were difficulties and
misunderstandings, but always sympathy for the other's problems and after 1941 thankfulness that our being
together saved us all from being evacuated. Thank you Marlborough. September 1995

C.N. Vokins 1903-1997
by Peter Jones and Nefl Thome

"Biff Vokins was one of those extraordinary individuals who could convey a caring attitude and great authority at
one and the same time. His imposing frame helped with the latter but the sense of humility he carried made him
both understanding and sympathetic to the extent that everyone with whom he came in touch both loved and
respected him.
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Cambridge
He read French at Queens College, Cambridge. On graduation in 1926 his attention was drawn to an opening for
an Assistant French Master at C.L.S. by his old headmaster. Following an interview by Dr. Chilton, he was offered
a temporary post for two terms as an Assistant French Master on the Science side, but Biff was unsure and again
sought the advice of his headmaster. 'Take the post", he was told, "and prove in two terms that you are the right
man for the task". So began Biff's service to the School, which was to last for forty-two years. In January 1927
he was given a more varied programme which included French with the Modem V and thus he became a founder
member of the Old Citizens 1927 Group, who were all members of that form. It was fitting that G R Waterman,
Hon Secretary of the 1927 Group, was present as a mourner at his funeral. The Group met each year for a
reunion lunch at the Shakespeare Tavern and Biff was always their guest of honour, especially in 1993, when he
celebrated both his 90th birthday and his Diamond Wedding.

The Juniors
Biff wholeheartedly concerned himself with the welfare of all in the Junior School, but he was tolerant of the
mischievous boy. One boy who was always willing to test this tolerance one morning concealed himself on the deep
window recess behind the lowered black-out blind. When the blind was finally raised Biff took no notice, said
nothing, but somehow conveyed his contempt. He took an active part in school games, joined the O.T.C. and
served with 'Nicky' Field under Major Acton, and later under Major Orton. During the Summer holidays he
assisted L.G. Sach in running the Sach Holiday Camps, first at Sheering, near Harlow, and then at Goudhurst.
After Sach's death in 1936 he took over this annual camp with J.E.B. Marsh, and these were continued during the
war as Farming and Forestry Camps.

Marlborough
In 1939 the School evacuated to Marlborough and Vokins found himself fully occupied, not only with the routine
of billeting, games and so on, but also in the welfare of the Junior boys, for whom he ran a Junior Club at St.
Peter's School to provide occupation during their spare time, particularly at weekends. In September 1941 he took
charge of Wye House - a boarding house for those boys who found it difficult to settle down in normal billets.
Neil Thorne, one of those boys, recalls the weekly baths in 4" of water marked by red tape—what else—on the plug
chain that was all that was allowed in the war years, followed by hair brushing sessions by Biff, who used two
hairbrushes that made the head shake until the recipient was dizzy, and the fan" hair shine like threads of golden
wire.

When the Home Guard was formed in 1940 Biff immediately enrolled in the C.L.S. contingent which
combined with the College to form a company. He recalled the strain of leading a night patrol followed by
teaching the first period before breakfast.

After Dunkerque Biff felt that it was his duty to serve in the army and he sought F.R. Dale's permission to
leave C.L.S. Dale's response was typically restrained. "What value wfll you be to the army! They will put you in
command at a training unit, but at the C.L.S. you can continue to guide boys for the future". Although Biff always
felt regret that he did not serve in an active unit, he admitted that Dale's point of view was correct.

Cadet Force
At Marlborough C.N. Vokins had continued to take a keen interest in the Junior Training Corps and after the war
was over he was nominated to take over command from Major Dyball. In 1946 he brought into effect the newly
created Combined Cadet Force, which joined together the Army J.T.C., the Sea Cadets and the Air Training Corps
under unified command. This was his major contribution and his sure grasp of the problems and carefully thought
out solutions enabled the C.C.F. at this school to start on a sound footing. The members of the Corps reached
over 550 at that time and he was the first C.L.S. Commanding Officer to hold the rank of Lieutenant Colonel.

Happy Boys
During Marlborough days and after the School's return, Mr Dale relied more and more on Vokins to keep a
fatherly eye on the Juniors, then in Rooms 1, 2, 6 and 7, and to see that they had regular games at Grove Park
on Thursdays so that, when in 1956 the New Building was completed with five classrooms and a small Library,
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specially furnished for Juniors, Biff naturally took charge. There will be few ex-Juniors whose reports do not carry
an apt and succinct summing up by the "Master of the Junior School' written characteristically with a steel nib.
From then on Vokins found himself taking more and more responsibility for the Juniors. He organised the
Entrance Examination, helped to select the successful candidates and spent the rest of the School year helping
them to adjust themselves to their new school. The obvious happiness of the Juniors and the smoothness with
which they have always taken their places in the Senior School is proof, not only of the success of his kindly
administration, but also the value he placed on the individual, which sprang from those religious convictions which
activated the whole of his 42 years service to C.L.S.

Retirement In Kent
After retirement from C.L.S. he and Chris spent many happy and rewarding years. When they were not away
visiting one or other of their two daughters, they were watching over the Weald from the Pilgrims Way or exploring
the Kentish Lanes in their 'tourer' CNV, all 6ft 2in of him, folded up, 'navigating' and wearing his 'Grove Park'
cap. He also maintained an active interest in all life at the School and he was a regular supporter of our Club's
activities. As Terry Heard said in his address at the funeral, "We can all be grateful to the 71 years service he gave
to the School and to Old Citizens".

Diplomat
Much was said and written about the differences which existed between the College and the School, but Biff never
voiced any criticism. He understood the College problems and he made it his duty to foster cooperation. He
enjoyed the College hospitality when small groups of C.L.S. staff were entertained to dinner by the College
Common Room on Fridays. It was to Biff that some Old Marlburians in the Sevenoaks area turned, when an
unflattering obituary of F.M. Heywood, the College Master, appeared in The Times. Biffs letter helped to give a
more balanced view.

An Exceptional Man
There can be few more rewarding jobs than to shape and mould the lives of the young. Biff was an exceptional
man of his time and one who leaves behind a legacy of several thousand men who all thank him for his kindly,
scholarly and fatherly guidance when they started out in life. It was a great privilege to know and to share a small
part of him. October 1997

Peter Butcher (1933-39) writes:
My pleasure was mixed with sadness on receiving my copy of the Gazette recently.

The sadness was obviously due to reading of 'Biffs' recent death, of which I had not previously heard. It
brought back a few memories of my pre-war days at C.L.S. For him to have served as a Master at our school for
42 years must be a record and a tribute to him and the school.

He was my housemaster in Beaufoy. He succeeded L.G. Sach and he gave me my house colours in about
1937 and I remember him coaching me in the Colts Cricket XI and spending hours on Saturday mornings and
afternoons at Grove Park. There was one occasion when he was my English Master trying to improve our
knowledge of Eng. Lit. by reading Macaulay's essay on Frederick the Great. My attention had wandered and Biff
asked me to continue a passage. I had lost the place and he looked very quizzically at me until I could continue.
A small point but not lost on me at the time or later.

Two happier memories at the Goudhurst camps which I was lucky enough to be invited to from 1934 to 1939.
First a crowd of us sitting outside his tent one evening while John Braddock played his flute and Biff sang the 'Tit
Willow' song from The Mikado to a very appreciative audience, and finally a very special occasion when he took
a party of us by coach to Canterbury to watch Kent play the Australians. He, like me, hero worshipped Frank
Woolly, the Kent & England left hander, who was in his last season. We hoped Frank would make a good score.
In the first innings Kent were all out before lunch and Woolly was run out for a duck. In the second innings he
scored a quick fifty before tea and at the interval I asked Biff what he would do if Frank made a century. Biff
indicated that he would stand on his seat and give a whoop of joy. Sadly it wasn't to be. Frank was out for 81
but we had had a marvellous day.
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I left school ii 1939 and after war service in the Navy, soon left London and have lived in South Wales for
nearly 50 years. I have not had much contact with the school or Biff since then but I look forward to my Gazette
and news of the School and its Old Boys. My wife knows not to interrupt me when it arrives on the breakfast
table. January 1998

F.W. Helyar (1939-44) writes:
Together with many other Old Citizens, I'm sure, I was saddened to hear of the death of Biff Vokins. He was my
first form master when I joined the City of London School in September 1939 and also my housemaster until I
left in 1944.

After leaving School I lost touch with him until fifty years later when a letter from me was published in the
Gazette in 1993 concerning his remarkable 'expose your thigh' form of tolerably mild but quite effective form of
punishment. A few months later I received a letter from him which shows his sensitive approach to discipline for
small boys and is, I think, well worth quoting:

Well, well! Fancy your remembering 'Expose your thigh'; I had completely forgotten it. The explanation is
simple. During my 42 years at C.L.S. I never used the cane on a Junior: in fact I only caned two boys, one
in MV and one in SIV. Both of them chose the cane from me instead of going to the Head. When I first
went to C.L.S., a detention on Wednesday afternoon or the Head were the only punishments. I was surprised
that the detention was held in the Hall and Cattermole was the only master there. I disliked the system.
In my view, if a master gives a detention, he should supervise it. I soon appreciated that to detain a Junior
was a punishment out of proportion to the offence; parents had to be told and the victim was left to travel
alone instead of with a group of friends. The quicker a punishment follows the offence the better; so with
Juniors I made the punishment for minor offences rather ridiculous. I sat on my chair, bent the victim over
my knees and beat him through his trousers and pants intoning "You're a very naughty, naughty little boy:
What would your FATHER think of you? Now stand up. That didn't hurt, did it? I didn't mean it to. But
don't imagine you're tough and I'm feeble. I have a punishment that does hurt." Hence 'Expose your thigh',
remembering from my childhood how a well-applied slap with the bare hand could sting. At Marlborough,
detentions were useless, but the Head urged us to be strict about all discipline, especially being careful to
leave classrooms tidy. Many thighs were exposed, but in North Block we succeeded so well that Old
Marlburians who were there in the war and whom I have met since didn't realize that another school was
sharing their premises. When we returned to the Embankment discipline was easy.

I suppose he had forgotten his unique form of punishment because it requires the culprit to be wearing shorts,
something which went out of fashion a long time ago.

He lived a long and, I think, fulfilling life. He was an excellent teacher, a kindly man, and I am grateful to
have had the opportunity of knowing him. January 1998

Dr. Edwin Robert Wheeler

Old Citizens from the Marlborough period will be sorry to hear that Dr. E.R. Wheeler died in March at the age
of eighty-six. During the evacuation his family provided a home for eight boys of the School and for one master,
the late Billy Orton. His impish sense of fun was a lasting pleasure to all during those dismal times, and people
still remember how he caused great consternation by taking the wife of Jack Wheeler on his hospital round—they
are not related—and introducing her as 'Mrs. Wheeler'. He leaves four daughters and a son, Dr. Robert Wheeler,
who retains the practice in the High Street. October 1965

John Henry Wheeler, MA

Appreciation by G.D. East:
When I fell off my first vaulting-horse, some time in 1936, it was Jack Wheeler who caught me. In one way or
another he has been picking up the pieces and restoring young lives to equilibrium throughout his long career.
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He retired in July after 38 years at the School, four of which were spent on
war service with the R.A.F.

At the time of his interview for the post in 1934 he had another
vacancy under consideration, and was given five minutes by the Committee
to make up his mind if he wanted the job. Typically he asked for ten and
they compromised at seven and a half. In these 71/2 minutes the fate of a
great part of C.L.S. life hung in the balance, and it was to the lasting benefit
of the School that he made the decision to spend his working days on the
Embankment.

His abounding energy enabled him to initiate many out of school
j activities. In his first year he founded the Fencing Club and guided it to

pre-eminence in public school fields, handing it over after many years of
success in 1961.

One of my closest memories of him in that pre-war period is of the
scout camp in Norway in the fateful summer of Munich. With Mr. and Mrs.
Broad and Mr. Wilmot, Jack and his young wife Dorothy led us through
three weeks of walking and camping in that enchanting country of mountains

and fjords and lush pastoral scenery. It was my first trip abroad and I have never forgotten it. So soon, and for
so long, so many subsequent journeys were to be undertaken on His Majesty's service.

Writing of the evacuation to Marlborough College, the School Historian states: "Mr. Wheeler was one of the
band of devoted masters who for nearly five years (some of course were absent with the forces) did all in then-
power to cheer and enliven the exile of the School. No words of praise of them can be too high." During the first
three years of the exile Jack re-organized the games system to cope with the conditions of a semi-boarding school,
worked with other masters in the Home Guard, and ran a staff house for masters and their wives. In this difficult
period, enduring friendships between staff families were cemented.

The Railway Society owes its existence and the great variety of experiences its members have enjoyed to Jack's
burning enthusiasm and both wide and recondite knowledge of this subject. His own collection of models of
locomotives and rolling stock from all over the world acts as a unique work of reference.

Thirty-one years after the Norway camp, Jack and Dorothy and I met again in Norway on the Bergen-Oslo
Express, and we rode together in the driver's cab all the way from Myrdal to Oslo. This for me was a unique
experience, but for Jack it was almost routine. Wherever they travel letters of introduction fly ahead and railway
personnel are alerted to cater for Jack's eager interest, while Dorothy, who is a keen photographer, makes the
pictorial record of all that they see. Just prior to our meeting he had ridden the main line to Andalsnes several
times, the last on a Sunday morning. He quickly sensed that something was wrong and pointed out to the driver
that the signals were not working. "Oh, no," agreed the driver. "No signals on Sundays." I feel this should be the
title of his autobiography!

One can catalogue but a little of his infinite variety—the fighter for justice and fair dealing in many fields,
among them staff salaries and conditions; the bane of suppliers of shoddy or defective goods and services, upon
whose desks ever more vitriolic letters pile up until satisfaction is granted; the giver of unstinted practical help and
knowledgeable advice; the raconteur of an inexhaustible fund of stories, with the little notebook in which a precis
of each is recorded; and the infectious, apoplectic laugh. Above all Jack has been one of the best examples of a
master of what I must regretfully call the old school'. They do not come like this nowadays. His conscientious,
unsparing work for his pupils has brought many rewards to them and to him, not least his labouring in recent years
with the mathematical 'boneheads', after their summer O-level failure, to produce at re-sit time what has come to
be known as 'the annual Christmas miracle'. In these 'permissive' days Jack has striven right up to the last minute
to maintain standards of conduct, behaviour and attitude to work—not as a diehard or backwoodsman, but because
these standards are still valid. His rigorous discipline, co-mingled always with kindness and humour, has kept on
the strait and narrow many who might have erred to their own detriment and to that of others.

In thanking Jack for all that he has done for the School we are thanking Dorothy, too, for we know that
without her Jack would not have been the man he is. Together over the years they have welcomed into their home
countless staff, old boys, friends and visitors from abroad. The School will miss them sorely, and Old Citizens hope
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that they will not move too far from London so that our frequent happy contacts can be maintained. (When they
finally come to leave Bridge House Jack will need for his many pursuits—as one of his family has already said—a
bungalow and three-quarters of an acre of outbuildings.)

We who have benefited so much from Jack's long sojourn in E.G.4 now send them both, with our gratitude
and affection, into a very long, very happy, and very active retirement. October 1971

It is with regret that we record the death on the 7th August, 1981, of Jack H. Wheeler.
There was a large attendance at the service at Honor Oak Crematorium on the 12th August including many

former staff and Old Citizens. Rev. Jack Marsh conducted the service.
The Club offers its very sincere sympathy to his wife, Dorothy, and family.
An appreciation of his services to the School will appear in the next issue of Gazette. September 1981

Appreciation by J.E.B. Marsh:
Old pupils and friends will be sad to learn of the death of John Henry (Jack) Wheeler, after a stroke, on 7th
August, 1981.

Jack Wheeler had represented Reading University in four different sports and had been Senior Officer Cadet
of the University O.T.C. before he took up teaching at Worthing High School. He arrived at C.L.S, in 1934 and
retired in 1971, thus giving virtually all his working life to the School, a length of service which has become rare.
In his early years Jack's main concern was Physical Education, but he also taught Mathematics and Physics, which
later became his chief responsibility. Here his patience and care were particularly helpful to boys who found the
subjects difficult, and the often unexpected successes they achieved bore witness to his faith in them. There were
few areas of School life untouched by his energy. He was Housemaster of Hale for 35 years and founder of the
Fencing Club, which he led to great distinction. He extended the range of field sports in the Athletics Club to
include javelin and discus events and introduced the tetrathlon. From 1939 he reorganised the School games to
suit conditions in Marlborough, where he also introduced hockey. He was a member of the Staff platoon of the
Home Guard until he volunteered for service in the R.A.F.

After the war Jack returned with zest to all his interests at the School and successfully established another:
the Model Railway Club. He became an indefatigable Form Master (he took on Vd when it was established in
1952), and resumed his industry as a colleague who was as keen to share the results of his research into discount
buying and staff pensions as he was eager to stimulate discussion at Common Room meetings on any subject he
thought important. Into every aspect of his work at school he brought a strong sense of justice as well as a great
warmth of heart. Jack loved his neighbour more than he loved himself. No one was quicker off the mark during
a busy week with a thoughtful letter to a sick colleague. Many for whom assistance was not otherwise forthcoming
found his mere presence a tonic in their distress, for his cheerfulness and goodwill excluded any element of
condescension. He could mend a situation as skilfully as he would mend appliances for the widows in his vicinity,
and he was probably unaware how much his infectious laughter raised morale at School and elsewhere. Knowing
how well he could take a joke against himself I hope that someone told him of the hilarity caused by his courteous
attempt to commiserate with the wife of a colleague in her own language. Anxious to be sympathetic about her
back he actually expressed great concern about her 'derriere'.

Those who shared holidays with him, as well as many other friends, colleagues and old pupils, fully realised
how much this genial man owed to his wife, Dorothy. To her, to their Old Citizen son Johnny, and to their
daughters, we extend our deepest sympathy in their loss, which is our own. January 1982

Appreciation by D.E.:
It is difficult to believe that Jack Wheeler has passed from among us. To those of us who knew him for a few
short years at the School and for up to forty-two years afterwards, Jack was a part of life itself.

His work for the School during 37 years on the Embankment and at Marlborough, interrupted by four years
in the R.A.F., has already been appreciated in these pages. His energy ranged far beyond the classroom and the
gymnasium and found expression in the Fencing Club, the Railway Society, his long housemastership of Hale and
in crusading for many causes. But his invisible monument will be in the memories of those boys, able and less able,
to whose needs he devoted his very considerable teaching skills, his personal concern and his rich sense of humour.
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His foremost achievement, however, was his happy and successful marriage to Dorothy, and all that he was
and did sprang from this. Bridge House was a place of warm hospitality and many of us found comfort in the
happiness that overflowed from their partnership.

Ten years have passed since he retired—one is thankful that he had more years of happy and active retirement
than do many—and those of us who had the great gift of his friendship remember now those out-of-school and
post-school aspects of his life.

His readiness to help anyone in his wide and varied circle of friends was prodigious. One had only to mention
a problem-^whether it was strange noises in the car or the plumbing, or a personal or administrative matter, or
the need to obtain some recondite article—and in no time the telephone would be buzzing with his vigorous efforts
to find a solution. When I started a one-man business it was Jack who found me my first customers. He never
visited anyone without the car boot being filled with tools to fix sticking doors, ill-fitting window-catches and
recalcitrant plumbing. His friends made shameless use of him, but we were also doing him a favour—he loved to
fix things. He who would have given the shirt off his back to anyone in need, yet waged a continuous war with
built-in obsolescence. Nothing, not the rustiest screw, was thrown away until the last grain of usefulness had been
extracted from it. Modifications of household equipment, which often looked like Heath Robinson but which
worked superbly, were known as "Wheeler Specials'. (The manufacturers of faulty goods and unworkable gadgets
and the perpetrators of bad service got short shrift from him. He would write long and detailed letters of
complaint and admonition until the culprit gave in and satisfaction was obtained. But—so many—he wrote an equal
number of letters of appreciation of good service and workmanship.)

Special too was his great fund of anecdotes, ranging from C. D. Penn to the more recent flush of Irish stories,
and the near-apoplectic laughter with which he too enjoyed them.

At his funeral, filled to overflowing with family, friends, colleagues and Old Citizens, we sang "Soon, soon to
faithful warriors comes their rest". Too soon for us, but not, perhaps, after the heart attacks and stroke he had
suffered, too soon for him.

We have lost—for a while—a man of complete integrity; of forthright conversation yet of infinite courtesy;
always helpful; of great kindliness; a man with a wonderful gift for friendship. We know what we have lost and
so can dimly understand what Dorothy and her family have lost. To her and to them all of us who had the
privilege of knowing him send our sympathy, our condolence and our thanks. January 1982

A Memory of Jack Wheeler
CLS Staff 1934-1971

Looking back on times at C.L.S. it is the influence of particular schoolmasters which is frequently recalled, and a
number of tributes have been printed in recent issues of the Gazette. There follows the text of the Address given at lack
Wheeler's funeral in 1981 by his friend John Reed; those present will remember the humour and laughter of the
occasion. Those who did not know Jack will gauge his character by the account of his interview with the Schools
Committee when he applied for a post at C.L.S. in 1934. Knowing that he had another vacancy under consideration
the Committee gave him five minutes to decide whether he wanted the job. Typically he asked for ten, and they
compromised at seven and a half. His decision was to the lasting benefit of the School.

We have come here to honour Jack's memory, and to give thanks for his life and work. I find it difficult to clarify
my thoughts; they seem to be confused in the flood of memories. There is a feeling of surprise, almost of disbelief,
that someone who has been part of our lives for so long is no longer with us.

We all have our memories of Jack. My own go back longer than most. We grew up together in the same
small Hampshire town, and attended the same school. You could say that we kicked a ball about the same
mudpatch and worked out our adolescent follies together. I was Jack's best man, and he stood as godparent fur
our first child. Our snapshot albums bear witness to the many happy holidays we spent together, from the
impecunious days of youth to the more relaxed time of retirement. This long association is the more remarkable,
because our tastes and interests, outside the family, did not really have very much in common. He and I were on
opposite sides of the academic fence, and in later years we lived many miles apart. The truth is that once you were
drawn into the orbit of Jack's friendship, you tended to stay there. I was drawn in early in life, and was happy to
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stay.
His life was outwardly uneventful. Apart from a spell in the educational service of the Royal Air Force during

the war, he spent all of it in the classroom, so the story of his career can be easily told, though my account of it
will be coloured, inevitably, by personal memories and personal ignorance. It began, I think, in 1928 when, after
graduating at Reading University, he was appointed as a resident master to the old-established Grammar School
at Launceston in Cornwall. My most vivid memory of those days is of Jack roaring over the moors and down the
Devon lanes on his motorcycle. I shared in some of those expeditions myself, perched precariously on the pillion
seat. He loved the freedom of the motorcycling life—indeed, in those days, when the roads were empty and the
petrol was something like one and tuppence a gallon, it was the nearest thing to being given the whole country as
your playground. It was only in later years that he surrendered to the comparative respectability of the car.

After that came several happy years at Worthing. There, as I recall after fifty years, two things of special note
occurred. The first may now seem a little trivial, though he was very proud of it at the time. He was awarded his
County cap for Soccer. He was a fine constructive wing-halfback, in the days when we used to call them that. The
other event was of a different order of importance. He met and fell in love with a young woman whose boundless
energy and zest matched even his own, and whose tastes and temperament neatly complemented his. From that
meeting came the greatest blessing of his life, a long, happy and secure marriage. But it is for his work at the City
of London School, where he was to spend nearly forty years of his life, that Jack will be chiefly remembered. Many
of you will be able to speak from personal experience of his work there, as I cannot. But it is not difficult, I think,
to account for his success. Like most good schoolmasters, he retained something of the schoolboy in his own
make-up and I am not thinking of his passion for trains and his love of gadgets, but of something more
temperamental. He had a fund of robust common-sense, a way of presenting the inescapable facts of life with a
wry humour which appealed to boys.

For he had one precious and essential commodity without which a schoolmaster's life is likely to be a
somewhat grim business: a quick and infectious sense of humour. But for him it was more than a professional
asset, it was a way of looking at life and facing its problems. For him laughter was the great solvent. He loved
a funny story, and would carry a new one around with him for days like a gift, to bestow on his friends. And so
in a sense it was: a kind of symbol of his comradeship and love of human nature.

The reward for his long service to C.L.S. was the respect of countless Old Citizens, many of whom retained
his friendship long after schooldays were over. He had a rare gift for friendship, and a high sense of its obligations.
His circle of friends was extraordinarily wide and varied, extending far beyond professional colleagues and normal
social contacts, and no one, once accepted within his large circle, ever appealed to him for help in vain. For he
loved to put friendship to good practical use: so the letters and telephone calls would arrive out of the blue when
it was a case of helping some old student in a new business venture, or making a visitor welcome in a strange city.

He loved old things: old clothes, old friends, old cars, old engines and it was in his nature to keep them all
in good repair. Hence his legendary reputation as a handyman, able to make the most recalcitrant equipment
work. It used to be a joke with us that he carried so many tools with him when he went on holiday that there was
no room in the boot for the luggage. This talent was, I fear, shamelessly exploited by his friends. The pleasure
he took in making some old and clapped-out piece of equipment work a little longer was not, I think, anything
to do with thriftiness, though Jack, like all genuinely generous people, had a shrewd sense of the value of money.
It was rather that he took an aesthetic pleasure in old and serviceable things. Making things work was, for him,
a form of self-expression, like playing the piano or painting.

It is sad to think that we shall not again hear the sudden explosion of laughter with which Jack would greet
the punch-line of one of his own stories. It is difficult to believe that he will no longer be there to appeal to when
the car is playing up, or a friend needs advice. But if this is a sad occasion, it is not a tragic one. For death is
'a necessary end' as Shakespeare puts it, "and will come when it will come'. And when it comes at the end of a
long life of service, as his was, it brings with it a sense of fulfilment, even of thanksgiving. I think Jack would have
said that life had been good to him. There were shadows in it—that can be said of most of us—but it brought him
much happiness; a life's work which offered full scope for his energy and his talents, a happy marriage, the love
and support of his children and, in later years, the joy of watching those "ridiculous creatures' as he used fondly
to call his grandchildren, grow up. The disabilities which come with advancing years were hard for a man of his
active temperament to bear, but they did not quench his spirit, and when the end came, it came mercifully. Here
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is no cause for mourning. It is for us, who remember him, to honour his memory and his example in affection and
gratitude. Thanks be to God. May 1998

CJ. White

Letter from Sidney, 15 Blowhom Street, Marlborough, November 1966:
Dear Sir:

On our arrival here at the end of July we found ourselves thinking of the close connexions between
Marlborough and the School. During the three months that we have now lived here many stories have been
unfolded that bear witness to continued friendships, stories of visits that must be made to an old billet while
passing through the town and of the helping hand extended to repay kindness received during the evacuation. We
have been stopped in the High Street on several occasions by people who remember us and enquire after the
School, masters and boys.

I expect that the most remembered shop in the High Street is Knapton's which was the School's adopted Tuck
Shop. I have had quite a long conversation with one of the assistants wo remembered so many Citizens by name,
the daily cup of tea for Mr. C.D. Penn and the Prefects' Meetings that were held there.

A good friend of mine, who was Head Porter at Marlborough College and is now retired, told me the story
of a visitor who lost his way on the Bath Road. He saw a small boy pop through a hole in a hedge with a piece
of straw in his teeth. The visitor asked him if he could direct him on his way. The reply was: "Oi be a stranger
'ere. Oi only been 'ere zince last Mart'nmas. Oi be evacuated with the Zity of Lunnon School."

Now that my wife and I have settled in our new home we have time to think over our years at the School and
the friendship that has been so truly shown. We are surrounded with gifts and letters that have been received from
Old Citizens and retired masters in many parts of the world. It has made us feel very humble. It has been our
great pleasure to receive numerous visitors from the School and we shall always welcome any Old Citizens who
pass through the town. Perhaps you will understand when I say that the School is still very much with us and we
with the School. January 1967

Mary White

Many members will have been saddened to learn of the death of Mary White on the 14th April, 1982. She was
the widow of C.J. White ('Sidney'), who came to the School as a junior porter in 1925 and retired as head porter
in 1966.

They were a very much loved couple because of their kindness and hospitality to generations of boys and Old
Citizens. Mary will be remembered for her care for the boys during the evacuation to Marlborough and
particularly more recently for her teas for the O.C. Fives Club. After their retirement and removal from John
Carpenter Street to their cottage in Marlborough they continued to receive countless visits from Old Citizens,
masters and their families until first Sidney and then Mary were crippled by strokes.

Mary spent the last years in nursing homes, often unable to recognize people or to recall events of more than
a minute previously, and deeply frustrated by her infirmity. It was a cruel sight for those who knew how active
she had been, not merely in dedicated service of the School, but in Christian charity in the community at large.
But she was looked after with great care by those in whose charge she was put and her death was peaceful. The
School and the Club have lost one of their greatest friends and supporters. September 1982

Oliver Claude White, B.A.

The death occurred suddenly on 12th January 1956, at the age of 75, of Mr. O.C. White, a former master at the
School.

Mr. White came to the School in 1921 to take charge of the Old Grammar and to coach the School Cricket
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XI. He retired in 1946. He will long be remembered for his patient teaching of
Latin to small boys, for his wholly individual style of cricket coaching, and in the
Common Room for his fund of reminiscences on cricket and his uncanny success
in appropriating The Times for the purpose of solving the crossword.

Mr. White was educated at Merchant Taylors' School and Jesus College,
Oxford. Prior to his arrival at C.L.S. he had taught at Framlingham, Colet Court
and Northampton Grammar School. During the period at Northampton he
captained the County Cricket XL

After his retirement Mr. White continued to coach privately and his interest
in cricket never waned. He was frequently to be seen watching the Saturday
game on the village cricket ground at Chipstead, Surrey, and on occasion his
former colleagues would meet him at the Oval.

Our sympathy is extended to Mrs. White, his daughter and two sons, the
elder of whom is an Old Citizen. April 1956

P.S. Wilkinson, M.A.

P.S. Wilkinson was absent from School for the greater part of the winter term 1948 as he had been recuperating
from a very severe operation which he underwent in August.

Excerpt from an account of the 1927 Group 25th Anniversary Dinner

The principal guest at the 25th Anniversary Dinner of the 1927 Group held in the Cock Tavern, Fleet Street on
the evening of 13th November 1952 was Mr. P.S. Wilkinson, who had travelled all the way from Wilton for the
meeting.

Mr. Wilkinson spoke movingly of his delight at being present with so many of his old pupils, an experience
which warmed the heart of a teacher and was to be treasured. He then turned to the history of the beginnings
of the Modem Sixth in 1920 and of the early struggles to obtain recognition of the modern humanities. The
welcome which had been accorded to him was a final proof that those present had not been unaware of what he
had been trying to achieve. To many there the years slipped away and it was no longer the dining room of the
Cock but the more austere surroundings of Room 6 or the front benches of the Great Hall and once again the
magic of Wilkie's personality was abroad.

C.N. Vokins rounded off the proceedings with a review of events at the School. He started by saying that
he had heard that Dr. Chilton would rather do anything for the Modern Side than have an interview with Wilkie.
He mentioned the death of E.N. Farnell (formerly Form Master of O.IIa who retired in 1938 and died on llth
October 1952), known to so many present in their younger days. He spoke of the recent re-organization of the
School and wondered whether it was more than a change of name. Might there not be a danger of a loss of that
touch so typical of men like Wilkie who, as Form Masters, knew how to awaken their pupils to a realization of
their own capacity and a true sense of values. December 1952

(Mr. Wilkinson can be seen in the photograph of the Masters on page 102, fifth from the right in the front row.)

Charles H. Wilmot, O.B.E.

It is with great regret we report that Mr. C.H. Wilmot, who taught Economics at the School from 1934-41, died
in the Sussex Royal Hospital on 21st January 1972, after a painful illness which he had borne with great fortitude.

He came to the School as the first Economics master when Mr. Dale introduced the subject into the
curriculum. Besides his own form, the Economics VI, he also taught Economics to all the Senior Sixth forms. His
out of school activities included the Dramatic Society, where he collaborated for many years with the late G. Irwin-
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Carruthers in the production of plays at the Guildhall School of Music and elsewhere. He also took part in School
Camps and tours abroad where his wide experience was of inestimable value.

Outside the School he was most interested in social and political work, being an alderman on the Lambeth
Borough Council and chairman of the Health Committee.

An experienced organiser and convincing speaker he played a large part in the negotiations for the evacuation
schemes which finally resulted in the School spending the greater part of the war years in Marlborough.

In 1941 he was seconded to the British Council as the Regional Director for the North of England and his
work at School was taken over by Mr. C.E. Haynes, who succeeded to the senior post in 1946 when Mr. Wilmot
joined the permanent staff of the British Council. His activities on the Council covered a wide range of duties.
In 1945 he had become Director of the Information Service. His success in this field was recognised in the New
Year's Honours List for 1947 when he was appointed Officer of the Civil Division of the Order of the British
Empire. His further posts included Director of the Colonies Department, 1950-54; Representative in Nigeria, 1954-
59; and Representative in Iran, 1959-65. His final posting was as Representative in Canada, from which he retired
in 1966.

He will be remembered with gratitude and affection by many Old Citizens and retired members of the School
Staff. September 1972

H.W. Woodhouse

H.W. Woodhouse's obituary when he was killed on his first operational flight over the Ruhr in May 1943, is in the
December 1943 issue of the School Magazine.

(Mr. Woodhouse can be seen in the photograph of the Masters on page 102 on the far right of the front row.)

Percy Stewart Workman, MA.

The School learned with deep regret of the death in October 1955 of Mr. P.S. Workman M.A. prior to a serious
operation.

Mr. Workman joined the staff in September 1931 from Birkenhead School and quickly made his mark as a
patient and efficient teacher of French and Spanish. He took command of Modern Va soon after Mr. Dale's
reorganization of the three sides.

Outside the classroom Mr. Workman's interests were mainly with the O.T.C. in which he served as a company
commander and made a vivid impression by his enthusiasm and the originality of his instruction. At the outbreak
of war he was eager to join up and when at length he was released in 1940 and able to join the King's Royal Rifle
Corps, his joy was unbounded. He quickly found his true metier in Intelligence where his knowledge of Italian
singled him out for appointment to 10 Corps in the Libyan desert.

While escaping across the desert before the advance of Rommel's Africa Korps in July 1942 he captured a
lorry full of Italians and was escorting these prisoners back to the British position at El Alamein when he received
a severe leg wound and was captured at El Foucha. His leg had to be amputated while he was a prisoner at
Tobruk. Later he was one of the first to be repatriated under an exchange scheme for wounded prisoners.

He was a very courageous soldier whose judgement was highly thought of by his superior officers and but for
the most unfortunate wound he would certainly have attained higher rank. At the end of the war he served with
the rank of Lieutenant-Colonel as the Military Passport Officer in the Military Government in Hamburg and later
continued this work in a civilian capacity at the War Office.

Mr. Workman was a keen golfer and an enthusiastic member of the 53rd (Orpington) Bn. Home Guard. We
extend our deepest sympathy to Mrs. Workman. April 1956
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Ernest Joseph Wynhurne, MA.

Appreciation by J.P. Stephenson:
Mr. Wynburne joined the staff in 1930. He had graduated with First Class Honours in French and German at
Trinity College, Dublin in 1925 and after a period with the General Secretariat of the League of Nations he started
his teaching career at the Holgate Grammar School, Barnsley.

Mr. Wynbume began as Form Master to Modern IVb and subsequently
took over Classical Vb when this form was created by Mr. Dale. He taught
French and German in these forms; so perfect was his accent that, on School
journeys and visits to the continent he was often mistaken for a native. He
later introduced some voluntary Russian and finally taught it as a school
subject from 1941-48. He thus inspired many boys to further studies of
language; but he always maintained that English was the one truly important
subject in any school.

Soon after joining the School he was invited to join the J.T.C. (now
C.C.F.) where he remained for six years. During this time he ran 'C
Company. He also took a special interest in the organization of the annual
tea and concerts, which were a feature of those days. He helped with all the
principal sports and athletics. Rugger was always his favourite game; for
several seasons he played for the Old Alleynians and as a stand-in for the
Old Citizens. He helped with the training of the first and second School
teams and later took charge of the 2nd XV. The fast and open type of

rugger which he tried to foster and which is now widely accepted was exemplified by W.B. Young who later played
for England. So successful was this style that on one occasion under the captaincy of Hancock the 2nd XV actually
beat the 1st XV.

Two days before war was declared in 1939 E.J.W. volunteered for military service; but as teaching at that time
was a reserved occupation he was not called to the forces. But at Marlborough, where the School was evacuated,
he threw himself wholeheartedly into the extra duties involved: billeting, extra games and supervision, firewatching,
first aid and the like. He even organized an allotment scheme for the School which was run on a form basis. He
was married in 1941 and his wife came down to Marlborough and successfully founded a private school to
supplement the inadequate educational facilities of the town. When C.L.S. returned to London he joined the local
Home Guard in Kennington, extended his commitments to various educational committees, and served on the
I.A.A.M. National Executive. In 1951 he founded the Modern Language Society in the School, which still thrives
at the present time. He became Housemaster of Seeley in 1931 and ever since has given devoted service to his
House, justly sharing its triumphs and always giving of his energy and enthusiasm.

Several of our colleagues who have retired recently have commented on the strain they felt whilst completing
their years of service. Those of us who worked with Mr. Wynburne knew of the extra hours of marking that his
large classes had necessitated during the last few years and were not entirely surprised when he had a serious
breakdown last Christmas. From this he is now making a good recovery, but his doctors have advised him that
it would be most unwise to attempt to resume the rigours of schoolmastering. He has, therefore, very reluctantly
asked the Schools' Committee for permission to retire, which they have most kindly granted.

He will be sadly missed by all, and remembered with affection by generations of Old Citizens as a gentleman
of great courage, wit and determination—who else would have walked about for two days suffering from pleurisy,
and tried to shake it off, as he did four years ago?

To him, to Mrs. Wynburne, and to their daughter Caroline we express our hope that he will soon make a
complete recovery and enjoy many years of happy retirement. January 1966

Many generations of Old Citizens will join all his colleagues in mourning the loss of Mr. Wynburne, who died at
his home in Marlborough on 9th January 1971 after a long illness. They will remember with affection and
gratitude all the help he gave them, both in the classroom and outside in the many activities to which he gave
unstintingly of his time and energy.

185



THE CITY OF LONDON SCHOOL AT MARLBOROUGH

Educated at Dulwich College and at Trinity College, Dublin (where he was a Foundation Scholar and
obtained an M.A. with First Class Honours in French and German), he joined the School in September 1930 after
service with the General Secretariat of the League of Nations and later at the Holgate Grammar School, Barnsley.

In his early years at C.L.S. he was form master of Classical VB and subsequently took over the teaching of
French, German and Russian to VC. He also became house master of Seeley, a Lieutenant in the J.T.C., and
helped with all the principal sports and athletics. His experience at Dulwich with the Old AUeynians and in
Barnsley with the Town XV led him to make a notable contribution to the rugger of the School, where he
conducted the 2nd XV with great enthusiasm and success. He also ran the 3rd XI Cricket for many years, and
in the Masters' XI his fielding was memorable for some outstanding catches.

His enthusiasm for the teaching of his subject resulted in 1951 in his founding the Modern Languages
Association which still flourishes in the School. He was also able to inspire his pupils in subjects outside his own
expertise. He not only conducted parties round the London galleries, but encouraged them to take an active
interest in art. The murals in Room 11 still remain as evidence of this and of the range of subjects discussed in
his classes. The boy Peppiat made a special visit to Paris to paint the scene from the French Revolution. He was
also a regular helper of Mr. Cornish at his continental school camps and accompanied Mr. Haynes on his
educational tours, where he not only had the words to meet all occasions, but with the help of a beret, succeeded
in looking like a typical Frenchman.

During the Marlborough evacuation period he took a full part in the extra duties involved. Billeting,
allotments, fire-watching, ambulance work etc. were all part of his day's work. Apart from this, his outside interests
involved him in politics and education. In the latter he was an enthusiastic member of the National Executive of
the Assistant Masters' Association. In the former he devoted himself to the improvement of the lot of the working
man and held fast to his principles, often in the face of considerable opposition.

In 1966, after forty years of exciting, energetic and exacting teaching, he began to feel the strain of classroom
routine, and after a serious breakdown he very reluctantly asked the Schools Committee for permission to retire.
This they most kindly granted. We all hoped he would make a speedy recovery, but this was not to be. He will,
however, live in the memories of those who really knew him as an example of a gentleman in the fullest sense of
the word. His generosity, his charming manners, his good nature, his cheerful disposition and brilliant wit, his rich
speaking voice and perfect accent; all these will be remembered as characteristic qualities of a friend and
companion we shall miss so much.

To his wife Lillian, whom many will remember at Marlborough, and to his daughter Caroline, we extend our
profound sympathy. May 1971

H.C.O and C J.E.
by F.R. Dale

The Principal duty of a headmaster is to secure and, within reason, retain the services of good men and keep the
ways clear for them so that the school may gain the fullest possible advantage from their quality. Everything he
does, in getting a building scheme through, in controlling the admission of boys or making a timetable is directed
to this end. Fortunate indeed is the headmaster who finds such colleagues as Nobbs, Wilkinson, Oakley and
Ellingham. All he has to do with such men is to let them go ahead. The difficulty is not to overwork them—of
this he is probably guilty—beyond what is justified by their own eager consent.

When I visited the School for a day after my appointment I had to adjust with Mr. Oakley the differences
between my own work and what Dr. Chflton's had been. This took about ten minutes. Mr. Oakley was obviously
quick and clear-headed in arranging things—he made all the arrangements for public examinations throughout my
time. To meet him once meant knowing that the Classical side was in the hands of a man in whom one could feel
complete confidence. And he told me about Mr. Ellingham. All I had to do about the Classical side was so to
place H.C.O. and C.J.E. in the timetable as to obstruct them as little as possible, and then watch out so that lower
and middle school work should provide the best possible material for that remarkable partnership to work upon.
H.C.O. always kept a fatherly eye on my endeavours in this respect.

C.J.E. met me with a certain reserve, but he gave me the impression that he was prepared to go on doing his
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best whatever my endeavours might be worth. I overworked him, not only as yoke-fellow to H.C.O. in the Latin
and Greek of CVI and CVa, but also as master in charge of the School's English. Without any obvious dramatic
gifts, he had a fine and sure judgement of poetry and literary quality and how to impart some idea of this to boys.
With all this quickness and imaginative readiness it was natural that he should speak sometimes with impatience
of the slow, as if this year's lot were the worst ever. I remember Acton saying to me that Adlam could get a chair-
leg through the School certificate. C.J.E. likewise had a remarkable understanding of the comparative duffer and
he spared no pains to make him less so. Pass or fail, and failures were actually negligible, it was an enlightening
experience for any boy to get that year in CVa with C.J.E. With a brilliant boy, a Howard or a Holladay, he was
very happy—"Oh, he's all right"—and met his needs with a very ready facility. But it is characteristic of the man
that the Old Citizen whom he most delighted to meet and keep touch with seemed to be he that was outstanding
in character.

Ellingham's enthusiasm overflowed into School games. I remember watching a rugby football game where
someone who should have known better hacked ahead, soccer-wise. From C.J.E. on the touch-line came a derisive
roar, "Aston Villa!", which is one way of using the name of a great club. No one understood better than he how
games should be played, and let it be recorded how at Marlborough he raised his game at squash so as to make
the Master work for a win. When no longer in his first youth he stepped into the breach and for a short time took
charge, very competently, of School cricket.

Ellingham was always, too, a working parson in the Church of England. His work as School Chaplain, too
little used in London, flowered in Marlborough. I have often wished that we had in print the sermons he gave in
the College Chapel, and Marlborough College was and is no less appreciative of his distinguished quality as a
preacher than C.L.S.

Oakley did not play games, though he could be seen at Grove Park. But no one ever worked harder for the
School, in and out of school hours. If he had been paid for overtime in coaching he would have had quite an
income. Wilkinson spoke to me with the warmest admiration of the devoted work he put in with the Latin, in
former times, of boys in the Modern Sixth, which to him was in no sense a rival affair but just a part of the School
he served. Let it not be forgotten, too, that he was a Christian of the strongest convictions who found time for
his own religious work away from School. It was sad that denominational differences made it impossible to hear
him preach at Marlborough.

His partnership with Ellingham worked so well that His Majesty's Inspectors, who will ordinarily frown at
division of work, at least below the Sixth, accepted and approved the division between them of Fifth form Latin
and Greek. Equally sound in scholarship, with no nonsense about either of them when it came to insistence on
the best and to showing the way to do it, they had a difference in temperament and approach that refreshed and
stimulated. Who can wonder at the sure and rapid progress of their pupils, attested by their long roll of classical
distinctions won, and by the continued power of their Old Citizens—this has always been a characteristic of the
School—to gain further honours as University teachers? Apart from that, one feels gratefully that it was a privilege
for any boy to know and be taught by one man of such character and quality, and a wonderful experience to have
met them both.

Ellingham looks forward to leaving 'the smoke, the dust, the roar' for the quiet of his parish near Blandford
and time for reading and thought. Oakley will cultivate his own garden and it will grow some good things. All
good wishes for their retirement to two very dear friends. December 1957

H.C.O and CJ.E.
by A.W. Barton

I first heard of Oakley when Mr. Dale described him as 'a very good fellow' in a letter to me about the
appointment of a new classics master who would be needed owing to Mr. Dale's retirement. It only took me half
a term to realize what an apt description of Oakley this was. The Classical Sixth clearly enjoyed their work with
him, did their best to reach the high standard of scholarship he set before them and soon appreciated the
satisfaction to be obtained from hard work well done, which Oakley invariably expected and almost always got.
He was also closely in touch with the classics teaching in the rest of the School, was a help and inspiration to his
colleagues and a shrewd judge of their capability. His organization of the School and Higher Certificate
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Examinations was excellent and he carried out the considerable changes necessitated by the new General
Certificate of Education Examinations smoothly. For the first time, too, he had to carry by himself the burden
of managing the classics of the School since the Headmaster was no longer a classicist, but he shouldered this
responsibility without any trouble and the Classical side has continued to flourish right to the end of his time.

Although Oakley had been at the School thirty-one years when I came, he was still fresh, vigorous and ready
to listen to and to adopt his ideas. He has loyally supported the new organization of the Middle School, which
is not so revolutionary as some Old Citizens have thought it was, and was recently generous enough to say that
the Latin examination papers of this year's IVA, the nearest equivalent to the old Classical IVA, were the best he
had corrected in the whole of his thirty-eight years in the School.

Oakley has been not only an inspiring teacher of classics and an efficient organiser of his department and of
School examinations, but he is a lovable person. We have all admired his simplicity and friendliness, the courteous
way in which he has expressed his disagreement in a discussion and, above all, his integrity, for he would never
compromise on a matter of principle.

I first met Ellingham on a visit to the School in the summer term of 1950 when I spent a quarter of an hour
with him discussing his work and that of his other departments, English and Scripture. I was immediately struck
by his vitality, his sensitiveness, his honesty and his humility. This first impression was soon confirmed as I saw
something of his work in the School. He has been a stimulating and inspiring teacher of his form, Va, and of the
Classical Sixth and many are the boys for whom Latin has first come to life when they get into Va. He was equally
good at teaching English to sets consisting of boys from both the Classical and Mathematical Sixth forms. He
helped some of these boys to cultivate good taste not only in English Literature but also in pictures and music.
He expected and nearly always got the best from each boy he taught. He had no use for pretentiousness or for
the slacker, yet he was invariably charitable in his judgements of boys or of his colleagues. He has helped me with
the preparation of Confirmation candidates since 1950, giving addresses on Christian doctrine. After teaching for
all the seven periods during the school day he would come to the Upper Lecture Room at ten to four on Tuesday
evening to address the class of thirty to fifty candidates. His talks were stimulating—he seemed to show little sign
of fatigue after a full day's teaching—clear and trenchant. They held the boys spellbound, although most of them
had not been to him for lessons in School and so did not know him well. I still remember his application of the
doctrine of the Trinity to our own life: the doctrine of the Trinity means that we must try to be like God the
Father, the Creator, the Master Craftsman, and so we must be good craftsmen and creators in our job; like God
the Son, who stands as our guarantor to God, so we must accept responsibility for other people in life; and like
God the Holy Spirit who influences us for good, so we must in turn exert a good influence on other people.

Oakley and Ellingham between them taught almost all of the classics done by the Classical Sixth form and
it is a striking thing that two men of such different temperament worked closely together for over thirty years so
happily and effectively. This is partly due to one quality they have in common—they have always put the interests
of the School before their own personal interests. But it is also due to the fact that the School, with its liberal and
tolerant outlook, while encouraging each newcomer to the Staff to make his contribution in his own way, soon
takes hold of him and impresses its stamp on him, so that in due course he becomes a City of London man.
Oakley and Ellingham were good City of London men, which is why they worked so well and so happily in harness
for all these years. But perhaps the greatest contribution they have made to the School is that by the way they
have worked and lived here they have shown us how 'so to pass through things temporal, that we finally lose not
the things eternal'. We bid them farewell with respect and affection and thank them for their tireless, devoted and
distinguished service to the School. December 1957
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Bond, Oakley and Dale

Ellingham, Dale and Oakley

189



THE CITY OF LONDON SCHOOL AT MARLBOROUGH

The First Decade
by L.W. Blandford

It is dangerous to invite the old to reminisce; that is one of their weaknesses. After all, one can remember leaving
the School on summer days when the newsposters announced another stand at the Oval by Hayward and the young
Hobbs, when Mr. Winston Churchill directed the Foot Guards in the battle of Sidney Street, and when Kaiser
Wilhelm rode along the embankment in the full panoply of the German Emperor, on an occasion connected with
the coronation of King George the Fifth.

In such days Henry Carey Oakley joined the School, in September 1907, having after a two years' interval
followed Dr. Chilton from Emmanuel School, Wandsworth. Then aged fifteen he entered the Classical Upper
Fourth under Mr. A.J. Spilsbury, an inspiring master held in much affection by the writer. He joined this form,
he says, because he knew little Greek, and that little he had acquired by private study. The fact that he was
promoted to the Classical Fifth after one term is a sufficient comment on his scholarship, and on his innate
modesty. After two terms in the Fifth he joined the Junior Sixth and in September 1909, two years after he came
to C.L.S., he was in the Classical Senior Sixth and Captain of the School. According to the School History the
pre-First World War tradition was that the Captain of the School was the head boy in the Classical Sixth. It is
clear that Oakley, with his delightful personality and strong Christian principles, had a double claim to that
distinguished position, which he held for two years until he left in July 1911 to go up to Oxford.

Oakley's arrival coincided with the introduction of the House system. This provided a great stimulus in many
directions. The writer's recollection is of the keen rivalry which was engendered in games and athletics. He recalls
that in 1906, the last year of the Inter-form Football Competition his form, the Classical Remove, was beaten 35-0
by the Modern Fifth in the first round. The initial division of the School was remarkably successful in achieving
a fair allocation of the celebrities between each of the six Houses . . . But even in those early days individual
Houses soon established the beginnings of a tradition of supremacy in a particular sphere.

At C.L.S. the cult of athleticism has never reached the pitch which prevailed at some boarding schools, but
in Oakley's day there was certainly a very keen interest, to say the least, and it is another significant comment on
his strength of character that he, admittedly not an athlete, stood out as a highly successful and beloved School
Captain.

As an undistinguished member of the Middle School who left from the form which Oakley first joined, I
cannot claim to have had close contact with him in those days, but behind the awe with which I regarded the
august figure in the place of honour at morning prayers was the respect and diffident affection felt for one who
was so obviously worthy of all the high success he had won. Successes which in the academic in his last year
included the John Carpenter Club History Prize, Dr. Phillips' Latin Verse Prize, the Fishmongers' Scholarship, and
a Scholarship for Classics at Corpus Christie College, Oxford. On Beaufoy Day he received Sixth form Prizes for
the Essay and for a declamation and appeared as Becket in Tennyson's Becket and as Buckingham in his farewell
to the people in Henry VIII. . .

At the end of Oakley's year of retirement, when the Captaincy of the School is no longer a closed shop,
another member of the Classical Sixth has entered on his second year as Captain of the School. He has had the
advantage of sitting below a distinguished predecessor in that office, and he will have his memory as a continuing
inspiration. December 1957

The Thirties
by F. Flay

To those who passed through their hands in the years leading to Munich the figures of Oakley and Ellingham
appear against the background of the uneasy drift of those times. One perceived the movement of events towards
disaster and knew the inability of the individual to do anything to avert it. There were qualities of tragedy in the
scene which no doubt they discerned more clearly than we did. Perhaps the teaching of classics took on an extra
significance for them in those days.

In this setting each cultivated the material put before him and fostered in it a sense of values, a regard for
the best, sources of fortitude which were to be drawn on, as things turned out, quite soon.
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They offered points of contrast enough: Oakley equable, serene; Ellingham volatile, restless. What they had
in common was more important—goodness and goodwill.

It would be strange if two such strong personalities never irritated each other. If they ever did, they did not
show it. Rather they seemed felicitously complementary to each other.

They will always be remembered with respect and affection. December 1957

The Forties
by J.I. Metcalfe

I was taught by Ellingham and Oakley during my last four years only. Nevertheless, I was aware of them from my
entering the School six years before that, and their influence grew continuously. Ellingham was marked out from
the first as the only priest on the staff, and Oakley as the form master of the Classical Sixth when, through the
successes of C.L. Howard and his contemporaries, classics was clearly something the School did rather well.

Once at Marlborough even the Juniors began to hear more of them. Both threw themselves into "welfare'
and, though I cannot think that they were satisfied with what they were able to do, I know they spared no effort
to mitigate the discomforts of small boys suddenly away from home. Oakley was in charge of a billet where several
of my friends were lodged and I think those boys were happier than most. Two things served to make Ellingham
outstanding. One was his ability on the squash court—a windmill transformed into an athlete, bestriding the middle
while lesser men ran round retrieving in the corners. He took two games off an Old Citizen who was currently
playing for Cambridge, and rumour had it that he had even beaten the Master. He was seen to enter the Sun Inn
sometimes after a game and it was good for a small boy to know that priests can play and enjoy a pint.

And there were his sermons. I cannot pretend to be able to give an account of them, but an impression of
the pattern remains: There were many things which could be proved, but the existence of God was not one of
them. Nevertheless, there were things we could accept as being true and beautiful and of good report provided
we were prepared to work and keep our minds and eyes and ears and hearts open. (Here I remember his example
of the sublime in music being a Beethoven symphony and being surprised, for Beethoven was for some reason
rather neglected at the School. I heard and I believed). But above all such things, there was the knowledge and
the love of God and the way to work for this was through prayer. So let us pray.

I was in the Fourth during my last year at Marlborough and the Greek examination was marked by Oakley.
Even the most able boys fared ill. We had had a warning of what was to come upon us in the next few years. We
had already been through Ellingham's Essay Writing Bad and Good and knew how very bad he could make the bad
appear. Soon we were to take his notes on syntax and his Hints for the Helpless which have guided many, long after
leaving School. Neither tolerated sloth, though Oakley seemed to view it with grief, and Ellingham with contempt
rather than anger. All the same tributwn was rigorously exhorted from defaulters. Neither cared for stupidity,
though my year, which was a somewhat lean one, was treated with humanity and understanding. Expectations were
tempered to abilities, though both took pains to see that the lame dogs got over some sort of stile. Ellingham
could be terribly cutting, yet the occasion I most clearly remember concerned the brightest boy in the class who
for once had been idle.

Oakley was the one who took us through the hard grind of classics in the Sixth—grammar, syntax, unseens.
For Latin proses he used standard fair copies and only rarely was content that we should learn his own. Ellingham
would attempt to render anything into Greek, from chaotic speeches in Hansard to Browne's Um Burial.
Sometimes he admitted that the task was impossible, though we found this difficult to believe of him. A collection
of these exercises would make a fine anthology of English prose, and my understanding and appreciation of so
much great writing I count as one of my most valued benefits from their instruction. Ellingham took general
reading with us and I remember well his helping us through the second book of Herodotus and not jibbing at the
curious habits of the Egyptians. This taught us another valuable thing about scholars and priests. He also found
time one term to give some lectures on art appreciation—an introduction which stimulated many and dispelled
some ignorant prejudice from all. Oakley encouraged our private reading but, although the choice was ours, he
did prefer us to work at what was likely to help us with the unseens we would encounter. He did not really
approve of one boy, who has since done well in industry, attempting the Cena Trimalcionis, but this was, we felt,
only because he would not meet it in the scholarships. These were our main tangible aim and there was little talk
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of careers. Classics for its own sake was the rule, and its Tightness was unquestioned. We competed little among
ourselves, though each was expected to achieve or exceed his own personal target. Such competition as there was,
was for a page in the Golden Book. We all lusted after that. We never thought of them as disciplinarians, but
I have never heard of a boy trying to rag them. It was as unthinkable as it was to refer to them by their Christian
names. I doubt if any of us really knew what they were. Once in the classroom all boys were equal. Extra-mural
distinction counted for nothing and prefects and sportsmen received all the rebukes they deserved. But such
rebukes were specific to the point of failure and never caused the loss of a boy's dignity—unless such dignity was
cant.

Ellingham and Oakley worked in double harness. Neither vied with the other and such disagreements,
scholarly or otherwise, as they may have had were veiled from us. Each could have managed alone. How
fortunate were we that they chose to work together. December 1957

Lifelines

CECIL JOHN ELLINGHAM

Entered St. John's College, Oxford.
Gaisford Greek Prize (prose).
Craven Scholar. 1st Class Classical Mods.
2nd Class Literae Humaniores.
2nd Class Theology. Liddon Scholar.
B.A. and M.A.
Appointed Deacon at Southwark and Curate
of St. Luke with St. Paul, Charlton.

1922 Appointed Priest at Southwark.
Joined the City of London School as form
master to CIVa in place of R.R. Timberlake.
Elected to the committee of the School
branch of the League of Nations Union.
Elected to the School Rugby Football
Committee.

1930 Appointed form master of Classical V. House
master of Carpenter.
Became master in charge of School debates.
Joint master in charge of billeting at
Marlborough.
Appointed Licentiate to the Officiate of the
Diocese of Rochester.
Retired from the City of London School.
Appointed Priest-in-Charge at Chettle,
Blandford.

1912
1913
1915
1916
1919
1921

1924

1925

1929

1934
1939

1947

1957

HENRY CAREY OAKLEY

1907 Left Emmanuel School, Wandsworth and
entered the City of London School in Upper
IV Classical under A.J. Spilsbury.

1908 In January entered Classical V under F.W.
Hill and in September entered Classical VI.

1909 In July won a Classical Senior Open
Scholarship and London Matriculation (1st
Division)

1911 Summer: 'I entered the School in September
1911. I had been taken to the Prize Day of the
term before where In my youthful eyes infinitely
the most important person present was H.C.
Oakley, the Captain of the School, on whom I
gazed in awe as he gave his declamation in
praise of John Carpenter1: quoted in the School
History. Won an open scholarship in Classics
at Corpus Christie College, Oxford. In July
left the School and in October went up to
Oxford.

1913 1st Class Classical Mods. 'Oakley is reading for
Classical Mods, at the end of term. We all feel
sorry for him but look forward with confidence
to the issue': Oxford Letter in the School
Magazine, March 1913. Elected Secretary of
the newly formed Old Citizens Society at
Oxford. The inaugural meeting was held in
his rooms.

1915 1st class Classical Greats.
— B.A. and M.A.
1919 Returned to the City of London School as

Composition Master in place of C.A. Scott.
1921 Joined the John Carpenter Club (Dining Life

Member)
— Elected to the 1917 Society (the first member

to be so elected after leaving School).
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1924 Elected to the School Mission Committee.
— Elected to the Committee of the John

Carpenter Club.
1926-27 Elected Chairman of the School Branch of

the League of Nations Union.
1931 Appointed master in charge of the School

Library.
— Became master in charge of the School

Magazine.
1952 Elected President of the John Carpenter Club.
1957 Retired from the City of London School.

December 1957

Letter from Mr. H.C. Oakley:
Dear Runnings:
May I express my thanks to you and to all who contributed to make the last issue of the Gazette such a memorable
one for me. At the same time I should like to thank all my old pupils and friends who have sent me messages of
goodwill on my retirement.

In the interests of strict accuracy, may I make two small corrections in 'Lifelines'.
I was the School Librarian during the whole of my thirty-eight years at the School. The post of 'Composition

Master' (i.e. Master of the Classical VI) carried with it the post of School Librarian. I do not know how far this
tradition went back, probably at least as far back as Dr. Abbott's time.

It was in 1926 that Dr. Chilton asked me to become master in charge of the School Magazine. For some
years before this, editors had submitted articles direct to Dr. Chilton who took a very personal interest in the
Magazine. In 1926, however, the Magazine published a letter to the editor on the subject of the Corps which drew
protests from some members of the School Committee. Dr. Chilton came to me and said, 'Look, you have been
editor of the Magazine and should know what is fit to go into it. I wish you would keep an eye on any articles
submitted in future'. So began a connection with the Magazine which lasted for more than twenty years.
Censorship soon became cooperation.

Yours sincerely,
H.C. Oakley. May 1958

H.C.O and C J.E.
by C.E. Bond

On Saturday, 7th December 1957 some fifty former pupils of Mr. Oakley and Mr. Ellingham gathered in the
School Library to make a formal presentation to them on their retirement.

It was good to see Mr. and Mrs. Ellingham, who had travelled up from Blandford, and Mr. Oakley and his
sister, Mrs. Snell, as they stood to receive their old scholars, many of whom were accompanied by their wives.
Every generation was represented, from the first days of Mr. Oakley's appointment as Composition Master, to the
summer term of 1957 when the two then had brought their joint masterships of the Classical Sixth to its close.

Mr. C.L. Howard, a former Captain of the School, spoke on behalf of the subscribers. He represented, he
said, the middle period of the partnership and could speak therefore both for those who preceded him and those
who were to follow. He recalled with vivid phrases all that the two had meant to their pupils. Oakley, with the
gravitas and pietas of the true Roman, insisting on a devotion to meticulous detail, standing on tiptoe behind his
desk, awaiting in eager anticipation the correct unravelling of some particularly knotty passage, and sinking back
to his heels in joyful satisfaction when yet another generation produced the hoped-for rendering. Ellingham,
representative perhaps of the less austere, more spontaneous Greek spirit, sitting with his head clasped in his
hands, seemingly unmindful of the class before him, then breaking into a racy, vivid, idiomatic version which
impressed his hearers as being exactly fitting. Thus the two had complemented each other's efforts and impressed
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their own individual gifts upon the minds of the successive Sixths whose privilege it had been to work under them.
It was right that now they had given up they should take with them into retirement some token of the respect

and affection that all then- pupils had for them, and he asked them to accept the gifts made with the assurance
that they came with heartfelt gratitude for all they had achieved.

Mr. Ellingham brushed aside all responsibility for having ever taught anybody anything. Mr. Howard had got
it all wrong. He certainly hadn't been able to teach him anything anyway, as he knew it already. Anyhow, it had
been fun and he did like getting to know boys, particularly outside the classroom. That is why he regretted very
much the time when he had to give up coaching cricket and rugger because it meant that his knowledge of the boys
was limited to the classroom. He did thank everyone most warmly for the present, a beautiful Sheraton-type tea
table with a pie-crust edge which Harrods had delivered to him only the day before in a marvellous crate, which
had 210 nails in it. He knew because he had counted them!

Mr. Oakley replied with great geniality. Nothing could have surprised him more than to learn that a number
of his old pupils were contemplating making him a presentation and he was most deeply touched. He thanked
Mr. Howard for all that he had said and expressed the wish that everyone present should drop in at his home in
St. Albans and try for himself the comfort of the beautiful winged armchair which, together with a nest of tables,
was their gift to him.

He had enjoyed his time at the School and recalled how his early diffidence had been dispelled by the
encouragement he had received from Dr. Chilton and by the genuine interest in the work displayed by his pupils.
He was now looking forward to retirement and the opportunity of doing those things for which he had not yet
found time. He would now be able to read Gibbon's Decline and Fall right from the beginning to the end.

When the formalities were over the company remained to take advantage of the opportunity to renew old
acquaintanceships, made at some stage in the now historic partnership of Mr. Oakley and Mr. Ellingham.

May 1958
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September 26th. 1938.

Dear Sir (or Madam),

While we all hope yet that war may be adverted,
it is obvious that plans are necessary in case a state of emergency
is decreed and it becomes impossible to continue work at this
School.

I am informed that it will 'not be possible for
boys attending this School to join in with the London County Council
scheme of evacuation, which in any case would mean the dispersal of
the School. Upon notice of a state of• emergency therefore boys
will either remain at home or be moved out to a distance as parents
decide. I hope that if the emergency continued for longer than a
very short time, or indeed if War broke out, we should be able to
arrange to gather the School together at some place outside London
and resume work.

I should be glad if you will let me know -

1. Whether you will agree to your son's rejoining the School if
arrangements, which I consider satisfactory, have been made?
Satisfactory arrangements would of course include a reasonable cost.

2. Whether you will be able to move the boy by car or are prepared
otherwise to arrange for his transport? (I hope that it will be
feasible for the boy to go by bicycle).

I regret that at the moment that is all I can state.
I should be glad of the favour of an early reply.

Yours very truly,

F.R. MLS,

Headmaster.
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Jcn&vu

28th September, 1938.

To all parents.

I regret the past uncertainty.

Definite plans had been made to move the Upper and Middle
School to 'Llanrhaiadr, Denbigh, today and tomorrow: emergency
premises have been secured there. The Chairman had agreed:
the plan is suspended by the Corporation.

In view of the diminution of the staff, and for other
reasons, it was decided that younger boys - Ilnd Forms and below
- could not be taken: parents must make their own provision for
them when the School is closed.

I am now ordered:

(1) To carry on until (if it so happen) the School be closed.

(2) To proceed, if and when it becomes possible, with the
Llanrhaiadr scheme, after the School is closed. Parents will
be notified as soon as possible, and transport arrangements may
be made.

Meanwhile parents have my full approval if they take other
steps for their boys.

F.R. DALE,

Headmaster.
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CITY 0$ LOM)OH SCHOOL

MARCH 1.959..

EVACUATION

(1) I Hope that all plans will be finally approved by
authority before the end of April. Should a state
of. emergency by any chance occur before the beginning
of next term, no immediate action can be taken by the
School. Parents must take their own measures for the
time being, and the Marlborough scheme, when approved,
would be put into effect for next term. Hot ice would
be sent to parents as soon as possible.

(2) If we assume, as I think we may, that the Marlborough
scheme will be approved, preparations should be made
for a possible move next term. If a state of emergency
were then declared

(a) Boys would assemble at the School at a tima stated.
Jrom Blackfriars they would be taken by train to
Baling to entrain there for Marlborough. The whole
party must assemble at the school: no one could
Join at Baling or at other points on the way there.

(b) All boys must have with them

(i) Gas-masks.

(ii) A 'haversack ration' of food for the journey:
this should be as compact as possible, enough
for a whole day, with a reserve (say of plain
chocolate) in oase of delay.

(iii) A suitcase or kitbag containing articles
suggested on the attached list.

(iv) A sum of money - say 10/- in case of possible
necessity.

(o) If any boys cannot reach the School in time to
entrain with the party, they should be conveyed to
Marlborough by other means as soon as possible.

It would be convenient to have some bicycles at
Marlborough. If any parents would prefer their
boys to go by bicycle, they should notify me. In
that oase some of their kit would have to be sent
after them.
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.2.

(d) At Marlborough, as already stated

(i) boys would be billeted in or near the town.
The billets hare all been visited by masters.

(ii) they would work in Marlborough College, and
take their meals in the College dining-hall.

(iii) The estimated cost for maintenance is

5/- per week for billets
15/- per week for food etc.
2/6 per week for laundry etc.

This figure might be revised later, either way:
I "believe it would be ample for a start.

The first month's charge would be collected
from parents soon after we reached Marlborough.

I hope that in certain oases difficulties about
expense can be met.

I am very pleased to find that so many parents
support the scheme.

It is obvious that everything would depend later
on the general situation, and arrangements might have
to be modified at any time.

But it is clearly right that the work of the School
should go on, as well and as far as possible.

F.R. DAIS,

Headmaster.
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March 20th 1939.

EVACUATION SCHEME.

Dear Sir,

The Master and Governors of Marlborough College have
agreed to admit this School to the use of their buildings
and grounds in a time of emergency.

The buildings - class-rooms, laboratories &c. - will
admit both Schools to work almost as usual.

Meals would be in the College dining-hall.

Boys would sleep in billets in or near the Town - all
visited already by the second master or other masters of
this School. Camp-beds and blankets will be provided at
Marlborough where necessary.

The boys would be taken down by special train.
(It is of course possible that this could not be done,
in which case I should rely on parents to get the boys
down somehow: the distance is 80 miles).

The Marlborough scheme seems as good as possible,
and though parents have every right to stand out and make
their own arrangements I hope none will.

The cost to parents would be about E2/6d. per week:
for billets, food, light and heat, laundry &c. A charge
for the first month would probably be sent out to parents
as soon as the move had been made.

A detailed circular will be sent out at the end of
the term.

Will you kindly sign the enclosed slip and return it
to me without delay?

Yours very truly,

F.R. DALE.

199



THE CITY OF LONDON SCHOOL AT MARLBOROUGH

CITY OF LONDON SCHOOL,

Victoria Embankment, E.G.4.

May 10th. 1939.

Evacuation to Marlborough College.

(!) There will be public notice of the day of evacuation. Boys
must assemble at the School by 8.30 a.m. They will wait at
the School tin they are conducted to Blackfriars Station.

(2) _Boys_ w_ill carry -

(i) Gas-masks: easily reached: best in haversack slung on
shoulder.

( i i ) A ration of food for a day, with an emergency reserve:
also a cup or mug. (A meal will probably be issued at
rail head on arrival.)

(iii) Clothes in a handbag or suitcase which a boy can carry
coiafortably. Add a pillow-slip,

(iv) Knife, fork, dessert spoon, tea spoon,

(v) Stamped postcard in pocket: also a little money.

(vi) A few light books (most school books will have to be sent
after, with C.T.C. clothes etc.)

N.B. - Boys cannot join the party except at the School.

If any boy is unable to go as arranged by train I shall
rely on parents to get him to Marlborough by car,
train, or bicycle.

F.R. DALE,

Headmaster.
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EVACUATION: SUMMER HOLIDAY ARBANGM2NTS 1939.
».«»_ „.,».• — — -• — — «-~-» —— ~ — — — *- — — — — — — — — _«••. — — — •. — — — — — — — — —

If a national emergency should be declared during the

holidays

(1) boys who are at home or in London will act as in

term time. They will assemble at the School by 8.30 a.m.

on the first day of evacuation, which will be publicly

notified, and take the train.

(&} boys who are away on holiday will probably find it

Impossible to return to London. They will be expected to

make their own way to Marlborough, either at once, if that

is more convenient, or in time to begin the work of next term

on September 19th. Parents should inform the Headmaster, at

Uarlboroush College, Wilts, when they are likely to arrive at

Marlborougjh or at Savernake Station.

Some masters will be at Marlborough in time to make the

necessary arrangements, with the help of the Town Clerk of

Marlborough and the authorities of Marlborough College.

While it is hoped that no emergency will arise, parents

are aaked always to be prepared: for instance, gas-masks

must be at all tl~.es kept within reach.

F.B. DALE,

Headmaster.
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Citg of %onbon School.

BILLET RULES

1. TIMES.
SENIORS (14 years or over) except Prefects and Sub-Prefects:

In billets by 8 p.m.
Lights out 10 p.m.
(A limited number of VI. Form boys may need to work late. They must have the

written permission of their Form Master.)

JUNIORS (under 14 years):
In billets by 7 p.m.
(On Tuesday, Thursday, Saturday when tea is at 6.30, and on Sunday when tea is at 6.45,

juniors must return to their billets immediately after tea.)
Lights out by 9 p.m. at latest.
(Young boys are expected to go to bed earlier at the discretion of the hostess.)

2. RETURNING TO BILLETS.
(a) Facilities are provided at the College for games, reading, writing, etc., and no boys

need return to their billets in the morning except possibly to change for games.
They are forbidden to return except with the full approval of their hostesses, who are

asked to let the Visiting Master know at once if this rule is broken.
(b) It is possible for nearly all boys to do preparation at school till 6.30 on Monday,

Wednesday and Friday evenings if it is inconvenient for them to return to their billets earlier.
(c) No boy may visit anoth«r-4>illet at any time except with the permission of the hostess

in the house where the visit is made.
Sixth Form boys are allowed to visit another billet for work with another boy if the host-

esses agree and if the Visiting Master has given written permission stating address and times.
Boys are not allowed to visit houses at any time where no boys or masters are billeted,

except with the Visiting Master's written permission.

3. MEALS.
Meals are provided in College for all except Day Boys.
Hostesses are not asked to provide more than a hot drink, morning and evening, except

when special arrangements have been made with parents.

4. GENERAL.
Boys are expected to look after themselves as much as possible. They should clean their

own shoes and keep their rooms tidy.
They are expected to do what is asked of them in the houses in which they live. In bad

weather they should change their outdoor shoes immediately they return.
It is important that boys should never miss Assembly at 8, or breakfast on Saturday or

Sunday, unless they are sick. In case of sickness, a visit will be made without delay. If they
are not visited, hostesses are asked to let the Visiting Master or the School Office at the College
Tel. M. 367, know as soon as they can.

Smoking is not allowed in billets or anywhere else in term time. The Cinema is out of
bounds.

Any complaints should be made to the Visiting Master as quickly as possible.

F. R. DALE,
Visiting Master ^.:At.:.&£&C6££f£ Headmaster.

17
Address ."V^W....^*

MARLBOROUGH, 1940.
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TIMES

SUNDAY 8.15 a.m. Early Service (Voluntary),

& a.m. Breakfast.
W

12.30 p.m. Chapel.

1.45 p.m. Lunch.

6.45 p.m. Tea.

SATURDAY 9 a.m. Breakfast.

OTHER WEEKDAYS
Morning

Afternoons
Monday* Friday

Wednesday

Tues. & Thurs.

9.10-12.10 Rest Rooms available ( Marlborough
Break 10.35-10.50).

2 p.m. Lunch.

6.30 p.m. Tea.
It- ̂ 0•

8-8.15 a.m.Hall*

8.15-9 1st Period.

Breakfast.9 a.m.

9.10-12.10 Rest Rooms available { Marlborough
Break 10.35-10.50).

12.30-1.15 2nd Period.

1.15-1.55 3rd Period.

2 p.m. Lunch.

2.45-3.30 4th Period.
3.30-4 5th Period.
4.'30-5.S0/£ Rest Rooms available.
5.3O./J- Tea.
6-6.35 Rest Rooms available.
6.45-7.30 North Court Lower Class Rooms.

2.45-3.30 4th Period.
3.30-4.15 5th Period.
4.15-4.45 6th Period.
5.15-5.30 Rest Rooms available.
5,S&1> Tea.
6-6.35 Rest Rooms available- ,,„„„„6.45-7.SO Sorxn Court Lower Class Rooms.

2.45-3.30 4th Period.
3.30-4.15 5th Period.
4.15-5. 6th Period.
5-5.45. 7th Period. 0 , • r
5.45-6.30 Class Rooms available. '̂ '— ̂
6.30 Tea.
7-7.30 North Court Lower Class Rooms
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WASTE IN WARTIME
IS A CRIME

SAVE METAL

SAVE BONES

SAVE PAPER

Polly Tea Rooms
26&27, High Street, MARLBOROUGH

MORNING COFFEE

Hot and Cold LUNCHEONS and TEAS

HOME-MADE CAKES

'Phone 146.

204



PARTS

Marlborough and After

Marl borough

(1) Published Articles

The following articles were originally published in the Gazette. They are listed in chronological order with the date
of publication following each article.

Return to Marlborough
by D.A. Quadling (1935-43)

When I first arrived in Marlborough it was with a gas mask slung over my shoulder, 24 hours' emergency rations
in a haversack and the rest of my possessions carried in a bed-roll little smaller than myself. This time I needed
a furniture van for them—but I was no less apprehensive on this occasion than I had been in 1939. For
Marlborough was now to be my home and Marlborough College my employer. It has been suggested that the
contrasts which have struck me on returning here would be of interest to other Old Citizens of my
generation—hence this present article.

The casual motorist returning from Bristol to London will see Marlborough little changed after 15 years. That
is, unless he drives by night, for the black-out has given place to the orange-coloured glow of our new concrete-
supported street lights—still a topic of controversy which has proved a godsend to the editors of the Marlborough
Times. But as he rounds the bend his first sight is still of the Memorial Hall with its forecourt, the line of
chestnuts and the grass slopes leading up to the chapel with its tall spire. In a moment he is past the main
gate—some say that the fine avenue of limes has seen better days, but they make a fair show in the early
summer—under the high brick bridge, and he is turning right to avoid the bow window of the old Mount House.
Then the sweep round past St. Peter's churchyard whose wall is still dented from time to time by passing tanks,
and into the broad sloping High Street with its Elizabethan penthouse and the view of St. Mary's church to the
left of the Town Hall. All the familiar names are there—the Polly Tea Rooms, the Merlin Cafe, Knaptons, the
Aylesbury Anns — but our traveller might observe with some regret that there are more 'milk bar' signs than there
were. Indeed, if his passage coincides with morning coffee time he may find it difficult to thread his way through
the motor coaches, for Marlborough nowadays does a thriving trade in the "ten minute stop'. Finally, up the hill
and through Savernake Forest, now happily vacated by the army and once again available for its proper purpose
of afternoon strolling; it is gradually being restored as a forest by the Forestry Commission.

Externally the College buildings present much the same appearance as they did during the war, although there
are plans for a new physics building on the site of the old College Press and part of the old physics laboratories
and it is hoped to start building later in the year. The architect is presented with the problem of compromising
between the architectural style of the chemistry building (A.D. 1930) and the Mound (c. 2000 B.C.). A major
interior alteration has been the complete reconstruction of the old Memorial Reading Room; the shelf space has
been greatly increased and bays have been constructed along the whole length of the room. Now renamed the
Memorial Library, it houses almost all the books which were in the Adderley and Bradleian and these rooms are
now used for other purposes — concerts, debates, lectures and so on. I should record here the loss we have
recently suffered by the death of Mr. Ransome whose frequent but patient "a little less noise, please" will surely
be remembered by all Sixth formers who used to work in the Adderley.

Another striking change is to be seen in the chapel where the reredos and the walls of the apse at the east
end are now a blaze of colour, gold and red and blue. The effect from the west door is magnificent. The chapel
organ has also been entirely reconstructed and the console brought out into the body of the chapel.

The returning Old Citizen naturally looks for signs of the School's five year exile in Wiltshire, but of these
there surprisingly few. No doubt some of the initials with which the College woodwork is so liberally carved are
C.L.S. initials, but the passage often years has obliterated almost all other physical evidences. There is not a trace
of the zig-zag trenches cut into the chalk of the playing fields by the sweat of so many brows (volunteer and
otherwise) under the expert eye of Mr. Wilkinson. A few athletic fixtures between the schools—fives, shooting and
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fencing—survive; and Mr. Ellingham's annual summer visit to preach in chapel is always eagerly anticipated.
For further evidence, however, it is only necessary to talk to the inhabitants of Marlborough, either in the

College or in the town, to discover how green are the memories of those days. Many of them will, if not
restrained, spend hours recounting tales of the evacuation and they all ask for news of 'the boys we had'. The
visits, and even Christmas cards, from Old Citizens are talked of for months afterwards and it will be a long time
before our brief invasion is forgotten. April 1956

Pages From an Autobiography
by Neville March Hunnings (1939-48)

It is a long time now since I first saw the City of London School. In the early summer of 1939, with war and
rumours of war in every newspaper and the memory of Munich only a few months before, a small boy came from
his little prep school on the periphery of London to take the Common Entrance Examination; and received his
first glimpse of a large public school where the masters actually wore gowns, even if some of them were remarkable
for their extraordinarily tattered condition.

Little remains of that occasion except the image of the Great Hall, with hundreds of small backs bent
industriously over as many writing desks and the begowned invigilators who were later to become household names
to us, strolling nonchalantly between the rows. Except for this, memories become confused and merge with those
of that other event, my second visit, and the last for several years, to the School overlooking Blackfriars Bridge.
A school in the heart of London which was later to receive a direct hit from a bomb in the playground and which
was too dangerously near the Pool and the Docks to make it a safe place for children in wartime.

It had already become apparent earlier in the year that the Munich detente would not hold and that the
German invasions of the Central European states would ultimately lead us into a state of war. Gas masks had
been issued to all of us a year before and we still had them hi their square cardboard carrier boxes, carefully stored
away ready for use when the war came. Evacuation schemes were being prepared by the Government and local
authorities, and schools in the potentially dangerous areas, in the big cities which would be the first targets for air
attack, were making arrangements to move, lock, stock and barrel, into the country to share and disrupt the life
of other schools more safely situated.

Hence it was that on 1st September 1939, two days before Mr. Neville Chamberlain's fateful but already
inevitable speech over the radio, the boys of the City of London School, including a considerable number of new
boys, assembled in the classrooms and playground fronting the Victoria Embankment. But it was not like the
normal beginning of term. There was little time to make new friendships or acclimatize ourselves to our
surroundings. We were being issued with identification cards and documents, checked for gas masks and luggage,
and given little round metal discs of various colours to pin to our lapels. And when this was all done we were
swiftly shepherded round the corner to Blackfriars Station on the Underground and thence to Paddington, a station
that was to become more than familiar to us over the following five years.

Our first days at Marlborough were kaleidoscopic. It was some time before the hectic round of settling into
billets, learning the geography of Marlborough College, our new home, and the smooth fitting in of our timetable
with theirs, of getting used to the strange new surroundings of the little sleepy country town on the road from
London to Bath, could give way to the more normal life of routine.

Once things had settled down, however, the pattern became easily discernible. In order to fit in with the life
of the College our timetable was so arranged that we had an early lesson before breakfast, spent the morning at
games or corps, and the afternoon again in the classrooms, working until late on Tuesday and Thursday evenings,
a custom which still colours my attitude to those two days of the week. This worked very well and resulted in very
little friction between us and the Marlborough boys. Indeed we saw very little of them really, except at half-past
twelve when we were waiting to enter their classrooms as soon as they came out. Of course there were the
occasions when we fell foul of Marlborough masters when we gathered too early and too noisily in the corridor
of North Block, that grim ex-prison building which still retailed some of its iron bars, and Mr. Gufllebaud would
call some wretch into his room and make him stand there until his lesson was finished. And of course there were
the even more notorious occasions when our Mr. Penn would descend on some luckless Marlborough boy sitting
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in the Memorial Reading Room and threatened him with a 'clip over the ear' or order him to leave, while the rest
of us would cower under our books and wonder at his temerity in so addressing one of 'them'. Otherwise our
main encounters were at games.

But for the most part we kept to ourselves. The early years enjoyed remarkably fine weather in the summer
and we would spend the week-ends exploring the barrows along the Bath Road, or indulging in gang 'warfare' in
Savernake Forest. The forest at that time was covered with thick fern shoulder high, at least so it was to us. These
ferns grew in huge patches. The boys in the most junior forms would split into groups of a dozen or so under the
leadership of the most rampageous personalities and choose one of these huge patches of ferns in the centre of
which would be hidden the 'hide-out', reached by a winding invisible pathway through the undergrowth. Rivalry
was indulged in more for its own sake than directed at any particular end although one was always trying to
discover a rival gang's headquarters. It was quite harmless and used up the surplus energies which were so
stimulated by our new rural environment. At least it did so for a year or two, until the forest was taken over by
the military for an ammunition dump and closed to the public.

We were very lucky to be in such beautiful surroundings, although we were far too young to appreciate it at
that time. Roaming over the Downs under a brilliant blue sky broken by the harsh sound of the Harvard training
aircraft which were a perpetual accompaniment in the early days, or sitting talking by the White Horse below the
Pewsey Road waiting for early tea on Sunday afternoon, lying on the terrace slope just below the First XI cricket
pitch while the College were playing a match, or gathering in one of the classrooms which were left open for us
during the week-ends, we received the full benefit of the sun and greenery while all the time feeling so bored that
it was almost impossible to find anything to do which really interested us.

The winter, of course, was different. The weather was unsuitable for the outdoors, especially the first year
when the roads were covered with an inch of ice and there was skating in the College quadrangle. By the time
lessons were over the sky would be dark and our trek back to the billets began, a dim procession of dusky figures
groping their way through the blackout helped only by luminous discs attached to their lapels or small torches in
their hands. The High Street, in the summer one of the finest in England, revealed its disadvantages. At the
week-ends the same boredom but it was relieved by the activities of a Club, instituted by an understanding School
Staff in a church hall at one end of the High Street, where we would go to play Pik-a-Stick, L'Attaque or
Monopoly, or swap stamps; and as the Sunday evening wore on the lights would be turned down and Mr.
Woodhouse, alas killed later in the war during an R.A.F. sortie over Germany, would tell us ghost stories.

As the years passed and we moved on through the second and third forms, we became accustomed to this
way of life, less reliant on the Junior Club and the like. Interests developed. Mr. Taylor's musical appreciation
class gained some recruits for classical music and the sudden discovery of Dvorak or Beethoven would lead to
formal and informal debates on the respective merits of 'Jazz versus the Classics'. Mr. Stephenson's cinema shows
on Saturday and Sunday nights for which we paid 2d admission must have run through the entire Gaumont-British
catalogue, for we were not allowed to got to the one and only cinema in the town.

About this time, too, when we were beginning to awaken to the siren calls of the opposite sex and take a more
than casual interest in the two not unattractive ladies who were in charge of the College kitchens, when the
meaning of the notoriety of certain young ladies in the town was becoming clearer, when one of the more rakish
senior boys during an audience participation act in the School concert in the Memorial Hall actually kissed a girl
on the stage—along came the Americans. The Common, that frozen, unsheltered expanse overlooking the town,
where we had first learnt to play rugger in the ice and snow of the first winter, was taken over as an army camp.
Tanks and Bren carriers rumbled through the streets and the now familiar Jeep first made its appearance. We
would sometimes sit with our landladies behind the drawn curtains at night and hear the sounds of a drinking song
come rolling up the street and wonder what on earth the world was coming to.

They were still there when we left Marlborough in 1944, returning to London just in time to receive the full
brunt of the flying bombs. The five years of our exile had taught us a lot. We had the best of two worlds. At a
vital period of our lives we had been surrounded by the beauty of green fields, trees and the blue sky. We had
left home and developed self-reliance and yet had not been subject to the strict control and discipline of the
boarding school. Our characters had been developed without our acquiring the inevitable sophistication of the city
dweller, the edges had been taken off, a richness had been given us which we would retain always. Under the
influence and guidance of wise masters, for however skilfully we may have exposed their foibles and weaknesses
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they were so on the whole, helped by an administrative skill which enabled the two great Schools to settle down
together with a remarkable absence of friction either in the College or in the town, far from the danger of battle
and bombing, we grew up.

It would take a book to describe those five years in detail, to give each his just due, to recall all the memories
which are now locked away so deeply. Perhaps it will one day be written Who knows? August 1956

The Move to Marlborough
by F.R. Dale, former Headmaster

After the alarms of 1938 the necessity of sound evacuation plans were evident enough. To join up with another
school at a distance from London was obviously the best proposition, but preliminary enquiries were not
encouraging—a school was quite prepared to take fifty of our boys, and so on. But when in the late autumn of
19381 wrote to Marlborough the answer of the Master, Mr. George Turner, settled the matter. Certainly we could
come. Billets must be found in the town for sleeping, but we could use the classrooms and other College buildings
and the playing fields and also, most important, the dining room. Timely indeed were the generous helpfulness
and vision of Mr. George Turner—our list of benefactors holds no greater name. I believe we gained our end by
a narrow margin, for Cheltenham College, to be set adrift by Government requirements, applied just after the
promise had been made to us.

In December I met the Master at the Headmasters' Conference and he remarked that we could settle details
later. That was a considerable task. The Corporation of London was faced by many grave problems in the event
of war. They had begun at the beginning, considering whether in fact it would be possible to keep the School in
being. But when Colonel Cuthbert Whitaker remarked, at a special meeting of important persons concerned, that
it was the job of the School's Committee to go on with its job, agreement was ready and unanimous.

The Committee had of course to work in consultation with the Coal, Corn and Finance Committee which
administers the City's cash. Its Chairman was Mr. Fred Whittinghame who used to make a humorous pretence
when I met him that the School was just a drain on the City's resources. But when the School submitted its plans
no man could have been more helpful. "You'll want more than that", said Mr. Whittinghame. I found the
Corporation's attitude most reassuring and indeed impressive. A tradition of wise administration and resolute
patriotism counts for much.

It was necessary first to settle terms with Marlborough College. I remember that when I rang up the Master
to ask what we ought to pay the College for heat, light and wear-and-tear, he had not thought of that one, but
agreed that we should settle the question with the Bursar. The Bursar was Lieutenant-Commander Hext, who had
many of a naval officer's admirable qualities but was rather heavily beset by the caution necessary in a financial
stewardship. The proposed figure varied, but finally it was agreed that the School would pay the College £2,000
a year for heat, light and maintenance. In addition we must provide the additional cooks and pantry hands which
our use of the dining room would involve. This meant another £2,000, and the same figure was set aside for the
relief of such parents as were unable to meet the boarding fee. The boarding fee was set at 22s 6d a week which
would cover billeting and the 15s a week which we paid the College for food.

Over all this the School's Committee worked hard. Its Chan-man was Mr. Fred Youldon who was a devoted
friend of the School, unfailing in wise counsel and enthusiastic support. The Second Master took half a dozen
colleagues down to Marlborough for a very helpful early survey of billeting accommodation. Townspeople of all
classes and kinds were most friendly and helpful. Many, it was found, had space without furniture. By a good
stroke of business the Committee acquired and stored ready at Marlborough some four hundred serviceable iron
camp beds (price about 10s 6d; they were £2 2s Od each when war broke out) with blankets, mattresses and pillow
cases. On a visit to Marlborough I located the beds in a room at the back of the Town Hall.

Mr. Turner left Marlborough at Easter to go to Uganda and Mr. F.M. Heywood took over in the summer
term of 1939. With the Master who like myself had a sound mathematician and wise man for his deputy, Mr. A.
Robson, I discussed the time-table. Finally we agreed that to combine even small Sixth form groups was not
feasible and we arranged a complete "Box-and-Cox* which I imagine we owed to Mr. Robson. We were to do one
period after prayers at 8:05 a.m., breakfast at nine, be out for games from ten to twelve, go into school for two
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more periods, 12:30 - 2:00 p.m., and have dinner at two o'clock. In the afternoons, to fit in with Marlborough's
three half-holidays, we worked for four periods (!) on Tuesday and Thursday and for a shorter time on Monday,
Wednesday and Friday—no Saturday school and a total of 30 periods in school each week, not including Corps
work or physical training which of course went on at other times. Tea followed at varying times after school.
When I first studied this arrangement I hoped we should never have to use it, for I thought boys would be tired
and inert at 12:30. I was quite wrong. We enjoyed the period before breakfast, boys were in excellent form for
the two pre-lunch periods (they seemed to manage some sustenance from Mr. Duck or elsewhere) and even the
long afternoons were tolerable.

Mr. Charles Wilmot, then Economics master, took the post of marshal and organiser for the evacuation.
When we reached Marlborough he acted as opposite number to the Bursar and there too his initiative and tact
were of the greatest service. That the war was inevitable we knew when Hitler made his pact with the Russians
in the middle of August. At the end of the month we stood by the School each day, a good many masters, some
four hundred boys who were in London, and a very busy secretarial personnel. We did a little school work,
practiced moving in gas masks and so on till we heard from County Hall. On 31st August we heard we were to
go the next day. At the appointed time we spread along the platform in Blackfriars Station, the empty train
appeared and we were in it in twenty seconds, steady and unhurried. There was no delay in the run, without stops
to Ealing Broadway and we quickly gathered into an ordered drove behind our L.C.C. sign. But the Western
Region railwaymen had had a sleepless night and were rather flustered. They denied any knowledge of our right
to leave the train at Savernake, we must take our chance of going to Taunton or elsewhere like other schools. Mr.
Wilmot's persuasive insistence made some headway and finally we boarded a train which was not empty, but
contained us after some pushing round, and sped off Westward. Boys were calm and, while we dramatically
arranged to cast out to the platform at Reading a missive urging that the train should stop at Savernake, a junior
played patience. The train did stop at Savernake where it was impressive to see the big trains, crowded with
children, go rushing through to Taunton. We were early, it appeared. We waited in loose formation for buses
and were "issued with' a large paper bag with rations to sustain us until permanent arrangements were working.
There was some rain about, but nothing serious and we 'disembussed' at Marlborough in good shape.

For that day our office was at the Grammar School, whence billeting directions were given and the masters
distributed their charges to their billets with all possible speed. But some prospective billets were held by soldiers,
women-folk from the Ministry of Health, and summer boarders. So for the night of 1st September about a
hundred boys bedded down in the Gymnasium. With the Bradleian Library for our office we worked hard. Mr.
Nobbs and Mr. Ellingham were bflleters-in-chief (their work was hard and awkward throughout our stay and of
course they did a great job). In time the Gymnasium was emptied of boys and masters and the boys who joined
us from then- holiday locations (we began the term with just 700) were somehow stowed somewhere. The dining
room and kitchen machinery, after some creaking, began to turn. I gained from the Master a classroom (the one
nearest the gate, with an edifying inscription over the mantlepiece) as a permanent staff room and found that an
affair called the Old Music School would serve for our offices—out of use since the opening of the Memorial Hall.
It had a number of small music rooms for which we easily found functions and a furnace and hot-water pipes which
very fortunately still worked. I found a home in the Rectory—let me salute the memory of kind friends, Mr. and
Mrs. John Jones. In my little room in the O.M.S. I made out a rather odd-looking timetable which I had rather
rashly left to be done on the spot. With the Master I surveyed the libraries, reading-room and an L-shaped place
called Upper School (the living quarters of junior boys in College) which were to shelter us on wet days when
Marlborough was in school, for boys could not go back to billets, not much anyhow, in the day time. There were
still transition times when it seemed we just could not be anywhere, but it all worked out well enough with the aid
of a certain tolerance and common sense. We were fortunate in that the fine Memorial Hall, which held the whole
School easily, was available for prayers and assemblies. Marlborough assembled in the Chapel and used the
Memorial Hall very little. The Master was naturally anxious to avoid the two schools' colliding in a 'concourse'.
This peril was successfully averted though on one occasion I only just remembered in time that Marlborough had
laid on a special party in the Hall and we left it with some expedition.

The College term began on 19th September and we had time to settle down. There were busy staff meetings,
arranging games, physical training, billeting rules and so on. We walked to Avebury, played baseball, and otherwise
occupied ourselves, but we began the term's work early enough to be used to our strange surroundings before the
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College, whose times were only displaced in the slightest degree, began work.
When the test came, there were some minor troubles. Some Marlborough masters, it must be recorded, did

not see their opportunity as Mr. Turner had seen it. Others, notably Mr. Robson and Mr. Harling, who
commanded their Corps, were as kind and co-operative as possible. The two schools slightly disturbed one
another's intellectual concentration, each school thought the other had untidy ways in the classroom and some
College rules which we obeyed were hard to remember. The Marlborough boys were always most courteous and
tolerant. By the end of the term the Master, who had begun his first September term with a rather apprehensive
eye on the stranger within his gates, became quite charming in his dealings with myself. And the Bursar, who
thought that increasing prices would make it impossible to return any of the 15s per week per boy which we paid
for food, handed back £1,500 which Mr. Wilmot and I calculated was due to us.

So we settled down to an exile of five years less one term. Numbers of new boys went down, as parents did
not like the idea of billets, but the framework of the School held, if classes were small, and we brought back 430
boys at Easter 1944. The work went very well and we matched ourselves in good parity (except in numbers—they
had 700 over 13 years old) in many ways with a first-rate independent boarding school. We had Sunday services
in the Chapel, with good music from the Templars and Chapel Royal boys, and very memorable sermons from Mr.
Ellingham. We had fine country for Corps work and fields on the spot for games. We had the services of the
College M.O. and sanatorium, in which there was not always room for us, so we improvised sometimes in the
Gymnasium. We had many kind friends hi the College and in the town—and we loved the countryside, the Kennet
Meadows, the Downs and the Forest. December 1956

Marlborough Revisited
by J.S. Gray (1940-47)

It was April 1944. It was chilly. The train pulled out of the station and conveyed away the dishevelled remnant
of the School, at surely its lowest ebb in a hundred years. At last Marlborough was but a bad memory. Forced
from our homes by the war, we had happened to be there. To the difficulties of wartime had been added the
irksome school regulations. We had been underfed and indifferently cared for. We had disliked the 'Marlborough
boys' and felt they were encouraged to despise us. We had been shunted from one house to another in the town
(my score was six). We had felt generally unwanted and just about tolerated. We had hated it.

It was August 1960. It was raining. I was descending into Marlborough unannounced, making a first visit,
strangely, for sixteen years. What would I find? How would I re-act? How would they?

It was midday and a lunch was the first call. The lunch planned to take place in Knapton's could not be, but
carefully avoiding the Polly I took lunch at the Merlin Tea Rooms. Very soon, and quite accidentally I was joined
by the Rector. He had been there too short a time for us to share experiences but sufficiently long, we found, to
share many friends, and I learned of them. It was a happy encounter, straight from the pages it seemed of the
light fiction writer. I spoke of an Old Citizen I knew to be on the College staff, and he capped this with another
lately joined, a near contemporary, and that news was a complete surprise. They had actually joined the staff of
the College. How appalled we should have been if we could have seen into the future!

In these years of change I had often wondered how much the face of the town we knew had changed. I
imagined quite a lot, but in fact it had hardly at all. It had shrunk, of course, but it was just as I remembered it.
It was almost uncannily the same. The years between fell away and for a few hours I moved in the past. It is true
it looked more prosperous: there were bananas in the shops, the pall of wartime inertia and drabness had vanished
(if not all the wartime buildings), signposts had appeared and a host of cars and coaches filled the wide High
Street, reviving in a new way the old days of the coaching traffic. (What would they say now about cycling in the
High Street?) But then why should it have changed? It is still the market town at the centre of a prospering
countryside and no new industry has appeared obviously. There was little new building and the old looked trim
and well tended. If a few casual bars had sprung up, they did not impinge and the shops still wore the air, and
even the name boards, we had known. Even the station had resisted closure so far! And the College itself . . .
Well, they were rebuilding the kitchen block and the dining hall was in a mess and lacked not only the screaming
noise but even that strange odour it always had. Of course it was holiday time and no descendants of our
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MARLBOROUGH WARSHIPS WEEK

ORDER OF PROCESSION
SUNDAY, NOVEMBER 23rd, 1941

The Band of the Depot of the Wiltshire Regiment will play in the High
Street from 1.15 p.m.

The Procession forms up on the London Road near the Roebuck Inn and will
move off at 1.45 p.m. The salute will be taken outside the Castle and Ball

Hotel by
ADMIRAL SIR WILLIAM JAMES, K.C.B., R.N.

C-IN-C. PORTSMOUTH.

PROCESSION

BAND OF THE ROYAL
MARINES

Naval detachment.
Detachment of Fleet Air Arm.

11 W.R.N.S.
Sea Cadets.
Royal Artillery:

1 6-inch Howitzer
1 25 Pdr.

Detachment of R.A. Anti-Aircraft
BAND OF CANADIAN

FORCES
Detachment of Canadians.

" New Zealanders.
" R.A.S.C.
" R.A.O.C.

" " Pioneer Corps.
Home Guard.
Old Contemptibles.
British Legion.

Royal Observer Corps.
Women's Institute.
Women's Land Army.
Marlborough Fire Brigade.
Auxiliary Fire Service.
Women's Voluntary Service.
Y.M.C.A. Tea Car.
Crvfl Defence Detachment.
V.A.D.
Detachment Marlborough
College J.T.C.

Detachment City of London J.T.C.
Boy Scouts.
Girl Guides.
R.A.F. BAND
Detachment of R.A.F.

" A.T.C.
" W.A.A.F.

Bomb Disposal Squad, R.E.

When the parade is formed up after the March Past a Fanfare will be
played, after which a speech will be given by Admiral Sir W. James. At the

conclusion the massed bands will play "Land of Hope and Glory", in the
singing of which spectators are asked to join, and finally GOD SAVE THE
KING. After the dispersal of the Procession the bands will play outside the

Town Hall.

NOTE.—As the Parking Place will be taken up with the Parade, visitors may
leave cars behind the College Memorial Hall or on the Green.
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Marlborough boys broke the silence of desertion. The Chapel was locked, as too was the Memorial Hall with its
memories of the droning away of morning prayers, corps on wet days, and a fair lady with a hat. There was no
sense of change. Hardly a familiar spot was missing. In elegant detachment the big buildings in ageing brick
maintained the establishment of things as they should be, as we knew them, immutably the same.

I had often wondered, too, how much the people I had known had changed, and assessed the reception I
might receive by each. I called on four of the houses where I had once stayed and found three of the families in,
and just as I had left them, naturally older, but unchanged. An elderly professional couple, now retired, who
received me graciously but briefly as they were on the point of going out; a homely family whose young son had
long since grown up, but was still living there, and I remained with them to tea; two dear elderly ladies, also living
in retirement, who pressed me with an invitation for a weekend stay. My estimate was entirely correct—each
received me in exactly the character I had known, they too had not changed. A fourth family, I learned, would
still have been there if they had not been away on holiday. Only two had gone: another professional couple who
had long since retired and moved away—and somehow I had expected that too—and the kind lady who had died
even while we were with her.

There must be many business and professional people now in their thirties, becoming well established, now
hopelessly scattered, who can look back together on those bleak days in Marlborough. Certainly among my own
small group of school friends a return has never been discussed. Yet as the hours passed, I became more and
more aware that I was one of a great crowd of us who quietly, singly, had found their way back over the years.
Indeed, I was late in the field, for each family had received its returning pilgrims before me and so had then-
neighbours. It was they, in this odd way, who alone could lift the veil on the present lives of school friends, once
so well known, but now completely lost.

We had been caught up, all of us, in the press of wartime by forces we could not control. For our part we
had been thrust, sometimes very briefly, into the intimacy of their homes, and they had received us, an unwilling
encounter on both sides. Yet the encounter carried across the years as one that had been more than casual. For
I think they were glad to receive us again, as we had been drawn by youthful ties and easy means of travel these
days, to see them. The vexations of the past had gone, or could be laughed at and only the pleasant memories
remained. Perhaps it hadn't been so bad after all.

The dusk descended and we pulled up the hill. I think anyway I must have changed, for I had discovered for
the first time what a charming and unspoilt West Country town lay below. I must go again before another sixteen
years elapse. Perhaps the weather will have changed by then. October 1960

Twenty-five Years
by Malcolm Ashby (1937-45)

Who remembers it now? Each momentous day was the same. Was it a feeling of doom in each boy's mind, or
was it excitement? School was not the same that week. The cloisters were lined with sandbags; there was no
swimming, no gym, no assembly, no school work; just idling around the temptation of those huge dumps of sand
which filled the playground. It should have been the summer holidays, but everybody was waiting for the final
word from the L.C.C. inspector to say that the School was to be evacuated immediately. Twenty-five years ago.

The day finally arrived. London poured out its thousands of evacuee children and the City of London School
descended on Blackfriars Station. How many readers had labels around their necks and parrs of sixth-formers to
watch over them? The commencement of a war was almost festive for at least one pair, but reality was to prevail.
The young ones eventually returned to Blackfriars, but not every sixth-former was to return from Bomber
Command.

Since the Munich crisis a year previous, plans had been made with Marlborough College for C.L.S. to be
received there should evacuation be necessary. Every weekend during those twelve months a party of masters had
travelled down to Marlborough to arrange accommodation for the boys and when the moment to go actually came,
each boy knew where he would be staying. It was only the time of departure and the journey that were arranged
by the authorities.

The District Line train took the School non-stop from Blackfriars to Baling where were waiting several Great
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Western Railway trains, each one labelled to show the school it was to carry. The timing was calculated to the
second. As a school arrived on the Underground, so the main line train drew in on the other side of the platform
ready to evacuate the pupils to the west country. That morning it was learned that all trains were to go to
Taunton. It was on Haling Station that most schools discovered to what part of the country they were going, but
C.L.S., as an independent school, made its own plans, and Mr. Dale knew very well that Taunton was not the
station for Marlborough. Savernake was the destination for C.L.S. and transport was to be ready there waiting
to take the boys to the College. But there could be no argument with the railway authorities who had received
instructions that every school was to go to Taunton, and so C.L.S. piled into its allotted train, persuaded that it
would be wrong to disrupt the whole evacuation schedule for that day. During the journey, however, contact was
made with the guard of the train who procured a potato from somewhere, which he threw out onto Reading
Station with a message pinned to it. The message read that the signal box at Savernake had to stop the train at
all costs. The Savernake signals were duly set to halt the train and C.L.S. quickly alighted there. The driver was
somewhat surprised and took his train on to Taunton as soon as the signals changed, and who knows where C.L.S.
would have ended up had they remained aboard!

Hundreds of carrier bags of chocolate, fruit, and dry biscuits mysteriously appeared and each boy arrived in
Marlborough with his emergency rations—and was it not sausage and mash for the first meal at the College? The
chocolate was quickly gone, but not the biscuits!

Savernake Station is still there, but Marlborough Station is now closed. There are no end of term trains to
Paddington now. Dr. Beeching has attended to Marlborough and only a refreshment room remains open for non-
existent passengers on a mouldering station.

Marlborough and its environs would not appear greatly altered today for Old Citizens who have never been
back. George Lane is no longer the tiny lane it was when the boys of the City of London School could not ride
their bicycles in the High Street. This ban, although no doubt intended to keep the boys away from the dangers
of the relatively busy main road, always seemed to me to be a personal affront. I well remember one occasion
when I waited for an air-raid alert to clear the street of all life and then rode my bicycle up and down it both ways.
Justice seemed to have been done! There were other restrictions too. The cinema was barred to us all. The game
was to escape just before the end of the film so as to avoid being discovered when the lights went up for the
National Anthem.

Where formerly there were fields of rhubarb beside the London Road there is now a council estate. The High
Street, however, still retains much of its old character, but it is a pity that the traffic cannot revert to its wartime
proportions. Coaches to and from the West frequently stop at the modern equivalents of eighteenth century
coaching halts on the Bath Road. The new motorway is still under discussion, but its route will certainly lie
between Marlborough and Swindon. The single-sheet local paper of the war years has since swollen to twenty-four
pages and recently assured its readers that a motorway need not necessarily reduce the number of vehicles passing
through the town—news indeed which on a Bank Holiday would surely gladden the heart of none but the cafe
proprietor!

The countryside about Marlborough is fundamentally little changed. Clench Common (of Field Day
memories) has been more extensively cleared and Swindon's swollen population descends upon Savernake Forest.
The military occupation there is still evident in parts with occasional trenches and remaining Nissen huts, but the
Grand Avenue still does justice to its name, especially in spring and autumn. The general appearance of the forest
has altered because of the felling of many of the larger trees, which have been replaced with ash as well as with
beech. The balance of nature has exerted its influence, causing a lessening of bracken and a preponderance of
May weed, which gives much of the forest a pink coloration in summer. The once small saplings of West Woods
and Bedwyn Common are now twenty feet high, and in spring Bedwyn is rich with myriads of bluebells, primroses
and bird life. The Kennett-Avon Canal at long last has received a promise of restoration.

A fleeting glance into Court at College would show much change of character. The trees are gone. Disease
caused their replacement last year with lawns. There is also a new Dining Hall at the College. One of my most
vivid memories is of trying to extricate a bicycle from the pile which always seemed to be about ten deep against
those trees—a foretaste of Oxbridge for some! Bell Meadows now boast a fine and levelled athletic track and a
pavilion. Wilkie's trenches across the playing fields are vanished from view. Subscription Concerts continue in
the Memorial Hall and Penny Readings too, no doubt.
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Almost a quarter of a century has passed since about four hundred boys returned to London. Now perhaps
but four have come back to permanent residence. Douglas Quadling and Trevor Gartside are on the staff of the
College teaching respectively maths and music. Trevor Tiplady is a doctor in general practice and Malcolm Ashby
is a dental surgeon. None, however, can rival the Wynburne's unique and continuing connexion with the town.
Each weekend Froggy commutes between London and Marlborough, teaching at C.L.S. during the week and
returning to his home and to his family in Marlborough at the weekend.

Any of the 'Marlborough Old Citizens' returning today would still see the familiar names in the High Street.
Trees, Crosby and Lawrence, Polly, Flux, The Cinema (if this should indeed be familiar to them!) and there is the
Castle and Ball, Aylesbury Arms and so on. There are even one or two of the former shop assistants still in
attendance, and the medical practitioners' names are the same too. Dr. Wheeler (now the son) and the Drs.
Maurice, their nameplate listing them as Dr. Jim, Dr. Tim and Dr. Bob. There has been a Dr. Maurice in
Marlborough since about 1780. None of the brothers has a son to carry on the name, and Marlborough relies
upon the teenage daughter of one of them to maintain the tradition. James Duck has gone, as did all the pocket
money spent on his buns and lemonade after Corps. His place has been taken by a shop selling wallpaper and
paint. Vincent Head, the tailor, has removed to new premises and the site has been occupied by a seedsman.
Some more antique shops have appeared. Woolworth's has also appeared and the market has dwindled. Yet
Marlborough retains its superb setting with two historic churches flanking the High Street . . . . "the finest High
Street in England." January 1965

Marlborough
(or an apology to post-war O.C.s)

by Malcolm F. Ashby, L.D.S., R.C.S. (1937-45)

Readers of the Gazette who are less than middle-aged may wonder why the word Marlborough occasionally is seen
in its columns?

Marlborough was the biggest excursion that C.L.S. has yet made. Eighty miles away and for fourteen terms.
After the Munich crisis of 1938 it became evident that war with Hitler was inevitably only a matter of time.

Plans began to take shape for the evacuation of schoolchildren and others from London and other areas of
anticipated bombardment. Air Raid Precautions sprang into existence and sandbags and gasmasks and first aid
lectures proliferated. Conscription was proclaimed and the preparations for war gathered momentum. Rumours
were heard that C.L.S. would evacuate to Ruthin in North Wales, but within a short time an official venue was
announced—Marlborough, Wiltshire.

This was a small town and an influx of approximately 750 boys would be too many for local schools.
Marlborough College could accommodate this number for school activities but the boys would have to be billeted
out in the town for overnight accommodation.

The international situation deteriorated throughout 1939 and by late summer hostilities and the Evacuation
were expected at any day. School was recalled at the end of August and assembled daily (with individual luggage)
to await the official signal for the great operation to commence. Finally, on the 1st September the whole School
filed down to the District Line and left for Ealing and ultimately to Marlborough later that day. It was the first
time that I had ever been on a train without a ticket, but in conjunction with myriads of other young evacuees I
had the classic name and address label tied around my neck. The juniors (myself) were each paired off with a
Sixth Former for the journey. My companion was to lose his life in a bomber two years later. Before the
Marlborough days were over I had also been paired off once again with a senior boy when we were confirmed by
the Bishop two at a time. This senior, too, lost his life the next year in a tank in Tunisia. The Evacuation was
not all light-hearted Dad's Army stuff.

On arrival at Marlborough boys were allotted to various billets in the town which had been worked out by
an advance party of staff. In a few cases (my own certainly) this led to close family friendships to this day, and
eventually just a very small handful of Old Citizens returned to live and work in Marlborough.

Social activities and games got under way and term commenced with C.L.S. at Assembly at 8 a.m. and work
until 9 a.m. breakfast. School games occupied most mornings and work recommenced at 12.30 until about 4.30
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p.m. Meanwhile Marlborough College followed the reverse sessions and in this way Box and Cox carried the two
schools through the next four years. Approximately 700 boys evacuated to Marlborough and with the normal
transition of the ages perhaps a thousand Old Citizens had some of their time at Marlborough.

The School had avoided the Blitz on London. Younger staff became less and less prevalent and some retired
gentlemen reappeared in the Common Room. After the Blitz of 1940 a long period of quiescence ensued so far
as Luftwaffe activities were concerned.

Although we were a long way from our traditional home the City did not forget us and I well remember
references to John Carpenter (and his four poor boys) on Prize Day. There is not much else I remember of the
speeches. There were visitors I remember though. Dr. Matthews, the Dean of St. Paul's, and Lord Mayor Sir John
Laurie who talked so kindly with many young boys and showed them his resplendent robes and the chain of office
around his shoulders. There were also visits from City Dignitaries, and I personally remember Mr. Stoneham
(always in a cravat) and Mr. Deputy Youldon and Mr. Waley-Cohen, a future Lord Mayor.

Paper and books became in short supply as the war proceeded and at Prize Day they were replaced by an
envelope containing a National Savings Certificate. I recollect Lord Elton and Michael Redgrave distributing
prizes (not to me). Other Old Citizens could list other of our visitors and friends of those years I am sure, but
those are the only names I could remember when I was thirteen!

Pressure slowly mounted for the School to return to London. After all, there had not been an air raid for
over three years, so the summer term of 1944 found us back at Blackfriars once more. Alas, our swimming pool
was in use only as a murky static water tank for the Fire Service. The Cloisters were dark and bricked up as a
large air raid shelter, and the great irony befell within weeks of our return. The flying bombs descended on
London and school was a mixture of the form room and the air raid shelter for some time, until the end of the
war in Europe in May 1945.

The schoolboys of those days will all be at least 45 by now and some perhaps 55. The younger (and much
younger) Old Citizens may wonder what all this Marlborough evacuation fuss is all about. It took place forty years
ago. The closest Old Citizen Assembly to that anniversary will be at the A.G.M. on the 19th October 1979, and
it has been decided to allot some space at table for 'Marlborough O.C.s' at the Dinner of that day.

It would be most enjoyable if those who were evacuated to Marlborough could make a really special effort
to attend this year's Dinner so as to refresh their memories of an epoch hi C.L.S. history (I think it really was).
It will not be so easy for us all to get there in another forty years' time. C.L.S. Staff of those days please, please,
especially, join us on the 19th October 1979. May 1979

Friday, 1st September, 1939
by Dr. L.M.J. Kramer

Before the war broke out in 1939 the then London County Council invited independent schools to use the scheme
of evacuating children from London. C.L.S. accepted the invitation and our party went with all others to the
clearing centre to embark on steam trains at Ealing Station. Our party may never have reached Marlborough had
it not been for the resourcefulness of the late C.H. Wilmot, the master in charge. He asked the highest ranking
railway official (with scrambled egg on his cap) if their train would stop at Savernake and was told: "No, first stop
is Plymouth (or somewhere even further west), please get in quickly, we are behind schedule." "But we have
facilities waiting for us at Marlborough and must get out at Savernake, or else Plymouth (or somewhere) will have
400 children too many and Marlborough be left with none." "I can't help that, please get in."

Wilmot and our people got in. Then Wilmot made his way with difficulty through the crowded corridor, full
of girls who had already eaten their 24-hour rations by 11 a.m., and found the guard, to whom he explained our
predicament. Without speaking the guard took a sheet from a packet of timetables and wrote on it, then folded
the sheet and wrapped it in a raflway loo towel. He then said "This is a message to the signalman at Savernake
to stop the train. When we go through Reading we shall slow down because of a curve and I will throw out this
message."

The guard and Wilmot craned their necks out of windows as Reading station came in sight and the guard
threw out his message. It rolled along the platform and was picked up by a porter. Evidently the message was
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THE PIED PIPER
or

"SHE WAS ONLY A LORD MAYOR'S DAUGHTER"

A Pantomimic Operetta in 4 Acts
by

G. Irwin Carruthers
with Music by OFFENBACH, HANDEL, SAINT-SAENS, SULLIVAN,

J. STRAUSS, ARNE AND OTHERS

Characters in order of appearance:

CHORUS OF COUNCILLORS:
1. HERR APFELBAUM H.F. Broad
2. " BLUMENFELD C.E. Haynes
3. " FINKELSTEIN C.J. Ellingham
4. " MESSERSCHMIDT R.H. Dyball
5. " RIBBENTROP G. Riddle
6. " SHUFFLEBOTTOM J.P. Stephenson

HANS BRANDISCHNAPP, Town Councillor G.S. Brown
FRITZ OLLENDORF, the Lord Mayor ofHamelin F.R.H. McLennan
ERMINTRUDA, the Lady Mayoress J.H. Wheeler
GRETCHEN, their daughter Mrs. H.S. Broad
BERTHA BLAUBAGGS,

Clerk to the Council and Editor
of the "Hamelin Herald" W.N. le Mansois Field

ADOLF ) ( B.J. Ross
BENITO ) the Three Chief Rats ( F.P. Rudkins
MIKADO ) ( E.J. Wynburae
HONEST JOE, the Pied Piper P.J. Copping
CHORUS OF RATS as for Councillors
WINNIE, the Fairy Queen G.G. Henderson

Act I: in the Council Chamber of the Town Hall, Hamelin.
II: in the cellar of the Mayoral Residence: the same day.

Ill: the Council Chamber of the Town Hall: next day.
IV: the same: a few days later.

The Play produced by B.J. Ross
Orchestra under the direction of T.C. Lawton

At the Piano: T.C. Lawton
Choreography by J.H. Wheeler
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CITY OF LONDON SCHOOL
At Marlborough College - March 25th, 27th, and 28th, 1940

Julius Caesar
Octavius Caesar

M.
Marcus Antonius
M. /Emilius Lepidus
Cicero
Publius
Popiliur Lena
Marcus Brutus
Casslus
Casca
Trebonius
Llgarius
Decius Brutus
Metellur Cimber
Cinna
Flavius
Marullus
Artemidorus
A Soothroyer
Cinna, a poet
Chaplain

The play will

Our grateful thanks

"JULIUS CXESAR"
by

WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE

A. R. Mileham

W. C. Le Mansois-Field
J. Reid

P. R. Layton
E. G. Ludlow

K. W. E. Paine
L. Prlmhak

A. L. Furniss
S. Rose

W. P. Howard
M. G. Dobson

K. E. Wade
A. B. Dann

P. V. Moore
J. N. Quick

D. R. J. Scott
C. R. Woollacott

L. R. Dowsett
C. Barcan

L. J. Richenberg
L. Primhak

Lucilius
Titinius
Messala
Young Cato
Volumnius
Varro
Clitus
Claudius
Strato
Caesar's Servant
Lucius
Dardanius
Pindarus
Calpurnia
Portia P
Antony's Servant
Ocravius' Servant
Cobbler
Carpenter
Drummer
Bugler
Guitarist

Citizens played by Form M. IV. B.

E. A. Potts
V. Callender

P. G. Partridge
A. G. Brand

J. R. H. Chalmers
D. H. Fowler
R. Mansfield

J. W. Thompson
)M. J. Macnaughton-Smith
)

D. Simpson
A. B. Dann

J. R. Knowles
M. C. Parker

N. M. Macnaughton-Smith
H. Knorpel

P. V. Baker
R. A. Pignatelli

A. C. Sherwood
J. H. Roach

E. P. Harnett
J. F. Allen

be given in two parts, with an interval of ten minutes between them.
Part I. ... In Rome.
Part II. ... In Macedonia.

are due to very many people who have made this
somewhat difficult conditions.

production possible under
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Concert
GIVEN BY THE

CITY OF LONDON
SCHOOL CHOIR

IN AID OF THE
RED CROSS HOSPITAL SUPPLY DEPOT

MARLBOROUGH

SUNDAY, 23rd MARCH, 1941
PROGRAMME

OPENING ANTHEM RUSSIAN CONTAK1ON OF THE FAITHFUL DEPARTED Traditional

PART ONE
BARITONE SOLO IT IS ENOUGH (Elijah) Mendelssohn

P. HACKKTT
ANTHEM REJOICE IN THE LORD ALWAY Purcell
PIANOFORTE SOLO JESU, JOY OF MAN'S DESIRING Bach

J. W. THOMPSON
ANTHEM TEACH ME, O LORD Aitwood
TREBLE SOLO HE SHALL FEED HIS FLOCK (Messiah) Handel

K. KEIXJE
ANTHEM CALL TO REMEMBRANCE Farrant
PIANOFORTE SOLO TWO-PART INVENTION IN F Bach

G. METLISS
ANTHEM COME, HOLY GHOST Attwood
TRIO LIFT THINE EYES (Elijah) Mendelssohn

K. K.EIXIE, S. SMITH, R. GREEN
ANTHEM GOD BE IN MY HEAD Watford Davies
ANTHEM HEAR MY PRAYER Mendelssohn

PART TWO
PART SONG HERACLITUS Stanford
DUET BARCAROLLE (Tales of Hoffmann) Offenbach

K. KEDGE AND P. V. MOORE
DRINK TO ME ONLY )

PART SONGS BEGONE, DULL CARE ! / arr- Leslie Tu^lor

PIANOFORTE SOLO POLONAISE IN A Chopin
J. W. THOMPSON

TREBLE SOLO SERENADE Schubert
K. KEDGE

MADRIGAL THE SILVER SWAN Gibbons
TWO-PART SONG STAY THY THOUGHTLESS RACE Brahms

arr. Leslie Taylor
PIANOFORTE Soi.o WALTZ IN A Grieg

G. METLISS
PART SONG WATER-LILIES Cowen
PART SONG CRADLE SONG Brahms
TREBLE SOLO THE DANCING LESSON Oliver

K. KEIX.E
PART SONG OUR HERITAGE, THE SEA Leslie Taylor
TWO-PART SONG TIME, YOU OLD GIPSY MAN Leslie Taylor
BALLETT NOW IS THE MONTH OF MAYING Morley
DUET AWAKE! Pelissier

K. KEDOE AND P. V. MOORE
TWO-PART SONG GENTLE BREEZES Strauss
PART SONG GOLDEN SLUMBERS arr. Leslie Taylor
SONG CYCLE THE FRINGES OF THE FLEET Elgar

Soloist: P. V. MOORE
CLOSING HYMN THE DAY THOU GAVEST Traditional. Londonderry Air

NATIONAL ANTHEM
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duly telephoned to Savemake, for the train did stop there.
Personally I was not on the train but driving to Marlborough with my car packed up to the roof with as much

of the delicate or costly biological apparatus I could cram in. The rest was moved down by a removal firm.
January 1980

Excerpts From 1939 Marlborough Diary Kept By J.P. Blake (1936-41)

September 2nd, 1939: Evacuated to Marlborough. Mum and Dad took rue down in car with bicycle. Left Heston
about 3 p.m. Arrived at Marlborough about 5 p.m. Pushed in the gym for a while but managed to get a billet at
Mrs. Lewis.
September 3rd, 1939: Heard that war was declared at 11 a.m. Meal at college at 12.30p.m. of beef, spuds and peas
and rice pudding. Boys grumbling, wanting to go home. I don't blame them.
September 4th, 1939: After breakfast was shown A.R.P. shelters and gas mask was tested. Went in Memorial Hall
to hear Head. Went on bike in the afternoon, down the Bath road for about three miles, explored and returned
to billet at 4. Fetched bed from Mrs. Lewis's daughter.
September 5th, 1939: Went to college for meal of porridge, tea and scrambled. Went out for ride with Marcus.
Discovered an aerodrome and the old station. Played about with the points, then to dinner at 1.0 of shepherd's
pie and fruit (tinned). After dinner went to the railway and saw Wilson and Co. placing halfpennies on the line.
September 6th, 1939: Went for walk after breakfast with Baker, Tye, Langford and Polgrean. Went to railway, saw
some shunting, etc. Back to college for dinner of stew and jelly for finish. Had a headache and felt sick. Lay
down for a while. Went back to college for a meal of sausage and bread. Back to billet at 7 p.m. Played cards,
etc., till 10 p.m.
September 7th, 1939: Awoke at 8, felt much better. Dinner at 1 p.m. of veal (jellied), spuds and fruit (stewed) and
rice. Afterwards went for a ride with Matthews and Langford to Avebury. A very pleasant journey along the Bath
road. At Avebury there are Roman remains. After tea went to Memorial Hall to hear a pianoforte recital by the
Marlborough College Music Master (Hagger-Staggers). He played beautifully.
September 8th, 1939: After breakfast at 9 of ham, bread and tea, went out to the landing ground with Tye, watched
the planes land and then walked back to billets . . . January 1980

September 9th: Cleaned bicycle.
September 10th: Pleased to see Mrs. Egelstaff and family. Went and found Eggy. They brought some pears down
from home.
September llth: Requested 2/6 pocket money from Mr. Storey. Heard from mother that Lesley had been billeted.
September 12th: Cycled to Swindon and back with Monk and Marcus. Very hilly. Saw a lot of soldiers and a
stream of lorries going to Birmingham.
September 13th: Bought Model Railway News at W. H. Smith and Son. Moved to a more comfortable billet in
London Road. Listened to Band Waggon. Had a bath.
September 14th: Cycled to Hungerford and back.
September 15th: A lot of heavy lorries kept on passing along the Bath Road. Many soldiers billeted here. After
supper went to Gym to get my laundry. Disgusting price they charge for it—1/6!
September 16th: Mum, Dad and Maureen came down for the afternoon and we had tea at the Polly Tea Rooms.
September 17th: Cycled to Pewsey and back with Polgrean.
September 18th: Cycled to Swindon and saw some good films—Q Planes and Death Crime Takes a Holiday with
Jack Holt.
September 19th: News that school was starting the next day made me feel fll. Went in Memorial Hall to hear the
Head. New form is MIVB with Dr. Hargreaves.
September 20th: Awoke early about 7 a.m. Packed books in case and placed it on carrier of cycle. Went to college
at 7.45. First lesson was music, then breakfast, then at 10 a.m. the Head spoke to us in the Memorial Hall about
what hobbies we could take up. I decided on Metal Work. I then went to the Gym to get in House classes. After
that maths lesson, then history, dinner, English with Mr. Sharp, French and German ending at 4.50 p.m. Supper
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at 5.30 consisted of an anchovy, bread and butter, and an orange. Went home to billet about 6.05. Cleaned shoes
and played some card games with David and Mrs. Bryant, then wrote up this diary.
September 2lst: Went into Hall to hear old Nobbs, the Head being absent. After breakfast went again into
Memorial Hall to O.T.C. Reorganisation Parade. I'm now in B5.
September 22nd: German lesson, breakfast, house meeting, maths, physics, dinner at 2 of sausages, sweet of
rhubarb and custard, then to French followed by German. In the evening bought some fish and chips with
Thompson.
September 23rd: After breakfast we paraded for Chapel places. Then we had to go for a walk with Mr.
Woodhouse. Piles of blackberries on the way and lovely scenery . . . .
September 26th: Marlboro' College boys coming back . . . .
October 14th: Heard news that the Royal Oak was sunk . . . .
October 26th: O.T.C. Parade at 10. Al, B4, C7 and Cert. A going to Savernake Forest for deer stalking . . . .
November 28th: Prize Day. Special supper in the evening . . . .
December 1st: First day of exams . . . .
December 6th: Went to Archards for a haircut . . . .
December 14th: Gave Baa-Baa the form's Xmas present.
December 15th: Term ended and returned home, ten coach train Marlborough to Paddington hauled by a Mogul.
(The school re-assembled at Marlborough on January 16th, 1940). May 1980

Marlborough
A reminiscence by Philip A. Turl, B.A. (1940-50)

It was a biting cold day, snow was still about in drifts. Father's beige Vauxhall 10 coughed and choked on wartime
petrol—it also struggled about the lanes with its rear wheels bound up with borrowed snow chains. Life for an
eight-year old wasn't too bad. There were hustles and bustles in the playground of Adams' Grammar School,
Newport, Shropshire. There was only a short walk up the back streets from School to the White House on the
hfll where we lived. The local farmer had just killed a pig, all and sundry had been offered cuts of meat (off
ration!). We had coal, home comforts including zinc bath tub; Miss White (our landlady) had taught me a little
cooking on her farmer's wives' oven range.

Dad came in tired and muddy and cold after a day of working at Donnington Command Ordnance Depot—or
rather the beginnings of the depot as only a few roads had been lain. There were snatches of conversation . . .
Dad had been promoted to Captain . . . he has been transferred to Didcot Ordnance Depot in Berkshire .. we
were moving, and soon . . . Philip was to go (if possible) to the City of London School which was evacuated to
Marlborough . . . perhaps some of those kind people who had helped the Cadet Forces at Marlborough Camps
were still around . . .

So we were away bidding a fond farewell to friends at Newport; we travelled via Didcot where Dad reported
in at the depot. Mum saw me on to Marlborough and we lodged at the "Castle and Ball'.

I had to report in, the youngest and newest new boy at the C.L.S. Mother wore her best Shetland wool beret
and cardigan (it may have been the pink set or possibly the light blue set) and we marched down to the head's
study. I was wearing a dark blue raincoat; it was far too large for me, but it was the only raincoat anywhere near
my size that Hansfords' of Wood Green had in the shop. The 'Head' (who I now know as 'Freddie' Dale) was
awesome. He towered over his desk and looked firmly at me, he smiled slightly, listened to the reasons for me
wishing to join the City of London School—under age and in the middle of a year. He turned to me. "What have
you been reading? . . . he asked. I was not a great reader, but as chance would have it, I had been reading 'Ben
Hur'. The moment I mentioned the book, and a few facts, the smile broadened out—I was accepted into the
School with no more ado—into 3J.

A billet was found for me in the attic of a house in Silver Street. Judd and Jaggers were also evacuees
billetted at the house. Mother gave me some eggs as 'extras' also a big bag of 6d pieces for my weekly pocket
money. She stayed a day or two and she took me to school on my first day. We met with and walked along with
the late John Bird and his mother. From that moment John and I shared a deep loyalty.
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But was I accepted into 3J? There were rituals—there was a sort of trial by snowball', and also at one time
I was dragged round the form room and my reasonably respectable grey suit was left with deep brown dirt stains
in it. Acceptance came slowly. Some time later more permanant digs were found for me at the home of a friend
called Frank Beard. He had got on well with Dad during those Cadet Corps camping years. Frank, was, however,
called up into the R.A.F. and he was seldom at home. Though I was very comfortable at his place, Mrs. Beard
was not too well and was unable to care for me on her own, so I changed my billet to Cherry Orchard with a Mrs.
Peter Newman and her daughter.

I was a town boy learning country ways.
We survived, even though sometimes our food contained no meat and little jam on our bread. We knew that

the food we ate could well have cost the lives of merchant seamen.
C.L.S. shared the facilities of Marlborough College; we worked from 8 a.rru until just before lunch, and we

used the form rooms again for a short time in the late afternoon. The form rooms were cold and heated only by
coal fires: some of us wore mittens during class. One of our times of great excitement was when 'Old Weatherall's'
gown was set alight by a hot ember from the fire; we remember him rushing from the room in a cloud of blue
smoke.

Trayes was the form master, and we had some teachers who had come back from retirement to teach .. H.
A. ('Hatty') Treble and 'Inky' Penn, to name but two. Yes, we sometimes played our teachers up but we had (and
have) great affection and admiration for them.

Life was hard but we were lucky to be alive and away from the bombing and agony of War in London.
Friendships were close, and I saw a lot of Tony West and Jenkins. I joined what was left of the Temple

Church Choir, whose assistant Choirmaster was then Tubby' Taylor. I learnt some wonderful music. Perhaps the
greatest thing that happened to me in the first year or so of my stay at Marlborough was that I heard Burkett (then
a prefect) talk at the Crusader Bible Class about the love of God in Jesus Christ; some weeks after hearing his talk
I committed myself into His care. I have no regrets, as a sense of satisfaction and purpose came into my life—as
well as a sense of dismay over the mistakes I had and have made. Among other things I accepted that eternity
is real. I remember the Crusaders' Union travelling secretary (who was usually referred to as 'Bubbly Head')
visited Marlborough and gave me a presentation Bible—the book plate in the front of the Bible was signed by
C.J.H. Upton and H. C. Oakley on the 5th December 1943.

I and other boys grew very fond of the staff, bearhug 'Biff Vokins and Micky Field. Apart from our
schoolwork, we spent a lot of time in the gym or out of doors either on organised games or in our own groups
exploring. We watched for the steam engines chugging through Savernake tunnel and shunting trucks in the
Marlborough sidings. We knew the country lanes, the by-ways and the outdoors. We planted acorns and apple
pips to see if trees would grow.

We watched the Marlborough home guard practising and drilling; little did we know that it was something
of an elite group.

Letters came from loved ones . . . Dad was sorely missed and he was with the 8th Army (he was now a Lt.
Col. and Assist. Director of Ordnance Stores). Dad's aerogramme number 275 written to my mother on 31 May
1942 shows that he was pretty tired: he had been in control of the statistics for supply of tanks, vehicles and
ammunition, and this was only a few weeks before the battle of El Alamein. He writes that he had had "no real
recreation for twelve months ..." On 31 October 1942 (just after the battle of El Alamein) he wrote in a pocket
diary that he sent me—to "My darling son Philip—for 1943, in which year we hope for peace and family reunion
. . . " . . . cousin Roy was also with the 8th Army, a driver of a bren gun carrier . . . cousin Edward was radio
operator on the H.M.C.S. Albernia, he had done some pretty brave things when the ship was in danger of
foundering in mid-Atlantic.

War was sometimes close, as when a Blenheim bomber exploded in mid-air over Savernake Forest scattering
its wreckage far and wide. The 1943 diary, sadly, has entries on only a few days. In early January I was on holiday
near Pagham in Sussex: I watched German bombers make their way through our anti-aircraft shelling towards
Portsmouth. The 'planes flew high: I believe one was shot down. The entry in the diary for 7 May 1943 concerns
Marlborough, and shows "awake by 7.10 a.m . . . .at School 7.55: sent back to billet in disgrace—I had forgotten
my gas mask . . . 'home' after school 6.10". The war was real for all of us.

As I look back, I see how hard people (and especially the staff at School) worked for us to protect us then
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and to preserve our futures.
I had, and still have, deeply held respect for H. C. Oakley and the Rev. Ellingham. One day I was near the

College Porters' Lodge and remember coming into a conversation with them (and another person) in which the
proposed School Assembly—a sort of democratically elected body—came under consideration: Ellingham said "We
must have one . . . that's what we are fighting about . . . that's our future . . ." How right he was.

January 1989

The following is reprinted from Wiltshire Gazette and Herald 4/1/90, Letters to the Editor:
The winner of our £10 War Memories prize is Mr. John Spencer of West Stowell Hall, Oare, near Marlborough,
whose memory of schooldays in Marlborough is printed below. The contest proved very popular, with many high
standard entries. We enjoyed reading them and we thank all of you who sent in pictures and stories.

The Battle of Treacle Bolry
(Or the Confessions of an ex City of London Schoolboy)

by John Spencer

In September 1939 about 700 boys from The City of London School arrived in Marlborough at the invitation of
the College.

We were a day public school, situated then on the Thames Embankment near Blackfriars Bridge; no place
to be in a Blitz.

Marlborough said we could share the College facilities and treat them as our own; a generous gesture,
particularly as we effectively doubled the number of pupils at the school and put a considerable strain on its
infrastructure.

We used the form rooms in the early morning before breakfast (a double period of maths on an empty
stomach on a cold winter's morning is not one of my happier memories!) and then played games for the rest of
the morning.

The College boys used the form rooms during the morning and in the afternoons we went back to work in
them when the College had their games. Chapel and meals were staggered in a similar way and ah1 in all the two
schools seemed to rub along pretty well together. I don't recall any friction between us.

There was one big snag though. The one facility we couldn't share was the dormitories. We had to be
'billeted' out on the townsfolk of Marlborough.

I was placed, together with four friends from my year, with the Misses Brown at Rawlings Well, a large house
at the far end of the High Street. The Misses Brown were devout ladies of, to us, advanced years who, feeling they
should do their bit gave over the whole of their top floor to the five of us. I don't think we behaved particularly
badly but after a while improving tracts—holy thoughts for every day of the year—started appearing in the
downstairs lavatory. Perhaps they thought there was still some room for improvement.

To get to the College meant a bike ride down the High Street and a gang of us who were billeted on that side
of town would meet up and ride together.

We were puzzled at first; it felt that we were being stung by bees or wasps, and it always happened around
the same place, near The Green. But when we discovered little holes in our clothes we soon realised what was
happening. Someone was firing an airgun at us. And not just one airgun.

As time went by the 'town boys' gang built up quite an armoury. We couldn't let this go on. "Please send
airgun soonest. We need it for target practice with the Home Guard".

Telegrams like this winged back to our gullible parents in London and before long we too had built up an
armoury of our own. There had to be a showdown.

By this time we knew who our tormentors were. At least we knew the ringleader; a boy called Duck. Not,
I hasten to add, our esteemed Chairman of the District Council—he's far too young—a distant relative perhaps?

Under a flag of truce a pitched battle was arranged for a week hence at dusk on the water meadows beyond
the Memorial Hall alongside the A4. The area was called Treacle Bolly. Perhaps it still is, although I suspect the
meadows have long since been covered by desirable residences. We planned our campaign carefully.
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Marlborough during the War
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Two boys who were in the fencing club would wear their protective masks (the only sensible thing we did that
night) and act as scouts and would provoke the town boys to firing first.

We would then pinpoint their positions and rain fire down on them. Air guns were less powerful in those
days, but even now I shudder when I remember our crass stupidity.

Luckily there were no serious wounds. I removed an airgun slug from the nose of one of the combatants (I
rather fancied myself as a famous surgeon at the time) and one boy lost part of the lobe of one ear. And that
proved to be our downfall.

When he went home for the holidays his mother noticed it, not unnaturally, and when she demanded an
explanation from her son he told her—the whole story. Wholesale beatings took place but none of us was expelled.

The only thing I can say in our defence was that our bellicose instincts had been aroused by the onset of war
and that this escapade was an adolescent "war game'. But a highly dangerous and a very stupid one.

I only hope that my four grandsons growing up in Australia are blessed with a bit more sense than their silly
old Grandfather.

C. N. (Biff) Vokins, T.D., M.A., (Former Staff), adds:
Whether F. R. Dale's announcement at Assembly one morning that all airguns were to be taken to the Armoury
and not kept in billets was one result of the 'Battle' I now can't remember. I know we worked hard to prevent
any ill-feeling between the School and town and have always thought that we succeeded rather well.

May 1990

Limericks
by G.D. Grout (1937-42)

I remember attending a School concert in the Memorial Hall, Marlborough. One of the items was a set of
limericks composed, I believe, by Mr. R.E. Green. They were spoken by four masters wearing cap and gown. Mr.
Green spoke the first and final lines (this last being the 'punch' line) and I think that Mr. Brown, a science master
and A.T.C. officer, spoke one of the intervening lines. I have forgotten the others. I can remember only one of
the limericks which ran as follows:

Our Latin master, Irwin-Carruthers
Received letters from ten angry mothers
Whose sons, 'Little fools'
Had lost 'Latin for Schools',
And had promptly been forced to buy others.

Some commentary may be appropriate. Mr. Irwin-Carruthers was the form master of Classical IVa and was
the author of a book on Latin syntax called 'Latin for Schools' which was used by that form. However, Latin for
CIVa was in fact taken by Mr. F.R. Dale, the headmaster. 'Little Fool' was one of his more severe comments on
sloppiness in translation. His book was entitled 'Paginae Primae'. January 1992

Hockey
by B.C. Thomas (1939-45)

[When the School was evacuated to Marlborough C.L.S. adopted the College routine of Rugby, Hockey and
Cricket and this continued for a few years after our return to London in 1944.]

The arrival of the January [1992] edition of Gazette reminded me that I promised to send Peter Jones a
photograph of the School 1st XI Hockey team taken at Marlborough. The only problem is that I have no record
of the date. 1942/43? On reading the obituaries I was sad to see that C.J.F. Upton had passed away. I well
remember enjoying his company as a member of the team. Perhaps he, like many others of our time at
Marlborough, welcomed the opportunities to experience sports which were freely available there, especially hockey.
I have lost contact with all those in the photograph but I did on one occasion bump into A.P. Skinner. The only
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other Old Citizen I have met on the hockey field was B.J.K. Pryer and that was when he was playing for Yeovil
H.C. in the fifties. Having just entered my 51st year of playing, I wondered if I would meet any of those with
whom one played at School. Unfortunately it was not to be, apart from that one. If it is of any interest to those
who were at Marlborough, there is an Astroturf pitch behind Field House at the bottom of the playing field. I
do not recall playing squash against Upton, but that was another sport which many of our contemporaries enjoyed
for the first time whilst evacuated. I have managed to keep up the sport on a regular basis until my retirement,
as the College had its own court and there is nothing like having students about who would like to take a rise out
of members of staff! The local Sports Centre has just built some courts so there may be an opportunity to get out
the gear and see if it still works. May 1992

Memories of Marlborough
by J.G. lies (1936-43)

I think it must have been in 1941 that the Director of Music of Marlborough College arranged a series of
Subscription Concerts to be held on Sunday afternoons in the Assembly Hall. C.L.S. boys were invited to attend,
on payment of the appropriate sum. Marlborough had a Director of Music with a double-barrelled name (Hylton-
Stewart if memory serves) whereas C.L.S. only had a Music Master: Leslie (Tubby) Taylor.

Leslie Taylor, as well as being an excellent teacher, was an extremely practical man. Was it not he who
invented the device that drew a 5-line stave on the blackboard? It consisted of two pieces of wood, clamped
together, and holding five pieces of chalk in accurately gauged positions. It was in his nature to investigate, to
know how musical instruments were constructed, even to construct them. And was it not he who could teach
almost any boy to harmonize a tune—nay, even to write the tune, given the opening two bars?

I think it was the second or third of the Subscription Concerts in which the then very famous pianist Louis
Kentner was to play. The Assembly Hall boasted a full-sized grand piano (a Steinway?) and this had been specially
tuned for the occasion. It stood, centre stage, awaiting the master who would bring forth its full potential. The
lid was raised; the French Polish gleamed and the ivory keys sparkled.

The first piece was the Chopin Ballade in G minor. We sat in anticipation as the stool height was carefully
adjusted; then the hands were poised above the keys. Mr. Kentner began. The piano sang as we had never heard
it before, and the first forte gave an inkling of the power and the excitement to come. Then—calamity! The foot
peddle assembly collapsed! Mr. Kentner attempted to continue but it was impossible. He stared in disbelief at
he peddles on the floor. What was to be done? I have said that Leslie Taylor was a practical man, and this was
not the first time that the peddles had fallen off. He knew exactly what to do, and we C.L.S. boys had seen him
do it many times. But protocol would not allow him to step forward. It was the Director of Music, of another
place, who naturally felt obliged to intervene. I can still recall the sight of the seat of his trousers, at an unusual
angle, as he attempted to replace the pedals. It was soon done. Too soon, as we at C.L.S. knew. Mr. Kentner
took his place and started again. This time he reached the second page before the repair failed and he came to
a halt. The gesture of helplessness, with the lifted shoulders and arms spread wide as he said 'I cannot go on' is
with me as I write. And so the concert was abandoned.

At the music period next day L.T. remarked "I knew he couldn't fix it, but what could I do?" C.L.S. boys were
often observed to suppress a chuckle whenever they encountered Mr. Hylton-Stewart going about his business in
the College grounds...
EDITOR'S NOTE: A contributor to Gazette No. 165 referred to the above concerts and recitals. He mentioned
particularly how we could hold our own musically with the College, saying "We reckoned Tub a match for Hagger-
Staggers any day". September 1992
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God's Wonderful Railway

(Marlborough - Redruth in wartime)
by Adrian Vale (1938-47)

Come celebrate with me—dear reader, hasten—
The old Great Western country station.

Two long, rustic platforms I still see there,
Of passengers (and even of staff) mostly bare;

Only tiny birds fluttering in between.
The signals, set at red, rarely changing to green,

Though no express ever stopped, either crack or non-crack,
At that unimportant little place, Savernake.

But when my train approached, such Betjeman glee!*
Just a slow one to Bristol, and yet for me,

Term over, going home, I must confess
It could well have been the Orient Express.

Lord, impossible though my request may seem,
The day You decide to summon me back

Let me go in a cloud of Great Western steam
And please, Lord, by way of Savernake.

* Apropos of whom I cherish a memory of a journey back to London from the west country. Our train was
slowing down around Royal Oak when Betjeman appeared in our centre-aisled coach, familiar hat on his head,
and stretching out one hand intoned—almost crooned—"Paddington, dear people!" joyously. He was like a cross
between a conjuror producing a rabbit (the station) from a hat, and the M.C. to some great medieval bishop's
progress. And it was like being blessed by the Western Region. A dear man. We could do with a few more such
to raise our sensitivity—and laughter. January 1994

Marlborough Memories
by A.M. Simons (1938-45)

Many Old Citizens will know that the School was evacuated to Marlborough College during the Second World
War. We were there from 1939-1944, when for a variety of reasons we returned to London. It was to have been
expected that there would be certain difficulties between the schools, and events outside the school environment
were not conducive to co-existence between them. Still, the relationship turned out to be decidedly odd.

Despite sharing premises with them on the Box and Cox principle, and being in close proximity for years,
there was minimal social contact between the sides. Kingsley Amis notes in his memoirs the way the Marlborough
boys remained aloof from their involuntary guests. I myself was never spoken to by a Marlborough boy; nor did
I ever speak to one of them. My experience was, I think, not untypical, and cannot be put down to the normal
clannishness of small boys.

Recent events have revived memories of all this. The College's 150th Anniversary was celebrated by a Solemn
Eucharist at St. Paul's Cathedral on 1st October, attended by about 2,500 people. The College had invited our
headmaster and Mrs. Bass, the Second Master and the Bursar to represent the School I attended as President
of the John Carpenter Club, with Peter Jones and Peter Donaldson and our wives.

By permission of Mr. Bass a very successful reception afterwards was held across the road in the School,
attended by Marlborough guests including Governors and Old Marlburians who had been at the College during
the war years. An exhibition, assembled by the Marlborough Archivist (the Senior Prefect in 1939) was on display,
containing documents about the C.L.S. stay at the College. These included the then Marlborough Master's reply
to Mr. Dale's proposal for C.L.S. to move to Marlborough. Also a letter from the Master to the mayor of the town
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seeking agreement for the C.L.S. boys to be billeted on townspeople. In this the Master described us as being
"decently brought up and trained in some degree of respectability . . . much less inconvenient lodgers than, for
instance, a large number of small children from the poorest districts of London". So much for Asquith's successors.

There were also references in the exhibition to the later occasion when the College itself was under threat
of expulsion by the authorities in the wider national interest. The threat was fended off with difficulty after
eminent Old Marlburians had rallied to the College's defence. But it might be have been added that the presence
of C.L.S. was likely to have been a factor in the authorities' relenting their decision. If they had not done so, two
schools and not just one would have had to be displaced and found alternative accommodation. In the end it was
Malvern which had to go.

The exhibition made no reference to the time, after C.L.S. had returned to London, when our preparations
for public examinations were interrupted by the German rocket onslaught on the City. The College was
approached with the reasonable request for boys who were to sit the public examinations to be allowed to do so
in Marlborough in relative safety. But the request was turned down. Fortunately, Unilever Bros, next door to
the old School building stepped into the breach and we were able to take our exams in the comfort and security
of the firm's basement.

During the Marlborough Master's address at the reception he made a graceful reference to the schools'
wartime relationship and noted that the College might have been more welcoming to the C.L.S. boys. This point
was also made by Old Marlburians at the reception in conversation with the C.LS. contingent. It had, equally,
been reflected in letters written at the time by Marlborough boys and which featured in the exhibition. It is also
quite prominent at the relevant place in the recent history of the College, a copy of which was presented to our
Headmaster. The history of the C.L.S. by Douglas-Smith is characteristically reticent on the matter, although
noting that the immensely forbearing Mr. Dale, in his review of the period had let slip that "some Marlborough
Masters did not see then- opportunity" to be helpful to us during our stay.

We were, of course, a resilient bunch, and did not brood on our predicament, or hold it against the
Marlborough boys for treating us as though we did not exist. And we were aware of goodwill towards us among
members of the Marlborough staff. We assumed that the apartness had been enforced by Marlborough senior
management. Despite this downside, many of us who lived through the Marlborough experience have very happy
memories of our stay. Not only did the School hold together, but it continued to do outstandingly well
academically and in other ways. The lion's share of the credit for this was due, undoubtedly, to the C.L.S. staff,
from Mr. Dale downwards, who cared for us devotedly inside and outside the classroom during the difficult years
when, additionally, many of them had very painful problems of their own.

But we also recognize a major debt to the College for allowing us to share then: excellent facilities over the
period (for which the Corporation of London was at pains to see that they were not out of pocket). Beyond doubt
the relationship with the College was more profitable—and less abrasive—than that which many other evacuated
schools had with their host institutions.

All this took place fifty years ago, when many worse things were going on. It says a great deal for our
Marlborough contemporaries that some of them should still be mindful of it. In 1989, on the 50th anniversary of
our arrival in Marlborough, a group of us were invited to be guests of the College for a day. This turned out to
be a most enjoyable occasion. The then Master and his colleagues were most hospitable and the College was open
for us to roam in at will and re-kindle old memories. Also, the town was looking at its best and the Wiltshire
countryside was every bit as lovely as we remembered it. We also had the very pleasurable experience of meeting
again some of the townspeople whose guests we had been, and with whom we had so much to reminisce about.

An invitation—this time addressed to all City of London boys who were at Marlborough—has recently been
received to visit the College on the 50th anniversary of the School's leaving Marlborough (on Saturday 23rd April
1994). The John Carpenter Club has in mind to mark the occasion by presenting a suitable gift to the
Marlborough Common Room as a permanent reminder of the relationship between the schools at a critical time
in the nation's history. January 1994
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Marlborough during the War

L. Shipp and M.F. Ashby
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Letter from A.B. Dann (1937-42)

Articles and letters referring to the Marlborough years tend to stress the separation of the boys of each school from
those of the other. This was a skilful and shrewd policy which avoided friction or collision. But there was contact
at the Sixth Form level for those who wished it. Together with other C.L.S. boys I attended an excellent meeting
of the Marlborough English Society at which one of their boys read a paper on medieval Miracle and Mystery
Plays. We had a joint Historical Society at which one of their masters gave a brilliant account of medieval Sicily
and another, a former Weimar government member or official, took part in a debate supposed to take place in
1815 on 'this present Treaty of Vienna'. On another occasion our Mr. Storey read to us fascinating material (in
translation) about French youth in the 15th Century (criticised no less vehemently than in our own day). Others
of us contributed papers or led discussions. My own contributions were on Elizabethan Ireland and on the Art
of War in the 17th Century. My Marlburian opposite number was Swithin Margetson; our friendship and co-
operation continued at Oxford in the University Liberal Club. There may well have been other joint activities
where interests coincided. Those that I experienced were stimulating and I believe of benefit to both schools. I
have always been grateful for them. May 1994

CLS at War (1)
by C. Neville Jones (1937-42)

I joined the C.L.S. Home Guard in October 1941 and, as owner of a 350cc BSA Blue Star motor-cycle, was
accepted as a despatch rider.

The School platoon was to act as an immediate response unit. On the news that paratroops were landing,
or about to land on the Downs, our job was to rush out and hold them up as long as we could, using surprise and
knowledge of terrain, to delay them until the real army could arrive. The platoon was equipped with Carden-Lloyd
light 2-man tracked carriers of about late 1920s vintage. Their armament was Solothurn Mg-15 7.92mm German
aircraft machine guns from crashed aircraft. I cannot recall how many we had, but all were driven by C.L.S.
personnel; and as well as I and one other despatch-rider, there were several cars, including the CO's. They all had
instruction in driving these carriers: the driver sat on the left, with the engine exhaust very close to his ear, steered
with a horizontal tiller and controlled the speed with a throttle and two pedal-operated gearboxes. I don't
remember what their maximum speed was, but I do remember that speed was critical when going over a rise. We
had to charge up the slope, but on reaching the crest we had to slow quickly down to a crawl; otherwise, the
machine toppled over with a shattering crash which did no good to the occupants, or, more importantly, to the
machine! All servicing was done by a local garage, and as the machines were elderly, serviceability was always a
problem. October 1998

CLS at War (2)
by M.W. Collard (1936-43)

The J.T.C. at that time possessed, for training purposes, a Bren Gun, something unheard of among the local town
units, whose most serious weapons were pitchforks. This magnificent weapon was placed at the disposal of the
School HG Platoon, and, probably because I was Captain of School Shooting, and therefore deemed to be a crack
shot, I was put in charge of it whenever an exercise took place. These were invariably held on Sundays to allow
the 'locals' to take part.

One exercise in particular was much larger than any other, as it involved HG units from many other nearby
towns, as well as one or two army detachments. We were told to expect tank attacks, which we got, and also
attacks by air.

During the afternoon I was posted in a garden to the rear of one of the large houses in Marlborough High
Street. For the purpose of the exercise this house was the Command HQ, and I was to defend it from attack by
air. Now the Bren, by nature, cannot operate with blank cartridges. Wooden bullets were deemed too dangerous,
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but a device rather like a collection of the inner workings of Christmas crackers, could be strung together and tied
to the barrel of the gun, and the string pulled to make a succession of cracks—a very poor simulation of
machine-gun fire.

An 'HE-111 raid' took place at Manton Downs one Sunday morning, when all the local HG units were
assembled to familiarize themselves with low-level air attacks. We dispersed on the Downs and were 'attacked'
by two aircraft from a local RAF Unit. One of these was a Lysander, and the other a training aircraft of some
kind.

They made one or two passes, and then a real HE-111 approached at about 1500 feet and dropped two bombs
before flying off. They were close, but not close enough to cause any damage, which was a good thing as, on
examining the craters and the surrounding areas, we found that the bombs dropped were of the anti-personnel
variety! The puzzle, as far as we were concerned, was how a sole German bomber, armed with anti-personnel
bombs, happened to be flying over a Home Guard exercise on a quiet Sunday morning. October 1998

Addendun:
In case there may have been some confusion, may I add to my account of the HE-111 'raid' that there were, in
fact, two such incidents, both of which I witnessed, and can therefore vouch for the fact that they occurred,
although at different places and times. — M. W. Collard

Choirs in Wartime

Philip Turl (1941-51), who died in June 1997, sent these recollections in 1995 of the Temple Choir during the war:
During the early part of the evacuation the Temple Choir sang in the ruins of the Temple Church. I believe the
BBC Archives still have a recording of this.

Moody, the lead soloist of the Temple Choir, sang (and cut a disc) for HMV. Would HMV and/or Moody
and/or the executors of the late Leslie Taylor still have a master copy of this? October 1998

The late Philip TurPs suggestion that a disk was cut by "Moody, the lead soloist of the Temple Choir" has stirred
some memories.

Donald Simpson (1934-42) after consulting David Lewer (1930-36), author of The Temple Church in London writes:
In 1939 I was the head boy chorister at the Temple Church and, like most of the others, went with the C.L.S. to
Marlborough. I remained there until I left the School in 1942. Until Easter 1941 most of the declining numbers
returned to London during the vacations and we joined with the gentlemen of the choir to sing services in the
Temple Church. It was then wrecked by fire during the last major air raid in London on 10th May 1941.

After the catastrophe there were no more formal services held in the ruins, although there were quite informal
services held there by ex-choristers until the restoration of the church after the war. After 1939 no new choristers
were appointed until 1954.

During the whole of the war period and for some years afterwards there was no recording of the services by
the BBC or HMV as suggested by the late Philip Turl. He was not a Temple chorister, neither was a boy named
Moody, said to have been the leading chorister who sang Hear My Prayer, recorded by HMV. We have never heard
of Moody, and the whole story by Turl appears to have been pure fantasy.

Dr. DA. Moore (1939-46) provides an explanation. He writes:
I became a Chapel Royal Chorister in April 1939. My career as a chorister was halted by the onset of war, but
I remained in the School Choir until July 1942.

The School Choir consisted of Temple and Chapel Royal choristers, and some boys who belonged to a
London church choir of Leslie Taylor's. Some others asked to join or were invited to join because of their ability.

I am sure that at no time did the Temple Choir 'sing in the ruins', although this is going back 50+ years.
Moody was not a Temple Chorister, but had a beautiful treble voice, and a recording was arranged and effected
by Mr. Leslie Taylor (an achievement in wartime).
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This recording was played to me and others in the class during one of Mr. Leslie Taylor's lessons (which took
place in the Memorial Hall at Marlborough). I cannot recall what he sang, but Hear My Prayer seems a probable
choice. January 1999

Peter Jones (1938-46) writes: First, Derek Moore's report on the composition of the School Choir is a good
summary.

Second, the anonymous obituary of Leslie Taylor may have been written by Biff Vokins, who once told me
of overhearing that Marlborough boy telephoning home. It seem likely that Biff would have used this as a first
hand example.

J.I. Metcalfe (1939-48) writes: I have just seen the letters in the January Gazette. I also saw Philip Turl's in the
previous number but at the time thought better of pointing out his error about Moody's membership of the Temple
Choir.

However, as Derek Moore confirms, the story about the HMV's recording of Moody is by no means fantasy,
though I dare say Donald Simpson had left before it was made towards the end of the School's time at
Marlborough. Materials for the manufacture of gramophone records were in short supply, and Leslie Taylor just
missed his opportunity with Moody: HMV had just issued a record by another treble called, I think, Master
Thomas Criddle.

The company did however make a recording of Moody and issue a few copies privately, transcribed onto what
looked like glass. The pieces were accompanied by Leslie Taylor on the piano and three of them were:
(a) an aria from, I think, a cantata by Bach: My heart ever faithful;
(b) the final Alleluia aria from Mozart's Exultate Jubilate;
(c) Schubert's Serenade.

There may have been a fourth piece but I doubt whether it was Hear my Prayer, which would have required
choir and organ. Moody's singing of the Schubert Serenade was interesting: his voice was breaking and he actually
sang it as a rather impressive tenor (though the voice subsequently settled to a very effective baritone in School
choirs after our return to London).

Ruth Edge, Archive Manager of EMI Records reports:
I have checked our archive files but cannot find details of any wartime recordings by a E.G. Moody. I also checked
the name Leslie Taylor, but no luck there either.

Criddle did his commercial test for the company on 1st January 1943 in Abbey Road Studio ... and during
that year he did six sessions, repeating one unsatisfactory title in January 1944.

Perhaps you could check if the name Charles Morbey rings a bell with anybody. Details on a recording sheet
show that on 17th June 1942 he recorded Ave Maria at Abbey Road Studio, but this was never issued. The metal
master was destroyed in January 1945. May 1999
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(2) Unpublished Articles

The following articles have never been published in the Gazette. They were mostly submitted as a result of a
request in the magazine for articles on Marlborough in September 1995 and are listed in alphabetical order by
author.

The Marlborough Experience, a Series of Vignettes.
by Professor V.C. Abrahams B.Sc., PhD., D.Sc. (1939-45)

I sometimes wonder what a current C.L.S. boy, brought up in the age of modern technology, easy travel and
abundant food would make of the Marlborough experience. For those boys entering the City of London School
in September 1939, the School was the Marlborough experience, and Blackfriars was a distant concept. When
finally realised, four years later in the last year of the war, the time at Blackfriars was dominated by the determined
efforts of a gasping German war machine using the VI flying bomb and the V2 rocket to inflict heavy casualties
on a war-weary London. But the Marlborough experience should be remembered, not merely for the heroic efforts
of the school staff to preserve an academic experience in trying conditions, but because what happened in
Marlborough was, for many boys, still the City of London School, albeit in a long and difficult war.

Billets, or home life away from home
For a boy entering the C.L.S. for the first time, there is always apprehension. The hurdles to overcome to gain
entry were not and are not trivial, and the entering boy will probably learn that he will likely be held to a higher
standard of work than before. The boy will meet many strangers, some not to his liking. He will have left a school
in which an identity has been carved out. He will have to say goodbye to a circle of friends, and to teachers who
were long ago classified and pigeon-holed. But the new boy will go home every night to familiar surroundings and
to family and friends. Those who went to C.L.S. at Marlborough for the first time gave up all that was familiar,
including school friends, family and a way of life. For the most part the Marlborough hosts were genial and
helpful, but the burden of housing so many boys in a town of 4,000 imposed strains on the resources of what was
very much a rural area. For many of us who grew up in the war, our experiences changed us for ever, and that
applied as much as those who served overseas and risked their lives as well as those whose lives were disrupted
by the loss of family life and the loss of familiar surroundings.

To those brought up in a comfortable urban life much changed when the school moved to Marlborough. We
discovered a world where homework might have to be done by the light of a paraffin lantern in a cottage which
was yet to secure the joys of running water and electricity. Learning to endure cold was an important part of the
Marlborough experience. A single open coal fire with the rest of the house unheated was the norm in most British
houses at that time, but there was little heat in many of the classrooms in Marlborough so that in the cold of
winter there were few places to thaw out.

In the end most boys found themselves comfortably housed and with families who were congenial and in many
ways acting as surrogate parents. There were many moves, sometimes because of changed circumstances, perhaps
the presence of boys in the throes of hormonal awakening compromising the innocence of the household's daughter
newly emerged from puberty. Perhaps what we would now call 'personality conflict', but in the end bonds were
formed, and leaving Marlborough led to the severing of many treasured ties.

The playing fields
Winter at Marlborough was a time to be endured. But there was one great and compensating asset that
Marlborough offered. These were the splendid playing fields and games facilities. The nature of the interwoven
timetables of two schools in one set of buildings meant that C.L.S. boys were sent out to play every morning after
the early morning class and the breakfast which was served after that class. The facilities offered great enjoyment,
at least until the games were over. Those having to play rugger on one of the pitches farthest from the school
usually ended the game covered in mud. Then the rush began to run to the distant college change room early
enough to get a shower while the water was still warm, otherwise the mud of the Marlborough Downs would have
to be removed in a cold shower.
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Warm water was a luxury in wartime, and those without appropriate facilities in their billets could have a
warm bath once a week. These were taken in a large concrete floored room in B House. The room held 3 large
tubs lined up in a row. In complete defiance of the wartime edict specifying no more than 5" of water in a bath,
hot water was run into these baths as a steady stream, thus maintaining a full bath at a warm temperature suitable
for really long soaks. This process was aided by the concrete floor, for the water could be allowed to flow over
the sides of the bath to spill on to the concrete and disappear down a floor drain. We consoled ourselves that we
were really being frugal with energy by not draining the bath between occupants.

In the summer, those mundane concerns over cleanliness were more easily dealt with and playing cricket in
one of the more remote pitches up the Marlborough Downs was as close to the image and the reality of a happy
bucolic life in rural England as one could get.

Food
Not only were certain amenities missing, but the war led to shortages of all kinds creating a serious problem for
our hosts and for those who were looking after us. I recall early meals in the College dining room, whole salmon
poached and presented in a silver platter. This standard was ephemeral, and very quickly the problems of wartime
shortages led to a diet rich in what was available. Irish stew mutton and potato rich became all too common.
Desserts focussed on bread & butter pudding, tapioca, rice pudding and jam pudding. Stewed prunes provided
relief from the other more solid items. Gustatory sophistication largely consisted of Dad's brown sauce slathered
over anything and everything. On a personal note, an early antipathy to boiled eggs resulted in transient popularity
as my egg was auctioned off with the traditional "quis", with the first at the table to answer "ego" receiving the gift.
That popularity waned as hunger overcame repulsion, and boiled eggs were retained for my personal consumption.
They proved superior to the more commonly available dried eggs. One saving grace was afternoon tea taken not
in the school, but in one of the tea rooms on the High Street. There, as far as wartime would allow, it was possible
to eat the equivalent of today's junk food, toast and jam, bath buns, crumpets and muffins.

There were other problems of diet that affected the Jewish boys, and I suspect that my experience was typical.
Until I left for Marlborough I had led a life that was fairly typical for those who were second generation British-
born jews. Our identification with our country was total, but we still led a life that was shaped by the community
in which most of our lives were lived, namely, the Jewish Community. This governed what we ate, in part
determined by dietary laws that were rigidly adhered to, by our religion, whose major festivals were still celebrated
as they had been done for centuries, and by the fact that there was still something of a ghetto mentality. My
father's business partner was an Aberdonian Scot, but I can never recall the two families socialising together. We
socialised with other Jewish families, and of course, within our own extended family. I am not sure if there were
any Jewish families living in Marlborough in 1939. If there were they were invisible. What this meant was that
the move to Marlborough not only wrenched us from our families, it placed us in a culture, which if not entirely
foreign, was very different from anything that we had ever known. Even for urban Britons, the rural culture of
the 1930's was not well understood, for urban British Jews, it was even more poorly understood.

The dietary laws, the religious customs, and the peregrinations over much of Europe over many centuries had
shaped the diet of the British Jew. Apart from such staples as fish and chips, the diet was rich in chicken in all
its many and varied forms. The breads were those of Europe, and there was a large place for fruits and vegetables.
The sausages were more akin to those of Germany, and of course, that wartime staple, the bread-rich pork sausage
was unknown. But in time, necessity took over and by the end of the Marlborough experience, bacon and pork
sausages were part of the Jewish boys diet along with a number of hitherto near-inedible unmentionables. In my
own case, my passion for crumpets, which we eat here in the winter in front of a log fire, stems from one of the
gastronomic joys first learned about in the tea rooms of Marlborough.

Independence
Most of the problems of attending school at Marlborough have been written about, particularly from the standpoint
of the masters and those charged with operating a school during a long and fierce war in a place and in buildings
that were someone else's property and in use by the owners. What has received little attention is the effect that
this had on the generation who grew up under those circumstances. For me, the changes that it produced were
enormous. Just as the education that I received at C.L.S. laid the secure groundwork for a lifetime career as a
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research scientist, so the Marlborough experience gave me new views and an appreciation of many aspects of life.
More important than the ability to stomach strange diets was the independence that the life at Marlborough
fostered. Wrenched very painfully from one's family, the evacuees learned that their survival required them to
assume a great deal of responsibility for themselves, to a degree that rarely was necessary for those at day school,
and even significantly more than those at a true boarding school. I suspect that those survival skills served the
Marlborough generation of C.L.S. boys well. It also led to some of us acquiring a love of the countryside and small
country towns that still has a strong influence on the life that we have chosen. Perhaps that is why I married a
fanner's daughter and have spent most of my life in a small Canadian University town about 100 miles from the
nearest metropolitan centre.

Tolerance
Now as then, minorities tend to live their own lives within the larger community, deliberately sustaining customs
and an attitude to life that is much shaped by the will to preserve the historic characteristic of the minority. Not
quite a siege mentality, it is intended to encourage the preservation of the minority by, for example, promoting
marriage within the minority. One consequence of this is sometimes a failure to understand or appreciate the
culture of the majority, sometimes even to despise it and many of its values. Marlborough was an immersion
course in English culture. It was forced on the minority because we lived in the majority without the walls that
families, wittingly or unwittingly, put up around their children. Further, we came to appreciate that many of those
things that were taken for granted by the middle-class Londoner were not a form of birthright, and that there were
many with far less material possessions who were good and kind people, often living full and satisfying lives. The
Marlborough experience was an inadvertent sociological experiment that greatly affected the sensibilities of those
who were willing to look around and learn.

The bicycle
The Marlborough experience, in my mind was always tied to the bicycle, for without the bicycle life was restricted.
It meant a few more minutes in bed on an early cold morning. It meant that the countryside could be explored
on the weekend, and on rare occasions, it permitted a cheap, if very difficult trip back to London on the weekend.
It also meant permanent soreness on those parts of the anatomy that came in contact with the saddle. It meant
a permanent hunt on winter days for the short-lived and scarce batteries that would light the mandatory bicycle
lamps on winter evenings, lamps that were fortunately superseded in time by the bicycle dynamo. It meant
becoming skilled in fixing punctures, racing downhill on the traffic-free A4, preferably in the company of the
fortunate boy with a speedometer on his bicycle, so that you could brag about your speed with the aid of a non-
controvertible witness. It meant cursing the god who always arranged for a headwind, particularly on rainy days
when the tent-like waterproof cape erected to keep the top of your body dry acted also as a sail trying to drag you
back from whence you came. I am not, nor have I ever been, comfortable with those who would put us all on
bicycles in order to save the environment. I have been there. It is very uncomfortable. I remember Marlborough.

God
Very early on in my religious indoctrination I had great difficulty with the concept of a God. As someone who
found the logic of science very appealing, particularly when it could be tested by experiment, the whole notion of
some omnipotent being located somewhere in space was almost as ludicrous as the notion of a soul. Nice ideas
for the ancients trying to control the behaviour of people in the absence of any understanding of even the simplest
of natural phenomena. But in a war, separated from a family now spread apart, with the most evfl things being
done by one supposedly god-fearing person to another god-fearing person the notion of deity rapidly collapsed.
How could a benevolent god allow what was happening to happen (and we did not know the half of it). How could
two armies both pray to the same god before assaulting each other with flame throwers, artillery, tanks and so on,
not to mention aerial bombing. In Marlborough whatever religious teaching that I received was not enough to
overcome my understanding of what was happening in my world. In Marlborough I became a defiant atheist.

The War
The purpose of evacuating the children from London was to remove them from the danger of German attacks from
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the air. But even going to Marlborough could not remove all contact with the war. The effects on daily life soon
became apparent in the shortages of food staples and gasoline for non-essential vehicles. There was the
appearance on the roads of all kinds of military vehicles, and the sight of men and women in uniform everywhere.
Overhead there was the drone of training aircraft, and there was death. The death of a young master last seen
proud in his Air Force uniform, the death in an air raid of the parents of a friend. The destruction of one's own
house by a German bomb, the sten gun propped up in a corner of a bedroom as a defence against any invading
Germans, the tanks lagered in a lane in Marlborough.

When school holidays came around most of us returned home to London. It was thus that some of us
participated in the very thing that evacuation was supposed to prevent, namely the London Blitz. The Battle of
Britain had been going on for some time after the Dunkirk evacuation, but London had not really been attacked.
Many buildings had been sandbagged, windows taped to reduce the risk of flying glass, and in many homes
Anderson shelters had been installed in the garden. To do this a hole was dug and an arch of corrugated steel
partially lowered into the hole. The dirt from the hole was then used to cover the corrugated iron, the back of
the shelter installed, a blast wall placed at the entrance and wooden bunks installed. Primitive, but safer than a
house, except of course for a direct hit. In addition, trenches had been dug in all the London parks and these were
then made into concrete shelters. The city was ready for air attack, high explosive, gas or fire. When it came, in
my memory, it came on a warm Saturday afternoon when my parents were at the cinema. I was reading in the
garden in the warm sunshine when it happened. The sirens had sounded long ago, but they had been doing that
very often without any air raid materialising. This time the sky was full of contrails and there were occasional puffs
of anti-aircraft shells exploding in the sky. And then I saw some objects glinting in the sky. It took a second or
two to recognize that these were falling bombs. If there ever was an Olympic event called Anderson Shelter Entry
I would have won the first gold medal. The bombs landed about a half mfle away straddling the movie theatre
in which my parents were sitting, bringing down some of the plaster ceiling. That was the night that the London
Docks burned.

Being in Marlborough removed one from those dangers, but it did not remove one from the greater impact
of the war, for this was the time when invasion was regarded as imminent. The Local Defence Volunteers, that
broomstick and pitchfork armed brigade, was formed, much later to become the more reasonably armed Home
Guard. For myself, I was armed with an air pistol. If some German Paratrooper, disguised as a nun was to come
my way, I might manage one painful shot before I gave up. Evacuation to Marlborough did not mean that the
spectre of war was banished. It was always just a few miles away.

Entertainment
The movie cinemas and the London theatres were much used by the youth of the 30's. The three main cinema
chains changed their double feature every week and had yet another program for Sunday. With Hollywood
churning out the escapist movies and musicals of the 30's, even a young person had good reason to go to the
pictures once or more a week. For special occasions there were the theatres in London's West End for more
serious works, but there were many local theatres offering less serious entertainment. Marlborough had one movie
theatre, and for reasons not clear to me then or now, this was out of bounds. Except for one occasion, when
Disney's Fantasia was given a special performance for the school. Perhaps the idea of bringing classical music to
visual reality was so appealing that whatever stigma was attached to the cinema was overridden. Other forms of
entertainment were generated locally. I even remember a performance of a modern version of Euripides The
Frogs, although I have no memory of who was in it and what it was about except the chorus of "rececoax coax"
from whoever constituted the frog chorus. Sections of the London Symphony came down to play for us too.

The really big event was the school cinema. Held in a large lecture room in the science block (I think on
Saturday afternoons) the films consisted largely of old British films usually starring Jack Buchanan, or someone
like him, unreliably projected one reel at a time with appallingly bad sound. In general popular music was frowned
on, particularly by the authoritative music teacher Tubby Taylor. I remember prolonged arguments with him, for
he despised the music of Gershwin and the other great pop composers of the time. For this reason, when I heard
Artie Shaw and his band playing 'Frenesi' on a 78rpm hand wound portable outdoors on the Marlborough Downs
the joy of the music was heightened by the knowledge that we were doing something naughty.

Unlike what we are told is the current norm for today's youth, interaction with the opposite sex, at any level,
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was virtually non-existent, although there were probably a few landlady's daughters who were contributing to our
educational opportunities. Basically the existence at Marlborough had more than an element of the monastery.

On returning to London
The London that we left was very different from the one that we returned to in 1944. There is a greyness that
hangs over cities that have been at war for some time. Things haven't been painted in a long time, there are few
bright signs, and those that exist are more concerned with halting the spread of venereal disease, or the spread of
information of use to the enemy. There were bomb sites everywhere in London where damaged buildings had
been razed to the ground. Above ground there were large water pipes along many streets so that fires caused by
air raids could be more easily fought from the water stored in large metal tanks that obstructed many street
corners. And there were uniforms. The relatively elegant ones of the American fliers. The funny hats on men
from Australia and New Zealand, the patches on the shoulder that identified the Canadians, who, in a spirit of
commonwealth solidarity, like the Australians and New Zealanders wore the same battle dress as the British (the
material was much nicer though). Their uniforms did display strange unit names. (Who would have guessed that
GGHG on the shoulder of a Canadian soldier identified a member of the Governor General's Horse Guards?).
Some distinguished British regiments tried to hang on to the trappings of their distinctive uniforms, but for the
most part, gaily coloured dress forage caps were all that remained of the glamorous uniforms of the pre-war non-
fighting armies.

Outside London, there were signs of the military everywhere. Douglas DC3s towing gliders were in the air.
American bombers leaving on near suicidal day raids lumbered slowly overhead. The narrow lanes of England
were filled with large trucks, usually going too fast, and tanks could be found in the oddest of places. In London
itself it was the large numbers of servicemen that dominated everywhere, lining up for the pictures, or for
admission to a serviceman's club. There were military vehicles, usually small trucks, and of course, anti-aircraft
guns were present in many parks. Generally the direct signs of war were absent, that was until shortly after D-Day
when the bombardment with VI and V2 weapons started. But that was not part of the Marlborough experience.

Recollections
by the Rev. Geoffrey R. Breed (1935-42)

Arrival in Marlborough was, for this fifteen-year old, like being landed on another planet. The advent of war had
scattered this family of five in four different directions. My father, in the Civil Service, was moved to North Wales,
my two much younger brothers evacuated with their school to Wilmington, Kent, my mother now being the sole
occupant of the family home in New Eltham. However, I kept up a correspondence with the three different
addresses, and have now inherited all these letters which, fortunately, my parents had retained.

Here is the verbatim account of the happenings of 1st September 1939:
"On Friday we left school at 12.15 and caught the 12.30 train at Blackfriars. It was empty and went
non-stop to Haling (the train, I mean !). At Baling we caught a G.W. train to Savernake, the nearest
main-line station to Marlborough. We received our Government 2-day ration of 12oz. tin corned
beef, 1 large tin 'Ideal' evaporated milk, 1 large tin Nestle's condensed milk, 2 @ Vz Ib. packets
Jacob's biscuits and % Ib. bar Cadbury's chocolate. From Savernake we went to Marlborough by
coaches and most boys received billets. I was in Party 7, the last, and some of our pre-arranged
billets were 'bagged' by soldiers. So our party slept that night (Friday) in the Gym of Marlborough
College on school beds with a metal frame, modern style, with mattress and blankets. Next day
some of the boys received billets and most of them were bound for Manton House—Lady Aster's
home, 3 miles from the college. I crossed my name off this list to be put in a private billet. I am
glad I did this, because all the Manton House boys are grumbling because they only sleep in
outbuildings and cannot talk because "they might disturb the racehorses". I slept that night in the
gym with about four others and three masters. Next day I was sent to 19, Isbury Road with a friend,
but No.19 only had a double bed and two are not allowed to sleep in double beds so my friend had
to go next door but one to me, to No.21. Later he was shifted to No.32 and I am next door to him
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in No.31 with a single bed in a single room with two other boys from C.L.S. in our house (Alan S.
O'Shaughnessy and Douglas I. Smith). Sunday I went to a service for Crusaders in the lovely
Memorial Hall, erected as a monument to Marlburians killed 1914-18. After this, with a few boys
and a master we went to Savernake forest and saw many rabbits and some young deer. We have
three meals a day in the College Dining Hall; at 9.0 breakfast; 1.0 dinner and 6.0 tea. The meals
are plain, well cooked and sustaining. We only sleep in our billets."

It is worth mentioning that our Form Master in Economics 6th, Charles Horace Wilmot had some hand in
negotiating with the Ministry of Food for catering supplies needed for the C.L.S. contingent. He was highly
successful in this, and the fact that his brother, a Labour M.P., was Minister of Supply in the War Cabinet was,
he assured us, entirely co-incidental. His Economics lessons were a pure delight, and although he frequently asked
us to excuse his 'right-wing bias', the overtones were all on the opposite side of the political spectrum! His
popularity among the eleven pupils was sufficient for them to give him 100 cigarettes and a packet of 'Swan Vestas'
for his 36th birthday in February 1940. There was sadness when he left a year later to join the British Council.

There is a cryptic comment in a letter dated 17th January 1940, a day or so after the start of term:
"the place certainly seems to have been tidied up a bit now that the 'dregs of humanity' have left
C.L.S., owing to the 'affair' at the end of last term."

Although fairly 'au fait' with Marlborough happenings up to July 1942,1 was completely unaware of the Treacle
Bolly' incident! Could this relate to this incident, the details of which are still a mystery to me?

There had been an unfavourable turn of events at the billet because the single bedroom which I had enjoyed
was now occupied by Vera, the landlady's daughter, who had now returned from her work in Gloucester to work
from home, posting her work to her employers. This meant that Alan and Douglas who were sleeping in a double
bed now had to share the room with me, now sleeping on a trestle-bed close to the floor, at the foot of theirs.
Eventually the billeting authorities became aware of the situation and all three of us were withdrawn from that
confinement and re-located. I was now on my own with Mr. & Mrs. Biggs at Savernake Forest Woodcrafts, 27
London Road. Mr. Biggs was a skilled wood-turner and made beautiful bowls from wood grown in the local forest.
They were a charming couple who treated me well, and I was sorry to leave after one term because one of their
daughters who was in 'digs' at Swindon where she worked, decided to return home and commute from
Marlborough. From there I went to luxury accommodation at Manton Corner, one mile from school on the A4
Bath Road. This was the home of Dr. and Mrs. G.H. Dominy, a retired G.P. who, although it was wartime, had
retained the services of a maid and a gardener/chauffeur. There I joined J.N. Quick and J.H. Windebank and
William Sin ton until he entered the Merchant Navy, on 23rd February 1942, and finally, Douglas A. Quadling.
Here, at last, was adequate provision of space in which to do homework, and, best of all, the opportunity to
entertain guests on occasion, including the most approachable members of staff. All of this would have been quite
impossible had we still been on the Embankment.

An illustration of these wartime-rationed gastronomic occasions is provided by the party given by us at
Manton Corner for Quadling's 16th birthday in February 1941. Six participants, including D.A.Q., on a total
budget of 6 shillings ate bread and butter, raspberry jam, lemon curd (both brought from his home by D.A.Q.)
marrow and ginger jam (given by Mrs Dominy), raspberries (a birthday present from Mr. J.P. Stephenson) and
'cream' (evaporated milk), jam puff tarts, cream puff tarts, currant puffs, swiss roll, and tea (ad lib). The purchased
ingredients were 2 x 21b loaves = 8d; 1 pint milk, 4Vkl; 1 tin evaporated milk, 8Vzd; 18 jam or cream puff tarts
@lVkl = 2s.3d; 12 current puffs @ Id = I/-; and 1 Lyons swiss roll, I/-. Apart from Sinton, Breed and Quadling,
who shared the expense equally, the three invited guests were Harry C. Humphreys, Captain of the School, J.E.
Hackett, and Cook (whose first names I can't remember) who went to the same school in Chefoo, China as Sinton
did, both the children of missionaries. All six were members of the Crusader class which met at Marlborough on
Sundays. Humphreys and Breed were the youngest Crusader Class Leaders in the whole of the Crusaders' Union,
nationwide, because of the unique situation of the Marlborough class. Our guarantor was Mr. H.C. Oakley, a truly
saintly man.

Some members of staff invited Quadling and me for the occasional snack in their accommodation which,
happily at Manton Corner, we were able to reciprocate. One surviving menu of 6th March 1942 included
crumpets, current buns and lime juice as well as a cake and some sardines. Although the sardines which would
have required coupons must have been a gift, the other items were not rationed but were only sporadically
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available. Shortages notwithstanding, we were still entertaining at Manton Corner!
Attendance at College Chapel services was compulsory, which did not fit easily with Baptists whose forebears

had fought so long and successfully for religious freedom, so I discussed this with Anthony Ashley Klaiber, son of
a Baptist minister, and together we went to see the Headmaster to claim exemption, which he graciously granted.
From then on, we continued to attend all the College Chapel services, now no longer under compulsion!

Yet another example of F.R. Dale's compassion and pragmatism: A.B. Dann and I conceived the idea of
establishing a stamp club at the School. Both avid stamp-collectors, we wanted to promote the hobby amongst boys
of all ages who had time on their hands. However the School Rules provided a stumbling-block because one of
them prohibited boys from buying, selling, or exchanging anything, To overcome this impasse, Dann and I went
to see the Headmaster who said that if we could come up with a method which precluded money changing hands,
he would consider it. We came up with the suggestion of producing stamp club coupons; this in a national climate
in which coupons were an accepted way of life. Boys could bring in stamps, and in return receive coupons
according to their catalogue value. The stamps thus received, each priced in coupons, were amalgamated into
stockbooks, from which boys could select. F.R. Dale was happy with this, and in appreciation of his kindness,
rather than call it a stamp club, we named it the City of London School Philatelic Society. On Saturdays we met
in the Geography room, kindly made available to us by Mr. H.C. Brentnall, Senior Geography Master at the
College, who also allowed us to use an enormous epidiascope to project enlargements of stamps onto a screen in
this room which had blackout curtains. In November 1940 we staged an exhibition, to which we also invites Mr
F.M. Heywood, the Master of Marlborough, and were rewarded with an official response. One year later we
produced (using the hectograph jelly method) an eight-gage magazine called STAMPS, of which seventy copies
were circulated. Although it was stated to be 'No.l, Vol.1', pressure of work precluded any further issues!

The Old Music building which was used for C.L.S. administration contained a room so small for Mr Dale that
if he recalled his previous spacious Headmaster's Study on the Embankment, he must have felt quite
claustrophobic.

One amusing recollection was that there was only one delivery of mail each day at Manton Corner, and as
my father, later joined by the other three members of the family, was in North Wales, those letters arrived in
Marlborough Post Office at 11.45 am, after the morning post had been distributed, and so had to wait a further
day before being delivered. However, a careful reading of the Post Office Guide showed that one or two pre-war
services had escaped the wartime economy axe. One such service was that for an annual fee, a second delivery
of mail could be paid for, charged according to distance. I claimed that Manton Corner was within one mile (a
borderline assertion!) and paid the fee, so that mail from home would be brought by bicycle on a special delivery
at 2 pm. That annual fee was five shillings!!

Some other interesting facts emerge on re-reading these letters. There was an influenza epidemic in February
1940, to which I had succumbed:

"I had to count the beds here tonight for the nurse, with the result that 101 boys of C.L.S. are in the
Gym. There are only just over 600 boys down here with C.L.S., one-sixth of us in the San!
Apparently it was 6 inches deep in snow last Sunday here".

Incidentally, I had to gargle with iodine! Ten days later, on 1st March, I record:
"Smith has measles and he went to the 'San', but they did not accept him as he had no temperature.
Many boys are walking about in school with measles, and so the 12/- medical fee seems to "fall flat'.
Mrs. Watkins refused to have him in the billet, and so he is sleeping in the San, but going to school
as usual, spreading his germs around. Nearly all his form have German measles and C.IVb,
O'Shaughnessy's form is a similar case. Yesterday, Tuesday, O'S. went down with it and went to the
San. to sleep, and when he got there was admitted with a temperature of 101 degrees Fahrenheit.
So far I am O.K. and trust I shall remain so. There are also 2 cases of meningitis, and if the school
goes back to London, it will be through the lack of medical services here."

During that winter term, health in Marlborough was not improving—10th March 1940:
"Still no measles, and I keep in the open air a lot. There is a rumour that the town Medical Officer
is going to sue Dr. Hallows ('Bitter Aloes' to the College boys) for negligence—and I hope he does.
One of the boys in the gym who Hallows thought had 'flu, had diphtheria, and another, meningitis.
There are six cases of the latter in Marlborough among the townspeople, and yesterday the streets
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25th May 1940. Evening Concert given by C.L.S. Staff to the bays
Compere: Mr. C.H. Wilmot

1. A Male Quartet: Mr. R.E. Green, Mr. B.J. Ross, Mr. H.F. Broad, Mr. G.G. Henderson.
Piano: Mr. F.L. Taylor.
3 Quartets: a) Mr. Foster went to Gloucester.

b) The Goshng.
c) Simple Simon.

2. Mr. Lovell, the O.T.C's R.S.M., with a Lance-Corporal's greatcoat, sang "The Old Chapeau"

3. Mr. C.H. Wilmot recited a poem: "Kissing the Girl on the Stairs."

4. Sketch, with Mr. G.R. Riddle (dressed as a woman), A.B. Dann and E.G. Ludlow. Between
Scenes 2 and 3, Mr. C.H. Wilmot recited a poem about a University undergraduate.

5. Mr. F.R, Dale sang "Married to a Mermaid at the Bottom of the Deep Blue Sea".

6. Mr. W.N. Le Mansois Field imitated a pierrot troupe of 5, imitating each member in turn.

7. Mr. G.R. Riddle recited two moral tales:
1. Jim (about a boy who strayed from his nurse and got eaten by a lion).
2. Matilda (a terrible liar who falsely summoned the fire brigade and later got buraedi a real

fire).

8. Mr. G. Irwin Carruthers performed some marvellous (!!) conjuring tricks, each of which was
spoilt by the "wizard" (Mr. G.G. Henderson). An example was when G.I.C. produced a
baton and, rolling it up in a piece of newspaper, screwed it all up to show that it had
disappeared, then produced it from his pocket. The "wizard" unscrewed the pages and
produced a much crushed wand of black paper.

9. Mr F.L. Taylor. "For the grand finale, at great cost, the services of that world famous
pianist, Mr. Lez Littalor appeared in person, or rather in black waistcoat and dinner jacket
and brown plus- fours, and told us with charming modesty, and in broken English, that he
had played before all the crowned heads of Europe and in all civilized parts of the
world—and Marlborough. He went on to tell us that in return for his services to the
Emperor of Japan, the latter had given him a proverb: "La silence est des dieux; c'est
seulement les singes qui chattant" (The only lines Mr. Taylor sets boys who talk, being
"Silence is of the gods, only monkeys chatter". He then played a few chords which sounded
terrible, so after removing some pieces of wood and a large quantity of wire, he started on
a piece of Beethoven, followed by "Daisy Bell" and some other tunes.

The concert then closed, having lasted for 2 hours 10 minutes.

Contributed by the Rev. Geoffrey R. Breed (1935-42)
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were washed with disinfectant"
26th May 1940:

"An aeroplane (Avro Tutor) crashed here yesterday morning, the only witnesses were O'S. and
myself—first plane crash either of us had seen. We rushed up to the plane, but both the pilot and
the instructor were safe, although a trifle dazed. It was a biplane, and the R.H. wings had hit the
ground and bent, the propeller had both ends knocked off; lucky the engine was cut out. I picked
up the tip of the propeller blade, a piece of mahogany with a brass tip and wire mesh laminated
covering. O'S. and I secured two photos each (quite illegal!) and then, after taking a photograph
of a train, we went to dinner. After dinner saw the film Doctor Syn at the school cinema and then
went back to the flying field, helping R.A.F. personnel lift the wings of the crashed plane onto a
lorry, then rather late back to tea before attending a concert in the Memorial Hall comprising nine
items performed by C.L.S. staff."

My ten-page letter records every detail. It included F.R. Dale singing 'Married to a Mermaid at the Bottom
of the Deep Blue Sea'!

Apart from film shows, concerts and plays, there were impromptu debating competitions. In one of these I
had to defend the proposition that "finding is keeping", and quoting the method of acquisition of the British
Empire to demonstrate the point! There was also a School Parliament, created to discuss political, rather than
School, issues. To convene the Parliament, various political parties—some familiar, some original—put up
candidates, and the School voted accordingly. I stood for the 'People's Party', the slogan of which was "Peace for
the people, Power for the people, Plenty for the people." Having been elected, I was Minister of Transport with
the brief of nationalising the railways. It was more than six years before Westminster implemented Marlborough's
proposition!!

On Monday 27th May 1940 the Control of Paper Act came into force, greatly restricting its usage. The
occasion was celebrated by the Headmaster's announcement to School Assembly in the Memorial Hall at 8 am:
"In view of the grave national need to conserve paper, in future, no more lines will be set in this school" This
unprecedented announcement was greeted with tumultuous applause which continued for almost three minutes
until F.R. Dale raised his hand and obtained the customary complete silence, and continued: "instead, POETRY
will be learnt".

15th May 1941. Already a Sergeant in the O.T.C. and a platoon commander, I ask my parents' permission
to join the Home Guard.

"This term the C.L.S. H.G. duties consist of sleeping at the Headquarters in the High Street, from
10 pm to 6 am. Everything in the way of uniform is provided. I do not have to use my O.T.C.
things, even the boots are provided and each night on guard results in a payment of 1 shilling and
6 pence". Permission having arrived, on "Sunday June 1st, I was on Home Guard duty. I went to
the Headquarters on a friend's bike, and arrived there at 9.45. I was given a card with addresses of
Home Guards to be awakened in the event of invasion. My card had six names, three of which had
been deleted, all on the way to my former billet! I knew all of these by heart, and I cycled round
to see them and called at Mr Biggs (also a Home Guard Sergeant). Both daughters were at home
for a week and all were surprised to see me in Home Guard uniform. I stayed there until 10.45
when I returned to H.Q. I got my bed ready, and lights were out by 11.30. At 12 midnight a patrol
came back and threw rifles and boots about, kicking up no end of a noise, with all the lights full on.
They were due to leave again at 3 am, but the siren sounded at 2.15, and these men left and another
lot came in at 3 am. The 'all clear' went at 3.45 am and from then I slept on soundly until 6 am
when I got up, made my bed, and rode home in the cool breezes which are to be found in this area
at 6 am, only to find that, having forgotten to ask for the key the night before, I was locked out.
I therefore climbed up on a water-butt and got through Quick's first-floor bedroom window (back
of the house). I washed, had my 'supper' and went to school. This was my first night on H.G. duty,
the first night I have ever slept in my clothes. I understand that the l/6d is paid at the end of the
month and that having a duty on the 1st of the month is just bad luck. I have three more duties this
term, which shouldn't prove too bad, as I hope to sleep all the time, having got over the first
experience".
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Incidentally, the letter continues:
"Monday was Whit-Monday, but that didn't make any difference to us, and school continued as
normal except I had morning 'coffee' at the Tolly' with the Misses Biggs and a friend of theirs, with
the result that I was seen in the town with three attractive specimens of the fairer sex! Mr. C.E.
Haynes, the new Economics master arrived, and took us for the last lesson of the day, and he is a
very competent man whom we all appreciated immediately. He is a quiet man and is very go-ahead.
He got £3 out of Mr H.C. Oakley (School Librarian) for Economics library books".

I was privy to this because for the three years 1939-42,1 was chief Assistant Librarian, an annual appointment.
On Saturday 28th June 1941, at a cost of 3 shillings each, the school ran an excursion to Bath and

Bradford-on-Avon, which I thoroughly enjoyed.
In addition to occasional educational visits, propaganda films were readily available during the war, the School

sometimes providing audiences for them. 19th November 1941:
"On Saturday morning, in my capacity of Secretary to the Economics Society, I went with a party
to visit Hosier's farm at Grafton, a village south of Marlborough. It is a model farm, the largest of
its type in England, covering over 7,000 acres. Mechanical devices, such as milking machines, are
invented and made on the farm. We went in cars, as three masters were going with us; C.E. Haynes,
J.P. Stephenson and P.S. Wilkinson, the senior French master. When we arrived at the farm, we
were conducted on a 'round tour', still in cars, because the fields were so large. We saw the great
(camouflaged) granary where the wheat is dried, sorted and put into sacks by a machine. We also
saw barley being threshed by a combine harvester. The tractors used on this farm are nearly all
made by LANZ of Germany, and the farmer told us that he had great faith in these tractors. The
forge is situated in a former chapel, which makes a rather queer contrast. On Monday, the Head
announced that the whole school would at 3.30 attend a showing of Ministry of Information films.
We saw Salute the Soviet, Guards of the North (British occupation of Iceland), and 'War Effort' films
from Canada and Australia. I spoke to the operator after the show and have arranged for another
film show to be given to the Economics Society before the end of term. I am also getting films from
the British Commercial Gas Association."

Although music in the School was directed by Mr. Leslie Taylor, many felt that monopolised would have been
a more accurate description. The magnificent School choir, containing as it did, the choristers of the Chapel Royal
and the Temple, gave several concerts locally, sometimes in country parish churches. The programme of one such
concert having been placed by Mr. Taylor on the notice-board in New Court, it was observed that every single
piece of music had either been written by, or arranged by, L.T. As a comment on this catalogue of "Bach
(arranged Leslie Taylor)" etc., one wag had appended: "Conductor, Leslie Taylor, Production by Leslie Taylor,
Cigarettes by Leslie Taylor, Telephones by Leslie Taylor, Programmes by Leslie Taylor". Mr. Taylor was furious,
and on seeing the defaced notice, tore it down. The miscreant was never found; neither did F.R. Dale make in
Assembly one of his "Some boys . . . ." announcements.

Other masters were not averse to having then: leg pulled on occasion. A group of four of us: Peter G.
Partridge, D.J.R. Scott, A.B. Dann and G.R. Breed, decided to coin an imaginary French word, not to be found
in any dictionary, and ask each French Master its meaning. The word we invented was "gorfeau". On being asked
its gender and context, we said it was masculine; "le gorfeau celeste". We never got an answer, not even from
'Mickey' Field!

In each of the first three winters of the war, some of the weather conditions in Marlborough were atrocious,
and 1942 was no exception. I quote:

"28th January 1942. The first week-end down here wasn't too bad, but there was a light fall of snow
on Monday, the 19th, in addition to that already covering the fields. On Monday night, there was
a really heavy fall of snow, and the mfle to school wasn't at all easy going. Trouser-legs soon became
soaked, and so I wore Home Guard anklets and boots. This proved quite successful, but was not,
of course, as convenient as the rubber Wellingtons which many boys had. There was only a slight
fall of snow during Tuesday night, 20th/21st, but it was very icy and terribly cold. On Wednesday
it snowed but little, and during that night, there was a terrific fall of snow, and going to school in
the morning, we walked in the road, because the constant stream of traffic on this main road had
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pressed the snow down hard, and besides being firmer, was not quite so deep. It was much wanner
on Friday, and there were signs of a thaw. After midday it started to rain. It stopped again at 7.30
am Saturday morning, the 23rd, after having rained hard for 20 solid hours without a break. On
Friday, heavy lorries had ploughed up ice and snow, which was thrown outwards at the poor
pedestrians who could do nothing to avoid it, for it is a sunken road, bordered by hedges. On
Saturday morning, the place was an absolute morass. Every car that passed drenched you, the slush
was nearly knee deep, and only by skilful dodging and manoeuvring could school be reached at all!
Many boys thought the winter was over, but this was not to be. It snowed hard again on Monday,
and Tuesday brought more snow and a partial thaw. This morning, Wednesday the 28th, I was in
Corps uniform (which, incidentally, is too small for me) and it rained from 9.30 until 12 noon. I had
to lead a section across a frozen parade ground to return rifles (in the pouring rain). I slipped and
slid along a reef of ice into a puddle, about one foot deep. I slid into this as easily as into bed, and
came out soaked to the skin. I cycled back to the billet on an icy road, slightly uphill all the way,
driving into a snowstorm which seemed to pierce me like needles. After a good bath and complete
change, I am feeling better now!"

On that day, the sole surviving maid left Manton Corner, which meant that we should now be responsible for
cleaning our own rooms. Although we were happy to do this, we were very anxious lest Dr and Mrs Dominy, now
servant-less, should end the billeting arrangement. Mercifully, they did not. F.R. Dale's sons, on leaving school,
had been accepted by the war Office on a University Short-Tenn Course, as the initial step towards being
commissioned in the Army, and he recommended to Harry C. Humphreys, Captain of the School, Leonard
Primhak and myself that we pursued the same course. He officially commended us to the Army and, through his
intervention, we were successfully interviewed in the Headmaster's study by General Sir Richard Loudon McCreery,
D.S.O., M.C. on Friday 13th February 1942. The three of us were further interviewed and tested at Imperial
College, South Kensington on 23rd April, and were attested at Salisbury on 12th May when, in alphabetical order,
we •were given consecutive Army numbers, mine being 1116988. Our subsequent careers diverged, Humphreys,
in the Royal Signals, went to Wadham College, Oxford; Primhak, Royal Artillery, to Aberdeen University and
Breed, Royal Artillery, to Edinburgh University. Eventually, we all found ourselves posted to the Far East,
Humphreys to India. I eventually met Primhak in Sourabaya, Java, on Sunday 13th January 1946; four days later
he was killed in action.

Schooling at Marlborough presented difficulties for staff and pupils alike. Because of the 'Box and Cox'
timetabling, school days were long, commencing at 8 am—sometimes after a Home Guard night duty ending just
two hours earlier at 6—and extending to early evening. I still remember the pressure of Higher Certificate, with
many exams in the Library on the first floor of North Block. Although the nine papers were concentrated into
nine days from Monday 13th to Tuesday 22nd July 1942, two of them were on Saturday and three were in the
evenings, finishing between 7.45 and 8.45 pm. Racked with Hay Fever, from which I suffered from the age of 13,
and cutting two wisdom teeth as well, I remember those nine days only too well!

In retrospect, I readily acknowledge that the 'Marlborough years' were the most formative of my adolescent
life. Life in those three years was fraught with many difficulties, not least the separation from one's home and
family, and yet, because of the unstinted efforts of all the staff, they were happy years in which I was given
considerable responsibility, learnt self-reliance and the confidence that obstacles were only there to be overcome;
I became a person in my own right and therefore look back upon the Marlborough experience with gratitude.

The Walk
by the Rev. Geoffrey R. Breed (1935-42)

Starting at 2:45 on Saturday, after dinner with two friends, I set out to walk to Savernake from the College. The
sun was shining as we walked up Granham Hill, branching off along the route indicated by on the map of the
old railway line. The afternoon was good, and the pace was not too stiff. Through cuttings and embankments we
roamed. In the second cutting there had been a landslip, after passing a burnt-out platelayers' hut (P.H.) we
branched off from the old railway line with its ballast at A, to wander across a few meadows and reach the proper
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railway.
Walking along by the side, of the line we soon saw Park Farm, passing this we walked on until we came to

what I term "The two bridges". For a change, we reverted back to the old line , but soon it rejoined the branch
line. Soon the two lines went deep into separate cuttings, but just before the cuttings I will relate of a little
incident (X marks the spot).

We were walking along, admiring the fine view of Martinsell which we had to our right, when my keen ears
heard in the distance a train. We thought it to be on the other track, for we were walking on the right-hand track,
and trains always use the left-hand tracks., but as the lines seemed to separate, perhaps they were separate lines,
trains running either way on the same track. I looked and bearing down on us, only a hundred yards away, was
the dirtiest and ugliest engine we had ever seen. We bounded off that line like three hares! We watched it go
by; it was a goods train with six trucks and a brake van.

We then walked on the right of the lines and just before the railways crossed the road, we crossed the right
hand-track and walking down a grass valley between the two tracks reached the road. Reaching the road we
walked on, passing some C.L.S. boys who were returning from Savernake on their bicycles, and telegraph poles
which had crashed during the recent bad weather, till we came to the bridge over the canal, which was frozen over.
Passing over the railway bridge, we went on until we met a signpost, and turning left went on towards Savemake.
We passed the 'Savernake Forest Hotel' and came to the bridges over the railways. We saw Savernake when we
had come from London on Sept. 1st 1939. The platform jutting out from the house where we received our
'48-hour' rations was being bricked in, possibly to serve as an extra room.

Walking North East, we came across a large old-fashioned house with two models of greyhounds squatting
on the walls by the gates, known as 'Dudley House'. Farther on there were more houses, and we wondered how
the inhabitants got any food other than by growing it, and certainly they had no entertainment. After the houses
we saw a house-cum-post office and outside it a telephone box. Nearby was a man and his dog, and so we asked
him the nearest way to Marlborough. He told us to "go along that there path" with a gate marked "A", obviously
the Marquess of Ailsbury, and it led us out to the Salisbury Road (A346). It was daylight when we started back
at Durley and in the gathering gloom we saw many deer, quite 75, and all went round in families always walking
in pairs. We thought that quite a few deer escaped the 'Round up' made by the school. We thought we saw a
signpost and approached it. It informed us to "Save Your Way to Victory"! A little further on we came to a gate
which said "Please shut the gate to the deer enclosure"!! Walking on, we came out into the Salisbury Road, and
it was dark by now, and on we went, along the almost straight road, up and down hill we went, eventually reaching
Marlborough, and crossing the railway line, made our way down to George Lane, and crossing Cow Bridge wended
our way to school where we arrived at 7:45—too late for tea, but having accomplished 12-1/10 (don't forget the
tenth) miles in 4 hours dead. 3 m.p.h. with quite a few stops isn't bad going. We ate a scanty tea at the college
and thus to bed.

Recollections
by John Evans (1939-46)

September 1939
My 1939 diary is blank from 1st September to 16th December: evidently it did not find a place in the renowned
list of items which boys had to take to Marlborough. It does record that for much of August I was staying with
relatives in Hove. Being due to join C.L.S. in September, I returned to London on 30th August. The next day
I was taken to the School, then to Gamages for the purchase of clothing. On the morning of Friday 1st September
(3 days before my llth birthday) I returned to the School and soon joined the procession to Blackfriars
Underground station where we eventually took a special District Line train to Baling Broadway. (Years later, when
I worked in the City and for 25 years lived in Ealing, this became a familiar route.) At Baling Broadway we
crossed the footbridge to the Great Western platform for a steam train to Savemake Junction. There we
transferred to buses for the drive through the forest to Marlborough. We alighted outside the Grammar School
(which I took to be the College) and were distributed to billets, mine being on the south side of the High Street.

In my first letter home I told my parents that I had travelled via Sevenoaks (a mistake for Savernake) and
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that my landlord was a hedgecutter (he was in fact a Post Office telephone lineman).
A few days later I met Reg. Elliott, whom I had known at prep, school. There was a vacancy in his billet in

Silverless Street, so I moved in. We remained there until the return to London on 5th April 1944.
My cousin, A.J. Evans, who had left C.L.S. in 1936, was on a motor-cycling holiday in Devon when war was

declared. Hurrying back to London along the A4, he stopped for refreshment in Marlborough High Street and,
knowing nothing of the evacuation, was astonished to encounter his old form master surrounded by C.L.S. boys.

In the days before term began our landlady found bicycles for us and her daughter took us on rides which
included the viewpoint at Martinsell Hill and the prehistoric site at Avebury. Masters organized entertainments,
notably a sing-song in the gym which included the following (to the tune of "My Darling Clementine'):

In a downpour Mr. Woodhouse went to Manton for a hike,
Now we know he couldn't take it 'cause he bought himself a bike.

Harold W. Woodhouse joined the School staff in 1938 and taught maths. He failed to return from operations over
Germany in 1943 while serving in the RAF.

Winter Term 1940
Nobody had told me how much colder it would be in Wiltshire. Arriving back in Marlborough on 16th January
1940 (after the Christmas holidays) we found snow and ice everywhere. A toboggan was produced and for the next
month or more we used it at every opportunity to descend the slopes of Postern Hill on the edge of Savernake
Forest. For me this ended on 19th February when I developed influenza and was put to bed in the gym, by now
serving as the C.L.S. emergency sanatorium.

Timetable
At Marlborough the School day (Monday to Friday) began with assembly at Sam in the Memorial Hall where the
Headmaster gave out notices and admonished delinquents (always in terms of "Some boys have . . . ."); Jewish
boys then vacated their benches near the exit and prayers were said. The first period was from about 8:15am until
9am when the School re-assembled for breakfast in the dining hall. From 10am to noon was for games, P.T., corps
or other activities, or for study. Two periods followed from 12:30 before 'dinner' at 2pm. The afternoon session
ended with 'tea' at 6:30pm on Tuesdays and Thursdays, and earlier on the other days when tea was at 5:15pm.
These arrangements ensured that the School used the buildings and playing fields when the College did not. After
leaving our billet at about 7:40am we were not supposed to return until after tea.

The Billet
Awarded the Military Medal in World War I, a local shopkeeper and veteran air-raid warden, our landlord, Mr.
F., was a prominent and respected figure in the town. It was our misfortune to embroil him in two events which
we would have preferred to avoid. In the first, we left a light burning in the bathroom and forgot to draw the
curtains. When blackout time came the light shone out over the Green and, as the (albeit innocent) householder,
he was duly summoned and fined. In the second, we reported to the Food Office that a local greengrocer might
have sold us oranges at more than the regulated price. The culprit was a councillor (later the mayor) who knew
Mr. F. well. He was not pleased to discover that the prosecution witnesses came from Mr. F.'s home.

There was also wear and tear on the house. We returned from one holiday to find that a protective stair
carpet had been laid over the original. Whenever we misbehaved in the billet we were threatened with eviction.
We did not know that Mr. and Mrs. F. had promised our parents that they would provide a home for us for as
long as it was needed.

For several years after the return to London, birthday and Christmas cards and gifts were exchanged. We
made annual visits and were welcomed as if members of the family.

By coincidence I was one of the 'other boys' billeted with J.W. Gledhill's younger brother in the High Street
for the first few days of September 1939. I remember his fraternal visits to check his sibling's well-being. I believe
the third boy in the billet was called Cooper.

The College
Throughout the 4Vz years I never spoke to a Marlborough boy, nor did any of them speak to me. I once asked
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a contemporary Old Marlburian whether he remembered the C.L.S. "We never noticed them," he replied.

The Return to London
Not a single bomb had fallen on or near Marlborough. Yet within seven weeks of the School re-opening on the
Embankment (on 2nd May 1944), the Germans launched a heavy, indiscriminate air attack on London, first with
flying bombs (Vis) and later with rockets (V2s). From 15th to 30th June I recorded 88 alerts in my diary (an alert
was warning of the approach of enemy aircraft, in this case Vis); at that point I ceased to count them. Normal
school could not proceed under these conditions and lessons were suspended, except for boys taking School or
Higher Certificate. They worked as best they could in the basement or at home, and sat then- exams- in the crypt
of the Guildhall or the underground car park of Unilever House respectively.

By 12th September 1944, when the autumn term began, the Vis had finished. Soon afterwards the V2s began
and continued until 27th March 1945. Luckily no boy or member of staff was a casualty in these attacks (to the
best of my knowledge).

Recollections
by Barry Creese (1943-48)

I boarded with a Mr. and Mrs. Fletcher who owned Dale's, the ironmongers in the High Street not far from the
Town Hall. Mr. Fletcher I rarely saw, but Mrs. Fletcher certainly looked after me in a most motherly fashion.
I shared a bedroom at the top of the tall house with an older boy named Russell Britten, or Britton. He was in
the Home Guard and whenever there was an air raid warning he would dress and report for duty, leaving me to
lie awake in terror, all alone in the dark!

My primary schooling had been seriously disrupted by the war and when I arrived I was far and away the
dunce of New Grammar. But there were only nine of us in the class, so we got plenty of individual tuition from,
mainly Biff Vokins and Daddy White. My Maths certainly improved from about nil to up with the rest of the class
under Daddy White's fatherly guidance, even though I recall that he could quite easily be coaxed into spending
the period with reminiscences (was it Worcester he had captained?)

My father had been at the School in the twenties and one or two of his contemporaries were now masters
at the School during my time, notably Cyril Bond and, I think, Gordon Henderson. Also, some of the older
masters could recall my father as a pupil—these included Daddy White, Billy Orton, Mr. Carruthers, Mr. Oakley
and Rev. Ellingham. Unfortunately, my father had been something of a classical scholar and an athlete. I was
neither, and sometimes one of the aforementioned gentlemen would point out that I wasn't the scholar my father

had been!! Nor was I.
My mother and sister were installed in Whitchurch, Hampshire for the duration. This was probably only a

30 minute journey from Marlborough by those splendid trains of the GWR, all that gleaming brass and the
immaculate station gardens. But it was a major adventure for me to make that trip on my own at the age of
eleven. It was a major undertaking to make the same journey in 1989 when, lacking a car and with no more rail
link, I had to travel by bus, first to Winchester, then to Salisbury, and finally on to Marlborough, the whole trip
taking about three hours.

By chance I made this pilgrimage from New Zealand at a time when the College was having an exhibition
on its role in two world wars, so I was able to see some of the documents relating to the C.L.S. stay.

I was disappointed to find the old dining hall had been replaced by a modern clinical structure. Over the
years I have treasured the memory of those mouldy pats of butter adhering to the ceiling. Also amazed to discover
that North Block was of mellow red brick, not the grey Colditz-like structure I remembered. It was there that I
had the honour of being punched on the nose by the current President (Sir Neil Thome).

But my greatest delight was finding, after forty-five years, my name
engraved on the gymnasium wall (along with E.J. Ball).

I enjoyed my four years back at the Embankment, with the School greatly
enlarged and the excitement of exploring London, but my two terms at

Marlborough have a special place in my memory and I am extremely grateful for that experience. Marlborough
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left its mark on me, for which I am profoundly grateful. I'm glad that, in a very small way, I left my mark on
Marlborough.

Recollections of the War Years at Marlborough
by J.W. Gledhill (1938-41)

I attended the School from September 1938 to July 1941 in forms CIIIB, CIVB and CVB under Messrs. Starr,
Copping and Wynburne respectively. Thus I had one year on the Embankment and two at Marlborough. I kept
no records during that time so the following notes are entirely from memory.

Towards the end of the 1939 School summer holidays I recall having to go to School daily for three or four
days, accompanied each day, I believe, by a parent. As far as I can recall we had nothing to do each day except
muck about in our classrooms. I remember looking out of the window one day and seeing newspaper vans in John
Carpenter Street carrying placards, one of which read "DORA passed". DORA was the Defence of the Realm
Act.

On one of these visits to School we were told that we were definitely going tomorrow. So on the following
day, which I think was 1st September, we carried our hand luggage and gas masks into School. I can't remember
whether we had labels tied to us, or what was done with our main luggage, school books etc. but we moved out
through the main front doors (something which none of us had been allowed to do before) in column of twos to
the Underground station where we boarded a special train taking us to somewhere out of London where we
transferred to a steam train. That journey has been well documented elsewhere.

Incidentally, from about 1962-1986 I was in the Architects' Department at Guildhall, responsible for the
maintenance of the School buildings, among many other Corporation occupied premises. Exactly forty years after
leaving the School by the front entrance as an evacuee I walked in through those same front doors to inspect the
work in progress on the repairs and redecorations being carried out during the School summer holiday.

We de-trained at Savernake station and after a while transport arrived and somehow—I've forgotten how—we
were allocated billets in the town.

At first I was billeted in a small house in Kingsbury Street (I think that was it's name) with a maiden lady who
I believe was a physiotherapist at Savernake Hospital, and it was here that I heard Mr. Chamberlain's broadcast
on the wireless announcing that we were at war with Germany.

During my stay in this billet my landlady told me one day that the young man next door had "gone off to the
war". Whilst serving in the Architects' Department at Guildhall I was talking one day over lunch to a close
colleague with whom I had worked for several years and discovered that he was, in fact, the young man who had
"gone off to the war".

On arrival in Marlborough my younger brother was billeted with other boys with a poor family in a terrace
house near the church at the west end of the High Street.

Subsequently I was moved to a bungalow with other boys being cared for by the respected sergeant major
who has been mentioned in the Gazette. Mr. and Mrs. Shaw made us welcome and this was a very happy billet.
For many years after the war Mr. and Mrs. Shaw and I exchanged Christmas cards.

My brother later moved to Dr. Morris's house on the High Street. This had a play room in the basement and
a long garden down to the river. A few years ago when I visited Marlborough this house had become an Estate
Agent's office. But, except for the vast increase in the number of cars, Marlborough had otherwise hardly changed.

After I arrived in Marlborough there was a week or two before School started and I remember going almost
daily to Savernake Forest to play rough and noisy games with other C.L.S. boys. However, the natives took a dim
view of this and the forest was soon put out of bounds.

When School started we had to get used to going from our billets to the College in all weathers for a lesson
before breakfast, after which we went on to the playing fields while the College boys were in the classrooms. Then,
when they went out to the playing fields, we were able to use the classrooms.

Although we probably did not realize it at the time, it really was a wonderful experience to use the College's
splendid buildings, especially the beautiful chapel and Memorial Hall. And using the College's outdoor swimming
pool during the summer was very popular.
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The first winter I was there was very severe and the whole of the sloping High Street was a sheet of ice. I
recall seeing a troop of bren gun carriers trying, and failing, to get through.

During my second winter there was an outbreak of what was probably chicken pox, affecting both schools.
The College boys filled the sanatorium while we were nursed by masters' wives on mattresses on the gymnasium
floor.

Memories of Home Guard activities are sparse, but I do recall having to use our O.T.C. uniforms, changing
our KRR cap badges for those of the Wiltshire regiment.

There must have been a RAF flying school nearby as I recall seeing and hearing quite a number of very noisy
aircraft which we identified as Harvard trainers.

My parents were able to visit my brother and me once or twice. They stayed at the Ivy House Hotel, which
is where my first wife and I spent our honeymoon in 1947.

One further coincidence is that on leaving the Architects' Department at Guildhall I joined the Corporation
of London Pensioners' Association and became a member of the Welfare Group. Here I had to keep in contact
with some 24 former colleagues, one of whom was Biff Vokins. It was my pleasant duty to send him birthday and
Christmas cards on behalf of the Association. Sadly, in August 1997 Biff died and in my dual capacity I attended
his memorial service in Sevenoaks with several other O.Cs. His wife, who helped us so much at Marlborough, died
a few months later. This left J.E.B. Marsh as the last of the C.L.S. masters, and he died in 1998.

Recollections
by Gervaise Du Bois Grout (1937-42)

I was fifteen years old when I was evacuated. I was at the City of London School, but I was not evacuated with
the school. We went independently. The reason was that my mother had a very old friend, a Miss Jay whom I
called Aunt Tillie, although she was not really an aunt. Miss Jay had been a headmistress at a council school at
Haling and she had retired about 1938 and bought a cottage in the country, as they used to in those days, at a place
called Lockeridge. This was about three and three quarter miles beyond Marlborough. The City of London School
was in fact evacuated to Marlborough and so we went down to stay with her about a fortnight before war broke
out.

The village of Lockeridge had a village school, a gospel hall, the church was in a neighbouring village, and
a village pub called the 'Who'd A Thought It?' At that time I do not think there was any street lighting, but even
if there had been it probably did not matter because there was the blackout. There was no electric lighting or gas
heating in the cottage, and so we used oil lamps, but it was a very comfortable cottage with a thatched roof.

I was bought a bike, which I was not able to ride because I had never had one before. The bike was a Rudge
Whitworth, whose trade mark was a palm of a hand. It cost I think about five pounds, plus a guinea extra for a
Sturmey Archer three speed gear. The intention was that I should ride the three or four miles from Lockridge
to Marlborough for lessons. However, as the weather was so severe in the winter of 1939/40,1 was unable to ride.
I finished up at Marlborough, billeted like all the other boys, in the houses in and around the town.

That winter was so severe that lots of boys, myself included, got an influenza type illness. The College had
a sanatorium and that became so full, because it was catering not only for the Marlborough boys but ourselves as
well, that there had to be an overflow of beds in the gymnasium.

We shared the premises of Marlborough College for lessons. As they were also used by the college boys there
was a careful dovetailing exercise. As far as I can remember we used to have morning assembly about a quarter
past eight, and then one lesson for about three quarters of an hour followed by breakfast. When we had finished
breakfast it was probably getting on for ten o'clock. In the mornings from ten o'clock to half past twelve we would
have activities such as the Cadet Corps or sport of one kind or another. We would come in at about half past
twelve and have one lesson, then we would have lunch. We would go back after lunch, and according to what day
of the week it was, we would have four or five lessons to fill up the rest of the afternoon. We would have tea at
the college and after that we would go back to our respective billets.

I belonged to the Cadet Corps. I enjoyed being in the Signals section, and when I went into the full-time
Army later on I was also in the Signals section. I liked the Morse codes and that sort of thing. In the Cadet Corps
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we had drill and weapon training, tactics lectures and map reading. Once a term we used to have what was known
as a 'field day' and we used to go out on exercises.

My mother stayed with Miss Jay for the period which was known as the Phoney War, but as there were no
bombings, she decided to go back home. I was then, in common with a lot of other boys, just on my own. I did
come home for Christmas in 1939, which was in many respects like previous Christmases, and I came home again
for the Easter holidays 1940, which was before the Battle of Britain. When the Summer holidays came, however,
things had 'hotted up' in London. I came home for a short period but was soon sent back to Marlborough for my
own safety. Christmas 1940 I did not go home at all, but stayed in my billet home.

In a photograph of me, taken in 1941, I am wearing a tie which was awarded for proficiency in certain
activities, in my case for chess. The tie has a thin stripe which was coloured white but there was a more prestigious
tie, in which the stripe was yellow, which was awarded for prowess in rugger and cricket which I never qualified
for. I left school at the end of the first term, 1942, in early April. I had a short period as a Junior Clerk in an
insurance company, which was also evacuated not far out, at Beaconsfield. After that I joined the Army on Guy
Fawkes' day, Thursday, 5th November, 1942.

Billets and Orderlies
by Frank W. Helyar (CLS 1939-44)

"It is dangerous to invite the old to reminisce; that is one of their weaknesses" wrote L.W. Blandford in an
appreciation of H.C. Oakley who had just retired in 1957. But as we grow older the invitation is hard to resist.
The trouble is that our memories become clouded with age. Did it really happen as we remember it? And
anyway, who would be interested in events which took place nearly sixty years ago, except perhaps those who were
there at the time?

I joined the City of London School in September 1939, having passed the entrance examination earlier that
year much to my, and some other people's, surprise. When I learned that I had been accepted I naturally assumed
that in September I would start making the journey every day from my home in Essex to the School on Victoria
Embankment. Instead, as war was declared early that month, I found myself transplanted to Marlborough in
Wiltshire, which was to be my home for the next four-and-a-half years. All I knew of Marlborough at that time
was a vague memory of a town with a bridge across the road under which we sometimes passed on our way to the
west country.

For some reason I was a few days late arriving in Marlborough so I missed the fun and games of those who
travelled down on the special train. By the time I arrived, billeting problems had been sorted out and I was placed
in a billet over an electrical shop at the far end of the High Street where I was allocated a spare bedroom at the
top of the building. My landlord and landlady were a childless couple, unused to having children about the place,
let alone a strange twelve year old boy. This meant that I frequently came back to my billet after school to find
them away visiting friends, and had to wait outside the shop in the blackout for their return. In those early days
of the war Marlborough was filled with soldiers waiting to go to France, and whenever I hear "South of the Border,
Down Mexico Way" (which isn't very often these days) I am transported back to the time when I, a miserable and
lonely homesick boy, waited in the darkened doorway, listening to the barely visible soldiers rambling up and down
the High Street.

But it didn't last long. One night I was sick over the bedroom carpet and within a week I was transferred to
Barton Farm, located just across the Bath Road from the College's Memorial Hall. It has now gone but then it
was a working farm.

Barton Farm was a great improvement over the electrical shop. It was conveniently close to Marlborough
College: no need to walk the length of the High Street each morning and evening, and it was always open so there
was no waiting in the dark. But, most importantly, I was no longer on my own. Several of us shared a dormitory
upstairs with a window overlooking the busy farmyard, while two prefects had a downstairs bedroom. We were
also provided with a room where we could relax or do our homework.

The farm had a constantly changing population. Many of them, I'm afraid, I have now forgotten but in our
upstairs dormitory I still remember Tiny' Tyler, a genial giant who was later killed at Anzio. Also Scott, a jazz
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fan who taught me the words of "Chattanooga Choo Choo". Then there was Stevens who for some time was the
only one of us to have his own portable radio, although I acquired one later. Our radios kept us in touch with
the outside world and each day we would listen for news of the war, and particularly whether London had been
bombed overnight. A portable radio in those days was not very portable and was run by accumulator batteries
which needed to be taken regularly to an electrical store, usually my former landlord's, to be recharged and topped
up with distilled water.

We didn't have a lot of contact with the prefects in their comfortable room downstairs, occupied first by Reid
and Wade, and later by Dowsett and Leapman. Nor did we see much of farmer Edwards and his family although
on one memorable occasion he came into our room and asked if any of us had taken his drawers. Rather
mystified, we ah1 denied any knowledge of his drawers, even when it transpired that he was talking about an item
of underwear rather than part of his furniture.

Life at Barton Farm was a reasonably comfortable, communal existence and for the most part we got along
well together. I never knew why, but after a year or so I was moved to a new billet, back again to the far end of
the town. Here I shared a room with one other boy, John Shove, who preferred to have his name rhyme with cove
but rarely got his wish. Our landlord worked in one of the shops in the High Street and our landlady was a
friendly, rather buxom woman who was fond of telling us how congenial her previous boys, now departed from the
School and in the forces, had been. I suspect that we never quite came up to their high standards. She and her
husband were friendly with the people in my first billet and I think she was apprehensive at first that being sick
over the carpet was a practice of mine. It wasn't, and her carpets remained in an unsullied condition throughout
my stay, which lasted until we returned to London.

Once we got to know her, Shove and I began accompanying our landlady to her weekly whist drives and soon
found we were not always the only outsiders there. By this time the American army had invaded Marlborough
in large numbers, and one or two of them would sometimes show up. In its small way the whist drives gave
representatives of both occupying forces, the City of London School and the American army, an opportunity to
meet and help cement good relations with each other and with the local townspeople. I think the townspeople
found the Americans had rather more to offer.

Our landlady never invited us to accompany her and her husband to the town cinema, possibly because it was
known to be out of bounds to us, except on one occasion when the whole school was allowed to watch the film
Fantasia. Nor did I ever go on my own. The temporary cinema organised by Mr. Stephenson in the Science Block
was quite acceptable, and certainly cheaper. Here, for 3d admission on Saturday and Sunday evenings we could
see films starring such well-remembered film stars as Gordon Harker, Jessie Matthews, Jack Hulbert and Cicely
Courtnedge.

Although the town cinema was forbidden, it was not unknown for boys to sneak in under cover of darkness,
and there was little likelihood of being caught provided they sneaked out again before the lights went up for the
National Anthem. Also forbidden to most of us was riding a bicycle along the High Street and, of course, smoking.
The blackout made breaking either of these rules comparatively easy and walking the length of the High Street
smoking a cigarette as a dare could usually be done with impunity.

Games were an integral part of life in Marlborough with its unique school timetable. With a class before
breakfast and then a break from breakfast until 12:30, the morning was free for outside activities, as were
afternoons on three days of the week. Some games were compulsory, as was attendance at J.T.C. parades, but
when not engaged in these there was time to roam through the town or countryside, or to take part in some other
athletic endeavour, of which there were many. Rugby football and cricket were, of course, played in the
appropriate seasons, but soccer, hockey, squash, fives, boxing, tennis, fencing, shooting, and in the later stages after
the Americans arrived, basketball were all sports in which I participated to a greater or lesser degree, however
inadequately.

Numerous articles have appeared in the Gazette over the years describing our experiences in Marlborough.
Mr. Green in his article 'Our Marlborough Bookshop' recalls school numbers and I still remember mine—HB20.
My memories also include the library on the top floor of North Block which housed, among other things, bound
volumes of old Punch magazines. It was here that I first came across the origin of the curate's egg and, by osmosis,
picked up elements of turn of the century history. Just behind North Block, too, was another seat of learning: a
homosexual-proof lavatory with a long line of doorless cubicles. As one walked its length in search of relief the
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sight of an occupant's bare knees, with trousers draped around his shoes as he gazed out at the passing parade or
read an improving book, made it immediately obvious that the cubicle was unavailable. Because of its proximity
to North Block, it was here that we also adjourned to study the welts raised on the bum of someone who had just
suffered a caning. For those of us who hadn't had first hand experience we were able to compare, for future
reference, the severity with which various masters (or prefects) inflicted this punishment.

I don't remember whether digging the trenches was another, slightly less painful, form of punishment but I
do remember the gangs of labouring schoolboys picking and shovelling in the trenches just across from the main
gate. Some of them may have been conscripts rather than volunteers, but digging was more likely an activity
acceptable as a replacement for rugby football or one of the other sports. It was never an activity I ever indulged
in. The trenches might have provided some sort of sanctuary for the School in the event of a bomb attack, but
looking back I cannot imagine the whole School streaming out of class and managing to crowd into them, extensive
as they became. Mr. Wilkinson, a tall, well-built man, was their leader and I have the impression that he spent
the whole of his spare time working on the trenches. They have long since gone and I sometimes wonder who had
the job of filling them in. I have visions of Marlborough boys setting to, cursing C.L.S., after we had left.

Then there were the market days in Marlborough when the middle of the High Street was occupied by stalls
selling fruit, vegetables (in season) and almost any other imaginable object. Market day attracted all sorts of odd
characters among whom I remember the man trotting up and down in his bare feet, selling small slabs of 'latex'
which were guaranteed to cure corns, bunions, and any other ailment the feet are heir to; and the strong man who
bent and broke a six inch nail with his bare hands right in front of your eyes. After seeing him I bought a six inch
nail and spent the next two or three months bending, and finally breaking it.

One of my most enduring memories, which seems to have escaped previous recollections, is that of being an
orderly. The Dining Hall at Marlborough College was a large barn-like structure with rows of long wooden tables
and benches, each accommodating one form. The most junior form had the table nearest the kitchen while at the
far end a head table on a raised dais was occupied by masters for some meals and by prefects for others. Waiters
were needed to transport the food from the kitchen to the head of each table where a master or prefect would
ladle it out onto plates to be passed down to the (usually) eagerly waiting occupants of the table. The quality of
a waiter was judged by the alacrity with which he brought the food, and particularly by the alacrity with which he
brought a refill, especially when it was baked jam roll or some similar delicacy. This was often unfair since the
cooperation of the head of table was needed to serve the food with equal alacrity. It also meant that those in the
more senior forms needed waiters who were more fleet of foot since they had farther to travel. The head table
of course, like all head tables, had no problems of this sort.

As the war progressed it became more and more difficult to recruit kitchen staff. This seemed to be
particularly true in the case of waiters—perhaps cooks were in a reserved occupation, or the waiters decided life
in the forces was preferable to waiting on a bunch of schoolboys—and eventually boys were recruited to become
waiters. They were given the title of orderlies, presumably by a master who had at one time been in the military.
They were recruited from the middle school, each form having to provide two on a rotational basis for a week.
It became common, as mealtime approached, for two boys to raise their hands in class: "Please, sir, may I be
excused. I'm an orderly this week." And off they would go.

Being an orderly was not too onerous. Each of us was assigned a table which had to be laid before the rest
of the School was allowed into the dining hall. We delivered the food during the meal, then had to take the dirty
dishes and cutlery back to the kitchen to be cleaned. Apart from missing some schoolwork (a great incentive for
an indolent boy in the third or fourth form), one big advantage of being an orderly was that having to eat after
everyone else we were able to eat more, and often better, than the rest of the school.

As time went on, and with continuing shortages in the kitchen, two other boys and I were taken on full time
and promoted to dishwashers which, since this required certain rudimentary skills, became a permanent position.
Dishwashing started only after the first of the dirty dishes began to arrive, which meant that we no longer needed
to leave class early. Starting later than the regular orderlies, however, meant that we also finished later than them.
Dishwashing was organised as a production line, one boy passing the plates through revolving scrubbers and placing
them in wooden racks, another dipping the filled racks into a sink filled with water heated by having steam flowing
through it, and the third removing and stacking the now dry and extremely hot plates ready for the next meal. The
most exciting job was standing over the tub of super-heated water. It was also the most dangerous since a slip
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would cause a very nasty scald. I don't think my parents knew that I was now in a dangerous occupation, but it
was certainly quicker and preferable to drying the dishes by hand.

Now that I was behind the scenes I got to know some of the adult paid staff who worked with us. Managing
the dining hall, both for the School and for the College, was a gentleman, always dressed in black, who kept an
eye on us. It was he who eventually recruited the three of us to help pass out biscuits and hot chocolate to the
Marlborough boys on their afternoon break three days a week, a welcome supplement to our rations as well as
theirs.

With us in the dishwashing department were two ladies who took care of the other washing requirements since
we were responsible only for the plates. One was a blonde who tended to put on too much makeup and always
seemed to have a blouse with one too many buttons undone, due no doubt to the heat in our working area. The
other was much less flamboyant than her friend. Both had husbands serving in the forces overseas. Working in
the kitchen was their contribution to the war effort and they were always very friendly to us, their fellow amateurs.

In the kitchen itself I recall two other characters, both professionals rather than amateurs like the dishwashing
staff. One was a short Scotsman who had once been a professional flyweight boxer. We once engaged in a mock
boxing match but, as a lanky teenager, I couldn't keep up with his lightning speed and wouldn't have lasted a round
with him in the ring. The other had some talent as a drummer and he managed to teach me the rumba beat,
which, I am proud to say I can still do, although rarely asked. I think it may have been he who also taught me
how to light a cigarette with a match in a strong wind. I can still do that, too, although it has proved less useful
since I gave up smoking.

The time at Marlborough was a unique period in the history of the School. It could have been disastrous,
but the commitment of the masters under an exceptional headmaster meant that our education continued almost
as though there had been no war, which would certainly not have been the case if we had stayed in London. Being
away from home also taught us self reliance and how to get along with others in difficult circumstances. For the
staff, both teaching and administrative, then" task was made harder by the extra-curricula duties they had to
perform, ensuring that the boys were taken care of outside as well as inside school hours in our quasi-boarding
school. None, that I am aware of, ever shirked their duties and I look back in gratitude to their dedication.

Letter from Francis M. Heywood, Master of Marlborough College, dated 4th April 1944.

Dear Dale,
Very many thanks for your most kind gift, which I will pay into the Chapel Fund: this Fund pays for the

ordinary expenses of the Chapel & also for special purchases from time to time & it is maintained by a termly
collection & donations.

I'm very glad to read the verses: may I have permission to get them reprinted in the Marlburian next term
- anonymously? I enjoyed them.

My very best wishes for your safe & happy return to London & to the school in the future; and my thanks
to you for bearing so long and patiently with our requests & moans & Marlburian habits.

I enclose a specimen of a book-plate which I've had designed in our Press for the books which the College
is going to give to your library. I hope you like it.

Once more my thanks & good wishes.

Yours sincerely,
F.M. Heywood

Letter to The Times 25th November 1995 from Mr C. N. Vokins

Sir, The bold statement in the obituary (November 21) of F.M. Heywood, Master of Marlborough College between
1939 and 1952, that Marlborough was "luckier than some schools in not being evacuated" implies that life was
easier for Heywood than it was.
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The truth is that Marlborough might have been evacuated in 1942 and 1943 had Heywood not kept an
agreement, made by the previous Master, to share the college premises during the day with the City of London
School.

Thus one school could be evacuated rather than two.

Obituary of Francis Heywood in The Daily Telegraph, December 1, 1995

FRANCIS HEYWOOD, who has died aged 87, had a profound effect on successive generations of pupils as an
assistant master at Haileybury; as Master of Marlborough during and after the Second World War; and as the
founding Warden of Lord Mayor Treloar College.

The fourth son of the subsequent Bishop of Ely, Francis Melville Heywood was born on Oct 1 1908, and was
a scholar at Haileybury.

He played cricket for the school for four years, and as captain in his final year led Haileybury to victory over
Cheltenham at Lord's by an innings and three runs. He also played for the Public Schools; as an old boy he went
on to do the double of 1,000 runs and 100 wickets in OH cricket weeks.

He won a further scholarship to Gonvflle and Gaius College, Cambridge, where he secured first class honours
in both parts of the Classical tripos and gained a Rugby blue.

The eight years he spent, evenly divided, on the staff of Haileybury and afterwards as Praelector at Trinity
Hall, Cambridge, were a preparation for his appointment as Master of Marlborough in 1939.

The effect of the Second World War was to drain the school of men of military age and to place an immense
burden on Heywood. In these circumstances, his stamina was fortified by a bone dry sense of humour and a
profound Christian faith.

To boys he had an almost Gaullist aloofness, enhanced by forbidding eyebrows and an aquiline eye; but those
who penetrated it were enchanted.

His advice to confirmands that they should continue going to Communion even if their faith slipped stayed
with some of them for decades.

During the war, the school was threatened with evacuation, an event which the Minister for Education, R.A.
Butler, himself an Old Marlburian, is said to have helped to avert. Instead Marlborough played host to the City
of London School.

In 1943, the school's centenary generated a successful appeal for supportive funds. The restoration of the
chapel reredos by Sir Minian Comper, who had been a pupil in Bodley's office when the chapel was built 60 years
earlier, was a happy seal on the wartime years.

In 1948, the school was visited by King George VI and Queen Elizabeth. It was a moment when Marlborough
could boast as old boys the Archbishop of Canterbury, the Lord Chancellor, the Lord Chief Justice and the King's
Private Secretary—though perhaps the last had most to do with the visit.

The event was immaculately orchestrated by Heywood, but made him the subsequent victim of the late
Humphrey Berkeley as the original harbinger of the Henry Root letters.

These years were clouded by an uneasy relationship between Heywood and the College Council. But for
the boys at least, his departure was a matter for sadness. A fine portrait was commissioned from Ruskin Spear.

Under Heywood, Marlborough produced a string of politicians, ambassadors, bishops, company chairmen,
Army generals and learned professors. There were more than 200 awards to Oxford and Cambridge, and in two
successive post-war years Marlburians comprised one third of the Oxford v Cambridge hockey match.

Heywood attracted to the staff, among others, Alan Whitehorn, one of the outstanding schoolmasters of his
generation. Other appointees went on to be headmasters of Bloxham, KCS Wimbledon, Monkton Combe and
Oundle.

When Heywood left Marlborough, he was appointed the first Warden of Lord Mayor Treloar College. The
National Health Service had nationalised the Lord Mayor Treloar Hospital for orthopaedics at Alton. The trustees
invested the consequent compensation in an Elizabethan mansion at Froyle, outside Alton, where they created a
boarding school within reach of the hospital for young patients.

Heywood drew initially on able bodied Marlburians to inject normality into this atmosphere, and over the next
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17 years, he and his wife built an institution of great vitality. A further portrait of him hangs in the school library.
In 1969 he retired, initially to Somerset, then to Bexhill and Folkestone. He had a fine singing voice, and

wrote poetry, some of which was published by the Marlborough College Press. His last volume was^4 Load of New
Rubbish (1985).

He was also a lay reader.
Heywood married, in 1937, Doff Mayhew, who predeceased him. They had two daughters and two sons, one

of whom also predeceased him.

The Home Guard
by Peter Jones (1938-46)

I remember Biff Vokins talking at length about the Home Guard, particularly its early days. The original rule was
that staff living in their own homes in Marlborough (Dyball was one) had to join the town Local Defence
Volunteer force, the predecessor of the Home Guard, but those billeted in Marlborough (Nobbs, Biff and others)
could form a C.L.S. contingent. The town force wanted the C.S.M. of Marlborough College O.T.C. to join them,
but he insisted that his first obligation was to the college and as a result Marlborough College joined C.L.S. to
form a joint company. This company was fortunate to have rifles, unlike many Home Guard units in the early
days. Initially, each member was issued with one round of .303 ammunition but this was subsequently increased
to five rounds.

There was some dispute over the command of the joint company which was resolved by G.G. Henderson
leading the 'Air force' section, R.H. Dyball leading the 'Army' section and C.J. Ellingham leading the 'Navy'
section. The unit's duties were to watch for airborne landings on the common and to patrol the Pewsey Road area.
On one occasion Mickey Field, who was night blind and had the binoculars, spotted a group of men, also with
binoculars, grouped together on Manton Downs. Before there was time to sound the alarm it was realized that
they were bookies' runners watching the late night training gallops.

C.L.S.: The War Years
by Patrick Whitmore, MBE, PhD, MA (staff)

(Author of The City of London School Cadets: An Account of their Activity)

A German plane was shot down near Marlborough and its Spandau machine gun plus a large quantity of
ammunition was recovered and handed to the 6th Battalion Wilts L.D.V. (Home Guard). A pamphlet was printed
on the handling of the weapon. This was said to be the work of RSM Stokes but is almost certainly by George
Irwin-Carruthers. I had two copies of the pamphlet, one of which has notes and sketches by Irwin-Carruthers in
his meticulous handwriting. This copy has been reproduced and is now part of the C.L.S. archives. The other has
been sent to the Imperial War Museum.

On another subject, C.J. Ellingham was indeed a Royal Navy signaller in World War I and as late as the 1950s
helped out with Morse Code instruction. He used to put a squad on the platform in the Hall and go up into the
gallery with an Ellison lamp and flash messages to them.

Random Recollections
John Evans (1939-46)
In Court, Mr. C.D. Penn mounting a bench in order to clip the ear of a tall offender (who had probably been
treating Court as a playground).

In the dining hall, Mr. B.J. Ross announcing on a Friday evening "the laundry has arrived" (cheers).

More cheers in the dining hall whenever baked jam roll was revealed as the pudding of the day.
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Johnston and Harwood running meetings of Spotters' Club No. 87 in C House basement on Friday evenings.

In the chapel, a kind of shimmer in front of the altar, which I at first assumed marked the presence of the
Holy Ghost but later attributed to a heating pipe in the floor.

In the crypt of the Guildhall (July 1944), Mr. Riddle calling for "Silence—there must be no talking during
exams" immediately after a VI had exploded nearby in Old Jewry.

Norman D. Simons (1942-47)
One of the benefits of retirement is that one is able to reflect on the past and therefore welcomes the opportunity
to recall some events on request.

I was at C.L.S. 1942-47 but was in Marlborough from 1939 on. My brother, Murray, was at the School and
our parents, concerned as so many were of hell breaking loose at any time, moved me so that the two brothers
could survive together. After the 11+ examination, I was accepted and joined in 1942.

In 1994 I visited Marlborough from my home in Pennsylvania and wandered around the College. It was a
surprise to me to see girls are now accepted as pupils, but other than that I felt both town and College had
weathered fifty years pretty well. Lunch in the Polly had much better food than when I was last there, but finding
somewhere to park was a chore.

I was impressed with the engraved window but wonder what it means to today's pupils. Of course the same
question applies to any memorial if one does not read up the story behind it.

My recollections span the time at school rather as a number of impressions and I am setting them out in
no particular sequence.

Winter 1941, ropes strung along and across the High Street to provide walkers with support and prevent them from
sliding on the ice that covered everything. Telephone poles snapping under the weight of the thick coating of ice
on the wires and the COLD.

Train journeys, Paddington to Marlborough, via Savernake, in blacked-out trains which were always overcrowded
and always late.

Walking a mile to school, along George Lane, no breakfast until after first period.

The enjoyment of mornings at various sports before returning to class for two periods, then lunch, then afternoon
classes. So far as food was concerned, I am sure they did their best but there was a war on.

Form Masters, in loco parentis, doing their best to help youngsters grow up and in general succeeding better than
one would expect. If any members of Staff remember me they may well be surprised to see that last statement.

Cycling in Savernake forest on Sunday mornings to visit the deer enclosure, enjoying the escape into nature,
seemingly miles from anywhere. Tobogganning down the forest approaches in winter, hoping to avoid finishing
up on Salisbury Road or up against the brick building so thoughtlessly constructed where it was.

Discovering nature, the Kennet for trying to fish, walking to Pewsey, the white horse cut into the hillside.

Sunday picture shows in the science block. Shows held in Memorial Mall, Macbeth in modern dress, variety shows
written and performed by boys and staff. Always most appreciated were the mimics who could capture the ways
of staff.

Watching the Home Guard one Sunday when excitement was added to the exercise as a lone German fighter
streaked over chased by a Hurricane. We later heard that the Hurricane "got him"
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The occasional treat of tea in the Polly Tea Rooms or the Merlin. Both had cakes that turned a young boy's head
and encouraged one to save for the next treat.

The pleasure of getting home at holiday time even if timing was suspect. We were in London for the start of the
Battle of Britain and saw some exciting dogfights. Also we returned in time for the VI and V2 raids.

Hours spent travelling to school, sitting in the shelters, travelling home again.

Watching the build up in the whole area of the armed camp that was the South of England. The usual impressions
of all the nations gathered and on D-Day a non stop stream of aircraft flying to the East. The whole sky that
could be seen from the playground was filled with planes.

VE day and the celebrations and VJ day at forestry camp where we raised our own tribute to those who had made
it possible for us to be school boys during those years.

I have read many comments about the interaction between C.L.S. and Marlborough but cannot recall any of my
contemporaries having any meeting point or exchange with 'them'.

Like many events in one's life, it was not until the years passed that I realised how much was contributed to my
maturity and growth by the years evacuated to the small market town in Wiltshire.

Bryan C. Thomas (1939-45)
I must be one of the few who approached Marlborough from the west, having been notified about the evacuation
whilst on holiday in Cornwall.

Helping "Bunny" Ross with his garden at West Overton at week-ends along with another, (whose name I forget)
for the pleasure of the snacks which were produced.

The winter of 1941 when some of the Marlborough boys skated along the Bath Road and round the quad. When
we used any item which would act as a toboggan so as to whiz down the forest slopes beyond the station. One
particular bend, known as the Devils Elbow, had a good drop on the right hand side to catch out anyone taking
a bad line.

Flying gliders made by Mr Lawrence, gym Master, at the top of the sports field and on one occasion cycling to
Clench Common to recover his 'Dick Corder' glider along with Peter N. Swain and C.M. Dibble in the summer
of 1941.

Looking forward to the time when one was allowed to swop nigger for hockey, an opportunity for which I will be
forever thankful to Marlborough. I played from that time onwards up to 1994, 50+ years, during which I have
made many good friends the length and breadth of the country. Also for the introduction to both Fives and
Squash. The latter I managed to enjoy on and off for the next 35 years or so.

The lardy cakes and sticky buns purchased from Duck's on the north side of the church nearest to the College.
Mr Duck was, I believe, Mayor for much of the war time.

The Home Guard exercise held on Manton Down when the RAF was scheduled to supply a 'plane to simulate a
ground strafing attack, only to see a German plane emerge from the clouds—a Heinkel?—to the north and drop
its bombs!! The expected fighter was reported as diverted to deal with the intruder.

The Rev "Duke" Ellingham sitting in the Home Guard centre behind the Castle & Ball listening to Morse messages
with his eyes shut and then copying out the text at the end. He was, I believe, a radio operator in the merchant
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navy at one time.

Back in London after Marlborough, a Sports Day was held on the track made, I believe, by the City Fire Brigade
in the shadow of St Pauls. I recall it as I received the Victor Ludorum Cup.

The member of the College staff who liked his bowls, hand weeding the grass area to the south of the Field Block
on his hands and knees. As I subsequently went on to read Agriculture and was involved in weed control, I
thought how easy his job would have been if sprays had been available.

It is not entirely true to say that there was little contact between C.L.S. and College boys. I met one who lived
in Newquay who invited me to his home as I spent holidays in Cornwall.

One incident worth recalling took place when, after a play reading as I remember, members of the Vlth were
returning to their billets along the High Street when one lad, Croydon, was seen to emerge from a pub on the
lower side of the street. Seeing the group on the other side, he sought the support of a lamp post. A prefect went
over to deal with him, only to return very quickly with a smile on his face. It appears that on approaching the
miscreant and before having time to say anything, Croydon said "It is no good going in there, they have no crisps!"

The trick, which several prefects who sat at the end of table in the dining hall will remember, of spilling tea on
the table and lifting the table on knees, starting at one end, to allow the liquid to flow down to the end!

Mr. Dale's ability to smoke a cigarette down to the last quarter of an inch.

Watching Gordon Richards keep his weight down by being chased round the squash court by Mr Lawrence of the
sports shop on the corner of the High St.

The excellent carvings on the panels round the walls where we did homework in the buildings on the left under
the archway to the east of the quad. One I always remember, and have often quoted, said "... who left rejoicing
yet sorrowing".

Swimming in the nude in the open air pool!

Was Kingsley Amis really de-bagged for wearing green cord trousers?

Does anyone else remember being invited to the parties held by Mrs Clayton who lived on the road to Swindon
which runs up towards the common where the Americans had a hospital?
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After Marlborough

THE C.L.S. 'UNDER FIRE' 1944
by Peter N. Farrar, M.A., (1944-50)

Senior Lecturer in History
Hull College of Higher Education

Your note on p. 12 of the January issue about flying bombs prompts the thought that there must be many of us,
either new boys when the School re-opened in the City on Tuesday, 2nd May, 1944, (I joined 'Biff Vokins' New
Grammar) or Marlborough evacuees, who now look back with pride at having attended School 'under fire' in the
summer and autumn terms of 1944. I, for one, would like to hear from anyone who has a personal story which
brings those days to life, either in the City or on the way to and from School. It would be interesting to have
quotations from a diary or letter written by a boy at the time.

The flying bomb attack began on Tuesday, 13th June, but it was not until Friday 16th, when large numbers
came over, that the government disclosed the situation. It was then that Dale sent boys home. The relevant
chapter in Douglas-Smith's book, based mainly on the School Magazine, omits some important dates. These are
supplied in letters from Dale kept by my father. I was sent to my eldest brother Harry (C.L.S. 1928-32) in
Lancashire on Wednesday, 21st June, during the week when the whole School was 'kept away'. On Thursday, 29th
June, Dale wrote: "I kept the Juniors away over this week as I don't think it worthwhile to play cat and mouse
with the whole School. I have not forbidden anyone to return on Monday, but I think in your case I should give
it a little longer." One wonders how many individual letters of this kind he had to dictate.

On Friday, 30th June, Dale decided that all below V and VI forms (who were revising for exams) should stay
away the following week. Finally, on Thursday, 6th July, he informed parents that the School was closing, except
for V and VI forms, until Tuesday, 12th September. The latter date seems to indicate Dale's wish to make up for
lost time by starting a week earlier in the Autumn, because it states at the bottom of pupils' reports for the
Summer Term: "the School will re-assemble on Tuesday, September 19th, 1944." Dale advised: "I hope that the
number of those who will attend camps will be at least undiminished. I hope also that parents will see to it that
boys, many of whom have 'no time for reading' in term time, will read some good books. That would in some
measure make up for loss of work in School." There was a Farming Camp at The Thrupp, and a Forestry Camp
at Meysey Hampton, both in Gloucestershire. There was no Scout Camp.

On 24th August, Dale circularised a resolution of the C.L.S. Committee that the School would not necessarily
re-open on 12th September, but on a date to be determined according to the "war situation", i.e., the number of
flying bombs. On 6th September, the day before Duncan Sandys, M.P., Chairman of the Flying Bomb
Counter-Measures Committee, announced that "the Battle of London is over", Dale stated that the School would
re-open on 12th September but that it was permissible for boys to return a little later as parents saw fit. Ironically,
on 8th September, the first V2 rocket fell on London, but this new form of attack was (to avert possible panic and
take the wind out of enemy propaganda) unacknowledged by the government until 10th November, when Churchill,
to the allusive words of the editorial in the School Magazine (December 1944) "exploded the myth of the gas
mains".

On llth September I returned home to North Kensington, and next day joined Mr. Orton's N2b. School was
not disrupted by the rockets. There were no warnings and hence no spells in shelters. Luckily, the School was
not hit. May 1978

Extract From the Evening News, 29th April 1944

Peter N. Farrar, M.A. (1944-50) has sent in the following which is reprinted from the Evening News, 29th April,
1944:
After four and a half years in exile, the City of London School has returned to its old home on Victoria
Embankment, where it will open for the Summer Term next Tuesday.
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CITY OF LONDON SCHOOL,

Ti ct or ia Embankment , E.G. 4.

To all Parents.

I am afraid it is necessary to close the School,
except for Vth and VTth Forms, until September. I hope
to "begin next term on Tuesday, September 12th.

It is a great disappointment to me to have to make
this decision. But I see no assured hope of any immediate
improvement in the situation: and experience has shown
that in present conditions the Vth and VTth Forms are as
many as we can deal with for work in shelters .

Any boys may come to the School and remove books or
other property as they desire - they should choose a fine
day. I hope that the numbers of those who will attend
camps will be at least undiminished. I hope also that
parents will see to it that boys, many of whom have 'no
time for reading' in term time, will read some good books.
That would in some measure make up for loss of work in
school.

Reports will be made and prizes awarded on this
term's work as far as it has gone.

Every endeavour will be made, in the autumn, to
make up for lost time. Meanwhile I send my heartfelt
wishes for the safety and well-being of all boys, whose
steadiness under the present trying conditions appears
to me to have been admirable.

F.R. DALE,

Headmaster.
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Mr. F.R. Dale, the headmaster, tells me that he is expecting 100 new boys, a much larger number than at
anyone time since the School was evacuated to Marlborough early in the war. In all, more than 500 boys
willassemble on Tuesday.

I asked Mr. Dale why it had been decided to bring the School back. He replied that people would not send
their sons to the City of London School while it was domiciled in the country. "We were rotting at the roots," he
told me. "There was no recruiting at all. Of these 100 new boys who are joining us on Tuesday, not one would
have been sent to us while we were out of London."

The evacuation apparently was regarded by parents as undermining the underlying principle of the School,
which is to "provide a liberal and useful education for the sons of people engaged in the professions and in
commerce, without the necessity of removing them from the care and control of their parents".

John Carpenter, Town Clerk of the City of London, who founded and endowed the School in 1442, felt
strongly that home influence was essential to the proper development of a child, and evidently numbers of mothers
and fathers in 1944 agree with him. January 1979

Excerpt from the Report of the Club Dinner, 1979
by Malcolm Ashby (1937-45)

The fortieth anniversary of the School's evacuation to Marlborough took place in 1979 and the President and
Committee of the J.C.C. kindly allowed emphasis to be paid to this event at the Club Dinner which followed the
A.G.M. at School on the 19th October.

The size of the gathering filled the Dining Hall to capacity. Following Grace by Prebendary Donald Lynch,
one hundred and eighty people enjoyed the dinner which once again had been arranged with every efficiency by
Ian Cameron Black, our entertainments secretary. Further Old Citizens had regrettably been denied places at this
Dinner due to a 'full house', despite the fact that the cost had risen considerably since Roach was charging one
shilling for luncheon in that Dining Hall in the thirties.

The J.C.C. had graciously opened its hospitality that evening to Old Citizens who had been at Marlborough,
irrespective of therr membership or non-membership of the Club. All were delighted by the warm response which
ensued, not least because this resulted in several non-member Old Citizens applying to join the J.C.C. forthwith
and some other non-active members resolved to make repair to their previously less active attendances at Club
meetings. All strength to this resolve. Some of the success of the evening has prompted the formation of a
'Marlborough table' at future Club Dinners. A splendid reunion had taken place. (Personally, I met three boys
with whom I had been in Third Junior in 1937.)

Following the Loyal Toast, the Past President took wine with the newly elected President and several
enjoyable speeches took place. To mark the evacuation after its fortieth year the Toast "The School 1939" was
proposed by Kingsley Amis (a sixth former of those days) and the reply was made by Rev. J. E. B. Marsh (on
behalf of the Common Room of those days). Naturally some personal reminiscences were expressed by these two
speakers; the ice-bound winter of 1940, School Assembly at 8 a.m., Julius Caesar, O.T.C., the Home Guard, but
more importantly we were reminded of the overall character of the School. From Amis, the School as a model
of discipline and tolerance, its absence of difference of class or religion or of cliques, the precept of the staff who
gave no indication of their own personal strains and difficulties. From J.E.B. came reminder of many of the people
no longer with us, and of their work on behalf of the School. Those three letters: F.R.D.

The Toast was not only ably proposed and replied to and partaken by those Old Citizens present, it was also
their great pleasure to welcome as their guests a dozen members of the School staff of those wartime years. Four
of them had journeyed a long way from the West Country to be with us. The names of all of them can be seen
in the list of those who attended this Dinner and we hope to be able to have them with us on future occasions.

January 1980
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Back To London From Marlborough
(A Reminiscence of Mid 1944)

by P.A. Turl (1941-51)

The discussions even among second formers at Marlborough in early 1944 were about the question ". . . when
might the School go back to London?" Some of the discussion was among the senior staff at the School
and(presumably) the military authorities . . . more questions .. . "would the fire brigade vacate the Embankment
building? . . . would it be safe to go back? . . . what about the threat of glider bombs?" Despite the queries and
the ties with Marlborough, decisions were made and we moved back to London in mid 1944. In London we could
be ourselves again.

There were many changes for us.
There was no short twenty minute walk from billet to School across the meadows, through the glades, the

forecourt and on to the assemblies in the Memorial Hall: for some the journey was nearer an hour and twenty
minutes including (for example) a hurry down the road and a trolley bus journey to Farringdon Street, hoping that
the bus poles would not come off the overhead power lines at New Southgate terminus; or possibly the 134 bus
with its steady AEC engine to drum its way from Friern Barnet to Trafalgar Square; or a trolley bus journey to
Bounds Green followed by a clatter down the Piccadilly line with 1932 stock to King's Cross, a change to
Farringdon Station (hoping that the circle line carriage doors could be pulled close) and a quick walk to School.
Time on the trains was useful, learning vocabulary from pocket books, especially French vocabulary.

Journeys were sometimes interrupted: for example, on one occasion when the air raid siren wailed at Turnpike
Lane, everyone was hustled off the trolley bus to continue the journey by underground.

When we got back to the School we found that it needed much clearing and cleaning, though many of the
sandbagged areas were left protected. Perhaps the biggest disappointment for a small boy was the state of the fives
courts which had been used by the fire brigade for the storage of coal and coke: even though valiant efforts were
made to clean and paint the walls, the surfaces left were too rough and slow for reasonable playing. What was
worse . . . a new fives ball would only last a few days before its outside leather split out: and a new fives ball (if
obtainable) cost about two weeks pocket money.

We settled in quickly. We were pleased to see new faces, new boys, choir boys, new masters and masters
coming back from war service.

We studied on, but the threatened "glider bombs' turned out to be realities as the Germans unleashed against
the South of England their VI bombs and V2 rockets. Because of their attacks, study often took place in the
downstairs heavily sandbagged cloakrooms. Memories come back of various masters (including Percy Copping)
continuing to teach and keep going despite the bangs, crashes and destruction that could be heard around: the
important thing was that we kept going.

We pondered as V2 rockets devastated the Smithfield Market area that the School had been protected by
just a minute variation in aiming and firing of the weapons . . . and (we believe) Providence. 'Being ourselves'
again in London was no easy business.

Our companionship from the time of evacuation at Marlborough continued, if anything it deepened. The
School, study, our support for one another, life, may have been disturbed by the bombing, but just had to go
on. September 1989

London's First VI Flying Bombs, June 1944
by Patrick Wayman (1937-45)

Some 6th Form boys volunteered for fire watching duties during the air raids after the School returned from
Marlborough in the Spring of 1944. I was on the galleries around the roof of the Great Hall the day the Vis
started. We had seen some of them coming over early in the morning before leaving Eltham, but there was a lull
then until around noon when the sirens sounded again. We didn't know the little planes with a jet out of their
rear ends were flying bombs until we saw them falling out of a cloudy sky the other side of the river, producing
a loud explosion and a large cloud of smoke and dust. We saw three or four fall before we realised it was too
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REUNION AT MARLBOROUGH COLLEGE
Saturday 23rd April 1994

The following programme has been agreed and we are indebted to the College for its advice and willing help in making the arrangements.

CAR PARKING will be provided on the Parade Ground, entered from the Bath Road via the Memorial Hall gate.

We are asked not to park in Court.

Please remember that the College will be in residence and as the last class-room period will be 11.50 to 1230, we should not enter the buildings
before Chapel.

11.45-11.15 CHAPEL Service of Thanksgiving
The Chapel will be open for the Service from 11.25.

Those forming the choir are asked to occupy the choir stalls. Any special instructions will be given separately by Adrian Vale.

The Master will welcome the congregation, the Headmaster will read the Lesson and Rev. Jack Marsh will give the Address
and lead the Prayers.

Since our evacuation the Chapel decorations have been restored and the chancel has been refurbished to the design of Sir
Ninian Comper, but look again at the stained glass window created by Burne-Jones and William Morris.

12.30 COFFEE RECEPTION will be in the Old Adderley Library, entered from Court.
Lapel Badges, which will form your "lunch ticket", will be available just inside Adderley.

An exhibition, "Marlborough College in Wartime" researched by the archivist, will be mounted in the foyer of 'C' House.

PRESENTATION Our gift to the College, to record the period of our evacuation, will take the form of an engraved window
depicting the School Crest. It is to be inscribed within the Cloisters between Court and New Court. It is hoped that the window will be ready
for our visit.

1.30 LUNCH A buffet lunch will be served in the new dining hall. Coffee will not be served after lunch, to allowmore time for the
catering staff to clear the tables and for us to tour the College.

P.M The map identifies those parts of the College with which we were familiar, and to which access will be available.
We should not enter the boarding houses but arrangements may be made for us to inspect one of the new developments.
The 2nd XI and other College teams will be playing matches against Wellington.

4.00pm TEA will be served in the Dining Hall.
Geoffrey Metliss has undertaken to trace as many as possible of the surviving families who hosted CLS boys during the war.
He will ask O.Cs to assist with transport during the afternoon. If you are in contact with your Marlborough family please
advise me if they will be present. They will be equally welcome at the service but it will not be possible to extend the
invitation to join us for lunch.

5.00pm DEPART COLLEGE

Mr Heywood will be travelling from Folkstone to be with us during the day and it is hoped that the Master, the Bursar, other members of the
College and O.Ms will have lime to spend at least part of the day in our company. Our CLS guests will be Mr & Mrs Bass, Mr Fell, William,
Mr & Mrs Vokins and Rev. & Mrs Marsh.

Old Citizens have a natural resistance to organisation, but it might just give the impression that the day has been planned if a unique attempt

is made to adhere to the timetable. Just try to reminisce on the move rather than spending the day standing in the car park.
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dangerous to be up on the roof in the Great Hall where the dust of ages had settled on the tops of the wood
beams going across the hall some forty-five feet above the floor. A bold spirit from Modern VI, by the name of
French, was moved to walk across one of those beams to the other side of the hall, leaving his footprints in the
dust!

The School closed that week, my fellow mathematician Tony Truelove went to join his parents in Ripon,
Yorkshire and, as sixth-formers we went to sit for Higher School Certificate, taking our examinations in the
basement of Unilever House, insulated from any noise of war that might have been heard outside.

January 1996

Marlborough Reunion 1994
by P.V. Baker (1935-40)

The School was evacuated from London to Marlborough in September 1939 and stayed there until April 1944.
Fifty years on, on Saturday 23rd April, ninety survivors of that episode in the School's history accompanied by their
wives gathered at Marlborough College at the invitation of the Master, Mr. Edward Gould. They were joined by
seventeen Marlburians and their wives. The event was splendidly organized by Peter Jones with the assistance of
Robert Smith, the Secretary of the Marlburian Club, and of David West, Senior Prefect of Marlborough College
in 1939 and now the Hon. College Archivist.

The proceedings began with a service in the College chapel, devised by the chaplain, the Rev. Laurence
Gunner, and conducted in his unavoidable absence by his assistant, the Rev. Douglas Dales. It began with a
welcome by the Master. Our headmaster, Mr. Bryan Bass, read part of the Sermon on the Mount. The service,
and especially the singing of 'Now thank we all our God', afforded an opportunity to remember those who had
not survived. The pulpit conjured up memories of the Rev. C.J. Ellingham. Even more poignantly there floated
into the writer's memory the name of his billet-mate, Leonard Primhak, now chiselled in the School's War
Memorial. The service ended with prayers from the Rev. J.E.B. Marsh, one of the two masters, the other being
C.N. 'Biff Vokins, who were with us then and now.

A coffee reception followed the service at which I found myself next to an outstanding survivor, Mr. F.M.
'George' Heywood, the youthful Master of Marlborough at the time of our sojourn, still sprightly. At this point
Sir Neil Thome, the President of J.C.C., presented to the College the Club's gift of an engraved window depicting
the School's crest to record our stay. It was graciously accepted by the Master and has been installed in a
prominent position in the cloisters. While at the reception, we could examine an exhibition specially prepared by
David West. It contained the correspondence relating to our reception in the event of war, items such as the billet
rules, and the 'box and cox' timetable, and the correspondence with the military authorities deflecting the threat
of a further removal of both schools. It all made fascinating reading. What came out of it was the willingness of
the Marlborough authorities to do what they could for us, consistent with their duties to their own pupils.

An excellent lunch was provided in the new dining hall. No reminder of wartime food here. What followed
was truly evocative. We were free to roam through the College, the town, the countryside, calling back memories:
the classroom where, under H.C. Oakley, we studied the course of the Peloponnesian War while the real war
raged, starting in Norway; Rugby fives courts, so different from the Eton fives courts at the Embankment; Julius
Caesar in modern dress in the Memorial Hall; strolling along the Kennet to Manton. Then back to tea at which
eight of those who had provided billets for the boys joined us. The Catering Master did us proud.

That ended our visit to the College itself, but for many of us our visit to the town continued. It was our turn
to entertain. A dinner at the Ivy House Hotel was attended by 88, the maximum the hotel could seat, sadly
disappointing a further ten. Our guests included the two headmasters, the College bursar, Mr. Smith, Mr. West
and, of course, Mr. Heywood.

The toasts after dinner were preceded by a tape recording of F.R. Dale reading Recollection in Prospect, his
descriptive poem of Marlborough days. It was provided by Ken Hibberd. The experience was eerie, taking me
right back to the Upper Lecture Room at the Embankment where the Head used to read Bridges' Testament of
Beauty to the Sixth Form.

Sir Peter Baldwin then proposed the toast of 'Marlborough College'. In a moving speech from the heart he
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Toasts

THE QUEEN

"THE MEMORY OF F.R. DALE"

MARLBOROUGH COLLEGE

Proposed by Sir Peter Baldwin K.C.B.,M.A..
Response by Mr. F.W. Heywood M.A..

Master 1939-1952
who will also propose:

CITY OF LONDON SCHOOL

Response by Sir Neil Thome O.B.E., T.D.. D.L..
who will also propose:

THE GUESTS

Response by Mr. David R.C. West O.B.E..T.D..M.A..
Senior Prefect 1939

Marlborough Reunion, 23rd April 1994
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carried on the theme, set by his headmaster, of the pervasive and unstinted gifts which Marlborough had bestowed
on us. Mr. Heywood replied. Speaking without notes, but fluently and rivetingly, he spoke with pride and humour
of the difficulties overcome and with transparent sincerity of his warm relationship with his opposite number. It
was enthusiastically received.

The period in Marlborough was not easy for the staff and pupils of both schools. For the visitors, to be
transported in such circumstances from a day- to a boarding-school was disturbing, and for some, traumatic. For
the hosts, to have to share their school was an unwelcome and tiresome intrusion. Nevertheless, as this reunion
has shown, it is a travesty to suggest that one side inflicted wounds on the other. Each side bore its own burden
stoically and as far as possible cheerfully.

Toast to Marlborough College
by Sir Peter Baldwin K.C.B., M.A. (1936-41)

on 23rd April 1994

Mr. President . . . So far no difficulty. But now there is a problem of precedence. Therefore, without any
implication of precedence, ladies and gentlemen, I address the two holders of their high office, Former and Present
Masters, and joining with you Sir, the Present Master, I can say at once on behalf of everyone here what a huge
pleasure it is to welcome you, Mr Heywood, to the events of to-day.

Mr. President, In the small print of the order of this day there are these words:
"Old Citizens have a natural resistance to organization, but it might just give the impression that
the day has been planned if a unique attempt is made to adhere to the timetable."

These are words: written by Peter Jones and, again at once, we can say how deeply indebted we all are to him
for the excellent arrangements which he has made to give us this day of delights.

As you are all so clearly inclined to express your appreciation this evening you will, I am sure, seize the
chance to extend the same sound in gratitude to Margaret, his wife, for the help which she has given him towards
today's success.

With Peter's irresistible injunction to follow concerning the use of time to-night, with so much to be said of
the debt which so many of us owe to Marlborough College, each sentence that I utter must say more than the
words which make it up. To ask each of you to be adding in your minds what you would have had me say would
have been presuming upon you at any other moment than this. But the poem and the voice which you have all
just heard will have released such a flight of feelings, and so much gratitude, that I feel I scarcely need to speak
at all.

That commanding figure, F.R. Dale, carried in his soul, which we always felt was very private to him, the
discipline of his profound and pioneering scholarship; the sensitivity of the artist to other's art; exercise of
remarkable self-control as the necessary condition of control over others; and perpetual compassion for those who
had served, many to be maimed, many to be killed, alongside him in his years of service in the trenches of the First
World War, men from all parts of the country and from all elements of society, none of them to be thought of as
ordinary whatever they may have thought of themselves. I believe that in reverence to them he carried that
experience into everything that he did.

He has spoken in poetry of the gifts bestowed on us by Marlborough College. I must speak of them in prose.
The first gift which the college gave us was Marlborough itself. People whom we had never known took us

into their homes; took an interest in us and in all the occupations of our days; sent us on our way to the College
which was their pride, and sometimes their life, and received us back as if we belonged to them. Each of us Old
Citizens here has names and dear faces to recall with the gratitude that half a century of indebtedness has served
only to enrich. Those that return to my mind always, at the altar rail, are Mr and Mrs Redman of Axholme in
the London Road, with its beautiful garden running down to the Kennet and the Union Jack flying to welcome
us back from school holidays—and for no other reason, perhaps prompting the rumour that we had won the war;
and Mr. and Mrs. Sainsbury, down past the College Gate because Mr. Sainsbury was the College Porter, inviting
us to call and talk, and talk at any hour, always putting on the table something from then- rationed larder to still
our tongues and sustain our limbs. They and others in The Town, all in their own kind ways, followed our fortunes
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as if they had to. They did not have to. But they have done.
The second gift that Marlborough College gave to us was the realization that we were sharing our lives with

a Senior Common Room who deserved our total respect, not just as masters of a subject signified by an academic
gown, but as wise men, amusing men, reliable men, talented men, versatile men, men with joy which they gladly
shared, and with grief which they kept to themselves.

The third gift which Marlborough College gave to us was unsung service. We depended on that Dining Hall.
Behind it lay sustained, unstinting service, by people whose identity we never knew. Bursars are a race whose
labours are mostly out of sight. Perhaps, Master, that is why you have recently chosen as Bursar someone who
has not the slightest hope of keeping out of sight. For us the results in the College Dining Hall through those
years of war now seem miraculous, at 75 new pence per mouth per week all in.

The fourth gift which Marlborough College gave to us was the courteous sacrifice of the integrity of its estate,
and of time in which its members would otherwise have had the use of it. The College opened its Adderley and
Bradleian Libraries to our Common Room and our Sixth Form. The former was generous; the latter was rash.
If anyone ever complained of making such sacrifices it was never in my hearing. If that means that someone else's
courtesy supervened, that too was grace indeed.

The fifth gift which Marlborough College gave to us was the realization that excellence is not the preserve
of those whom we know. It is to be found everywhere, even—as I can touch your shoulder now, Mr.
Heywood—next door.

The sixth gift was the countryside. We saw it in all sorts of ways: through our own breath on cross-country
runs; walking an archaeological trail with our own most scholarly Composition Master; H.C. Oakley, the
personification of sheer goodness who gave all his life from boyhood to our School and to our Lord; being marched
by our respected ex-Royal Marine RSM Stokes into the hills—ah-one, ah-two, ah-three, ah-fower—past his three
kinds of tree in the training manual, fir tree, bushy-topped tree and poplar tree, for a Lysander to show us what
dive-bombing would mean, only for us to disperse rather more swiftly into longer grass when it was seen to be a
Heinkel up there, not a Lysander; bivouacking on starry nights as Local Defence Volunteers in case enemy
parachutists made for Marlborough—the long hours relieved beyond the telling by the lovely, greatly admired and
superbly supportive wives of our Masters bringing great boxes of jam sandwiches, cheese, apples and hot cocoa to
our military emplacements in such secret places as Treacle Bolly.

The contacts which grew between the College and the School were not created by organization. They grew
from social graces among Marlburians; from music shared; from university prospects compared; from tea poured;
from sport pitched in the College so as not to be unfair to us; from shared respect for C.J. Ellingham's sermons,
articulated with reason, expressed in limpid language and delivered with compelling urgency as if—it seemed to
me—St Paul himself had returned to preach.

Mr. Heywood, we are as grateful for your presence as we are delighted by it. We hope that your successors
in your great office will forgive us for thinking of you as The Master, and for recalling with the same personal
honour the name of your predecessor, Mr. George Turner. We hope that there have been many moments when
each of you has realised the nature of the gifts we received from your hands because, with such goodwill and
understanding borne of friendship in their common calling, Mr Turner received Mr Dale's momentous proposition
in 1939 in the interests of our safety and of the continuance of our ancient foundation—one among so many that
have sprung from the little space of the City of London in the centuries of its history, for the promotion of
learning, the acquisition of skill and the service of society.

It was not easy for us to leave the City. When we were marshalled for the train, Jack Wheeler, whom we all
hold in the most affectionate regard as every boy's true friend and the most inventive of teachers if anyone were
baffled in learning, has written:

"The rear of the column was seized by zealous officials who entreated and threatened it into a
waiting Taunton express. Protests that we were not bound for Taunton but for Marlborough were
of no avail; it appeared that knowledge of our destination itself constituted an offence."

Jack, to whom engine footplates were Paradise, eventually persuaded the engine driver to happen to stop at
Savernake.

Mr. Heywood, you honoured Mr Turner's commitment through all the practicalities of those years of war.
Given its own mission, the College has all the reasons which I have mentioned, and many more, to be proud of
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C.L.S. Memorial Window
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what was done, and of yourself and your colleagues for doing it.
We for our part have our own pride in having experienced it and profound gratitude for having benefitted

from it.
Please will all my colleagues from the City of London School, and our ladies, rise and drink the toast which

I now propose:
"Marlborough College."

(Unpublished)

The C.L.S. Memorial Window at Marlborough College

Marlborough College welcomed the proposal of a gift from the 'Marlburian' Old Citizens to mark the School's
wartime evacuation and suggested that this should take the form of an engraved window depicting the C.L.S. Coat
of Arms. The College honoured the School by offering a prominent position within the Bradleian Arches at the
centre of the Court and, incidentally, adjacent to the site of our Porter's Lodge.

The window design was drawn by John Ferguson A.R.C.A., F.R.S.A., one of the country's leading heraldic
artists, who skilfully adjusted the proportions of the City Arms to suit the window, and adapted the design for
engraving techniques.

In graciously accepting the gift the Master extended an invitation for O.Cs. to call into the College to view
the window. For security reasons visitors should report to the Porter's Lodge at the main gate.

All who attended the Marlborough reunion, together with a number who could not be present, contributed
to the gift. If there are others who wish to be associated with this presentation they are invited to send a donation
to Peter Jones at 22 Morden Road Mews, London SE3 OAE, (cheques should be payable to J.C.C.). Any surplus
arising from the reunion will be given to the War Memorial Fund from which grants are made by the Club for the
benefit of the School. September 1994
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In Conclusion . ..

Excerpt from City Ways
by Kingsley Amis

This article first appeared in *The Spectator' on 28th February 1958. After describing his experiences at St. Hilda's
School and Norbury College the author continues . . .

In 1934 I appeared at the City of London School, a large, rather oppressively dignified building on the
Victoria Embankment. It had lots of identical passages and a vast agoraphobic playground filled with self-
possessed boys in black coats and striped trousers. At this time I was an undersized, law-abiding, timid person.
Fear made me vomit on the first few mornings but I quickly found that this was excessive. Nobody ever used me
unkindly, except perhaps King (Science III) who at tuck-shop time every morning would greet me with "Hullo,
Curly" and ruffle my hair, which I currently wore in two brilliantined flaps. His bearing, the tone of his voice and
the redness of his own hair made me afraid to punch him. I was soon reconciled, however, and began to be
fascinated by the social possibilities of this immense new environment. My fellows, I saw dimly, were drawn from
a wide variety of social strata: accents varied from those that discomforted me to those that made me feel superior.
But example at once taught me to put such attitudes aside. To be accepted you had only to be amiable; to be liked
you needed pre-eminently to be able to raise a laugh occasionally—but here the most vapid clowning served as well
as wit.

Efficient mimics of the staff were especially highly regarded. I developed an imitation of the headmaster:
"Get it right, not wrong. Black, not white. Cat, not dog." This measure had the double advantage of securing
esteem and providing a counterpoise to the terrified veneration I felt for my original. As at every school one ever
hears about, the masters were imitable eccentrics almost to a man. This can only partly be put down to the
stylising effects teaching has on demeanour. What is also at work in this situation is the nature of the observer.
To the prepubertal eye all grown-up behaviour is so fantastic as to defeat discrimination; the youth in his last year
or two at school is already taking out naturalisation papers for the adult world. It is the boy in his early teens who
sees that world with the delighted, faintly hostile astonishment of the tourist, who is entertained to the limits of
endurance by its quaint tribal customs, its grotesque ritual dances, its capering, scowling, gesticulating witch-doctors.
And if he later becomes a novelist he must strive to recapture, not indeed the undifferentiating vision of childhood,
but the adolescent's coldly wondering stare.

However that may be, I shall never forget Mr. Marsh sucking the earpiece of his glasses, or Mr. Penn accusing
us all of having eaten his biscuits, or Mr. Carruthers's imperturbability when Rumsey and I dropped the suitcase
of broken glass—a long treasured riot mechanism—at the back of the room. I remember these things not as facts,
but as little mental films with a complete set of sound effects. The most noteworthy figure of all, I realize now,
was Mr. Copping who played (one at a time) the flute and the double-bass, who spoke with an Attic Greek accent
of the fifth century, who once captivated us all by replying with incomparable, table-turning deftness to a
disingenuous question from Rigden about castration: "I don't know whether any of you have ever been to a horse
fair," the answer led off—I can hear those Periclean tones now. As I do so I marvel at the way the 1938 version
of Mr. Copping still seems older than the 1958 version of me, a trick of time which will no doubt remain as
effective in 1978.

My education, pursued with some obduracy by the masters, was filled out and humanised by the other boys.
From Moses I learnt about Fats Waller and Charles Morgan; from Bateman, air-pistols and the dating of girls;
from Lightfoot, Borodin and Rimsky-Korsakov; from Williams-Ashman, upper middle-class life, comprising the
possession of actual pictures (not reproductions) by living artists, the voluntary reading of The Oxford Book of
French Verse, and the notion of foreign travel. But at this distance it is people like Wybrow that I recall with most
reverence. Wybrow, that great rampager and heresiarch, loping through the cloisters with one hand ready to dart
out in assault, the other clutched inward for defence, his whole being permanently gathered for the delivery of a
jeering guffaw, his ravaged face and elbowing, shoving demeanour an advertisement for instinctive revolt. He
treated me tolerantly enough and got into the habit of yelling "Hiya, Sergeant Delius" when I appeared, in allusion
to my O.T.C. rank and my imitation of the composer three months before the end'—a popular request at that time.
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Whenever I remember Wybrow I am saddened at the thought of all that pulsating violence going to waste in
commerce or trade, instead of enlivening the culture pages of a Sunday newspaper.

I moved into the Sixth form, which meant that I could use the front entrance, go out to lunch at the Lyons'
near Blackfriars Bridge, and be harangued slightly by Mr. Copping in his incarnation as my junior housemaster
for hardly ever turning up at the sports ground. I pointed out that this amenity was situated on the far side of
London from my home and that the attendance there of any minimal frequency would interfere with my studies.
(Inwardly I congratulated myself on the fact that athletic, equally with intellectual, deficiency had no effect on one's
schoolfellows' attitude.) In fact I liked having my studies interfered with, but by disruptives of my own choosing:
trying to paint in water-colour, reading up on Dadaism, finding out about architecture—three branches of
endeavour I pursued not far, but far enough to last me for the rest of my life. I also wrote some poetry: a long
thing called Prelude was foisted on the magazine editor. It was a kind of suburbanite's Waste Land tizzied up with
bits of Wilde. In the same issue or thereabouts there was a story about the war in Spain by the secretary of the
School branch of the League of Nations Union. I joined this organization. Meetings were held in concert with
the City of London School for Girls.

It was a great surprise when, in the summer of 1939, one or two people suggested to me that there might be
going to be a war with Germany. I had not had time to think this over when we were abruptly evacuated to
Marlborough. The haversack rations to the train were delicious, far better than those we had got used to on
O.T.C. field days. Out of the window everything began to look very countrified and was still looking it as we drew
into Marlborough, which turned out to be in Wiltshire. Accommodation was hastily organised: billets in the town
for the majority, barns with army-type beds in them for a select band that included me. During the next few days
I ate about twenty tins of sweetened condensed milk, the discarded residue of my companions' train rations. My
appetite sharpened by the country air, I also ate a good deal in the dining-hall of Marlborough College, an
institution few of us had previously had cause to know about. After one such meal, at which sixth-formers had
acted as waiters (in anticipation of Christmas Day in the army), I was standing talking to my friend Richenberg
near the front gate of the College. A fifth-former called Horwood, whom we both knew slightly, came over to us.

"You've heard, have you?" Horwood asked. "He's taken Danzig and bombed Warsaw."
"Are you sure?"
"Just came over the wireless. I got it off one of the cooks."
After a moment, Richenberg said: "Well, anyway, I should say we've got a fair chance of beating him."
"A fair chance?" I echoed. "We'll wipe him up."
They both looked at me. "They reckon his air force is pretty hot," Horwood said. "And his tanks."
"Well, we've got an air force and tanks, haven't we?"
"Not like he's got, according to what I read."
"The Polish army isn't mechanised," Richenberg said.
"But we've been sending them stuff for months now."
"We haven't got enough stuff for ourselves."
"Oh, nonsense," I said.
One of them said "We'll see" or something of the kind and the conversation shifted, probably to what school

life would henceforward be like. This question, with its attachments of homesickness and selfish anxiety, interested
me more than British military supplies for Poland, though I was to recall Richenberg's line on this when, years
later, I happened to see a list of the 'stuff Chamberlain's government had actually sent: the largest item was four
gun-turrets and mountings for a Polish light cruiser. At the time the colloquy I have tried to re-create did not have
on me the effect it should have had. I did not reflect that Horwood, a boy with no pretensions to being "well-
informed', might be considered to have shown me up as naive and complacent. Nor did I then take occasion to
execrate those of my parents' friends who knew people at the office who had got chatting in the train to chaps who
had been told confidentially by someone in the know that Germany's economy would not stand a six months' war,
or who had been drinking in the golf club with a fellow whose brother-in-law had driven his car into—guess
what?—a cardboard tank on the road near Vienna. But after all, the Poles, not to mention the French, were at
the moment still in the field.

With commendable speed the City of London School tackled the dual task of turning itself into a boarding
school and using the same classrooms, sports facilities, chapel, sanatorium and goodness knows what else as
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another boarding school. None of the masters showed signs of the appalling extra burden of work, replete with
boredom and irritation, they must have had to shoulder. The boys at any rate were happy as the result of novel
surroundings, kind and indulgent treatment from their billet landladies and a whole new world of illegality to
explore. They received little comfort or friendliness from the Marlborough College boys who remained, apart from
some contact between squash champions and the like, entirely aloof. The unlooked-for descent of 600 or 700
London day-boys, many of them noisy and tatterdemalion, was no gift from the gods, but after a time some host-
like gestures, in the form of joint debates or even invitations to tea, might reasonably have been expected. None
were made to my knowledge in the five terms I was at school in Marlborough. During that period I spent two
minutes in conversation with Marlborough boys; they were acquaintances of Richenberg's, now Captain of the
School. When I look back at that whole situation, it appears to me very surprising and I would give much to be
able to see, in retrospect, the figure of Wybrow ranging contumeliously across the front court of the college, kicking
a Marlborough prefect's rolled umbrella out of his hand or jostling an important parent at the gate. But he had
left us at the end of that summer.

These reflections, like so many others, did not occur to me at the time. I was busy finding out that organised
games, even if approached late in life, were enjoyable and could be fitted plausibly enough into a mode of
existence that also included Mozart and Louis Armstrong. I joined the chapel choir, and singing in four-part
harmony revealed itself as the apex, still unrivalled in my experience, of non-sensual pleasures. The rural
attractions were tremendous, imparting a kind of zest to adolescent melancholy, and to this day my every attempt
to visualize a generic country scene calls up some image of Marlborough. The barn where I ate all the condensed
milk was soon evacuated and half a dozen of us established ourselves in a cottage on the Bath Road. Here there
were conversations with Richenberg and Rose that afforded an optimistic preview of the university. It was in this
direction that our lives were now bending themselves and there, in due course, we eventually departed, my two
companions going into residence in October 1940. I was delayed, I used to plead, by having switched from Classics
to English, and also by being forced to take Higher Certificate three years running. I passed all three times,
naturally, but by a steadily decreasing margin. By 1945 or so I should probably have been failing altogether.

Life at a large day school in a large city embodies a freedom which I should guess to be unique, a freedom
based on heterogeneity. Where there is no orthodoxy there can be no conformity and no intolerance. This was
certainly true of the City of London School. I have never in my life known a community where factions of any
kind were less in evidence, where differences of class, upbringing, income group and religion counted for so little.
In particular, although perhaps 15 per cent of the boys were Jewish, not a single instance of even the mildest anti-
Semitism came to my attention in the seven years I was a pupil there. The academic teaching was of a standard
not easily to be surpassed, but more important still was that lesson about how to regard one's fellows, a lesson not
delivered but enacted. Thanks indeed for that. May 1958
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Hanssen, M. 138
Harman, D.G. 2, 10
Heard, T.J. 148, 149, 176
Honey, J. 169
Holladay, A.J. 2, 118, 187
Horden, L.C. 155
Howard, C.L. 2, 118, 187, 191, 193, 194
James, R.W. 151
Jarvie, ? 118
Johnston, J.G.F. 10, 256
King, P.J. 2, 275
Landers, B.W. 145
Lawrence, F.G. 137
Lewer, D. 230
Lynch, D.M. 136, 261
Millns, D.H. 10
Peppiat, ? 186
Pfeffer, ? 166
Pike, M.S. 121
Reynolds, J.A. 2
Rigden 275
Sales, G.A. 8
Shillito, M.L. 121
Smith, G.J. 122
Stapleton, N. 134
Taunt, Dr. D.R. 105, 147, 149
Thomas, G.A. 2
Thomas, R.E. 2
Wainwright, D.W. 10
Ward, Dr. Ben 143, 145
Waterman, G.R. 175
Welch, D.A. 10
Young, W.B. 185

C.L.S. Staff in Marlborough:
Adlam, G.H.J. 91, 102, 110, 122, 123, 127,

158, 174, 187
Allpress, Mrs. 172
'Apricus' (F.R. Dale) 81
'Barbarosa', Dr. Hargreaves 133
'Biff (C.N. Vokins) 143, 144, 170-177, 221,

224, 231, 246, 248, 255, 266
Blandford, L.W. 136, 190, 249
Bond, C.E. 1, 21, 42, 92, 96, 105, 110-116,

118, 119, 154, 158, 162, 170, 189, 193, 246
'Bookworm' (R.E. Green) 131, 133

Broad, H.F. 23, 25, 58, 61, 73, 76, 88, 90,
102, 117, 123, 132, 178, 216, 239

Brown, G.S. 22, 25, 33, 37, 39, 45, 58, 68,
73, 88, 90, 94, 102, 117, 118, 123, 216, 224

Burgess, Miss M.A. 70
Carruthers, G. Irwin 16, 25, 35, 57, 58, 72,

73, 102, 115, 117, 118, 119, 125, 158, 160,
161, 183, 216, 224, 239, 246, 255, 275

Cattennole, J.W. 32, 70, 92, 96, 125, 162,
177

Copping, P.J. 23, 33, 58, 72, 88, 102,
118-122, 173, 216, 247, 263, 275, 276

Cornish, N.F. 115, 172, 186
Dale, F.R. 2, 14, 20, 54, 68, 81, 85, 94, 102,

103-109, 112, 114, 120-123, 127, 129, 133,
134, 136, 141, 146, 150, 157, 163, 166, 168,
170, 172-175, 183-187, 189, 208, 213, 220,
224, 226, 227, 238-242, 253, 258, 259, 261,
266, 268, 269

DoddEA. 55,65
Dyball, R.H. 25, 42, 51, 58, 73, 88, 102,

122-125, 139, 164, 175, 216, 255
Ellingham, C.J. 36, 53, 55, 58, 70, 73, 88,

102, 125, 126, 127-129, 142, 145, 154, 156,
161, 186, 187, 189, 190, 191, 193, 206, 209,
210, 216, 222, 246, 255, 257, 266, 269

Green, R.E. 23, 25, 73, 102, 130, 131, 133,
149, 158, 224, 239, 250

'Gus' (A.A. Rogers) 21, 23, 25, 30, 59, 84,
159, 160

Haynes, C.E. 35, 46, 49, 58, 133, 134, 136,
168, 184, 186, 216, 241

Hargreaves, Dr. A. 1, 92, 96, 133, 219
Headmaster (E.G. Bass) 226, 227, 264, 266
Headmaster (F.R. Dale) 4, 23, 31, 36, 39,

44, 45, 49, 69, 85, 100, 103-107, 109, 112,
114, 123, 132, 133, 147, 167, 172, 173, 186,
208, 219, 220, 224, 238, 240-242, 245, 253,
261, 266, 275

Henderson, G.G. 23, 25, 39, 42, 45, 51, 58,
59, 72, 88,102, 125,135, 216, 239, 246, 255

Hughes, V.G. 27, 28, 29, 45, 96, 102
Kramer, Dr. L.MJ. 102, 138, 139, 167, 215
Lawrence, J.F. 1, 37, 39, 61, 102, 135, 257
Lawson, Maurice 139, 140
Lawton, T.C. 19, 58, 73, 102, 140, 216
Lovell, RSM 239
Le Mansois-Field, W.N. 25, 30, 39, 49, 58,

73, 107, 140, 141, 144, 163, 175, 216, 221,
239, 241, 255

Marsh, J.E.B. 39, 42, 45, 55, 77, 89, 96, 102,
105, 107, 127, 134, 136, 142-145, 163, 170,
175, 179, 248, 261, 264, 266, 272, 274, 275
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C.L.S. Staff in Marlborough (contd.)
Masters, C.L.S. 1, 3, 4, 6, 7, 9, 15, 17, 23-25,

30, 31, 33, 35, 36, 39, 40, 45, 47-50, 53, 57,
58, 61, 70-73, 85, 87, 89, 96, 100, 102, 103,
206, 207, 209, 212, 214, 215, 221, 224, 227,
232, 233, 237, 239-242, 245, 246, 248, 251,
253, 255, 256, 261, 263, 266, 269, 275, 277

Mead, W.A. 10, 50, 125
McLellan, F.R.H. 21, 25, 58, 73, 145
Mittell, H.H. 102, 132, 146
Neve, J.T. 1, 69, 75, 92, 102, 146
Nobbs, C.G. 23, 39, 102, 103, 107, 122, 125,

129, 130, 133, 147, 149-151, 174, 186, 209,
220, 255

Oakley, H.C. 48, 61, 102, 107, 111, 125, 127,
129, 134, 136, 151, 152, 153-156, 174,
186-188, 189, 190, 191, 193, 221, 222, 237,
241, 246, 249, 266, 269

Orton, A.E. 19, 42, 61, 102, 156, 173, 175,
177, 246, 259

Penn, C.D. 102, 146, 157, 171, 172, 180, 182,
206, 221, 255, 275

Pike, G. 25, 102, 123, 157, 158, 162
Quan, J.S. 96
Riddle, G. 25, 35, 58, 73, 102, 130, 158, 170,

216, 239, 256
Rogers, A.A. (Gus) 159
Ross, B.J. 19, 25, 33, 58, 73, 84, 102,

160-162, 216, 239r 255, 257
Rudkins, P.P. 25, 58, 73, 84, 89, 102, 123,

125, 131, 157, 162, 216
Sanders H.J. 96
SewellA. 55
Sharp, Mr. 11, 19, 88, 96, 219
Sidney (C.J. White) 23, 59, 63, 83, 137, 159,

160, 182
Starr, H.H. 2, 25, 38, 46, 47, 102, 144, 162,

163, 247
Stephenson, J.P. 16, 25, 35, 39, 58, 73,102,

123, 164, 165, 167, 174, 185, 207, 216, 237,
241, 250

Stokes, RSM 255,269
Storey, Dr. 61, 88, 96, 219, 229
Taylor, F.L. 36, 88, 102, 121, 129, 168, 207,

221, 225, 230, 231, 235, 239, 241
Thorn, L.F.K. 42,48,55
Trayes, F.H.J. 19, 29, 75, 92,102, 169, 221
Treble, H.A. 29, 53, 92, 96, 221
Treble, R.L. 19,29,53
Vokins, C.N. 22, 36, 45, 59, 61, 84,102, 109,

143, 170-173, 175, 177, 183, 221, 224, 231,
246, 248, 253, 255, 264, 266, 272

Wally 25,30,84
Weatherell, R.K 65,221
Weltman 1, 25, 29, 45, 92, 96

Wheeler, J.H. 1, 9, 17, 23-25, 30, 33, 36, 37,
39, 45, 46, 58, 61, 96,102, 159, 166, 170,
177, 179-181, 216, 269

White, C.J. (Sidney) 23, 59, 63, 83, 137, 159,
160, 182

White, O.C. 10, 14, 50, 54, 62, 76, 102, 182,
183, 246

Wilkinson, P.S. 35, 55, 72, 98, 99, 102, 153,
158, 183, 186, 187, 205, 213, 241, 251

Williams, H.S. 96
Wilmot, C.H. 7, 16, 23, 25, 32, 35, 45, 48,

49, 96, 119, 133, 178, 183, 209, 210, 215,
237, 239

Woodhouse, H.W. 19, 29, 53, 75, 80, 85, 96,
184, 207, 220, 245

Workman, P.S. 19, 65, 75, 85, 96, 184
Wynburne, E.J. 58, 71, 102, 185, 186, 214,

216, 247

Other C.L.S Staff:
Abbott, Dr. 113, 134, 136, 151, 153, 154, 193
Acton, Major 123, 127, 175, 187
Arnold, Dr. 31
Austin, A.J. 136, 137
Baker, G.F. 147
Barton, Dr. A.W. 105, 122, 127, 166, 169,

187
Bass, Bryan G. 226, 264, 266, 272
Bayley, F. 113, 172
Boyes, J. 122, 143
Broom, C.G.M. 110, 111, 154, 162
Charles, R.F. 153, 157
Charwin, I.E. 123, 124
Chilton, Dr. 42, 105, 118, 122, 125, 127, 146,

150, 154, 155, 162, 174, 175, 183, 186, 190,
193, 194

Clark, G. 108, 119, 172
Cuthbertson, Mr. 149
Deeks, WJ.R. 122, 123, 138, 139
Delevigne, Mr. 143
Durham, Henry 123, 167
Farnell, E.N. 118, 119, 171, 183
Gardiner, Mr. 146
Gilbey, Mr. 171
Heard, T.J. 148, 149, 176
Hill, F.W. 149-151, 192
Houghton, J.W. (William) 115, 136, 137,

138, 159
Hunt, J.W. 109, 114, 118, 161
Laffitte, Mr. 146
Lee-Uff,H.G. 161
Lewis, David 129
Manning, T. 132, 163
Marsh, Lewis 143, 145
Moore, Mr. 149
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Other C.L.S Staff (contd.)
Mortimer, Dr. 105
Pertwee, Mr. 153
Pollard, Mr. 113
Potter B. 96
Powell, W.T. 147
Roberts, M. 121
Rushbrooke, Mr. 113
Sach, L.G. 110, 113, 125, 143, 144, 157, 170,

171, 175, 176
Scarf, Isaac 123, 158, 167
Spilsbury, A.J. 151, 190, 192
Spragge, W.H. 119, 122, 171
Thomas, J.G. 123
Tollett, John 137
Vintner, Mr. 158
Weeks, Mr. 153
Whitmore, P. 255
Wilkinson, R. 121
Wray, Dr. J. 121, 169

C.L.S. Staff Wives:
Masters' wives 23, 269
Mrs. Dorothy Bond 114, 116
Mrs. Broad 58, 88, 216
Mrs. Brown 88
Mrs. Carruthers 73
Mrs. Copping 88
Mrs. Mary Dale 109
Mrs. Ellingham 127, 129, 193
Mrs. Green 88
Mrs. Henderson 88
Mrs. Houghton 137
Mrs. Manning 132
Mrs. Marsh 145
Mrs. Nobbs 149
Mrs. Rogers 23, 45, 159, 160
Mrs. Starr 38, 46, 47, 88
Mrs. Vokins 109, 171, 176, 248, 274
Mrs. Weltman 25, 88
Mrs. Wheeler 88, 178-181
Mrs. Mary White 23, 182

Marlborough College Staff:
Brentnall, H.C. 238
Goodchild, Mr. 131
Guillebaud, Mr. 206
Harling, Mr. 173, 174, 210
Hagger-Staggers (Mr. Hylton-Stewart) 219,

225
Hallows, Dr. 238
Hatton, Mr. 132
Hext, Lt. Com. (Marlborough College

Bursar) 208-210
Hylton-Stewart, Mr. 174, 219, 225

Irving, Bill 46
Masters 31, 166, 173, 174, 206, 210, 219,

225, 227, 229, 254
Masters of Marlborough College:

Mr. E.J.H. Gould 227, 264, 266, 269, 271,
272

Mr. P.M. Heywood 24, 44, 61, 176, 191,
208-210, 238, 253-255, 264, 266, 269, 272

Mr. G. Turner 173, 208, 210, 226, 227,
254, 269

Ransome, Mr. 205
Robson, Mr. 173, 174, 208, 210
Sainsbury, Mr. (College Porter) 268
Whitehorn, Alan 254

Others:
Baldwin, Stanley 114
Beck, Mr. 114
Berkeley, Humphrey 254
Betjeman, John 226
Birkenhead, Lord 114
Bradbury, Nicholas 144
Clayton, Mrs. 258
Crosskey, George 155
Cordingly, Mrs. Molly 109
Dales, Rev. Douglas 266
Davies, Walford 153
Edge, Ruth 231
Eliot, T.S. 108
Elton, Lord 215
Fell, J.A. 264,272
Ferguson, John 271
Gale, Mr. 131
Gershwin 235
Gordon Richards 258
Gunner, Rev. Laurence 266
Hedge, W.H. 46, 136
Hinde, Thomas 169
Hopkins, Sir F. Gowland 167
Inge, Dean 114
Jennings, Mrs. 45
Jones, Margaret (Mrs. Peter) 268
Jones, Rector 31, 209
Kentner, Louis 225
Knight, Mr. 39
Laurie, Sir John 215
Mann, Wilfred 145
Margetson, S. 229
Matthews, Dr. 215
Maurice, Dr. 21, 214
Maurice, Dr., Jr. 214
Morgan, J.B. 151
Perkin, Sir William H. 124, 167
Redgrave, Michael 215
Sage, Miss 155
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Others (contd.)
Reed, John 180
Smith, Mr. 23
Smith, Robert 266
Stoneham, Mr. 215
Tadman, J.C. 127
Thomas, Dylan 108
Tomkins, Oliver 144
Waley-Cohen, Mr. 215
West, David 266
Wheeler, Dr. E.R. 21, 177, 214
Wheeler, Dr., Jr. 214
Whitaker, Col, C. 208
Whittinghame, F. 208
Youldon. F. 208, 215

Philatelic Society 24, 52, 60, 63, 67, 73, 79, 86, 93,
97, 101, 238

Photographic Society 7, 49, 52, 60, 63
Photographs:

Bond, C.E. 110
Bond, Oakley and Dale 189
Broad, H.F. 117
Brown, G.S. 117
Carruthers, G. Irwin 117
The C.L.S. Memorial Window at Marlborough

College 270
Copping, P.J. 119
Cricket 1st XI, 1939 10
Cricket 1st XI, 1940 14
Cricket 1st XI, 1941 54
Cricket 1st XI, 1942 62
Cricket 1st XI, 1943 76
Dale, F.R. 103, 189
The Dining Hall 254
Dyball, R.H. 122
Ellingham, C.J. 126
Ellingham, Dale and Oakley 189
Green, R.E. 130
Haynes, C.E. 134
Henderson, G.G. 135
Hockey 1st XI, 1941 37
Hockey 1st XI, 1943 76
Hockey 1st XI, 1942 62
Hockey 1st XI, 1943-44 90
Houghton, W. 137
Hughes, V.G. 28
Kramer, L.M.J. 138
Lawrence, J.F. 135
Le Mansois-Field, W.N. 140
The Library 254
Marlborough during the war 223, 228
Marlborough Reunion, April 1994 272, 273
Marsh, J.E.B. 142,274
The Masters in the late 1930s 102
Nobbs, C.G. 147

Oakley, H.C. 152, 189
On the Playing Fields 5
Orton, A.E. 156
Penn, CD. 157
The Prefects, 1939 2
The Prefects, 1940 14
The Prefects, 1940-41 20
The Prefects, 1941-42 54
The Prefects, 1942-43 68
The Prefects, 1943-44 94
Rogers, A.A. (Gus) 159
Ross, BJ. 160
Rugby 1st XV, 1939-40 10
Rugby 1st XV, 1940-41 20
Rugby 1st XV, 1941 37
Rugby 1st XV, 1942 68
Rugby 1st XV, 1943 90
Rugby 1st XV, 1944 94
Starr, H.H. 163
Stephenson, J.P. 164
Swimming 1st VIII, 1939 2
Vokins, C.N. 170
Vokins, Mr. and Mrs. C.N. 274
Waiting for Lunch 5
Wheeler, J.H. 178
White, O.C. 183
Wynburne, E.J. 185

The Pied Piper 57, 216
Physical Training 4, 9, 31, 52, 60, 63, 66, 73, 78, 86,

92, 96, 101
Places:

Adderley Library 21, 65, 205, 264, 269
Archards 220
Avebury 4, 17, 38, 57, 82, 131, 209, 219, 245
Aylesbury Arms 205, 214
Barton Farm 249, 250
Barton's Bottom 15
Bath Road 71, 132, 182, 207, 213, 219, 237,

249, 257, 264, 277
Bell Meadows 213
Bernard's Tuck Shop 21
Bradleian Library 24, 82, 205, 209, 269
Broadleaze 82
C House 256
Castle and Ball 211, 214, 220, 257
Chapel, Marlborough College 4, 6, 11, 29, 36,

44, 56, 82, 87, 205, 206, 209, 210, 212, 220,
222, 238, 247, 253, 254, 256, 264, 266, 276

College swimming pool 7, 9, 58, 247
Common, Marlborough 207, 213, 255, 257
Court, Marlborough College 4, 9, 44, 58, 83,

150, 174, 213, 241, 255, 264, 271, 277
Crosby and Lawrence 214
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Places (contd.)
Dining hall 4, 6, 11, 208-210, 213, 233, 237,

245, 246, 251, 253, 255, 258, 261, 264, 266,
269, 276

Downs, The 4, 7, 17, 44, 53, 55, 82, 89, 166,
174, 207, 210, 229, 230, 232, 233, 235, 255

Duck's Bridge 109
Duck's Tuck Shop 209, 214, 257
Field House 38,225
Flux 214
Forest Hill 9, 30, 87
Granham Hill 242
Green, The 89, 222, 245
Guildhall Crypt 100, 246, 256
Gymnasium 1, 3, 4, 6, 9, 30, 31, 61, 82, 209,

210, 219, 221, 236, 238, 245, 246, 248
High Street, Marlborough 7, 35, 36, 82, 83,

177, 182, 205, 207, 210, 211, 213, 214, 222,
229, 233, 240, 244-251, 256, 258

Ivy House Hotel 248, 266
Kennel Meadows 210
Kennet, River 7, 9, 57, 81, 88, 108, 256, 266,

268
Kennett-Avon Canal 213
Knaptons 87, 182, 205, 210
Leaf Block 66
The Library 11, 21, 24, 59, 65, 82, 205, 209, 254
London Road 211
Manton 4, 31, 174, 230, 245, 255, 257, 266
Manton Corner 237, 238, 242
Manton House 236
Marlborough Grammar School 3, 31, 33, 61,

209, 244
Merlin Cafe 205, 210, 257
Mound, The 15
Mount House 205
Martinsell 17, 82, 89, 244, 245
Memorial Hall 15, 17, 23, 24, 27, 31, 47, 82, 85,

205, 207, 209, 211-213, 219, 220, 222, 224, 225,
231, 237, 240, 245, 247, 249, 256, 263, 264, 266

Memorial Reading Room (Memorial Library)
205, 207

Museum Block 31
Playing fields 4, 49, 51, 80, 89, 129, 205, 208,

213, 232, 245, 247
Polly Tea Rooms 204, 205, 210, 214, 219, 241,

256, 257
Postern Hill 245
New Court 1 11,24,59
North Block 174, 177, 206, 242, 246, 250, 251
Old Music School 4, 38, 82, 108, 132,133, 158,

209, 238
Pewsey 89, 219, 256
Pewsey Road 207, 255
Salisbury Road 244, 256

Sanatorium 9, 11, 16, 27, 30, 69, 210, 238, 245,
248, 276

Savernake 3, 6, 17, 58, 82, 92, 108, 131, 209,
213, 215, 219, 221, 226, 236, 242, 244, 247,
256, 269

Savernake Forest 7, 166, 205, 207, 210, 213,
220, 221, 237, 244, 245, 247, 256

Science Block 11, 166, 235, 250, 256
Swimming Bath 17, 38
Town Cinema 7, 30, 35, 39, 51, 58, 207, 213,

214, 235, 250
Treacle Bolly 15, 87, 222, 237, 269
Trees Shop 214
Unilever House 100, 227, 246, 266
Vincent Head 214
Wedgewood 82
White Horse 207,256
Woolworths 214

Plays and Play Readings:
Beauty and the Beaks 119, 158, 161
The Belle of the Billet 25
Blitz and Pieces 39
The Importance of Being Earnest 48
Julius Caesar 15, 261, 266
The Pied Piper 57, 216
She Stoops to Conquer 153
Twenty Years Hence 72

Prefects 7, 12, 17, 25, 34, 40, 51, 59, 63, 66, 73, 78,
85, 92, 96, 101, 221, 249-251, 258

Prize Distribution 44
'Progress' by J. Bench 43

R

Railway Society 178, 179
'Random Recollections' by John Evans 255
'Random Recollections' by Norman D. Simons 256
'Random Recollections' by Bryan C. Thomas 257
'Random Recollections 1931-1968' by J.P.

Stephenson 165
'Recollection In Prospect' by 'Apricus' (F.R. Dale)

81, 266
"Recollections' by the Rev. Geoffrey R. Breed 236
'Recollections' by Barry Creese 246
'Recollections' by John Evans 244
'Recollections' by Gervaise Du Bois Grout 248
'Recollections of the War Years at Marlborough'

by J.W. Gledhill 247
'Remember What Thou Hast Wrought In Us, And

Not What We Deserve' (Anon.) 44
'Report of the Club Dinner, 1979' by Malcolm

Ashby 261
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Request to hold examinations in 1944 in
Marlborough 227

'Retrospect' by C.J. Ellingham 125
Return to London 19, 53, 70, 75, 77, 85, 88, 92, 95,

96, 98, 99, 104-106, 132, 137, 138, 140, 147, 153,
158, 159, 163, 166, 169, 175, 177, 185, 207, 212,
214, 215, 224, 226, 227, 231, 236, 245, 246, 250,
253, 257-259, 263

'Return to Marlborough' by D.A. Quadling 205
Rhythm Club 85, 86, 97, 101
Rifle Club 156
Rowing Club 98, 130, 158
Rugby Club 144, 159, 162
Rugby Football 4, 7-9, 19, 21, 22, 25, 47, 52, 53,

65, 66, 69, 82, 85-87, 101, 118, 125, 127, 129, 134,
136, 142-144, 153, 158-162, 173, 185-187, 192,
194, 224, 232, 249-251, 254, 257

'Sanatoria Ahoy!' by J.H. Wheeler 30
Sea Cadets 69, 85
'Scenes from the Middle East' by J.E.B. Marsh 77,

89
School Chess Club 133
School Choir 121, 130, 160, 161, 169, 230, 231, 241
School Cinema 9, 17, 23, 24, 31, 38, 39, 47, 168,

207, 235, 240, 250
School Committees 8, 12, 13, 18, 25, 26, 34, 41, 52,

60, 63, 64, 66, 67, 73, 74, 78, 79, 86, 92, 93, 96,
97, 101
Agricultural Society 63, 67, 73, 78, 86, 92
Art Society 66, 73, 78, 86, 92, 97
Assistant Librarians 8, 13, 18, 26, 34, 41, 52,

60, 64, 67, 74, 79, 86, 93, 97, 101
A.T.C. 41, 52, 60, 64, 67, 74, 79, 86, 93, 97, 101
Athletics 18, 41, 52, 60, 63, 78, 92, 96
Bee-Keeping Society 63
Boxing 8, 12, 25, 34, 41, 52, 60, 63, 66, 73, 78,

86, 92, 96, 101
C.E.W.C. 97, 101
Chess 8, 12, 18, 25, 34, 41, 52, 60, 63, 66, 73,

78, 86, 92, 96, 101
Christian Union 8, 13, 18, 25, 34, 41, 52, 60,

63, 67, 74, 79, 86, 93, 97, 101
Cricket 18, 41, 63, 78, 96
Cross-Country 41, 52, 60, 63, 78
Dramatic Society 8, 12, 18, 25, 34, 41, 52, 60,

63, 66, 73, 78, 86, 92, 96, 101
Entertainments 60, 63, 67, 73, 78, 86, 92, 97,

101
Fencing 8, 12, 18, 25, 34, 41, 52, 60, 63, 66, 73,

78, 86, 92, 96, 101
Fives 8, 12, 25, 34, 41, 52, 60, 63, 66, 73, 78,

86, 92, 96, 101

Historical Society 97, 101
Hobbies 86,93
Hockey 12, 34, 60, 73, 92
Household 67, 74, 79, 86, 93, 97, 101
J.T.C. 41, 52, 60, 64, 67, 74, 79, 86, 93, 97, 101
L.A.U. 8, 13, 18, 26, 34, 41, 52, 60, 64, 67, 74,

79, 86, 93, 101
Magazine 8, 13, 18, 25, 34, 41, 52, 60, 63, 67,

74, 79, 86, 93, 97, 101
Magazine Club 26
Mission 8, 13, 18, 25, 34, 41, 52, 60, 63, 67, 74,

79, 86, 93, 97, 101
Musical Society 8, 13, 18, 25, 34, 41, 52, 60, 63,

66, 73, 78, 86, 92, 96, 101
O.T.C. 8, 13, 18, 26, 34
Philatelic Society 52, 60, 63, 67, 73, 79, 86, 93,

97, 101
Photographic Society 52, 60, 63
Physical Training 52, 60, 63, 66, 73, 78, 86, 92,

96, 101
Rhythm Club 86, 97, 101
Rugby Football 8, 25, 52, 66, 86, 101
School Parliament 79, 86, 93, 97, 101
School Society 8, 12, 18, 25, 34, 41, 52, 60, 63,

66, 73, 78, 86, 92, 96, 101
Shooting 8, 12, 18, 25, 34, 41, 52, 60, 63, 66,

73, 78, 86, 92, 96, 101
Soccer 12, 34, 60, 66, 73, 92
Squash 12, 18, 25, 34, 52, 60, 63, 66, 73, 78, 86,

92, 96, 101
Swimming 8, 12, 18, 41, 63, 78, 96, 101
Tennis 41

School Concert, March 1941 39, 218
A School Course in Biology by Dr. L.M.J. Kramer

139
School fees 96
School History 192
School Magazine 1, 9, 15, 19, 27, 35, 42, 53, 61, 65,

69, 75, 80, 87, 95, 98, 132, 143, 162, 184, 192, 193,
235, 240, 250

School Notes 1, 9, 19, 29, 35, 42, 55, 61, 65, 69, 75,
92,96

School numbers 132, 250
School Officials 7, 12, 17, 25, 34, 40, 51, 59, 63, 66,

73, 78, 85, 92, 96, 101
School Parliament 31, 32, 75, 79, 86, 93, 97, 101,

160, 161, 240
'School Records' by F.R. Dale 85
School Science Review by G.H.J. Adlam 91
School Society 7, 8, 11, 12, 18, 24, 25, 31, 34, 41,

48, 52, 60, 63, 66, 73, 78, 86, 92, 96, 101
'School Society — Impromptu Debate' 11
School Timetable 6, 7, 29, 153, 203, 206, 209, 232,

245, 248, 250, 266
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Scout Camp 178, 259
Sea Cadets 69, 85
Second-hand Bookshop 4, 47, 130, 131, 132
'The Second Term' by J.H. Wheeler 9
Senior Club 24, 31, 47, 58, 163
She Stoops to Conquer 153
Shooting 4, 8, 12, 18, 25, 34, 41, 50, 52, 60, 63, 66,

73, 78, 86, 92, 96, 101, 110-112, 116, 118, 139,
156, 205, 229, 250

'Sic Itur Ad Astra' 65
Signal Training Manual 138
'Sixty-Four—Thirty-Four in Retrospect' by R.H.

Dyball 123
Smoking 250
Soccer 9, 12, 31, 33, 34, 60, 66, 73, 92, 250
Spotters' Club 70, 71, 256
'Spotting' by C.J. Ellingham 70
Squash 4, 7, 9, 12, 17-19, 25, 30, 34, 40, 52, 60, 63,

66, 73, 78, 86, 92, 96, 101, 187, 191, 225, 250, 257,
258, 277

Stephenson's Ray Box 168
'Summer Term Events' by J.H. Wheeler 17, 36
Swimming 4, 8, 12, 18, 23, 41, 46, 63, 78, 96, 101,

103, 143, 144, 153, 162-164, 212, 250
Swimming Club 143

Temple choir 120, 153, 169, 221, 230, 231, 241
Tennis 7, 17, 41, 61, 87, 130, 144, 250
Tennis Club 130

INDEX

Term Review' by J.H. Wheeler 58
Terpsichorean Interlude 61
Toast to Marlborough College by Sir Peter Baldwin

266, 268
Toasts at Marlborough Reunion, April 1994 267
Tobogganing 9, 30, 58, 87
Tolerance 106, 108, 113, 175, 209, 234, 261, 277
Trees Shop 214
Trenches in the Playing Fields 4, 17, 24, 47, 205,

213, 251Turnu Severin 100
Twenty Years Hence' 72
Twenty-five Years' by Malcolm Ashby 212

VI flying bombs 100, 104, 160, 207, 215, 227, 232,
236, 246, 256, 257, 259, 263

V2 rockets 166, 232, 236, 246, 257, 259, 263
VEday 257
Visit to Marlborough on the 50th anniversary of

evacuation 227
VJday 257

W

Waiting for Lunch 5
'The Walk' by the Rev. Geoffrey R. Breed 242
"Waste in Wartime'
'Wiltshire Churches' by C.J. Ellingham 55
'Wise Voice of the Villages' by Nicholas Bradbury

144

293




	The City of London School at Marlborough
	Contents
	Part One - The School Magazine 1939-1944
	December, 1939
	March, 1940
	July, 1940
	December, 1940
	Easter, 1941
	July, 1941
	December, 1941
	April, 1942
	July, 1942
	December, 1942
	April, 1943
	July, 1943
	December, 1943
	April, 1944
	July, 1944
	December, 1944

	Part Two - The Staff
	F.R. Dale
	Mrs. Mary Dale
	G.H.J. Adlam
	C.E. Bond
	G. Irwin Carruthers
	P.J. Copping
	R.H. Dyball
	C.J. Ellingham
	R.E. Green
	A. Hargreaves
	C.E. Haynes
	W.H. Hedge
	W. Houghton
	L.M.J. Kramer
	M. Lawson
	T.C. Lawton
	W.N. Le Mansois-Field
	J.E.B. Marsh
	F.R.H. McLennan
	H.H. Mittell
	J.T. Neve
	C.G. Nobbs
	H.C. Oakley
	A.E. Orton
	CD. Penn
	G. Pike
	G. Riddle
	A.A. Rogers (Gus)
	B.J. Ross
	P.P. Rudkins
	H.H. Starr
	J.P. Stephenson
	F.L. Taylor
	F.H.J. Trayes
	C.N. Vokins
	E.R. Wheeler
	J.H. Wheeler
	C.J. White (Sidney)
	Mrs. Mary White
	O.C. White
	P.S. Wilkinson
	C.H. Wilmot
	H.W. Woodhouse
	P.S. Workman
	E.J. Wynburne
	H.C.O. and C.J.E

	Part Three - Marlborough and After
	Marlborough
	(1) Published Articles
	Return to Marlborough by D.A. Quadling
	Pages From an Autobiography by Neville March Runnings
	The Move to Marlborough by F.R. Dale
	Marlborough Revisited by J.S. Gray
	Twenty-five Years by Malcolm Ashby
	Marlborough (or an apology to post-war O.C.s) by Malcolm F. Ashby 
	Friday, 1st September, 1939 by Dr. L.M.J. Kramer
	Excerpts From 1939 Marlborough Diary kept by J.P. Blake
	Marlborough, a reminiscence by Philip A. Turl
	The Battle of Treacle Bolly by John Spencer
	Limericks by G.D. Grout
	Hockey by B.C. Thomas
	Memories of Marlborough by J.G. lies
	God's Wonderful Railway by Adrian Vale
	Marlborough Memories by A.M. Simons
	Letter from A.B. Dann
	CLS at War (1) by C. Neville Jones
	CLS at War (2) by M.W. Collard
	Choirs in Wartime
	(2) Unpublished Articles
	The Marlborough Experience by V.C. Abrahams
	Recollections by G.R. Breed
	The Walk by G.R. Breed
	Recollections by John Evans
	Recollections by Barry Creese
	Recollections of the War Years in Marlborough by J.W. Gledhill
	Recollections by Gervaise Du Bois Grout
	Billets and Orderlies by Frank W. Helyar
	Letter from Francis M. Heywood, Master of Marlborough College
	Letter to The Times from Mr. C.N. Vokins
	Obituary of Francis Heywood in The Daily Telegraph
	The Home Guard by Peter Jones
	CLS: The War Years by Patrick Whitmore
	Random Recollections
	John Evans
	Norman D. Simons
	Bryan C. Thomas

	After Marlborough
	The C.L.S. "Under Fire" 1944 by Peter N. Farrar
	Extract From the Evening News
	Excerpt from the Report of the Club Dinner, 1979 by Malcolm Ashby
	Back To London From Marlborough by P.A. Turl
	London's First VI Flying Bombs, June 1944 by Patrick Wayman
	Marlborough Reunion 1994 by P.V. Baker
	Toast to Marlborough College by Sir Peter Baldwin
	The C.L.S. Memorial Window at Marlborough College

	In Conclusion
	Excerpt from City Ways by Kingsley Amis

	Index





