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INTRODUCTION

To the 2025 Edition

Charles Hollis was a student at the St. Ives School, 1894–1898.

At the outbreak of World War I he left the United States and enlisted in the British Army, Welsh Guards, and served, throughout 1914–1916.

Seriously wounded at the Battle of Loos, he was invalided to London, where he spent most of the ensuing two years in treatment at Guys Hospital. He there met Artemis Ross-Merry, a nurse.1

They married in 1918, on his discharge.

Hollis spent the next two years at Oxford, studying English Literature under John Fraser-Ward.

In 1921 he and Mrs. Hollis returned to the States.

The following year he was engaged by Edward Fossett, then Head, to teach at St. Ives.

He served, as probationary instructor, teacher, House Master, and was, in 1939, appointed Headmaster, in which position he served until his retirement in 1965.

After his retirement he remained active in School life. He and his wife lived at The Willows, the cottage they bought on his return to St. Ives. It was purchased by the school in 1971 and, since then it has served as the school’s “Guest Quarters.”

Hollis served for many years on the Board of Governors, and as Editor Emeritus of The Sentinel.

He was a frequent contributor to The New England Journal of Private Education, the British Education, and the French, L’Academie.

The couple had one child, Patricia (Pet).

An army nurse, she served with distinction in the South Pacific. After her death, Hollis became active in Veterans Affairs—an activity he maintained throughout his life.

His wife Artemis died in 1958. After her death he began these memoirs (the only book he would publish). He died in 1968, and is buried next to his wife, on the Hill.

Hollis was (few knew) the recipient of both the British Distinguished Service Order and the French Croix de Guerre. He refused all other honors.

As headmaster Hollis was often erroneously addressed as “Doctor.” He, in fact, possessed no academic degrees, having left Oxford prior to sitting his Examinations.

On his return to the States, he applied to Fossett for a position teaching.

The Board had recently passed a ruling (rescinded in 1950, and reinstated three years later) that only those possessing a minimum of a bachelor’s degree could be hired to teach at the School.

Fossett was profusely apologetic to Hollis, whom he had known as a student, and of whose love of English Literature he was well aware.

“I am devastated that I cannot, at this time, offer you the position,” Fossett said.

They began to take their farewells, in the Hall. While putting on their coats, Fossett gestured to the school’s two-horse shay, which brought Hollis from, and would now transport him back to, the Station.

“How was the ride?” he said.

“Slow, very slow,” Hollis said. “The horses, God bless them, are so old.”

“Yes,” Fossett said, “one tires, and the other tires in sympathy. We call them Remedy and Grief.”

“Of course,” Hollis said, “when Remedy’s exhausted, so is Grief.”2

Fossett shook his head and removed Hollis’s coat, and extemporized for him the position of Probationary Instructor in Grammar. He wrote the Board informing them of the appointment and said if they didn’t like it they could have his resignation.

Hollis served as Fossett’s Secretary; as teacher of English and History, then House Master; and, eventually, Head, a position for which we suspect Fossett had singled him out from the first.

During his Headmastership he was offered numerous Academic Honors and Degrees, all of which he, graciously, declined.3

Forty Years at St. Ives, written on his retirement, was intended as a Memento, for distribution within the School Community.

Many allusions, and much wit, intended for that readership and treasured by them, must be beyond those “not of the School.”

This new edition contains notes for the benefit of a wider audience, and material included in the manuscript, but excised from the originally published version.

— George Choate, 2025




1 She was the daughter of Patricia and Harold Ross-Merry. He achieved fame as a contributor to (later, editor of), the English Hunting Journal, The Field, as the creator of the comic “Master of the Fox Hounds” Colonel Rosemary. Drawings, by SPY, in both The Field and Punch can be seen, to this day, in the Green Room of the Field House.

2 Note: Othello, Act One, Scene Three.

3 “I cannot reflect credit upon those institutions, never having studied there. They would hardly have honored me if I had, who was always a wretched student.” HOLLIS, Personal Correspondence, 1922.





HOLLIS’S DEDICATION:

To the memory of Temmy and of Pet



St. Mihiel, 1914

(“The St. Ives Hymn”)

They must be pitied who have not seen

Chapel and Hall and the path between

The steeples sharp in the Autumn air

The hurrying friends on the Library stair.

They in their poverty have not been heard

The boisterous song at the tavern Board

The Tower Clock tell its ancient word

To the men on the Darkening Green.

The years can ne’er restore our Brief College Days

Comfort or soothe our sorrow oe’er the Parting Ways

But pledge we solemnly and witness the same

Honor and pride and joy beside, in our school name.

Now visions of study and sounds of play

Grow soft in the vanishing light of day

The faces of youth rise to my mind

I think of the friends I have left behind

How many in nature, how many in war

Have passed to the care of a farther shore

And I hear the sound of the Boatman’s oar

And my spirit is moved to pray.

The years can ne’er restore our Brief College Days

Comfort or soothe our sorrow oe’er the Parting Ways

But pledge we solemnly and witness the same

Honor and pride and joy beside, in our school name.

—Anonymous



These Memoirs, friends have suggested, might as easily been titled “Fifty Years …”

I exempt my four Student years and the interregnum, of course, of the war years, my convalescence in England, and attendance at Oxford.

C. H.





OCCUPATION MARKS

I imagine my retirement as the life of an exile.

The Court-in-Exile has, over time, dwindled—its titles and ranks now understood as moot, as we admit the impossibility of return. For our country is no more. For our country is the Past. And so we are free, as individuals, to seek out philosophy, that solace fashioned of humility and sorrow. This may be, courteously, enjoyed only in solitude, removed from the temptations to garrulousness, for my descent toward which I hope I may be forgiven.

I planned to write a book of some possible interest to those who, even now, are just across the Green, the South Field, and Ferry Road. I see that they are not my readership, though they may someday be.

I hope that my devotion to my beloved topic may have spared the reader some (I cannot hope for All) of the solecisms attendant upon reminiscences.

I do not mean my depiction of the school’s Heroic Age as an indictment of its current state, its Masters, or their understandings of the doctrines, inevitably, elaborated and new-understood or rejected, which they have received from their predecessors. Such indictments may, in the old, absorb (and to no point whatsoever) an energy otherwise devolving into the simple but sad avowal that it is not paths of glory alone which lead to the Grave.

Which of us, in his most secret heart, does not know himself to be both hypocrite and liar? One may positively avoid sanctimony only by remaining mute, but we are all marked by our trades. Mine has involved writing and speech.

[image: image]

The subject of Jellicoe’s 1905 Closing Address (The Serial, #41) was Occupation Marks.

He had been made aware of the study by Henry Parge (St. Ives, 1889), who was, for a brief period in 1905, Assistant Police Commissioner of New York City—the first of that family whose traditional support of our School continues to this day.

Parge was the New Broom which sweeps clean—an outsider brought in to clean the Augean Stables of Tammany Hall. He became enamored of police work, his study of which lead to the publication of his Occupation Marks Used in the Detection of Crime.4 It was dedicated to Jellicoe, “whose support and direction has always inspired me”; and, indeed, it was Jellicoe’s comment which inspired him to write the book.

Visiting his son at school (Henry Parge II, St. Ives, 1910), Parge shared with the Doctor his fascination with the technical aspects of detection. The Head suggested he write a book. Parge replied he was not a writer. “As your career here suggested,” Jellicoe said, “but, perhaps, you had not then found that of sufficient interest to focus your thoughts.”

And, so Parge went on to write his book (and to two terms as Lieutenant Governor of Connecticut, inter alia), and the Head took from the conversation the theme of that year’s Closing Address.

From The Serial:

The blacksmith may be discerned by his fire-seared forearms, the plowman by his cupped and calloused palms, still moulded to the handles. See also the furrowed brow and squint of the Editor, gone weak-sighted in his work; the hod carrier’s raised right shoulder; the knife’s callosity in the web of the chef’s right hand.

We know also the development of various strengths of intellect, and their discernable effects, both for good and ill, upon the character, these no less deformations than the porter’s bowed back.

Just as the policeman becomes, of necessity universally suspicious, so may the philosopher cultivate habits of thought so little leagued to conventional wisdom that they may conduce equally to insight or absurdity.

And what of the Educator? He inevitably comes to perceive lessons in all things, and, taxed over time, must forfeit the strength necessary to curtail their expression.

In which category (Educator) I now find myself, and for which progressed garrulousness I ask for your understanding, adducing Jellicoe, to plead the Habits of a Lifetime, which, in mine, as in any profession, mature into those necessary deformations we call habit. The habit forms the man.

I have spent my life as a teacher at the St. Ives School, and these are some of the things that I remember.

[image: image]

“But not as in the days of my Youth,” Fossett had written, in that reminiscence to which this must be, in large extent, an homage.5 “Not as in the days of my youth”—as if anything ever retained that form.

Still, with him, as with others less self-aware, the bittersweet observation must have been a comfort. Things change, and those who age to recognize this as universal law do so with an organism whose decay must inspire an ascription of a similar progression to the World They Knew—that it, similarly, existed and exists in stasis only as a comforting fiction. The wistful phrases of dismissal of a modern life conceal not only the pride of status gained through primogeniture, but indictment of the viciously wasteful and unnecessary elaborations of one who must be God.

For why, we muse, must human beings age full of regret not only for those sins we have committed, but for those we have neglected to commit? “But it was not as in the days of my youth,” the title originally chosen by Fossett’s sister for the (posthumous) publication of that diary which, published as Recollections, would be distributed along with the Cap and the Red Blazer, to all incoming students, on their first day at School. It is found, to this day, on the shelves and in the Memento boxes of the notable, and it was discovered in the tunic pockets of those fallen both at the Somme and at Okinawa. It has been placed, at the decedent’s request, in many a coffin, and copies have been passed to three, and, I am reminded now, to four generations.

An alumnus, shot down at the Yalu River, had used the pages of the book to stanch the wound which had brought him down. He recalls reading the chapter “Character and Myth,” for solace, and using its last page “L’envoi” to roll a cigarette from that tobacco ruined by his spattered blood, washed by his canteen, and dried on a Korean rock. He wrote, in apology (The Serial, 1954), “I know Dr. Hollis would not have minded.” James Boll (’48), US Navy, survived his downing, was rescued, and returned to combat.

After the War, he created that business for which he is remembered, and personally funded not only the New Buildings, but the complete restoration of The Hall, after the fire of 1961. His son, William (St. Ives, 1958) was the recipient of the school’s Holland Prize, now renamed in his honor. He died over Vietnam in September, 1964.

It is he, we are told, who is depicted in George Archer Coopers, “Not Fallen,” which image has, beneath the School’s Crest, adorned the masthead every subsequent issue of The Misfit. This was not James Boll’s only gift to the school, for it was, coincidentally, he who discovered, in his own father’s diary, that folded sheet, the handwritten war poem, St. Mihiel, 1914, which, set to music, as the St. Ives Hymn, has been sung at every Commencement since its discovery.

Bill Holland’s regiment was in the Salient previously occupied by the Scottish Borderers. It was there, according to his diary, that the poem was found, tacked to the headquarters trench wall. It has long been suggested that the unknown author must have been a Son of Eton, or another of those British schools from which Jellicoe and the early masters of St. Ives have unashamedly taken our model.

[image: image]

Historians delight in positing a progression, based upon military strength, political folly, and so on; biographers choose heredity or environment upon which to mold their work. Both, finally, are simply creating myths, the operative element in which, however rationally described, may be called Fate.

The Plains Indians considered history differently.

Each year they met for the Winter Count. The tribe would depict that year’s signal events in drawings, and commemorate them in song, and the year, then, would be memorialized as that when the Bison were scarce, or when the water turned bad, or the snow fell in June, and so on.

This, of course, is the way a family counts history.

And so I, acting here, similarly, must be recounting the history of a Family, or of a Tribe—the years marked, in my mind, by The Fire, the appearance, departure, or death of notable persons; the crimes and scandals, extraordinary occasions of service or cowardice, occasions of humor or wisdom.

Finally, they are the Winter Count, and, perhaps, something like that mythic experience of the drowning man. But it is not his “life” which passes before his eyes, but memories, their order and appearance adding, if not a last insight, then a closing oddity to his life.




4 1906 Ed.

5 “The School as I Knew It,” G. Fossett, 1925, Privately Printed.





THE FIRE6

The financial loss to the school had been called “immeasurable,” by those great Eastern Publications, many of which had sheltered or nourished our graduates during the days of their first employment, a progression and tradition, it seems, still observed by the “ink-fingered grinds” of The Misfit—its writers and editors passing into the care and tutelage of their elder brother.

This institutional nepotism might be correctly called “charity” were it not for the appearance, in our graduates, advanced into the journalistic ranks, of some talent; and, of course, once, we may say, of genius.

The reputation of Frank Whitton (St. Ives, 1912–1916) has always been linked with that of the School. The marriage has not always been a happy one. The publication of his The Harrow and the Field (1935) occasioned in the Alumni a vehemence near-incomprehensible today.

The press, of course, received it as a roman a clef, and, as such, an unassailable indictment of life at the School. Parents called for the removal not only of this, but of all of Whitton’s works from the school library, and even (yes) for the excision of his name from the plaque on the Office Door, listing The Misfit’s editors.

This request was, politely, denied by the Proctor, a position, then, as now, vexed with all requests comfortably shunned by other authority. He (Danner Davis Bane, St. Ives, 1929) replied to each of the parents subscribing to the Petition, that, if they felt the time came to remove from our library those volumes offensive to some sensibilities, the offended were welcome to MΩΛΩN ΛABE. Writing in that Greek with which the Spartans responded to the Persians’ request, at Thermopylae, to “lay down your arms,” their response, “Come and take them.”

That he wrote in Greek was, he later wrote, not an assertion of intellectual superiority, “any child can learn Greek,” nor an indictment to the parents who were, of course, ignorant of that classic tongue, but, rather, “for the style of the Thing” (Danner Bane, Memoirs, St. Ives Library).

The Parents, the Alumni, and the Board were, it is not too strong a word, stunned by Whitton’s book, but the Faculty, curiously, took it in stride.

I say “curiously” as a lifetime acquaintance with schoolmasters has failed to blunt my wonder at their pathological conservatism.

I believe they were, if not emboldened, then inspired by the bravery of the Proctor, “taking pride in his strength, rather than refuge in their fear” (James Hemmings, Eulogy for Donald Davis Bane, 1971).

We note that the tradition of adding the name of each editor of The Misfit to the office door has continued to this day. The list, dating from 1871, now occupies also the adjacent wall. And there is the one name missing, that of Frank Whitton, defaced by an act of vandalism—the culprit never identified—in 1935, upon publication of the book.

That space, and the eradication of his name, have been, since then, the first thing a New Boy is shown on his arrival of the school. Since 1935, it has been the privilege of the current Editor to meet the new arrival, and to walk the Grounds with him. But the tour always begins at the newspaper office.

The Library, of course, burned in 1961. It has been rebuilt and refurbished through the great generosity of alumni. The Library Annex, and its collection of Rare Books, and, notably, of those first editions signed and dated by our Distinguished Alumni Authors was, of course, obliterated—though the Library now houses works so-created since that date, and a replacement of the lost volumes (though, of course, many unsigned, and none dedicated to the School).

The major donor to this effort of replacement is a name perhaps known to a few, and suspected by many, mention of which his bequest specifically prohibits.

He had suggested naming the Library in memory of Frank Whitton. The benefactor’s request was, most generously, withdrawn when a canvas of the student body revealed an almost universal preference for the commemoration of Danner Davis Bane. The tone was set by an unsigned letter to The Misfit (February, 1961, “It is Burned”), “few can have talent, and few find fame, but anyone can be brave.” Soit.

What of The Harrow and the Field?

Its suggestions of various crimes and abuses are today seen as tame, if not, indeed, as unworthy of note. The advent of “psychological criticism,” which swept the Thirties, has “identified” a strain of sadism in the work and located it not in the school which the book supposedly portrays, but in the mind of the writer.

Well, what work cannot be understood thusly? The shield of the philistine is not individual probity, but the assertion of membership in the Moral group. Whitton stood and stands alone. Mather (St. Ives, 1959) wrote, of him, in Theory and Application:

If there is such a thing as Reality it most certainly is warped by perception, for no two human beings appreciate the same phenomenon in the same way. And even so-called irreducible scientific facts have been doubted, investigated and discarded by ensuing generations—else of what can science consist?

These perceptions are again reshaped, by the Artist into new phenomena, themselves inviting perception and, again, inseparable from inevitable interpretation and misunderstanding, allowing the process to begin again.

We note not only that a portrait is not a photograph, but that even a photograph may only be accepted as an accurate rendition of “reality” through the application of the thought processes so engrained as to have become unnoticeable, and, so, unknown to the viewer (the reduction of the subject to two dimensions, its altered size and coloration, and so on).

The painted portrait does similarly, and, for the supposed accuracy of the photograph’s depiction, offers, instead, the possibility of deeper understanding.

Who has not experienced the initial rejection of a portrait, followed, on repeated viewing, of its revelation if not of some deeper truth then of an intriguing connection between the work







































OEBPS/images/half.jpg
SOME
RECOLLECTIONS
OF ST. IVES





OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
DAVID MAMET
N

B

(, - .'_:/,A )

< JR7434

s
; \ Nagess 52
"%_E‘. o, T R
S e s
; : v% = =
: \'-‘\.. > )
o ]
e 5

A

2

SOME
RECOLLECTIONS
OF ST. IVES 1w





OEBPS/images/title.jpg
SOME
RECOLLECTIONS
OF ST. IVES

THE MEMOIRS OF CHARLES HOLLIS

First published in 1965, here presented with previously
unpublished material; annotated and with an introduction
and afterword by George Choate.

DAVID MAMET
i

Arcade Publishing * New York






OEBPS/images/common.jpg





