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Introduction

The other day, a former Conservative cabinet minister was being sent to prison, for doing whatever it is that former cabinet ministers do. Asked by the newspapers how he expected to cope with all the misery and deprivation, he answered, ‘I’m sure I will cope. I lived through Eton.’

Which just goes to show that future historians of the English mind would do very well, when they look at the post-war period, to look beyond the established canon of the existentialists and the neo-romantics and the Angry Young Men and the weedy English offshoots of the Nouveau Roman, and look at the four great books which you are now lucky enough to hold in your hand. Whether he knew it or not, the Conservative cabinet minister was quoting Grabber, the head boy of St Custard’s, winner of the mrs joyful prize for rafia work, the Flashman of the age whose future is foreseen by the hero, Nigel Molesworth, not just omniscient but briefly prescient, as a descent into vandalism, crime and a life of unfulfilled opportunity. For returning to the scenes of his youthful glories and expressing the opinions that ‘LATIN IS SOPPY. MATHS ARE MAD. FRENCH IS FRITEFUL. ALG IS AWFUL. WOODWORK IS WET. THE FOOD COULD DO WITH IMPROVEMENT.’ Grabber is sent to prison. And, like the Conservative cabinet minister, he says ‘he do not care so boo there is no difrence between st.custard’s and wormwood scrubs anyway.’ Back in the jug again, as one might say.

The setting is a preparatory school, somewhere in England in the early 1950s, called St Custards. The headmaster is Grimes; the head boy is Grabber. Like many other classic English works of the late 1940s and 1950s – Mervyn Peake’s Titus Groan cycle, the morbid comedies of the brilliant ‘angry young men’ of the novel, Keith Waterhouse, Kingsley Amis, Johns Wain and Braine – the tetralogy explores a single disaffected mind within a depressing and faintly gothic social setting, and views everything through his eyes. The narrator is not, therefore, a school hero, and this is a very long way from the clean-cut school fantasies which entertained England before the advent of the atomic bomb. Rather, he is a classically post-war cynic called Nigel Molesworth, lurking in the depths of class 3B; he has a younger brother (‘Molesworth 2’) and a ‘grate frend’ called Peason. His family are lightly, devastatingly sketched in – a mother and father, their depressing friends and depressing daughters (Cicely, already a beauty), a grim grandmother addicted to complaining about sausages in shops, and a grimmer chorus of bribing uncles. But the action largely revolves around the appalling school. There are other masters, such as Sigismond the mad maths master, and several other boys, such as Gillibrand, first depicted striking an unconvincing pose on the highest diving board. And there is the unforgettable Fotherington-Thomas, ‘uterly wet and a sissy’, who habitually talks to the trees and the sky. Molesworth’s great strength as a narrator is that nothing escapes him, and nothing distracts him from his universal cynicism; his weakness, as you will shortly discover, is that he is quite unable to spell.

The Molesworth tetralogy is one of those works of sublime genius which no reader will ever forget; more than that, it gives one a prism through which to view the world. Many readers will have had the experience of being asked their opinion of some newly fashionable work of deplorable pretentiousness, and found Molesworth’s somewhat double-edged opinion of Colin Wilson – ‘advanced, forthright, signifficant’ – rising to their lips; or perhaps, on meeting a new acquaintance, they have been reminded of a single member of the richly Theophrastan gallery of characters, of Basil Fotherington-Tomas, Ian Gillibrand the general’s son, or even Sigismond the mad maths master. Sometimes, a near-stranger in adult life will remark, quite casually, à propos of nothing much, that ‘Nearer and nearer crept the ghastly THING (p. 230)’, or that a pianist’s somewhat vague rendering of the Vingt regards sur l’enfant Jesus reminded him of nothing so much as Molesworth 2’s account of Fairy Bells, or quite simply, ‘The prunes are revolting’. You gaze at your interlocutor. A fit of unanticipated joy and recognition shoots across the mind. And a dinner party, otherwise entirely non-Molesworthophile, is completely ruined as a pair of addicts greet each other with all the annihilating fervour of two long-separated, kindred wolfhounds.

Other classics, I admit, have something of this quality. People who can bear the sickening Bright Young Things whimsy are prone to liken their acquaintance to those thick stuffed animals in A. A. Milne; others to the less extensive and more sexually ambiguous cast of The Wind in the Willows, so long as they can forget about all that fondling between Mole and Ratty and that frightful hairy Pan at Dawn’s Gates. Or, rather more bearably, to the steely tastelessness of Hilaire Belloc’s cautionary tales, George’s house collapsing into the street below, which happened to be Savile Row. But none, I think, has the richness, depth and range of these four books, which present even quite young readers with a splendidly realized and vivid cast, an unstoppable satirical verve, and a startling width of cultural, political and philosophical range. You can never rely on Molesworth not to start joking about Proust, trade unions, the Welfare State or Stalin’s show trials. They are sublimely clever books, and we are right to call them modern classics.

They reflect their period, which is that of the fifteen or so years after the second world war, thoroughly, and gloriously. You know that when the grownups give up trying to read A Christmas Carol to the tinies, they have a jolly good whine about the government and the unspeakable rate of income tax. You have a very good idea that Grabber’s parents (‘cor strike a lite’) did very well indeed out of the war, and it is not altogether wise to be too cautious about them. And despite the irresistible cynicism of the books, they seem like the product of an optimistic and a happy time.

Happier and more optimistic than ours, at any rate. The prospects which excite Molesworth have, one by one, been discredited. The space race faltered when the Treasuries of the world started to ask who was going to pay for this. Fotherington-Tomas, I fear, did not die as gloriously as Molesworth foresaw, but still lives with his sister Arabella in the ‘cotage called swete lavender,’ and perhaps – one likes to think so – still says hello to the trees and the sky, on a Sunday afternoon. Perhaps Molesworth still calls on them, though he is unlikely still to shout ‘open, in the name of Beelzebub’; Molesworth, who is no longer the young Elizabethan, thrilled by the notion of atomic energy in Whizz for Atomms. Like all of us, he is by now an old Elizabethan, who read the details of the royal divorces in the better newspapers, and thinks only of Chernobyl when he hears the words ‘nuclear energy’. Or perhaps he did what he foresaw, and went into couture; he would have been both a pillar of Swinging London, forestalling Courréges with space-age plastic miniskirts, and a formidable rival to Vivienne Westwood at the height of aristocratic punk.

Peason, I am very much afraid, went into insurance and, not quite understanding why, went down with Lloyds. That glorious vignette, the Cad with the ancestral conker and the grandmother who is the Duchess of Blank, hem hem, is now the Duke, and penniless, thanks to Peason’s uselessness, and wondering what on earth he is going to do when the House of Lords is handed over to the plebs. And Grabber – well, we know about Grabber – he was in the newspapers the other day, and, even in the benign regime of an open prison, the mrs joyful prize for rafia work starts to seem a very long time ago. Perhaps even St Custard’s is still there, running on a rule of less Latin, prunes, Fairy Bells and botany walks (‘I don’t think that would find its place in the nature museum it is so very dead’), and much more media studies, music appreciation, dance and drama. Grimes and the cane (‘can be thrown for the dog to fetch in the holidays’) have gone; the master who said ‘This is not going to hurt me as much as it hurts you’ is facing charges, and the school, I expect, is under the wavering thumb of the boy master depicted on p. 29 telling his class that they may consider him ‘soft, but I’m hard, damned hard’. ‘Noone hav ever found a way of avoiding history it is upon us and around us all,’ as Molesworth reflects. ‘The only thing when you look at the cuning vilaninous faces in our class you wonder if history may not soon be worse than ever.’

I read these books when I was quite young, probably no more than ten or eleven. Much of the satire passed straight over my head – I had no more idea than Grimes whether a book called Swann’s Way by Proust (‘grate fr. writer’) might exist or not, and only had the vaguest idea, if that, who Rimsky-Korsakov, Gabbitas and Thring or Kruschev were. Many of the satirical targets must have seemed remote or incomprehensible to me; the densely illustrated books we learnt French from were very different from sailor-suited Armand and his elephants, there was no question whatever of learning Latin, which looms so large in these pages, or stuffing away at getting poetry off by heart. Most incredible to me now is the idea that I barely understood that St Custard’s was a private school, and when Molesworth talked about the oiks whose schools had been so markedly improving recently, he was talking about people like me, at a state school, playing with the school plutonium plant and sipping orange juice with Ermintrude at break – I love Ermintrude, who crops up several times, and want to know so much more about her.

And yet the intellectual atmosphere of the books was immediately clear; I thought they were children’s books, when I was a child, and now that I am an adult, think they are books for adults about childhood. Childhood favourites have a way of growing a thick layer of whimsy in later years, but these are as funny as they were, and have developed a ferocious satirical bite, and an alarmingly sophisticated line in psychology – if you doubt that, just look at the thumbnail sketches of the varieties of parents and masters on pp. 28 and 90. They are not about school, nor about childhood, but about England, viewed from an innocent and endlessly surprising standpoint. I would give Lucky Jim and Look Back in Anger and Room at the Top rolled into one for another scene like the great half a page in which Fotherington-Tomas and Molesworth discuss existentialist philosophy on the football pitch; I would give the works of every Angry Young Man extant for a fifth volume of Molesworth. If you want to understand what the Festival of Britain really meant, what social class used to mean and what happened when the ancien régime hit the Welfare State head-on, you could do a lot worse than turn to Back in the Jug Agane. And I’m not quite joking.

They started as a sequel, and, as rarely happens, surpassed their original. Ronald Searle had had a great success with his St Trinians drawings of a disreputable boarding school for girls, which gripped the general imagination to the point that they were turned into films, and a collaborative romance with D. B. Wyndham Lewis, The Terror of St Trinians. The Molesworth pieces began as an attempt to do something similar for a boys’ school, initially commissioned as a series of articles for Punch. From the beginning, the Molesworth idea was very different to St Trinians, as may be seen if one looks at the extremely funny and light-hearted scenes about imagined girls’ schools – the pastiche of the girls-school story as Molesworth cheats by stuffing reptiles down his shirt in the botany exam, the real glimpse of a girls’ school which follows, and, best of all, Arabella Fotherington-Tomas’s school song;

      Ho for bat Ho for ball
      Ho for hockey and lax and all
      miss dennis is strict,
      miss hamilton fair
      But miss peabody (gym) is both strict and tall.

Unlike the earlier project, Molesworth was a collaboration between equals, a happy partnership between quite different temperaments. Willans had worked as a schoolmaster, and understood the cheerful cynicism of boys, their willingness to pursue an old joke to the point of mania, or say the last thing one expects. Searle’s inimitable and unforgettable style was black, Gothic and seething with half-hidden obsessions. It looks, at first sight, somewhat rococo, like the work of his French contemporary Philippe Jullian, but the more you look at it, the more it seems to make its elaborate psychological points through concise and economic observation. The ‘Masters at a Glance’ page in Down With Skool! is a wonderful example, a little masterpiece of effortless variety and wit; just look at the inventiveness with which he represents the masters’ hair. Searle had spent much of the war in a Japanese concentration camp, a subject he would take years to come to explore in his art, and it would not be too much to wonder whether those half-comic, half-dreadful figures of authority and sadism are beginning to expunge some inner demons.

This black undertow need not trouble the reader. Some of the St Trinian’s drawings, it is true, are disturbingly, though fascinatingly full of cruelty and sexual tension (all those voluptuous sixth-formers with their instruments of torture). Here, there is a wonderful deft lightness of touch which keeps the dreadful bullies, the bored and sadistic masters with their novel ear-tweaking, head-shaving punishments as a joke while not diminishing the very real Gothic terrors of childhood. It will not do to stress this aspect of St Custards, and when Molesworth is talking about the cane, the sadism of masters, the elaborate physical punishments, it remains a very funny joke, more of a comment about the authoritarian temperament of middle-class England than an angry protest against physical abuse. But I remember, as a boy, being unnerved, if not frightened, by some, of Searle’s drawings – the single-hair extraction, the Scotch Caber (for senior boys), the parents putting their tiny children onto the St Custard’s train, and the master who is glimpsed saying, ‘Your psycho-analyst may say one thing, Blatworthy, but I say another. And my treatment is free.’ The cruelty is there, and cannot quite be dismissed; I knew, as a child, that it was funny, but could not dismiss the thought that these things would at some point happen to me. And that is still, more or less, what I think when I look at them.

The articles were a great success, and were collected into three books before Geoffrey Willans’s early death in 1958. A fourth, posthumous volume shows no lessening of quality. Willans was involved in writing for the British film industry, and his non-Molesworth novels are well worth reading, though now somewhat difficult to find. All the same, his lasting monument is Molesworth.

I haven’t tried to convey the hilarity of Willans and Searle in full flight, because their jokes are too various and brilliant to be put into categories, and because anyone trying to write about the inexplicable moments when one has to lay down Down with Skool! and cry with laughter at Molesworth, being let down into Divinity in the guise of an angel will inevitably resort to repeating the joke, verbatim, and, in extreme cases of obsession, describing the drawing which accompanies the scene. Many people, writing about Molesworth, have found it difficult to resist a pastiche of his inimitable style, and always come a cropper. I am just going to say, ‘I am not worthy.’ Before genius on this scale, it is as well for the critic to abase himself, and, like most readers of these remarkable books, limit himself to the recognition that, from the moment he first read them to the end of his life, he could never again, alone in the bathroom, smooth down his hair, finish his toilette, without looking at himself and, like Molesworth, exult in the pleasure of saying ‘Gaze in miror at yore strange unatural beauty.’

Philip Hensher
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This is me e.g. nigel molesworth the curse of st custard’s which is the skool i am at. It is uterly wet and weedy as i shall (i hope) make clear but of course that is the same with all skools.

e.g. they are nothing but kanes, lat. french. geog. hist. algy, geom, headmasters, skool dogs, skool sossages, my bro molesworth 2 and MASTERS everywhere.

The only good things about skool are the BOYS wizz who are noble brave fearless etc. although you hav various swots, bulies, cissies, milksops greedy guts and oiks with whom i am forced to mingle hem-hem.

In fact any skool is a bit of a shambles

AS YOU WILL SEE.

ST CUSTARD’S: BY THE CAMERA CLUB

A few unhappy snaps from the Molesworth album
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this is st custard’s our skool taken with my brownie but i made a bit of a bish and didn’t get it all in. Anyway what i hav got in is probably quite enuff. That is the front door in front but you can’t get in since the boys nailed it up you hav to go in somewhere behind which fortunately you can’t see as it is most unsavoury. On the right is the fire escape which props up the skool i think or the skool props it up i am not sure. It is good to get out by at night but if there is a fire it is quicker to use that drane pipe. It is still quicker to jump out but in my case they might take the blanket away chiz.*
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This is the east wing. St custard’s hav a very interesting history if you are interested in hist which few boys are. It was built by a madman in 1836 and he made a few improvements before he was put in the bin e.g. the observatory to study worms, the fortifications to pot at gamekeepers and that round thing which hav no use at all.
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it is a wonder this one didn’t bust the cammera it is peason, he is my grate frend which means we touough each other up continually. Acktually he not bad tho we argue a lot saying am not am not am not am etc until we are called on to tuough up a few junior ticks.
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This is gillibrand on the high diving board and we all sa go it go it. His pater is a general so he is not very brany you can’t expect it n.b he came down off the diving board after this he said he could do it any time pappy but did not feel like it toda chiz.
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grabber who is head of the skool captane of everything and winer of the mrs joyful prize for rafia work. His pater is very rich and hav a super rolls enuff said. He is bigger than me so i must be careful.

[image: Image]

Our skool dog thinking. He is planning to dash across the pitch and pinch the criket ball then bite the umpire in the leg which was super. He is not bad but he scored a gole against us in one match.
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fotherington-tomas. As you see he is skipping like a girlie he is uterly wet and a sissy. He reads chaterbox chiz and we suspeckt that he kepes dollies at home. Anyway his favourite charakter is little lord fauntleroy and when i sa he hav a face like a tomato he repli i forgive you molesworth for those uncouth words.
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Gosh chiz this is molesworth 2 my bro he is uterly wet and a weed it panes me to think i am of the same blud. He is always eating and cheeks everybode. You kno when fotherington tomas sa there are fairies at the bottom of his garden molesworth 2 sa there is a dirty old rubbish heap at the bottom of his then zoom away dive bombing sparows worms the skool dog and other poor dumb creatures. i diskard him.
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Of course there are a grate number of other weeds and wets about the place but i hope this will give you some idea of st. custard’s which with all the other skools will explane why britain is what it is toda. There is nothing more to add about st custard’s except that it smell of chalk latin books skool ink foopball boots and birdseed. Now read on.


1

HEAD BEAKS AT BAY

FROM BEAK TO TAIL

Headmasters are always very ferce and keep thousands of KANES chiz moan drone. With these they hound and persecute all boys who are super like sir galahad.

Headmasters are always very proud of their skools and think they are the best in the world in britain in space or at any rate better than the nearest one in the districk. They sa ‘Ah ahem to tell the truth the boys are ahem ahem not er quite in fact just not the type we want.’ A fine thing to sa with me around i must sa.

Second to swots headmasters like boys who are good at foopball and shoot goals then they can shout ‘Pile in caruthers strate for goal’ or other weedy things from the touchline.

Personally i am not good at foopball i just concentrate on hacking everbode. Headmaster yell at me he sa MARK YOUR MAN MOLESWORTH ONE what does he think i am the arsenal chiz. Acktually fotherington-tomas is worse than me he is goalie and spend his time skipping about he sa Hullo clouds hullo sky hullo sun etc when huge centre forward bearing down on him and SHOT whistles past his nose. When all the team sa you should hav stoped it fotherington-tomas he repli ‘I simply don’t care a row of buttons whether it was a goal or not nature alone is beattful.’

i do not think he will catch the selectors eye.

Every headmaster hav a study or sitting room with easy chair for boys to bend over in fact it is not so much the kaning we object to it is the smell of the cushions and all that fluff down there. Peason sa he once found 2/6 in the lining but i expect that was a woper he always tells them.

Otherwise there is a bookshelf to stare at when geting pi-jaw about why you are being kaned. We hav Comentary on bible (six vols) gone with the wind, Ruff’s guide to the turf and Rider of Murder Range confiscated three years ago which headmasters wife thort was wonderful.

Once i try wizard wheeze to put a curl inside trousis then it will break the kane.

Tiptoe shuffle shuffle zoom down on fotherington-tomas and shave his curly locks. While he blub i stuff the locks inside my trousis.

Go to study. Kane descend whack gosh oo gosh oo gosh and hares fly out like H-bomb xplosion. Kane undamaged so it is not such a wizard wheeze after all but Headmaster gets a piece of his wife’s mind (making mess after maids hav been in). So BOYS triumphant agane WIZZ.
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Kane descend whack gosh oo gosh oo gosh.

Kanes I Have Known by N. Molesworth
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1. ‘Old Faithful’. Whippy, no ferrule, ‘palm-tree’ ends. Can be thrown for dogs to fetch in the holidays.
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2. The ‘Nonpliant’ or ‘Rigid’ with silencer attachment to drown victims cries.
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3. ‘Creaker’ or split-seam. For use by ‘hurt-me-more-than-it-hurts-you’ kaners.
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4. The first weapon he can lay hands on.
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5. The ‘Caber’, Scotch-type for senior boys.
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6. The hair-fine specialists kane for marksmen. Fitted with telescopic sights and range finder.

TWO SHORT SPEECHES FOR HEADMASTERS

TOGETHER WITH THE MOLESWORTH CRIB TO REEL THORTS

1. BEGINNING OF TERM

Clang clang bell All sour-faced boys xsemblin skool hall. HEADMASTER: (with cheerful smile) hullo basil hullo timothy hullo john did you hav a good hols?1 How is your dear mother?2

(to all more cheerful than ever)

We hav twelve weeks ahead of us and i want you to cram3 as much aktivity into them as you can in work and pla. This term we hav a new head of the skool grabber ma.4 (Claps noone join in) You all kno the vetrues we prize most loyalty and good influence.5

We expect grate things at foopball this term, grabber ma6 is captain. We shall be a young side but do not forget david and goliath (hearty larff) a good little ’un is better than a good big ’un (fits of larffter) a terrier can worry a st bernard. (he is going to die it is not good for him to larff so much) 7

But perhaps grabber ma does not agree with that? 8

I should like to introduce a new master who hav joined us in place of mr blenkin-sop who left sudenly.9 i feel sure he will fill the place ocupied by his predecessor.10…

etc etc until the bell ring for coco.


	CRIB TO REEL THORTS
(N. molesworth knos all)


	1. So they are back agane the little beasts.


	2. As if i cared give me young mrs filips every time.


	3. All they will cram is my food and tuck.


	4. His father a millionaire enuff said.


	5. Hem-hem hav to sa that sort of thing you kno.


	6. Make him head of anything for the usual amount.


	7. Wot a ham performance i’m giving.


	8. He’d better or else.


	9. who would hav thort it he semed so nice.


	10. not too fathefully i sincerely hope.
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A headmaster’s study with layout of the runways

ANOTHER SPEECH

2. PRIZE-GIVING AT THE SCHOOL SPORTS

HEADMASTER: (tucking M.C.C. tie over his clean dicky) i should like to say how much my wife and i appreciate the grand turn-out of parents.1

i am sory all the boys could not win a race but it is the sporting spirit which counts most.2 i am happy to be able to tell you from matron that gillibrand 2 who fell on his nose in the sack race is not severely hurt.3

Each year it is my privilege to introduce the charming lade who give away the criket bats balls spoons cups etc.4 3 years ago it was the Duchess of Dabley, the following year Lady Hogtale, last year we were honoured by Royalty, and this year i am delited to sa a few words about another charming lade, as young as she is attractive – mrs grabber.5

(Headmaster beams and claps loud cheers and yells.)

It is all the grater pleasure as grabber ma hav won all the races and is victor ludorum.6 mrs grabber herself i think you will all agree showed where her sons talent came from in the parents potato race.7

Therfore i welcome mrs grabber and thank her for performing this task.8

(A courtly bow, vast cheers, for she’s a joly good felow etc. mrs grabber rises and begins speech: ‘Cor strike a lite i never made a speech in me life.…’)


	CRIB TO THORTS


	1. They hav eaten 29000 mackaroons and 5034 eclares. Wot do they think i am U.N.R.A.?


	2. Only coshing from behind alowed in the obstacle race.


	3. Pity.


	4. Lucky i got ’em back from the pornbroker hem-hem.


	5. If that isn’t good for a few thousand in the endowment fund i don’t kno wot will.


	6. For the ushual pament. They call me nero always fiddling.


	7. How long can I go on with this?


	8. Deep breath. Now for it.




[image: Image]

A GAUL marching into Italy.

MORE CHIZZES ABOUT HEADMASTERS

It is a funy thing but headmasters are always very keen on conferences comittees etc when they discuss how to educate boys chiz tho it does not seme to make much diference we are all IGNORANT cheers cheers cheers and do not kno the pluperfect of moneo i am glad to sa.

Another funy thing is that conferences always on same day as oxford and cambridge, test match wimbledon, rugby international or something of that sort. Coincidence? Anyway skool much more peaceful masters slepe in the sunshine boys stretch benethe tropic palms skool dog bites everbode when headmasters away so boo and snubs.

Headmasters all work v. hard. (See plan below)


	 	TIMTABLE OF DAY


	0700.
	Jump out of bed singing cheerfull songs chase the matron round the dorms pull sheets off masters beds rout out all boys to wash basins freeze freeze.


	0710.
	Chase out all boys who hav climbed back into bed.


	0730.
	Drive boys matron and masters into brekfast. eat wot the good lord hav provided as if truly thankful.


	0736.
	Greet wife with luving kiss.


	0736.00001.
	Stop greeting wife wipe moustache and eat more hadock.


	0900.
	Drive boys and masters into class. Lock them in. Take latin class qui quaue quod stoke boiler peel potatoes more latin quibus quibus quibus rush out to garden to pick sprouts mend punkture and answer leters.


	1000.
	Break. Milk buns boys for the kane.


	1015.
	Drive in boys and masters agane lay table clean silver feed hens teach 3A more latin. Romans v benevenuti. Treble chance pool forum packed.


	1300.
	lunch stew and prunes. eat with relish.


	1330.
	eat secret lunch smoked salmon duck green peas strubres and cream.


	1430.
	Flay boys and masters from changing room to foopball field. coach boys remove corpses blow up foopball mend net. Demonstrate how to head ball. Fall stunned. Wake up in time to beat boys and masters back to change.


	1600.
	More latin. Benevenuti playing at home sla romans with spears and arows from ditches and ramparts. Wizz! About time romans got some new players put Caesar on the transfer list Aurelius inside-right and Remus into gole.


	1800.
	Tea bred and scrape.


	1830.
	Eat second tea meringues eclairs honey and sossages. Flog boys to bed. Chase matron round dorm. Lock masters in cells.


	1930.
	BEER!


	2000.
	Frugal super haunch of venison or rosted ox folowed by soup partridge wine jely and trifle. Push stale bred into masters cells. Prowl round dorm and kane raggers. Confiskate dormy feast and eat same.


	2100.
	Latin corections with left hand xxxxxxx xxxxxx do pools with the other xxoooo xxxxxx.


	2200.
	Snore.




A Few Headmasters

[image: Image]

Mr Wesson thinks it’s the ballcock, Mrs Gordon thinks it’s the shuttle pan. But I think it’s you boys in fact I’m sure of it.

[image: Image]

Come on, St. Custards.

[image: Image]

That one, Postlethwaite, would have bowled Bradman.

[image: Image]

Unless the culprit owns up the whole school will dig the vegetable garden.

[image: Image]

This is not going to hurt me as much as it hurts you.

[image: Image]

Procul procul o este profani.

[image: Image]

He’s holding up the whole side is Dick 2.

[image: Image]

Your psycho-analyst may say one thing, Blatworthy, but I say another. And my treatment is free.

[image: Image]

Mens Sana in Corpore Sano.

[image: Image]

Facile Princeps.

[image: Image]

Usque ad Nauseam.

[image: Image]

Virtus in Arduis.

[image: Image]

No reference is intended to any master alive or half-dead.
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BOO TO SIR
or ARE MASTERS NESESSESSARY?

(Four theorems by permission of pythagoras now apearing at garison theatre aldershot.)

Masters are all shapes and sizes. Some are thin, some hav got an enormous pot on them some smoke cigs some smoke pipes poo gosh which ponk like anything and nearly ALL hav a face like a squashed tomato.

PROPOSITION: All Masters are Weeds and Love the Kane.

PROOF: The job of masters is suposed to be to teach boys lessons e.g. geog lat fr. div hist bot. arith algy and geom.

Aktually most of them prefer BEER and PUBS. They are always late for brekfast not like keen alert boys who goble force poridge cereal with grate gusto and look scorn on masters pale yelow faces when they see a skool sossage. Then is the time to ask Would you like some cream sir? or Gosh look at my egg sir its all runny. (Manners.)

Masters do not care for brekfast and hav to be driven in to lessons by the headmaster chiz. They then sa get on with the next exercise and go to sleep snore snore. Q.E.D.

PROPOSITION: Warning. Some Masters are Keen.

PROOF: Keen masters are usually super weeds with specs. They rush into the classroom rubing their hands with joy at the thort of lessons and make a dash at the blakboard. They sit on pins needles rat traps hedghogs etc without jumping chiz they are so enthusiastick that all should learn.

[image: Image]

Then is the time to ask Would you like some cream sir? or Gosh look at my egg sir its all runny.

Keen masters get on with the job at once they sa: ‘Latin ex. forty-four a. Caesar where were we molesworth?’ i do not repli as am removing toffe paper under desk. Master then sa: ‘Where were we smith tomas matson one gillibrand two myers jonson jones until he go through class. Of course noone kno as Caesar is uterly wet and a weed.

The thing about keen masters is that they are never discouraged. When you look at smith tomas matson one gillibrand two myers jonson and jones you could think they would put a gat or germ gun to their heads. But they do not chiz and all boys DRINK AT THE TREE OF KNOLWEDGE hem-hem i do not think. Q.E.D.

PROPOSITION: Masters Are Swankpots.

PROOF: Wise boys like me use FLATERY with masters from time to time e.g. When a master hav a new pair of shoes which is not often heaven knos molesworth 2 always sa About time too then run away.

My method is this i sa Oosir goshsir pleezesir what a super tie sir. The master repli Do you think so molesworth. You may stop your deten and pla foopball after all. WIZZ! SUPER!

Masters can often be tempted by this way to talk about wot they did in the war.

Masters hav always been brave in the war and it is a wonder they hav not all got the VC for capturing hitler holding the bridge etc. In fact if all the masters did wot they sa they did its a wonder we did not win the war in 1940.

Still it is not bad acktually as during a bit of parsing or drawing a map of Spane you can just look up and sa.

‘Did you hav a tomy gun during the war sir?’

‘Get on with your map molesworth one.’

‘No but did you sir really?’

‘As a mater of fact i did molesworth.’

‘gosh sir did you shoot many germans sir.’

‘Get on with your map, boy.’

‘No sir but did you?’

‘Altho it hav nothing to do with the lesson i got 9 thousand with one burst once…etc.’

The master will then go on for twenty minutes telling the class how he won the war etc just like pop who was only in a weedy ack-ack brigade near chislehurst with a lot of soppy Ats and mum sa never hit an aeroplane in his life.

Occasionally master’s story is ruined by ass like gillibrand whose pater is Major general sir gustave godolfin gillibrand who ask: ‘When you led your men forward in the hale of fire sir was that not tacktically unsound in view of the enfillade fire from numbers two and three German patrols.’

Or perhaps molesworth 2 zoom by he is pretending to be a meteor jet and he sa Able baker calling i bet a million trillion pounds sir never saw a german at all. Able Baker out. He then go ah-ah-ah-ah-ah with machine guns and sixteen chickens and skool dog bite the dust he is a weed. Q.E.D.

PROPOSITION: Masters Are Sloppy And Like Gurls.

PROOF: Masters not only like BEER some hav fotos of Gurls hem-hem like bety grable in their rooms. In fact instead of thinking of NOTHING which is wot most masters do they look more dopey than ever they are in luv. That is all very well they hav got to hav something in their lives besides Caesar pythagoras and other weeds but i ask you wot could any GURL see in a master? Especially one like bety grable? Q.E.D.

[image: Image]

They hav got to hav something in their lives besides Caesar pythagoras and other weeds.

Know the Enemy or Masters at a Glance

[image: Image]

I cannot keep order.

[image: Image]

The boys all look on me as a friend.

[image: Image]

I am hoping to get a job in the colonial service somewhere.

[image: Image]

I am keen on the latest developments in education.

[image: Image]

I advise you strongly not to start ragging me.

[image: Image]

You may think I’m soft but I’m hard, damned hard.

[image: Image]

Mr Chips? No such character ever existed.

[image: Image]

And when I asked him the supine stem of confiteor the fool didn’t know.

[image: Image]

I may not know much but I am jolly good at football.

[image: Image]

No. The spirit of tolerance, you fool.

[image: Image]

The crested grebes are mating!

[image: Image]

I am still hoping for a job in the colonial service somewhere.

[image: Image]

I was sent by the agency at the last minute before the term began.

[image: Image]

A joke’s a joke chaps but don’t go too far.

[image: Image]

I have been here thirty years. I have always said that and do not intend to change now.

[image: Image]

Of course the fellow doesn’t realize he’s a typical schoolmaster.
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A TOUR OF THE CAGES
or MASTERS ONE BY ONE

1. ENGLISH MASTERS

English masters hav long hair red ties and weeds like wordsworth throw them into exstatsies.

They teach english e.g. migod you didn’t ort to write a sentence like that molesworth. For prep they always set an essay if they can think of one. In the good old days it was always something like:

What i did in the hols.
A country ramble.
A day at a railway station.

Now english masters are ADVANCED chiz and kno all about t. s. eliot cristopfer fry auden etc. etc and they read them so beatifully they make fotherington-tomas blub he is a sissy, and not worth a d. For essays english masters give us weedy things like –

A trip in a space ship.
my favourite machine gun.
what to do with masters.

you see wot i mean in the old days you knew where you were but now they are trying to read your inmost thorts heaven help them. Anyway you hav to write them so as ushual boys are ground benethe palsied heel of mummers (auden.)

When english masters canot think of an essay they set ten lines of Peotry.

PEOTRY

Peotry is sissy stuff that rhymes. Weedy people say la and fie and swoon when they see a bunch of daffodils. Aktually there is only one piece of peotry in the english language.

The Brook

i come from haunts of coot and hern
i make a sudden sally
and-er-hem-er-hem-the fern
to bicker down a valley.

that is the lot tho the Charge of the light














LITERRARY CORNER





2. LATIN MASTERS















3. FRENCH MASTERS























4. MATHS MASTERS

















































5. SINGING MASTERS
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