History – extension work – Tom Brown’s Schools Days Extracts

· Read one of the following extracts (football, swimming and fishing, the fight, or cricket) and complete the attached worksheet on the piece you have read. 
The football match

‘Hold the punt-about!’ ‘To the goals!’ are the cries; and all stray balls are

impounded by the authorities, and the whole mass of boys moves up towards the

two goals, dividing as they go into three bodies. That little band on the left,

consisting of from fifteen to twenty boys, Tom amongst them, who are making for

the goal under the School-house wall, are the School-house boys who are not to

play up, and have to stay in goal. The larger body moving to the island goal are

the School boys in a like predicament. The great mass in the middle are the

players-up, both sides mingled together; they are hanging their jackets (and all

who mean real work), their hats, waistcoats, neck-handkerchiefs, and braces, on

the railings round the small trees; and there they go by twos and threes up to

their respective grounds. There is none of the colour and tastiness of get-up, you

will perceive, which lends such a life to the present game at Rugby, making the

dullest and worst-fought match a pretty sight. Now each house has its own

uniform of cap and jersey, of some lively colour; but at the time we are speaking

of plush caps have not yet come in, or uniforms of any sort, except the Schoolhouse

white trousers, which are abominably cold today. Let us get to work bareheaded,

and girded with our plain leather straps. But we mean business,

gentlemen.

And now that the two sides have fairly sundered, and each occupies its

own ground, and we get a good look at them, what absurdity is this? You don’t

mean to say that those fifty or sixty boys in white trousers, many of them quite

small, are going to play that huge mass opposite? Indeed I do, gentlemen.

They’re going to try, at any rate, and won’t make such a bad fight of it either,

mark my word; for hasn’t old Brooke won the toss, with his lucky halfpenny, and

got choice of goals, and kick-off? The new ball you may see lie there quite by

itself, in the middle, pointing towards the School or island goal; in another minute

it will be well on its way there. Use that minute in remarking how the Schoolhouse

side is drilled. You will see, in the first place, that the sixth-form boy, who

has the charge of goal, has spread his force (the goalkeepers) so as to occupy

the whole space behind the goal-posts at distances of about five yards apart. A

safe and well-kept goal is the foundation of all good play. Old Brooke is talking to

the captain of quarters; and now he moves away. See how that youngster

spreads his men (the light brigade) carefully over the ground, half-way between

their own goal and the body of their own players-up (the heavy brigade). These

again play in several bodies. There is young Brooke and the bull-dogs. Mark

them well. They are the ‘fighting brigade’, the ‘die-hards’, larking about at leapfrog

to keep themselves warm, and playing tricks on one another. And on each

side of old Brooke, who is now standing in the middle of the ground and just

going to kick off, you see a separate wing of players-up, each with a boy of

acknowledged prowess to look to – here Warner and there Hedge; but over all is

old Brooke, absolute as he of Russia, but wisely and bravely ruling over willing

and worshipping subjects, a true football king. His face is earnest and careful as

he glances a last time over his array, but full of pluck and hope – the sort of look I

hope to see in my general when I go out to fight.

Swimming and fishing

The river Avon at Rugby is a slow and not very clear stream, in which

chub, dace, roach, and other coarse fish are (or were) plentiful enough, together

with a fair sprinkling of small jack, but no fish worth sixpence either for sport or

food. It is, however, a capital river for bathing, as it has many nice small pools

and several good reaches for swimming, all within about a mile of one another,

and at an easy twenty minutes’ walk from the school. This mile of water is rented,

or used to be rented, for bathing purposes by the trustees of the School, for the

boys. The foot-path to Brownsover crosses the river by ‘the Planks’, a curious old

single-plank bridge running for fifty or sixty yards into the flat meadows on each

side of the river – for in the winter there are frequent floods. Above the Planks

were the bathing-places for the smaller boys – Sleath’s, the first bathing-place,

where all new boys had to begin, until they had proved to the bathing men (three

steady individuals, who were paid to attend daily through the summer to prevent

accidents) that they could swim pretty decently, when they were allowed to go on

to Anstey’s, about one hundred and fifty yards below. Here there was a hole

about six feet deep and twelve feet across, over which the puffing urchins

struggled to the opposite side, and thought no small beer of themselves for

having been out of their depths. Below the Planks came larger and deeper holes,

the first of which was Wratislaw’s, and the last Swift’s, a famous hole, ten or

twelve feet deep in parts, and thirty yards across, from which there was a fine

swimming reach right down to the mill. Swift’s was reserved for the sixth and fifth

forms, and had a spring board and two sets of steps; the others had one set of

steps each, and were used indifferently by all the lower boys, though each house

addicted itself more to one hole than to another. The School-house at this time

affected Wratislaw’s hole, and Tom and East, who had learnt to swim like fishes,

were to be found there as regular as the cock through the summer, always twice,

and often three times a day.

Now the boys either had, or fancied they had, a right also to fish at their

pleasure over the whole of this part of the river, and would not understand that

the right (if any) only extended to the Rugby side. As ill-luck would have it, the

gentleman who owned the opposite bank, after allowing it for some time without

interference, had ordered his keepers not to let the boys fish on his side – the

consequence of which had been that there had been first wranglings and then

fights between the keepers and boys; and so keen had the quarrel become that

the landlord and his keepers, after a ducking had been inflicted on one of the

latter, and a fierce fight ensued thereon, had been up to the great school at

calling-over to identify the delinquents, and it was all the Doctor himself and five

or six masters could do to keep the peace. Not even his authority could prevent

the hissing, and so strong was the feeling that the four praepostors of the week

walked up the school with their canes, shouting ‘S-s-s-s-i-lenc-c-c-e’ at the top of

their voices. However, the chief offenders for the time were flogged and kept in

bounds; but the victorious party had brought a nice hornet’s nest about their ears.

The landlord was hissed at the School-gates as he rode past, and when he

charged his horse at the mob of boys, and tried to thrash them with his whip, was
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The fight

It was not at all usual in those days for two School-house boys to have a

fight. Of course there were exceptions, when some cross-grained, hard-headed

fellow came up who would never be happy unless he was quarrelling with his

nearest neighbours, or when there was some class-dispute, between the fifth

form and the fags, for instance, which required blood-letting; and a champion

was picked out on each side tacitly, who settled the matter by a good hearty mill.

But, for the most part, the constant use of those surest keepers of the peace, the

boxing-gloves, kept the School-house boys from fighting one another. Two or

three nights in every week the gloves were brought out, either in the hall or fifthform

room; and every boy who was ever likely to fight at all knew all his

neighbours’ prowess perfectly well, and could tell to a nicety what chance he

would have in a stand-up fight with any other boy in the house. But, of course, no

such experience could be gotten as regarded boys in other houses; and as most

of the other houses were more or less jealous of the School-house, collisions

were frequent.

After all, what would life be without fighting, I should like to know? From the

cradle to the grave, fighting, rightly understood, is the business, the real highest,

honestest business of every sort of man.

[Slogger Williams (the form bully) has it in for young Arthur. Tom stands

up for the youngster and agrees to fight Slogger on Arthur’s behalf.]

‘Huzza! There’s going to be fight between Slogger Williams and Tom

Brown!’

The news ran like wildfire about, and many boys who were on their way to

tea at their several houses turned back, and sought the back of the chapel,

where the fights come off.

‘Just run and tell East to come and back me,’ said Tom to a small Schoolhouse

boy, who was off like a rocket to Harrowell’s, just stopping for a moment to

poke his head into the School-house hall, where the lower boys were already at

tea, and sing out, ‘Fight! Tom Brown and Slogger Williams.’

Up start half the boys at once, leaving bread, eggs, butter, sprats, and all

the rest to take care of themselves. The greater part of the remainder follow in a

minute, after swallowing their tea, carrying their food in their hands to consume

as they go. Three or four only remain to steal the butter of the more impetuous,

and make to themselves an unctuous feast.

In another minute East and Martin tear through the quadrangle, carrying a

sponge, and arrive at the scene of action just as the combatants are beginning to

strip.

Tom felt he had got his work cut out for him, as he stripped off his jacket,

waistcoat, and braces. East tied his handkerchief round his waist, and rolled up

his shirt-sleeves for him. ‘Now, old boy, don’t you open your mouth to say a word,

or try to help yourself a bit – we’ll do all that; you keep all your breath and

strength for the Slogger.’ Martin meanwhile folded the clothes and put them

The cricket match

Another two years have passed, and it is again the end of the summer

half-year at Rugby; in fact, the School has broken up. The fifth-form examinations

were over last week, and upon them have followed the speeches, and the sixthform

examinations for exhibitions; and they too are over now. The boys have

gone to the winds of heaven, except the town boys and the eleven, and the few

enthusiasts besides who have asked leave to stay in their houses to see the

result of the cricket matches. For this year, the Wellesburn return match and the

Marylebone match are played at Rugby, to the great delight of the town and

neighbourhood, and the sorrow of those aspiring young cricketers who have

been reckoning for the last three months on showing off at Lord’s ground.

The Doctor started for the Lakes yesterday morning, after an interview

with the captain of the eleven, in the presence of Thomas, at which he arranged

in what school the cricket dinners were to be, and all other matters necessary for

the satisfactory carrying out of the festivities, and warned them as to keeping all

spirituous liquors out of the close, and having the gates closed by nine o’clock.

The Wellesburn match was played out with great success yesterday, the

School winning by three wickets; and today the great event of the cricketing year,

the Marylebone match, is being played. What a match it has been! The London

eleven came down by an afternoon train yesterday, in time to see the end of the

Wellesburn match; and as soon as it was over, their leading men and umpire

inspected the ground, criticizing it rather unmercifully. The captain of the School

eleven, and one or two others who had played the Lord’s match before, and

knew old Mr. Aislabie and several of the Lord’s men, accompanied them; while

the rest of the eleven looked on from under the Three Trees with admiring eyes,

and asked one another the names of the illustrious strangers, and recounted how

many runs each of them had made in the late matches in Bell’s Life. They looked

such hard-bitten, wiry, whiskered fellows that their young adversaries felt rather

desponding as to the result of the morrow’s match. The ground was at last

chosen, and two men set to work upon it to water and roll; and then, there being

yet some half-hour of daylight, someone had suggested a dance on the turf. The

close was half full of citizens and their families, and the idea was hailed with

enthusiasm. The cornopean player was still on the ground. In five minutes the

eleven and half a dozen of the Wellesburn and Marylebone men got partners

somehow or another, and a merry country-dance was going on, to which every

one flocked, and new couples joined in every minute, till there were a hundred of

them going down the middle and up again; and the long line of school buildings

looked gravely down on them, every window glowing with the last rays of the

western sun; and the rooks clanged about in the tops of the old elms, greatly

excited, and resolved on having their country-dance too; and the great flag

flapped lazily in the gentle western breeze. Altogether it was a sight which would

have made glad the heart of our brave old founder, Lawrence Sheriff, if he were

half as good a fellow as I take him to have been. It was a cheerful sight to see.

But what made it so valuable in the sight of the captain of the School eleven was

that he there saw his young hands shaking off their shyness and awe of the
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