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Introduction

MISS MEDLEY

THE suggestion thata collection of early and recent memories—a Downe House Scrap-
book in fact—might be a pleasantly appropriate way of marking the first ifty years of
the school's life, and of paying tribute to Miss Willis, was first put forward in the
School Magazine for 1955. (It seemed a suitable way for a school that is proud to claim
among its Old Seniors such people as Elizabeth Bowen and Anne Ridler to celebrate
its Jubilee.) The idea met at the time with disappointingly little response. If it stirred
memories, it gave little impulse to write of them.
Then Alison Linklater undertook to write to Old Seniors who represented different
generations, and who might be expected to remember the school that they and their
contemporaries knew, and without too much difficulty, to record those memories. Their
impressions make up the greater part of this book. They are arranged in chronological
order, but they make no pretence to be a history. They are as various as their writers,
though there are some qualities—generosity of mind, perhaps, candour, appreciation of
people and their diversity—that may be thought common to them all. Some reach back
in time to school days that are now a distant landscape, and these are the memories that
have about them some of the enchantment of distance, and some of the harmony and
proportion, too, that it imposes. There are other records of a past so recent that detail
still looms sharp and angular, and the irritations that time has not yet made tolerable,
still smart. Both have a place in a total impression that is to have any kind of com-

pleteness. { :
Tt is hoped that these recollections may give pleasure; that they will serve to suggest,
at least, what Downe House was like in the first fifty years.ofits life, and that, as all good

reminiscence does, they may evoke more.

In Retrospect
MISS WILLIS

be a scrap-book and not a history, you will not expect a record of the

i tch work.
mtpgle:;:engli have asked me to tell them about the carly days of the

fiftieth roaches, I must try to recollect the past and to see
bh:ﬂn a schy:); :55 what unconscious influences moulded my plans. It

0 choose a beginning because, as every historian knows, one fact emerges
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is in its turn the begetter of a new event. Of course "heﬁrst 1
home. From my earliest years I had listened to ™Y father )
d discussing problems with mydm;)][her; to both of !
BT REaR i f their opinions and actions and they were singularl;

22?;23;‘ “: ::(:2: x;‘:izfxstic, G Srt were an essential part of their livefu My ag:
was one of the first Inspectors of Schools, and had "““‘“,“l gift for 'ead‘if‘g' T remembe,
being taken as a small child to one of his schools, whexje ina moment he lifted a clags out |
of the stiffness and boredom of an inspection, into €xcl ted interest in their own coungry.
side. He was such a scholar himself that he expected us to take in anything that he rezd
to us—Shakespeare, Moliére, Prescott’s Ferdinand and Isabella, Dickens, and 4
were all read aloud to us in the evenings—certainly before I was twelve years old, ang
1 had read all Tennyson with enthusiasm before I went to school at thirteen. '%

To school T had to go, possibly because I had had too much education at home, and
was beginning to want more independence. Everything at home centred round our
edification, and we were shown beautiful scenery, architecture, pictures, and museums,
and told what to appreciate in music until it developed in me an obstinate refusal to
show any interest in anything.

1 was such a rebel that I was sent to Brighton, to what was then a modern boarding.
:hoo}; Wimbledon House, now called Roedean, to find my own feet and to leam

scipline.

The Misses Lawrence were Unitarians and my parents chose this school :
::5 had ;eacted from the g]d—\cl}i‘ctorian Lovg (%hurch teaching and w:: ;l;qmnddm

e us from any narrow Chur of England influence. With the ti perversity

of a child I disliked d.lc Unitarifm teaching and form of worship zndr;s::every much
:chmool Il: etg; r:ievon.or} ar:: dignity of the High Church so that later on, when Tleft
e ri’an faiLh.e to join the Church and to choose my own interpretation of the

For me li
gk ,‘f,“:f‘ 3 :CI}:kao?zs rather a rsntruggl'e for existence. I look back and realize my
based on boys’ public-school t;'aditi’onym 1 ¢ ar.|d “PPunCtuality and, ina school
ceed in any form of athletics, T thought;x) 4 Icf? Pt inablity to play gamet R
about all games and athletics so thes T coysled cl'eygrer than the average girl and learned
magazine, and this gave me certain riv;_]u criticize and report matches in the sch
tradition, the Lawrences gave the e]ge ,elges, which I enjoyed. Following the Amold
somewhat bitter experience how to T girls a great deal of authority and we learned by

Towe my old school very much a ‘

from a previous cause and
influences were in my Own
talking about education an

manage younger and defiant members of the school:

calmly, but T bought my knowled Al above all the courage to tackle difficult situations )

s £ adgo:; a painful way, as I had no guidance and nobodys

ons were then the established custom in every |

: sixth-form studies, as young admires

t was a silly but emotionally satisfying,
energy, and money.

4'
4 2
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School life developed my critical faculties and T recognized the difference between the
life at home, with intellectual and artistic standards, and the artificial life at school, which
did, however, develop initiative, independence, and a sense of responsibility.

T remember seeing a sublime sentence written up in the gymnasium at Osborne, in
the old days when the youngest members of the Royal Navy were trained there: ‘There
is nothing that the Navy cannot do.’ I think that I left school with something akin to
that confidence though I was quite aware of my own shortcomings.

Somerville College was such joy after school life that I spent my time reading any-
thing but history, which was my subject, and I made delightful friends and loved
Oxford.

At the back of my mind there was a very vague plan that some day I would have a
school where each individual would matter, where life would be normal, and relations
between people would be easy. Even at college I remember opposing vehemently any
attempt to place people in categories and to divide them into dons and students of 1st,
2nd, and 3rd years. We were all individuals and we must mix and we could be friends
with people of any age. Authorities were quite prepared to support this theory in college
but at that time few women students dared to carry this plan of general friendliness into
the men’s colleges. We were carefully chaperoned, so that any social occasion fell per-
fectly flat as far as most of us were concerned. Teaching was the normal sequel to
university life and for seven years I taught in various schools and my plan to start a
school on new lines began to materialize.

In 1907 Alice Carver and I decided to start this new venture. She and I had been at
school together and she had all the gifts that I admired but did not possess. She was
very athletic, an international hockey player, with a fine face and beautiful eyes,
and she had a north-country belief in reticence and severe management of the young.
Unfortunately she was constitutionally far from robust and she bea;me 50 exhans‘ted
by school life that she had often to retire to bed or go away to rest during the short time
that she managed the household. ; s

We were always hampered by lack of capital as we ea'z:h .conmbuted only a prelimin-
ary £1,500 towards expenses, and even in those dlays this éld not go far. We had to 12::
a house spacious enough for a small school, but inexpensive to run, with enough
for a playing-field and a garden to enjoy. D9wne House., Downe, near Orgiu?gton,f
Kent, fulfilled these requirements. It was a family house, with the sp!‘endxd mf ];on of

Charles Darwin still lingering there and ionally a few devout j °h AT
came to visit the Sandwalk and his study and the labon?tory, which he built but M'I"Il?
used. His work and his character were a great inspiration to us asfnt;lne I;ienr'on. mad:
integrity and imagination of the scientist and the family a‘ﬂ'ecuon of d.e : ar::: g
an atmosphere that I hope permeated the school and gave it a certain dignity
it was very young.

In Scp:Zm);)ernng the arrival of our first pupil, Nan \\'./oo;l_all,' W‘sl;llgm;;z:t m
we collected two girls to be her companions, a first cousin of mine, Hilary B
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could only stay for a term ang o
Chesterfield school- T:ehya 4 small staff, Miss Heather, M":
‘Sen;)ne pupil to teach. Fortunately Mrs. Moo
self and o l’;al h came to live with us to fill up the em,
lsoptel, Burn, the daughters of the Rev. Ang

to feel like a school and all SChoolpu, ;

Dulcie Travers ﬁjom a
were left wondering ¥ 2
Collins, Miss Lane, an 7

hter Alice and @ sm:
::gn}:: ra:?iugelfure long, Cordelia and Augustd

Burn, later Dean of Salisbury T:;en we began
suits were fclllowzgse:;:‘: ::f;‘:fwgs the best teacher in the s];hool. II: 1907 she v
Miss Heat! 1fraching in a school at Westerham as well as at 0‘{/:; Nouse ;smd
busy woman, Cs« William Crookes—also editor of the Chemic ews. e ok .
as secretary to Sir h a science and mathematics degree,

1l College and had taken both :
ﬁ?ﬁ?ﬁ: ai:agammed a form of gas in which food could be preserved with
freezing. Slim and active, with bright hazel eyes and an enchanting smile, she avoid
21l our efforts at sociability and came and went in all weathers from Greenstreet Gre

metimes on foot and sometimes driving a much-loved POny=;
soMi:s Lane was the beauty of the staff. She had long golden hair and a.beauﬁ!ul
and encouraged all athletics and gymnastics. Before we had a gymnasium, gym
exercises and what I called drill happened out of doors, generally on the old-fashi
tennis-court, Games were not much fun until there were a few more girls, but cri
was practised on the lawn and some sort of hockey began very soon. 4

There were other diversions, even acting, and the first play in July 1908 was wrif
by a friend of mine, Beryl de Zoete, on the theme of new ventures and plans. Rip’
Winkle, a young man full of original and unpopular ideas and modern music, met w
nothing but failure and contempt. As in the old story, he slept for a hundred years and
woke up to find his ideas accepted by everyone, and his songs known and loved by
the _I?heeople o:' the young generation.

he people of Downe village were always invited to our actings but they were

particularly interested in a girls’ school and the old vicar, Mr. gFinclen, siunned

I asked one extremely naughty ¢k
thing The quest € you which says “Quite right”
£0urse, was—Do horges gqt:l :‘:u}:;:h:; :’1;’:1)’8 SSe upin S“n}:'lsay%‘:ssa’ Es *

© Lalways said that hoped so but I
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give them a certain answer. In the early days of this century the enormous influence of
‘Nannies’ could be felt. Nanny presided in the nursery and taught the first rules of
manners, cleanliness, and morals. It was worrying to a child with hiccups when Nannie
ordered it to say ‘Pardon’ and mother was horrified at the use of the word. That was
typical of many of the nursery habits and though Nanny’s supremacy was shaken when
school life began, there was often a return to the nursery during the holidays and Nanny
would condemn the free ways of school, where a measure of freedom was allowed on
Sundays. Times have changed and the cosy nurseries and the autocratic Nanny no
longer exist; the mothers have more say in the bringing up of their children and they
can no longer take manners and morals for granted as they used to do, and there is no
place to which children can be banished when their behaviour becomes atrocious.
Fathers do not always realize this added burden in the home and they feel that they often
have to take the second place, even the third, as minding children and cooking and
cleaning make a heavy day’s work for the young wives. I believe that this will all settle
down during this generation, and I am proud to see the health and happiness of the
grand-children of the school.

But I am not thinking now of present and future Downe House pupils, I am looking
at the past, and the distant past, when we had very unsophisticated children to teach,
and as I look I see that they were, on the whole, not well grounded academically, and
rather plain, with hair glossy and straight, brushed back very firmly and plaited (some-
times rather frivolously into two plaits). Brown stockings were worn for games and
black in the afternoon (a plan which ensured changing), and the same green djibbahs,
copied from Roedean, that Downe House still wears. I tried to alter the djibbahs and to
design something less difficult to make but the new tunics were banned and new girls
were advised to get ‘the right sort of djibbah’ and not the new sort, ‘quite like other
schools’. Do not blame me if you find djibbahs distasteful. My first pupil, longing for a
complete school uniform, begged me to choose a school coat and I decided on purple
blanket coats, made in Northern Ireland. These and the purple felt hats that the school
wore made the little school look quite an institution and incidentally the purple and
green of school colours represented Scottish heather, as both Miss Carver and I were
half Scottish and proud of it. Perhaps they were unfortunate colours to choose as they
were the colours of the militant suffragettes and we were law-abiding members of a
Suffrage group.

Life was certainly more Spartan in the early days. Cold baths in the morning and
‘rub downs’ after games. Walks were quick and were looked upon as training for games
and these were played keenly. We were never quite as good as Roedean, Queen Anne’s,
or Wycombe Abbey but we could beat the majority of girls’ schools at cricket and hockey
and tennis, and that cannot be done without practice. We were lucky in having several
girls, for instance the Mallams, who came from boys’ preparatory schools and they set
a good standard,

From the first term, Downe House has appreciated music in every form, hearing it
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and making it, and the Music Club (or Society) was started by Miss Aimée Tizard (later
Mrs. Willett) and has persisted triumphantly ever since, and for the last f?rly years we
have had the help and inspiration of many musicians. Miss Read and Miss Gunn and
lately Miss Fairbank, Mrs. Wertheim, and many others have encouraged the different
sides of music with all the generous assistance that they could give. Downe House
Music Colours have been a coveted honour and we are proud to have Dame Myra Hess
as an honoured member of this Society.

The Sketch Club was at first called the Arts Club and was started by Miss Hensman,
who was for many years our enthusiastic teacher, and the work was c?med on by Miss
Bedford, Miss Dorothy Willis, Miss Hickson, and many other artists, t0 ‘hF great
enjoyment of those with artistic gifts. It would take too long to describe all the different
societies, but the Science Club, started by Miss Heather, was the most serious and
enterprising Society. Papers were read by members and, after hard work, they relaxed
and always ate Fuller’s walnut cake for tea.

Downe House was fortunate in its staff and there was a sense of vocation in teachers
which made life very pleasant even if strenuous. It was fun to do things together and
no one contributed more than Miss Morgan-Brown, who had been a pupil of mine
when I was teaching at Roedean in 1902. She was and is a fine personality, clever,
capable, sensible, and had grown up in a preparatory school with a great headmaster,
her father, Mr. Cyril Morgan-Brown. She was ready to cope with any mischief without

losing her refreshing sense of humour. From acting in plays (I remember her success as
Mrs. Malaprop) to discovering the perpetrators of crime, she could always be depended
upon. When she left us, to go back to teach in her father’s school, we felt lost, but others
came to carry on the work. In 1912, after Miss Carver had finally left the school, T was
looking for a teacher of geography and found Miss Nickel, who was then assisting Dr.
Sayers in the electrical treatment of rheumatism. She was always a mysterious figure.
No one will ever know where she came from and she herself had’ obviously taken a vow
of silence about the past, and we knew only vaguely that she had lived in Russia and
had taken a medical training in Paris in order to help the poor people on a family estate.
After some tragedy, whif:h involved her family, she had come to England and was
preparing to take a medical training in London. She was also an inventor and had
patented 2 metal tire, possibly the precursor of the bulldozer wheel. Her arrival at
Downe House changed her plans and, though she continued her work in London, she
soon1 fi:lvoted herself to the school and came to live there. I realized before long that she
was little use as a teacher, but she was a skilled craftsman and could inspire people in
?ver.y_pracnca] way. In e.verything she did there was a touch of genius and equally an
ma'blhty to complete a bit ?f work. She had learned from everyone she met and with
quick response she could pick up hints from every fine workman. As the numbers in
the school grew she quite naturally assumed the part of handyman and then builder,
and one by one rooms were added to the old h i 0
and dedicated. There was al il e 10 3984 the Chapel was bitl
4 Ways an original touch in Miss Nickel’s work and in her
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:;er:‘l;z(:s. S:e could use any tools, but insisted'on keeping them in her own control and
o W she persu'aded men to work for her just as she chose, often through the night
il fs e wanted to finish a job qu%c}(ly. The school always rushed round at the beginning
of a term to see what new addition she had contrived, and until she left the school in
1?46 she was in charge of all the buildings, drains, water-supply, furnaces, and electri-
city. No Downe House girl will forget her small masterful figure, always dressed in an
overall from head to foot and a grey felt hat which was never taken off. The grey felt
hats were made for her by Scotts in Piccadilly and she would never have dreamed of
wearing any other—nor would she ever have worn the convenient slacks, which
workers find more convenient nowadays. Her standards were fixed and she had a deeply
religious side, though she interpreted her duties in her own way. When I tried to per-
suade her to attend her own Roman Catholic Church, she would say, ‘The Lord has
been a carpenter and He knows that jobs have to be finished. He will be with me, even
if I can’t get to church’. ;

D_riving with Miss Nickel was always hair-raising as she had never become used to
driving on the left-hand side of the road and I still marvel at our escapes from disaster
in the first De Dion-Bouton car we possessed. She taught me to drive in 1912 and T have
never been so frightened in my life. Fortunately there were no driving tests in those days
and cars did not go very fast. Thirty miles an hour was quite exceptional and a noisy
15 m.p.h. was generally expected.

There was so much change and growth in the first years of the life of the school, that
10 one could rest on laurels—the laurels had to be won and there was little appeal to
precedent and tradition, though everyone had her own idea of what a school should be.
1 was determined not to have the conventional ‘schoolgirl’ at Downe, using rather silly
slang and recognizing only trivial loyalties. Probably the slang existed, but I had no
‘house system’ to break the school up into rivalries and feuds. Even now when the
ers are over 250 there are no separate houses and children have to mix with
and tables in the dining-hall were and are chosen without regard
but a careful selection was made so that cliques were avoided,
de naturally and easily, without any fear of breaking House

school numb:
everyone. Dormitories
for special preferences
though friendships were ma
regulations.

The round tables in the dining-room provi
tion and the heads of the tables were expecte
not a very easy combination. One head of a tab
invariably went too far and voices raised to carry across a

turbance, and there was nothing to be done about it.
This may account for the fact that Downe House gitls are always ready to talk and

can get on with anyone. We were fortunate in the first genera_tion, who were fnengll)r
and well mannered and quite fearless. As they became elder girls, the newcor:n:rs ul -
lowed their lead instinctively and accepted their snandarqs._ Asl IOOké)a.C: 01;11 e early
activities, I remember most vividly the fun and good training of the Guide Movement,

9

ded an opportunity for general conversa-
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le assured me that cheerful conversation
table naturally created dis-
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i ecial out-of-school activity of the lower forms. This is not the Place ¢
;]st‘:;::}i ‘ghreoifth of the Guide Movement, which as evex.'yor}e kno?l§ was an Off-shmt
of Lord Baden-Powell’s Scout Movement. He had a genius for tm"::img x'}1’0‘mg People
and his plans have never been superseded, but he had, f““d he e;)xpecle to have, a neye,.
ending supply of young men and women who would give “P‘kt c"lsilare “’{ne and ene;
to training boys and girls in independence, responsibility, knowle g; 2 the country.
side, courage, and alertness. His methods are excellent and the emphasis on camp;
will be appreciated by all normal children. Downe House enjoyed many years of
Guiding and Miss Croft was the mainstay of the Movement in the school. She traineg
many girls who afterwards became Guiders in their turn, but the 'SEcont.i Wor‘ld War
brought this to an end at Downe House. Young women now have h.ttle leisure time and
Jess inclination to give up this time to younger children, and Guldmg as well as much
voluntary social work has been gradually given up. The Movement s_nll goes on buting
limited way and it may be that some day Baden-Powell’s methods will be adopted byan
enlightened educational authority and will become part of the regular school curricy-
lum; but this may be its death blow.

It is tempting to write about the curriculum we chose and the various forms of
stimulus, from ‘stars and stripes’ to festivals of music, competitions, exhibitions, plays,
and even examinations. All have their place in school life and serve to persuade the
reluctant will-power to exert itself, but I wonder whether we did enough to reward
effort and to penalize wrong-doing individually. We did not have prizes and though
there were some consequences of misdeeds, they could hardly be called punishments. -
The school was rather an easy-going place and I relied on the common sense of gitls to
obtain order, though I did not expect them to be angels. On the whole this worked and

T'was not a formidable or very self-confident headmistress, so that children, parents, and
staff. co{)sulted me very freely and I could talk over future plans and even present prob-
lems without difficulty. In fact I enjoyed meeting parents and still have many friends
;n;:rllgoih;:m}i tem‘emberfone parent coming to me with the sensible remark that she
o realizeég th: ‘}:t‘i;‘i‘l’e;:‘;; S;hqol tl.lat would suit an imperfect child, and I saw that -
S ty of believing in a perfect system in which children could be

out patterns of behaviour and knowledge, sometimes lacking initiative. Such2
system fortunately does not exist, but it still ling e e
who have forgotten their own childhood. and hgers 4 A Sleai e 5 20 Peo?l

;| > and who want a fool-proof method of obtaif -

be said about instruction, but in the main itis 3

I myself enjoyed books,
y poetry and
T think that everyone in’ the f‘irr}s,t geng::;z’
of them wrote with considerable succes;
A Poetry Society,

drama and fiction, ancient and modern, a%

n loved reading and being read to, and maff’
S, ‘

I i : i
ater called Literary Society, a constantly changing body vnd“
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different forms of activity, will be remembered. May Cannan (Mrs. Slater) was one of
our first poets and she wrote delightfully about Oxford.

While the school was still very young we had several miming plays, with spoken
verse to interpret the plot. Chaucer’s Nun’s Priest’s Tale of Patient Griselda was the first
and I remember Isabel Marshall (Mrs. Law) as the heroine standing before her jealous
lord in the ragged clothes she had worn as a girl, with a look of perfect humility and
dignity. Another out-of-door play, Aucassin and Nicolette, a medieval romance, acted
in 1914, was more ambitious and full of incident, with the refrain—Thus say they, sing
they, tell they the tale’ between the episodes.

The mound in the garden at Downe House could tell of all these very amateur pro-
ductions, but they were all well spoken and acted with real imagination.

‘With all these signs of independence and energy, I did not flatter myself that Downe
House was a finished product or of educational importance and there were many
experiments undertaken with some reserve both by staff and girls. I had as wide a
curriculum as time would allow and tried to give girls an interest in every side of life.
Nowadays ‘current events’ are a recognized part of the school syllabus but I had never
attempted to explain the modern situation before and I could not make up my mind
where to begin. Never have I forgotten a comment of one girl to her parents. ‘We are
doing current events now and Miss Willis has got to the ancientest Egyptians.” Nowa-
days examinations have set their heavy hands on the syllabus and classes ha.\ve to con-
centrate on the subjects required for the General Certificate of Education. Leisure hours
are few, so that it is not always possible to advise gitls ‘to read round a subject’,

I could enlarge on the trials of teachers at the present day but this is not the place to
do it, though I have enjoyed writing a dissertation on examinations land have reluctantly
torn it up. After the First World War we realized new conditions in our world and we

felt that a domestic science course was necessary for girls leaving school. There were
few training schools in those days and we started this new branch in a house near the
school, but it was not a great success as Downe House girls needed a change of environ-
ment and those who came in from outside did not always absorb the Downe House
outlook. T remember Christine (Collier) Raikes, who was a newcomer but fitted in ac'l—
mirably and later became an artist, but as the school increased in numbers, the domestic
i ourse had to be given up. 1
Sagt: ;rst introduction %o musiial festivals thrilled the school, as in early days th;:rle
were competitions between different schools and Downe House was of'ten s;cc_ess.u 3
Miss Gunn and Miss Read led the school from the easy com}mm‘nl playing an slfxgmg
to more ambitious music. Looking back I find myself saying, \Yhat fun it was’, an
chers ins]
now when I go back to Downe House Ifind the same teach sir ’plrm% afxd ex}]]couraigtx:lg
the younger generation and I hear t}}llem saying, ‘What fun it is’—and time has as little
eaning to them as it had to us in the past. 5 .
5 Duritr;xg the First World War numbers hat% steadily uu:realsetc-ih ami }:: C‘,Z:; ::Ba::re
attacked by the horrible influenza germ that killed more people than 5.
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It was before the time of sulphonamides and penicillin and it was terrible to see girls so
desperately ill, with little help from medicines. We can never forget those who died,
Mildred Wellby and Margaret Howard, and there were many who seemed to struggle
back to life with great difficulty. Our doctor, Dr. Tennyson-Smith, did everything
possible and every member of the staff was helping to nurse or to look after convales-
cents: but the epidemic was world wide and it was impossible to get the assistance of
trained nurses. Gradually the school returned to its normal routine and the second
phase of Downe House started.
We felt that we had outgrown the old house in which the school began, with all the
additions and improvements made by Miss Nickel; we were over-crowded and the
vicinity of Biggin Hill aerodrome made Downe a much noisier place than it had been.
The countryside was changing and the strawberry fields near us brought hordes of
strawberry-pickers from the East End, a more dangerous invasion than the hop-
pickers. We spent much of the holiday time in 1920 and 1921 looking for a new home
for the school, and we wanted to find it in a country place, on a hill, not too far from a
town but not in a suburb. In April 1921 my sister Dorothy went to Cold Ash fora
week’s holiday and wrote to tell me that there was a house for sale, with a good view
and quite a lot of land, but unfortunately it was too small. We wanted rooms for 100
girls and 20 staff and this house, the Cloisters, had only 36 rooms and two large halls.
T was attracted by the idea and when I saw the place I realized that it could be the
nucleus of the school that I wanted.

Miss Nickel was full of suggestions and plans and rather against the better judgement
of those who advocated the choice of a ‘stately residence’, I bought the Cloisters, with
the help of a gift from my Uncle Alec Crawford and a mortgage from Mr. Scrutton.
So many legends have grown up round the founders of the Cloisters, that I must give
a short account of the society who planned and built this House of the Order of Silence
(see Appendix).

By 1921 the house was empty and only one delightful sister remained, Sister Eve St.
Andrew, who showed us over the place, with the two small houses which Miss Curtis
had built for herself. The first house was later turned into the school house. The second,
called Ancren Gate (after the home of Mother Julian in the fifteenth century), she had
designed herself and had forgotten to include any staircase until the house was built,

50 Lh'at those who live there now will know why the stairs are dark and difficult. Miss
‘Cums had great ambition for her Society, and expected it to revolutionize society, but
in fact the house was built during the war and was occupied in 1917 by many people
who felt that the}f had no concern with the war, so that in 1918 when the war ended,
they felt free to dlsgerse and hence there was no money with which to pay interest 08
the mortgage; and in 1922 the estate was sold to me by the mortgagors. Miss Nickel
spent three months there getting the house into order for the school and in April 1922,
ona cold snowy da.y, we moved in and the House of Silence became Downe House,
as I felt that the earlier name would be inappropriate. brought with me a large white
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e yedes, generally very friendly and pleasant dogs, but
they'had 10 opportunity of dragging sleighs so they gave themselves exercise by vainly
cl;;zmv%erizbns am#, asllr_hey were not as intelligent or V{ell behaved as Downe House
?}, . n; vy r]:, ;;):,tax;u;la y going out t;)) find ;lhese wandering animals. Miss I‘\Iickel loved
vk ly v ;Jays anxious about them and woul(? never run the risk of losing
them. My memories o th? Samoyedes always include calling, calling, calling for them
in vain and then about midnight the two or three dogs, covered with mud, generally
tralhtng leads, would stumble in, to be met with a loving welcome and heaped plates of
meat.

For the first year of the new Downe House the main trial was the lack of water. We
had been assured that there was a never-failing supply from a well, deep down in the
middle of the drive, a most alarming place as Miss Nickel used to appear out of the well-
room like a jack-in-the-box as motors drove up to the door. But after a dry summer we
were faced with a shortage of water and we decided to sink a new well. We had recourse
to dowsers and found that many of the girls and staff could divine water almost as well
as the experienced dowser. A stream was found close to the present Concert Room,
but Ml:ls Nickel had other ideas and insisted on the well being bored close to the water
tower already in existence.

The first borers failed to find water and gave up the struggle, but finally the water
was found in a chalk basin about 500 ft. down. It was hard water but there was a wonder-
ful supply and the Newbury authorities followed our example and tapped the same water
lower down the valley. They put a reservoir close to the school and we now use both
this water and sometimes the water from our own well, which has to be pumped up by
our own enormous pump.

The expenses of the new Downe House were great and we lived on an overdraft
which increased every year until the war brought an end of building. There was always
an anxious moment in August when we did not know whether we dared to sign a
cheque and then the fees for the next term came in and saved the situation.

‘When you look round Downe House and realize that only the small building in the
centre, the four rooms of the school house and Ancren Gate existed in 1922, it is not
surprising that we found it difficult to meet expenses and the real marvel is that Miss
Nickel should have planned and supervised all the buildings that now exist. I remember
seeing her perched on walls or climbing on roofs or measuring out new class—rf)oms.
Some people thought that her building might be ranhe'r unsafe, ?)ut wh_en the kitchen
was increased by six feet last year, the builders found it almo_st impossible to destroy
the wall that she had erected and her calculations were invariably correct. ;

To the school all this new building gave the appearance and atmosphere of pioneer
work and there was no settling down to a neat and orderly pattern. We sometimes
wished that we had a house which could be well vivarmed and _easxly mzmzixged, b‘“;
wanted a school in which people had to walk about in the open air between lessons an
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this meant that the buildings spread over a wide space of land, exercise was forced on
the unwilling and fresh air was of necessity blown through class-rooms and lungs.

When we were first installed we used to have Chapel twice daily and on Sundays in
the open cloisters, and it was sometimes cold, but no one was the worse, perhaps we
had fewer colds then than we have now when the heating is more adequate. 1

Our elderly vicar, who used to come to the cloister chap'el every wec;k to.oelebmte
Holy Communion, used to murmur, “This is indeed truly primitive’ B'Hd imagined him-
self celebrating in the chilly catacombs below Rome. Iam afraid that it was hard on the
staff, and especially on foreigners. At that time we had a truly wor}derful French teacher,
Mademoiselle Agobert, who struck awe into her pupils. Stories abound about her
teaching and her violent efforts to rouse and hold the attention of classes. Her methods
were drastic and more than two mistakes necessitated the return of the work. Her
standard was perfection and the grammatical slackness of the ordinary young English
girl was anathema to her. She would show them that this would not do, and most
lessons used to end in tears. Occasionally the ordeal was too severe and a pupil would be
sent out of the class for ever—but those who stayed learned a great deal of Frenchand
took part in many French plays. y

In fact the chief actors went to France, to St. Omer, Boulogne, and Valenciennes and
acted Moliére’s Le Bourgeois Gentilhomme and his Les Precieuses Ridicules before French
audiences and I was obliged to introduce them in a French speech, which I learned by
heart and repeated with fear and trembling in each place. To my great surprise the efforts
of Mademoiselle Agobert and the school brought me a French decoration and I am now
Officier d’Académie frangaise and entitled to wear a purple ribbon in my buttonhole. -

It was a great reward but it entailed considerable strain, as besides the preliminary
speech, I had to talk French to mayors and officials, who had come to welcome the
brave English schoolgirls. With all her gifts of teaching and her love of drama Made-
moiselle Agobert was not the easiest of people to live with, and though we were very
sorry to lose her just before the Second World War, life was easier and the children led
a lfais harassed life and perhaps more French was learned by more children under the -
guidance of Mad lle Chapoulou, the present head of the French department. i
A Purmg the ten years before the war we were fortunate in having some very distin- -
E guished .lmchers', among them Miss Rowntree, Miss Sanderson, and Mamie Poore (an
; l?:amor) :l}:\fmig at St. Peter’s. They were responsible for much of the history and -

and Latin in the school, and especially to Miss Rowntree the school owed
::terl{r résumé of current events every week. Miss Sanderson had a great gift for drama
mm:é: r&?eus ;ensle ‘;i:l';m"“'g and together they wrote the most wonderful plays, o
e school. to mind a splendid skit on the work of a dictator and a phz;\
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Rowntree and Miss Sanderson wrote a thrilling play on the evidence the Society col-
lected. The members of the Historical lived in the Popish plot for many months and
almost felt themselves participators in the crime as they learned more about the persons
concerned.

Downe House had also another brilliant and inspiring teacher, Mr. Sharwood Smith,
ex-Headmaster of Newbury Grammar School. He could not bear to settle down in idle
retirement after a most strenuous life of teaching classics. What amazing lectures and
talks he gave to his pupils! At Newbury he had trained some of the most intellectual
scholars of this generation and at Downe House he gave as generously his knowledge
and his wisdom. He made his pupils and his friends (and I was proud to be one of them)
feel that their opinions were worthy of attention and appreciation. His long lean figure
used to be a familiar sight, walking up and down to the school and he was as much
beloved as respected. The elder girls were unconsciously influenced by his liberal ideas
and he helped them to think for themselves on both political and philosophical ques-
tions. Several Greek plays were translated by him for performance at Downe House ?nd
he coached actors and produced the plays, which were intensely interesting and moving.

In earlier years I had myself attempted to produce Antigone and Alkestis an‘d it was a
joy to me to see his scholarly productions and to watch the plays performed in a really
classical way.

Another ?oy that I had was the beginning of what the school‘ calls ballet. No profes-
sional dancer would allow this name to be used for the dan.cmg plays by the whole
school at Seniors” Weekend, but to me they were a great delight and we owe the first

ballets to Miss Jordan, who had learned from Mrs. Goo?sen§ and then developeq her
own plans of original dancing. Every year a new ballet is stl_ll though‘t out, practised,
and performed when the weather permits, on the grass lav.m i the cloisters. e

The massed gymnastics, which also took place on Se'mors Weeker_\d, has ¢l 1ange
from almost military precision into free-movement, but it has not lost its attraction.

rOIt would take a volume to mention all the people who have bmltfup the tra(iléluzn of
House but one more person must be named a.nd never forgotten, Madame
g;;?;a Houlberg, who had been nurse in my own famﬂy;v?en Slzir“’;izsfg";‘;‘tgci::é
coming straight to us from a Swi§s vnllage.hshe had n:rene . v:z:xlp. S
to the school after her husband died w%)_en ex smf1s }:w i’est e dan
Swiss accent and her Swiss practical s ;‘1/33}) ta:iegrnr:e when girls would not claim
ing and of acting clothes, and I e 11, i ";?spemd staff, and after staying at Hill
their unmarked garments. Sholopd il throu, 1 the kindness of Mr. and
House for a time, she moved into a cottage Of_he" °§m e
Mrs. Francis and died there to our 'S]TKZ:]‘:}::I .mean il which took place

Downe House past and present 7 ds formidable, but both name and custom
at the end of each rerm? The fame smmh : inning to g’row up. I invited the leaving
started before 1917, When the school was. ;Bl mfn d it was a sad affair discussing the
girls to come and see me on the last day of the ter

15



motional a strain. So I decided to haye

i el
future and saying goodbye, and rather to0 ‘
everybody in};t the end of term, one after another, as a matter of course rather than g

Jeave-taking and this custom became knovsn ?s ‘jawAs’,t et?‘(llizi};as I told them, it would -
+ful to call them ‘end of term iny . ; o
hm@: :T:g:‘:a;ezf:é meetings before these interviews so that.I had in my h-ead (oron. '
paper) notes on any trouble that had arisen or any praise to give and occasionally the
victim had questions to ask. There was always an element of unexp_ectgdnes.s, Had any
special wrong-doing been discovered and what would' be the reaction? I tried to clear -
up any misunderstandings and troubles and to explain the reports o'f work done. Tt
became my custom to look through the written work of each girl during the term and
though this took a long time, it enabled me and the child to get a view of the general
improvement and of the intellectual standard attained. {

T emphasize the point of improvement as I felt that it was very important to develop“‘/‘
self-confidence in children even if there were not many signs of progress. Some sense of}'
achievement was necessary, and if lessons were not satisfactory, then some other: )
activity must be found in which the unacademic girl could excel. For this purpose games -
were important, and cricket was a great help in building character. There were many
girls who disliked this game, because they had not the courage or the perseverance to
master the technique, and others were debarred from it because some of their men-folk
laughed at girls’ cricket, and nothing kills as quickly as ridicule: but I believed in it as a
good game and allowed the school to have an extra forty minutes in the field on
Wednesday afternoons, in order to get time for a match. In the early days of the school
ll:oz:l;:y was l]:;layed and later on, hockey in the Lent term and lacrosse in the autumn,"'

ut lacrosse became so much more popular that hock i ¢
enthusiasts who used to play on Sund:y afternoons. T e U the?

Iam not sure that we were right in the decisi i eerful‘ :

; on to siti ‘8
game for beginners and lacrosse takes a long time to lealigxllveAl:It)h};OCkey" it gm'z&'
that hockey can be a rough game and dangerous to nose.s and t sa]ine il "

hWe were fortunate in finding at Cold Ash a friend, Lt.-C, 1eet H i i 1
who had retired from a very responsible position in the N - F Holdich L
position in the Medical Service in India. He
and bought rifles, and before long he trained -
ompeted in the Miniature Rifle Tournaments
acquired I cannot count) and shields and cups
i oodl}e}’ went to Bisley and were congratulated
murfh gr;[l:itude for his personal ki%:dnessn :2: £ beu;factor andmany gidlynyel
cretion. He never divulped a sympathy and his quit ing dis-

Another kind fiend of thensyd?g;i‘;::rﬁdems e,
sewing in the school for 5 long time. She a:i I\dengs, w.ho lived next door and taughf i
*- Francis took in a certain number

gitls for whom we had
old girls. ¢ no room, and they were invariably hospitab] and
€ to parents



If one can divide the time after the First World War into special periods, the first
twelve years were the time of recovery, or attempted recovery, when prosperity sank
lower and. lower and no €conomist could invent a plan to stop growing unemployment
and dCSPEl[‘. The second period was one of anxiety, as the German struggle for existence
and desire for revenge gradually crystallized info an unreasonable belief in an almost
insane and unscrupulous demagogue, Adolf Hitler. Even decent Germans thought that
he had reftorefi self respect and hope to their country, and they preferred to ignore his
contemptible 1}es and his savage attacks, first on the Jewish people and then on anyone
who seemed likely to oppose him. This was obviously a preliminary to another out-
break of war and with the country discontented, poor, and disliked by other nations, it
seemed as if Great Britain would be over-run without much possibility of resistance.

At Downe House we could only make tentative plans, We invited a day-school, Miss
Spalding’s school in Queen’s Gate, London, to join us in Cold Ash and we got as many
Jewish girls and families out of Hitler's clutches as we could possibly afford.

Then Miss Nickel excavated a long tunnel from Downe House to the Concert Room
and we felt that if the countryside were bombed, some, if not all the girls, could take
refuge underground, and thus save their lives. In case of sudden evacuation, we pre-
pared a bag for each girl containing a little money, some food in a tin and some necessi-
ties, so that if flight were necessary, we should not be taken quite unawares.

Of course we offered hospitality to anyone who was left homeless in our neighbour-
hood, but some queer things happened. We were told that twenty expectant mothers
would stay with us on their way to country homes and actually about thirty small boys
and some staff appeared, but stayed for only a few days.

It speaks well for Miss Spalding’s school as well as for Downe House that we lived
ina good deal of discomfort and in close quarters for five years without violent discord.
Miss Spalding herself lived with twelve little girls, her sister, and her cook in my house
and the elder girls occupied the second floor of the South Wing and Gate Cottage. We
had all meals in the dining-hall and we shared our class-rooms, but the schools were
kept apart in every other way. To girls who had been at a luxurious finishing school in
London, Downe House twas almost uninhabitable, but they made the best of it and some
of them came to enjoy their schooldays at Downe House.

It was during the war in 1943 that Miss Heather died. Ever since we came to Cold
Ash, she had occupied a little room and an office just above the front door and she
thoroughly enjoyed her position, looking out on the movements of the school and the
approach of parents. She kept a strict watch on their visits to me, as she considered that
I'spent too much time talking to them and every now and then she would interrupt with
many apologies, telling me that there was a personal call from a Mrs. Harris. This
always made me laugh, but I knew that 1 had to end the interview. I cannot begin to
describe Miss Heather’s work in the school. For a long time she was secretary bursar,
teacher of science and mathematics and not only a help to me in every way, butalso a
guide, philosopher, and friend to every member of the staff. Cups of tea were always
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available in her room at any hour of the day or night and she was never bored or tireq

i o the latest joke, and there were many. :
- ;?Woobz?;];: :/I;ji(:z dogs becalne };er special property and we used to go out into the

i day. 7 5 :
W(}idia:,&;}:yd:;z eIV::y!ast }i,nduced her to sce a dOCt}f:r 3": ::t (iig::sei:‘fgﬁe:able 3
cancer. Fortunately, in spite of growing weakness, she G 7 P i oms g

i d she was determined to work to the end, so that in August 1943, she beganto -
;T:\;a:the next term’s time-table as usual, but it was completed by ber friend and
calleaiue, Miss Shawe, and the last weeks were full of suﬂ"enng(.i She d‘fl(li on 16 Sep- 1
tember 1943. This was a tragic loss to the school and the staff, and especially to me, bug
her inspiration is not lost and I am sure that her love of the school remains its great

upport. >
S };guring her last year we discussed the advisability of making the school, since 1922
a limited company, into a public school and we proceeded to take the necessary mea-
sures. Girls® schools were almost unheard of a hundred years ago and for a very long
time instruction was limited to the ‘three Rs’. My great aunt used to go to a school =
in Brighton, where they wore ermine tippets and were taught how to get in and out of :
a carriage; ‘the gloves and the musical glasses’ were studied, but I never knew what-
that meant. A little music, some callisthenics, French and Italian were also taught and =
10 doubt a knowledge of the Bible. 3
Such a change has taken place in the instruction of girls that Miss Buss and Miss Beale
and even the Misses Lawrence now seem old-fashioned. There is no special curriculum
for girls and their talents, whatever they may be, are developed without any considera-
tion of sex. The same examinations are taken by girls and boys and the only difference
is that the girls generally leave school earlier than the boys and miss the essential last
year or two of study and lack the deeper understanding of the work they had begun.
In some cases girls are given a wider syllabus than boys—music and art are allowed
their places—but until there is a real reform of the educational system we shall continue
to be a very superficially instructed country., .
At Dowpe House I tried to lead girls on to find their own spiritual way. I think that
of all studies Religion is the most important and the most difficult for any teacher.
Isr;sctrr:;:on tr}::u;t ée given !)ut never t0o dogmatically and as far as possible by the i
e for?éj\ch(;r.an :nﬁrx.x;anon classes at about fhe age of 15 were a great opportunity,
e pupil, and for most of my time at Downe House I was responsible
igious teaching and for the chapel services.
I remember on one occasion the School
ably on the scripture teaching at Downe H
own opinions about parables or miracles a;

Certificate examiner commented unfavout-
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authors themselves are the result of their home and school training and I have very good
reason to rejoice in them, and they themselves know that each one is remembered by me
with special and unfailing affection.

APPENDIX: The Order of Silence

JusT before the war an American teacher came to England, as so many others have done,
to teach the English the true way of life. Mr. H. Porter Mills had studied Eastern
religions as well as all forms of Christian belief and had combined them into a belief in
acceptance of truth, through medi In his view meditation meant the emptying of
the mind and imagination of all conscious activity and the readiness to allow the vibra-
tions of truth to penetrate into the passive but expectant nature. This entailed long
periods of time, and Mr. Mills and later one of his followers, Miss Curtis, arranged three
separate hours in the day for this so-called meditation. 6-7 a.m., 12-1 p.m., and
67 p.m. Mr. Mills returned to America a rich man after all his exertions on behalf of
the public, and Miss Curtis decided to continue his practice in London and to have a
country home in Cold Ash, where workers could be trained to go out into the world
preaching this doctrine of the inner light.

They would lead the simple life, and would be entirely responsible for their own
necessities. Clothing was to be made from cloth woven and spun on the estate. Vege-
tables were to be grown by each member of the community, and no meat was allowed.
A uniform dress was worn by all the women members. This, curiously enough, was a
long djibbah, with a veil over the head, a custom which possibly came, with other Yogi
ideas, from the East. The djibbahs were of different colours according to the status of
the wearer.

Beginners were dressed in pale grey, then were allowed to change to green, then
blue and, after some time and much meditation, they were raised to a deep pink, then
purple, lastly gold, and Miss Curtis, as head of the Order of Silence and the ideal
woman, wore pure white, silk in summer and wool in winter.

When farming or gardening were done the djibbahs were drawn up round the waist
but usually they were long and rather like saris. The name Order of Silence which they
adopted was rather misleading, as they had no particular rules about silence except at
the times of meditation and as there were no forms of worship and no doctrinal teach-
ing, there was no need for outward expression or for communal praise and thanks-
giving,

Miss Curtis herself gave advice, training, and healing to the commul_'\ity and c}:arged
105. 6d. for every quarter of an hour’s attention and this could_ sometimes be given as
absent treatment, which may have been less fatiguing than an interview. She seems to
have been a person of what is called outstanding personality and if her orders were not
carried out she expelled the offender. One of her theories was pam'cu!arly d:iﬂ'xcult to
follow. She believed that everyone had creative power and by directing this on any
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object, the result would be constructive and successful. When the Ordf&r.needed money,

the members were told to direct their spiritual eﬁorts tow:j\rds obtaining money and

when they failed, Miss Curtis ordered them to give up their gayer coloured djibbahs
to the pale grey of the neop 2

:ﬁfr :r)nroe::gr&e few vE:rho Eadyattained to rose pink, amfl the gradual breaking up of the

Order followed at the end of the war. She herself is said to have had a breakdown anq

later went to live at Burton-Bradstock, with some of her followers.

MISS WINIFRED MORGAN-BROWN, 1909—I9I9

For me Downe House must always be the old Downe House, the house which, as
everyone knows, was once the country home of the Darwin family. Square, white-

painted, solid, and full of charm, this house and the old garden always brought the

feeling that we, who lived in it now, were a family too.

I came to Downe House in September 1909, two years after Miss Willis and Miss
Alice Carver had started the school. That term there were on the staff Miss Heather, who.
used to walk the four miles from her home at Green Street Green every day, Miss Lane,

Mademoiselle Charpiot, Miss Aimée Tizard, and myself. Miss Nickel came just before -

and Miss Croft shortly after 1914. At the time of my arrival numbers had grown from
the solitary Nan Woodall of the first term to about thirty girls.

1 had known Miss Willis since schooldays at Roedean, where she had taught me
history and a lot of other things! I did not feel a stranger and was not surprised at the
unschooly atmosphere. Nothing could have seemed more delightful than that pleasant
old house and garden. The place itself was surely exceptional, only seventeen miles
from London, yet nearly five miles from a railway station. The country round was %
completely rural, given up to farming, strawberry-growing, and so on. There were
many beech woods, and nearby a chalky slope where orchids grew; butterfly orchids,

bee orchids, fly orchids, not just the odd few, but a great many.

The term I came the new Gymnasium had just been put up, the first of the many

extensions and additions to the building made to accommodate the growing school.
It played a big part in school life as years went on. Miss Nickel was the moving spirit
in all later improvements.

Th? room we useq as a Common Room was the famous study, where Charles
Darwin wrote the Ongfn_cf Species. We still called it the Study, and it was there We
?ursued our humble activities, read, worked, and corrected. The staff had dinner there
in It_he i\i/engskand t}l:e meals at the round table were very enjoyable.

ooking back to those carefree days, I 8 th ig di; i ’s life
then was the domestic comfort whichya.\: e B

eﬁicxe'nt servants. Even during the First World War years I cannot remember any’
occasion on which any of us needed t
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hytes. This caused great indignation, especi-

ose from there always being plenty of pleasant,

0 help in any domestic capacity. I cannot eve
recall where the pantry was in the old Downe, Fevw of us looking b;tc}l,{ over the yea®

TP TR




of a later war could fail to remember 1
1 think we were fairly hardy, we tho
Orpington station along the country
Elms woods from Farnborough, and
over. ;

In those early days a horse-by
i ane us rail up and down from the village to Orpington,

Y a motor-bus, and at Downe H oo Wilioe
car, a green De Dion, with a cane-coloured hasketwur;me i b'y i
I remember an occasion when this car had been i S
A been involved in some sort of collision
Yy tation. At the subsequent i i illi
she had been going, whether she had b(e1 i m‘}:my v
been ready when the car came round to theﬂdm 3; I’l;"y’ o '(Vﬂ'y it i
o ready 16 st Wi fl e door? Her reply, in an outraged voice, was,
The Study faced north on to the ;avell
sweep b i
of the house was the dmwing—room,gwidx l};ng :Fndgv;}slitff;?;‘;; (i’:;’) Eetgzr?i(e}:;::fz
$§&ch window leading into the glass-roofed veranda outside. In the evenings Miss

illis used to read aloud in the drawing-room, while the school mended, and I
recalllan ocf:a-slo'nal Sunday evening hymn-singing here also, once at least G
by Miss leh.s in a manner all her own. She announced that she was going to play
the accompaniment. Thx? surprised us all: no one knew that she could play the piano.
She called for a suggestion as to a hymn. One was hazarded, Miss Willis found the
place, started to play, came to a stop, started again and finally turned round in a most
unconcerned way. ‘No, that’s much too difficult. Think of another one.”

After running the evening mending for a term or two, I thought some sewing lessons
might be a help. These were started and were held in my room. I enjoyed them very
much. There were loud complaints at thimbles being made compulsory but by degrees
the standard of sewing grew quite high. Some wonderful garments were constructed.
Doris Blackwood decided to make a white silk blouse, it became known as the ‘Heir-
loom’ and never got finished.

hehsmks at which we had presided. However,
al:‘g t ?othmg of walking the five miles up from
; es after a day in London, or through the High

cannot remember there being many fires to sit

My room looked east into the large cobbled back-yard with its chestnut tree and
many outbuildings. The dogs’ kennels were there; Tiger, a mastiff type, large and
muscular with one eye, and Pheena, his inseparable companion. Pheena was small, had
very short legs, and rough smoky grey hair, generally covered with mud. These two
used to range the countryside together. How she ever managed to keep up with Tiger
was a mystery, but she had an unconquerable spirit. | :

I loved my room and I think I was the only person on the staff whq m%:ab:ted_r_he
same room throughout her career. As school numbers grew, new dormitories or sick-
rooms were wanted, with the result that staff had to move out or change their rooms,
but I clung to mine. Itwas on the back-stairsand next to the bathrooms. I feel sureit had
been inhabited by a succession of cooks of earlier generations but I loved it. It carried
with it the duty of supervising the morning baths. These began at 6.30 a.m. s0 the office
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: ime-table and the limit of occupation was seven minutes,
BRI E?;;;Tl?;eatzzxevtiﬁr of Downe had living with him a sister, a rather
exciting lady with large eyes, deeply \nvii;zdafdsizgds‘iglzcsis 355 i;‘::’e’;df:;gr:t;iifr?-
istry, and crystal gazing. She was very divinati a o
time. At these tea parties a certain amount of harmless divination used to go on, and on
one occasion I was told that my success in life largcly depended on wearing palAe green
and living near running water. My mind closed instantly and completely against the
pale green, but I rhoug;xt of the f?ur ]:iathrooms next my room and of other domestic

ing opposite, and was comforted.

P[uEnv:I:;%nep gelonéing to those days will remember the Prep. Room, large and bare
and full of desks where people worked when not in a lesson. ¥n here, on Saturday
morning after breakfast, a forty was given up to the claiming of articles left about during
the week. I think the large chest which received these objects is still in existence some-
where in Downe House. It was a sort of bottomless pit within, when one raised the lid,
but outside there were dummy drawers, with handsome brass handles. These were
periodically wrenched off by over zealous new Seniors searching for more and yet
more articles to lay out on the Prep. Room table in accusing heaps.

On the walls hung lists of each form’s Stars and Stripes, awarded for good and evil
deeds. The Star and Stripe system entailed occasional extra holidays for the form that
won enough uncancelled Stars. These were gala occasions. One I remember was spent
beagling in a distant parish: the jaunt had been suggested by Kathleen Tristram near
whose home the meet took place. We went by train and had a splendid day. The interest
was much increased by seeing W. G. Grace among the field. We gazed reverently at
the grand old fellow, moving at a slow dignified pace, beard and all, and helping him-
self over the banks with a long stick.

Another time the party started off on bicycles. I can’t remember how the bicycles
were gathered together, nor where we went nor what we did, but I do remember most
vividly that Doris Blackwood and another girl announced as they wobbled forward that
it was the first time they had ever been out on the road. I had taken it for granted that
if they accepted bicycles they knew how to ride them. However, I was mistaken. The
utmost incompetence was shown by the whole party. Going down a steep hill at a smart
);;ace Lhey aclnev'ed a series of collisions worthy of a circus. Crash followed crash, and

y the time their turn was over five people were lying in the dust. As the person
resgonsxble Lwas terrified, but by some miracle no one was hurt and all ended happily-
A d’ﬁ:mdz' _Z;f’““’“ :]’e went by car to a lovely spot by a river and spent the day
A €, pienicking, and exploring. On the way home we had two punctures, and,

those being primitive times, the dri
5 the driver stuffed the flat 1 i ed
home on that. t tire with a sack and we bump!

'.I’here was no Chapel when I came to Downe:
stairs, very simply fitted up. We went to the pari
days the vicar was very old and eccentric and the

Apropos of thi

we had prayers in a small room up-
sh church on Sunday. In quite early
services in Downe church were really
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very trying, so we took to walking the two mi
Early-morning parties used to takeg 0 miles or so over the fields to Cudham.

bread and butter wi i
fields on the way ?xome. Better days came when the oldt}:zi[l‘aern::lit:de::\:in:}:e:rj):: :1;};
appointed. Som‘etlmfs when we arrived at church we found Mark Lubbock at the
jrg"’;i'r’The family lived at Gorringes nearby and Mary came to Downe House as a
ay girl.

We all rejofced when the Chapel was built. Miss Willis took the services and the
Seniors organized Saturday parties to dust and polish it. Alice Moore played the har-
monium'and I recall ho'w amused she was to discover during some cleaning operation
that the iron pedals wh{ch Pumped the air were embossed Patent Mouseproof Pedals.

When Edward VII died in 1910 a great many people from Downe House went up to
London to watch the funeral procession. Seats had been taken in a large stand in St.
James’ Street. We started very early from Downe in two buses, the girls wearing their
regulation purple coats and purple straw hats. As we made our way to the stand, we
heard someone in the crowd calling a friend’s attention to us. ‘Look, they must be a
soldiers’ Orphanage’. Well, the ‘Orphanage’ reached the stand and I took a party up to
the topmost tier of seats. The day was abnormally hot for May and we sat in baking
heat waiting for the procession to arrive. The troops lining the route had a gruelling
time and men were fainting and being carried off fairly continuously. My neighbour
on the roughly made bench was a small person called Aileen Hay, who, bored and
fidgetting, finally succeeded in scraping off her shoe! It fell far out of sight into scaffold-
ing, dust, and darkness. I had to go down and find it or bring Aileen home with one
shoe. When I got back to our seats Aileen, still fidgetting, knocked over a Minimax
fire-extinguisher, which went off. It fizzed and squirted uncontrollably and brought us
much unpopularity. The procession itself calmed everyone. It was a majestic sight,
the first of its sort in the experience of most of us. Getting out amid the heat and
tremendous crowds was an unpleasant experience. We were pushed to and fro as we
tried to make our way to the buses which were to take us home. At a moment near
panic, we suddenly saw General Shute, Noel Shute’s f.ather, tall and commanding, fmd
the big gates leading from Horse Guards Parad§ being slov.vly pressed shut against
the surging mob. It was a great relief, and everything was all 1:1ght after that.

Another mass expedition up to London by bus was in the winter. We had been to see
Henry V, and coming home were involved i1'1 impenetre?ble fog. We ?lem Pa"; of g‘e
night sheltering in a wayside chapel. The minister let us in and most kindly produced a

tin of biscuits from the vestry. I seem to remember hot cocoa also later on. The younger

ones went to sleep in the pews. We were all glad when the fog lifted and the buses

i home about 2 o’clock in the morning. i
Staﬁzd:c\%zll;tvgfe t%ztolgn]l)eowne would be complete without speaking of the garden,

flowers in it, but it was
it sui rfectly. 1 cannot remember many s in it,
105:1“81}31 :h eerzzl:;:l :grf zf way}—,—big old rose bushes, syringa, and lilac in Ple“fY: and I
remez]ber‘: beautiful jasmine on the wall near the cracked old hard tennis court.
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4 : den. i E
Augusta Burn became part proprietor i lobjedl ;ns;;;:ﬂ/l;?:: I%Ito reer:’ };ty v;':i tf::i j
of dog-toothed violets in the spring anhile e T the plante: L i

d to catch the frogs, Wi : s e
;gre?méntx,m ujS:herited this bed and tended a sweet-briar bush in it. I wonder if it is st} =
azzie Gui

of a square

there i here, opposite the h
i rden came from the wide lawn where, opp ouse
andT Ej:vljfefdplxi?;‘r;:)f—:?:ef stood the Mound. Here the summer pla);ls ‘were acted, 8
The lime-tree walk led from the drawing-room end of the house ctlo 1] elgremlhou%
and the remoter parts of the garden. Several large walm._xt-treeshan Clau;l old mu berry
t00d on the other side of the lawn and beyond them a w:xde path and the iron ra11'1ngs
: layed and an occasional crop of hay was raised,

f the two fields where games were p. f ’
: Theere were some wonderful summers in those years before the First World War,

1 particularly remember the summer that Halley’s comet appeared. Therg were long
glorious days of sunshine and July nights when the sky S§emed full of falling stars, A
few privileged people were allowed to set up camp-beds in the garden and sleep out.
The memory of it all is rather magical.

In those days A. A. Milne’s early work was appearing in Punch. The people in
those dialogues, Archie, Dahlia, Simpson, and the rest were all very funny, and Punch
on Wednesday was much looked forward to. Audrey Lucas was in the school at the
time and we knew about the cricket matches got up by J. M. Barrie and his friends,
many of whom were on the staff of Punch, and when Miss Willis told us that Mr. E. V.
Lucas had written to ask whether the annual match between his eleven and Mr. Barrie’
might be played at Downe House, the delight and excitement may be imagined. The
two elevens lunched at the school and admirers had the felicity of sitting through
summer afternoon watching these heroes play cricket. Several times, when writing
these recollections, T have wished I had kept a diary. If T had, I could tell you who com:
posed those two elevens. As it is, I can only recall, besides the two illustrious captains
and A. A. Mxlfxe, the names of George Morrow, Maurice Hewlett, and a cousin of -
George Meredith. The romance of that afternoon, however, was not soon forgotten.

There were surprisingly few epidemics in the years before the war, but people who
endured it will certainly remember the term when measles and o

mumps broke out simul-

extremely funny and deserve:

I have spoken of the pla i ’
gt Gymnagur}r,xs iatncted on the Mound in the garden but other plays Were

: large numbers These ambiti
3 5 e 8 W ti0US;
:ﬁ::dtl;gd;g tt};el;’:ist‘;ﬂ» Miss Willis’s birthday play bein;rfh:lr:l:sto irml;sosrtaﬂt.1 0’ i
2R Ly wen along, the dialogue crystallizing during & :
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hearsals. One of these birthday pl. i .
made her first appearance at goi;y:ﬁ’;is':’ fsorzam §°’ posterity, for in it Miss Gunn
Pink Peruvian Band, most dashing ; a conductor. She was the leader of the

4 it AL 8 in a gold laced uniform. I recall. 00, some charmin

birthday lines written by Audrey Lucas and addressed to Mi W"lli > AEIng
of these plays. They were sung to the tune of “Wh s 7
tale of love shall tell’ and began ‘When other 1 en‘Olhe; m i s
Oy /i £ Plays in other years . , .’. It is nice to
:21:];80]{[ la]l)lill et:eY lz;:hdays which have followed and of all the good wishes continuing
Brenda Mallam brought the house down once with some original musical items.
One was a song of robust patriotism in which each verse began ‘We don’t want a gul
from (here a rival school was namedy, the rest of the verse was of an insulting nature.
1 remember one verse ran:
}v}.ee‘yi?x:u;’;?ttﬁe?:, i’,ﬁ:‘ v(viized-liel, from Coed Bel, from Coed Bel,
but did not, what a sell! ’
Oh, what a sell for Coed Bel.
Simple, but eminently satisfactory.

The years I spent at Downe House included the war years, which were grim enough.
Sorrow and loss came to not a few at Downe House. Food shortages were severe and I
certainly remember a few occasions in 1917 when actual hunger had to be faced. How-
ever, it didn’t last long and none of us realized, as we chewed the last of a providential
but disgusting sack of flaked maize (surely intended for poultry in happier times?)
how near the country was to starvation. But the war was not far away, and in the still
summer nights we could hear the dull boom of the barrage in Flanders. Who remem-
bers, I wonder, the early morning sewing parties when we knitted or made those queer
little ditty bags for sailors in hospital, or the night we saw, far off, a Zeppelin falling in
flames through the sky, or the winter evening when some brothers on leave happened
to be on the premises and the Seniors went out tobogganing in the moonlight ? No one
who was there, I know, could possibly forget the thrill of the afternoon when the
aeroplane dropped a message bag on to the hockey field. Planes from the tiny new
aerodrome at Biggin Hill used often to circle over the games field and we were getting
used to the sight and sound of them. On that Friday afternoon an aeroplane came over
the field, circled around and finally came down very low and dropped a message bag,
along narrow red bag weighted at one end. It fell in a corner of the ﬁel‘d. The whole
game threw down its sticks and raced after it. In the bag was this message. ‘Dear H'ockey
girls, Ask your Headmistress if you may come to the aemdrom;, we wt‘mlq hke_ to
show you round.” (They were evidently having rather a dull time at Biggin H.ﬂl.)
The invitation was accepted, Miss Willis took the whole party over herself and hospital-
ity was exchanged more than once. e i L 1

One can rﬁy go on indefinitely setting down S dOf hthmgs s b
then. There were so many people one liked being with and whose companionship
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asure and whose talents and promise made it feel a privilg o
zaiz?ﬁe‘j;};? lozzrlz;}zl;( down all the well-remembered names, a few are ffien%s
still, in the sense that we share the present as we shared _the past: Othel':is t;fl_""g_ﬂlmoﬂ
enti’rely to the past, but their faces and their sayings, their nonsense aIn their wit, eyen
their handwriting flash into reality when I think of the tenI y;zfxrs spent at the glg
Downe. It is hard to believe that those ten years began nearly fifty years ago. Our lify
there, the work, the fun, the people are not just memories, but a brightly coloured,
<olid chunk of fife and experience, which I for
gratitude.

MISS B. F. BATE, 1924-1956

On a blustery day in February 1924 with scudding showers of snow, I bicycled up to
Downe from my home on Bucklebury Common and made my first acquaintance with
the school in which I have worked and which I have loved for nearly thirty-two years,

Living in the neighbourhood we had heard many tales, often strangely exaggerated,
of the Sisters of Silence who had built the Cloisters in the woods at Cold Ash and thenwe

heard that they had been forced to give up and in 1922 a girls’ school had taken their
place. So I was full of curiosity to see for myself. I arrived on the doorstep at the same
moment as a prospective parent and Miss Heather came to me in the drawing-room
saying, ‘I'm not Miss Willis, she has visitors but will be here very soon.” Miss Heather
talked to me for about a quarter of an hour then in came Miss Willis followed by a huge
white samoyede, Peter, the patriarch of all the white dogs that followed. While Miss
Willis talked we walked to St. Peter’s which at that moment was partly Sanatorium and
partly staff house.

In May I'began my teaching and I came to teach mathematics, not geography; no one
took geography in School Certificate till 1925. And what a different Downe House it
was then! There was no Chapel, that came a year later, the cloisters ended where
No. 14 now isand a pergola covered with deep red ramblers linked them to what is now
the vestibule but was then a storeroom. In summer Chapel was held in a corner of the
cloisters and the services were often attended by squirrels, in the winter the Gymnasium
was used. The passage linking the school house to the Gymnasium was then open to the
elements and its roof held up by fir poles, and a bell, rung by the Gymnasium staffat the
end of §ach forty, hung on the tree outside J. E and J both had loggias and a friendly
:}e:tsg::ﬁetzei et;) cog:e info Jla?'nd sit on the boar'd and play with a piece of chall.i. At

e e red squirrels in the woods but in two years’ time the grey Sqmn'_els
and the dogs had ousted them all. D was a form-room-cum-studio with a litter of paint
pots', drawxqg—boards, and easels occupying the end under the relief map of Europe:
ali:ii?z :ji::):s:e :1:‘ ;l:;[ ﬁcuorfl ll'brary was rogﬂess with a covered passageway all round
: s dec me of pictures of the inn at Bethlehem. When it achieved 2 100
it became the Studio until the Ppresent one was built, T
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he present Y and V. were the




Laboratory, withone T-shaped bench do . ,
uite as @uch as for chemistry and as avg:et::rr:;:;ﬂfe(;: I;a‘ lsw ?Is~: Seifi fior other lessons
end contained th}e fume cupboard, which, when used sen); e
into the Gymnasium! 3 most of its fumes down
Even this little nucleus of buildings was a maz
o o A T vy o
direct me, I do not believe that I should have gotany Break that morniy rlenh ly ? tg
my way to the Upper Staff Room where we had it ng or have foun

1 found the other day a photograph of the school in in whi
only o1 girls and 17 staff, and though no doubra few of Z:z];i :x?e’l:: xl::i:s,i:‘gdlitdi]segﬁzzet
m{v}isualize the school 10 bigger than the present Seniors, Sixth, Upper and Middle
Fifths put together.

After that the buildings spread and multiplied so rapidly that it is impossible to
remember the order in which they came, first the Chapel, then the ‘new’ form-rooms
S, P, Q, R, the New House, and so on. Each term one came back to find some wall
knocked down, some loggia taken into a room, some new room added. The Common
Room was the dining-room, at first with round tables, then as more accommodation
was needed, long narrow ones, and the kitchen was a small building leading out of the
little pantry. The new kitchens came in 1930 and between that and 1933 the dining-hall
and South materialized. While the dining-hall was still a mass of scaffolding and iron
girders Miss Willis, Miss Heather, and the Seniors had the first meal in it, a picnic
supper at the end of a summer term. I remember hectically cleaning the windows in
South the morning that the school returned for the Lent term 1933.

Until electric light came to Cold Ash in 1928 we made our own and, as the build'ings
increased beyond the capacity of the plant, it was quite a usual occurrence to receive a
book with a note at the bottom ‘lights went out please excuse the rest’, and there was one
dreadful occasion when they failed in the middle of a School Certificate examination
and Miss Heather had to rush down with an army of candles. sl -

In January 1933 we came back to find fou_r delightful ‘ne_'w chl.ldre: in st:l Heath'ir] s
four samoyede puppies who were exactly llke.cudt.:ﬂy white te‘dd}f' elé:rsy of bY t;inandy
mischievous ones as they grew up, with an insatiable appetite fOI: it Y 5
cheque books which they devoured while their mistress was out of et room at supper.

PR iy in the Michaelmas term 1928 and the

The school attained its twenty-first birthday in T T
event was celebrated at the following Seniors’ Weekend by the opening }(:i e daz;ﬁ
by the Duchess of Atholl and that I think was also the first (.)ccasxqral onth :’most P
formed part of the programme. We were blessfd ma‘t/e!::;;t‘s”;lere a most gffective
sunshine and the colourful tunics and the :hydmnzhmu enjoyable feature of Seniors’
addition to the entertainment. The ballet, now such an J >t'in ly wet summer term,
et Tt P T

ut it was marked by the opening of the 7
the bad weather precluded much use of the latter.
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ber 1933 was a disastrous one for DOW}’]E House, for thy
damaged by fire, but it proved a blessing in disgujse Bl
he old Chapel, and in rebuilding the antechapel, where il
£ the new Chapel. In her usual marvellous way N
building was sufficiently finished in time for the
11 lacked its tiles and the floor was still b&ing

The night of 30/31 Deceml
night the Chapel was badly
we were already outgrowing t
fire originated, was made part O
Nickel rose to the occasion and the rel
Confirmation in March, though the rvof stil

id i 1y hours of that morning. s
rd;iladstl;:l:se:rﬁr in 1934 and Good Friday evening saw th§ birth of the Geographicy,
How well T remember that meeting! It had been a warm spring day and most of us had
walked to Chieveley and back for the Three Hours Service and were only too glad to
sit still and rest our weary legs. There was no X in those days and my form-room,
where the meeting was held, was E. Disney Holdsworth H\{nt, Ann Dawson, Fenelly
Boyle, and Frances Pickard Cambridge were the moving spirits. Th{e Geographical was
slow to make a start but, in spite of many vicissitudes, it has kept going for twenty-two
years and has enjoyed many a happy and interesting evening meeting and many equally
enjoyable expeditions, among others to the Witney Blanket Factories, to Huntley and
Palmer’s, to the Fairey Aircraft Factory at White Waltham, and last year to the Atomic
Energy Research Establishment at Harwell. Being a small society it usually joined with
the Science Club on these expeditions.

The year 1934 also saw the mushroom-like growth of the Chemistry and Biology
Laboratories in the short space of the Easter holidays, and at the beginning of the
summer term there was a hectic procession of handcarts and people bringing up the
apparatus from the old lab. in time for an inspection three weeks after term began.
In those days we had no gas in the laboratories but used methylated spirit lamps and
methylated blow-lamps, known as ‘Fritz’, and much excitement they caused by
catching fire and being thrown into the sinks! The gas was installed in 1938 and
was indeed an innovation and a blessing.

With the outbreak of war great changes came. Not only were our precincts shared
by Queen’s Gate but there was quite a number of day girls. The domestic smﬁgraduauy
vanished to take their part in national service. We no longer ‘waved’ when we wanted
bread or sugar at table but waited on ourselves, and what chaos there was until ‘one-way

traffic’ was instituted, and in the Michaelmas of 1940 ‘housecraft’ began and has come

o stay. At nirght we crept about the cloisters with tiny one-inch lights to our torches
and ‘blackout’ became a nightmare, chinks of light would crop out where they should
not. The walls were camouflaged with snake-like zigzags of green. Jerry’ was ofied

overhead at night but only as a noisy bird ice di
A : ! y bird of passage. Only once or twice did he dzop
his mementos in our neighbourhood. Once a stick of bo};nbs fell on Lady Actand's
at the very end of the Lent term 1943, @ lon® 5
d then came up and machine-gunned Cold Ash
me that the underground passage was seriously i
ntil the war was in its second or third year. The ]

house and Ashmore Green, and once,
raider dropped bombs on Newbury an
village. That I believe was the only ti
used as a refuge, but it was not built u;
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6 May 1945 Was a day when we waited on tiptoe to hear that the Armistice had been
signed. All day long someone waited by a wireless for the expected announcement and
hour after hour we were doomed to disappointment, but at last, as supper was ending,
the joyous news came through. Oh! what a holiday the next day was and what a bon-
fire, lilghtcd by Miss Willis and Miss Spalding jointly, burned on St. Peter’s Hill that
night

Gradually war-time restrictions disappeared and peace-time life reasserted itself, but
with a difference, for as in the world, so in the school, the outlook has changed. The
general pattern of school life, with its work and games, its examinations and its plays,
still follows much the old routine, but nowadays everyone expects, and is expected to
take, her share of responsibilities and to play her part in the life of the community, and
housecraft and such institutions still continue.

We are an independent school with a Board of Governors and at the end of 1946
Miss Willis ceased to be our headmistress, though we often have the opportunity of
welcoming her back amongst us, and Miss Medley loyally carries on the traditions of
the school.

But our numbers have almost trebled since the school came to Cold Ash and that
alone calls for some changes in organization.

Seniors’ Weekend has returned to its old festivities and there are still old faces on
the staff to welcome back returning Old Seniors, and Downe House is still ‘Downe
House’ with an individuality of its own even if—

“The old order changeth, yielding place to new,
And God fulfils himself in many ways’.

I. NAN (WOODALL) NAPIER, 1907-1910

The First Terms of Downe House

F1rTY years may seem a long time to look back to the birthday of Downe—fifty years
more full of dramatic events and changes, of happinessand horror than any in history—
yet the memory of those first terms is as vivid as the events of yesterday.

Like all houses Downe had its own character, gracious and light with a sense of
space and great friendliness, the garden a child’s paradise with wide lawns, trees to
climb, and a wood to prowl in full of primroses in spring.

To a lanky lamp-post of a girl in that strange garment, a djibbah, school with no
other girls might well have been an ordeal but nothing could have been farther from
the case, We were a very happy family and I have a shrewd suspicion that I was more
than a little spoilt; the staffi—five resid and more visiting young and gay
and the days were full of fun and exciting things to do.

1 was an outdoor child accustomed to running wild and I dreaded the restrictions of
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2 is still, to my mind, one of
re were none, and this sense of freec!o@ ISy > of

;2$;eiu;$:test attributes’—freedom to develop individually but encouraged yq,
consciously in the right direction. reat event in more ways than ong.
£ Hi}llary e axi?vglea;t::f:zoc:’r:;!;i:fh?;[g the dearest and I'I'l’lost dgligh!ful 4
or she was not on. at I was but
people. T have often wor}der;d' W:Z' ::; 1[1231; ::n::iietgr:?(;{l t(;l:xr fi Musiz}wwaf:
;em‘;‘:];h::h: Ib;:‘:%a:;ss Zzible violin concerto thfe picture in my mind ?5 of the
d;)n‘;ng—mom at Downe where we practised and played it Fogethe;.v;:t;x }S‘“Ch )‘:é" In.
letter from Canada she has sent her own especlal impressions whic ave added to
ml;e};en came Dulcie Travers to make us three. Poor Miss Willis must have grown tired.
of the cry, “When are more people coming ’ Little did we know how soon the schogl
would be full and overflowing. %, J

Next term came Alice Moore, gay and full of exuberant spirits and detem?med
be a great pianist. She has become an accomplished musician, but at that time
repertoire consisted of one piece, ‘The Merry Peasant’, which she played non-stop
every opportunity. I laugh now, as I am sure she does, to think how we suffered.

‘We began to think that Cordelia and Augusta Burn were myths. They were alway
‘coming next week’, and excitement ran high when Miss Willis at last went to
them in London, only to be dashed when she returned empty handed. Well, not quit
empty handed because on the second of these occasions she returned with two dol
which we, of course, christened Cordelia and Augusta. However, the myths eventually
materialized and were great additions to our family party of six.

Twas allowed to have my bull mastiff “Tiger” with me, an endearing and well-behavet
monster till beguiled and led astray by the wiles of Miss Willis’s fatally attractive minx
Seraphina. They turned our walks into adventures with irate game-keepers, and frant
hunts across country to find the marauders.

There are memories of so many things which went to make those first terms full
happ_ineiss and fun. Miss Willis has lost none of her gaiety and humour with the ye:
znd ;t is not surprising that we were never dull. There was the excitement of 1€y

evelopments; the Chapel at the top of the house, which always smelled of flowers and

a Jovel 'y peace about it, bein W -ro0ms were equipp

had 1 b 5 b g amongst the first. New class: L i
8- 5 U Ty

the playing-field was made, the Laborato in the garden was opened and here

. angs and smells. What a gifted teacher she was, maki
Ie;::w;;s’:-;uvljzsl :]?d litmus }ll)aper interesting, and what an honour to be W;rki“g'm"‘
o > 2 . i
e ratory; Hilary always had the impression that he was perhaps qui
Miss Heather drove over in i
ham?ssing him up for her in the :/:n?rl:gsa.nd Lun e 4
Miss Carver was kind and shy and by :

rusque, which did us no harm. She was England /
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hockey captain and I was always somewh
unavailing, attempts to prevent us being spoilt in tho

On Sundays there was coffee in Miss
fire, and delicious it was; Miss Willis w
to love poetry.

In the evenings too, round the drawing-room fire while we sewed and
Miss Willis read to us as no one else has ever read except perhaps her xe’::hzer, l-rl?:r‘l:;i,
were red-letter days and his readings of Cyrano never to be forgotten. There were
jaunts to the theatre, travelling in a double-decker bus with lively competition for the
front seats on top: those drives are a saga in themselves, The country roads seemed to
go to the London driver’s heads and the bus would take the bit between its teeth and
career down the hills and round the corners. Coming home on snowy roads was an
exciting adventure; on one foggy occasion we took it in turn to walk in front of the
bus waving a handkerchief to guide the driver.

No picture of Downe is complete without the old mulberry-tree on which mul-
berries grew really black and ripe and luscious and under which we sometimes had
lessons.

Last but not least was the grass mound to one side of the lawn which has, for me,
terrifying memories, for with the trees as a background it formed a natural stage on
which we acted a version of Rumpelstiltzkin written for us by Mrs. de Selincourt.
What pain and grief Miss Willis must have suffered to teach me the role of the hero
Perequine. However, she must have succeeded against the fearful odds, for I am told
it was a great success and to my horror my proud father, in his parental blindness, quite
made up his mind that I was destined for the stage!! :

The third term brought Cath and Madge ch'frey, )whose keenness and enthusiasm
for everything were inspiring assets, and from this point Cath, who became a shining
light at Somerville, takes up the story.

There was peace and security in those years before the wars or any th({u-ghts of war;
surely they will return, but I hope and believe. that all we wh? are pnv.ilelged to b:_
Seniors, still carry with us through life something of Lh_e same mczilesn-ua:al;J le1 s:?se of
Peace, abiding integrity and endeavour which Downe did so much to establish in us.

Willis’s room made in a Turkish pot over the
ould read till teatime and it was then I learned

II. CATHERINE (GODFREY) BEDDINGTON, I9II
PRE-1914: (September 1907, in fact): an old long ivy-covered hous]c_, a: ::::ng.szz;u
with French windows that led out on to alawn witha walnztl-ltreel, a i Inrz};e Wid);
it was at the bottom of the garden?, a room arranged as a Chapel up %
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entrance hall is one girl (Hilary Willis) watching her sole cr_)mpan.ion, the new girl (Nan
Woodall) coming down the stairs witha poodle, bows on either 51d'e of her straight hajy.
After Christmas there were three new arrivals, in two years thirty-five girls, a big
school by then!

In that drawing-room Miss Willis read Browning (by request) to a clustered fey»
under the walnut-tree Mrs. de Selincourt taught literature and her play was 3Cted; )
Miss Heather, who drove over in her pony cart, taught chemistry in that Laboratory,
(It was where Darwin had intended to work. Evolution, almost modern, still rather
daring . . . and dear Miss Heather, fanatically scientific . . . the atom was indivisible then,
we had to respect it . . . and girls too had brains and might work . . . this too was theng
heretical thought.) 3

Upstairs Miss Willis read prayers in her grave voice amid the scent of flowers,
There was a little dog called Seraphina, who had been taught to speak with a ridiculous
cockney accent, and a lovable brindled mastiff belonging to Nan. There were Jersey
cows, the Devonshire cream scalding in pans on the kitchen stove, and an old Devon
housekeeper who made Honiton lace on a pillow. Miss Carver, brusque and shy,
herself an international hockey player, gave coaching in hockey on the wide playing=
fields beside the long sandy walk.

In the slender Gallup poll that I have taken of Old Seniors’ recollections Sissie Main
price remem]'ners best the expeditions on the red Tilling bus. Once the bus broke down
and toppled into a ditch and refuge was taken in an old chapel and hymns sung. This
seems to ha_ve stuck in several minds, perhaps because even a bus was daring then, rather
ix/lke chartering a fleet of aeroplanes for the school now. And also being woken by Miss

organ-Brown at 3.30 a.m. to go (by bus again) to St. James’ Street to see the funeral
of Edward VII. :

So much for the random memories of those who are now

« ; 0, 40, 5 . Outof
that Edwardian period piece, Miss Willis fashioned Do 3H4 e T
e ywne House. There was levity
e ul history lessons, l({ng before 2066 and All That had been published
» ;z e light L[}?iuCh allowed. But tribute to her eludes me. I hope the whole Jubilee
1 1 H ¢
< i » s:es,h :sand sh 2;1::::;; ;sr,e:;ﬂ bfe full ofMLet Us Now Praise Famous Men’ touch. -
w famous. Mine i i i i -
R et ous : ine is a more hesitant bit of special plead:
L e e gracious beginning. Her room where we often had
5 9, i R B
Lo e boz IE: :}l.:ttusr;l lhterary ) its cel]}ng was S_helley s ‘dome
still hold that reflected iridescence Jocel Te ke M i fm: o
e her. i :: Y’f‘ loyflbee, ?/ho has had such a disting“lshed
I suspect that Miss Willis held the key t(; t}cxea T:EI:I dhlsmry Pla; aiwakene‘i D

Those early days A ed gates of adolescence. §
special, the primroses in thze‘l:f:ntu Itr:eer;-jNan ZV 3; b speciel person - R b
daughter now at school, writes of rem, a{)n ; ybil Stewart, with the first gmnd-
in the lovely countryside, and Dorot;meg g the long walk to Cudham chu

i y Liversidge, whom we called Pill, writes ©
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this too, and there were the Mallams who helped us to beat the Roedean 2nd cricket
eleven.
That was wonderful for a very small school . ,

- but in the end was the beginning as
always.

ITL. ROSEMARY (BRINCKMAN) BAGLEY, 1916

CoNTRARY to the experience of most people, my first term at Downe House in the
summer of 1912 did not leave me with as many impressions as those which followed
after; there were few highlights, but there was a general feeling of quiet well-being and a
seemingly endless stretch of sunny days. T don’t remember anything about the actual
school work—TI suppose I did not do much! I know, however, that three or four of us
“Little ones used to go off to bed very early after having had a meal, usually of scrambled
eggs, on our own, and that in the dormitory Nurse used to brush our hair for quite a
long time when we had reached the dressing-gown stage.

This was the term, too, when we had a craze for keeping silkworms: we used to pick
all the leaves we could reach from the lower branches of the lovely old mulberry-tree
on which to feed our stock, until one day the unfortunate grubs somehow became en-
tombed in a heap of lime.

Talking of lime—there was the other kind, the highly scented tree which grew ona
little rise on the lawn; on Sunday afternoons in the summer we were allowed to carry
our tea out into the garden (there was very often home-made blackberry jam T remem-
ber) and I used to make my special place under this tree; the lime flowers were always
covered with bees, and alas they lay thick on the ground too. I supposed them dead,
but perhaps they were only drunk!

Tam not sure when I began to think of the staff as individuals, but they did gradually
emerge; I thought Miss Carver most gracious and Miss Tizard very pretty, though I
recollect that when she married I was astonished that a school mistress should be
able to do so.

How well I remember Miss Duncanson presiding over the nightly rites of tempera-
ture taking, and the cool wet taste of carbolic on the thermometer.

I remember Miss Heather’s unfailing patience, and the confidence which Miss Oliver
inspired in us over games and in the Gymnasium, so that one VflOuld even dare the perils
of long-fly if she were present; I remember the thrill of casting pl::ster models under
Miss Hensman’s guidance, the healthy awe I had of Froken Jarner’s fiery enthu_sxasm
for the piano, and the sincerity by which Miss Morgan-Brown made the scripture
stories come alive so that to think of the Passion Play at Oberammergau now is still
10 do so through her interpretation.

T have not t}%e ability rig%t[y to express the atmosphere of DO_Wne House before the
First World War, but I think the word tranquillity may bestsumitup, although for each
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. The houy

i he ups and downs attendant on personal developmelnt' house

;:tl:ellczv[vh:sr:nz‘:re;seti;; pfrtly for its s:y!e,l and aljo on azcj:lri\; }?tff \tl}l]e ;lszzcjzltf)rrl: r:ex:]::
a iin; and the garden wa: H !

{g:‘t“:‘ Ogvf‘;fr;:sh;:l:zgzm‘s’. ? know tiguat anyway during thi1 first I;artd of Ey g
there vg,e used to stroll round the kitchen-garden and Ela:i)' in ta kee 051}-; aer u:,d eireh;i}‘e
Chapel later came to be built; how eagerly er'watc fe hxtﬁ ta hedbulijldin ” hisg
Nickel's clever hands,andlthinkweall loved the airiness of ¢ eDms 3 nmg f T’ ch
1 was amongst the first to be confirmed. Our way of |1fe‘at owne wth‘n violently
affected by the war though it painted a sort of wlash of eXf:ltedment ;ve; ings conc}?m_
ing the outside world; the school routine 1 thm.k remained muc the same, perhaps
there was even more of a scramble for the morning post when it was pu}i out on the
table in the hall, and I believe there were various scares about blaCkoults vﬂ/ en the Zep-
pelins went over; incidentally I happened to see the two 'that fell in flames, one at
Potters Bar and the other at Cuffley, and well recall the distant Phud of.rhe guns at
Woolwich, and the faint cheering of some people a long way off in the mght.. .

One year (was it 1915 ?) two teams from the staff of Punch came to play cgclfet on
our ground. Sir James Barrie, Maurice Hewlett, George Morrow, Georg_e Mere:dxth sson
and grandson, E. V. Lucas, and A. A. Milne were there, and the last twisted his ankle in
trying to leap nonchalantly over a fence—much to our rather heartless amusement; it =
must have beenin this year too that an aeroplane flying over our hockey field dropped us
an invitation to visit the aerodrome. I was among the lucky ones who enjoyed the

The exci caused by preparations for the summer plays can never be forgotten;
each year when it was fine, the performance was given on the Mound, the natural stage
setting on the lawn, and the bustle and strangeness of the day was a thrill in itself; how
enjoyable too were the concerts indoors when Miss Gunn and Miss Myra Hess played
to us, and the little sketches which the staff sometimes put on. I remember one in par-
ticular called Mechanical Jane in which Miss Morgan-Brown took the name part and in
my eyes greatly distinguished herself. In all these reminiscences I have made no mention
of Miss Willis, and that is because for me her presence was a continual influence that
pervaded. Fhe w'hole place; from the time I arrived at the age of eleven, I never knew
Z];tgtlz ia}:lllén %;)::x%v ie rmllm} of tehx.'ery dormitory where she tucked up and kissed every -
e a:n t;: y for this we should owe her deep gratitude, but it was fml

gst 0 very many others and she personified all the qualit

we most admired; she was identified in my mj i i i
? /as y mind with fairness and firmness, Wit
human kindness and spiritual strength; in fact, for me, she was—and Sti]i =8
DOWNE HOUSE. 4 :
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IV. ELIZABETH BOWEN (CAMERON), 1917
1 was at Downe from September 1914 to the end of the s
“the old Downe House’—final home of Charles Darwin,
near Orpington, Kent. In another sense, 1

u:me‘; term 1917. This was
: at the edge of Downe village,
i
been in existence for not more than sevex: ;V:::l fr’}';':’elzvtzme ?illou's?: the school had
been there ‘at the beginning’, or from at any rate near it eIsu o :he::- w.h s
attached to Augusta Burn, who was in the Sixth Form wher;l 3:1"1\1':;1 arrxd wen
contemporary Mary Winkworth—who must, if this was true ab t,h # $y i
have been one of the very little ones. Hr e e

To me, as a new girl, the school did not feel new—Ilooking back I suppose that it
hardly could have. Even so, I can see it had taken only a short time for Downe to
acquire identity and meaning. I found it hard to believe that generations had not
been there before me: everybody seemed very sure of themselves—and for some
reason, to the comer-in from outside, this was not alarming but reassuring. One was
plunged straight, deep, into the middle of something. The absorption with which every-
body lived—and, with that, the curious, quick, characteristic, psychological pace—
made one unselfconscious; or, at any rate, as nearly so as it is possible to be in one’s
*teens. The only nightmare at that transitional age is a shifting universe: Downe
seemed a deep-set stable one. I remember feeling up against several things, but it
pleased me that there things were, for me to be up against. Even resistance helped me
to get my bearings.

lg\rchitictuml gsrowth marked the growth of the school in more concrete ways.
Almost every term, certainly every year, there was further building activity on the part
of Miss Nickel floored, metal-roofed annexes, from whose wood-lined walls
winter heating drew out a smell of creosote, swastika-ed farther and farther out into
the garden. The gaunt passage in which we hung up our purple overcoats and seemed
to be for ever changing our shoes, the high pea-green Gymnasium wnth.the stage at
the end, the wash-room and the three or four music-rooms already exlslted when‘l
arrived ; the Chapel came into being during my second year—an austefe.achn‘evemenf in
naked concrete. In a way, I was sorry t0 have this supersede t}.xe ongmal (;hapel e
white-washed ex-bedroom up on the top floor. For everything slightly 1“‘3%“1”’
improvised, amateurish about the original Dow-ne_ was dear to x:nme.‘I suppose. l;lﬂd
from the beginning a sort of dread of anything which could fe.el hk‘ :n;ns;::&onhk—
therefore I feel it a tribute to Miss Nickel to say that her outbuildings ha lia ta}; £
oddness. Their acoustics, their perspectives, their ventilation ;:,:r;lgec;o; :l(:e r:;lx.\
selves. Not less, there was something in an clegant Way rams ‘ch 9 hous, large-
Downe House—one of those vaguely Regenc)_' oD hous?s WIQ; ar'norl;ands:z gof
windowed, Victorian extra r00ms, ‘which suit the vague, airy, £oving 5

ent. 0 »
I understand that one reason why the move from the ‘old’ Downe to the present
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numbers, we girls were l‘:eginning to
Downe was madel was t:atil 2};2: (I suppose that the British Asioclatto:n ave made j;
Fa o -'he b t, I su.ppose, even when I left, have been many mor; th'an
£ood agrin) o ;t release-points during the day and eV(él'll:n%\,I Olzlr catt] E-hke’
el evex;»SO, ere sufficient to make the structure roc. eed you m_.,;l »
gatherings and stampedings W¢ tha distaste which concealed affection,

iss Willi ly used to say, looking at us wi‘ st : %

MtsS,W li‘bs»lTi(:;sZ;‘tzde through’out, was far less Dont than ‘I:I'e;d g:su rog‘a}flrew

1y Mlssson‘qething specu’lative detached, about her criticisms, W ic] p y why
always Y

they took such deep effect with us. In fact, they were 10t SO much Cﬂtl(;lsms a5 inta.
hiey too ;: taken fp ornot, as we thought well—to criticize ourselves, plus SI”ggeSUDns
?j:]; ]-‘E:t not tentative) as to what lines to take if we.c};_)set totodze tso.Oinrec:}i n?
feeling that she was ‘managing’ us. And this power to in 1§a }? : aCherg Hegr,f ls.,
suppose, some part of that other side of her gemus—t.ha[ (} }tl e te . .Staﬁ‘_fe ,;nhg
against direct ‘instruction’ must have influenced her choice of the teac ,l:]% - —in the
former family sitting-rooms which were Downe class-rooms, I remei exim avn:ﬁ 1o
facts diilled into my brain—which did not mean we were not expected to know them.
“Bitha’, exclaimed Miss Morgan-Brown, swooping on me in Lh‘e cou’rse (?f a l'ess‘on,
“you are not listening’. ‘I’m sorry, Miss Morgan-Brown’, I said, ‘but I'm 5.1.111 th.mking
about what you said last.” ‘Well,” said Miss Morgan-Brown, ‘you must think later.
Miss Heather was so great a mathematician as never to humiliate the stupid—that is,

from increasing

the stupid as to her subject. Respecting any desire to understand, she allowed for -

inhibitions which worked against it. She honoured the mind, of whatever kind it might
be. Science lessons with her, in the tiny laboratory which had been the final domain
of Darwin, were memorable. I imagine that in these days, those afternoon sessions would

be called ‘elementary physics’. I at least learned how not to blow myself up witha

zetort—but chiefly the lessons gave occasion for philosophic dialogues with Miss

Heather. The Laboratory, with its burners, was also used for the mystic cooking
Ie_ssons of Miss Nickel—nothing since has ever tasted so good as those beef-steak-and-
kidney puddings, infiltrated
gathered—in central Europe, Miss Nickel taught h: e
i ught us that suet can be flavourous. H
m::chl;ine—oil. Spying through
orchard, one saw, often, Miss Nickel obsessed b

Hc:_w taxing it must have been to kee TR
the Fxfst World War, we did not com;
day without ‘the war'—Miss Willis’s
outbreak, and the thing still wa
My generation, accordingly,
Wllhs intended it should be so. S]‘;me i
transient, including and particular]

Pon us the whole time—T don’t think MisS

ly our sl‘.hooldays. Sh
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e reminded us, we would A%

(under her instruction) by many cloves. Originating—Wwe

e Was in favour of oyr thinking: of everything 5

e (one could not say overall) strongly exhaled a smell of
the windows of the small engine room, on the way to the

P a school ‘running’, in any or all senses, during
}:iute. I cannot imagine the Downe House of my’

X address to us, my first evening, was based on the.
grewa year slimrt of its conclusive agonies when I S
y up wi i inuti :
claim, however, that the war was b Rs i o




be at school for ever. This may
that saddest of English Produc)t,s, ?d‘:;hgegg:::f (s}‘: far as T know) has not turned out
The greatest crime, as I remember Downe w:sc 'Oll(')lglrl ¢
of w’!lxch one was most aware, as being A > silliness, O
us tried to get tl{e sxl']ifless out of our systems - ‘heAmoslt mortifying. Some of
crazes, cultivated inanities of speech, The bad thing Wasv:rgm«g l[—mka, cults, mock
ing it—that was, without deliberately affecting to 4, affemdel:ﬂt;ceter:ai:m};,oul.kmw‘
1 4 3 , the view we
being in the country, by all round s the beautiful sup;nbunzle ‘;Je‘l;'eased, 5o
Lovingly do I remember the cuckoos, too near, t0o man m:o:l r:ﬂf‘sses of Naz:xe.
themselves cheap, flumping and battering on the tin roof Z;‘ Miss §ic_§$§’ ﬁm:g
masterpiece, the Chalet. Summer a¢ Downe was full of the smells of hay; clumps of

Cudham valley, there were reputed

T it was at least the crime

to be nightingales.

I have written about Downe House before, for a Graham Greene collection entitled
The Old School. My piece was reprinted elsewhere, as ‘The Mulberry Tree’. I do not
want to repeat myself, so I omit from here what I there said. Actually, there is still
so much to say that I could go on for many, many pages before repetition, really,
became a danger.

V. JOCELYN (ASHLEY DODD) BABER, 1920

Fonr several reasons I was in a singular position. I went to Downe at the age of nine
and remained there for eight years. i

I therefore spanned a large number of Downe people and staff; I possess a Christian
name of which there was no other in my time; and was so small as to be remarkable.
Itis strictly true to say that when meeting people at Powne ga'thenngs, they were apt
to say to me ‘Goodness! How you have grown!” until T was thirty-five, or more.

On a January day in 1913 I was brought to Charing anss to meet Miss Willis and
join the school train. T was equipped with all the proper uniform, djibbah by Sheba of

: i d so on. My school rug was green

Sloane St., purple coat dyed specially at Portrush, an z
and my it bag purple, to carry out the colour scheme. I had long, ::amefullycl one
corkscrew%urls (put in cul papers overnight) and caried two dollss,c::f)lli lsgag oo
white. T was perfectly composed and very pleased to be goxf:g m[ e e hay

At Orpington we were met by a horse brake mt(; WhOI:Zi 2 Tﬂnlil l‘is jre S
think, some sort of canvas roof, we inserted ourselves.

dolls on to her knee and we moved 03‘" , d. 3
‘I wonder what I am going to do ng;; ksshhe):‘:;:?::e of Charles Darwin, was
Downe House in Kent (I never was . d and on the other by a garden and

ide bounded by a side roa -set h
iz:ia;g;so (’I?;Z;::h:ngi:::d t('l)oor ¢here was no view but often those deep-set houses
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TMitor]
have a pleasant atmosphere. The bedrooms were made into cubicled dormitor
P Y n iron rods, the flo y 1 U Ol e

i i d going ‘was continuous.
iU f my school life about that noise which

Something happened in the middle of A .
lasting, impxegssion because it has always seemed to me that it held a deeper significa
than was then evident. Miss Willis called us all into the big class-room and exp
that somebody was ill (I cannot remember any more about that) and that quiet
essential. Would we please move around with the utmost care and shut all doors
lessly. The school wanted to obey this—unanimously. It was not the sort of
which provoked grumblings and grievances. We tried.

We were again called into the class-room and told that the eﬂ:ect_was not
enough and that we must try harder. Apparently we responded with just that
more of effort and I shall never forget the result. It was quite uncanny, in that
uncarpeted house, fully manned, to feel the silence.

The downstairs rooms were class-rooms but the drawing-room and front
(which we were not allowed to use) kept their country house appearance. As the
went by there were additions made in all directions until the school grew out
place altogether.

The garden had some large and very fine outdoor azaleas and a mound upon %
many of the plays were acted. Near the house was a large and ancient mulbes
handy ‘for those wishing to feed their silk-worms. People say that the summers
hotter in those days and perhaps they were. At any rate the garden, the Mound, 1
Sandy Walk, and the fields played a big part in our lives. We occasionally
3 the garden, we slept in it whenever we could, and we sat on the grass before the )
- admiring our elders and betters doing their ret Is. One day my o
“:md Thada tr.emendAous fight in the Sandy Walk, rolling over and over‘and evend
ing blood. Miss Willis appeared from nowhere and placi

placidly bade us get up.
nouncedd tfhzt :m;: of us forthwith should be provided with boxing-gloves
~ done and for the duration of the craze we d: i g 4
‘her T::aunmt of this incident was masted;.ew e awars
3 ple ;17:3 rgn;zh: gﬁl‘:‘ stripes fgiven in my time, one of which was for eati
B ey o, s that someone had gome gt AR
: morning we were called by a maid who cri LI
ung ladies please’. And for ‘heyvoungervé,,if'tf" at each dorx.mtory, ‘Half
iths in the evenings. The day was divided ere was a maid who oversa
lunch we read in the G ided very much like any school day, I'i

Miss C. i i illis, i
ss Carver having left, Miss Willis, in her mid-thirties, was the sole hea
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¢ activities were extremely varied, Besides doing all the administration she

al ors and acted herself and drove the car.
In the editorial for my first term she wrote: “Parens and friends are warned to take

hool stories about the motor with several grains of salt! S idi
;c“k to the school, due to rom?ntic flights of fancy—but atsra:gr:at:t:’rngfs' ?aac:,e iio}z:
“cve,l go?el ’more than fifteen miles an hour and it does not go round corners on one
wheel only*

This motor lived in the stables and was, of course, one of the preoccupations of Miss
Nickel. When working on that, on vatious plumbing matters, and later on amazing
building feats, she was dressed in her monk’s robe with a packet of Woodbines tucked
into the front. When dx:iving th: car or even going to London, she assumed a long skirt,
a gentlemanly coat, shirt and tie, and a form of homburg hat. I have often wondered
what she could Not do. I believe her languages were prodigious; she understood
machinery, animals, building, carpentry, and weaving as we all know. She taught
geography and biology. Her history—international—seemed pretty sound. There
were rumours in my time that she could play the violin like an angel. But I don’t
think many people know, though I had experience of this, that she could be both doctor
and nurse, of infinite gentleness and very deft.

Of course talk about her was endless, among us and the parents too, particularly as
she would never allow herself to be photographed. I have no idea whether there was
any truth in the rumours of her exile from Russia and her youth. But since Miss Willis
never referred to any of this on her death, I shall not repeat them here. Most of us were
devoted to her and had the sense to realize what an interesting person she was.

Miss Humphreys Owen did the housekeeping and was to me a somewhat terrifying
stranger about seven feet high. Miss Heather, God bless her, never changed, I think, in
looks or demeanour. She was always patient and kind, competent, and of an integrity
apart. To this day, when confronted with something difficult, I repeat her words—
‘Now Jocelyn, I think you should find this quite straightforward. . .. And because I
;rusted her, I did. Gym. mistresses, being so attractive and pretty, were continually
05t to us by marriage.

Miss Mog,gamBro%m lived in a pleasant bed-sitting-room near the bathrooms. This
was awkward for the little ones because every naughtiness was known to her and she
would emerge, a terrifying frown on her aquiline face, and be very severe mje:d. thne
of us then had any idea of her versatility, her energy, or her erudition; nor di vlvj b
see in her the utterly delightful friend which we should mak.e when we were ol ler. /

Miss Willis’s room was mid-way between the West dormitory, where for so long
Was with the youngest, and the bathroom-Morgan-Brown area. Up to 2 cerm%mhagreivse

s ock af .
Passed her door with a shudder and to be forced to kn ck ft that door \:lr:s g :me:ts
Such terror was probably never known again. [ can thighiosicyQicontasing
about that door,
At the age of ten I and my friend of th
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e day stood without, trying to pluck up



d out in a mjs.
. iy We had been foun ‘
already snivelling: Seniors or staff but by my
couge 10 Ko e 1o majo zow, not by the Serlor BE S VA
which would lea 1, the good child, i 1at |
demeanour had written that unless I, 1o come Home agdin
friend’s mother. She :: e child would never be allowe s that the g
daughter had DONE, nse, I had no option. But the ler“veal e erine was 10 revsut S §
t i Zr lve'd in the same offence and to l'e| ngry. P
b e e efid. Miss Willis was extremely 2 a balf, Gaily, confidendy,
Our fears were fully justified. e when I was sixtcen and a half. C e ,
mting knock wes fAce find Miss Willis within and disengaged,
= Colm; the door, only hoping that I would lrl\ i
ache > ’ .
%avlv)ai‘;iven a welcome wlnch’ warms :’IIle todx:jic:g; e Might T ooy
“For our Forsaken Merman’, I said, Tam g
= i wear?” 3
¢ . What else are you going to gl
‘z;;eslloilsjt‘}f:ght—it’s under the sea, with green net between us nce—
'usfxr:v};sh::e that my hair was then very long and thuik,db;: :'sn gddlxsl; g“:ght;:xs};rﬂ
i Sh; S;ggeit:gc;h :he?: they reached the top of
ne ha : .
o L;]e ng ‘:!;::,Ch“;;:r:,wiv;?r: young and turbulent or when older and not contri-
gutf_ue :: the l]ife oé the school’ or in some other way unsatisfactory, we squirmed
w‘:-xnr.ll:fd with shame or indignation. But to some, particularly whendthey. h::m
f discussing a career, the jaw” was a joy, a support, an an in:
z;ons%eitcwas Euen tht Miss Willis trained her phenomenal memory whu,:h allows.
now to welcome several hundred of us, in any order and of any age, with comp
intimacy and knowledge. ; .
‘Ah—Margaret’, she would say, ‘what news have you about your f?ther s op.erdﬁ
T was so glad you j,oined the Deb;ting. ... If you go to Devonshire in tl}e holidays do
you think you could go on practising the violin? . . .” and 50 to more intimate ma
It must have been exhausting for her. i
School was quickly established in my mind as a place of which I should never

worthy. Things which at home had been assets didn’t go down there at all. I was |
misfit. It was not a maf

tter of lessons. I had arrived with well-taught French and
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e had I should not have steeped m 7
i yself .
o pretended that I was Robin Hood, 7 ung. I should have climbed a tree

Again, one reads this continuous compl
{rudging out on a winter’s day to t ganized
bore to some. Yet I came toysee t:: feerl::ewias a Physical trial at ti%;:e:,;; ::]:, that
exquisite joy in playing a game as hard as 1 :ocfsa““g a team spirit and came t):xfm}

Seniors’ Weekend in July 1914 saw a parti ‘11 . eel
the play, which that year was The Tt empl:st acr:lda;ly e
beds in the Gymnasium and were played ;0 0 anced, the Ol
Froken Jarner. She was not patient as a teach: g
emendly on'the RnneKle Wil i 5: and one 'day she not only rapped me
indignantly presented to Miss Willis when she C:: a stripe for ‘?bstination’. This T
she went round every dormitory and it was far S0 sy goodnight—in those days
o easier to speak to her then than to

‘Please—can’t I learn with Alice? i
heartfelt cries to the same effect. ,&;I‘iace }{ag:!;eic:::l alll) . °§h car kit
Miss Moore to us and all of us wanted to learn witl}ml s;?ea emox]'ﬂ_rhzt i e T
can still remember Miss Willis saying almost to herself :: es}i: s ? . bel?uuﬁ‘ml
children, you are so silly when I get you these splendid teachers. 5 ﬁxr;tntg ?d’ 'Oh
was'a¥ways happening with the French staff. We found them cor;éc. (;r eccent:cs;ti‘il:huoo:
realizing or caring for their qualifications. (No, my dear Mademoiselle, I don’t me:n
¥ou.) It must have been disheartening at times; and it may be so still exce’pt that schools
like Downe no longer take children quite so young.

The summer term of 1914 was over.

A few days after we had left school the wold of our parents was changed for ever.
T:he first shadow of the eclipse appeared which would blot out a whole era in English
history and social life.

During the summer holidays of 1914 we
In the editorial we read: “The work and play,
!Oomed large during the days of peace and summ
indefinite background. . . . Life has, in a few days,

T.h at editorial set the tone for the school for the next four years. It spoke mucl‘1 o
service and particularly of the importance of getting on with the dul! but necessary job.
And while the Old Seniors, fathers, brothers, and husbands did their full shate, it was
Natural and proper that the school should resume the work and play, the triumphs

and the disappointments.
m Yew people, even among the best infomfed, th
Gl of years; meanwhile the school continued ¢
nit, to concoct stilted accounts of outings in ¥
e list of serving officers grew longer and longer;
Yinging in more fathers, brothers, and also husbands.

laint about or,

0. After they had seen
d 'Seniors lay on camp-
pianist, a Dane, called

had received our Downe House Magazine.
the triumphs and disappointments that
er sunshine, have all passed into an
changed for all of us. ...

ought that the war would last for a
o write patriotic poems unabashed,
hich food always played a big part-
the school was growing too and so
In August 1915 Miss Willis
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went to give a hand at a base camp in France and wrote a letter about it, published in

. Wi ieppe Huts’.
the magazine, headed With dl?)eo f}-{}zF—;S;;Pilled T First Hindred Thausaaiinitl

In the spnng[of 19f6 a 33;‘[’“ b mil;azine by A. L. At this time a troupe of enter.
Z?:eisogzedng Il;egewzeave their first show in aid of parcels for prisoners of war. This
was pe’rhaps my first ;;:ergence and very happy and proud I 'wals.dI ;:ould never act
but I could dance and as a dancer I found myself permar}eﬂdy Ll

1 had mumps that term and found myself in a bed beside a person (why did we say
‘person’? Do they say it still?) whose uncle was none less than. Haig. I wrote an ode
to him and she sent it. Did anyone at Downe, 1 wonder, write an ode to Wavell,
Alexander, or Montgomery? I doubt it. ; i

Early next year ‘we . . . heard the startling news of the Russian revs)luﬁon. Our
troupe gave another entertainment inwhich P. B. in an imitation of Charlie Chaplin, of
which T have a faded photograph, appeared to me to be funnier than Chaplin himself,
I elected to do a nigger dance that time, forgot to grease myself under the black and
nothing would remove it. I stood in the bath before a concerned audience, including
Miss Oliver who helped me with my turns, with black rivulets running down my body
and a face as black as coal.

Biggin Hill aerodrome was becoming busy and was very near us. One day an aero-
plane flew over the field and dropped a message which said ‘Dear hockey girls, will you
come to tea?” The sensation was ti dous. When this h-pawed missive reached
Miss Willis, she announced that she would accept for the hockey team only. The pro-
tests were loud. I never remember so much grumbling and it continued for days. We
said the message was for people playing hockey, not the team.

The team went to tea and found that the message had been dropped by an American
called Archie P. Dickie. They were shown Sopwiths and B.E.2’s; ‘also the wireless
;\)pgmms’. Some good angel evidently conveyed that the rest of the school was tortured

y jealousy and finally all of us reached Biggin Hill and, of course, the most wonderful

things to eat. Miss Willis thought that we should make some gesture in return, so the
troupe gave a show there too, ;

It was after our introduction to Archie P, Dickie and the others that we leaned out of
gi‘:ajor;::zg W'%dowsl,"“e night and watched an aerial battle. First we saw, Very
Biggii e c;tau epr;e in, not flying very high, a cigar spotted with lights. Then
coumgememgas iF :,n a? Chase.’ zooming upwards over the house. We yelled en-
e : were d:vatchmg a particularly exciting match and here, I must
did we :‘lo 50 in simgila:eq‘r:‘gumz;il::tesui)ndslis‘;u ]“'el’ability il pilotsiof BT

. . €X 1n 1 3 .
appesedon s bl beaiog o the Pl g e 5 b O
B nsl:n ¢ In uncertain pencilled letters the words “Take Cover’. The only
0ok was an eiderdown or a blanket, since we were all in ou.r pyjamas:

We actually saw that Zeppelin burst into flames and begin to go down. 1 could
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; its course but don’t kn

] point out 1 t know why i

é‘”ﬂlpcv L ether it was the o

py this time the tally of Old Seniors doing responsible war

s s 3 work was impressiv
svomcﬂf‘{ i 939_‘:;.. To the list of relative officers s:srv?:m e o0 e the;
pcorations Conditions were becoming more difficult. A_,% Was added a good crop of
sstponing 2 visit from our ‘Sunbeams’. These were East Ealfi l;;d i ke
Eiee encouraged to become pen-friends. Whe s s
attractive and intelligent. But mine, al

ne brought down at

en at last we did see them, most of them

were 5 135,
criminal aspect, with her pants coming down angr::e{]i a:;k}:c;j:f““fﬁy character of

«Within the sound of guns’, wrote Miss Willis at <
and private anxieties, the School has neverthelessa Pt:xres::: : 5;9!7’ iy (ﬂed,by puic
dhat ‘when Mr. Simms comes down (to give a lecture) there i?;::ae:atl:lno:;\ We ﬂ%‘,e
Qur troupe gave an ent'ertml:x{nent to convalescent Canadians and helped vylith ::o:loer;
ina v:ard of the Ontario Military Hospital at Orpington. In the summer term of 1918
0 cricket matches could be arranged, owing to the difficulties of travelling’. A Dovgme
person was actually bombed out in London and another was being shelled in Paris b;
Big Bertha. 7

Next term came the Armistice. Amid rejoicing comment we find the following:

. .. we now again can walk at night
without a fear or yet a fright

of Zepps a-floating silently

or German planes which fast do fly

and bombs all dropping everywhere

which make you scream and raise your hair.

But, as has been known before and since, the world was not put right in a day.

Tt is almost extraordinary’, wrote Miss Willis, ‘to be chronicling the small doings,
plessures and ideas of the school, while the world s waiting in ominous calm for the
crash that seems inevitable. If a “labour war” s to be averted, it will only be by recog-
tizing the true principles of government and the rights and responsibilities of the
governed.’

OWThf" too might have been written inT1
i small doings’ were going apace:
22py. L was in the First XII and had alrady bt
ned various societies, made friends, and & orxg : i
:h:: L%I“ out their ritTASRENE interpreted djme:z?:es ;::&g ‘or my size. ] was even
ik vt S depeod AEVEEL 4 tion in the Debating Society “That
R egm""‘g to grow a very little. I almost carried 2 MO
Proposed Channel Tunnel is a mis
he school continued to expand 2%

ailed the world outside, my

£ the incubator and becoming very
et i (:,n i: the Gym. VIII for two years.
1 still had no idea how the Seniors
some form of

945 But whatever

d h;d difficul

ty in putting Up the visitors for
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Seniors’ Weekend. A shortage of domestic staff began to be felt—that breeze which

hurricane. 4 -
Wals)tﬁigegcz)lzzea;; r;rcears following the Armistice, 1 found myself in the Cricket X[

i d so on the Games Committee of four. I was als'o in the Dancin,
?I?Ifhji:’i;:nlig\:}n?i:g of 1920 I became a Senior and in the Sixth with some people T
have never ceased to value. But I think we felt then that we were poor sub§mutes‘for the
giants of the past. I wonder whether this has happened o every generation. 1 liked so
much that line in ‘Salad Days'—‘who will give the parties when we have gone?® or

ing to that effect.

SOIIHT:hﬁ a% the age of seventeen with a lasting devotion to Miss Willis, Miss HEfxther,
Miss Croft, and certain other of the staff and to the school and find myself in a majority
there. I have found in my adult life that if I encounter a Downe person, always pro-
viding that she had been happy at school and had been there for a reasonable length of
time, I can rely upon our having much in common whatever may be the difference in
age. If I hear that she was removed after a term or two through illness; or that she
hated Downe; or that she had been sent elsewhere I shall approach her warily. But if
she tells me certain facts, even though I have never seen her before, I shall immediately
feel that I can trust her, that I can count upon her in certain important attributes; and
that with any luck we can laugh together and laugh again.

Thave reached a time of life, thank Heaven, when I no longer feel that through fear or
fashion I have to camouflage certain emotions.

And so I say plainly, and shall continue to say to the end of my life—

Thank you Downe; and my love to you.

VI. PIPPA MILFORD, 1926

It is not easy to remember thirty years after, but there are still memories of Downe
which are vivid today.

T'was one of Fhose who started their Downe career the first term that the school moved
from 1.(ent. It is not easy to find the original buildings today under the ever-growing
extensions.

'I;h?l drive was there but very much rougher. The woods were thicker and there were
;:d r; ;u:)gs ll’llh them exce})t Ancrden Gate. In the first few months those who slept there

rope their way along a dark i
et }): g @ dark narrow path, and staff as well as children found

Chapel was held in the cloisters, which

ipel d », Which was pleasant enough if i but less
attracu;'e if the rain slanted the wrong way, orl;t was reallyugvinln}lrt. ;a:gfl::d ll:ott;es
were often taken in by those who sat on the outside, and Miss Croft’s fingers must have
been numb as she played the harmonium, %

:nii th'en the water-supply! Miss Willis had been assured that the water was good
and plentiful. But as luck would have it 1922 was a really hot and dry summer. The
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ell got very low, the drinking-water gor browner and brow,

10 a basin of water between three for a bath. T don’t remem';ler,
There was not enough water for central h o
rooms, and I believe it s true that we had |
other time. ;

Miss Nickel did wonders in the four
Sanatorium, and water-supply all followe
for the dogs must not be forgotten! We
staff Common Room, but before I left w

and we were reduced
1 that we minded at all.
€ating at first, so we lit log fires in the class-
ess colds and illness that first year than at any

years that followed. A Chapel, G- ‘mnasium.
d each other quickly. Anda hgus)e inythe wood;
ate and danced in the room which is now the
: . ¢ had taken the cloister into the room to make
space for the rapidly growing number of gitls. My memory tells me that there were 99
children when I went and nearly 150 when 1 left just four years later, but I could not be
sure of this. Certainly the numbers grew fast and the buildings leapt up to keep pace.

I am glad to have been at Downe at that time, We grew up with the new school
and we took less for granted than those who are there now. Music rooms, a Library,
Art rooms, &e., were not there. But we had the fun of seeing buildings added term
by term, and you were never sure what you were going to find when you got back.

One last memory. The last day of term and the whole school was in the Gymnasium
waiting for the votes for Seniors to be counted. Report reading was over—all the re-
ports were read out to the whole school! Miss Short was playing the piano to calm our
nerves. The awful moment came when the names were read out. As far as I was con-
cerned all was well, but I shall always remember that waiting.

I have done a variety of things since I left Downe. Massage, the Fire Service, and
now I help to run a school doing accounts, catering, secretarial work, in fact everything
that no one else will do. And although my achievements at Downe were very ordinary
at least it seems to have educated me so that I can turn my hand to anything. Perhaps
that is one of its secrets. It educates, in the widest, broadest sense, and does not push
people into moulds.

VIL BETTY (CRAWFORD) STUDHOLME, 1926

THE first memory that is at all vivid when I was a new girl, was of int_ense cold Sleepin,g
at Ancren Gate, going to bed in my bedroom slippers and hoymg Miss Croft w_ould_n t
spot their absence under the bed when she came to put out the lights; and f)f listening
miserably to another new girl in the same room sob herself to sleep every I:lght, no;—
we discovered afterwards—for her homeand parents, but ft.)r her dogs. I don’t re]rlnfem ;r
being terribly happy that first half of term, but a bad start is meant ;cio aurg:‘; Z: i:}l; the
uture, and certainly my sorrow when it came to leaying amounted to i Dow%:: .
When I look back and try to remember incidents dum.lg my time ; sk
they are all connected with feelings small set-backs and little triumphs w. e

ivial.
Vast and momentous at the time but now seem uttfﬁrl}’ t::’:.he ok i ool which
The greatest shame I think came when L was quite n¢
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been during the winter or we would have beey
r;z.irlm‘r;:lu:o};z‘;caﬁer lunch ogn Sunday. A’S it hap}l:ened I anfi Some
Friends had spproprated a music room. My fountain pen can’t have been b
cause I carried down a bottle of ink. The next morning aiter pray e 'e Seniors
announced that someone had spilt ink all along the cloisters ohl;tsn e the "}\:-‘5}(: rooms,
and she would be glad to know who it was. There was a d.eat. )’hPa‘}JIS?]W 1; _nobod’y
broke. My conscience was as free as that of every other girl in the hall, and it wasn’t
until I started collecting books for the morning’s woFk that I sudd.enly realized that the
fingers of one hand were badly stained with ink. During the morning ]?reak I n{shed to
look at the marks on the cloister floor. Yes, they started outside t}?e right music room
door; and checking up on the bottle of ink I found it half empty with a very loose cap.
Covered with shame and confusion I told the first Senior I saw before lunch that it must
have been I who spilt the ink. Quite naturally she showed her pain—not that the cloisters
were in a mess, but that I hadn’t owned up after prayers. It was no good stammering
that it had been dark and I hadn’t realized. . . .

The games lists had gone up for the afternoon’s play. I had to go and find Miss
Furnival and tell her I couldn’t play because I had to scrub the cloisters. I was givena
scrubbing-brush, a bucket of water, and a bottle of ‘Milton’ and told to go on scrubbing
till all the spots had gone. The trail was a long one and I can’t have been very good at
scrubbing because it took me most of the afternoon and all the young fry seemed to
have returned to gaze at me before I'd finished. I've never met ‘Milton’ since, but if
}Llhey did produce the stuff in New Zealand, I'm quite sure I wouldn’t have it in the

ouse.

Games loomed very large in my youth, so T suppose it wasn’t odd that one of my
few mump_hs was concerned with them. The cricket eleven were playing their annual
matchbat Kingsclere aga.ins,t the team got up by the two Brocklebank sisters. The school
t?' atted first and didn’t make any great score. Then came our opponents and by
1‘3:;512; :r::u;: ;owd of yxllggers lixad collected round the green to watch. One of the

S went in first with another member of the team. We made fairly

made it all the wo
writing letters outsi

every ball that came down the itch alike; wi
dall'y, often lifting it far over : e Ther
Vulnerability about them, and
g, ﬁelding’;nmi:ihe scoreboard showed a shocking number of runs to
b 2
a ball came down only just on the leg side. With the usual gusto, up came the bat
s

put one hand up and jumped in t;t:alai?:fi r:)e, but miles over my head. Instinctively I



It was with exactly the same surprise that ' 4 i
which only goes to show what a rml:tt i muastt Ih:vglsbz(::emd st

As I say, most actual incidents seem to A
Friendships were important, and the staff Jo
remember the music-making and how e;
ended their carols with Jn Dulce Jubily sy
the dark night, their voices getting fainter

have merged into a mist of triviality.

omed pretty large on one’s horizon, I can

nraptured I was when the choral society

ngd 1fn'parts as they walked farther away into

! and fainter until there ilence.

the thermometer queues with Madame or little Sister at the end ov; adi:: n ::hee Ie;;?dei‘;i’::
H

to Silchester and to Savernake Forest with Miss Heather: the perfc

Gym. VIII; being at Made.moiselle"s table for lunch; the’way P?Zmoa:relaln)cievsin‘;f;ha:
plastered on every cut, bruise, sprain, ache, pain, or abrasion with apparently magic
effect; the woman who talked to us about ‘marse and sparse’ and told us to hold up our
diaphragms; leaping up the steps in the cloisters by the chapel in huge strides; sleeping
in Big-Dorm.; Miss Croft’s face when I day-d d while hand-pumping e organ
for her in evening Chapel, and her music just stopped; the kaleidorscopic effect of the
whole school in their multi-coloured summer tunics; the glutinous egg dish we had on
certain days of the week for the evening meal.

But that which comes uppermost in my mind when I think of Downe are—the
beauty of the surrounding countryside and—Miss Willis.

Perhaps it was because we didn’t live in real country at home that I so revelled in
the woods. Going back after nearly thirty years it doesn’t seem quite the same now—so
much building has been going on all round. But I'll never forget the road to Ancren Gate
frozen stiff with a white white frost rimming all the russet broken bracken; or a huge full
moon behind the pines along the drive as you listened to Miss Nickel's voice calling,
‘Pe-e-ter, Pe-e-ter’ to a recalcitrant dog; or the rides through the Beatrix Potter woods
where we used to run if the ground was too wet to play games; or the common where
Miss Bedford and Miss Hedges lived where we picked blackberries in the autumn; or
the hot Sunday afternoon’s sprawl under the tender green fronds of bracken below the
Greek theatre with the cuckoo calling in the woods beyond. -

And now to put down a few, a very few, memories of Miss Willis. I can reme;mber
her, very gay and witty, talking to us Seniors duﬁflg the .Sunday coffee session. I
remember her acting every part with such an infectious delight as she rfeat:l Nu}l:olais
Nickleby 1o us in the drawing-room of an evening. I remember Berlook of pity e:ﬂ
sent in a blank exercise book on the occasion when I could make nelthfr head 1?101: t:
ofany single line in a poem of Browning’s. I can remember her lzlum,’ !1ke da co] ath,
When I falteringly told her of some anxiety during one of Sifavs’s a';l SRty
Chapel reading the prayers or the lessons; and heart-_rendmgly sincere in her sermons.

el . di to thank a visiting artist. I can

can remember her rising to her feet with great dignity A
temember with what charm she talked to parents; and above
smile.

OF her teaching, one theme stands out over the years. T am bold enough now to
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hole inspiration of the school was based on it—namely, to encourage
at the whole inspi nder service in some shape or form, to w%latever com-
i ves in. We were given a purpose in life. We were
Our least talent was fostered. And, not least, we

suggest th

us to try to equip. oursel :

munity we afterwards found ourse .

told why we were put into t‘he world. o

were shown beauty in art, literature, an music. et e Swﬂand,
When the last day at Downe came, and we were bu

i d of my last jaw’; and T can
i ous day of my last week, every Wor :
ie‘:zlel;e:ef ;i?sigg\:hat I thought then was a broken heart, as I looked out at theﬂymg

scenery with unseeing eyes.

VIII PRISCILLA (HAYTER) NAPIER, 1926

A coLLECTION of reminiscences on the same subject must be obtrusively personal if
it is not to be boringly repetitive. I will make no further apology for mine.

I went to Downe in the summer of 1921, when I was twelve years old. Although my
naturally scattered wits had been sharpened by an upbringing in the valley of the Nile,
1 was wholly unprepared for school life. I had read the complete works of Sir Walter
Scott, but no school stories. I did not know how to pronounce Jack Buchanan, and I
joined the school train at Charing Cross carrying a fern (Asplenium obovatum) in a
flower-pot. In addition, as I quickly became aware, everyone else in the school wore:
pyjamas while I still wore nightgowns. But such was the tolerance and humanity of
Downe that I was at once and almost continuously happy there.

The old Downe had a calm prospect over Kentish fields, and a large lawn, shaded by |
an ilex- anda mulbe'rry-tree, In that baking summer of 1921 we ran about on the dried-
up lawn in our bathmg-dresses and were sprayed with a hose. Behind the ilex-tree was
afine walled garden with fruit trees, in which Miss Ewing, the history mistress, a gentle
Eloof character ’who seemed very very old and was probai)ly underrs};xty, assis’tEd us to
c:l(; e:{;ini};:; ne;ts. T?ls,'and the discove_ry that I could run faster than most of my

> ged my feelings about the nightgowns. The old Downe had previously

belonged to Ch: in; i i i
P :;Efed ;) i ::;llless Darwin; in the Third Form we tried, unsuccessfully, to feel

. I had been well taught before Downe,
tion to me of what teaching could be, Tt
narrow river into the limitless sea, This freed parents,

| e 2 om was not lar wi
;:S :;Zred Zjags }?tzplendlj-:y dlsappmving mamma from the e:i?::l ;:;:):t':g:!:l :l;};eremo
TS on i
o © grounds that they were being encouraged to think for them-
After my first year we moved to
Af the new Downe, which
t e
strikingly beautiful than the old, We were surround::d by C::Z’:‘i:ut:s’:; :Z::dm :b‘
s

but the lessons of Miss Willis were a revela-
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s wept in wet weather and gj i 7
ﬁr—"‘l"j;‘:;PF ourth emulated none go};eti:eﬁ::, tge wood pigeons incessantly cooed.
Thie rather less ncise, Added st hilarilrx; Ws;ls an'd welx;e for ever being told to
:l:d Previou?]y been occupied l,)y an Order A Zeiié?;ia;at::l hmﬁ
names like 5151'er A‘?Yf‘? and Sister Valeria at was lacking was :Ivinntle
animal Jife; Miss Willis’s Samoyedes thoy ndisciplined %,ere femote
unconfiding dogs. There was a large pool in the middle of the cloisters. ‘Dear Harrods.”
we wrote, ‘please send us three goldfish, all of different sexes, habituared 1g an outdoor
Jife. Our parents were elecmﬁed. by the bill, and the goldfish died almost immediately
of over attention. Or perhaps their lives were 100 complicated, with all thoge sexes, and
they died of headache.

Life, this first summer at Cold Ash, was dominated by the water situation, There
was not nearly enough of it, except for the goldfish, and people had to share the same
bath-water. The machine which was boring for further supplies chugged night and day;
the faces of Miss Willis and Miss Heather wore harassed expressions. Nor were there
nearly enough class-rooms; we learnt biology and Old Testament at the top of the
water-tower, and it was here that a shameful incident took place. i ;

Our form, or the major part of it, had been from the first al'most continuously in hot
water, as if, in some previous existence, we had all bf:en tr‘ol?u:;al f.ish. A spice w;sallin;
to our delinquency by the fact that one of us was Miss Willis s niece. Logh:‘gﬁ 155
feel that our behaviour, though in :‘:i way o;fm'al f:rn c::sr‘:::cxl:ga,m ::sg 13.se :e:l;:ng
sinister to have caused the alarm and dismay that in
staff. From afar it seems innocent and ordinary and was rarely d‘;“eg:l;"‘; f‘(?:o‘::
pome, where walks weeg SHMPES S gw:ka:,;}f::;y s g
to the village post office to buy a choc?lat_e COfk,CC;'la L e i of cuty s
imitate the voices of eccentric Mums singing in ) a{P i e il
water over each other. We made fires in the attic 10 t(h v:lea e hated o e
basins, watching with fascination to see how r:;?:’ l}),umed fgr o
rafters, We only once set the school on fire, anthrl m in jugs while a small heroic con-
Put it out unaided, fetching water from the ba : :ﬁ: mules was, I think, our first piece
tingent remained behind to spit. The episode of ¢ history by a vague pious lady we'«:;
of mental cruelty, We were taught Old Testamen of decent feeling would have treat
i ild with a spark f the water-tower she
;;{%hﬂ peasajm blouse (;vhoirin any chil + morning on the top floor o

1th consj ion. One fine

i 1 had neither horses
: : _books that the Children of IS“;eI was not the only
told us to write down in our note-bo y upon mules.

: i sport entirely s East and knew how

;Uernionkefys by reheg fo:d:}:;:ot}?:l geen raised l“‘;h;‘g::“gl;tcut of Rehoboam for a

Mules ::ret::e{-i‘oﬁs I:);ven-sem howler el;e’f;' :sr:ajor TOW- i
PPy tWenty—ﬁw;e minutes an;I m}f;’i‘;‘zs m:ZesSal'ily doomed, but its

he unselfconsciousness of ¢

d asking, ‘What
tters home cease

lways painful. Very soon after I came to Downemy e )

/ #
B oggg

Of Silence, the Jo
upon them, Al ¢h,
gh plentiful and s




and ‘Ts Hussein wate}:ing my alt’lﬁc(;" “;F‘l pro-
o il m upon the apparently dreadful sta
perly?” and start expatiating with sur};rfxzee;\:gd :lg;d hapt’ B inpfhe Nile valley, Wher:
of my soul. I hadsbe?" fal:ctll}’ Ca“;:‘-rit <ildren makes the competition in wickedness
the presence of Syrian a Yd ¢ being morally beyon d the pale until T came to
unusually fierce, but I had no i ea of o e ettt
Downe. From time to time Miss Willis would suggest, in the s, that [
should go away and have }rlrlxyself educated somewhere else, but T knew that she was
ind- ress this point.
m(i)k;: i:;;r:ir;g,l)for work? and our bad marks, for ill_ behaYi(?ur, were teadlout
before the assembled school every Sunday after lunch. Miss Wllhs,had a restrained
dramatic delivery that was immensely effective. ‘Number forty-five,” she would {ead
out after my name, speaking in a low toneless voice, as if the words were t0o horrible
to utter, ‘Untidiness, forty-six, forty-seven, forty-eight, untidiness, forty-nine, being
late for Chapel, fifty, disobedience, fifty-one, bad manners to Mademoiselle. . . > One
was properly chastened, for about thirty-six hours.

It is now assumed that children behave badly because they come from bad homes,
or are friendless, lonely, or misunderstood. I had no such excuse. My home was serenely
happy, and my contemporaries at Downe, once they had said their fill about the fern
and the nightgowns, revealed themselves as charming and intelligent characters who
have become lifelong friends. I had not even the excuse of boredom. I delighted in
school life. The work was easy and interesting and I loved the games. It was all the
same perfectly imperative, about once every three weeks, to lay hold of the nearest
spanner and throw it plumb into the works. I seemed to have to make trouble, even ifit
was only in my ruthless determination to be taught Greek, which was not on the cur-
riculum.® The truth is that bad behaviour is fun. It is fascinating to raise Cain, specially
WAheljl it becomes clear that such behaviour is going to get a rise out of every grown-up
within range. “If ever a child was born to annoy its teachers’, Miss Willis wrote to my
mother, ‘she is that one.” I was for ever plodding up the cloisters towards a floor known
;\s Middle West, sent to Miss Willis in disgrace for exploding a balloon in a French
;;;f:" O;ﬂff’f whistling and banging my desk during algebra. Such behaviour was

ng, childish, and unnecessary, but it still seems to me that the pain and despondency
that it occasioned amongst the staff was dispro ortil pain and desp 4

that my soul was in danger, if ot al. sproportionate. T was. constantly made to fg
i ger, if not a'readyl irretrievably lost, which engenders the desire
ne’s money. Miss Willis had an engaging, if inadvisable, habit of

is being done about Saad Zaghlul?’,

}s:::: ]‘::;:, ;he, dalssuvrleidhgleﬁi tlfle staff were all very fond of me. These two facts should
o rjn aiZin tu 5 e ?Ln me. The capacity of adolescents in happy circum=
g unmoved by adult affection js almost unlimited. They regard itas

art of the nat i i
P ural scheme of things, like four Square meals a day, and a roof overhead
* For which there was 1o time, ;
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th a €
1 decided, seen anything yet.
What I needed, of course,

Was someone mo
Te on
could have spared themselves much trouble fy thy

e lines of Dr, Keate, The staft
my activities down, and aboye
250[ In, when everyone else was

-« Willis had, I think, too great a . rionier passages of Dryden, but
I\{::;Xe. > & espect for English literature to employ it },o: e

Imperceptibly, on OEr wa;; throfugh the Lower Fifth, Remove,
we began to grow up. Less of our free time was spent in throwi g
P A e
Superficially,” we would begin, ‘you may be tight, but fundamentally. .. * After su
while we sat in the drawing-room and darned our stockings, Miss W‘il.lis wouldPrPe:i
aloud frm"n ]?ickens with incomparable skill. We were encouraged to read widely, but
our taste in hter'ature tended to be narrow. Miss Willis once asked the assembled upper
school in turn, in the middle of a general knowledge lesson, to say who their favourite
contemporary poet was. The answer, in 9o per cent. of cases, was Rudyard Kipling.
The Upper Fifth, who had a reputation for eccentricity to maintain, plumped for
Francis Thompson, Rupert Brooke, or even, in extreme cases, for James Elroy Flecker.

‘Would you’, we would ask each other, during those endless calm summer evenings
looking down over the valley with its toy train and its stiff Noah’s Atk cows, “Would
you, ever, really, actually, e someone else?”

‘Not altogether. I would like to have a mind like Professor Gilbert Murray, and legs
like Edna Best.” f i

If you had a mind like Professor Gilbert Murray you wouldn’t want legs like Edna
Best.”

‘How do you know? You've never been Professor Gilbert Murray.”

Well supirﬁcially, of course, I haven’t, but fundamentally. . .. Shall we, after all
play tennis »*

Our confirmation loomed ahead. I had, i“e_VitabIY’
fs{w for exclaiming, ‘Oh dash, Wha}t, a bore’, lﬂ;:s l:;s‘;‘e
Informed that a confirmation class that evening “she is ready for con-
The Rivals. Togellecrally,’ Miss Wills weote 10 2 ,‘:,f;':ja.ﬁned,1fi¥mmhxe,
ﬁrmation, but spiritually. . .. My parents, W}_‘° He set off for Oxford in a bus.
Were concerned. The candidates, twenty-eight sl:rcxﬁge,r e o el

t Was a beautiful day, the bus flicked az:f'ossl‘;I e arents and young sister had come
Vhether it was all right to be enjoying [he'ndft: i at secing them again the issue
back from Egypt in time for the confirmation; L Christ Church, we

¢came very slightly confused. Someone S8

hich was bathed
king Tom Quad, W
“hanged into our white clothes in a r00™ overlooking
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4, by not minding so deeply. T should havy playing

i iti e been ke
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been involved in a tremend?us
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place a projected rehearsal of



in delectable March sunshine. Everything, momentarily, becam'e real and made sense,
and the Bishop preached a sermon “which I remembered for HCE days.

During the stormy miserable months that followed my fathe; s f:‘?tclh» Lwas treateq
by all the staff at Downe with exemplary patience and km‘dness. trie . espe-ranely harg
to be good, with results which were wholly disastrous. 1 became, if possible, ruder,
more unpunctual, untidier, less co-operative. I lost all my 5_‘3]1001 books, I never remem-
bered to give in my work, back answers shot from me like rockets. I had a sense of
intolerable abandonment; I fought like a tiger against a world where such things coulq
happen. Miss Willis reacted in a calm, kind, far-sighted manner; she assu.red my mother
that I would come right in the end, and that she did not so much mind whaz I was
like at school. Her deliverance from my excessive disagreeableness was at hand, and i¢
came from an unexpected quarter.

Downe was, in form at least, a democracy. We were administered by seven or eight
Seniors, elected by the whole school. Replacements for the leaving ones were voted
for at the end of each term. The results were, as I came to know when I was myselfa
Senior and assisted in the counting of the votes, sometimes adjusted by Miss Willis.
This plan was wholly satisfactory; Miss Willis was supplied with a sort of Gallup Poll
of the state of opinion in the school, and the school had the illusion of self-government
without the burden of having to live under its grosser mistakes. There was never any
canvassing, everyone in a small school knows each other already far too well. But
there was plenty of discussion, as the terms drew to a close, and the most down-trodden
ionfdti}\:id;:als ;elt :bsense gf itmhportanoe and power. Their votes were as good as the votes

e haughty Upper Sixth.

Even those children.who are least susceptible to adult influence can, in the long run,
be got at through 11j1e1r contemporaries. When I was fourteen, I had observed with
o i Ol N s
They were intelligent, Charm;ng, arii ath[:r’ic“', etr;epersons il unwn?r'r.hy ?f e
Olyampi / ; they even seemed, in their remote,

lympian way, to be having fun. They seemed able to laugh and joy life without
finding it necessary to break a window with i Enanc ooy el
dropping pillows from upper window o yi icker ball every secd
soon succeeded by a lesser generatio;uf;a?nsteif;ds (?f e The_y;V"—:Z
remain in a state of constant rebellion, but the i a'duty and el

In the Lent term when I was sj 7k e Inpression remanied:
leaving, and the choice for next :rf’esns’ ne'arly aece Ll Sixit 70
but unruly, and the Upper Fifth, old eniors lay between our Lower Sixth, intellig.ent
BT et heard’rw er, more responsible, and quieter. One evening

© people in the next bath discussing my prospects

of election. ‘Her? said one of them, ¢ i !
control herself, let alone an)’onee :;;J’Wm.ﬂdn t dream of voting for her. She can'cever

The speaker was a ¢ racter universal Ly co; 0 account,
5 b lt'
ke - ha‘ Sl ly considered to be of n
* Good behaviour, like bicycling, is more easily learnt when one is around seven.
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ords were true; and 1h?y went home, although T repeated them mocki
?o(l)lcﬂgw& A week later, m:er addffss to the assembleg electorate, Miss k\;l;%lg t;‘]ldnlll};
that what the school wanted as Seniors were steady, reliable, helpful characters. Not
eyen my buoyant self-confidence could recognize my self in such a portrait, and I was
right. When the votes were counted the Lower Sixth were unplaced. The Upper Fifth
romped home on 2 tight rein. i

This triumph of the good citizen made a deep and immensely salutary impression.
The new Seniors, though very nice, were understandably nervous; the temptation felt
by the Lower Sixth to cry havoc was very great. It was resisted, but the strain began to
ell, and I was about to go native once more when I was smartly out-generalled by Miss
Willis. ‘What the school needs in its Seniors’, she informed it, at the end of that summer
term, ‘is initiative, intellectual curiosity, independence of mind. . . ./

The final year at school is a pleasant time. One has at last come to terms with this
cosy, small, light-hearted world. Horizons widen, and friends become greater friends.
We began to read Chekov, Pogue, a Short History of Italian Painting, and the Origin
of Species; to powder our noses and to speculate about the outside world. So-and-so,
we decided, quite erroneously, was certain to get married first. In November, excellently
taught by Miss Elliott, I got a history scholarship at Lady Margaret Hall. In 1925 this
was such an unusual event that the school was given a whole holiday in ‘celebration.
This should have been the climax of my school career, but it fell very damp and flat,
like a large piece of snow sliding off a roof. I was aware of being still spiritually sub-
standard, and 1 would far rather have been given my Lacrosse Colours. I had a sus-
picion, subsequently confirmed, that women’s colleges at Oxford were not all that
Miss Willis cracked them up to be. The school, however, took the holiday in the right
spirit, and eleven people were in bed next day with chills and indigestion.

T owe Downe an immense debt, and I have only one un-serious criticism to make.
We were encouraged to talk. To be able to make conversation at table was regarded
a amatter of personal prestige. To be dumb was to be a poor fish. The 'resul[ was that
making conversation became, in many of us, an ineradicable nervous ha]n.t. To this day,
the briefest Jull at a luncheon or dinner: patty is instantly filled by me‘wnh rex:nark_s of
an inanity which startles even my children. Into the silence ulf any difficult situation,
sered or profane, my voice can be heard uncontm]labl'y pomungbout how !lx::]t:t_the
:iaﬁodlls are this year. This s a grave disadvantage, and it ha;ls lm:lg glentm}‘rﬂa ition

©award a valuable annual prize at Downe for the most consistently silent girl.
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1%, ANNE (BRADBY) RIDLER, 1939
i -ner shat could still perhaps have been calleg
1 cAME after the A,ge ?ffxfﬁzzrz, ‘1::; d:“l';“f }?31( of Chapel in tl}e cloisters; then, At
the Age of I“‘,Pro(\:lx]sa‘j had been dedicated, we had a percussive accompaniment tq
the f\ewly built :[l[’m from drip-catching buckets placed at various points, Tk
SCercel; l;“;mi in :}z:;e.r, we carried our mattresses On Our heads fron} Ancren Gote
?gatrl:,: Hsous,; for sleeping out. There were 120 girls in the school.; the lem had nog
nor the new wing: we sat in the music rooms o

i Room,
then been built, nor the Concert m,
in our form rooms, we ate in what is now the Common Room. Tables were round,

at my first meal I was surprised to see the plates pass through a dozen hands,
::ladrting OZI the helper’s left, to end up on her right. (Well, what else would you db;}
1 was also puzzled to find that one could not ask for the butter, but must make an
elaborate pretence of offering it to one’s neighbour, and hope th'alt.she.would take dw :
hint. (I believe that this strange convention still persists: whence did itarise ?and whence
the linguistic—one might almost say existentialist—peculiarity that at Downe things
did not zake, but were, the Bun?) Then, the distance was unbelievably blue and still
unexplored; the bilberries were perpetually ripe and all cricket matches were playedin
sunshine; there were red squirrels in the woods; we knotted our counterpanes and slid
from the windows at Ancren Gate—sitting round Miss Croft’s fire there in the winter
provided a taste of home. On summer Sundays you could ask for sausages and takea
picnic breakfast with a friend; if you had a garden you might sometimes tend it instead
of playing cricket. I liked cricket, but found it a trial to have to play organized games
every day. T
besstf)esl:nj og the gardens—t'here Was once a competition, with prizes offered for the
: e day before the judge was to appear, the owner of one neglected patch
gle(ikeddﬂ}(:we'rs fronf the{school beds and stuck them artfully into the soil. But the judgé"l
ayed her inspection for a week, the flo: i . e
win a prize. So, thought I, the rigilteous a:fr:o?zf A rshered, e de R
:}Ilways 50 ;o}r]nprehinsible in its operation at schoo,
e way of the world, i . 3
e dyw S s:lfre};: r:tsaif;erzg dthc; functions of a school, and Miss Willis rightly
world at lar, " Y for the unexpected: yetI have seldom found the
e so unpredictable as Downe Hous:
when we turned in at the gates 1o see Miss Ni ¢ scemed to me then. From the mo
Russian olk-tale, e was fll o surpries, Qg s 1€ Pies like a piee from
given to one’s form, nor what kind ofpr o oo mhve: Ko what fresh name migbt be
devised; nor, indeed, what subject OEWar‘.i for well-doing or deterrent to ill would be
apprehensive and chilblain-rdden early yen o 2" '4ken up or abandoned. In mY
but no kmfiness can shield the time of yryue::}s,’fh besy Sf:hool Wwas sometimes disturbing
as Lknew it was on the whole S degfull *Om pain, and I think that life at Downe
¥ Propitious to growth,
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yeats then, were between 1924 and 1930, and some of th,

Shich 1 speak are aIread)y legends to the Present generationt;ﬁ
; sl also to n.\ySCIf. We can never hope i
e hold a skein tangled with the contem
v to separate a few threads of each

It E‘;;ES Or customs of
h t then, are they not
poey o e ooty
Iy tr retrospective, and can at
pestonly (1Y, 2 e and allow them to differ M 1
opick 0Ut like a sundial, the sunny hours of school life, and the prims; emory is apt
:'rom the figure of Olive Willis—a person whom 7 nev,v ol Prime radiance comes
(iked but respected’. Here are memories of those i"aPpro%;:a;?ce neat‘liy‘ ‘desc,ribed‘ as
could last any time from ten minutes to two hours: from my ﬁr}s'xna‘?: ];ws , which
fully surveyed the battered toes of my brown shoes and provided ’mv; :,f‘t; ebr.hough:_
“you cat the banana and then rub the skin on your shoe'—to my last, Wheln s}?e r.?lfmh_
fully surv eyed my whole self and uttered a true prophecy: ‘I expecr’you Ty ugbl:
not until you are about twenty-five: the young men, they do like "em sweee.’ Ht:“y;had
she such a store of affection, that the hundred-and-fiftieth kiss she might ha.ve given in
an evening, was never mechanical ? that she made each of: us, from the oldest senior to
the stupidest or scruffiest newcomer, feel that we were of prime importance to her?
Nothing altered that, even though, in the press on her attention, she might sometimes
apparently forget that she had taken hold of one’s hand, and might walk up the hall
between the standing ranks of girls, holding the forgotten hand like a strap attached to
one of those perpetually errant Samoyedes, in a firm but absentminded clasp. The most
gruelling day, the most tedious parents, could not exhaust her vitality: it seemed to me
that she never found anyone a bore. And then there were her English lessons, so full of
the rapture of the subject and so unfettered by syllabus, and her admirably musical
reading aloud.

Thave some old letters by which I have tried to confirm or correct my memory. One
gives a different view of lessons, which was evidently sometimes taken by my.thirteen—
year-old self. “We have had two rather awful English preps. One was fron:n sts Wale,
we had to write a paragraph on either “Love me love my dog” or_“i} stitch in time saves
nine”. T don’t know how to write on that, she hadn’t explained it in the lesson' or any-
thing. The other prep was from Miss Willis for scripture. We had to find lc:emm;l Plac,e;
ndn St Matthew, and taking them discuss the neceSS}ity for P“);:;‘ Ig d;“ GEnow

o that either.” Another letter describes an enchanting ev Winter's
ST“““‘Y performed The Pedlar (music by Martin Shav, t;x i il:ieex; E;O;ﬂ thTu,:demonn.

@) on the lawn outside St. Peter’s, in perfect weatherxt dz}::em through the fog of
suremlen.‘ber ,lhe enchantment but et 185 Stom: Y::nninlg, aN’{on:ed to make (f‘feit
mf:]r o P R laszlng g; i };and explorations, of uee-cli"f‘hmg
e ations, that those memories of joy—0 °f’1°’;g + on the bier Alcestis dies on in the

¢ Woods, of sleeping out in the cloisters (1 SEP" 0 e o alks with Miss Wills
Sna(i" : - the Great Bear was just abayepaI h2 ;:did teachers Miss Gunn and Miss
ca;’f the music we made and heard with those SP
~are true and no invention of later years:
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X. JACOBINE (MENZIES WILSON) SACKVILLE WEST, 1938
: i iends and old
THE present generation at Downe, being u;(o young n:n Ee };rlxl}(r {n:omeu-mes - er than
i unknown to me.
children of my contemporaries, are ; pecul)
:‘]‘;m them. \Vou{d they remind me of my own generation of twenty years ago? [

isticati e far in advance of what

suspect that, in matters of dress :;11'165 ‘jgi?f‘::“;‘i’:é ‘i::[)['oa; sioikings wanli it th::
were. D?O:)I‘I:sy,oiol:al:‘csz‘]‘:;’s ::; d out for nylon? (Not that it was really submission in
g:: ;::sr: Bk do;x’! think we minded about them, and indeed their greateDr n:;:stance to
holes and ladders probably recommended them to me at that l?ge-) (::l ;. present
generation have their hair, if not permanently wavedz at least Wed Cut],) or do they wear
it pudding basin style or lankly in elf-locks as we did? You had to be very pretty to
stand up to the clothes and hair-dressing of our time; 1 was far too fat and not remotely
pretty, and whenever I come across a photograph of myself at the age of fifteen I
hurriedly burn it. But, if many of us were odd and unattractive to look at, we were
supremely unselfconscious about it, and enjoyed a sartorial peace of mind only
achieved by me more recently in A.T.S. uniform or maternity clothes. There is prob-
ably a good deal to be said for postponing those tortured little cries of ‘T haven’t
anything 1o wear', and ‘I simply can’t do a thing with my hair’, until later in life.
And T don’t know that we should have been very much better equipped for life by
virtue of having discovered exactly the right lipstick for wear with a djibbah.

When I look back over these twenty years to my schooldays, I find that I am digging
around in a sort of rich compost heap of memories of Downe. I hive a general impres-
sion of having been very happy. But my schooldays were not—emphatically they were
not—the happiest days of my life. On the whole—and I think most normal people
would agree about this—it’s much nicer not to be at school. As a matter of fact, [ am
teased by a recurrent dream of finding myself back at school, generally unwanted and
of undefined status because of my great age, but subject to the restrictions of school life.
ﬁar::de:i:d::;g:a;e‘sa:;de;dly necessary,,it isn’t p.leasurable, even at the right age, to
much question and !: ‘::mr::: ;5 s ';flonglngF, R
suspicious not only of the ; il mutiematial et

people who were happier at school than they have been

?':I:Ie}: ;::’ :fsc t:e slc‘:}?:h which itaoduced them. I think one should be able to say of a
100] t one i i
supposed to helP you to gr:v\ars uP.PPy lhele, i happles(. i all, i e

Growing up is not, of course, an entirel usself
; ly comfortable i
or for your elders. You are so unsure of what you are amli) lms;ri‘:ﬁ:\: Y-};:t AT
) e t the views you are embraci
%;m:.aucg h‘;vere growing up in an uncomfortable period:;1 Ei:t:; ﬂlﬂé:;’:::‘ v Anthﬂd ';:Z
ar in China, Abyssinia, and Spain, the spread of Communi:yn: and of I‘;:znl_-lsm, all
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anxiety At ¥ f f hi
pefore. ,v\hhuu‘g.l \VS lése t: s’ay, 'She’s sdug ldren of thirty years
me (this corresponded to the ‘She’s 5o £eer?, of Fliem
in some “.ayslextraord;lnarlxlc); serious-minded. We
as likely to happen that I don’t think any of us ser:
:ble to emerge from school into the easy inm:bm(;?fil};hthwght that we should be
enjoyed if we'd been born a few years earlier. So we i at many of us might have
reali;ing that however little we might hanker for careers (Iatemuch l}nore mdepend%m,
more than to shelter at home) we were going to have to putli'q;s ;?t; glel;;i nothm,g
atall militant abqut the.m; I think we accepted them in much the same spix:it ase v‘;’:ll‘:: ;
accepted everything, d’xsag'r.eeable or otherwise, that the war brought with it. 7
Ahhough we weren’t militant about Careers for ‘Women, we were militant about lots
of other things. So many new worlds were being opened to us (how wise it was, by the
way, to have People teachi.ng at Downe who had done other things besides teach), and
we were casting round wildly in them for our opinions. We gathered a great many
opinions, and we held them passionately. Pacifism and Socialism were particulacly
fashionable at the time, I remember, perhaps because the Conservatives were in office.
We became very hot and angry over fox-hunting, over whether large sums of money
should be spent on the attempted ascent of Everest, and over the usefulness of the
royal family. I remember explaining to somebody that it would, of course, be impossible
for me to be presented at Court, since I was anti-monarchist. (My m?ther did not press
the matter of my presentation; I believe she almost felt t'hzl I might be gpable of
secreting 2 small bomb in the folds of my train.) We worried over the ﬁ’}“’: Gt
cessive governments to clear the slums of industrial towns, over the power of r.: V;‘;::i
in the national press, and over the fact that Eton was unwilling to accept the brill
n 0% y 1 think, was one of the very good things
sons of slightly disreputable miners. And‘t_haty df‘ st they may have been, were
about Downe, Your opinions, howevz.ar violent an .ST"TI‘.;“ Leems to me to be exactly
taken seriously, though not necessarily agreed Wit ‘does matter what you think.
it should be; after all, however young you at& & €884 1 o many things. Yet,
Serious-minded we may have been in my gmrauon of lingering childishness which
When T think back, I realize that we enjoyed also@ sof the jokes which sent us reeling
%25 probably 4 form of relief, When I recall 5°me°:e that those who taught us must
:mh laughter round the cloisters, I can on}ze S“lefse fokes by saying hat M;S&‘;‘z
Ometimes haye despaired. I can best descri d Victoria in Love in a Col e
Mitforg’s reports of the conversation of Jassy an t is almost agonizing: B“‘k:' ; they
Ve such 3 ring of truth to me that my alm"lsm‘rf:“no doubt about them; ¥¢ o le)ovme
 quality of our jokes may have been, We Wer i during the six years Tepetts i
Were exquisitely funny. My memory tells me that
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At

eat deal. We also chatted a great deal. This may o may

B a habit of sociability which I, Person.

not have been a waste of time; but it established
ever regretted. .
iy g we were very much creatures of fashion; no;

Perhaps because we were so sociable, v e
fashion irP; clothes, of course—for they weren't fashionable as an interest. In our geners.
s

tion it was, for instance, considered bo_ring to talk about E[a@e} Yot;)mlght be good g
games—even gaining a certain grudging respect for athleticism—Dbut you must nor
talk about them. On the other hand, if you were good atacting you mlg%u talk about j;
as much as you pleased. It was also fashionable to be musical and lmpecumous—}:arﬁcu_
larly impecunious. I can remember how dreadfully ashamed I was f’f my fatl_ler s large
motor-car, whereas my brother (then at his private school) was busllx spreafixng round
the story that there were other much larger motor-cars tucked away in various family
garages; I think it is quite likely that he also hinted at a private aeroplane and a yacht
with twin diesel engines. But my sister and I should greatly have preferred it if our
parents had come to visit us in an aged snub-nosed Morris Cowley with a dickey. And
we were painfully envious of the daughter of a clergyman, whose father was rumoured
to have so many children and so little money that he did not pay income tax.

Tt was also very fashionable to be what might be called ‘a character’. It was high praise
to say that somebody was ‘rather eccentric’. We looked upon absence of mind and
unpunctuality as proofs of intellect. (I myself was, and al ways have been, pathologically
punctual, but T used to force myself to be late from time to time, lest I should be sus-
pected of dullness and conventionality.) We entertained our parents with stories, some
ofi them true, of the curious behaviour of the staff at Downe. We told them that Miss
t!;l:;kel slept in a bath, wi.!h a pile of books for a pillow; that Mademoiselle Agobert
defe::’ C:lhaik;’ bzoksi)and mﬁi—pos at us and Cfashed the blackboard down upon our
f o ot‘:,er et; s \:u en w; hc] not know our m'eg.ular verbs; that Madame was wont
iy 5 §O°"¥ of the dining-room dangling some fearful object (say, a sus-

crying, “'Oo is "e?” and then, in tones of deepening despair, ’E must be
somebody’. Wealso, so my mother used to assure me, told her that 'c;]] bod.
in the school whom we knew and liked was ‘quite r;lad’ In her i Practicaly cSHibag

: - In her innocence she believed

other schools by the way the i

100 'y wear their h;
other. If it is possible, then it isn’t our F::lt.a t\sl',/}ml
characters, and to avoid becoming what we

d t?leir sherry glasses, or greet each
¢ certainly did our best to establish our
magined the average schoolgirl to be.
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o A
yhat was it hkxe(')} we used 10 ask the lacrosse fegpy feturn
s
another school. LIYEY: schooly’, the answer woulc’l ¢ o 8 from some match at
ndemnation than that, o

stronger €© me, and there could not be

XI. RUTH ASPINALL, 1939

14 HaseLL said: ‘My father says that it can’ it
:il;,‘;lsooncr ot fae ph 1tcan’t go on like this. There’s sure t0 be
In serious moments, such as na{x;;mal crises, we qu
ere right and sometimes wrong. We knew, perhaps, that thei g
Nevertheless, the group making toast roundp the fli)re’ in Et}];?:azzr::d“é:fl no‘;" wm:i.
the smell of our approaching tea a little less appetizing, L

Sylvia’s father had been quite right, of course, and on the 20th of September 1939 we
found ourselves back at Downe, with seventeen days of war behind us, and an un-
certain future. It was my last term and thus the memory of the change-over, with its
unique experiments and inevitable difficulties, is all I know of Downe in war-time. But
there can never have been another term like that one, and it is very memorable.

My form were no longer in E by this time. We were the Lower Sixth, and had risen
to enjoy the exalted heights of C—for a little while. No longer did we sit at desks. We
had a table, meditation chairs, and, best of all, an entirely new issue of boards upon
which to inscribe our initials, drawings, and wk by school dards—slightly
tisqué poems occurred to us. ; ; g

But of this, or of the delightful nine days we were to spend in the ‘Hallrooms’ sitting-
z00m, I knew nothing when, on the desolate and wet 20th of September, I arn\:ed florhey
and much earlier than anyone else, to find an empty school. I remember [shmndmg n: 'd:
deserted vestibule inwardly cursing my Juck that I should have draw;l e Wr‘?;gusﬁs
of Bottom South in which to sleep during my last term—a prey t0 :los or;ls Old Uhiio
Who would come back ? T was seventeen, ought T myseﬂf to be _h;'e}; d::d:l‘
stayed at home to help on the land, in the canteen, or S‘Egly vtmp,:m: our fofn'n we had

In the end other people came back too, though some GI dr::a;\ and Margaret Taylor.
1ot Gill Sankey, Jean Mellalieu, Mary Morrison, Hope Godma S0 K6 g oy
But there was an pected set of fgr ::l:r}\'d, Francesca Bonsey, and
brought with them their very little sisters. Cynthia ember were only nine years

lizabeth Page were among these, and some of them Idrem
Old at the time, To us they looked very S‘T{alslmg;}; and ourselves, I found much
Among the older ones, the Seniors, the M c[ had *carted, how could we become
€ same unrest as was in myself. The war effor
Part of j¢ »

The firgt answer was knitting. EVerYbOdy

"8, and khaki, tumbled out of lockers, lay on
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oted our fathers, Sometimes they

d wool, airforc,e blue,
knitted- I‘::f:j“: :;:1 «Confiscation’, g€V
chairs,



socks, and seaboot stockings. Arthur Asl;:ey Ob!igiﬂgly
'I’m7 a little nit-wit, knitting all the day , and it coulq
For we knitted in Break, in Rest, v:'}ulst we watched
films on Saturday evenings and also during all our lessons. 1 do not Lhmé{ that ouﬁ work
suffered from it, and certainly the Forces Comforts Funds must hfxve cen swelled by
a‘rlx enormous ﬂo’w of garments from Downe—for our speed was incredible and com-
i i L. I think there were four differen;

d what was known as our war WOrk. t
e i nly there were lists to be signed. But of the four I can only
hat, being the one I knew something about, was the one
ered in, and Downe’s voluntary Land Army set to

in willing hands into scarves,
brought out a song which ran,
not have been more appropriate.

types open to US. Certai
remember ‘the land’, for t
I chose. So the lists were gath
work.

We picked up eggs from line upon line of chicken-houses. We. dug patches ready to
receive vegetables for the nation’s food-supply, though I, coming fl’Ol‘l:l the rich red
earth of Devon, regarded the brown flint-laden soil which I turned up with the utmost
suspicion. I did not believe that anything would grow in it, and I have never discovered
whether it did!

We lifted a field of mangel wurzels too—not the whole field, I think, for it was a very
large one—but I remember going down there one afternoon when torrents of rain had
put an end to any thought of ‘field’. We returned with aching backs, tired, furiously
hungry, plastered with mud from head to foot, but triumphant. This was the real thing
—total war!

Downe, like England, had been unprepared for war, and if we had our problems,
those of the people responsible for the school must have been far greater. Anyone who
has ever seen South, glowing like a ship, on a dark night, will recognize the first of
these. How were we, who must hfwe borne every resemblance to a hard-working fac-
tzrgrewd};; es:zz ;t night from the air, to be made invisible ? How were all those windows

Darkened they were, almost totally, by the 5
and we, of cour’s’e, we;e darkened tZo. % e e of avy bl bulbajs 5 hediooty

At the beginning of term we were asked not to try to read by our blackout lights, but

the request was quite unn i read anywhere in our
ecessary. It was quite impossibl lyw! i
! ry. P e to
bedrooms, even in the ve i

‘We sa i i
i W ourselves in the mirror throughout the
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were merry nevertheless, and our ¢ ;
Eli\zzgcth Home owned a wireless set. et one (literally) enormous asset.

In these days, with wireless sets so much smaller and cheaj
return to Downe every term, Butin 1939 they did
them, and I think our room was the only one in By

Flizabeth’s was a vast affair, which no one coul
the lighf, attached b}‘; ahhugenwue which h“f‘g across the middle of the room, while
Jesser wires festooned the walls, to form aerials and earths, Movement was restricted
while it was playmg, andhlt was bet'ter to sit., or else to lie down, but I am sure that ;elo
wireless before or since has ever given its 1_1steners more pleasure. During those, cer-
tainly not’ long, but dark and bookless evenings, we curled up on our beds, listening to
Elizabeth’s w1)re1€55, and I can .remember that on nights when the programme called
‘Band Wagon’ was on, we carried it, with much groaning, into the passage, where it
entertained a growing audience.

For a few weeks at the beginning of term we listened daily to another wireless pro-
gramme—the news. At what time this event occurred I cannot remember, but I think
it must have been during tea, for it took place in the dining-room, and there was at that
time certainly a 4 o’clock news broadcast. However, these were the days of what was
later called ‘the phoney war’. There was nothing to report on the news broadcasts and
soon these were replaced by a short talk by Miss Willis if anything of note occurred.
I don’t think that this happened more than once, for nothing of note, from a warlike
point of view, did occur. Nothing happened at all, and we walked gaily and foolishly
together, singing of how we would ‘hang out our washing on the Siegfried Line’. T had
left by the time that Hitler began to hang Ais washing all over Europe, so I do not know
what Downe sang then.

Like everyone else during the war
a other people’s. They were not mof
of the big cities, disorientated, and horrified by the endle
were from London indeed, but they were not London
young ladies. Cecane

Miss Spalding’s school from Queen’s Gate came to us,1 asall :}‘::;C:ie:sac;r:;;z i x}:g
the probable bombing of London. We were asked to welcome T
0 hosts, and T heljeve that we were friendly enough. We-haglbiiei‘:li;g-riom, their ek
Miss Willis, But somehow our very first view of thefm in i hei e
1ess and apparent sophistication, gave us & shock lf:men v know, for my cousin

at their first view of us did to them I alone F [t,he rest of us realized that to
73 among them. But at the time neithe ¢ garment indeed, or that to Miss
te uninitiated a djibbah might seem a Very S\‘gaﬂgoreover used to living in their own

Palding’s girls—so much in the minority, and n]‘)andoned cheerfulness might appear
2?‘“; for it was a day scht?ol——our no1S€fo"“-l“sm’aWaS the sole contact between the two

Sterous and alarming. I think Joan, my ©
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DEr, it is probable that many
not. Only a rare and envied few had
ottom South to possess a set.

d have ever called portable! It ran off

we took in evacuees. Our evacuees were not quite
thers and their children from the poorer districts
ss silence of the country. They
children. They were London

1 nor any O



gs and weekends ;Vitlll] my f}:ie"tds a;‘d]a’::-tome ;
: : ieved throughout m efm. M:

the oil and water sin:mtm" conunue:!o‘::emtli‘]l the end ofgthe war, when she ref s
Spalding’s school remained at Down'e in her war-battered houses in Queen’s Gage,
to London and gallantly started ;‘]ga‘\‘;:e’ had air-raid practices of course, and of

Aheet nm}‘muﬂzcmi‘i—;:o(;eb;xild the shelter, the outward signs cff which startleq
e }}‘] ad]nmll zyl‘ked Sn-ough the vestibule. Bottom South came into its own here, for
i ; : fair-raids. So all we had
i -udged at that time the safest place in the event o wehad to
:it: :?aszns::gl;egout of our bedrooms and sit down upon th.e floor. It was hardly even
necessary to wake up, except for the brief moment of answenr}llg to one’s name, and opr
beds had scarcely ceased to be warm when we returned to them. L

What happened during the rest of the term and the process o eaving’ must be
familiar to everyone who has ever been to and left Downe. In o'nly one particular d.ld
I digress from the usual, and pay tribute to this being a war-time departure, While
feeling our way in total darkness en route to a farewell party with some of the st.aﬂ' at
St. Peter’s, I became what must have been one of the very first blackout casualua;;l
don’t know why I should have been the one to walk slap into the iron fire-escape which
is, or used to be, nailed on to the end of the house. Perhaps—over venturesome—I was
leading. Anyway I received a bump on the head which caused me to see stars for the
firstand only time in my life, and which left me with a very unicorn appearance for the
next ten days.

IThavea {ump on my forehead to this day left there by the St. Peter’s fire-escape. It
is the one visible scar I have kept with all my memories of the term that Downe went
to war.

schools, for she spent her evenin

XIL HONOR (DE SALIS) WESTMACOTT, 1943

TEN years ago, I nearly threw them away. But yesterday, reading them again, I was
glad the diaries had escaped the ruthless bonfires characteristic of a service life. 1940
seems a long time ago until you get back into it.

‘Am in cold quene.” (But in the diary I wrote ‘quue’.) T suppose I did go to cold
queue sometimes, because I remember I used to hope Sister would say, ‘Have a bath
and come back’, which meant that one might get a hot drink. But my great pride was

here o d own the back of one’s neck. Oh, that toughness: I8
winter it was the done thing to wear fur gloves on one’s hands, i)ut a shoEt—SIﬂev

summer dpbhab-hlouse, and to scorn those who wrapped cloak (;ver blazer and filled
in :}xe'cracks wnth_a scarf. Pgrhaps itisn’t surprising that I can remember so dwlythc
sensation of rubbing chilblains against the edge of the Library tabl, my desk, O
whatever surface presented itself. A
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yandered at breakfast.” How could T have forgotten th

delirious patient, b}l! conveying to me a memory of the ton, at W‘ord, suggestive of a
er €€ almost with a prayer, to the head of her tabe. thatgs;e-m?d new girl, turning
ander, and perhaps find that there was nowhere for he’r to i e nglghf not be made to
10 her rescue? 7 4 tuntil Miss Hughes came
«Tommy went to the San with chicken-pox.” Yes, and S;

etit, and paid me, t00, at the end of the term, g 1 wasslsf:::;t me s, that I would

Sparted High Tea, and soup at 8.20. So we did, b Surviving,

ut for some reason i
= : 2 on it onl;
one term. We used to come down in our dressing-gowns to get our so Y;:ged for
Jistened to the news. The news was a great feature of life during the war, ogycoursere W;
s , an

so Was current events, although actually my only m :
the mystery of darning stockings whi]}; th};y Wy;reehr:i:rgy:i;hoi:(;seimd iinire]
jDid laundry in choir Practice.” Sad reminder of the undeniable reason why all my
children are unmusical. Tt was pax"t of the eternal fitness of things that growlers should
make themselves useful by distributing the clean laundry, while the gifted majority
made a more artistic contribution to the school’s fresh start on Sunday. There was
something rather nice about the quiet, empty buildings, from which one could occa-
sionally hear a line or two of the hymns being sung in Chapel—probably ‘God is
working His purpose out,” or ‘Close by the heedless worker's side’.

‘Awful prep-crisis.” No doubt that was when we began to do essays for Miss Poore,
and found that they took us at least four forties. Words like ‘potential’, ‘epitome’,
and “esoteric’ became part of our vocabulary at this time, taking their place beside
‘livid’, ‘wild’, and ‘grim’, which seem to have sufficed to describe most situations and
emotions not covered by bliss’ and ‘blissful’. ‘Binges’, t0o, occurred frequently, and
s0 did ‘blitzes’ and of course ‘prep-crises’- And the pages of my essays began o be
peppered with the pronoun ‘one’, after Miss Medley had S‘lf“med one of “,:kw"h 4
temark, ‘You are in danger of beginning your €ssays with “Personally I th; Al

“Discussed Democracy with Miss Joachim. Sheis rather sorry we faxe nodt e;n:i:cnr:ts.
Oh dear! Miss Joachim’s mild regrets, however, reveal oy, ane ol 9 e‘:}l‘a shar;'le-
I “Miss Salzer called us heretics.” Could there be a note of complacency in the
ess admission ? I hope not! <19 Duri outin,

“Took books dowl; to Hermitage for Mr. Sharv{oad Smith. ;?:ﬂnﬁmﬁgm roag;
Wwere limited, and any excuse was welcome that might .ukt;: ;edgcs- Besides, we might
Onasummer evening, when the wild smw%:cn.'les B £ the Stronger. His Plato
Persuade him to disprove for us that Justice 1 5 <kill to which we were SO unequal-
esflo?}j always left us tied in knots by l'he i 2 Jot of work-time axd\ld Ih"l‘?alr’:

ink w i do a form play- joyed being the
Ve don’t,” G:::o%;:;gr:ée:ion! In P:he ‘end 1 thoroughly en/oY’ pair of borrowed
il“ping Beauty, in a laundry basket for 2 cradle,
auve bedsocks. i bada

And work jtslf wasn't all jam. ‘Tt is hard €0 believe how
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el o on, however, even when people dlSCo,Ver t.hat there
;:;ﬂ(‘;n“lshle-;ﬂ{:ml;ge‘8;:;‘[}5‘& Drawbridge; lo_oked forhpufrpll % C;).::']).the Separate
activities, I imagine, since the sm_ooth grey archmlg boulg of the climbing-tree knoy,
as the D;awbridge was no place for wearing ’purph.encfa;:s timeHonautea

“Jumped off the Garden-Room bi‘IICO“Y' I think thi ford pa.rt of the
initiation of a new senior was later discouraged, because ‘f;_e_ oun ;1 too difficult to
avoid jumping on Elsie’s wallflowers underneath. It was terril ying anyhow. Some of the
Garden-Room’s other traditional practices were equally que_suonable. 1 remem?m we
used to keep our jars of peanut butter and chocolate-spread in the cupboal:d, .wuh our
rulers sticking in them, so that we could assuage the pangs of hunger by licking them
between forties. Then when we wanted a ruler we used the edges of the Garden-Room
boards.

“Revived Seniors’ “Jaws”.” I think we did six victims that first morning, and didn’t
have to do any more for a long time. Though why an unco-operative member of the
Lower Fourth should be reduced to tears by the long-winded disapproval of her
elders, I really don’t know. Perhaps they aren’t any more.

‘Got everything ready for The Chamber of Horrors.” This was nothing to do with
Seniors’ ‘Jaws’! It was something we did for a fete, and it must have been rather good,
as one Early Bed, I remember, retreated after the first few exhibits. I was The Murdered
Innocent, ina nightgown daubed with blood, hanging by a rope from a trapdoor in the
Garden-Room ceiling. I know the thing I was supposed to rest my feet on was very
sm:a]l)l,_ ;d I }ln:d to,keep my head on one side al_l the time, so it was rather exhausting.
e é ve"er-]e :,r;yr.eal!lz r::uly memoryhof what this entailed is one of sitting in the kitchen
But I belZve we did :hecl‘c,et}rx};: ;‘:t}‘; 7o al.ways avalued prerogative of Fire-Party’s.

Mo Wil cnd LA room windows were shut—or was it open?

us Archie and Mehitabel after the news.” This was one of the best

moments o:i any Sunday. We took it for granted, of course, that the same voice which
ms.pued‘ ;45 in Cl‘xapel,Aex,horted and instructed us, and add’ressed us w?th in:inite sur-
Z:t;ee :sﬁc a{;arlmgf C]glld when we e.rred, should finally entertain and enthrall us in the
e ﬁ"ir;;]sC : d.:dn' Marquns s indefatigable little cockroach.
B e e Il::es ¥ fetlltle fora moment isolated in time. The present wasn't
Michaclmas terms were gnl:l;y’out 0%?:{:\1:‘:‘de) C hapel; the Lent, the S £
ey 00, like a merry-go-round as it begins 0
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XI11. JANE (MARRI
OTT) DE F
ALBE, ‘1945

5 arding-school is a part of one’

GINCE boarding part of one’s most sh s

e wondered \V'Em! I should write about D°wneel:le1:cd past, it is strange, T thought,
ond World War are inextricably mingled. Thus t my memories of it and of the

f : among m i
Downeare the hearing of dramatic news announced by Mﬁs y'T;'OSK vivid memories of
1llis or over i .

W the wireless;

ctice air-raid warnings conducted with g

fa:]‘, S i at the High Table ona day 222';]&:; sivsnty to impress us; Miss Willis's
Jeathinaction- These are second-hand childish mem:ri to tell some girl of a relation’s
o dhey ma e up neacly all iy Experience of thé ies c:l)r'npared w'-ith most people’s,
gift 0 be able to make it seem real and near and terr,il;: bt Wfllis’s special
children, to preserve our tranquillity. The war was su o;eiet' e
was at school, just as choir practice, getting your colg\l:rs : to hrinatzer, even when one
Senior were supposed to matter. it et st b e

Perhaps it was this sense of being in touch wi g
Downe from being a schooly sa:hogol in s;::ewg?ltfl}:s!l):r:ﬂd;iwmd i pr;vented
inevitable, frequently horrible attributes of a girl in the nargr,ow Saﬁnﬁs’a :mgith ef
sd.loo]. Also, we were treated more like private individuals than girls in a school—n%n
spite of our green dpbbf:hs. The best and the worst of us spent at least forty minutes
every term téte--téte with Miss Willis and it was difficult to sink into anonymity with
your jaw’ looming dreadfully or delightfully ahead, or just behind you, still vivid in
the mind. Personally, whatever my recent misdeeds, T adored talking to, or being talked
to by, Miss Willis. She amused me and flattered me by treating me as though I were
already a person capable of listening politely to temarks that sometimes had very little
indeed to do directly with anything 1 was immediately interested in. 1t was a good way
of teaching one to grow up intelligently.

Asfor our daily life, I liked lessons when they were given by an interesting person. I
remember now the staff themselves better than what they taught me, some with great
Vividness, and affection. 4

T hated games—although 1 remember quite enjoying even lacrosse at fimes 32 4
bumble and giggly ‘Cassowary’. It was nice of Downe not to pester people who were
tj‘iha‘ games. One was allowed to feel one ought to be irying harder s G

ithout being left with an inferioril complex for life. A
B g o e i 01 T by
Music with Miss Read was another side of my school hfe. Hatlimeh kn‘gvl" ); rather
nerve-racking music lessons (chorus: “You must pra reh):i): soul and’ robust
k'ﬂl.“g singing lessons, into which one felt the Démi P! fere
genius in order eventually to squeeze SOME charmiog souD e scol
pnf;:dmiring pupils—whom she w.ollld P.mscsi:y Demi. Miss Wi lis intended
Ch ce also was conducted with passionate mten’-hi of what prayer meant to her, an

pel to be fun and alive; she showed us some ng E
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atly, making hymns a viyj
the Demi, whose element Was song, helped her greatly 2, d ang
dramatic form of praise. ical Societies, and glamorous concerts, above 5
Then there were lthc Cho:g];;;igM:,iﬁasweemcss, There weee!thispei occons
by MymAHess, benign, m:]c Robin Milford or, once, for Gerald Finzi, when we Wwent
ﬁk; si;\gmg g(f" g:z;:di:deplayed with his children, enjoying ourselves immensely; o,
i e aftel iving- A g
::Zr:ls si‘:;isng at Christmas to the rest of ,the schlool and to living-out staff like Misg
i ho asked us all in and gave us ginger wine. gt >
Hl;:::i: vl/m:v:f/er, leads me to visual memories. The interior of two place.s 18 PafFCH-
larly viv,id; Miss Hickson’s small and cosy cottage g_lovf",n i with ﬁ“hgh‘-
Fih . G : - ho]z; And :‘};e anzx;ssl:;u::;el;gnl;:;gw:;m, ;:ry
w and modern, with children’s things about and summe 1 ough a
3:5[ expanse of window. This kind of memory (inaccurate though it may bel) is
extremely strong when one is very young. I can see the Chapel b!ue-ca.rpeted and plain
with pale wood, grey walls; the drawing-room with all those cinerarias—Dblue again,
and purple—and the tiny quiet grey church at Marlston where we went to early service
when we’d been confirmed, walking across green fields on June and autumn rPomings.
Nearest in time, and clearest in mind, of course, are my last few terms, culminating in
the awful responsibility of being a Senior. In one’s past one had undoubtedly com-
mitted crimes, such as mobbing up certain mistresses. I and another once climbed out
of a window at the back of our form-room, I rejoice to say, during a lesson given by
someone we thought a dull and silly teacher; and indeed, since apparently she didn’t
have the nerve to stop us, we felt we were entitled to our opinion. We used to flick
blotting-paper at each other (nay, at the staff, God bless them 1. Now it was our turn
to be persecuted when we took prep. forties, trying to do our own work, What a
table-turning! Bu,t what fun to have the Garden-Room to sit about in, roasting chest-
xxembfrlﬁor Palmer’s Woods and eating peanut butter off the end of a ruler; luxury, after
ez hardness of rofw:h of deslfs. We ran and enjoyed societies (these, varied and
urishing, were one of the special joys of thwne, T always thought; Milton and

towards Sister Kite. We were always b
I ys busy.
During the last summer term there were Z
1945, the last few months of the war. We w
and then to their dance, considering oursel:



b innbi“t}' to claim kinship with a famous pigeon.fanc:
ad partnet discovered I bore), followed up bypa%:roi:sf:;‘ ZICZZ:-}.}OR “3}‘11.16 bh i
“ellin the Garden-Room. Then there was V. jedfion s o

7 .E.-day;
organizing: 1 remember Avril Edwards, who was hZa d“éee:;:“i:;: do augrezt deal of
but the details are lost to me except for a wonderful bonfire, v;hich IE ll)lesliaeveW :';ke:;rd’
2, in-

e‘;:eii;sh:?surpﬂse and did we dress Avril up as Britannia riding on a chariot through
1 must end this delightful reminiscing—one could go o
e ran into Miss Willis at a Downe wedding receplign; jr:siotrheev::rix?afse:,v:f:ﬁadg:
Jighted that she knew and had ed d some of the bridegroom’s family as well as the
bride. She takes the greatest pride in her school and well she should. She inspired it and,
apart from my affection for her (which is quite a different thing), I for one loved it. /
Now it is Miss Medley who is running Downe, and under her the school should
certainly flourish. She taught me much, and told me a few salutary home truths which
1 have not forgotten, including a warning that I should end up as a journalist driving
2 red three-wheeler across the Balkans. Well, I have managed the journalist bit though
not yet the three-wheeler in the Balkans! My husband and T have ambitions that way
but so far we have only got a four-wheeler—admittedly a red one—as far as Touraine.
He doesn’t believe in girls’ schools as he thinks anyone who positively liked school
must be ‘soft in the head or simply have had an unhappy home’; so with our baby
daughter’s future at stake I try to make him realize how much I actually enjoyed
Downe. He is beginning to believe me!

XIV. JULIAN McMASTER, 1946

i (s ‘.
AFTER s0 many years what is the first thing that comes to mind? Memory is so

inconsequent. . . . The smell of pine needles hot in the sun, of green grass dissected by

stone paths, of green eometrical buildings. (It was war-time and Downe was camou-
ﬂaged?) e Thegdismn% sound of fiddle and piano comes from the music ro:mssl‘);hxend
the cloisters, It must be a Saturday afternoon in summer begus:, u:dm; i ‘gacg
b‘lm“)', people are drying their hair; there is the gentle rh ! n}lca sr;u: Bes lides’
ball. .., In the Greek theatre they are practising i Iﬁ S’r;xi(:; rehcarsingp with
I;’l""“? Yes—for there is the tall ascetic figure of Mr. Sharwood-

em. ; i i

And now the wind is in our cloaks as We ride down Hedm‘::sta;gebli’:tgfoal :2::70&;2
those memorable Plato lessons. Sometimes he would read b e
"2 ddpes Abnyatol he would boom at us across the stul f);eling i
would play at exoquet on his lawn, a5 O 2 VR 1 think that was what he
fidle apologetic that we should live in such an inferior 38 i e
meant us to feel. . . . Back through the summer afternoon,
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/i crawled. . . . Ants—there Was the smaller breai:l[ 1511;; ::}:.ad ed oy
fenormous pine 3;‘)(5 eople still have their own jam at tea—or {;V?Sh- e E‘}g i fio
i el te;a. i IP'sfrely those teas were! talking, perhnps nis 151g e Education
with the war?) Ho“}’, ;:Iiss Medley’s note of warning to ummagmamcl‘e re?ders‘t}m
of Un.':'lt Paul (witl fascinating). Tea was always informal; ‘blue' and white checkeq
made it all the more fascinating, T ving anie

e cloths; wi wi 3 swa

tabl hs; windows and doors ide open; : WS § >

l& et[h:re i am, falling a victim to the mysterious Alice-in-Wonderland tricks memo;
5

always plays. Was Downe all leisure, all aﬁernoonﬁ all S‘““:}:‘:‘set:) :‘i}:h;;'::l:hzf pine
woods? What about the early days, the awful hollow in train

+ # hat grew and grew the nearer one got to the
approached Hermitage or Thatcham that g s ), all inknowigaliies
‘sleeping list’. Would it be six other people in Iila rooms}; P ;, fy-
ing?. .. Or the maths lessons ? Those endless forties vyher: the blackboard was covered
with meaningless signs, the mystery of the decimal point, ‘two !Jath taps rlumm:[g 1[ the
same time’, menacing and insoluble; and Miss Shawe, using different col oured ch ?Iks
to make it easier for us, was tearing her hair in a wild, exciting frenzy at our inability;
but that was understandable, numbers could do that to people. It was the calmer, more
definite maths mistresses who were to be feared ; because, like the numbers, they became
cold and menacing. What joy when, on rare occasions, none of us could understand;
and no longer alone in that maze of figures you could sit back and listen to that scornful
invective turned upon us all. . . . But those occasions were the only bright spots in the
sums that I never tried to do, but over whose impenetrable walls I saw my com-
panions leap-frogging; or, in a most tragic and isolated frame of mind, the poems that
I might have been writing!

Or there was that awful room in ‘Hallrooms” that just would not behave. . . . How
odd that this should have been a cause for anguish; perhaps, just because it was the first

i ing of a sense of responsibility.

Moving majestically down corridors and round beds would come Miss Willis, to
say ‘Good Night'. How well I remember walking with her down that dark corridor
of “Hallrooms’ worn out with the first burden of responsibility, the first realization of
the incurable ‘silliness’ of children. , . .

Those moments of anguish were so endlessly long, and yet, looking back, so swift.
There vete so many miraculous changes of scene. The mere fact of over 200 of us, in
green d)tb!:ahs, pouring into lunch, broke a little the gloom of the maths lessons, or the
i f o i v, T v Wi esiog

ngs she had been to in London, ‘taking-off’, as I always

remember, Miss Ellen Wilkinson maki
she should address us as o makIng an angry speech. It never seemed odd that

ne person, while walking up to the high table; nor odd that

:lvee ::g?shfnosﬂ}: F;m", and ce;tainly, genuinely. . . . O r_he:E wereeti'lose Saturday
e always seeme: 1 i

after supper. In those d:g’s the idea :{‘;:31' . long Wk




:

ats where the

from the seats Wi Y sat, casually talking S A

hersell} majestic in her purple, round the roo;im Mpe Willis; or to propel Miss Willis
Or there Were ‘.he “f%ke“ds which at least gave the illusi

far as We llke‘f]-rlght into the blueness of the view itself P st e copld it s

Sunday mornings sgmewhere beyond Downe. We Would' ++; or the early services on

1o Yattendon ot Chieveley, or wherever we wanted to, to cget up at dawn and bicycle

)

the cornfields feeling holy and hungry o breakfast. (Undl;rgiil:xagcktf Gt
ord 1 never

cealized how well we were fed in war-time af
ichted and enriched by “Debating’. T ) ates oy Sunday oiogs wers
g y ‘Debating’. It would meet, with Miss Medley, in th
before Chapel. Oh, t%le sinking in the stomach on the rare occasions wl?,y 3 ;Bam
pmpose—What was it ? “Absence makes the heart grow fonder’—and of ::u::eeit - “:
And one would go to Chapel afterwards, feeling triumphant if still rather shak T
I have no very clear memories of the actual lessons of those earlier days; matk}; L
French beguse they were dreaded; scripture, perhaps, because scripture les;ons always
seemed to kindle some spark of original sin in the less noble of us. Of all these only one
Jesson stands out clearly. It was on Edith Sitwell; in P, or was it R?
‘Tra la la:
See me dance the polka’,
Said Mr. Wag like a bear,
“With my top hat
And my whiskers that
(Tra la la) trap, the Fair
Where the waves seem chiming haycocks
1 dance the polka there.”

Miss Medley was reading it on a summer afternoon,
with all the polka in it that it should have. It was my
Now when I listen to ‘Fagade’, with Walton’s music and
summer afternoon that I always think.
Memories are :harply divizl,ed between those before and those after the ‘Garden
Room’ . . . but here, too, memory is at its tricks, for try as hm:d as I may 1 simply
cannot remember a time when the roses ound the ‘Pepper Pot’ were not in flower.
Zlhﬂe was the illusion of stillness at the centre of things. We addej::x:;: l(eo r;h:v l:;::j
ready covered with those of our pred P & >
ab°“f};he Characterho;' Mary X. wl);o could be a genius; planned C"'“‘ﬁ“}:;";vf:";}t‘g
school on rainy afternoons—which were usually skits on Do;\lme—aner o wye sat
have the white dogs in them and someone as Miss Croft. In the su::ble’ L
;;Meditation chairs round the Pepper sz'-h;“: :zl:d;}“;lsfsr::: e o
amie; to appear >
R e s aing i eye, and e mber Loerp e
Dondlike voice. “Wordswo i e say"c:l‘d‘smhg;mgdon’t look at me with
Who was, perhaps, looking rather alien and cynical, a,

69

with the bees and the blue sky, and
first introduction to Edith Sitwell.
the author herself, it is of that

s ate



« » are?’; and fascinated we w i
“fish-eyes” . .. Do you know \vh'at iﬁsh—?)’;: Sl:‘;:a;!m ould isten
R i ‘hSl;-ey'f)Sr;’lt;‘: ix;grhe drawing-room where everything Was.

On Sundays there were Smh o of distant moufing SIAEE i
purple and l,)l:e_ and P:sc"‘;‘;rc[vei;ecy carried up mountains of paper-thin sandwichs;
yo: :J‘)}:Je]?e sIl\‘{‘iss1 r‘\‘t((’)i,lleils seemed always to be wearing her purple cc‘:at woven with the
Bir > hair. St uld put a spoon into each cup before pouring out the tea; and
Wh“?oi‘])dgi rhau:;b ;i:v;he(hl:r you should wash the cups before the silver or the silyer
::f:rc the cl%ups. Afterwards she would go ahead to Chapel and we would fall upon
sandwiches we’d been too polite to take before. . . . =

And then the session in the little pantry helping Viney wash up, with always the hope
that Miss Nickel would come in. : :

It is sad to think how many people will never know Miss Nickel. S.he was part of
Downe; inseparable from the buildings she had helped to plan; wandering slowly and
arthritically amongst them in a wide-brimmed hat, the long cassock, and the short serge
coat. Only she understood the drains; only she the mysteries of the Chapel tower and
just why it was unsafe to climb. On rare occasions she would talk, in the Little Pantry
while we were washing up, of philosophy, of how the barometer worked, of the time
she worked with Fabre in North Africa. Her face was parchment-coloured, her eyes
deep blue and very penetrating. She smoked and had more than a smoker’s cough. We
never saw her smile. Yet after talking with her we would feel uniquely privileged. No
one knew where she slept, or, indeed, if she slept at all. The school said it was in Miss
Willis’s bathroom, but it turned out to be on a chair in the front hall.

There were ‘jaws’ at the end of every term from the beginning of one’s career to the
end. I could never quite get away from the feeling of being under the judgement seat... .

Perhaps it was because Miss Willis’s study was so small and perched so hi ve the
- perched so high abo!
school; on a level with the Chapel tower, almost in th itself; i for her
o Pomacan x’pet 2 > st in the sky itself; just room for

K h s cyclamen that was always at the end of it, for one
chair, and one sleeping white dog. . ... How impossible, even in the earlier stages, not
:ﬁi com];are the dslcimffy exercise-books on one’s lap with all this bright clarity, this sky,
mj:z:,a arn::d s }l::mg-above-the-gn?und. -+ The terror of the maths lessons would
e Eve};‘ aboup :;af least, the grit of character, of will, would seem much more
have. T ok‘:; rlna!ha one could be heroic! . , , How many words of wisdom must
= of n-ln)ine ¢ : h t room; and yet, how well [ remember one particular contem=
fvﬁ::r\}.,vdhs e W‘;:g a:s’; “"f; others too) coming out, irate and indignant, because
vaguely and said: ‘ﬁnlin;:}allilé [}:}tISh: Wabnted to.lx avet (was it?) had looked ne

;,: go into exact and carefu] dem;[s efy theo ttra:nzins ﬂmtﬂr}.' g i ‘
R g required. . . . And yet, had it really

And there was Chapel. It did not thrust i
theschool, parcof he buldings, - " titself upon us, It was simply there as part o
Wentas a matter of course every morning, and
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on Sundays when, lower down the school
nnies handed out to us; slight] 5 We quened up in the clo; 13
very explicit explanation of just w})': yfebdhous in our stockings alct}?;ir;hrs:}[‘;hg}gt the
2 ister’s

: OVer 200 stockj

ne morning were unple ockingless feet
w g pleasant, we dared not protei eé": 4 sm}?ll space on a hot
: + - - butin the evening when

Chapel was voluntary, and there v

from the organ loft, they sang: CO:: ﬁzyeghabout ‘the fever of life being over’ and
than anything else; more, perhaps, simpl g’ec 0st our Souls inspire . ..’ it meant more
comething rather Chinese about its iustybei auiﬁ 1t was not thrust upon us. There was
angle of the school; a building that, in the ;\ag X€; seen, as a building, from every
AR R studiz) window?e way that !he. Chinese paint bamboo

It is strange, looking back at this period hownIiSTW}; el

the picture as a whole. There was that first ; i ttt e the f\.mlr seems to have penetrated
leaving suddenly and mysteriously to go to Can: derm 1 1940, when people were sill
e, Misch ot viVid; 40 atin Wk Mo N?d:l ment:;, h'ut it seemed rather
gave the impression of having done the whole thing hersi???:r :i:ng the school. She
she was working the spray of green s 5 ofmeneneve(r) we saw }ler
grumbling sleepily, we had to assemble in that et el o g
shelter; but this was not nearly so impressive as those endless fire-practices (a part of
pre-war Downe) when under the fierce eye of Colonel Symonds, we rescued babies
from the room above the drawing-room or bumped each otier downstairs tied to
mattresses. Perhaps most dramatic of all was the lunch when Miss Willis received a note

from the Major-General, or whatever he was, to say that he was having a bath in

Bottom West, and that his French Canadian troops had surrounded the school. We

were ‘confined to barracks’, a phrase, I remember, that irritated us intensely; but not

before we had had time to see tough swarthy-looking men sitting outside their tents

gambling. . . . Or there was the time when the Americans asked ‘the girls’ to a dance

and Miss Willis sent the staff instead. . . . Or Miss Willis’s West African pen-friend she

acquired somehow by mistake. . . - Or the American observation planes that dropped

chewing-gum upon us when we played lacrosse. There was a bonfire on Saint Peter’s
hill on V.E. night. Probably we were more turned in on ourselves than we would other-
wise have been. We did not rush up to London to see Racine or Moliére. Perhaps for

when Sketch Club, led by Miss

that very reason the onl ition I remember—
i raptt i odern art—left such a vivid impression (it

Hickson, went to its first encounter with m vid impres:
Was in Mrs, Behrens's house near Newbury that we saw Henry Lamb’s fascinating and
elongated Lytton Strachey; and with her the Spencer Memorial Chapel).
I der—did life seem, i a little hum-drum when we l‘efr Downe? even
Oxford a little disappointing? Reading the Dzwnle H.nuu_Maglaune!, of fsol;a_ndg-so
i i } ildi h , and sleeping in 2 ean-to, of being a
d?ﬁl’.mg sl s b.u il Ao n't it seemp that this is the sort of thing

i d lands, does i 12
we shoulc;; g‘ea;z)i:z? o,d'imy Jife is perhaps rather prosaic. And yet this is only
superficial. . . . :
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“Darling child—have you ever thought how terribly boring fym_x] lmlfzst be dm the people
who bore you.. .. and some glimmer of humour, some spurc? wth (borge , perhaps, i
that small room half-way between earth and sky) will make even the ureaucracy of this
peculiarly bureaucratic age lift sufficiently to show the enormous potential of the,
seemingly, crushed humanity that lies beneath. . . .

XV. GILLIAN (HEATH) HOLLAND, 1947

How delightful, T thought, to be asked to contribute to the Jubilee Number of the
Downe House Magazine! How pleasant to recall the years b_etw.een 1943 and 19471
Perhaps something rather rose-tinted was called for, something in the style of “The
Hill’. “They stood, where soul meets soul, unfettered by flesh, ten thousand leagues
from Harrow.” But that somehow did not seem quite suitable for Cold Ash. Then again,
there was the possibility of an Osbert Sitwell type of polish; but I had not had the good
fortune to be born towards the sunset of any period. None of my immediate circle were
geniuses or fascinatingly eccentric. Art was not the lodestar of my existence.

The answer to the problem came when I gave up trying to be grand, and instead
spent a happy afternoon going through a pile of exercise books, whose labels ranged
from ‘G. Heath. English for Miss Medley, Remove B in P Summer 1943’ to the more
terse ‘Heath. Mich. ’47. Lat. Trans.’. At the bottom of the pile was a larger book. It had
obviously been one of Miss Croft’s bargain offers in stationery, and must have cost a
great deal—at least 1s. 6d. It was encased in grey paper, bound with passe-partout to
protect the cover. Inside was an intensely factual autobiography. There were no moving
impressions of childhood, but the book began with a complete if cryptic list: ‘Hall
Rooms wrong side, early bed: Ancren Gate attic: Horse Box: Middle South Right
5'::&’ A}f;er} ie ;arlg entries, ‘Asked me’; after the later ones ‘Asked her’. Asked each
other what? And why sleep in a horsebox ? The autobiograph: roper now b and
from the first sentence made me blush um:omf'ortably:g baa

‘May 4—Set off from Exeter St. David’s, where we met Mary Rawlings, she
recognizing me by my wearing a purple hat.’ I had not committed the cardinal error
32 ]tur:\lliﬂ(l)mg ina djibbah, but to have worn a purple hat, and, worse still, one of those

minous purple coats manufactured by some firm in Northern Ireland which
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discreetly left in the drive, so had seen nothin, LA

I . . g but the swi bath in mid-winter.
Thls e pir.xe needles was now replaced by one oi'r:rrxndllr;i s:;};sli::g :;‘::Z:.
Directly the bf‘ses arrived at the school we ran to queue for a thermometer; then for a
o e Chapel; then for supper; and finally for a bat’h that was

P"Obabl,y achieved by the same prudent people that had secured seats on the bus from
the station.

Everyone was very kind, but in the midst
memory of a stamped posteard with an urgent parental request that it should be posted
that first evening k?pt haljmtmg me. I did not like to ask about a post-box, and of course
did not notice the little wire cages outside the Common Room, When I had been brave
enough to do so and had had them pointed out to me T feverishly overcrowded my
postcard and sent it off in the heat of the moment without an address. It reappeared
after breakfast the next morning, given out as a ‘hush’ by a Senior with suitable extracts
read out for identification. I claimed it afterwards in crimson anonymity, and wrote a
contrite addressed letter home.

At the end of my first term I was put into a form that remained virtually unchanged,
except in name, for the next three years. Many of my form were talented at transforming
themselves into Butterflies, Spirits of the Wind, or whatever other requirements were
urged by the music used for ‘floppy dancing’. Those of us who were not so gifted had
our moment in the Seniors’ Weekend Ballet Peer Gynt when we were allowed to cover
our hands with harlequin fingers made of rolled-up exam paper, and dash into the Lily
Pond uttering gay Norwegian cries. That moment returns to me whenever I hear
Grieg’s ‘Dance of the Trolls” being played. Being a frieze in the Snow Queen did not
allow nearly so much scope—(Why couldn’t one be of that fortunate number who
wore purple tights and made repeated graceful leaps into the Lily Pond ’) But dr@a
came, though more statically, in 4rms and the Man. This was the production of Senior
Dramatic for Miss Willis’s birthday in 1946. Both red coats from the acting cupboard
were drawn into service; one for Bridget Johnson, as a comfortable blustering Major
Petkoff, cowed by a firm Pam Carter-Braine as his wife; one by Yalerie Preston as
Bluntschli. Sergius could never throw himself into the part with sufficient abando_n, and
there used to be tense little rehearsals in the Barn, with Lady Mary Balfour officiating,
and an anguished Sergius crying to Louka (Harriet Waterfield):

“Withdraw! Never! You belong to me!”
all the while miserably conscious of the stage direction, ‘Puts his arm about 'her’.
Lady Mary was the most patient of producers, but Sergius was not happy ur‘m[ he
could fade into the wings of the Gymnasium stage murmuring: "What a man! Is he
>
% mTa;:e.Impanance of Being Ernest a year later was more rewarding from the food }?oint
of view. Mary Murdoch as Algernon hfid a whole }?late of cucumber sandwtc.hes
(devotedly prepared, with vinegar, by Miss Pavey«Squl) but Ernest could let h1r31-
self go over crumpets and butter. Elisabeth Parks as Miss Prism wore the perennial
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8 i The Rivals to Les Dap,
. d ery production from ; s es ayx
hat had femur:usl::de‘;)nyid}’ Brackley, poor Prism on being ask o
d in her confusion into the depths of Y beyond the Breen

black dress t
Chapeaux verts. Entirely ¢
produce ‘that baby’ retreate

room. .
There were many other moments of great drama. Miss Klotchkoff used to Pproduce

plays for our French Division; I have a_bricf vision of‘Brid‘g?]t GO:J.]:u':ig Cff‘]s;ﬂg}:lerse[f
across the Gymnasium stage as M. Perrichon, crying: Jem’d S dnh' of inal Gore
as Count Alma Viva wrapped disguisedly in a blue_ ve]‘{et curtain, an, 1ss|ng. ‘Appelle-
Moi Lindor’. And in Form-plays Rosalind Elliott in the l.)nefest of tunics and 5
led cardboard crown, unhappily clutching a small gilt ha'rp to her bosom,
impexrsonating, for some curious reason, Louis XIV as Apollo, while a loyaI. courtier
shouted from the wings—Behold the God!” But the most elaborate production I re.
member was written by the Seniors, performed by the Seniors, and called Grand Opera,
or L’ Argent est la racine de tout malheur.
CHARACTERS: (again supplied by the invaluable Autobiography)

Donna Lilia Ponda Duce Pepper Pot

Comte Aqua Toura Spirita Donna Reada

Don Graeca Theatra

The music ranged from adaptations of the ‘Suscipe deprecationem’ from the Bach B
Minor Mass to ‘T have a song to sing-O* and the Soldiers’ chorus from Faust. The
dialogue was at times tortuous. Aqua Toura had at one moment to bring out (as
recitative):

“Sir,

May I beg the hand of your daughter

Madame Vestibula Cloistera

Ancren Gatius

Singeria Loggia

Don’t run down the banks

Walk in’s and Medicine’s pleasera—

in marriage

i:‘f}' topical 5":’;°§ the past year Was crammed in, and the final curtain fell—well,
ek g,.‘““" rawn—upon a pile of bodies dying to the tune of ‘London’s

Could Osbert Sitwell or the author of The Hill have equalled this?
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XVIL JE
JENNIFER GOSSE, 195
> 1950

A LUSTREISQ pleasant way of sayi
House as a lustre and three-ﬁfthsy:;g i years, sollike to hink of my ti D
'y ime at Downe

them now, erratically lit up and observed 1

spring. i

Only glimpses remain of the earliest s; 4
for supper, shared out with scrupulousufxz::ee:ss'.bmdwn up to one’s shoulders; cherries
Jowed in the swimming-pool while learning to H n.louthfuls _of chlorinated water swal-
was hard to fall asleep under the radiant aﬁic rzw}m; hot nights as early beds when it
Sarurday afternoons spent wandering in the WOO:)I s at Ancren Gate. Then there were
o nests, feet tedrative foRbITL L ms among the red tree-trunks and the
Sometimes captire d e g rax’\ I onsterF we never saw but that were
troubled by flies when those with desks nearest dfe W?rr:ng, e (Rete aitless) days
gr;m ;'alley hvlvhere Kimber’s horses stood head to mﬂv{:ﬂ:):rs}l]zzl:e;ioznﬁsgner;dg a( ;h 7

ifficult to think of Pythagoras or gerundives. Then there w g deni o i
wet summers which even the idealistic memor e
the.Seniots’ ‘Weekend when hailstones like mrzm:tf:ﬁc}i‘ﬁnagh;g:s:tgbnm it
l;m:d tl.le grass was white, while the countryside round about remained dry az:; T;:;
m(;]r;emne_s, too, Chapel was ‘resonant with the steady ringing into buckets, as L

ng-time, of the water which the roof could no longer keep out.

One of the summer scenes most clear to me now with all its attendant noises and
?Cents.is V.E. night when a great bonfire blazed on St. Peter’s hill and we stood round
it to sing national anthems, even ging a | ssitating translation of the Russian one.
The little twisted oak-trees at the edge of the wood were loaded with spectators, and
far away on smaller eminences in the valley and on the downs beyond, other fires

flared and sparkled.

Among the greatest pleasures I can think of in my summer was that of sleeping out in
the Lily Pond on a camp-bed, one of 2 circle of six or eight, and waking up in the
deepest part of the night to see nothing but the black sky full of stars bounded low
down by the Chapel, the cloisters and the tree in the Greek Theatre. That utter serenity
was 5o silent that one’s ears strained to hear a distant bark or the breeze against the wall,
and the dew lay in thick drops on the grass and blankets. The change from the bustle
and noise of the day was ptofound, and yet the place was u{xmuﬂbly the shamet.h ;

T suppose we were on holiday during that melancholy time of year ‘l"( 'E“Se iz :;55
turn very dark green and start to wither. By the time that we came lb;zu:ﬁ in p::“ .-
autumn was really at hand. The air began 1 smell of woo;d:“:xlz::z; rre . ;t ;nna:; y g:
By v g Etd? o 312‘“:1;:/::(! in their new :ijibbahs and
glm‘;(l: of shy strangers had arrived; Tooking rather &

cloaks.
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The first frosts at Downe must have been difrercr}t from othe; 1fArolsls. ;'emember
being much struck by a late rose in the Pepper Pot with a fringe of ittle white crystals
standing out round each petal. I went about for almost an hour repeating to myself

Sweet rose whose hue, angry and brave,
Bids the rash gazer wipe his eye . . .

thinking it proof of unusual sensibility! ;

Good autumn—good dampness rising from the ground to make strange perspectives
half lost in mist when we went for walks in ‘Field’ (which no one openly welcomed but
I think most people secretly enjoyed). On wet days the ‘{nl'ley came closer, sounds
seemed louder, and from the hill-top one could watch the activity of horses and tractors
in the brown fields leading down to Newbury. :

Learning things somehow seemed easier when our attention was shut into the room
by windows streaming with October rain, and many of the things that we read at
school which I still remember particularly well were, I think, read in the autumn, and
still bring autumn to mind today. This may of course be a special Gothic syrup pre-
pared by assiduous memory! Anyway the autumn at Downe was very important both
indoors and out-of-doors.

Sometimes it seems to me that the autumn is the summer of the northern countries,
bringing out the latent richness of things, and drawing a response from people in
much the same way'as, so I imagine, the summer does from races farther south. It
might be amusing, if it were not centuries out of fashion, to reflect on our Anglo-
Saxon microcosms expanding to enjoy the orderly influence of the October world
outside.

Living on top of a hill must have affected us in other ways than the obvious one of
unstinted fresh air. There are so many times that I can recollect when I have stood
looking down from one or another part of the hill, enjoying both the details and the
broad lie of the land. There was an odd sense of detachment in being such a spectator—
one was so near and yet in no way participated in the life of the valley. Sometimes we
idly watched the trains go by from below the Giant’s Stride, sometimes there was some-
thing more stirring to see, as when, on a winter’s morning from Ancren Gate, we
Watc.hed a house in flames somewhere beyond the railway bridge. Each window grew
h.ombly and wonderfully .red as the fire moved from room to room, and yet up on the
hill we could not help feeling admiration as well as pity.
ot e i Dova: ptt s b ¢ e
o rai‘:afionm‘ ing alckmg to it. It must have been the hard
a leaf from the ic’e and have a re cheamSléfnt o) is YreesAso t.hat one could pull out
e g plica, veins and all, melting in one’s hand. In the

2y 1y we warmed our mittened hands on flower-pots set over candles

and felt laudably hardy. For days it snowed, makin the cloi 2o
look the colour of old sheep, and all wh : Eis oo et o it e
P, and all who possessed ski-trousers were allowed to send
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home for them. Then, when at length the sun shone.
~ a bit of the Benedicite! 2
- Severzfl times there were rumours of the Aurora Borealis which sent us hurrying to
he gate in the November darkness, but I cannot remember ever seeing anything more
iting or distant than headlamps along the road. I suppose someone must have seen
orthern Lights but I never did, and our headlong flight to the gate was as fruitless
of the lemmings to the sea.
lost things that I have recollected are out-of-doors, but indoor things were quite as
tant. In the winter there was the rehearsing of form plays until at last your own
came and you acted before the absorbed attention of people sitting perilously
chairs which rocked on tables or leaning with stiff neck and elbow from the

what a glory of ice and snow, like

sometimes crept on and on, well into February, even lingering for a day or
March. Then in the Lent term, walking above the Greek Theatre or standing
out at ‘Field’, one would suddenly smell the spring. Not an easily definable
positively of spring. Probably it is heretical to say this in England, but spring
not a season at all: it is either very old winter or very young summer. It is
mer in retrospect, too often winter in fact. For that reason it comes last of
‘my memory, and I can think of spring at Downe only as a collection of
ds and ends, the blue tits, for instance, that nested in a canvas bucket in
2 shed, or the white and yellow flowers being marshalled in the cloisters before
0 decorate Chapel for the Confirmation service, or the pair of jays which
o nest in a tree outside the window where three of us with chicken-pox
them, or the regrettable detentions thoroughly enjoyed because they
ng jobs with Jackie the donkey, and above all the incffably blue sky of
the sun doing strange things with shadows to the walls and roofs.

my bits and pieces, chosen not for any merit of theirs but because they
er to come to my mind. I dare produce them only because everyone who
owne has a solid fund of worthier memories and one can therefore afford
lesser ones. As I see it now, being at Downe was, for me at any rate, not
school’ but living a whole life over in a handful of years. In looking back
the sun for some reason seems to have been stronger and the rain colder
e now, but I partly believe that at Downe they really were so! Certainly
urteen years old one had not such a great number of seasons to remember,
each new turn of the year was a fresh delight. In that sense the special
t Cold Ash with were as I remember them. For the courteous intro-
. gave me to—yes I shall have to say it—to life, I shall always be more
than I can know, and, I hope, always grateful.




XVII. ALISON LINKLATER, I95I

I 1AD heard about Downe long before I went thcre, almost, I might say, before I hag
left the cradle. Not everyone at Downe can claim to have been very nearl}z born in
Miss Willis’s cottage at Lerici. I feel it entitles me to some sort of medal— Genuine
Old Senior, home-grown’. At any rate, it must have‘ had an effect on my unconscious
mind, and perhaps it was this that caused me to dec{de that Do_wne would be a good
school to go to before anyone had particularly considered sendx_ng me anywhere. My
mother occasionally told me stories of her exploits there, a'nd thexr_ background'became
confused with the strange and familiar backgrounds of fairy stories. You can imagine
with what awe I put on a djibbah and entered this legendary world myself. Numinous
creatures inhabited it. Somewhere in the woods in a place called Hill House there were
Miss Nickel and Miss Willis. From the region of the Concert Room a piano’s notes
drifted up: that was Miss Read. People still spoke of Madame and Miss Heather. Miss
Medley, who, as headmistress, addressed me several times, was so awful that I do not
remember actually seeing her until several weeks after my arrival. I suppose her voice
must have come to me, as it were, out of a cloud.

The geography of Downe fostered my incredulity. There was a huge galleried hall,
which looked and sounded three times a day like a medieval arsenal; there were out-
crops of concrete steps and passages which might either peter to an end in long grass or
debouch on a broad view of fields and hills; there was a splendid landing called Top
West, which commanded the prow-like Chapel and leagues of stormy fields likea ship’s
bridge; there was a curious road, which wound away amongst the bracken towards
Ancren Gate, a sinister-sounding place, I thought.

It was certainly time I was brought down to earth. There came a day when Miss
Willis actually appeared, and said, ‘How do you do’ to us. Carried away by the appear-
ance ;tl'l sgnfxeone who to me was a story-book figure I decided that a sense of history
was called for.

‘I'had the queerest feeling’, I wrote to my mother, ‘that we had gone back a hundred
years and that I was you at Downe.’

My mother did not take this as a compliment, and the ters i a
much-needed blow on the part of commlt))n-sen:e. Common-:et:spel );vfa:eac;:‘;:l?t;!ir:cécr
often commended to us. I kept. alook-out for it, but only on one occasion did I track it
:::s"en- gAa letter h(;:e record]s) with adm}ntion that ‘Sister, who simply breathes common-

», gave us a lecture on Diseases of the 23 B

near the real thing again, not even as a Senif: e::hz;h ta]:ewas r::l ‘ chmax). 2 mm;su

‘rhe h‘mf‘:}ll ‘Pl‘?ﬂm and a‘miable’ as favourit; epithets ovfl‘;pprro"‘::ll :Z 1::51':]3‘2;1;::

g S e S Yot . By e e vl o e

and we would push our bicycles up Slanti; ry}\;'ele 2 -leam abaue Socrates aad Pla}o,

our machines, imperfect copies an[;Wa 1;g i HERis Ic_;udly, SomEtmedcanpins
'y of some ideal vehicle, sometimes grabbing a
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handful of blackberries to sustain our dj
thing wonderful, fantastic, might hap,
those gilded Hellenic names, Thrasy
s, or Alcibiades, Common-

l:}: have disapproved,
Pmctica] sense, simply to survive there, i at you have to POssess a certain
over its head; the school was wholly built. Byt !}):e :
marked ‘hot’, clanging buckets lurked in cha 1 ai .
in dangerous places, and each place thick witll:ei aisles, cloister pavements were slippery
2 . & legends of broken arms and twisted legs:
even when, as a Senior, you achieved the honour of sitting on a bench mnningaj e%;j’
i 3 longside
the Conc(ei'rt Ror;m wa}l, }:nS}ead of vulgarly facing the platform, your back suffered the
exﬂ‘emj 1515101"130“_ of having a row of }moks sticking into it, projecting from the
coveted wall. Digging or weedu}g sometimes had to be done. Even this occupation,
how_ever, mlght' pro_duce something extraordinary. A couple of us were once detailed
to dig potatoes in Hill House garden, and we were supervised in this task by someone
whom most ng us had never seen—Miss Nickel. This meeting furnished a theme for my

conversation for some time.

By this time I had discovered that it was advisable to have something to talk about.
There had been a de i ion when my neighbour received a few rather dull
observations of mine with aoshort silence, followed T)y the remark, “The trouble is, of
course, that no one in this school knows how to make conversation.” She was certainly
unkind to say this. We nearly all tried, desperately hard, to contribute to the din in the
dining-room. A wholetableeagerlyct ing was most people’sidea of social?vell-being.

It was in the bathroom, however, that the art of conversation flourished best.
Bathing was no solitary or private matter. The queue for a bath sat round on the edge,
eagle-eyed and bling: the #ri of the Revolution in that they frequently
Kaitted and made bitter remarks a¢ther viem i her bathing grew 0o leisuely. The
situation of the person in the bath was pitiable. Not an extra minute could she snatch,

di 3 subject of co an
unless she ged tol [hold s d,aw“: anfa\iled to noﬁce] that she was exceeding
. glit'lerin.g g deog i elyedjo stea:nt :.l)lle flapping of towels, and the clouds of
her time-limit. But on the whole the steam, 00, the epigrams or sarcasms
taleum powder, were conducive to geniality. fehy f the side of the mouth,
that were unlesshed between bouts/of teet-brshing, 04to
sounded better than any other. ical ability; ours was not, in general,

Conversation was more nef:ss“;ya t:’z]’:ks}rf been :l)i’s’appointed to find that y_::ir

¢ 2 ers have 9 jionally embar-
2higlzmey era. How mﬁy mf;wn o mustard’ in the ﬁeh'{? 1 wa:n of;srl::s w);1 dpeik

ren were not, as they, 0Old Seniors, my mother’s contemp =) o
rassed by my failure to impress s of the lacrosse team- Thex_r questions were the
tioned me bluffly about the achievemen e disgraceful society—an anti-games
more awkward since I had just fle]?eﬂ;purpose was to foster intelligent conversation
ers’.

society! Tt was called “The Amb i

sense




to the detriment of physical ﬂctivityl; thi[s nlmear;l QOEV?:;"Ega‘I’I"aiZE?f:eg f:}]‘je;tjif;
where one tried to be oblivious of the clash of sticks ] ; > :
people trying to preserve a serene atmosphere at a party ‘du]rmg' lhelshdtz.gfx?el ?:Zfe}’mg
we were t00, and it was not long before we were quietly issolvec. Aol we
began to dismay team captains with our b]undcrnqg efforts; one or two Amblers were
even observed with secret indignation to be enjoying the game.

For those with a predilection for sitting still no better choice of play could be made
than Lady Precious Stream which we acted in 1950. There is lm].e action in it. We sat
for hours in a row, while tiny caterpillars descended gently on bright threads from the
oak-tree on to our hair, and our speeches floated up from the well of the Gxieck Theat?e
into the lazy air, occasionally punctuated by a spurt of ‘hiccoughmg Chinese music.
There was a great deal of sitting or standing altogether in the rehearsals for Seniors’
Weekends. Endless seemed the moments we stood in cloisters, letting shafts oft sunlight
turn us into statues, blinking stupidly at the square green lawn, and its Paved diagonals,
and the hordes of white shoes marching up and down it with a mesmeric action. Behind
us the Chapel settled into the clear sky as though it belonged to it, for Downe is exactly
suited to a day of high summer. The sprawling cloisters snuggle drowsily into whatever
hollow or ledge they happen to be in or on. Lessons continue, but one furtively puts
one’s arms and legs where the sun might brown them.

It was like this with lessons; they were sometimes apt to be undermined by the
elements, we were so very open to them. I, for one, from time to time hoped that some
fantastic interruption or enlightenment would get rid of the need for work altogether.
E“t Ct;.mmon-sense said ‘Impofssible’, and had to admit, moreover, that lessons often

rought out the excitement o
unconcerning things, matters of fact,
How others on the stage their parts did act,
‘What Caesar did, yea, what Cicero said,
Why grass is green, or ‘why blood is red.
It was an absorbing experience to be singing under Miss Read, and feel oneself tuned to
her requirements. Often an observation of Miss Bewick’s would make me stop, and

feel as disorientated as it is healthy to feel when one is seventeen and just about to settle
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My form was by now ripe and read
dropped- What if, on lar'xding‘, e turie:)f:,ltl f;“lf)ﬂe the parent tree. Some had alread
were? Downe had, T think, implanted enough bo 8reener than we had thought we
qarvival. Miss Mcdley must have had some doub(s“}:‘;e n most of us to ensure our
<he saw me off to an interview, she said, ‘It woulq l;e m:’eVer, for I remember that, as
silly, like foxtgetung to go for your interview, when £ e Y;;u to go and do something
So I went sm'ﬁy, armot{red with common-sense ang wEettfere, atthe propertime. ..’
Tlike to think that this was the mood in which Lleft Da:ywietiw?rl& .
yesterda_v; not to be caught napping—unlike the credulogs Cl.eamusme}z‘ss-]xke; not ban
But it was s_hor:]y afterwards that I put my 1uggage i Ta“mfe who had entered it,
out, two minutes before it was due to start, to make a telephor ol'l‘ train, and then got
end the story there. phone call, and . . . well, let us

XVIIL. ELIZABETH KENRICK, 1954

CON'SCIOUS recollection, even when it is enforced, is an extraordinarily valuable
exercise. All too often, when we neglect to make the occasional mental effort to relive
in our imaginations the events and atmosphere of long written chapters of our lives we
are left with nothing but a nebulous store of half-truths, fit only as a basis for misplaced
nostalgia, or stories of highly coloured exaggeration. As a new girl, I used to supply
my geography classes with imaginative and largely fictional accounts of a half-forgotten
stay in Australia, and now, when used for the same purpose, my recollections of my
days at Downe are in danger of becoming conveniently shadowy.

Oddly enough, when I sat down and endeavoured to practise what T have been
preaching, it was all the most prosaic things that sprang immediately to my mind. The
smells, repetitive and insistent, which used to be so noncr?able at the beginning qf every
term, and then gradually merge discreetly into every'day life; the bravely hygienic s;ne]]
of glutinous pink Premiere floor polish on the corridor and bedroom floors, or of my

: i d of soap and dried

hands after they had been washed with the unvarying fa""‘{“d bran
ona damp grziby roller towel, or of the bathrooms on }3mw~ash:ing ;‘]a)’% eosr. eﬁ:&:r(\ i:
unabashed odour of kippers for breakfast; Then the daily m:sn e e

etting- imes vague and getic, some i

e e and e of 8l diningoom 2 et e S0X )
and sleepily spasmodic, at lunch poised and somewhat fo:;rhna ;t::z ol;[; new forty, fol-
raucous; the slamming of rows of music-ro0m doors a:n ] ethc b o e

lowed by muffled arpeggios and spologels QKxin';alt?is o depress me.
Concert Raom so0f, she ellet &8 s IX: ::h:::l 1 was always a member ;itherlof a
But above all, T remember the queues: eued to look at in the first place.
listor of a queu;; 1 queued to sigh lists V;h;‘;}“,:]:;‘jng; comparabletoevery other form
an

My queueing life underwent a gro
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of my public life at Downe. As a new girl I was gently infor_med about and gulided into
certain queues which transformed me from a mere name into alhuman being with
a height, a weight, and a temperature. Gradually I learned alI‘the trlclfs of the queueing
trade, such as the knack of inserting myself tactfully at a given point, the fact that T
could usually do ten rows of knitting in the average temperature queue, and ‘.}m
queues could be admirable conversational centres. The culmination of my queueing
career came as a Senior, when I was allowed to make little queues of my own, in
rather the same way that a National Service officer makes a fighting unit out of a
motley crew of recruits. A queue could be a real work of art. The raw material
was incorrigibly noisy, restless, and rebellious, but just occasionally, with the right
blend of authority, physical force, and cajoling, the finished product could be modestly:
rewarding.

The character of queues at Downe varied according to the prize or destination.
Those of an official nature, especially temperature queues, were generally apathetic,
and the better controlled they were the more monotonous. They alternated between
dumb immobility and a slow shuffling forward movement. Faces were buried assidu-
ously in books or knitting, or staring fixedly at anything in sight; the sanatorium list,
the book of the person in front, or the shoes of the Seniors. Watching from the side-
lines, one was occasionally rewarded by the opportunity for a fierce ‘shsh’, or the sight
of someone losing her place or dropping a stitch as the queue lurched forward again,
otherwise there was nothing to do but listen to the regular recitation of names and
conjecture who was the next person due round the corner.

At the opposite extreme were the selfish, frenzied, elbowing heaps of humanity which
gathered whenever there was any prospect of bagging seats for any great event; plays,
films, concerts—the disease even spread to lectures. To secure the coveted seat, efficient
strategy and sheer force were demanded. Everyone volcanoed into the Concert Room
through every possible gap in the line of defence, and flung books, scarves, cloaks, or
themselves over the maximum number of chairs with the maximum amount of vocal
accompaniment. Although I myself got tolerably expert at this nerve-racking pro-
cedure, these were the occasions when I felt that I almost hated the entire contents of
the school. -

In between, there was a host of nebulous queues, usually involving a quick rush to
join, and then firm resi to the inevitable regi ion. We queued in Bottom
Ea;t for our parcels—what a dark and dreary place it was too—we lqueued down the
cloisters on our way to Chapel, huddled in our cloaks, shivering and chattering, and
plodded slowly up the steps to the rhythm of the Chapel bell; at one point, we even
queued for our letters, and we were thus deprived of our one outlet for spontaneous
scrummage.

Just like everything else this continual queueing became absorbed into everyday life.
There was nearly alw?ys a solid baclf in front of'me and an impatient voice behind. It
could almost be described as symbolic; a school is like one long queue, and at the end
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of term the head is chopped off and a new tail is added. This Ao arid £

ment is invariable and almost automa tesmily loss an replenish

how skilfully you apply what y I.:-:’. T e i
Of course, life was not entirely cor

were a(!)\;l:yss;‘he peo}:lei’:nd iﬁhw

ever, jors of a biographical turn
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