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THE HEADMASTER

Mr J.G. ROGERS, M.A., B.Litt.





































, Peter Smith, Neil Wilkie, Alan Williams and so on. The
gaar:grhgﬁg::r‘r,\ing a few is, of course, that the rest may be offended,
but of my sporting contempories, | best remember Bert Childs, who
could do everything with such ease, Dave McKay, who did everything
with such furious energy, and Roy Dailey, who in the end ran just too
fast for me. | spent a great deal of my sqhool life playing games with
such people. One year we managed to win the football Shield at
Goodison Park. Our Opponents, SFX, were a much better side, but
when they had exhausted themselves hitting our posts, the crossbar
and Geoff Cooper our goalkeeper, we broke away. Frank Harvey
centred hopefully from somewhere out on ;he r_tght,lbut he either
miscued it or the wind caught the ball, for it drifted into the top
corner of the net. We'd won! Perhaps it was at that moment that
Frank decided that God had been on his side from the beginning or
that the age of miracles had returned, for he is now a senior
churchman. For this | must, as must many generations of boys, thank
George and Edwin Wass, both great gentlemen and great coaches.
They have left me with an abiding passion for the game.
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| i ies - Bernie Benson
E There are also endless memories of my contemporaries B
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To bring all these memories together | come back to the Staff. The
dominant, brooding figure in my time was ‘the Beak' - ‘Jack’
Edwards. We all have memories of him. | still dream about him
occasionally. My first personal meeting was again in my first term
when | was sent with a message by ‘Bronco’ Hart, my form master.
| decided to face up to this task like a man and so knocked boldly
and loudly - too boldly and loudly as it turned out. The door shot
open to reveal the fearsome figure of an irate headmaster. ‘Who
knocked on my door like that?’ In mumbling an explanation | put
my foot in it further. “You've split an infinitive, boy!’. | had no
idea what he was talking about. What was this new sin that had
entered my life? Crushed, | hurried away but since then split
infinitives have always jarred on me. It was one way to quickly
learn.

In case | leave an impression that all my memories were of the first
few weeks, | should explain that the longer | stayed the more |
enjoyed school. | came, for instance, to appreciate Mr Edwards’
contribution to its development. As for form masters, | was

fortunate enough after leaving ‘Bronco’ Hart to pass through the
hands of such lively and distinctive characters as Sammy Wormold,
who stood unsuccessfully for one of the University seats in Parliament
during my year in his form, Algy Young and Nicky Naylor [whose

dry humour lives on, | was delighted to discover at the Liobian
 dinner] .

‘ | especially'equyed the intellectual challenge of the sixth form. As
* well as the ‘Lit and Deb’ there was the stimulus of being taught

T

English by Godfrey Cretnay [?] and John Webster, and the dedication
of Nobby Nolan in teaching History. Mr Nolan left in my last year,

to die tragically shortly afterwards. He was replaced by a kindly,
tolerant young Weishman with a good sense of humour. The new man
was called Rogers. Ah, but that's the story of another generation.

S.G. NORRIS

Sydney Norris [1948-1956] won a scholarship in Classics at University
College, Oxford. After a distinguished career there he spent a year at the
Cambridge Institute of Criminology. He is now in the Home Office.

Entering the Liverpool Institute one acquired a past. It was evident
in the name, the date of foundation, the honours boards, the hall
where Dickens had lectured, the houses bearing the names of famous
Liverpool men and benefactors. Not much, perhaps, compared with
what many a public school could boast, but impressive enough for
those whose sense of personal connection with the past was very
limited. Besides, the apartheid of the English school system meant
that our horizons of comparison did not extend beyond the other
Liverpool grammar schools. Resting on our antiquity, we were
confident of superiority of the Institute's academic standards and
achievements, drawing some support from statistics of Oxford and
Cambridge awards and university entrance.

| fear that the emphasis on sixth form and university may have prod-
uced a sense of rejection in some who did not expect to stay beyond
fifteen or sixteen, and so may have led to under-achievement. For
many, however, the general atmosphere and quality of teaching en-
couraged the pursuit of excellence and raised the level of achievement
to which they dared to aspire. A parent who can say this of his local
secondary school has much to be thankful for.

The character of a school has much to do with the personality, )
commitment and competence of the Headmaster. It takes a majestic
and dominant presence to enforce a sense of order and overt respect
for authority in a school of a thousand boys, unaided by any
realistic sanction of exclusion, and knowing that punishments are
more effective, the less often they are used. What lessons one could
learn from observing the Jack. Even this epithet betokened awe, less
a nickname than the title of an office whose holder is seldom ment-
loned by name. His expression was one of incipient disapprov
sharpening to a thunderous scow! when the occasion demande
d a fine sense of timing, appearing disconcertingly wh
expected and least welcome, approaching as if preoccu
















