
At 13 I entered King's School, Canterbury, which had a great influence  on my after life. Not 

so much that it was a good Public. School cast in the usual British mould; but that I came 

under the influence of the past; the great cathedral welcomed and sheltered me under its 

wings, I drank of the cup of tradition. The very stones of the glorious old temple of God cried 

out in testimony to its Catholic past. Chemistry and mathematics I detested; the classics were 

more tolerable, but I revelled in history. While still in the Lower School I won the first prize 

for drawing and topped the whole school with my sketch of the old Gatehouse, the subject 

set for competition. In the cricket season, at compulsory practice, I always was bowled out 

first ball and as it would be a week’s fielding before I got another chance at the wicket I did 

not develop any great love for the game and sometimes would take a caning for not being up 

at the ground for the roll-call. Football I liked (we played 'Rugger') and was early promoted to 

be a half-back in the third fifteen. We played in wet and mud and even if it was snowing, but 

woe betide any boy who was discovered wearing a singlet or shirt under his blue foot-ball 

jersey: Everything would then be torn to shreds 'off his back for being a molly-coddle! I am 

thankful I was brought up in a school of hardness, but I was a very quiet and unaggressive 

boy.  

My third year saw me in the Upper School. The Fourth Form master, the Rev. G, Mason 

(nicknamed 'Tar') had an awesome reputation as viewed by Lower School boys. He was a rigid 

but just disciplinarian; and an excellent teacher with plenty of caustic humour. Very nervous 

on our first morning in his class a few of us were shameful failures at our hard mugged up 

task, mercifully labelled us as 'frailties' and commuted our daily repetition of Horace to a 

couple of verses only instead of the five or six the rest of the class had to learn. I sat at the 

extreme bottom, it being known as "Hawes' corner" and rejoiced like a doormouse in the 

satisfaction and peace of being a dunce, until one day it happened that 'Tar' asked a question 

that stumped the whole class, even the eager bright boys at the top: the question appealed 

to reason and logic rather than to memory. Why I did so, I don't know, but I stood up and 

answered it. 'Tar' leaned back in his chair, smiled and . quizzically surveyed me with his 

twinkling little pig-eyes -- ''Hawes," he said slowly -- "still waters run deep, and from now on 

you will learn the whole of the repetition the same as the others!"  

 



I loved to wander in the labyrinths of the old cathedral and wondered as to what was the idea 

of all these separate small chapels extending from the aisles and what were these ornamental 

niches in their walls with little basons. A large oil painting of Archbishop Thomas a Becket 

hung in a dark corner of the north aisle of the choir. In a flowing red vestment he proudly 

faced the murderous swords of the knights. Becket became at once my hero number one. The 

recumbent stone figures of former archbishops over their tombs (as that of Chicheley), their 

vestments painted in gold and colours, looked so much nicer than Archbishop Benson did in 

his black and white 'magpie', when he came to preach. He had also just officially opened the 

new 'Parry Library', where he told us in sonorous language that he came from the steps of the 

Throne of Saint Augustine. I spent many free hours in the Library poring over the chronicles 

of the good sacrist William of Sens who rebuilt the ·cathedral choir after the great fire. Grand 

chaps these old monks!  

Above all, I discovered the Rule of Saint Benedict. Expressive of my admiration I got a piece 

of wood and carved with my pen-knife a little eight inch statue of the Patriarch of Western 

Monasticism -- my first idolatrous graven image!  

Christ-Church Cathedral Priory, and St. Augustine's Abbey outside the walls, how they 

fascinated me. Like is magnetized to like and I got to be chums with two or three boys who 

were 'High Church' quite a new thing to me. Here I envisaged a bit of the Church of England 

that was trying to get back to some of the things that were of old so nice in the cathedral, so 

many years ago, and in the other churches in the old city and the country-side around. I went 

one Sunday to the 'High Celebration' at the small ancient church of St. Peter's; it was 

conducted by Vice-Principal Ramsey of St. Augustine's Missionary College, who later by the 

grace of God was to become a Catholic and Abbot of Downside, Dom Leander Ramsay, O.S.B. 

Few of the boys showed any special interest in religion or in the Church of England, except a 

few of these High or very Low. Amongst the latter was Mowll who eventually became an 

Anglican bishop in Australia, as did also a younger brother of my great chum Cyril Frewer.  

Cyril went as a missionary to central East Africa and then succeeded his father as Vicar of 

Brede, Sussex. Bishop Frewer I met in West Australia and had the pleasure once of giving him 

a lift in my car, some sixty miles down from Mullewa to Geraldton on the coast. Another 

school-fellow was H.J. Fynes-Clinton, now Rector of St. Magnus the Martyr, London Bridge, 

and zealous chairman of the Church Unity Octave Council, with whom I still occasionally 



correspond. Our Headmaster was the Rev. Thomas Field, D.D. He gave the instructions to our 

Confirmation class, the prelude to first communion. Eagerly I listened; but concerning the 

sacrament of the Holy Communion the nearest we got to an explanation of the Real Presence 

vas the quotation of an ambiguous verse (attributed to Queen Elizabeth) --"Christ vas the 

Word and spake it; He took the bread and brake it; And what that Word doth make it; That I 

believe and take it." I longed for something more definite but had not the courage to ask 

"Please Sir, what does the church believe and teach that the Word makes it?" 


