
Impington Village College by John Brackenbury M.B.E., B.A. 

 

I should like to start my talk about the history of the Village College by quoting to you from what 

must have been a very remarkable meeting of the Histon and Impington Parish Councils. They 

wrote, both Chairmen, to the Clerk of the Cambridgeshire County Council on the 22nd April 1937 

and they said: 

 

“Dear Sir, 

Impington Village College 

At a joint meeting of Histon and Impington Parish Councils held this evening at which 15 

members (80%) were present, it was unanimously agreed to send the attached 

Resolution for the consideration of the County Council. We have to request that the 

Resolution and the reasons in support of same may be included in the Agenda of the 

next meeting of the County Council. 

Yours faithfully” 

 

And the Resolution read: 

“The Histon and Impington Parish Councils are alarmed to learn that the suggestion has 

been brought before the Cambridgeshire County Council that the erection of Impington 

Village College should again be postponed and they urge that there should be no further 

delay in carrying out the scheme.” 

 

Any history of any village college must start with Henry Morris – a very remarkable man who was 

Secretary for Education in Cambridgeshire from the early 1920s to the mid 1950s and in 1924 he 

wrote a memorandum to the Education Committee that was entitled “The Village College, being a 

memorandum on the provision of educational and social facilities for the countryside with special 

reference to Cambridgeshire.” 

 

Henry Morris used, as his introductory text, an extract from The Times Educational Supplement 

dated December 13th 1924. 

 

“The rural problem is one that successive Governments have ignored in despair. The 

elementary school buildings are inadequate and insanitary in an appalling proportion of 

cases. The lack of facilities for continued and secondary education is a disgrace to a 

highly organised community. All the necessary things can be done. What we wish to 

emphasise is the fact that in rural districts they are not being done and do not seem likely 

to be done”. 

 

In the memorandum Henry argued eloquently, cogently and persuasively for the provision of 

central, rural secondary schools that would, from the beginning, at the same time and in the 

same buildings, with small extensions, provide facilities for further education and leisure 



occupations for the adults of the community as well as for the children of secondary school age. 

He completed the memorandum in these words: 

 

“One swallow does not make a summer, and a single college at Sawston or at Bourn, 

although it might mark the turning point, would not afford the palpable and concrete 

demonstration of rural reconstruction as would a tract of rural England, like 

Cambridgeshire, its whole life re-orientated by a system of village colleges. The time is 

ripe for a great constructive step forward in the rural problem. The work of re-establishing 

the life and welfare of the countryside is admitted to be really urgent, it is required in the 

interests of our national life and health, and since we may not always remain 

predominantly an industrial country, it is necessary that the problem of the reconstruction 

of the village should be dealt with in good time. 

 

There are certain economic aspects of rural welfare that can only be dealt with by 

Governments, but all the other aspects of rural welfare are such as can be dealt with by 

education in its widest sense and by the rebuilding of the social life of the countryside, 

and if this great work cannot be carried out in accordance with some such plan as has 

been briefly described, in what way is it possible to conceive its ever being done?” 

 

Henry Morris met Jack Pritchard, a designer. Jack Pritchard got Walter Gropius, the architect, 

designer of the Bauhaus in Germany, out of that country where he was likely to be persecuted; 

and in 1936 Henry Morris, Jack Pritchard and Walter Gropius met. Henry persuaded Walter to 

design Impington Village College and he did so; so that in September 1939 the Village College at 

Impington opened its doors to the children and to the local community. It was an immediate 

success. 

 

But locally there had been opposition, particularly at the beginning of the enterprise. 

 

I was fortunate enough to have, as the Chairman of my Governing Body, when I joined in 1957, 

Michael Pease, who had been a Parish Council representative for Girton when the college 

opened. I wrote to him in 1966, asking him to tell me something about his recollection of how the 

idea was received to start with. 

 

I have already mentioned to you the joint Resolution of the Histon and Impington Parish Councils 

which was sent to the County Council in 1937 and it is very much to their credit that they saw the 

possibilities of the scheme while there were yet some local people who were wrangling round the 

Parish Pump. 

 

  



Michael Pease in his reply to my enquiry, wrote: 

 

“You must remember that a generation ago, in 1934/5, when a village college in this area was 

first mooted, there little - or no - enthusiasm for it and a great deal of local opposition. The idea of 

moving children out of their native villages excited very much opposition, largely from people 

whose own children were not affected! 

 

Broadly speaking the parsons were against it because it was taking children away from their (the 

parsons) own teaching in the village schools. The heads in the village schools were against it, 

because it meant downgrading their schools as a whole. Well-meaning middle class people were 

against it because it would be sucking the contributory village of talent and activity and 

concentrating it at the college. All this fanned parents’ dislike and the most extraordinary reasons 

were put forward in opposition, for instance, children would fight and injure each other on the 

bus. What would happen if the bus was late or failed to arrive? Worse still, what would happen if 

the bus failed to bring the children home? 

I remember at a meeting of School Managers in the catchment area in 1935 at Impington Hall, Dr 

Ellis haranguing us on the matter and treating us to all these objections and many others, and 

finally assuring us that no child would budge from Cottenham. He was a bit nonplussed when my 

wife asked where he would send his own children to school. As a result we cut Cottenham out of 

the catchment area and Cottenham had, in consequence, to wait a generation for its village 

college. 

 

In view of this opposition we organised meetings in all the contributory villages to explain the 

village college idea, to answer as far as possible the conundrum about buses. 

 

As a result we opened without a hitch in September 1939 and I never heard a murmur of 

objection in the villages. 

 

Just five days before we were due to open there was a threat from the military to take over the 

college as a hospital. When the medical officer visited the college and discovered there was no 

mains drainage, he turned it down with  a bang. Such were the advantages to us of primitive 

sewage disposal. 

 

During the war the college was a godsend to the villages of Histon and Impington. Many soldiers 

were billeted in these villages and there were many workers transferred from elsewhere to work 

in the Chivers’ factory. These uprooted men were thankful to come to the college in the evenings. 

We served hot meals every evening in the promenade under the leadership of Mrs Charles 

Unwin, who had the gift of making these men happy and feel that they were welcome and 

wanted. 

 



As a result of shortage of staff at the Shire Hall during the war the Governors had, very largely, to 

fend for themselves”. 

 

“John Parr prepared and issued most of the agenda papers for the Governor’s meetings and he 

tended to rely on us for advice and help to a far greater degree than would have been the case 

had the Shire Hall been able to keep a firm hand on the College. So it has come about that even 

today the Governors of Impington Village College take a much more active part in the affairs of 

the College than is the case at many other village colleges. 

 

How did it come about that Gropius and Fry were employed to design the College? Morris, 

through the interest of painting, was a friend of Courtauld and at Morris’ suggestion, Courtauld 

offered to pay the architects fee on condition that Gropius and Fry were employed. Not 

unnaturally the County Council rose to this financial bait. 

It remains to be said that John Parr was an excellent first warden. Always calm and unruffled in 

crises, and there were several, and never at a loss how to manage parents, governors or Henry 

Morris. His very presence had a soothing effect”. 

 

He adds: 

“I hope this may give you some help 

Michael Pease” 

Then he adds a PS: 

“I think a contributory factor was that our first Chairman was Stanley Chivers. He was not 

the sort of man tp play second fiddle to anyone, let alone the Shire Hall. In Histon and 

Impington it was Chivers that counted.” 

 

I would also like to quote from a letter written in January 1966 from Miss Biggs, who was the first 

senior mistress at Impington Village College and was appointed at the same time as George 

Edwards, lately Chief Education Officer. He was appointed senior master and Miss Biggs was 

appointed senior mistress: 

 

“Dear Mr Brackenbury (she wrote) 

I am just home again after my Christmas holiday and am now sending you a few of my 

reminiscences of the village college. You may be able to pick out a few things that would 

help. 

 

The building of the college caused quite a stir, it was such an innovation in the life of the 

villages and the contributory villages claimed their right to it all. 

 

During the construction and after we had started the first term, people took their walks in 

the grounds, terribly interested in all they could see through the windows. At weekends 



cars arrived with people from neighbouring places most keen just to see what the place 

looked like. 

 

We had no official opening. In fact the opening of the school was delayed for a week 

because of the war. The new staff had met Mr Parr during the weekend, expecting to 

start on the Monday. Instead, the staff, all complete strangers,  Mr Parr and I were the 

only locals, dug trenches and as we all sweated away I must have made a few hundred 

cups of tea. You can imagine the staff we were after such a beginning. It may have been 

in spite of the War but the evening work was taken up with terrific enthusiasm. Crowds 

came in from the neighbouring villages as well as our own village and the enrolment 

evenings were just chaotic. No lights were allowed in the grounds and no chink from 

windows so odd things happened; people getting into the wrong classes etc. It all added 

to the gaiety of the place; meeting people from the other villages and doing all sorts of 

new things together. 

 

Looking back too I remember open evenings and concerts which were always crowded. It 

was really an exciting time and everybody entered so completely into the spirit and object 

of the scheme. 

 

During the first few years we had visitors from all over the world. Children became quite 

used to having lunch with dignitaries in flowing robes from Africa. All sorts of VIPs came 

from other parts of the country too. There were times when we could have done with 

less. I wonder if you still suffer?” 

 

Well, if I may interject here, the answer is that we do and that Impington always has been, and I 

guess always will be, an attractive centre to educationalists. I have had a very large and varied 

collection of visitors, sometimes expected and sometimes totally unexpected, but it seemed to 

me that this was a very small price to pay for enjoying, all the year round, in every aspect of our 

work, such an absolutely splendid and magnificent setting and to enjoy too the luxury of such a 

marvellous start given to us by those early pioneers and the first warden, John Parr. 

 

To continue and conclude Miss Biggs letter: 

“You can understand what a change this was for these children who had been used to 

only a small village school. 

I am glad I had this exciting time during my teaching career. 

I can‘t think (she concludes) these ramblings will help you” 

 

Well, she was right in most things, but she was wrong in that. These ramblings helped me to 

remember and I hope you too to be reminded of the early days of the college. 

 



I never really believed in levitation until one beautiful summer afternoon in my fourth year at the 

College, 1961. A bright young man on the staff who taught English and Drama, was coaching a 

cricket game on the field when he saw two venerable gentlemen watching with interest. He 

approached them and courteously enquired whether he could do anything for them. They said 

that they were very interested in Impington, whereupon he enquired if he might know their 

names. Well, said one, rather diffidently, I am Dr Gropius and yes said David Spinks, you must 

be Maxwell Fry. 

 

He brought them to my room where I was working. A knock upon the door of such dimensions 

that I expected at least a first year boy, the smaller the pupil the larger the knock, I find, but 

instead the door was flung open and with a flourish, only to be expected from a master of the 

drama, “Dr Gropius and Mr Fry to see you Warden”. It was, at that moment, that a force greater 

than and opposite to that of gravity, raised me from my chair to greet them. They were early for 

dinner at Christ‘s College, very early, and had decided to drive out to Impington to see it in brick 

for themselves, which they had not done before, only on the drawing board. Gropius fulfilled, nay 

exceeded, all my expectations, wise, generous, benign, shrewd, compassionate. He was my 

compendium of favourite adjectives, and how good Max Fry was to let him be the centre. As 

more and more people came into my elastic room to greet this great man, so well known but 

hitherto unseen, I reflected how lucky I was to succeed to so good a heritage. 

 

Impington certainly got off to a good start. Although conceived in joy, its birth was not without 

some difficulty. But in a sense, although it has never been officially opened, it has gone from 

strength to strength. 

 

Henry Morris had to fight hard for the money to pay the architects‘ fees but he eventually 

persuaded his committee to redeem the outstanding balance and the impact of Impington is still 

resounding. 

 

I joined in 1957, eighteen years after it had started, at the outbreak of the War; and they still told 

the stories in the village about how wonderful and how lovely and exciting its promise and its 

immediate fulfilment were. 

 

It was Henry’s pride and joy and he was as jealous of its prestige and performance as any most 

adoring mother. 

 

It is not, I think, without significance that the fountain in the south court which used to be turned 

on frenziedly as soon as the birds sang that Henry was on his way, and which signally failed to 

cascade on his arrival, could not be transmuted into a flower bed twenty years later without a 

memorial sonnet to mark its passing being required of the Warden, for Henry’s successor 

George Edwards. He kindly had it framed and gave it to me for Christmas that year: 

 



“Sad, silent fountain soon to be undone 

Never again wilt thou spasmodic play 

When His Importance comes to spend the day. 

Thy flashing streams are dry, thy pump far gone 

That minced the little frogs and leaves new blown 

Into thy circled trap. Gone, gone away 

Is all that made thee sparkle, costly gay. 

No tears can fall now on thy heart of stone. 

Will no-one grieve for thee? Will no-one care 

That, beautifully useless, thou art killed, 

And o‘er thy grave, soon with the dark earth filled, 

No hazy rainbow trembles in the air? 

Yes, for thy murderers mourn thee! 

On that grave the finest flowers the garden grows shall wave.” 

 

Composed, I may say, in the kitchen of 5 Park Drive, the Warden’s House at that time. 

 

The College started as a three form entry, with two year groups of three forms each, and a senior 

year, the leaving year, then 14-year-olds of two forms, that is to say less than 300 children in all. 

The first rise was in 1947 when the age of leaving was raised and the school number grew to 

between 300 and 400. In 1953 natural growth of school population and the significant addition of 

a selected entry of 30 children a year pushed the numbers up to 650 by the time I succeeded 

Roy Davey, who had been John Parr‘s successor as Warden. 

 

I said that Impington started well; it did; magnificently, as architecture. Sir Nikolaus Pevsner, 

whom I used to have the privilege of entertaining to dinner each year before his annual Friday 

evening lecture at Impington, wrote of it as one of the best, if not the best, of the buildings of its 

time in his series on the Architecture of England, in the volume entitled “Cambridgeshire”. But  

Impington had the inestimable advantage of a first class educationalist as its first warden, whom 

Roy Davey and I have been proud to succeed. 

 

Since 1957 there have been four significant changes in the school population, all of which have 

contributed to its growth. First the effect of selective entry which was retained at Impington, the 

grammar stream, although not at Sawston, where one was started simultaneously. The effect of 

this was to attract a voluntary entry from outside the defined catchment area of seven villages. 

Such an entry, that is to say, of children whose parents very much wanted them to come to a 

school which was not the nearest one to where they lived; such an entry is an advantage, for one 

may depend upon it that those who choose a school will help it and value it. Secondly, the 

addition of another selective entry form enhanced this effect, although in fact its inception 

reduced the number of vacancies for volunteers. Thirdly a sixth form grew, from five brave  



16-year-olds and ten brave parents, to one hundred and ten 16-year-olds in six years. Now, eight 

years after it started it numbers one hundred and twenty five. 

 

Finally, the advent of comprehension, by which I mean the spirt of understanding to include in 

one school all the local children, came in 1974 when Impington, after twenty years of experience 

of the full range of child ability, looked forward to this range being recruited from the close 

neighbourhood instead of from Cambridge and beyond. Long may reason flourish, long is its 

blooming overdue. 

 

I believe deeply in mixture.  I was born myself on the uptown side of the tracks and, until I read 

Huxley‘s “Ends and Means” and saw that Christianity was philosophically respectable as well as 

being morally attractive, I had been successfully insulated from the real world of economics, 

politics and social organisation, by the sheltering protection of the Navy, one of the best ordered 

private clubs in the world. My parents kept me from children who were rough. But revolt in a 

radical frame of mind after the War led, ten interesting years later, to the most exciting and 

challenging post that I had ever held and one that I have enjoyed ever since. 

 

I am especially encouraged because I see coming about in the near future, the true fulfilment of 

Henry Morris‘ dream given form by Walter Gropius, of a mixture of children and adults in the 

centre which meets their separate needs. Unless it contains all the available children it lacks the 

full flavour. Conversely when all the children who live locally come to their school at 11, so will 

their parents, I confide, for they will not, these parents of the ablest children, be attracted simply 

by the varieties of adult education  that Impington has provided for thirty five fruitful years, and so 

continues to provide, but by the constant pull of their own children‘s education in the school. 

They will be attracted to it too, and because their children are, after all, the nucleus of the 

College. 

 

Certainly when in lovely Cambridgeshire we read of dewy-eyed enthusiasm for community 

education in other places, as the cure for ills, the balm for bruises of neglect, solvent for the 

sticky mess of urban poverty and violence we can be forgiven for saying “This is where we came 

in fifty years ago”. That wouldn‘t help, even if we were to be forgiven, which is unlikely. 

 

The trickiest bit of being a pioneer is when you settle down and it is then you need another 

challenge and a beckoning frontier. Such for us, at Impington existed in going comprehensive 

and in the county amalgamating with Huntingdonshire and Peterborough, where the special 

message of the community college has only become accepted in two centres so far. I don‘t think 

the economic climate is ever propitious for education but we may count ourselves lucky at 

Impington for, as the blizzard approaches and is all around us, and our rulers huddle on the 

exposed bridge of the ship of state anxiously trying to solve the steering problem, at Impington 

we can continue, having got under out belts a recent major extension, £250,000 worth, to the 

original plan. 



May I say now something about the growth and development of the College. I should like to say 

too how grateful I am, and all the people concerned are, for what has been added. 

 

The task, unwittingly, that a genius like Henry Morris always sets his successor, is precisely that 

genius is impossible to follow. But it isn‘t simply altogether the page treading boldly in the saint‘s 

footsteps, partly because the saint is no longer in front and his footsteps have melted; but partly 

like Keats looking into Chapman‘s Homer and experiencing the vastness of the further ocean, the 

challenge of the wild surmise. Henry Morris was succeeded by George Edwards, for many years 

his deputy and for the last twenty years his able successor, an idealist with his feet upon the 

ground. 

 

Gropius has been succeeded as architect in Cambridgeshire by the County Architects and in 

particular, at Impington, in the major permanent additions by Richard Crompton and Peter Arthur. 

There is always the high risk that genius will cast a shadow rather than a light and it is upon the 

successors of great men like Morris the educator extraordinary, and Gropius the master architect 

internationally famous and Professor of Fine Arts at Harvard, that the business of turning shadow 

into light depends. 

 

I believe that the difficult years since the War will be seen to have borne fruit not only at 

Impington, as well as in other parts of the country. The concepts of community and mixture have 

held, still hold and will become increasingly important. There has never been a sense of shadow 

at Impington but of air and light and colour. Above all of looking forward. How right to have 

chosen, from the poem by Meredith “The Thrush in February”, its best quatrain by far to 

commemorate John Chivers, in whose memory the family gave the precious gift of the land upon 

which the College stands. This circular plaque is at the entrance to the main hall: 

 

“Full lasting is the song 

Though he the singer passes. 

Lasting too for souls not lent in usury 

The rapture of the forward view”. 

 

But to return to bricks and mortar. The first significant permanent addition after the HORSA 

prefabs was an extension of the craft block to the southward by the addition of two full sized 

rooms for workshop and domestic science. 

 

HORSA, I only realised after I had been at Impington for about five years, stands for “huts on 

raising school age”. That, of course, referred to the first raising of the school age in 1947. The 

prefabs, I may say, although temporary, are still standing thirty years later and don‘t seem in any 

danger whatever of falling down, or of being brunt down. If there is a fire at Impington, there have 

been two while I have been there, they certainly never occurred in the HORSA prefabs. 

 



After the extension of the main building of the College, the two-storey wing for workshop and 

domestic science, the next addition in the late 1940s was a metalwork room, a club room and 

dining hall, to enclose the north court, and that construction started in the late 1940s and was 

completed in the mid 1950s. At the same time, in 1953, the construction of the Pepys wing to 

house the additional numbers in the grammar stream, that you will recall was added in 1953, that 

first form of selective entry. That was when the Pepys wing was built. In 1958 the rural studies 

unit was built and then apart from various prefabricated temporary additions , more temporary 

than the fine old HORSA prefabs, the green terrapins in the north court, there weren’t any 

permanent extensions until 1967 when a split level art studio, a gymnasium, a games shed and 

changing rooms enabled a much needed addition to take place. It involved the installation in the 

vacated workshop and art room of the library and a language laboratory, and in the same year, 

1967, plans were approved for the £250,000 extension which was completed in 1973. But while 

they were being delayed by Treasury edict for a year, a different vote, encouraged by the 

Albemarle Report, transformed for £15,000 an ex-army hut into a purpose built youth centre. The 

new George Edwards‘ building, designed to accommodate, in a general sense, the first two year 

groups, also contains an array of craft rooms, another art studio and a music room with practice 

rooms adjacent to it. 

 

Upon the same campus has been built a second gymnasium and, by public subscription and 

local grant-aid and interest-free loan, a 25 metre open air swimming-pool, close to an all weather 

play area on which hockey, tennis and netball, at least, can be played and with greater risk, two 

sorts of football, although I don’t think anybody does this in fact. 

 

By now the school numbers had risen to over 1000 and the adult enrolments for weekly classes 

to the same size about 1100, and voluntary clubs based at the College, nearly 20 in number, 

accounting for another 400 or 500 active members; and the youth service attendance between 

100 and 150 every week. 

 

But Impington must always be remembered not only as a school but also as a community centre, 

and rather a special one at that. I don’t know of any other school that contains within its 

precincts, making it a College, such remarkable rooms as are enclosed in the Adult wing that 

was given, as the plaque in the Adult Common Room reminds us, by the firm of Chivers. It 

contains a beautiful lecture room panelled in the 1930s style, the old library alongside it, a 

committee room and a reading room and billiard room with three full sized billiard tables. When I 

took guests around the College I always encouraged them to breathe deeply when they got as 

far as the billiards room so as to inhale, without fear of permanent harm, the essence of the 

mens club. It seemed to me that the aroma was so rich, so redolent of so many a hundred up in 

the gentle haze of pipe smoke, that my guests could take no harm. 

 

The common room is still the common room, into which and through which the world seems to 

flow. It really is a room for everybody and there are few more pleasant rooms in any college that I 



know, whether a village college or a university college or a college further education of any sort 

at all, that looks out upon the copse so full of spring flowers by Unwins Seeds, so fortunately 

placed down Impington Lane. Our Impington buildings are used to the full. The local world flows 

in and out between 8am and 10pm, its citizens, young, very young, middling, older and older still, 

still come because they feel welcome and to do a whole variety of things. The sixth form share 

the youth centre with pre-school play groups, handicapped childrens’ playgroups, school medical 

consultations, baby clinic, under 5s and Mums’ club and of course the evening youth club. Adults 

are welcome into the sixth form classes and the sixth formers sometimes join daytime adult 

classes. Parish Councils meet often in College; ladies expert in keeping other ladies fit, keep 

themselves fit in very expert ways on a Saturday morning; and there isn’t usually a weekend 

without a cluster of cars and a shower of confetti at a wedding reception often coincident with the 

monthly Rabbit Show. I once appointed a deputy headmaster in 1965; he lunched with me at 

home and brought his family a few weeks before taking up his appointment. It was a Saturday, 

there was a wedding imminent and the rabbit hutches all along the promenade lured his children 

to the adoration of liquid eyes, softest fur and twitching noses. He caught up with the admiring 

throng, having retrieved his youngest from a transient minor tragedy, and effected a cure by 

placing David alongside his sisters who were gazing at the rabbits. Rowland Ablett, our new 

deputy, looked along the lines of rabbits and then at me and I shall not forget his echo of the 

Queen of Sheba’s admission to Solomon, “John” he said “the half was not told me!” 

 

Someone should write the history of the College and when he or she does, there will have to be 

a chapter about the promenade. This is the Centre of the College. Here, if you wait long enough, 

it will seem everything will happen: the important mill with the insignificant, the young with one 

another, adults with children, here babies are worshipped, here old men and old ladies move 

slowly towards a Flower Show or to the old peoples’ community concern lunch on Wednesdays. 

Here happen the tentative courtships, part of the living consequences of mixture, the morning 

greetings, the afternoon farewells, the brief encounters that stay reverberating in the mind; 

pictures in an interior; the appeals to come, to go, to meet, to give, to pay, to listen, to support; 

the silent pleas for the benefit of examinees in the hall; to roll up and take your choice. Here 

more recently we drink for 5p dispensed tea, coffee, soup or chocolate. Here through the doors 

come the thronging young daily, looking as though they wanted to. Here at the end of the day 

when the captains and kings have departed, have I sojourned with the caretaker and reflected 

upon fate and change, upon the inscrutable nature of chance, the quirks of fortune, the goodness 

of human nature and the perversity of that unfortunate minority who do not seem to share our 

views. Here sometimes, until freed through an open window, has beat about a little bird that has 

lost its way in so much light and air and colour. 

 

Forty years after the first flow of folk into the promenade, I see it symbolically that the College, 

whose centre it is, is a centre of caring as well as, or at the heart of, its educative function. From 

where I live and move and have my being, this tuned instrument of education I see in a world, of 

which it is a small part, a world needing very much the philosophy of which the College is the 



type. Wherever I look I see the signs of strife and in many places, strife itself. I cannot but believe 

that, with so well-designed a means for growth in the virtue of understanding to hand in our 

midst, the whole community must try to make this College continue to succeed. We have to 

make its music sing. 
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