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METEOROLOGICAL SOCIETY

WHEN we returned after a typical English summer, the weath
cleared up for a short period, but apar% from that bright formggleﬁ
it continued with a dismal autumn of rain and wind until the end
of éerm. The highest temperature reached was 70°F. and the lowest
31°F., not nearly so exciting a figure as that in the Easter Term
which was 14.5°F.; the highest reached in that term was 60°F.
Of that weather little need be said, as most people will wish to
forget the worst winter for eighty-five years. Following the snow,
which at its worst had been 7 feet high in some places, came the
floods; those in the valley around the Severn could be seen quite
clgar{y from here. During the floods there came a great gale, taking
with it trees, window-panes, tiles and one chimney-pot.

The Summer Term has brought with it fairly good weather
cheered immensely by the heat-wave which lasted for nearly a fort-
night before Pnzne-ngmg. At this time the highest temperature
recorded was 87°F. It was a pity that the weather broke just
before Prize-giving, which was showery, the first time we had had
rain for many years. The highest rainfall recorded for the year was
1.7 inches on November 1Ist, 1.4 inches on March 29th, and 1.7
inches on June 8th. ] f

J. HERBERT (Secretary)

S. BENNET
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THE DEBATING SOCIETY

CHrisTMAS TERM, 1946

We have had two debates this term: one formal and one in-
formal. The spontaneous debate on November 17th was perhaps
the most popular. A lot of people, when asked if they are coming
to a debate, reply “Only if I don’t have to speak”, but it is remark-
able what impassioned arguments they can produce against such
motions as “It is better to be without a cake of soap than without
a toothbrush”. One wonders if soap is always as popular in practice
as it would seem to be in theory. The motion debated with the
most acrimony was, of course, “It is unnecessary for girls to learn
Latin”. But, surprisingly enough, it was lost by 28 votes.

A formal debate, “That hunting is indefensible in a civilized
society”, was held on November 30th. The upholders of this un-
compromising statement were Claire Atkins and Mary Lunt. The
opposers were Sally Minet and Elizabeth Crace. Hunting, we were
told, is a cruel and unprovoked attack upon poor, defenceless
animals. Imagine the surprise of a member of exclusive “county”
society on being told that in hunting he is indulging in a form of
barbarism, showing his worst and most savage instincts! After
a discussion, the tone of which was mild compared with the strength
of the words used, including a most authoritative disquisition from
the proposer on the precise sensations of the fox when pursued,
the motion was eventually lost by five votes.

SpRING TERM, 1947

A debate “That films are a pernicious influence on the life of
the nation” was held on March 9th. The proposers were Hester
Naish and Julia Boulton, and the opposers Maureen Michael and
Dorothy Meyer. This is a subject that must affect all of us. I
wonder how far films have been a peraicious influence on our lives!
Hollywood, according to one of our most eloquent orators, is “often
delightful”. Her opposer describes it as the main cause of juvenile
crime, frequent divorce, mental laziness, and sentimentality. Both
sides were most stubborn in their opposition, and the result of the
voting was a very satisfactory draw.

The most frequent re-action of anyone asked to speak is a groan
and agonized “Must 17" But Miss Evershed says that the speeches
themselves are good, although they often lose in delivery. It is to
be hoped that we shall soon get over this modest (or is it merely
faint-hearted?) shrinking from displaying our rhetorical talents in

ublic.
; GiLLIAN JAIDKA, Upper VI (Secretary)
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THE DRAMA GROUP

THE highlight of the year was the Outer Group’ :
I h p’s performance of

The Princess and the Pea” and “The Pied PipexP of i——lame]in".
In spite of frantic coachings and last-minute improvisations, those A

of us who saw the final rehearsals felt pessimistic, but everyone

rose to the occasion and thoroughly enjoyed herself.- Rosemary 4

Duncan was the producer.

The only other activity was the tidying of the Acting Cupboard

—a herculean task which provided material for several b !
made us long for extra baths. veral-bonfices 4

Acting colours were awarded to Stella Knight, Sheila Bing, Sall
Minet, Hazel Wilkinson, Gillian Jaidka and Sgheila Wilkes fog’r the1i¥
performance in last year’s play. This year’s play has been the
subject of much discussion and apprehension this ferm, but it has
finally been decided fo_postpone it until next year as the Elgar
Festival is being held in Malvern at the end of term when we should
normally perform the play. Not only are we going to most of the
concerts but they will rob us of potential audiences. Also there
was a long delay in obtaining copies from the British Drama
League, .and when these eventually came they were very much
abridged, This postponement is a disappointment to many, but,
::vﬂrlt give younger members of the Inner Group a chance in larger

arts.
SHEILA WILKES (Upper VI)

THE LITERARY SOCIETY

THE Literary Society was a new venture at the beginning of
year, but with Miss Lansdale’s help it has proved to l%e a sugccesstf}ﬁ
one. At first only members of the Vth, Shell and VIth Forms
belonged to the Society, but this term many members of the IIIrd
and IVth Forms joined and there are now eighty members.

Our first meeting on November 15th was arrange i
Lansdale and consisted of literary games which we gen‘;o;gd I:I/I;;
much. The next meeting was on December 8th, and as it was
getting near Christmas we made this meeting a Christmas meeting.
We drew lots for those who should read, and the twelve people
who were chosen read any poem they liked about Christmas. For
the last ten minutes we read “Brother Juniper”, by Laurence Hous-
man. What with the coal shortage and electricity cuts, we held
no meetings in the Spring Term, but on May 25th Sally Minet
gave a very interesting falk on “Animals in Literature”. We hope
to have two more meetings this term, but at the time of going to
press we have not found available dates in a term so full of a variety
of activities.

E. Crack (Shell A.)
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MUSIC CLUB

AFTER a year’s inactivity the Music Club was re-formed, Mrs.
Thompson taking over the organisation. We decided to hold two
general meetings a term when possible, the: members of the Club
taking part in one.

In the first meeting of the Christmas Term we played Romberg’s
Toy Symphony, every member taking part. This proved a very
entertaining meeting, as it did not call for much musical ability,
but rather for strength of will to hold out one’s part against the
varied and peculiar noises made by other instruments. Two instru-
ments which caused much amusement were the cuckoo and nightin-
gale, which had to be provided with a jug of water at hand. This
meeting was such a success that a great many people would have
liked to hold a similar one later, but unfortunately that has not
been possible so far.

The second meeting of the term was devoted to recorded music.
Two works were played, namely, Tchaikovsky’s ballet music, “The
Swan Lake”, played by the London Philharmonic Orchestra, con-
ducted by John Barbirolli, and Rachmaninoff’s 2nd Piano Concerto,
the composer being the soloist, assisted by the Boston Philharmonic
Orchestra. A short talk was given on each composer by the
Secretary and the Treasurer.

There was only one meeting during the Spring Term, and that
also consisted of a gramophone recital. Mrs. Edwards very kindly
lent us her recording of the Grieg Piano Concerto, Moiseiwitsch
being the soloist. Mrs. Thompson gave us a short interesting
analysis of the Concerto, which she illustrated at the piano. After
the Concerto we heard music for two pianos played by ‘Ethel
Bartlett and Rae Robertson—Bach’s Chorale, “Sheep may safely
graze”, and Handel’s “Arrival of the Queen of Sheba”.

We were sorry to lose Mrs. Thompson at the end of the term;
we miss her enthusiasm.
HEeLENA WILLIAMSON, Upper VI (Secretary)

JUNIOR HOUSE

IN the Autumn Term Miss Russell came to Junior House and we
had a great many new girls as well. Mr. Rowntree gave his first
lecture at the Abbey. It was on Animal Camouflage, and he
showed us some lovely pictures of deep sea fish with little lights
on their backs. One day the whole school went to Gloucester and
it took five buses to hold us all. We saw the Cathedral, which has
some little chapels and tombs and beautiful stained glass windows.
We drew the things we liked. There was also a clock with figures
that moved when it struck and a museum with interesting things.
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The days slipped past very quickly. We had a dan ints’

v X ce on All Saints

Day, and a Hallow E’en party, when we ducked for apples and

g\?er];(})lgif’-mad‘: totfeehanld told ghost stories. We went to Miss
S party on the last evening of t

round the Abbey and Graham Hougse(.) T e

The Spring Term started with snow. It grew deeper
and soon people without Wellingtons couldg not go gul.an\()ivg e;gfl{
tobogganing every day and made a great many snow men. Then
there was a fancy dress party, and everyone looked very gay in
different coloured costumes. We had to make our own clothes and
1t was very good. The snow did not melt until the end of term

and nearly everyone was in bed. We
weeks early. were packed off home two

The Summer Term has been great fun with riding and swimmi
On Ascension Day we took our lunch with us andgwent fvgrn;rr;:)r;gg.
walk past British Camp to the Obelisk. We walked through woods
thick with bluebells and saw deer and had tea at the Pink Cottage.
We had some simply lovely weather and had tea in the garden.
Before long it was Prize-giving, and you can imagine the excitement
it caused as our mothers came down specially. We sang in the
concert and then there was three days’ holiday.” On Founders’ Da
we picnicked in the Zig-Zag and then had sports in the field. They
were most exciting. One evening there was a camp fire and we
sang Guide songs till late. On the last Wednesday of term we
went to Tewkesbury to see the battlefields, and after lunch we
visited the Abbey and climbed up the Tower. It was very dark.
From the top we could see the river, the mill and Abbey girls in
the park—and our bus waiting to take us hom

A. LINDSAY-SMITH
F. BATEMAN
J. GuNArRY

WORLD CITIZENSHIP

IN this restless and troubled world it seems impossible to look upon
the futl{re as being a peaceable and prosperous time, but as to-
morrow's citizens we must make sure that such a future will be
ours to pass on.

While at school it often appears difficult to do anything positi
but we should keep up to date with the affairs of ogr co%r?try t&‘i:"l%
those of other countries of the world, and be able to express
an opinion on such matters. To achieve these ends various societies
hold conferences for girls and boys of the VIth forms. Two of
these are the Council for Education in World Citizenship and

. Ashridge. Unfortunately we could not go to the Easter -Con-
ference at Ashridge because of quarantine, but two of us did go to
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the usual Christmas holiday conference organized by the C.E.W.S.
It was held in the Central Hall, Westminster. The Conference
Room was crowded, some people even sitting on the steps.

The Discussion Groups held in the afternoons are very helpful
in that they provide closer contact with people of our own age.
These discussions were very informal and plenty of good and sen-
sible suggestions were put forward. We all felt that it would be
a good thing if we could soon start discussing world affairs with
girls and boys of other countries.

The lectures were on varying topics. The Honourable Harold
Nicholson spoke of the lessons to be learnt from the Paris Con-
ference, and he especially stressed the importance of secret nego-
tiations. It was a waste of time and no conclusions could be
reached with open negotiations.

Sir Stafford Cripps spoke on our economic recovery. It was
statistically a ‘recovery’ then but that was before this disastrous fuel
crisis. The merits and defects of trade unionism were discussed.
This gave a chance for the extremists of both sades to heckle, and
we all thoroughly enjoyed it.

There were a number of lectures on U.N.O. Detailed accounts
of its beginning at Dumbarton Oaks, the different committees and
councils were given, and the Charter signed at San Francisco was
often referred to. This young organization had already had many
difficult problems to solve. Those of Greece and Indonesia had
been well tackled and partly solved. The control of atomic energy
has still to be dealt with. To support this great scheme it is all-
important that we should learn to know the customs and character-
istics of other countries and be able to understand their point of
view.

The best lecture was given by J. B. Priestley. His was a really
inspiring talk. He spoke on the US.S.R., US.A. and ourselves,
bringing out our strengths and weaknesses. His portrait of the
Englishman was especially good. “We are too insular in character”,
he said, “and we do not take enough interest in world affairs. When
we have finished fighting a war, which is always fought for the most
chivalrous reasons, we turn away from the world and go back to
our gardens and the cheerful fireside. But the sea is no longer
a safe wall and we cannot afford to turn our backs on the world
and let it solve its own problems.”

This was the real challenge to all of us, and by putting trust in
U.N.O. and supporting it, perhaps a more positive peace will be

attained.
R. MEvEr (Upper VI)
C. Gunary (Lower VI Science)
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“TWELFTH NIGHT ”

THIS year we studied “Twelfth Night” f i
A 3 or our School Certificat
play. We were fortunate in being ;ble to see two productions o‘;

this play, one at the Repertory Theatre, Birmi
the Memorial Theatre, Stratfoi,d igiraig Gty

The two productions varied immensely both in in i
choice of actors. The actual setting at B}i/rmingham isgreatsaﬁo;oﬁg
have been seer by Queen Elizabeth at court. At back stage there
was a gallery erected, from which the Queen and her courtiers
watched the play, and from time to time when a crowd was needed
the watchers came down on to the main stage and took part.,

At Stratford the production was more spectacular, a
actual play began the characters walkedpacross the g:rllzesfggeﬂi]s
single file, each being silhouetted, for a moment, against a circle
of light in the centre of the stage. Throughout the whole play a
cyclorama was used for the long scenes on the main stage and
provided a brilliant blue background. All the short and transition
scenes were played on the apron stage.

The interpretation of the characters was very different i
productions, perhaps the most outstanding bei)\,'lg thecrcletlslt[i]nlgmgé
Viola. At Birmingham she was played by a young girl, who, al-
though inexperienced, was more suited to her part than the actress
at Stratford. Here, although Beatrix Lehrman acted very com-
petently, she was too old, and according to the critics badly mis-
cast. Olivia was portrayed as a mature character at Birmingham,
but Daphne Slater interpreted her as a young girl at Stratford,
both of which castings suited their respective plots. i

Among the comic parts, Maria was excellently play i

] , ayed -
mingham, whereas at Stratford she was not nealﬁypsoygoo?it. Blgt .
Birmingham Malvolio was a more finely drawn character than at
Stratford and Sir Toby’s acting was lively and jovial.

In general it is thought that Stratford was the more i
production, partly perhaps because of the usual expcctatioglz‘}i;ﬁ%
runs high before seeing a Shakespearean play at the birthplace of
its author. And the effect of a production, whether startling or
pleasing, is bound to stay in the memory longer than one actor
or actress among many, unless he or she is exceptional.

PATRICIA TAYLOR-YOUNG (Shell A.)
HazeL WILKINSON (Shell A.)
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THE COMPASS PLAYERS

Asour three weeks before the end of term large posters were put
up in Shellsey corridor, saying that the Compass Players were pre-
senting “The Jester”, a collection of mimes and dances showing
the development and influence in the theatre of the Fool. The
posters were decorated with masks, harlequins and columbines, so
we waited for the rise of the curtain with eager anticipation.

The programme was divided into seven parts: first came the
ancient mumming play with Old Jane, the Black Knight, the White
Knight and the Doctor. This scene was short, but it demonstrated
very well both the use of symbolism in the old morality plays and
the humour that was beginning to invade them.

The next scene was an Elizabethan jig. The powers of Good
and Evil were not symbolised as they were in the mediaeval play,
but, as the title “The Cheaters” suggests, the jig pointed a moral.
The scene described the adventures of a country bumpkin who
visited London. He was robbed of his few possessions—carried
in a red handkerchief—by two Cockney wits, Filcher and Nim;
but he proved to them that he was not quite as simple as they
supposed him to be, by completely turning the tables on them.

The comedy mime of the sixteenth or seventeenth century came
next on the programme, and in it the fool appeared for the first
time in the guise of a clown or jester. It was this mime, too, which
first introduced the immortal characters of the Commedia dell’ Arte
of Italy—Harlequin and Scaramouche.

The remaining scenes introduced Columbine, Pierrot and the
famous Punch and Judy, and traced the development of these
characters to the pantomime of early Victorian times.

The programme was given continuity by the unusual method
that was used to join the scenes. The narrator was not.an outsider,
but was the chief character in the programme—the Fool. He
appeared between each part, in the guise either of the preceding
or the following scene, explained the changes which took place
between the two scenes and also introduced the one to come.
Because of this the scenes were connected, the programme was
given unity, and because the train of thought was unbroken the
expansion in the character of the Fool was easier to follow.

The atmosphere—that of the comic side of the history of the
theatre—was also heightened by the clothes, lights and incidental
music. As is inevitable in a programme where mumming plays a
large part, these details of production were of supreme importance.
The music included works by Bach, Haydn, Holst and Rossini,
and for several scenes was played on the instruments that would
have been used.

In spite of the large number of scenes, the programme was so
well united, so well balanced, and produced with such care for the
right atmosphere that we all felt that not only had we learned
much that evening, but also that we had enjoyed it as much as

any other event of the term. E. STEw (L.VI Arts)
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THE FIRST YEAR AT GRAHAM HOUSE

GranaM Housk had always seemed to be a fairy story. Since o
Third Form year we had been brought up to )l])eliev}c; that son‘ller
day Graham House would be habitable. But when, no one could
say. We thought perhaps our grandchildren might be lucky enough
to live in that fabulous mansion.

But the beginning of the autumn proved that fairy stories could
come true. We were going to live and learn in Graham. The
Staft had much difficulty in getting the house ready. No beds
were there on the morning of the school’s arrival, and the drive
was blocked with German prisoners and logs. It was even rumoured
that the members of Graham would not be able to go to bed that
night. However, we were allowed to see our new house at bed-
time and we were welcomed over there by Miss Mountain. What
a transformation scene to the workshop we had beheld the previous
Prize-giving! The warren of echoing corridors were now brightly.
pgu]r]l:ed, and, in spite of the lack of comforts, we spent a cheerful
night.

The following day Shell A. moved into their new form-room,
but Shell B. were not so lucky. Their room on the ground floor
was not yet ready and they spent six weeks living a rather unsettled
life in the school hall and invading other form-rooms for their
lessons. During the day, lessons had an added interest when a
workman appeared out of the floor and carried on a conversation
with his mate below, while they both attempted to fit in the central
heating. Meanwhile we tried to concentrate on some Latin or
Maths., which were made even more difficult by the unusual
atmosphere.

_ But now Graham House presents a very different appear 5
it has really become part of the Abbey. N}::w applianc&pke:;] %e‘;
appearing, but coupled with this and the pleasant “lived-in” air,
we now indulge in showers and other luxuries, so that we feel we
would not change Graham for any other house.

GraHAM Housk (Shell)

MY VISIT TO MALTA

My first impression of Malta when 1 saw it from the deck of the
“Dunnottar Castle” (the ship I sailed in) was that everything looked
the same: the houses appeared yellow due to the fact that they
are built of a very soft stone, rather like chalk, which the Maltese
cut in great slabs out of the quarries. They do not use any
machinery but chisel it all by hand.

The streets are very narrow in the towns and are often so steep
that steps are made; the roads are arranged like a gridiron, so it
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is not hard to find your way about. Most of the shops are small
and pokey, but they hold an amazing amount of things, all of
which are a great price.

English people are advised not to eat Maltese food because you
never know where it has been or what is in it. For the English
thete is a naval stores where they have fortnightly rationing; various
kinds of food often get very short and you cannot always get what
you want.

Oranges, grapefruits, lemons, medlars, and prickly pears which
grow on cactus plants, are grown in Malta. Every bit of land
possible is cultivated, and even hillsides are made into terraces.
Ploughing is done with a wooden plough and usually pulied by a
donkey or a mule. Barley is the main crop and often two crops
a year are obtained. The seed is scattered by hand and so often
may be a bit patchy. Harvest had started when we left.

Water is very scarce, especially this year because they have not
had their proper rainfall; therefore all the water possible is saved.
There are no rivers or streams, but quite a few wells; the water
is pumped up by donkeys or ponies, which are blind-folded and
harnessed to a shaft which they turn round, causing a water wheel
to turn. The water is distributed to the fields by little canals which
branch off to each field.

Medina used to be the capital of Malta, but Valetta has taken
its place because it is more convenient.

A herd of goats being milked at the Maltese doorsteps is a com-
mon scene. Shoats, too, are very numerous; they are a cross
between a goat and a sheep.

A large number of the Maltese have a boat, called a dhaisa,
in appearance rather like a canoe with an upright post at each end.
The posts are to hold the boat steady while people get in and out,
and also to tie them up by; they are usually very brightly coloured.

The Maltese are very fond of festas, which are supposed to
be religious. They carry huge, great statues which they have to
put down every few paces to rest.

We went to see a firework display, also religious. Catherine
wheels were fastened to a stick and made so that they whirled
round. In the middle a spark fell into the tin of fireworks and
the whole lot exploded, causing a general panic among the Maltese.

We visited several very nice bathing beaches, which had crystal-
clear water. There is no noticeable tide, but sometimes it may
fall as much as six inches.

We left Malta after a very enjoyable holiday: the temperature in
the shade was 75°F. and the sea about 64°F.

SHIRLEY DAWES (IVA)
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THE EXCITEMENT OF SEEING BIRDS

SoME people may think that birds merely walk, hop, and make a
noise; well, I suppose they do, but not in the boring way it seems
to the ordinary person.

I was walking along in the orchard one day, when a black and
white bird caught my eye. A list of all the black and white birds I
knew came to my mind, until at last I recognized these as wood-
peckers, birds I had never seen before. But I still had a slight doubt
in my mind because they seemed so small. On looking them up I
found that they were lesser spotted woodpeckers, and was even
more thrilled than ever. But my luck had not run out. I was walk-
ing in the same place hoping to see them again, when something
fluttering in the grass (I thought a bird fight) attracted me. Sud-
denly a bird flew on to the bough of an apple-tree and almost by
instinct 1 said “Butcher bird”. 1 think I probably recognized it by
th(;1 black stripe over its eye, but I had never seen this bird before
either.

Of course, birds too have their housing problems. They seem to
find the Abbey grounds very useful for their sites, especially Heath-
lands, which has a rather wild garden. There has been a chaffinch’s
nest there, built in some ivy climbing up a fir tree. This was a little
unusual, as in it there were only three eggs, which had been laid
in the course of three days. They took a good three weeks to hatch,
and the hen did all the sitting, while the male fed her. There has
also bzen a flycatcher’s nest in the bend of a pipe. But the only
view we could get was the beaks of the babies and the head of the
mother when she was sitting. These babies seemed to take at least
a fortnight to learn to fly. They also seemed much larger than
their parents, as their feathers were so downy. The only other
family there is time to record here is that of some blackbirds and
their fine babies, who had their home in a flowering bush. But
these are only a few examples of this exciting hobby, for it can be
followed anywhere, even in the house, and it can also include

photography. J. N-Davis (Va)
M. GiLLESPIE (I1IB)

‘THE MOST BEAUTIFUL THING IN THE WORLD

1 was at Baslow, spending a week in my beloved Derbyshire, and
for the last day I had decided to go up to the rocks where for eight
years 1 had spent so much of my time. As I wandered along the
fields and lanes which climbed steadily upward, I stared at every
little thing that caught my eye, and memories came rushing to my
mind of the happy days we had spent there. With the hot, hot sun
beating down on us, the smell of the short sweet turf so springy
and comfortable, a warm earthy smell coming up through the grass,
we had lain there panting with youth and light of heart. For were
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we not young? and the young may never tire, it is one of our
privileges.

Then up, up among the green bracken which waved shoulder
high caressing me with cool fronds as I passed by; climbing steeply
now, slipping and tumbling on the peat, barking my shins on unex-
pected boulders, and all the time the sun beating down and the flies
irritating me to distraction. Nearly up, clambering among the rocks
and boulders, until I came up to the wall half collapsed which had
been built by the soldiers for firing practices. I took a dozen more
steps and then I was on the moor.

1 was met by a breeze which gently touched my hot brow, and
before me the moor stretched, endless, dancing before my eyes in
a shimmering haze of heat, broken only by the gigantic Eagle Rock
which only the bold might climb, tall, strong and majestic, with
rude beautiful shapes jutting out here and there: surely the world
was mine. Before my vision danced endless realms of thoughts,
dreams and realizations. I gazed and gazed, then turned and looked
down on the valley, over which rooks were flying and hawks hovered
and then dropped like stones on to their prey. I saw a harrow and
two horses vaguely in the depth below me: so near did I feel to
them that I thought I could hear the clattering harrow ploughing
through the earth, and the horses’ nearness, as they tossed back
bushy fetlocks and strained with bulging muscles, their coats shining
with ‘a dark clean sweat and their great hooves sinking into the
earth. Cars crawled like silver ants up the winding road, all in a
glittering stream, seeming to me as though they climbed through
airless space.

But the moor was not always like this. Sometimes it had no
shape but was a fantasy streaming into mist: the wind tore at my
hair, rushing through my clothes like a demented spirit and filling
my ears; the sky was black and frowning with black clouds rolling
about like ships tossed on a rough sea. The rain lashed my face,
stinging it with a sharp pain, making me shout out with a glad
wildness which was in keeping with the surrounding: trees were
bowed under the tempest, and the gale shrieked and whistled about
bare branches with a lust for fresh destruction.

An old pine standing alone and bare, bowed with age, looked
gaunt and haggard against such a sky, a bright flash of lightning
darting through its remaining arms, and then darkness. Then
another flash and T could almost swear I had seen a figure there
hanging from a branch, dark with passion of his former life, dark
with that to come. The wind tore at his remaining tatters, grudging
him even his remaining pride. A clank sounded with the rattle of
chains as his form hung loose in the iron framework. Crack! and
the vision had passed.

Who is that skulking in the heather? a spy? and why are the
redcoats surrounding the moor—a Royalist fleeing for his life? If
so0, God speed him, for fortune favours the brave.

SusaN DRYSDALE (VA)
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JULY WANDERINGS
GORGING Mudbury . . . .

Where had I heard that name before? As I stood in the sunlight
and gazed round at the old village I was puzzled by a strange

feeling that I knew it all. That square church tower; the hills
behind; the big house, the river—why were they all so familiar?

‘For a moment I toyed with the idea that T was a psychological
subject. Then I remembered. It was in those distant days when I
took Physical Geography in School Certificate. How well I recol-
lected it; turning over the Ordnance Survey map, and staring,

horror-struck, at its unintelligible contours. The first name to greet

my eyes had been Gorging Mudbury, and it had brought me some

little comfort. Tt was, 1 felt, such a homely, satisfying name. It was

suggestive of pudding. Surely, in a question on Gorging Mudbury
one could hardly go wrong. ¥

That was long ago. Now, as I stood in this very spot, I deter-
mined to explore it further. 1 walked down the village street—
contemptuously described by the map as an indifferent road—and
crossed the well-remembered bridge. As I gazed on the swift water
beneath I wondered how I could ever have been in doubt whether
it flowed north-north-east or south-south-west. I recognized as old
friends several dry valleys and an unmistakable example of river
capture. My delight knew no bounds.

“Probably,” 1 remembered writing, “the agricultural wealth of
this area lies in its sheep-farming.”

It was only too true. As I walked down the road sheep thronged
on all sides, bleating, pushing, and, to tell the truth, somewhat
diminishing my enthusiasm at first seeing them. I left the main
highway and made my way up a familiar scarp slope on to what

I now recognized as a saddle—though on the map it might equally °

have been a col. Imagine, reader, my joy when I saw on the other
side a young valley—an almost infantile valley—Ileading down to
the village of Shoeblack, north-east, among fir plantations. 1 was
glad to be sure that they were fir plantations; before, I had almost
mistaken them for boot-brushes.

Suddenly, my attitude became tense. Far away, on a blue sky-
ling, I noticed what was undoubtedly an electric pylon. 1 stiffened
with horror. Was it possible that what I had given as a county

boundary was, after all, a line of pylons? Imperceptibly, my hair
rose.

As T was recovering from this serious shock an old man carrying
a gun approached me. With a glance of concentrated venom he
informed me that I was trespassing.

“Pray forgive me,” I replied politely. “I had no idea . . .”
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/“Get out,” he screamed, waving the barrel of his gun at me 1&
an alarming way. “Get out quickly. You have five minutes more.

illsi k.
| The turf gave way below my feet. The hillside became a des!
The sunny %ky became a ceiling. Gorging Mudbury became an
examination room. I awoke.

“You have five minutes more,” repeated the invigilator calmly.

And once more I was staring at a map of Gorging Mudbury. I
was also staring, aghast, at some very blank sheets of paper. 1 was
also wondering how much I could do in five minutes.

HEesTER NAISH (Shell A)

THOUGHTS ON THE DOMESTICATION OF FATHERS

THE other day I heard of a certain perfectly trained father. He rises
at dawn to ge}tl the early morning tea, lays the fires, stokes the boiler,
prepares breakfast; if it is the week-end he then proceeds to feed
the chickens, polish the silver, clean the shoes, and so on, for the
rest of the day. Fuses and burst pipes are nothing to him, while
what he doesn’t know about ration books is not worth knowing.
Now this shining example made me think that a few hints might
be useful to those who feel that something might be done with their
own fathers. In these days, when domestic help is so scarce, a really
useful father can save an enormous amount of work in the house.

The first precept I would offer my readers is to be very, very
careful aboulz thepway in which they approach him. Tact in the
early stages is essential. Once he suspects that this is the thin end
of the wedge, nothing can move him: he will lean back in his arm-
chair, and with an ominous mutter about breadwinners, and
woman’s place being in the home, will become engrossed in the
Times crossword—a sign that there is no hope at all.

. No, to get him securely snared more ingenious methods must be
usgl Pergsonally, 1 haveyalways found that much can be done by
appealing to his latent artistic senses. For instance, in washing-up,
‘give him a little job like polishing the glasses to begin with. Try to
make him feel the pride of the master craftsman, when he whlsk§
his cloth round and round until the glass shines and sparkles;
express your admiration, and hint (subtly) that this is the sort of
job for which it takes a man like him to achieve true perfection.
From this to cleaning the sink is a simple stage. Point out to him
the joys of a shining white sink, the deep inner satisfaction that
ensues from a busy quarter of an hour with Mirro or Crumption.
The only snag about this is that he may go too far, and I have



[image: image8.jpg]58 The Hazel Nut

known certain fathers who have been found sti i
. t still to b
sink from lunchtime, when they should be getting tgesi;:brzl:agyfhe

Once a firm pride in his work is established, en i
possibilities will open out for any daughter with true %Z;Sta‘ilxs':z;?:g
%l;_d mltllatlve. _ Teach him that any repressions in his nature, after

ing all day in a stuffy office, will be given outlet by a concen-
trated hour or so with a dustpan or vacuum cleaner. One word
about the latter, however. One of my father’s favourite hobbies is
to track down flies with the suction part of a vacuum cleaner. He
will spend hours on end creeping round the kitchen, in a wa}; that
must seem highly sinister to the potential victims, stealing up behind
them when they settle for an instant. Then, if their mentalities are
not highly developed, one whoosh! and they are sucked down to
everlasting Perdltwn, ‘with hideous ruin and combustion,” a true
example of “Abandon hope, all ye who enter here.” This he seems
to find infinitely preferable to Flit or D.D.T., and it must be ad-
mitted that the sport is. not without skill and ingenuity: where
other men go to Africa for big game, or spend a few weeks deer-
stalking in Scotland, my father is perfectly happy with a vacuum
cleaner. But while it is desirable to keep him amused, the disad-
vantages are obvious. By dint of being dragged round and round
the kitchen, the rest of the cleaner is apt to become entangled in
the legs of the kitchen table, and unless a watchful daughter is at
hand, words cannot express the disasters that may ensue. At the
same time, this pursuit is drawing him from far more useful occu-
pations. So I would advise my readers to be very cautious if he
shows any signs of interest in flies.

.In cooking, I find the scientific approach most rewardi
him begin by making the tea, and (if you can rememblgl)ng(plle;iel:
to him in technical terms just why the kettle has to boil, the pot
be heated, and so on. Give him the chance to work out mathe-
matically the number of spoonsful per person. It is amazing how
apt he will prove. Later he will be able to cope cheerfully with
macaroni cheese and omelettes, if you lead him gently down the
same path. Thus, if you follow my advice, you will find yourself
equipped with a most helpful father, who will be so industrious
and useful that after he has performed his hundred-and-one little
daily tasks there really will be very little left for you yourself to do.

A last wa'rning' any tendencies you ma in hi

A la o y have observed

to inveigle you out into the garden to saw logs or weed tehe lgo}:vlg;
beds must be firmly discouraged from the very beginning.

SALLY MINET (Upper VI)
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THE FORBIDDEN WAY

AGAINST the humped shoulder of Ben Screel there huddled a small stone
building, little more than a hut, tumbled and overgrowm but still inhabited.
Outside, the darkening mist curled and eddied round a clump of ragged
pines, and a whistling north wind tore at the heather-stems. "

Round the low beams of the hut the firelight played. A peat crumbled in
a shower of flying sparks and the old man drew his chair nearer and
knocked out his pipe. The old woman looked up at the sudden sound, but
her knitting-needles flickered on and on, while the wind rose and fell in the
chimney and darkness brooded outside.

There came a sound of footsteps on the stones outside and a cheerful
knock at the door. The old man rose slowly and walked stiffly over to the
entrance. For a moment, as he opened it, a draught swept in and the fire
blazed fiercely. Two girls came in, weary and pack laden.

“Could you give us shelter for the night?” asked one. “We've lost our
way in the mist and couldn’t find the road—"

“We saw your light and thought you might let us sleep here.”

“There’s no road nearer than eight miles,” replied the man, peering out
from under shaggy brows.

The woman knitted on, but she looked up sharply.

“We've no bed—but sleep on the hay if you wish. There’s a bench
over there, and porridge in the pot.”

The girls glanced at each other and smiled.

“Thank you. We’'ll be off before dawn if we're so far out of our way.
How far are we from Port Marig?”

The old man shook his head and sat down again. He ladled porridge out
of the iron pot into two cracked dishes, and handed them to the girls. He
filled his pipe and lit it. Then he replied:

“Twenty—or more. But it’s a while since I was there.”

“Could you tell us how to get there?” b

“North-west,” he answered briefly.

“But our compass is broken,” explained the youmger.

“Then I canna help you,” he replied.

There was a silence, while the girls supped their porridge and stared into
the warm smoky blaze.

“I know, Joan,” exclaimed the elder in a low voice. “We'll climb to the
top of that mountain above us—then we’ll probably see Port Marig—or at
any rate, the road.”

The man and the woman looked up quickly, and for a moment the click
of needles ceased.

“You'll not climb Ben Screel,” said the man.

“You'd better keep your time to reach the Port,” added the woman.

“Why shouldn’t we climb it? It’s not so high—it will only take about
mﬁ) hours. Besides, we climbed Ben Nevis only last week. We're used to
hills.” 4

“Ben Nevis! The great hummock!” snorted the woman.

“I¢'ll not take you two hours to climb yon,” said the old man sternly.
“It’s a lifetime it'll take you.”

“Why?” asked Irene.

n “T}llgre's a story to it,” replied the old man, and seated before the fire,

e told it.

" Before the last of the Little Men had died, a chieftain ruled over these
parts, and his castle was at the summit of. Ben Screel. You saw the mass
of black rocks at the top; those are the ruins of his castle. On the island
that you can see from this shoulder above us, there dwelt another chieftain
of a fierce and warlike clan, whose delight was to plunder and ruim these
regions along the coast. But his great ambition was to win the castle on

Ben Screel, and this, one day, he determined to do. He gathered his men

together and they set sail for the coast; they marched to the mountain and

they started to climb.
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The ruler of these parts, seeing the great army climbing the lower slopes
of his mountain, called his men. But some were feasting, some were merry-

aking, and none would come to his call. So he cried out that he would
‘fight alone if none would fight with him, and he ran down the hill-side,
straight through the enemy’s ranks, till he saw his chief and ancient enemy,
the chieftain of Eilean Dearg (for so they call the island), and there he
‘killed “himi, arid, there he was killed.
_ Now, in the heart of the mountain there lived a hundred Little Men.
-They were 5o angry at this that they caused the summit of the mountain
‘to gape open, and all those faithless men were swallowed into the earth.
They raised barriers round the mountain, half-way up, and the great army
was turned back; and those barriers are still there, as you will find. And
they ‘declared that only those who were without sin could climb the moun-
tain, and they caused a spring of pure water to rise out of the rocks half-
-way. up. If a man could drink of this water he would be purified, and he
could climb the ‘mountain, and at the mountain top he would attain all
knowledge, and all power. But no one has ever found the spring, and no
.one ever will. . . . .

.l Wlhite ash drifted out over the hearth, and the glow of the fire died
slowly. . . ..

The old man and woman crept into the back room, and Joan and Irene
sleptepeacefully on the hay.

. A cock ¢rew behind the hut, and the thick mists lightened as daylight
grew. Two shapes emerged from the low doorway and brushed the thick
ool dew from the grass with soft steps. Near at hand a stream tinkled
through pebbles; further up the hillside a long torrent splashed in the mist.
" "“Funny old couple,” remarked a cheerful voice in the white blindness.
“I enjoyed the night—and the porridge!”

“And the story,” said Joan. “But I'm afraid it won’t keep me from
climbing Ben Screel. We simply must see our way somehow, now that the
compass is broken.”

“We'll be lucky if we see anything at all in this.” Irene strained her eyes,
breathing. in gulps of fog.

“%Oh, it ought to clear soon,” said Joan hopefully. “But I shall be glad
to, reach Port Marig, 1 must say.”

As they climbed the shoulder the mist lifted slightly and they struggled
on tl-lnfough bog and heather with hopeful hearts, although damped ex-
ternally.

* “The old chieftain of Eilean Dearg must have found it difficult going
with his army,” remarked Irene, dragging herself up a perpendicular slope.

“They weren’t wearing rucksacks,” replied Joan grimly, hitching her own
further up her shoulder.

“I can’t see as far as I could a moment ago—"

" “Neither can 1. It's coming down again.”

Suddenly the fog embraced them closely. For a few minutes they waited
for it to lift; then struggled on as it remained thick and dense. For two
yards around the brown peaty earth was visible; after that a blind white
wall shut out the rest of the world.

‘As long as we keep uphill . . .” began Irene doubtfully.

“It can’t last for long,” said Joan. “Come on, we're all right so far.
Anyway, we can’t stand still.”’

3 lL]They plodded forward and uphill into the whitemess, and it swallowed
them up. . :

" Three ‘hours Tater they were still wandering round the mountain side in
great discomfort, determined to find a way. The fog lay as thick as ever
over rocks and slopes; still and impenetrable.

“4*P'm' beginning to think there was something in the old man’s story,”
said Joan at last. “We're quite lost.” . ‘
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“We always were,” said Irene, and they tramped on. LA

“What’s more,” added Joan, “we shall have nowhere to sleep to-night.

“Why, we've the whole mountain,” replied Irene with a bitter laugl&
“Nice wet heather, hard rocks, woolly fog—what more could you want?

A little cold breeze shivered through the damp air. Joan slipped and
fell imto the moss at her feet. She dragged herself up, streaming from hand
to elbow with cold water. s 3

“Ugh!” she exclaimed. “Wetter than ever! There's a spring down
there.”

“Let’s have a drink,” said Irene, and unpacked a mug from her rucksack.
Filling it at the spring they drank, and stood up refreshed.

Again that breeze shivered through.

The water bubbled out into the moss. g 7

Somehow, from somewhere, a gleam of sunshine lit the greeness at their
feet.

“Look!” cried Irene. “The mist is lifting!” 3

They watched, and saw it rise and lighten, drift further away, tear into
shreds and dissolve above them. They saw the hillside below; they saw the
mountain above—the rock-piled summit and cruel purple slopes; they saw
the sea and the sun. Far in the distance, too, they saw a lonely island
where long ago a chief dwelt in state, surrounded by his warlike clan.

With a shout of joy they began to climb the high slopes, and crawled
up the steep sides. Hot, weary and triumphant, they dragged themselves
up to the great black summit, and there they stood on the tumbled rocks
and gazed over land and sea. A 3

“There’s our road!” exclaimed Joan, pointing to where a grey ribbon
wound by the lower hills. “It’s not so far. We only need to go down this
ridge and over that hill, and we’ll reach it.”

“And there’s Port Marig,” added Irene. R e

“It was funny,” began Joanm. “Very—odd.” 2 ;

Then she stopped. The wind tossed the tawny grass blades, and the sun
streamed unhindered on the ruffled sea. Grey clouds like piled goose-
feathers drifted across the blue sky.

“] know what you mean,” said Ireme. “It was queer. That story. Then
the fog, and that spring.” 3 E

““The spring of pure water’ . .. and the fog lifted.

“*‘And the barriers were broken down.'”

*And we reached the summit.”

They looked at each other and laughed. Y

“Just a silly superstition,” said Joan, “anyway, what about ‘all know-
ledge and all power’?”

“Well . . .” replied Irene. “Just look.” )

They stood there. Far below the road to Port Marig streamed over the
hills. The infinite sea blue and tranquil lay behind, flecked with white and
purple-shadowed. All around lay the sunny land, wild and wide, and the
clean wind swept the clouds along in a peaceful sky.

All the earth was theirs, and they stood like kings at the top of the

1d.
ur H. NarsH (Shell A)

THE STREAM

THE stream with water cold and clear
Goes bubbling on from year to year,
There in its pools so cool and dim
Lots of little fishes swim:

There I love to sit and dream,

Close beside that tumbling stream.

ANN LINDSAY-SMITH (ITA)
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THE COUNTRY ROAD

IN the early morning
Up and down the Jane
Whistling, the workmen
Go to work again.

In the early morning

When cows go to the farm,

Ted locks them in and milks them
In the old tiled barn.

In the early morning
Between the hedges high
Horses, pulling farm carts
And waggons, go by.

In the early morning

When I do lie in bed

All the swifts are screaming
And whirling round my head.

FELICITY BATEMAN (ITA)

THE MANNER OF THE WORLD NOWADAYS
(With apologies to John Skelton, 1460-1529)

SuchH unkind looks,

And dreadful books,

And so many crooks,
Saw 1 never.

So many a bad mood,

And everyone rude,

And work so crude,
Saw I never.

Such wasteful ways,

Such dreadful plays,

And unhappy days,
Saw 1 never.

So many a restriction

Drives us to destruction,

And such work in the kitchen,
Saw I never.

The present Government

Is a great discouragement,

And such bad management
Saw I never.

No coal for the cotton mill,

Such forms I have to fill,

And such a laundry bill!
Saw I never.

" LESLEY RAYNER (II1A)
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SEA HORSES

WHITE-CAPPED horses of the deep-blue sea—
Whither go ye?

Stepping like well-trained horses o’er the foam—
Where is your home?

When day is done, and you are tired of play—
Where is your way?

Where, after hours of frolicking jest

Go ye to rest?

Down in the depths of the sea,

Is that where you flee?

Or is it to the sandy shore?

Is that where you've been before?

Or does the great Mother of the sea

Gather to her bosom her little tired horses,

Little tired horses that have been playing all day?
And does she bid them be fed

And thence to bed?

Oh where is it you go?

Little white horses of the blue wave's foam,
Where is it you go?

63

MARY ROSE BATEMAN (II14)

THE HOUSING PROBLEM

Salp Mr. Marshall to his wife,

“I don’t think there’s much chance in life
Of getting any kind of place

In which to live without disgrace.

I've tried six different agents, who

Have all a tale that's—I fear—true.

“The first one said ‘It’s very sad;
A cave’s the only place I've had,
And even that went yesterday

To Sir Augustus Pendleray.

We might, in two years, get a flat,
But I can’t promise even that.’

“The second whom 1 asked said, ‘Well
We have a summer-house tc sell

For £20,000. No heat.

It measures 10 by 15 feet.

The third said ‘Nothing come this way
Except a cupboard. No? Good-day.’

“Three more I saw, and they, they said,
Betweenr them had a garden shed,

For which they charged £12,000

And extra if you wanted grounds.

1t only measures 5 by 8.

My dear, I think we'd better wait.”

R. ALDER (IVa)
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MERRY-GO-ROUND

PAY your money and take your seat—
Push and jostle and mind your feet—
Seats of velvet and patchy gold

Chariots tarnished and chipped and old.

Horses leaping with airy grace—
Where’s the steed with the silliest face?
Here—I'll take it—hold tight and sway

Near the withers or back away.
Slow at first at a grinding pace,
Therr the music begins to race—
Fast we travel and faster still

Down the valley and up the hill.

Bound and battle and dip and swing
Round and round in a chasing ring; -

Just before us a giddy rise,

Blinding sunshine and bright blue skies,

Feel the heat of the August day

(Hollow coming—look out and sway)

See the colourful crowds below

Reel and stagger and watch the show.

Up they come in a rushing sweep,

Down they fall in a sickening leap—

Now we shoot an eternal hill
Jangling, faster and faster still.

H. Naisn (Shell A)

SPRING, 1947

AND so the time moves on.

The nights grow shorter, and the calendar
Says it is Spring.

But yet, around about the snow lies deep.
The wind blows hard, and blizzards

Rage about our doors.

All thought of warmth and sun

Seems like a dream, a dream that is impossible, fantastic,

A dream that lives within the past alone.
The want, the cold, the snow, the misery,

Atre all akin. Their presence seems unending.

We dream with longing, mingled with despair,
Of warmth and sunshine, gifts of welcome Spring.

And yet, beneath the dirty, long-lain snow,

The crocuses put forth their golden tips,
The snowdrops show above the earth

In places where the wind has blown the snow away,
And left the earth just covered with the frozen dust;

Reminding us of what we fain would know,

That Spring, though long delayed, one day will come.

E. Stew (Lower VI Arts)
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BROKEN SILENCE

No sound, no stirring, no breath of wind . . .
But away in the marsh a frog croaked,

Stirred from sleep

To a wild awakening.

Sudden, like a monster huge and dark,

A whirlwind from the midst of burning desert,
A car rushed past,

Upturned the peace of country all around;
Then rumbled off

And there was calm again . . . .

S. CaDE (ITIA)

NOCTURNE

Dark clouds race like hounds

Chasing the stars

Before the yellow disc of the moon,

The wind their panting breath

The dew their sweat from the heat of the chase.
The planets, sole spectators

Twinkle applause,

They have no judge

No matter which is first or last,

Exhilaration is the prize

And all attain it.

They have no bounds of substance,

They are intangible, inapprehensible;

Their world, the impenetrable blue of night;
Their course, eternity.

N. PatriciA MELLOR (Lower VI Arts)

THE STORY OF CROSBY HALL

IN 1946, after several years of war service as a training centre for
‘Wrens,” Crosby Hall was re-opened by the British Federation of
University Women. As in pre-war days, it has become a centre for
international culture and friendship, where university women from
all over the world can live and study. Women of thirty-one different
countries have stayed there, in addition to many British graduates,
and the professions represented have been as varied. The residents
include research and post-graduate students, members staying for
visits and graduates employed in London. Many university women
from the occupied countries spent a much-needed holiday at Crosby
Hall after the strain of working for the Resistance.

The beautiful Great Hall, which dates from 1466, is of much
historic interest. Originally part of a City mansion, Crosby Hall
was re-erected on Chelsea Embankment. In 1927 the British
Federation of University Women opened it as an international
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residence and clubhouse. It is appropriate that the building should ‘«
be on the site of the home of Sir Thomas More, the great inter-
national scholar, who held advanced views on the education of
women.

It has always been clear that the accommodation is not sufficient,

and in 1946 an appeal was launched for re-building and to endow
Fellowships for members. Recently the Hall has been full to
capacity, so it is hoped that the re-building scheme will soon be
undertaken. An Association, ‘Friends of Crosby Hall,’ has been
started, to link those interested in this beautiful building. The small
subscription, for the maintenance and extension of the building,
entitles members to lunch at Crosby Hall. Apart from this the
Warden is always glad to show parties of students over the Hall,
by arrangement.

OLD GIRLS AT UNIVERSITIES

IN 1945 Anne Smith won an Exhibition to St. Hilda’s College,
Oxford, where she is now in her second year reading History. She
finds Oxford life very full and the work intensely interesting; we
suspect that she is working even harder, if possible, than she did
at school, though she says that the men consider the women’s
average of two essays a week excessive!

Anne says “there are an infinite number of clubs.” Political clubs
are in violent opposition as usual, and Music and Drama are as
important as ever. The Balliol and Lincoln concerts are very
popular, also the Bach choir. Religious societies flourish, each
denomination having its own organisation. There is a growing
interest in famine relief; the Christian societies in the Colleges make
up food parcels. The men work for the entertainment of prisoners
of war. Oxford University has adopted the University of Bonn,
and a party of students will go there in the summer.

With reference to sport, Anne says “The ‘Eights’ are in progress
at the moment, having rather a disastrous effect on our work!”
During the “Torpids” last term the Isis froze and stopped the races
for three days. The traditional punting and canoeing continue—
St. Hilda’s are particularly lucky being so near the Cherwell.

Evening coffee or cocoa is a custom of which Anne seems to
approve. She says: “The students have a habit of assembling in
each other’s rooms at about 10 o’clock and talking of everything
under the sun—it makes for late nights, but I think it is worth it!”

Jean Sanders is at Birmingham University, busy with exams.
Here the University is divided up into five faculties—Science, Arts,
Medicine, Commerce and Law—with the greatest number in the
Science and Medicine faculties. The Law and Arts faculties are
situated in the centre of the city; the others are about two miles
out. Jean is reading Chemistry, and she says that with the Medical
students they are the most hard-working in the University. The
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women are in the minority in that department—in her year there
are four women and thirty-five men. They work from 9 a.m. till
5 p.m. every day except Wednesdays and Saturdays, when the hours
are from 9 a.m. till 1 p.m.

The centre of the social side of the University is the Guild of
Undergraduates Union. Jean says: “Regardless of what other con-
tributors may have said, it is one of the best in the country”. This
provides common rooms, a debating hall, billiard rooms and tea
rooms, and an adjoining building where inter-denominational ser-
vices are held each Sunday. The Union is run by a council of
representatives from various departments, and there are weekly
publications run entirely by students.

Annual occasions are Degree day and the “Carnival Rag”. The
latter event lasts about a week, and there are dances, concerts and
reviews. She says: “The whole affair is rather unpopular with
Authority!”

As every other university, Birmingham has great difficulty in
housing the students. There are halls of residence for men and
women, and most of the remaining students live at home.

Vernie Sharp is at the University of Edinburgh. She says: “The
Medical School is the best in the British Isles”. The University
has no colleges, but this is regarded as an advantage. Vernie says
that it is a better training for life after graduation than “being
cooped up and spoon-fed!” Here, as everywhere, a large percentage
of the students are ex-Service men and women. Vernie tells us that
“Students seem a little soberer than they used to be, as most people
are older and don’t want to waste time failing exams”.

The list of societies at Edinburgh is extensive: Historical, Con-
servative, Labour, Liberal, Cosmopolitan, Athletic, Wilderness (bird
watching) and Engineers are some of them, and the Chemical
Society is the oldest in Britain. There is seldom time to belong
to more than two or three. There are plenty of opportunities for
sport; there is a Ski-ing Club which provides skis for its members
to use on the hills near Edinburgh (the Braids and Pentlands).

Two OId Girls are at Durham University: Rachel Wilkinson
and Elizabeth Melling. Elizabeth has been there two years reading
History. Rachel is in her first year; she is reading Theology, and
enjoys the work very much. Lectures are from 9 am. to 1 p.m.
daily, and when not at a lecture the students work in the University
Library or the Women’s Union. The afternoons and evenings are
free for any of the numerous activities. Gowns must be worn
between 9 a.m. and 1 p.m., and after dark for dinner, society meet-
ings and religious services. There are very few regulations, but
students must be in by 10.15 p.m. unless they have late leave.

Elizabeth says of university life: “It is a marvellous experience
and I strongly recommend if”. From their enthusiastic letters we
gather that this is the opinion of all the Old Girls at their various
universities.

PATRICIA MELLOR
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AULD LANG SYNE
(JuLy 1946—JuLy 1947)

WE have had many new members during the year, and a good
number of Renewals. The Reunion at the Rembrandt Hotel in
January was well attended, there were about seventy present alto-
gether, in spite of the bad weather. January is a bad time for a
Reunion as it is difficult for those at a distance to get away.

The following accepted the invitation to meet Miss Alice and

Miss Evershed : —

Miss Roe
Stella Knight
Fan Forder
Monica Richardson
Elizabeth Leger
(née Holmes-Scott)
Joan Arundell (née Grogono)
Mary Whitmore (née Madden)
Clare Whitmore (née Madden)
May Forder (née Tait)
Eileen Hardwick
(née Williams)
Barbara Reid (née Marriott)
Mary Reyersbach (née Bell)
Mary Fulton
Gillian Webb
Margaret Southey
Helen Arkless
Ruth Bedford (née Jackson)
June Lodge
Alison Malcolm
Jane Egan (née Gunson)
Margaret Kipping (née Wilkins)
Claudia Howard (née Stoker)
Kirsty Wilmington (née Henry)
Molly Walker (née Battersby)
Lorna Knowles
Phoebe Lowdon (née Marriott)
Tove Torrens (née Hald)
Barbara Davies
Bettine McCurrick (née Ellis)
Joan White (née Ellis)
Janet Bearden (née Ellis)
Meryl Bryan (née Jackson)
Sylvia Sharples
Ellen Wolfe
(née Trail-Thomson)

Miss Stephen-Jones
Miss Learmonth
Anne Haines
Wanda Wernberg
(née Spiridon)
Jean Gerrard-Murray
(née McColville)
Grace Pearson (née Thomas)
Pat Morris (née Bonfield)
Daphne Wilson
Marlene Friedlaender
Doreen York (née Cole)
Ethel Murray (née Marshall)
Dorothy Middle
(née Winterton)
Nora Challis (née Marston)
Nellie Priestland (née Renny)
and Eva
Evelyn Steel (née Spilsbury)
Heather Wake-Powell
(née Miller)
Rachel Lalonde
Sheila de Burlet
(née Hutchinson)
Isabel Jackson
Pat Griffiths
Yoma Thursfield
Sylvia Bunch
Kathleen Anderson
(née Forder)
Nora Richardson (née Dening)
June Ream
Eileen French
Elsa French (née Rider)
Rosemary Taylor
Olive Hillbrook
Ann Harper
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Jean Begg Ethel Cox (née Boyce)
Mary Knowles Cecilia Astbury
Joyce Tarry Miss Mountain

Some of these sent wires at the last minute saying that the ice
and snow had prevented their coming.

There was a short Committee Meeting before the Reunion, when
a new Committee was formed.

A great many Old Girls have visited the School during the year,
some whom we have not seen for some time. At Prize-Giving we
had nearly forty Old Girls, a larger number than we have had since
the War.

We are still without addresses for the following: —

Isabelle Primsloo (née Hickie), in South Africa?
Priscilla Thomson (née Ragg).

Sybil Cruickshank (last address at Colwyn Bay).
Doreen Curtis.

Monica Thompson (née Wainwright).

ENGAGEMENTS

PETTIT—BARNES.—The engagement is announced between Michael,
younger son of Mr. and Mrs. S. L. Pettit, of 59, Cecil-road,
Lancing, and Penelope, daughter of the late C. A. Barnes and
Mrs. H. M. Barnes, M.A., of Roundabouts, Pulborough.

SAYERS—NICKks.—The engagement is announced between Captain
Michael Edmund Rollason Sayers, Royal Horse Artillery, son of
Mr. and Mrs. Edmund Sayers, of Rudfyn Manor, Kenilworth,
Warwickshire, and Judyth Gwendolen, daughter of Mr. and Mrs.

" John Nicks, Woodland-av., Coventry.

PERFITT—BROOKE.—The engagement is announced between Major
Richard James Lancaster Perfitt, late Royal Artillery, only son of
Mr. and Mrs. F. J. R. Perfitt, of Wimbledon Common, Surrey,
and Audrey Amy, only daughter of Wing-Commander Edward
Brooke, M.C., and Mrs. Brooke, of Greenwood, St. Fagans,

Glamorgan.

MARRIAGES

DitMAS—RICHARDSON.—On Monday, March 3rd, 1947, at St.
Mary’s Church, Sundridge, Christopher George Hugh Ditmas to
Monica Jane Fellowes, second daughter of the late Reverend and
Mrs. E. M. E. Richardson, of Beechcroft, Sundridge, Sevenoaks,

Kent.
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GARFIT—SIDFORD.—The marriage will take place quietly in
December between Brian Garfit, of Hauxton, Cambs., son of Dr.
and Mrs. C. C. Garfit, of Kirby Muxloe, Leics., and Jean, widow )
of Stephen Sidford, Malayan Volunteer Force, and daughter of
Mr. and Mrs. Herbert Kidson, Links Cottage, Walton-on-Thames.

WIiLSON—BRUCE-THOMAS.—On Saturday, June 21st, 1947, at St.
Mary and All Saints’, Beaconsfield, Thomas William Wilson,
Colonial Service, Malaya, to Nona Mary Bruce-Thomas, of The
Oaks, Beaconsfield, Bucks.

WARDLEWORTH—GASS.—On Saturday, December 21st, 1946, Major
E. D. Wardleworth, M.C., King’s Own Yorkshire Light Infantry,
to Bridget, daughter of Mr. G. Irving Gass.

ROWEN—MORGAN.—On June 9th, 1947, at St. David’s Church,
Abercrave, Mr. A. L. Rowen to Mary, second daughter of Mr.
Morgan, of Abercrave.

LEAVER-POWELL—MURRAY.—On September 28th, 1946, in Chelten-
ham, John A. F. Leaver-Powell, of Calcutta, India, to Jenifer
Hamilton Murray, eldest daughter of Group Captain and Mrs.
Murray, of Inches, Battledown, Cheltenham.

MURREY-STEELE—GEORGE.—On Saturday, September 28th, 1946,
at St. Stephen’s Church, Bayswater, Rodney Murrey-Steele,
younger son of the late Mr. A. Murrey-Steele, of Mansfield,
Notts., and Mrs. Olga Lovell, of Datchet, Bucks., and Betty
Protheroe, only daughter of Mrs. Protheroe George, Foley House,
Haverfordwest, Pembs., and Mr. E. A. George, Nately Cottage,
Hook, Hants.

BIRTHS

DaAvies.—On October 22nd, 1946, to Nan, wife of Richard H.
Davies, a son (George Thomas Harries).

DEATHS

STANNING.—On May 23rd, 1947, at Nakuru, Kenya, as the result
of an accident, Charles Gordon Stanning, of Kampi-ya-moto,
Kenya, beloved father of Joan, David, and Tom.

CHANGES OF ADDRESSES

PEGGY ANDERSON (née TAYLOR): 6, Bushell Place, Preston, Lancs.
BELINDA BARTON: 42, Lansell Road, Toorak, Melbourne, Australia.
PeEGGY BoOYLE (née BEATTIE): Camden Place, Broomy Hill, Hereford.
SHEILA BING: Woodvale, Hanstone Valley, Caterham, Surrey.
Nancy BLytH: Woodhams, Witham, Essex.

MARY BOYCE-STONES (née PEGGE): 7, Burnaby Road, Bedford.
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DorotHY CADE: 119, Pepys Road, Wimbledon, S.W.20.

BETTY DAVIDSON (née BALMER): Woodgrange, High Road, Loughton, Essex.

NAN DAVIES (née MAcPHERSON): Hulmers, Great Warley, Brentwood, Essex.

MARLENE FRIEDLAENDER: 143, Sussex Gardens, London, W.2.

ANNE HAINEs: 31, Larpent Avenue, Putney, S.W.15.

BRENDA HALL: Stickling Cottage, Clavering, near Saffron Walden, Essex.

JEAN HAaMMOND: Branxholme, Harpenden, Herts.

ANNE HARPER: 69, Bute Road, Wallington, Surrey.

Sonia HAWKINS (née MURRAY): The Flat, Crow Hall, Downham Market,
Norfolk. .

PaTsy HazeLL: 37, Vernon Court, Hampstead, N.-W.2.

GWYNNETH JOHNSON (née AsHTON-HiL): 109, Anderton Park Road,
Moseley, Birmingham.

Mary KNowLes: Dunster House, Brimstage, Wirral, Cheshire.

PAULINE La ToucHg: “Baddoni,” Harington Street, Tawranga, New Zealand.

THe REv. P. L. LEAKEY: Rosset, The Avenue, Crowthorne, Berks.

Doris LESLIE-SMITH (née JACKMAN): Paddocks, Cookham, Berks.

CHARMIAN LOVELL (mée BrROwN): 13, Woodbine Avenue, Gosforth,
Newcastle-upon-Tyne.

JANE MORGAN (née CHRISTIE): Beechworth, St. James’ Road, Great Malvern.

BARBARA MORRIS: 8, Greenland Road, Selly Park, Birmingham.

PAT MoRRIS (née BoNFIELD): 187, Main Road, Sidcup, Kent.

ANN MORGAN: Bronwyeg, Sennybridge, Brecon.

JEAN MURRAY (née McCoLviLLE): Edenhurst, Western Road, Abergavenny.

PameLa NeuscHILD: Denholm, 72, Windmill Hill, Enfield, Middlesex.

PAT PrTcHFORD (née WRIGHT)—permanent address: Mrs. John Watkins-
Pitchford, Littleburg, Bridgnorth, Shropshire.

MARGARET PUxoN (née WEDDELL): 4, North Hill, Colchester.

ANN Rogers: St. John’s Hill, Ellesmere, Salop.

Lors SALisBURY: 11, Elm Street, Houghton, Johannesburg.

Doris LAMBERT (née BLOWER): Othona, Althorne, Chelmsford, Essex.

MADAME SMEATON: 16 Rue Lalo, Paris XVIL

ANNE SMmiTH: Lanesfield, Greenhill, Evesham, Worcs.

BeTTY STEELE (née GEORGE): Lundie, Staines Road, Wraysbury, Bucks.

MAUREEN STEPHENSON (née BootH): 33, Church Street, Henley-on-Thames,
Oxon.

JEAN HASKEN (née Mor): The Grange Cottage, Eastbury, near Newbury.

Hazer and JUNE WEALL: Foursome, Maple Avenue, Cooden, Bexhill,
Sussex.

MaRGERY NORCOCK (née BLANCHARD): Southlands, 134, Eastfield Road,
Westbury-on-Trym, Bristol.

RoLy ParisH (née Ruck-KEENE): 35, Eaton Square, S.W.1.

JoaN GRUMBLEY (née STANNING): P.O. Box 22, Kericha, Kenya.

SHELA FRASER (née BATTYE): Colislinn, Hawick, Scotland.

JANE EGAN (mée Gunson): Durrington, 84, Riddlesdown Road, Purley,
Surrey.

NELL JounsoN: Medmenham, Pine Hill, Barbados, B.W.L.

LorNA KNOWLES: 255, Petersham Road, Richmond, Surrey.

Grapys VARLEY: 1, Richmond Road, Bexhill, Sussex.

BARBARA WINTER-STRANG (née WINTER): Apt. 903, Chateau St. Louis,
305 Grande Allée, Quebec, P.Q.

BEATRICE SUMMERS: c/o Barclay’s Bank, Christchurch, Hants.
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AusONIA TATHAM: 31a, Pelham Street, South Kensington, London, S.W.7. {

JANE WHITE: Ampney Lodge, Bampton, Oxon.

IpA and BARBARA WILSON-SMITH: 24, Birmingham Road, Walsall, Staffs.

PHEBE LoupoN and BARBARA REID (née MaRRrIOTT): 30, Valley Road,
Kenley, Surrey.

JEAN LEAVER-POWELL (née MURRAY): 16, Leslie Road, Glasgow, S.1.

JoyceE OATRIDGE (née HALLIWELL): The Vicarage, Broughton, Preston.

MarRy WaRMAN: R.R.4, Bolton, Ontario.

MaRrY ROWEN (née MORGAN): The Old Mill, Monmouth.

AGATHA HENDERSON-HOwAT: All Souls’ Rectory, Invergowrie, Perthshire.

MARY AFFLICK-GRAVES (née BAILEY): Exeter Lodge, Liss, Hants.

ELLEN WOLFE (née TRAIL-THOMSON): 70, Prince of Wales Mansions, S.W.11.

ALICE TROTMAN (née MORLEY): Greengates, Fernhurst Gardens, Aldwick,
Bognor.

VERONICA GRAY: West Croft, Darvel.

Patricia WiLpinG: High Fell, Allithwaite, Grange-over-Sands, Lancs.

Jovce PERRY M. BARBER: 700 N. Washington, Bryan, Texas, U.S.A.

ETHEL Cox (née Bovce): Bickton, North Road West, Hythe, Kent.

KATHLEEN ANDERSON (née FORDER): 6, Woburn Terrace, Tavistock, Devon.

SHEILA DE BURLET (née HUTCHINSON): c/o Gillespie & Bros. & Co., 82,
Fenchurch Street, London, E.C.

ISABEL JACKSON: Arden, Mildred Avenue, Boreham Wood, Herts.

HEATHER WAKE (née MILLER): 121, Holland Road, W.14.

EVELYN STEELE (née SPILSBURY): 8, Eton Hall, Eton College Road,
Hampstead, N.W.3.

BARBARA MAYNE: The Heugh, Crieff, Perthshire.

JEAN BeGG: 130, Kenilworth Court, Lower Richmond Road, S.W.15.

JiLL IMRIE: 6, Claremont Place, Sheffield, 10.

EL1zABETH CARSON: 21, St. Mary’s Road, Harborne, Birmingham.

STeLLA KnigHT: Elm View, Stratford-on-Avon.

ANN DiBBLE: Field Farm, Barnsley Road, Cirencester.

BETTY COLLEY: 359, Wimbledon Park Road, London, S.W.19.

LAETA HATCH (née STANES): Bishops Nympton, South Molton, Devon.

KirsTY WILMINGTON (née HENRY): 5, Park Road East, Walmer, Kent.

PameLa Doyre: Highbury, Old Hill, Staffordshire.

PEGGY ANDERSON (née TAYLOR) is now living up in the North
as her husband has a consulting practice at Preston, and has been
appointed to the Preston Infirmary. Judith (her eldest daughter) is
coming up to The Abbey in September. Rosemary is still at the
Junior House.

BELINDA BARTON, who went out in July to Melbourne, where her
father is stationed, has written several interesting letters. She goes
to a school at St. Catherine’s, and enjoys plenty of riding. Belinda
is also in her house Baseball team.

PEGGY BOYLE (née BEATTIE) was one of many Old Girls who
came for the Prize-Giving.

SHEILA BING hopes to take up Physiotherapy when she has come
back from abroad.

SPRING IN MALVERN
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NaNcY BLYTH was demobbed from the W.R.N.S. in the early
summer and spent the Prize-Giving week-end with us. She is plan-
ning a holiday in Switzerland with Hazel and June Weall.

PEGGY BODDINGTON (née GANGEE) is hoping to come over to
see us sometime. Rosalind will soon be old enough to be an
Abbeyite.

MARY BOYCE-STONES (née PEGGE) is still living in Bedford. Her
husband was Roger Sawtell’s (Nancy’s brother) house-master. She
is hoping to send Katharine—who is 10 years old—to the Abbey.

BARBARA BRADSHAW is teaching Physical Training at the State
School in Vermut, about fifty miles from the Canadian border.

_ PayLLIS BUCHANAN (née CORNER) has been living up in Durham
since her marriage.

JiLL -BUDDEN has had to give up her nurse’s training owing to
ill-health. She has been staying with Joan in Cornwall, where she
had a sudden attack of appendicitis. However, after a month’s
convalescence she was able to start her secretarial training. Joan
has a little daughter (Alison Hilary).

RuTH BULL (née JOHNSON) is kept busy not only with her small
sons but in helping to look after a number of boys from her
husband’s preparatory school.

MaARrY BURGESS (née SUMMERS) writes a long letter from Malaya.
She writes: “Miss Evershed’s report 1945-6 was so vivid I felt I was
walking round the old familiar place myself, and what pleasure I
got out of the O.G. Corner and to see how many of my old friends’
children are at the Abbey now. I'm afraid I cannot contribute my
share as we have four boys!” It will be a long time before Mary
returns to England, and they are sending the boys to school in
Australia. Malcolm, the eldest, is 7 years old. She gives news of
Gertrude Eaton (her sister-in-law), who has just returned to England
after ten years in India. She has two sons. We hope Gertrude will
try to pay us.a visit.

Mary also gives us news of the Herberts who left the Abbey in
1921. Audrey is married, has two children, and lives in Sydney.
Mary asks news of Nadine Freeman-Taylor (née Williamson).
Mary lives on a rubber estate fifty miles from Singapore. She says
that Beatrice writes very happily from Kenya.

EL1ZABETH BURLINGHAM has left Northampton High School and
is on the Physical Training Staff at Cadbury’s, Bournville. We were
sorry to hear that she had had an operation for appendicitis. When
Elizabeth wrote she had just had one term at Cadbury’s, and
thoroughly loves the work. “There are four P.T. staff and one
organiser for the female employees, the men having roughly the
equivalent. During the mornings and afternoons we teach Gym-
nastics, Dancing or Swimming (in the firm’s heated baths) all the
year round at the Bournville Day Continuation School. This school
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takes boys and girls between the ages of 14 and 18 years for one
day’s schooling per week. Although originally built by Cadbury’s
the school is run by the Birmingham Education Authority and i$
open to all the employees of all the large firms, factories, stores,
nursery schools and G.P.O. in Birmingham. For those employed at
Cadbury’s this day at school is compulsory. The curriculum seems
varied and there is a wide choice of subjects. Each class has two
periods of physical work during their day. I find that on the whole
they are a keen set and are usually responsive. Of course one
always has the few ‘difficulties’ to deal with—those who like to
crouch behind the box or lounge against the wall bars. Our main
work is at the Athletic Club where we take voluntary evening
classes, and games on Saturdays. We have lovely club rooms in the
girls’ grounds, consisting of committee rooms, a large gymnasium,
sitting-rooms, a table-tennis room, changing rooms and offices. The
gym. staff have a private office with two telephones. I take a Keep-
fit class on Tuesday evenings here, also social ballroom dancing in
the Youths’ club—where there are quite a number of small boys
anxious to learn.

Each activity has its own committee, with one of the staff just to
keep an eye on things. I am responsible for the Swimming section.
Some of the girls are very good indeed—one has her R.L.S.S.
Diploma and three of them are having special coaching with a view
to attaining Olympic standard. We have a big Swimming Gala in
the Summer at which various formation swimming is demonstrated,
also diving and amusing races. Some of the girls belong to Guide
Companies, and I am hoping to go to a ‘Thinking Day’ meeting
when I return.

The facilities at Cadbury’s are endless. We have a large concert
hall with a theatre organ, and stage. The Dramatic Society have
produced some excellent plays here. There is also a library—com-
plete with all the current magazines and daily papers. The annual
subscription is only 1/6. As well as lecture-rooms there are also
restaurants.

As the evening classes are voluntary it often means a trek round
the works making contact with various girls. I am getting to know
my way about quite well now, though at first it is essential to have
a guide. I love seeing them all at work and watching the various
processes.

The visitors’ department has not officially opened again, but when
they do it would be so nice if you could bring a party from the
Abbey. It is quite the best factory in England.

1 have met Mary Isitt, who is at Queen Elizabeth Hospital.

June Murray came to see me while I was in hospital. Just before
Christmas I found a great number of old Abbey photos. Before the -
next ‘Hazel Nut’ T must send some of the negatives to you, in case
they might be worth printing amongst the O.G. News, especially
the old Hollybush groups. (No negatives have arrived yet!) The
only thing that never changes is the ‘good old board.”

2
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1 hear from Joan, May (Budden), Patricia Dorling (Pearson) and
Barbara Dunhill. A i

lrJrsula is at Felsted School as Head Cook in the Junior House.
This term she has started Cubs, most successfully. Sge sends appeals
to me from time to time for really rowdy games! i

Elizabeth’s letters are always full of interesting news. Now she
is nearer Malvern we hope she will come over and spend a week-
end with us.

HELEN CADE is training to be a Children’s Nurse.

HeLen Carns and Araby have moved back to Norfolk. Helen
is running a Country Club—Wayland House, Watton, Norfolk. I
know any Old Abbeyites would be made welcome.

EpitH CaMPBELL has sent Daphne Thompson’s address which
we asked for in the last ‘Hazel Nut’. She still keeps up with her,
and also Joyce Birkett (née Rose) and Beryl Martin. Iris is married
and has a little daughter, Valerie, aged 16 months.

NN CARMICHAEL has gone to Australia with the rest of her
farﬁily. Her father is starting the Aluminium Industry for the
Government in Australia. They are going to live in Tasmania. Ann
is finishing her degree at Melbourne University. She spent a day
with us at the end of the term when she was staying with Bridget

Arkell. We send her our very good wishes.

ELizaBeTH CARsON has finished her two terms at Evendine
Domestic College and hopes to go to London to train as a Nurse in
the autumn. Elizabeth and Anne Haines spent the week-end with
us last term. ; L

CLAYTON is training at the Queen Elizabeth Hospital, Bir-
mi[r?;llxi‘r{n. While she was at home the Guides and Brownies kept
her busy. In October she went to Liverpool to hear the Chief Guide,
who told them all about her travels. At Christmas she got up a
“Bring and Buy Sale,” for which the Guides made cigar boxes,
painted shells, spill-holders, writing cases, etc.; they also had a
District Carol Service.

Corn-
MaRY COATES called to see us when on her way down to 1
wall. She has a full-time job looking after the girls in her father’s
factory. Yol wir

BETTY DAVIDSON (née BALMER) is now living in Essex where her
husband has bought a practice. Her three children are now 19, 17,
and 12—one boy and two girls. Ian is training to become a farmer,
Sheena after three months in France is taking up Physiotherapy,
and Joanna the youngest still at school.

N Davies (née MacpHERSON) hoped to come up for Prize-
Gilji;g with Betty Steel (née George) and Diana Parkes. Gregory,
her little son, is now nearly eight months old.
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. EL1zaBETH DICKINSON often calls to see us at the Abbey as she
is having a year at Evendine Court. She thoroughly enjoyed her
time in Paris, while there she saw Mr. Churchill. Isabel also went
to the same family for a short time. When Elizabeth was at the
English Church she was most astonished when Christine Lewis
came and sat next to her. They both went to hear Shulamith Shafir,
and tried to visit Madame Smeaton but had no address. When
visiting Versailles she saw a great many Guides and Brownies in
the Park hiking and singing songs.

ANN DiBBLE has been over to see us with ROSEMARY JONES.

Monica DiTvaAs (née RICHARDSON) was married in March. Miss
Alice and Miss Roe both went to her wedding. She is now out in
Cairo, and went out in a Dakota. “The first day we stopped for
lunch at Marseilles, and spent the night in Malta.” The next morn-
ing’s trip took us across the Mediterranean and the desert to El
Adem, the airport of Tobruk. We crossed the African coast at
Benghazi—just a cluster of white buildings on a promontory jutting
out into the sea. After lunch we took off again for Cairo, and had a
good view of the Pyramids on the edge of the Delta. . . We are living
at present in a pension occupied almost entirely by B.O.A.C. staff
and their families. We have a large room, with a balcony as big
again. We've had some very hot weather lately, hot even for Cairo
—temperature of 108°, accompanied by dust storms. . . One day not
long ago we visited the Pyramids and rode round them and the
Sphinx on camels. Another interesting morning was when we went
down into the native bazaar area of Cairo, and watched men at
work making carpets and doing all kinds of intricate leather work
and engraving copper and silver, etc. I met an Egyptian girl the
other day who is reading English at the Fuad University, and T went
to see her as Lady Macbeth in a performance by the students at
the Opera House with an all Egyptian caste. It was most interest-
ing and incidentally for sheer beautiful diction these people would
put most English amateur productions to shame, They even had
Elizabethan music played on the correct instruments—a harpsichord
and some recorders among them.”

ROSEMARY DUNCAN is in Paris at present. In November she is
taking a year’s course at the Sorbonne, then she will join her parents
in Athens where her father is Chaplain to the Embassy.

JoAN DUNKERLEY is doing Radiology at the Royal Northern
Hospital. She writes: “In November some of us had a small
Reunion at The Howard Hotel. Margaret Eastwood, who is now
* demobbed and at Bedford College, was there; Barbara Thursfield,
Rosemary Taylor; Dorothy Melly was there too, also Pauline
Daniel. Ann Harper is out of the W.R.N.S. and at the dispensing
college where Phyllis Grove was before she was married.

“Patsy Griffiths and T often meet for an evening together. She is
still in the W.A.A.F. but hopes to be demobbed soon. 1 have done
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some hard propaganda and I believe she is going to take up Radio-
graphy. From this you will gather that T am thoroughly enjoying
the work (and it is work too). There are nine other girls in my set.
We took Part I of the finals in November last, and all passed except
two. I am hoping to be allowed to skip the extra six months and
take my finals earlier. . . . We are very fortunate in this hospital,
because during our training we often get sent out on ‘locums’ to
other hospitals round about. For the last three months I have been
away on a ‘locum’ at the Dental Hospital in Great Portland Street.
1 was in charge of the department with two other students and we
X-Rayed teeth all day. . .. On my summer holiday last year I went
camping with the Bexhill Guides as Q.M. We went on to the Sussex
site at Foxlease. While we were there the Chief Guide visited
Foxlease and gave us a talk in the garden all about her overseas
tour. We also went over the house itself—officially the Abbey
room was not on show, but I lagged behind and had a peep inside.
It looked very nice. We were lucky in having the use of the
swimming-pool.”

Joan has been staying with SHEILA DAY in Dorset. She is just
finishing her Secretarial Training.

Millicent and Phyllis are still working hard with Brownies.

SHEILA DEAN in three long letters gives an account of her work
as a Women’s Estate Manager. Last August she left Paddington to
complete her training at a Ministry of Supply Estate outside Liver-
pool. There she was a Student-Assistant until March, when she
became a Junior Assistant.

When on a holiday in Cornwall she went to see Janet Peet; she
also met Ausonia Tatham and Joan Symons.

In two later letters she tells of her work in Liverpool. “Our hours
are theoretically from 9—S5, but we rarely leave the office before 6,
and then have our correspondence course to do. There are four
other students in the office as well as the Manager and two
Assistants. I am working for the Liverpool Improved Houses, but
I only have one estate to manage in Liverpool. Besides managing
property belonging to the L.I.LH. we also manage a good deal of
Lord Salisbury’s property, and also four Ministry of Supply estates,
so you can imagine we have plenty to occupy us. =

“On Mondays I collect the rents from my Liverpool Estate, which
takes me at least 41 hours, and I rarely get back to the office before
2.45 p.m. The property is rather ancient but has been improved by
the addition of baths. . . . In the afternoon I balance the money and
then order the numerous repairs, arrange for tenants to obtain free
paint for decorating, etc.

“On Wednesdays I stay in the office, though I shall soon be going
to a Ministry of Supply Estate in the Wirral, and on Thursdays I
go to an Estate in Kirkby.

“Friday is the great day for balancing Accounts, etc. On
Tuesdays I do not go to the office, but have the day for study—
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we have such a lot to get through towards the end of the course,
as we have Social Science papers from the London School of
Economics. . . .

“I am living in a Hostel near the Dingle. . . . I expect you will
know Miss Barber (the Manager of Livgrpool Improged I)-Ilouses).
She is a very keen Guider, and I believe is a Camp Advisor. She
always rushes promptly away from the office on Mondays to take
Gl‘ndes at Little Sutton. She also takes a Ranger Company.

‘Last week-end I went to a Meeting at Bournville. It was
arranged for all Students and Junior Assistants to visit the Estates
and Social Centre, and we had a most interesting morning. . . .

“I heard from Jean Saunders the other day. Elizabeth Lomas is
still working in London and is living in the Club where I was last
year. I have just had a letter from Sheila Peers who is now in
Germany in the A.T.S.”

Mary FREETH is training at the Radcliffe Hospital, Oxford. She
has met several Old Girls—Mary Morgan, Sheila Peers, and Jill
Whitfield. Mary is working for her Preliminary State Certificate.
She writes: “The Nurses’ Home here is very modern and up-to-
date, we all have separate rooms with hot and cold water laid on,
and also a gas stove. There is a very good recreation room with a
stage, we give a Pantomime once a year. This hospital is one of the
largest in the country, it has twenty-two wards of about thirty to

forty pe,l‘tients each. The nursing staff is large too, over four hundred
- nurses.

MARLENE FRIEDLAENDER has finished at King’s College with
2nd Class Honours in Physics and Pure Mathematics.

We were very sorry to read of the death of her sister. Marlene
has been out to Austria to visit her father.

BRIDGET WARDLEWORTH (née Gass) before her marriage at the
beginning of the year was out in Germany for 10 months. She
says: “My immediate boss in the W.V.S. was a Mrs. Pam Harrison,
and it was not until quite lately when she was describing her school
that T realized it must be the Abbey—it was Pam Jaggard, and we
were at school at the same time. She came to the wedding, and
Frances Andrea and Jean Forder were there too. Kathleen’s hus-
band is now Head Master of Tavistock Grammar School where
father was for twelve years.”

KATHLEEN GIBSON (née HAMILTON) has now become Chairman
of the Hereford Training Committee, and in addition to being a
District Commissioner she finds her hands full.

Lucy GoopMAN (née BEDDARD) was coming over to the Wells

tg visit Cleeve Court with a view to sending her little son Geoffrey
there.

. MarIAN GREGSON is a frequent visitor to the Abbey now Angela
is there. She comes up to the Senior House this next term.
We were sorry to hear of the death of Mrs. Lee.
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ANNE HAINES had a very interesting time in Sweden. “I travelled
straight to Boden, taking 24 hours, as it is only sixty miles from
the Arctic Circle. For my first two weeks we lived in the country
cottage in a small village which was originally the port of Lulia.
Then we moved into Boden. The South of Sweden is in appearance
much the same as the English countryside, but the North was
covered with fine fir trees, had many lakes, and rivers broken by
waterfalls carrying logs down to the sea. One day we went on a
steamer out to sea, while the sun was setting. It was a very fine
sight, seeing the sun turn from orange to gold and red.

“A week ago I travelled down again to Stockholm. A relation of
mine who works at the British Legation showed me round. I was
thrilled with the city. We explored the old part, and also saw the
Royal Palace.

“Every town is beautifully clean and there are no slums. Most
of the schools are co-educational and there are few boarding schools.

“In Boden I went to a Guide Meeting and a Court of Honour.
The Meeting was held in the basement of a house, and had been
lent by a father of one of the Guides. It was a wonderful place
and had a small hall, a cloakroom and a kitchen. The whole had
been beautifully furnished by people from the town. In the hall
there were trestle-tables, chairs and stools, and the kitchen was
equipped with a‘sink, stove, china and cutlery.

“After the Leaders had reported the numbers present, they went
out on a treasure-hunt. I stayed behind and talked and I found
that about seven of them with the Captain had been to the Inter-
national Camp in the South. There were some English Guides
there with a Miss Robinson. I wonder if you know her? They
showed me a certificate that the Company had won in a com-
petition for making toys to send to Europe.

“When they came back from the treasure-hunt, we all sat round
to a small snack, singing first one of the Graces we sing—in
Swedish. Then we had a Sing-Song: we had Kukuburra in English,
“The Cuckoo’ and ‘The Chalet’ in Swedish. They also knew ‘My
hat it has three corners.” They sang two other Swedish and Nor-
wegian songs. They then asked me to teach them an English song,
so I tried ‘Down by the station.” Then I told them very slowly
about English Guides, the Captain translated as I went along. I
told them about Brownies, their’s are called Blue Wings and are
rather different; about our Guide activities which are much the
same; about the enrolment which is quite different. T said a bit
about Rangers and explained my uniform (I had my tie, badge and
blouse with me, they provided me with a skirt and a belt!). T also
told them about Cadets and about the Chief.

“All the songs they sang out of a little printed book, which T
thought was a pity, it made the sing-song rather like community
singing.

“They told me they were not musical, and said that the English
Guides at the Camp sang excellently. T swelled visibly!”
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After Anne came home she helped in the Schools” Mission at
Camberwell in the Nursery School. “I do a variety of things. I
have been to a school medical, a clinic with three children with
hamophilia, and every week I help with the Black Eagles, a club
of small boys from 7—10, this amounts to one hour’s solid
shouting!”

Anne went to Joan Lawford’s birthday party. Patsy Flanders,
Judy Hesketh and Ann Allen were there.

In the Summer Anne came to Birmingham to work in a Settle-
ment there. She and Elizabeth Carson spent a week-end with us.

. BrENDA HALL is working at a Hospital in Saffron Walden. She
is chiefly working on blood tests, and finds it very interesting. In
the Summer she went out to Austria to join her father. Brenda has
joined the Bishop Stortford Ladies’ Hockey Club.

ANNE HARPER was demobbed from the W.R.N.S. in March.
“In September I started the same course in Dispensing that Hazel
Weall took at the London School of Pharmacy.” Anne and Rose-
mary.e"iraylor lived with the Grove-Whites before Phyllis was
married.

Sonia HAWKINS (née MURRAY) has a little daughter, Deidre, just
over twelve months old. Victor and Sonia were coming down to
see us this last term. They have at last found a self-contained flat
outside Downham. Sonia asks if there are any Old Girls living in
Norfolk—she would like to meet some.

RosiE HAYDEN (née HEYMAN) was still in England when she last
wrote. She hopes next year to go for a holiday to Kenya with her
husband. She asks news of Miss Ost.

Patsy HAzerLL. It was nice to see Patsy again when she came
for the week-end when Hazel and June Weall and Nancy Blyth
were staying with us. We do wish Brenda could have come too.

She is meeting a great many Old Girls, and hopes to stay with
Bertha Morgan before she returns to the West Indies. Brenda,
her -husband and little son are also in England from South Africa.
Jean is married and lives at Beaconsfield. Peggy was married last
year to a barrister who is 6 feet 81 inches, and has a little son

Since the last ‘Hazel Nut’ came out I have had a letter from MRs.
HELPS giving more news of Jasmine, whose death we announced
in the last magazine. She had had a nervous breakdown caused by
overwork before the war, and had been in a nursing home for a
long time. She died very suddenly of pneumonia.

Joan is now Mrs. Phelps and has been over in England on a short
visit from Kenya. Her little daughter is two years old. She has
seen Ruth Bedford and her children.

Jupy HESKETH has enjoyed her training in Physiotherapy. Now
she has finished we hope she will come and see us at the Abbey.
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KaTHLEEN Hipkiss was married in May. Pamela Doyle was one
of her bridesmaids, so we had a first-hand account of the wedding
and saw all the photographs. She has heard from Nora Gaunt and
saw Jean Murray (née McColville) in the Summer. Kathleen was
asking for news of Denny Bonfield.

Miss HumpHRIES writes regularly and it was good to see her
again at the Reunion. She tells us that Dorothy Hardy has lost her
husband; she has three children, the eldest is a boy seventeen years
old, and the youngest a girl of 12. At Christmas she stayed with
Miss Chilcott, she and her sister are looking for a small place to
retire to—and visited Blockley.

JitL IMRIE finished her Preliminary Training in March and
started on the wards at University College Hospital on the 18th.
She writes: “I am still on the Children’s Ward, there are 24 beds
which are usually all full and the ages range from three weeks to
nine years. It’s a medical ward. Not long ago I visited the parents
of an ex-patient. The little girl had been desperately ill with an
abscess on her lung. However, she recovered and is now conva-
lescing at Bexhill. The parents treated me like a queen and were
so grateful and genuine that it made one feel that nursing is a job
well worth doing. . . . ’'m now allowed to give injections and other
exciting things.”

GWYNNETH JOHNSON (née ASHTON-HILL) is now living in Bir-
mingham. She has been busy doing some interior decorating
(painting and distempering) in her flat. Doreen Hartley belongs to
the same tennis club as Gwynneth; she has also met Joan Lowden
(née Lucas) and Molly Smith (née Jackson) at a friend’s wedding.
She hopes to visit the Abbey as they have friends living at Upton-
on-Severn.

MARGARET JOHN took her L.R.A.M. in January at the Royal
Academy. She often sees Barbara Davies, Joan Grogono, and
spends a good deal of time with Elizabeth Dulley (Holmes-Scott).

JoYCE JOHNSTON has now finished her Secretarial Training and is
working with a Shipping firm in Liverpool. She is studying Spanish
and finds it gets more and more involved. She hopes to take an
examination shortly and obtain a post as a Spanish/French Corre-
spondent. Joyce has got into touch with MARY REVELL, who is
taking a Secretarial Course in Manchester.

DiaNa JoTcHAM is training at Gloucester Domestic Science
College. She came down with Mary Barber to see us one Sunday
Jast term.

PuyLLis KNG (née GROVE-WHITE) writes a long letter from
Barbados. She sailed from Avonmouth on the ‘S.S. Arignani.” “We
landed in Port-of-Spain, Trinidad, on Oct. 11th. Tt certainly is a
most beautiful place, and unlike Barbados there is a large expanse
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of quite uncultivated jungle. After three days we flew to Barbados,

and we’ve had a marvellous welcome from David’s family, and
friends. 1 met Nell Johnson again the other day, she lives about
five minutes’ walk from our house.”

STELLA KNIGHT is going up to Oxford in October. During the

Summer she has been working at the United Girls’ Schools” Mission

at Camberwell. We thoroughly enjoyed having her for a week-end
last term and hearing all her news.

LorNA KNOWLES has had a year’s course at the Royal College
of Music. She writes: “We get teaching practice on L.C.C. music
scholarship children on Saturday mornings at the College, both

individual and class work, at which we are supervised. . . . I do
piano as my main study and cello as my second, and this term I
have started singing lessons under Miss Dorothea Webb. . . . In

September I was able to get in the Royal Choral Society, which
has been a great thrill for me, especially as we are conducted by
Dr. Malcolm Sargent. I had my audition with Mr. Arnold Greir,
who said he knew Sir Ivor very well.”

Lorna sees quite a lot of Dorothy Cade, and hears from Marlene.
Nancy Mayer stayed with Lorna for her 21st birthday.

PAULINE LA TOUCHE now lives in New Zealand. They left South
Africa in July and arrived at Melbourne in August, went overland
to Sydney where they stayed a week awaiting a ship, finally arriving
at Auckiand on August 19th. “Tauranga is called the ‘Bay of
Plenty’ where Captain Cook landed.” In a later letter she gave a
long description of her journey out.

“Our voyage was really most interesting. We travelled on a
Norwegian cargo vessel. The weather was extremely cold, rather
wet and windy, and unfortunately we hit a storm so rolled about
for six days in a gale, during which time I stayed in my bunk, it
was the only place where one could keep one’s dignity! Every time
I got up I was thrown from one end of the cabin to the other—
door knobs and keys are not exactly soft when you hit them!

“Our Captain was an extremely kind and charming man. The
ship had quite a history attached to her, and he was extremely
proud of her.

“At the beginning of the war the “Tai Shan’ was berthed in an
enemy harbour and on board was a very valuable cargo of ball-
bearings which England wanted. However, to cut a long story
short, our Captain, who was then first officer, took command as
the Captain was ashore and made a get-away with three other ships,
the ‘Tai Shan’ being the Flagship. The others were sunk, but the
old ‘Tai Shan’ got through safely and her Captain and First Mate
were awarded the O.BE. . . .

“Melbourne is a lovely city, well built with wide streets, the
people are quite different from the Sydney people. The train
journey was awful, we started at 6 p.m., in an air-conditioned

i
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carriage, very comfortable and warm, had dinner at 7 p.m., and
then at 10.30 we changed trains and had to cart all our hand
luggage ourselves, which consisted of 14 suitcases, etc. We finally
settled ourselves in a draughty carriage with three other people and
tried to make the best of it. I don’t think I've ever been so cold—
in fact, we froze in spite of tieing newspapers round our kn.ees:

“When we arrived in Sydney we went straight to the Shipping
Office (after eating an enormous breakfast) and were told that due
to the strikes our ship would not be sailing as she had not been
unloaded yet—that meant finding accommodation as we were not
allowed on board. i ’ i

“Sydney harbour is beautiful, rather like a large river with
rivulets branching off in all directions and little islands dotted about
which were covered with flowering trees and shrubs. We drove to
Palm Beach, a glorious drive. We took a ferry and went over to
Torongo Park (Sydney Zoo), which was well worth visiting.

“We finally left Sydney on August 15th at 5.30 p.m. Our accom-
modation was most luxurious. We arrived in Auckland on the
19th, and after two days caught the 9 a.m. train on the 2lst to
Tauranga. h :

“This is a beautiful place, right on the harbour, with ranges of
hills at the back. No big ships come in, only fishing boats. The
sailing season has just begun so I am looking forward to trying
my hand at it again. I want to get a good secretarial job even?ual}y.

“We visited a place called Rotana, which is a Kermal district,
boiling mud pools and geysers. It really is fantastic, the ground is
so thin that the steam puffs up all around you. The smell of
sulphur is very concentrated, all vegetation turns white and the
ground is yellow. The Maoris do all their cooking over the hot-
pools, meat, potatoes, bake bread and boil a kettle.

“The mud pools have different names such as eye pool, rose,
frog, lily. Each pool takes after and lives up to its name. In the
rose pool the mud forms perfect roses, in the frog, you see masses
of mud frogs jumping about. !

“I have made some very nice friends, play tennis and golf a
good deal.

“I wonder if my travels are over now. I hope not. Although
I've been to most of the countries in the world, I still want to
see more, and I'm longing to see England again. I promise you as
soon as I do set foot in England, I will catch the first train to
Malvern. ! ! ¢

“Please tell the present History Mistress that New Zealand is
not a ‘country flowing with milk and honey’. I knew everyone
outside N.Z. thinks it is, but you soon find out when you get there.”

We were sorry to hear MR. LEAKEY had been ill again in Feb-
ruary. In his letter he said: “I spent three weeks in bed, but at
any rate I was able to keep warm there.” Tt was during the very
cold spell.
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He has met Miss Cleeve (who was Games Mistress before Miss
Bone). Her father was one of the masters at Wellington, and lives
at Crowthorne. It was splendid to see Mr. Leakey at the Prize-
giving looking so much better.

Doris LESLIE-SMITH (née JACKMAN) is now living at Cookham.
Janet, her little daughter, is seven years old and goes to Lynton
House School, Maidenhead. She hopes she will come on to the
Abbey later.

ELIZABETH LINE is still training at the Children’s Hospital in
Great Ormond Street. When she wrote she was on a Surgical
I\}’arc}. She still hears regularly from Judy Hesketh and Marcia

owl.

CHARMIAN LOVELL (née BROWN) gives us news of Betty Colley,
also her new address; she is now one of the Senior Physiotherapists
at King’s College Hospital. Now for news of Charmian. She met
her husband in Palestine and after the most varied vicissitudes had
“a simply lovely wedding.” The vicissitudes included fracturing
her spine whilst jumping in the school at Cairo, and her fiancé tak-
ing a sudden trip to America. They are now settled in their new
home in Gosforth. She recently met Elspeth Lawson, they were
at the Junior House together fifteen years ago, and suddenly met
in the Physiotherapy service. Elspeth is now working in London
and hopes to visit the Abbey sometime. When in Jaffa, Charmian
met a cousin of the Wheen's. Hearing that he came from Shanghai,
Charmian put two and two together. They were very kind to her
and she spent many a week-end with them. She also met Edward
Wheen; Edna and Dorothy were both well. Dorsie Devereux came
to Charmian’s wedding; now she is longing to see Margaret and
her family.

GABRIEL HODGETTS (née PAGET) was also there; she is living near
Sutton Coldfield and kept very busy with the farm, husband and
two children. She also hears from Alwynne Cross and Doreen
Cornish (whom she met twice in the M.E.F.); Doreen was one of
only six French-speaking A.T.S. who volunteered to go to Mauri-
tius and train the Mauritius Women’s Volunteer Force. She did
very well indeed. There were 100-125 girls to train of all colours,
European white to African black. Doreen and five others finally
brought 100 fully trained (A.T.S.) M.W.V.S. to work in the M.E.F.
Congratulations to Doreen.

JANE MORGAN (née CHRISTIE) brought her two children to see us
at the Abbey in the Spring Term, Sonia and Jill; one is like Jane
and one like Peter! She has met Patsy Hazell and Maureen Booth
who now lives at Henley.

BARBARA MORRIS hopes to start her medical career at Birming-
ham University in October. She camped with us for a fortnight
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this summer—and stayed on for the Training Camp and took her
Campcraft. Barbara and a friend have started a Company (the
181st Birmingham) in a poor part of the town.

ALISON MaLcoLM (Miss Roe’s niece) has left the publishing firm
and is now Secretary to the Director of Pathological Services at
St. George’s Hospital Medical School, Hyde Park Corner. She
writes: “The new work is extremely interesting. I had never had
any real experience of medical terms, so it was very complex at
first. The Medical School, which is part of the University of
London, is actually part of St. George’s Hospital. My work con-
sists of taking down pathological reports in the laboratory (I have
an office of my own but I take the reports, etc., in laboratory
because the doctor dictates while he examines the material through
a microscope). At present we are re-indexing the hundreds of
specimens in our museum. Some of them date back to 1845, and
it is my job to type summaries and reports about each of the
specimens. 1 also take post-mortemi reports with the assistant
pathologist. He has a secretary to do outside post-mortems; I only
do the hospital ones.”

ANN MORGAN, when she left Oxford, went to Birmingham to do
Youth Club work in connection with the Y.W.C.A. Before this
she did some family welfare work up in London and lived in a
settlement. She has now decided to take up museum work. She
and her mother had a wonderful holiday in Switzerland.

PAT MORRIS (née BONFIELD) is now living near London. She
and Richard often go down to Edenbridge to see Miss Roe.

KATHLEEN MORRIS and Pam came over to the Abbey in Novem-
ber. Kathleen has a Domestic Science post at Cradley, near Dudley,
so we hope to see more of her. They have made a lovely present
to the Brownies—a Totem and an Owl.

JEAN MURRAY (née McCoLVILLE) has settled in her new home
at Abergavenny. Her husband has been demobbed. Betty Symons
has been staying with Jean. When in the W.R.N.S. she met Rachel
Gerrish at Weymouth, Daphne Wilson at Portsmouth, and Dorsie
Devereux.

Joyce NorTON has now been at Abbots Bromley over two years.
She planned to go to Switzerland this summer with two other
members of the staff. We were sorry to hear that Margaret had
been so ill. Joyce still keeps up with her Guides.

PamiELA NEUSCHILD has been training as a Secretary at The
Triangle. She was very surprised to see Anne Haines and Christine
Lewis there too.

JANET PEET has had several Old Girls to stay, including June
Weall and Jean Saunders. Janet is kept busy with her livestock,
but finds that Cornwall is very short of foodstuffs, especially pota-
toes. They had a very hard time during the cold spell.
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PAT PitcHFORD (née WRIGHT) is at present living in London.
Her husband specialises in Industrial Medicine, and is at the Head
Office in St. James’ Square. He and Tove Torren’s (née Hall)
husband were medical students together at St. Thomas’.

Avis and her husband are going to Guernsey in October; they
have taken a farm two miles from Mr. and Mrs. Wright. Alisdair
(Pat’s little son) has been staying ‘with his grandparents while Pat
settles into her new house.

MRs. POLLARD writes a long letter from Somerset, where she is
living with her older daughter. They had a terrible time during
the winter, and at one point were entirely without water.

MARGARET PUXON (née HALE) is now living in Colchester, and
is Consultant Gynaecologist and Obstetrician there, where her hus-
band is a solicitor.

DIANE RANDELL has finished her Secretarial course at the Ker-
Sander College. Barbara Bailey is still there, and Tommy Windrum
has just left. Sheila is at a Domestic Science College outside London.

ANN ROGERS is training at the Radbrooke Domestic Science
College, near Shrewsbury. She is taking the course in Household
Management, and will probably stay on an extra year to do a
Dairy Course. In the Easter holidays Ann stayed with Ann Allen,
who is at the Royal Academy of Dramatic Art. Ann hopes to go
with four friends to Switzerland to do Cookery.

Lois SALISBURY has now settled down in South Africa. At first
they lived with relations in Johannesburg. In March she began
her course at Rhodes University College in Grahamstown. She has
been busy learning Africaans, which she says is much easier to
pick up than French! Her father’s parish is in the Northern
Transvaal. She writes: “One of the things I miss here is that
there is no real theatre, and almost the only plays produced are
by amateur societies, but we have very good concerts; Malcolm
Sargent was here a month ago. I wish I could come over and
spend a week-end in Leamington sick-room!”

JoAN SANDERS is beginning her last year at Birmingham Univer-
sity. She is disappointed that the Final Honours School has had
to be cut and only those who are sure of getting a Ist Class are
allowed to go in for it. When last she wrote she had been “Youth
Hostelling” in Scotland for a fortnight. “Before T went T visited
Sheila Dean and Daisy at Coventry and we had a lovely time
gossiping. I have also run into Jenny Rogers and Jasmine Carrey
lately.”

DOREEN SAXON has just finished her first year at Dartford Physical
Training College. Pam has started at the Middlesex Hospital.

DoroTHY SIBLEY writes to say how very much she enjoys having
the ‘Hazel Nut’; she posts it on to Mrs, Lambert, who again posts
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it on to Mrs. Stokes. Mrs. Lambert met Maureen Stephenson (née
Booth), who told her all about the last Re-union in London. She
very much hopes to come to the next and meet Miss Evershed.
Neither she nor Dorothy heard of the last Re-union. We are sorry
that their invitation never reached them.

URSULA SCHULER, who was at the Abbey thirty years ago, in a
letter to Miss Alice writes: “You, of course, cannot be expected
to remember one of so many, the little German girl, for instance,
who, together with Kitty Cole, spent the Christmas holidays 1913
at Heathlands, where she proved a very poor bridge-player but an
experienced poultry-hand. Well, these are tempi passati, and many
things have happened since I left England in July, 1914.

“I became a teacher and stayed for many years in Dresden and
Braunschweig boarding-schools, where I made friends with young
girls from all parts of Europe. Some of my pupils went to England
afterwards to attend your school. So I had a letter from Miss
Judson now and then, and she also used to send me the ‘Hazel Nut’
for some years to keep me in touch with the Abbey.

“When World War II broke out, I was teaching at a commercial
school in Stuttgart. In 1944 the part of the town where I lived
was completely destroyed by several air-raids, but some of us could
escape through an underground tunnel we had made, while, of
course, all our belongings were lost. I then went to Crailsheim,
where my mother, who was an invalid, had been staying with
relatives. 1 took her to our little home and we lived together
through the last months of the war. The fighting was very tough
here. The place was captured, lost and re-captured, and therefore
95 per cent. destroyed. After my mother’s death I was working for
the local U.S. Military Government as a secretary for some time,
but I would now like to take up teaching again at a girls’ school
of my native town. Our girls are all greatly interested in English
ways, especially in English school-life. Formerly I used to show
them the prospectus of the Abbey, which was admired by every-
body. Unfortunately it perished in the flames together with my
other property. So I should be most grateful if you would kindly
let me have another prospectus of the Abbey School, just for the
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sake of ‘Auld lang syne’.

MADAME SMEATON writes a long letter from Paris. I don’t think
she realises how much we all miss her at the Abbey. She has had
a visit from a Madame Lévesque, who was travelling up to London
in the same carriage as we were when we were going to the Re-
union in January. We were talking about Madame and her address
and were not sure of the number of her house in Rue Lalo, when
the French lady said “I live in that quarter. Can I help?” In the
end, she said on returning to Paris she would visit Madame, which
she has done and given her our latest news. Alan (her grandson)
has been to the International Scout Camp at Moissons and acted
as interpreter. She would love to hear from Old Girls.
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ANNE SMITH writes regularly from Oxford, and came to visit us
before Christmas. She writes in March: “There was a University
Mission the third week of term, which took up a lot of time before
and after. Last Saturday evening Janet Peet appeared quite un-
expectedly. She was staying in Oxford for the week-end to see
her mother and visited Jill Whitfield and me at the same time.
This term I have been doing Political Theory and the Tudors and
carly Stuarts. It has been very interesting but quite hard work.
This evening there is a reading of part of ‘Piers Plowman’ in the
Chapel and 1 have promised to go. 1 have been interested in it
ever since Mrs. Richardson’s lecture at the end of my last term.”

JANET STAFFORD has heard from Anthea Goodall, who has a
baby boy. She has also seen Lilian Macpherson, who is now
Mrs. Matthews. Paddy Cox is doing an Art Course in London,
and Frances Collard is also in” London; she is cooking at the Head-
quarters of the Oxford Group.

Janet has had three weeks in Switzerland; she learnt to ski and
enjoyed every minute of it, and put on half a stone in those three
weeks! Janet has written to tell us that Miss Harris, who trained
her as a Froebel teacher, has asked her to let the Abbey know she
has a vacancy for a Froebel student. It is a resident vacancy and
therefore she is particularly keen to have someone from a good
school. It is not a big training college but one attached to a school
(Northfield School, Watford). The training is excellent, there is
plenty of individual attention and teaching practice. Miss Harris
herself, Janet says, is an inspiring personality and leaves no stone
unturned that is in the interest of education. The fees are 44 guineas
a term resident, with extra for speech training, piano and singing.
She wondered whether any Old Girl would like to do this training.

Janet taught there three years after completing her training and
has then had four terms in Kent taking the pottery section of her
Teacher’s Handwork Diploma. In September Janet is going to be
one of the Handwork lecturers at the Diocesan Training College,
Derby. Congratulations to Janet.

She tells us, too, that Kirsty’s son is getting a big boy now, he
is mearly two years old: also that Lorn Primrose is lecturer in
“Modern Dancing” at Nonnington Physical Training College. Mary

Bates is back in London. Janet always gives us plenty of O.G. news.

BETTY STEELE (née GEORGE) has written two long letters, one
in February and one last July. The first two years of the war
she drove staff cars for the contractors of aerodromes, and then
when the R.A.F. moved in, changed over and drove for the Air
Ministry. She left the Air Ministry just after the war ended, and
within a week started with the British Overseas Airways Corpora-
tion as a Traffic Clerk. They looked after the passengers. meeting
and seeing them off the aircraft. Last Christmas she became en-
gaged to an Air-Gunner Flight-Lieutenant. After she was married,

while looking for a home of their own, she lived in London with
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her mother-in-law. Now they are settled in their own home in
Buckinghamshire.

MAUREEN STEPHENSON (née BOOTH) is now living at Henley.
Her husband is a Group-Captain in the Regular Air Force and
stationed near Reading. Eileen has a baby boy named Paul aged
nearly two years.

1 was so delighted to get a letter from BARBARA WINTER-STRANG
(née WINTER) from Quebec. She had plenty of news to tell as we
had not heard from her since she left eleven years ago to go back
to Newfoundland. She writes: “I hope to come back to England
some time; my husband has never been, and 1 would so like him
to see it when things are more normal again, and also the Abbey.

1 was married on June Sth, 1946, in St. John’s, Newfoundland,
and am now living in Quebec City. Kenneth was a prisoner of war
in Hong-Kong for four long years. He was a Lieutenant in_the
Royal Rifles of Canada and the Regiment was stationed in New-
foundland before going Far East. 1 only received one letter from
him during that time, and he one from me. 1 like living in Quebec
very much, it is such a lovely old city, very quaint with narrow
streets and great high stone walls. We have a small flat and a
lovely view overlooking the St. Lawrence River. The only draw-
back is my lack of the French language, the population of one
hundred and sixty thousand being ninety per cent. French.

“Douglas was married to a Newfoundland boy about four years
ago and is now Mrs. Robert Templeton. They have two little girls,
Susan aged three and Kathryn one and a half. Douglas is a mar-
vellous mother and her children are so unspoiled.

1 hear regularly from Dorothy Ayrton, and occasionally from
Sheila Thom and Isabel Duder, but have lost track of Pamela Gill,
which I am sorry about as we were such good friends at school.”

Barbara will be surprised to hear that Pam is now in America,
having married an American; that Prunella (who was born when
Pam was at the Abbey) is now in the Upper VIth!

BEATRICE SUMMERS wrote before she went out to Kenya. She
would like all letters sent to her c/o Barclays Bank, Christchurch,
Hants. She is very anxious to get into touch with Old Abbeyites
who are in East Africa. She hopes eventually to go to South Africa,
where she will meet Peggy and Barbara Judson, the de Beers, the
Bonfields and Pauline La Touche.

T'm afraid Pat and Denny are now in England, and Pauline in
New Zealand.

JoAN SyMmons wrote a long, interesting letter from Switzerland :
“’ve never seen such a lovely country; we are just above the lake,
and from my balcony I can see the Rhone Valley, with the Dents-
du-Midi behind. I took the first part of my finals in May, and just
started taking the second when I had to go to hospital, with the
result that T had six months’ holiday. I spent two months at home,
and here 1 am enjoying the rest of my holiday. I am staying with
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a very nice Danish family. Madame is actually Swiss-French, but
Monsieur is Danish; they have one daughter. There are three
other girls here: one is Dutch and lived near Arnhem during the
war, another is Viennese, and the last Swiss-German. At meals we
speak French. I can understand most of it now, but still can’t speak
it at all well. What would Mademoiselle Sarrazin say? I ran into
Nidia Wheeler the other day in Montreux.”

Then in a later letter last July: “I came home in December and
had to start work in January. Now I have finished the second part
of my exam.; it’s a lovely feeling. I am trying to get a job in the
country now, but in the meantime have a temporary one at an
L.C.C. Hospital, it is actually the European centre for research on
rh?umatlc conditions. The work is very interesting.

‘I met Heather Gamble on the Inner Circle the other day. I also
met June Weall, Diane and Sheila Randall, and Pauline Daniel.
Diane had just been to the House of Commons with her employer;
she is secretary to a Scotch M.P. I am going to stay outside Paris
forda"fortmght in the holidays with a Dutch girl I met in Switzer-
and.

The last time we heard from ROSEMARY THOMPSON she was
trying for a post with the B.B.C.

AUSONIA TATHAM is in Paris. She managed to come down to
Prize-giving. It was very nice to see her again.

DorotHYy WATTS is teaching piano and class singing at Lynt:
House, Castle Hill, Maidenhead. Fred is married a%]dghas a};m:ﬂ
daughter, Charmian, and lives on the Channel Islands. Wilfred
is up at Cambridge, and Marjorie is engaged to be married. It does
not seem long ago since they all used to spend their holidays at
the Junior House. Dorothy says that Joan Neale was stationed at
Secunderabad at one of the Military Hospitals there, and she often
saw her at the club.

CLARE WHITMORE is kept busy with her large family. I h
see both her and Mary these holidays. 2 i i

DAPHNE WILSON is still Matron at a Boys’ Prep. School nea
Brackley. They had a very broken term in the spring. :

She sent Jean Hazell’s address, who is now Jean Bryan, South-
wood Cottage, Stratton Road, Beaconsfield, Bucks.

Tommy WINDRUM is now on the staff of the ‘Express and Star’
(The Midland News Association Ltd.). She lovespher work, and
came over to see us one Sunday.

BARBARA ZAMOYSKA camped with us again—she has grown a
good deal. Her father has gone out to Poland. o

NoNA WILSON (née BRUCE-THOMAS) has gone out to Malaya.
We were sorry not to be able to go to her wedding, but she said
the Abbey was well represented : Elizabeth Meggit, Clare Westcott,
Betty Symons, Mrs. Norton aad Barbara were all there. She would
like all letters sent to her Beaconsfield address.
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MuRIEL WINDER is now running the Sheffield Division Cadets.
Her brother has a practice at Westerham, so she hopes to visit
Miss Alice next time she goes down there. He niece has just gone
to Wychcrest; Muriel must look us up if she visits her.

BARBARA WILSON-SMITH has trained at the same Secretarial Col-
lege at Eastbourne as Ruth Thompson. She writes: “I have had
to change my rooms; my landlady is a Miss Wanstell, an aunt of
Miss Alice’s secretary. Isn’t the world small? I see June Shireff
a great deal—she and her mother have a flat a few minutes away
from here. June saw Patsy Price, when Patsy came over to England
to take part in the Victory Parade. Before Christmas Anne Morgan
came over to lunch and tea. It was nice seeing her again; she
seems to be enjoying her work at Birmingham.”

Barbara and her mother are living in their old home at Walsall.

This brings the year’s news up to date. We send all good wishes
to all Old Girls, where ever they may be. By

M.S-J.

AS.0.G.A. REPORT

AN account of the Old Girls’ Re-union was given in the last number
of the ‘Hazel Nut’, but as Secretary 1 would like to make one or
two announcements and report on the renewed activities of the
A.S.0.G.A. Committee as now constituted.

At the Annual General Meeting of the O.G.A., which took place
just before the O.G. Re-union on January 29th, 1947, at the Hotel
Rembrandt, London, the following members were elected to serve
on the new Committee: Mrs. Forder (Chairman), Mrs. Arkless
(Secretary), Miss Roe (Treasurer), Mrs. Beard, Mrs. Morris, Mrs.
Whitmore, Mrs. Reid, Miss Knight and Miss Fan Forder.

At the last meeting of the Committee, on July 16th, Miss Alice
Judson was co-opted on the Committee. This, I know, will give
great pleasure to all Old Girls, and the Committee is delighted to
welcome her as a member.

An attempt to revive the Annual O.G. Hockey or Lacrosse Match
at the Abbey in the Autumn Term is to be made this year. If any
Old Girl would like to play in a Lacrosse Match v. The Abbey
on November Ist this year, will she please let me know as soon
as possible.

Mius. Forder, our Chairman, has most kindly offered to have an
Informal O.G. Gathering at her flat, 15 Kensington Court, London,
on Saturday, October 25th. She suggests a buffet tea beginning
about 3.30, and Old Girls can drop in from then until about 6 p.m.

1 should like to draw the attention of Old Girls to the revised
subscription rate. The matter was fully discussed at the Annual
Meeting in January, and it was resolved to alter the period of 10
years and 5 years covered by the £1 1s. and 10s. 6d. subscriptions
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respectively to 7 years and 3} years. The Magazine costs about
3s. a copy at the rate of one copy a year. Obviously £1 1s. cannot
cover the cost of ten copies, so until better times come we decided
that 7 years must be the solution.

The new Committee is anxious to strengthen every link between
the Old Girls and the Abbey. To this end we hope to organise
more activities and more meetings. The Staff at the School is one
of these links, and the Committee would like every member of the
School Staff past and present to feel that they are always welcome
at O.G. Re-unions, and we hope that any member of the Staff who
leaves the School will join the O.G.A.

As Secretary I am most anxious to keep in touch with all Old
Girls, and shall always be delighted to hear from them, and also
to have suggestions or even complaints sent in; and I shall be most
happy to give any Old Girl information about anything which
interests her. Miss Stephen-Jones is my opposite number at the
Abbey and we pool our information and keep in constant touch
with one another. 1 should like to take this opportunity of remark-
ing that the work she does for the Old Girls” Associafion is a real
labour of love and takes more time than anyone would believe.
The school and the Old Girls are deeply indebted to her for her
unfailing interest and enthusiasm which does so much to keep the
A.S.0.G.A. alive.

Please note these addresses: Mrs. Arkless, Christow Cottage,
Jordans, Beaconsfield, Bucks. (Tel. Jordans 3179); Miss Roe,
Brookside, Edenbridge, Kent.

HELEN ARKLESS

S.0.S.—BOARDS!

BoARDs are practically impossible to obtain now. There is a danger
that the school may have to resort to berets or felt hats unless
more can be found. OId Girls will realise the gravity of the situa-
tion. Please could anyone who feels she can spare it for this
cause, send her board to Miss Bone? We will be very grateful.

DIARY OF THE YEAR

AUTUMN TERM, 1946
SEPTEMBER
20.—Beginning of Term.

OCTOBER

4—Mr. Rowntree: “Animal Camouflage.”
14—The Garret Club: “Mansfield Park.”
19.—Hockey Match v. St. James’s.
26.—Hockey Match v. Colwall Ladies,
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NOVEMBER

1.—Mr. Ashton: “The Paris Peace Conference.”

The Dance.
2—Hockey Matches v. Malvern College.
4.—Expeditionr to Gloucester.
6.—Heddle Nash: Concert.
9—Hockey Match v. Lawnside.
13.—"Intimate Opera.”
16.—Hockey Match v. Clarendon.
24.—Malvern College Nativity Play.
27—Worcester Cathedral: Concert.
29.—Mr. Lowe: “Birds.”

DECEMBER

6.—Confirmation.
17.—Miss Evershed's Party.
18.—End of Term.

SPRING TERM,
JANUARY
21.—Beginning of Term.

1947

28.—Miss Butterworth: “Bird Life in Provence.”

FEBRUARY

5.—Ethel Bartlett and Rae Robertson: Two-Piano Recital.

17.—Fancy Dress Dance.

18.—Mr. Rock: “Careers.”

22 —Mr. Sargent: “Twelfth Night.”
27—Mrs. Eric Newton: “Stage Decor.”

MarcH
8—Mr. Ashton: “Current Affairs.”
12—Mr. Barton: “Films.”
21.—Mrs. Richardson: “Hogarth.”
29.—The Jesters.
31.—Miss Evershed’s Party.

APRIL
1.—End of Term.

SUMMER TERM,

May
2.—Beginning of Term.
15.—Ascension Day Holiday. s
17.—Shell to Stratford: “Twelfth Night.

June
5.—School Concert.
6.—Prize-Giving. A
18 —Field Club to Sherridge. i
20.—Mr. Ashton: “India and Germany.
21.—Service in Worcester Cathedral.
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Aberdare Cup: Tennis Match v. Malvern College and Lawnside.

28.—Tennis Match v. St. James’s.
29.—The Dean of Gloucester’s Sermon.

Miss Waite: “The Union of Girls® Schools.”
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