
RELIGION at SCHOOL 

from No.13 

 
Like the vast majority of boys at School, I was baptised into the Church of England, but I 

personally hadn't been inside a church since. St.Anselms must have been “high Anglican” 

because there was a “Lady” chapel and it was acceptable for both Catholics and Protestants 

to attend. I don't know what provision was made for any Jewish pupils. I only ever saw five 

Bibles regularly during my years at School – one on the lectern in the Elliott Hall, one on 

the lectern at St.Anselms, the one used during 'Bible Study', the one carried around by Peter 

'Reverend' Warner, and the one you got as a leaving present when your sentence was up. I 

don't remember receiving any religious instruction, and that in itself was a Godsend! Any 

religious beliefs or faith that we may have had, or any ambitions anybody may have had in 

that direction, were soon extinguished. Compulsory worship for a small boy to a God that  

he could not comprehend and who never answered his prayers was guaranteed to alienate 

him from the Church or organised religion. 

There were the daily services in the Elliott Hall, each morning and night. The choir, seated 

before the stage, facing each other, sang the hymns. Everybody else in the school mouthed 

the words silently. (HFD once famously decided to make the singing of the hymns 

compulsory. The deliberate dreadful bellowing that followed as a result, drowned out the 

choir, and was adopted as a vocal form of protest.)  The service was presided over by the 

Headmaster seated alone on the stage. Prefects took turn to read the lesson from bible on the 

lectern – a meaningless and often incoherent babble delivered in accents that ranged from 

Norther Ireland to Yorkshire to Cornwall. 

Every Sunday morning, come hell or high water, we were marched off in a 'crocodile' to 

mass at St.Anselms. If the weather was particularly hideous, the girls would be kept in 

school, but not the boys. Without the School, the congregation would have been sparse. The 

villagers occupied the middle pews. We sat on the left side of the church, the girls on the 

right. The boys were squashed into the pews like sardines, decked out in our 'best' suits, 

forbidden to talk or read, a prefect at the end of each pew to confiscate any comics and dish 

out detentions. Looking down on the proceedings with blind eyes, was a crucified Christ 

carved from dark wood, a frightening visage, whose suffering was matched only by ours. 

The Reverend Moxon delivered the most crushingly boring, wretched sermons that must 

have only lasted fifteen or twenty minutes, but droned on for an eternity and drove one to 

the very edge of insanity. I remember him once canvassing the villagers to attend an 

“austerity lunch” - the idea was for the congregation to show solidarity with the hungry of 

the world by paying for a simple lunch, the money raised to help feed the 'starving'. It was 

ironic - the 'starving' were sat either side of them, in school uniform. Their “austerity” lunch 

was the kind of fare that we were being fed every day. I cursed them all, and their hypocrisy. 

It was to escape this ordeal that I joined the school and church choir. In the vestry we shed 

our jackets and donned the black cassock, the white surplice and the frilly neck ruff. We 

followed the cross down the aisle to the choir stalls up before the altar. From here we could 

look down on the congregation and were free of the constraints and discipline of the pews. 

The cassocks had slits instead of pockets, that gave access to your trousers, where we had 

concealed comics or books. It was in this way that we read the naughty, well-thumbed pages 

of  “Lady Chatterley's Lover” and the adventures of “Angelique” - a real 'bodice-ripper'.  

When the service was over we were able to make our own way back to the school, a short 

breath of freedom. 

Another nail was driven into religion's coffin by the Sunday “Bible Study” period. There 



was no bible study involved, but the Good Book was instrumental in another punishment. 

The study period was used to catch up on outstanding homework, or for working off 

“detentions”. This was usually in the form of having to write out 'lines'. But these were not 

the “I must not...........” variety of lines. Theses were verses of the Bible to be written out ad 

nauseam. A favourite was Genesis Chapter 11, verses 10 to 32. Excuse my language but 

these were the verses where “every f*****r begat every other f****r”. Another was Genesis 

Chapter 17 verses 9-37, more delightful bedtime reading! For me, God and his Bible were at 

best irrelevent and at worst, a cruel joke. 

Many years later I met a man on the high seas who carried a pocket bible around with him. I 

thought he was a 'Holy Joe' but I discovered that, in the absence of Rizla papers, he was 

using the thin pages to roll his Golden Virginia cigarettes.  

 


