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Introduction 

MISS MEDLEY 

THE ~uggestion ~at a collection of early and recent memories-a Dawne House Scrap­
book m fact~m1ght be a pleasantly appropriate way of marking the first fifty years of 
the school's l~fe, and of paying tribute to Miss Willis, was first put forward in the 
School Magazim 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. 

It is hoped that these recollections may give pleasure; thal they will serve to suggest, 
at least, what Downe House was like in the first fifty years of its life, and that, as all good 
reminiscence does, they may evoke more. 

In Retrospect 

MISS WILLIS 

As this is to be a scrap-book and not a history, you will not expect a record of the 

school, but just snippets and patch work. 
So many Downe House girls have asked me to tell them about the early days of the 

school, that, as its fiftieth year approaches, I mu~t rry_ to recollect the past and to see 
why I wanted to start a school and what unconsetous. 1nfl~ences moulded my plans. It 
is not easy to choose a beginning because, as every histonan knows, one fact emerges 
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. in its turn the begetter of a new even~. Of course the first 
from a previous .cause and 1\ ome. From my earliest years I had listened to my father 
influences were m mr own d discussing problems with my mother; to ~oth of thern 
talking about educauon .an f th . . nions and actions and they were singularly fr 
sinceri ty was the foundauon ° . eirdopit were an essential part of their lives. Myfa~ 
from conventions. Books, muSI:s::: ~r and had a natural gift for teaching. I remember 
~ one of the first Ins~~o: ~ ne 

0
;~:'schools, where in .a mome~t he ~ifted a class out 

bemg taken as a small c I f . tion into excited interest m their own country­
of the stiffness and boredom ~ an msre; he e~ cted us to take in anything that he read 
side. He was such a scholar himself th~ F. d~ and fsahella, Dickens, and Thackera 

to us1(haktra;, Mol,ere;t;::~:~~s.::ertainly before I was twelve years old, an~ 

;~:~ are:Jaalla.;:nn~~o~ :th enthusiasm before I went to school at _thirteen. 
To school I had to go, possibly because I had had too much educat10n at home, and I 

was beginning to want more independence. Everythi.ng at ho~e centred round our 
edification, and we were shown beautiful scenery, arch1te~ture, pictures,_ and museums, 
and told what to appreciate in music until it developed m me an obstinate refusal to 

show any interest in anything. . 
I was such a rebel that I was sent to Brighton, to what was then a modern boarding• 

school, Wimbledon House, now called Roedean, to find my own feet and to learn 
discipline. 

The Misses Lawrence were Unitarians and my parents chose this school as they them• 
selves had reacted from the mid-Victorian Low Church teaching and were determined 
to save us from any narrow Church of England influence. With the tiresome perversity 
of a child I disliked the Unitarian teaching and form of worship and I was very much 
attracted to the devotion and digniry of the High Church so that later on, when I left 
school, I decided to join the Church and to choose my own interpretation of the 
Christian faith. 

For me life at school was rather a struggle for existence. I look back and realize my 
own failings-my lack of discipline, my untidiness and unpunctuality and in a school 
based on boys' public-school tradition, my compl;te inability to play gam;s or to suc­
ceed many form of athletics. I thought myself cleverer than the average girl and learned 
about ~II games a_nd athletics so that I could criticize and report matches in the school 
maf~me, ;nd~11s gave me certain privileges, which I enjoyed. Fallowing the Arnold 

:1m~1:~t h~tter ;;en:sn gave the elder girls a great deal of authority and we learned by 
I owe my old sch ~ ce how to manage younger and defiant members of the school. 

calmly, but J boug~~ ;;1::~:d a:~n~ove all the courage to tackle difficult siruatio~ 
particular interest. Schoolgirl ad~ra . painful way, as I had no guidance and ~obodY 
school and I remember the scent of fl~;:• were th'.'n the establi~hed custom in eve!'f 
brought their gifts to their ·a1 f; rs m the SIXth-form studies, as young adnure!S 
devotion and it wasted a go~r: 

1 
a;~untes. It was a silly but emotionally satisfying 

ea o nme, energy> and money. 
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. School life developed my critical faculties and I 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, a~d a sense of responsibility. ' 

I 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 became so exhausted 
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. 

We were always hampered by lack of capital as we each contributed only a prelimin­
ary £1 500 towards expenses, and even in those days this did not go far. We had to find 
a hou~ spacious enough for a small school, but inexpensive to run, with enou~h land 
for a playing-field and a garden to enjoy. Dawne House, Dawne, ne~r Orpington, 
Kent, fulfilled these requirements. It was a family house, with the splendid tradioon ?f 
Charles Darwin still lingering there and occasionally a few devout followers of Darwm 
came to visit the Sandwalk and his study and the laboratory, which he built but never 
used. His work and his character were a great inspiration to us as ttme went_on. The 
integrity and imagination of the scientist and the family affection ?f ~e J?arwms made 
an atmosphere that J hope permeated the school and gave it a certain d1gruty even when 

it ;:ss;;;;n?'~~~~ the arrival of our first pupil, Nan \"V_oodall~ was~ great e:e.nt and 
we collected two girls to be her companions, a first cousin of nune, Hilary W1lhs, and 



ol They could only stay f~r a term and "'• 
Chesterfield scho ·w bad a small staff, Miss Heather, 1.!is, 

Dulcie Travers from :hat would happen. e u il to teach. Fortunately Mrs. Maore 
were left ".'0nde~:gand myself and only on~ ~ie 10 live with us to fill up the empty 
Collins, Mis\ La Alice and a small son Ralp B rn the daughters of the Rev. Andrew 
and her d~u!~er long Cordelia and Augusta t~ f:el like a school and all school pur. 
rooms, an ore f sai'isbury. Then we began 
Burn later Dean o . . call I 

. , ere followed enrhusiasn Y· rh best teacher in the school. n 1907 she was a 
sui~: Heather was then and a~:>:\ve:terham as well as at Do:"ne H ouse and acting 
busy woman, teaching in a scho 1 editor of the Chemzcal News. She was a 
as secretary to Sir William Crook;-;:;;' so both a science and mathematics degree, and 
scholar of Holloway College and ha f en_ which food could be preserved without 
had i_nvented and patented a1o{: l~t :::e;:yes and an enchanting smile, she avoided 
freezing. Slim and a_cn~e, w, d g cl ent in all weathers from Greenstreet Green, 

all ou'. ~: af:~i;"~~,~~ro"e::;Jr~~n;a much-loved pony.. . 
so;~~ Lane was the beauty of the staff. She had long golden hair and a _beauuful figure 
and encouraged all athletics and gymnastics. Before we had a gymnasmm, gymnasnc 
exercises and what I called drill happened out of doors, generally on th~ old-fashioned 
tennis-court Games were not much fun until there were a few more girls, but cncket 
was practised on the lawn and some sort of hockey began vei,: soon. . 

There were other diversions, even acting, and the first play m July 1908 was wntten 
by a friend of mine, Beryl de Zoete, on the theme of new ventures and plans. Rip Van 
Winkle, a young man full of original and unpopular ideas and modem music, met with 
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 all 
the people of the young generation. 

1:'e people of Dawne village were always invited to our actings but they were not 
parncularly interested in a girls' school and the old vicar, Mr. Finden, shunned us 
deliberately. It was not easy to take the children to the village church to listen to the 
:n who shut the church door against the Darwin family. I used to send the school out 

10 i~~:::~:~n tut this was consider~d too _childish a plan and we did finally decide 
teachi c pel ~nd to hold services su11able for a school community. Rehgious 

ng was very puzzling 10 m I kn h I >-J 
never been 10 any cl th h I e as ew t at there were Sunday schools, but nau 
didn'r understand a~ h oug th was a member of the Church there was a great deal that I 
ance of the childr~n :~cl f~ cl at h~lped me to sympathize with the even greater ignor· 
10 answe'. their questions.~ to 

0
~mk out '."Y personal beliefs again and again in ord; 

:nswers. ~hat do you mea:b ;
0 
que.5t1on~. were sometimes met with unexpec_ 

Oh.I know, she said, 'it's the ii ns~ien~e ._ I asked one extremely naughty chiid. 
you ve done anything.' Th ~tie voice m51de you which says "Quite right" v.Jietl 
of course was 'D e ques11on that alwa . net 

' - 0 horses go to Heaven>• I ys came ~p m Sunday classes, as a rna ,
1 • always said that I hoped so but I couldD 
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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 Dawne 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 Dawne 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. 

Fram the first term, Dawne House has appreciated music in every form, hearing it 



and making it, and the Music Club ( or Society) was started by Miss Aimee Tizard (later 
Mrs. Willett) and has persisted triumphantly ever since, and for the last forty 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 carried on by Miss 
Bedford, Miss Dorothy Willis, Miss Hickson, and many other artists, to the 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 H)02. 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. Fram 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, I 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 ?ne wiU 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 trai~ng i.n Paris in order to help the poor people on a family estate. 
After ~ome tragedy, which mvolved her family, she had come to England and was 
prepanng to take a medical training in London. She was also an inventor and had 
patented a metal tire, possibly the precursor of the bulldozer wheel. Her arrival at 
Dawne House changed her plans and, though she continued her work in London she 
soon _devoted herself to the school and came to live there. I realized before long tha~ she 
was little u~e as a teacher, but she was a skilled craftsman and could inspire people in 
evei7i_ pracncal wr In everything she did there was a touch of genius and equally an 
m~ 1 tty to comp ete a bit of work. She had learned from everyone she met and with 
quick response she coul_d pick up hints from every fine workman. As the numbers in 
the school grew she qmte naturally assumed th f h d 
and one by one rooms were added to the old he part ~ . an yman and then builder, 

and dedicated. There was always an original to~:e i~n M:: 
1~:dc~: ;::te~:.t~:t~: 
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methods. She could use any tools, but insisted on keeping them in her own control and 
somehow she persuaded men to work for her just as she chose, often through the night 
1f she wanted to finish a job quickly. 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 
1946 she was in charge of all the buildings, drains, water-supply, furnaces, and electri­
city. No Dawne 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 
ifl can't get to church'. 

Driving 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 I 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 
1 5 m. p.h. was generally expected. 

There was so much change and growth in the first years of the life of the school, that 
no 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. 
I was determined not to hav_e 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 
school numbers are over 25o there are no separate houses and children hav~ to mix with 
everyone. Dormitories and tables in the dining-hall were and are ch~sen without re_gard 
for special preferences but a careful selection was made so that cliques wer~ avoided, 
though friendships were made naturally and easily, without any fear of breaking House 

regulations. • ~ l 
The round tables in the dining-room provided an opportunity or gen~a con~er~ 

tion and the heads of the tables were expected to encourage this and to eep or e'. 
. . 0 h d of a table assured me that cheerful conversat10n 

not a very easy comb;nauo~. ~e ea_ d to carry across a table naturally created dis­
invariably went too ar an ~mces raise ne about it. 
turbance, and there was nothing 10 be do ne House girls are always ready to talk and 

This may ~ccount for the fact th;;r~~:e in the first generation, who were friendly 
can get on with anyone. We were h b came elder girls the newcomers fol­
and well manner~d ~nd quite fearless. A:d\~:r :tandards. As I l;ok back on the early 
lowed their lead mstmcuvely_a~d ac~f}un and ood training of the Guide Movement, 
activities, I remember most vividly t g 



1 • • f the lower forms. This is not the place 
which was the special out-of-schoo activity o k ff to 
discuss the rowth of the Guide Movement, which as everyone no~~ was an° -shoat 

of Lord Ba~en-Powell's Scout Movement •. He had; ~:~se ~'; ::e~~~ 6:en~ people 
and his lans have never been superseded, hut he ha ' . ~ . ' never~ 
end in !'u I of oung men and women who would _grv_e up their spare tlme and energy 
to trafru/Pb~ s ; nd girls in independence, respons1b1hry, knowledge o~ the country­
side, cou!ge, ~ nd alertness. His methods are excellent and the ~mphas1s on camping 
will be appreciated by all normal children. Downe Hous~ en1oyed many years of 
Guiding and Miss Croft was the mainstay of the ~ovement m the school. She trained 
many girls who afterwards became Guiders m their turn, but the Second Wo'.ld War 
brought this to an end at Downe House. young w~men now hav~ h_ttle le1Sure tlme and 
less inclination to give up this time to younger children, and Gmdm_g as well as much 
voluntary social work has been gradually given up. The Movement sttll goes on but in a 
limited way and it may be that some day Baden-Powell's methods will be adopted by an 
enlightened educational authority and will become part of the regular school curricu­
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, play~ 
and even examinations. All have their place in school life and serve to persuade the 
relucrant 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 
rhere were some consequences of misdeeds, rhey could hardly be called punishments. 
The school was rather an easy-going place and I relied on the common sense of girls to 
obrain order, rhough I did not expect rhem to be angels. On the whole this worked and 
I was not a formidable or very self-confident headmistress, so that children, parents, and 
staff co~sulted 1;1e very freely and I could talk over future plans and even present prob­
lems without d1fliculty. In fact I enJoyed meeting parents and still have many friends 
among rhem. I remember one parent corning to me wirh rhe sensible remark rhat she 
was looking for an '.1:'perfect school that would suit an imperfect child, and I saw that 
she realized the futility of believing in a perfect system in which children could be 
turned out patterns of behaviour and knowledge, sometimes lacking initiative. Such a 
sy~te: fortunately does not exist, but it still lingers as an idea in rhe minds of people 
:g odoavi° forg~tte~ their owr childhood, and who want a fool-proof merhod of obtain­

like fee~i::~h;l~ren~;r:~:e ::r: is to be said about instruction, but in the main it is 
to make it acceptable to [hildren a~ot as well and as scientifically as ~ou can, you ha~ 
assimilation. In my own case I used E ey are. rhe people concerned with rhe process 0 

I myself enjoyed books cl nglish literature as my chief material for lessons as 
I think rhat everyone i; t~e;;;;i"nen~:~~ drama and ?ction, andent and modern, and 
of rhem wrote with considerabf succest loved readmg and bemg read to, and rnanY 

A Poetry Society, later called Litera • S . ·th 
ry ociery, a constantly changing body WI 
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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 modem 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 have 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 girls '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 and 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. I remember Christine (Collier) Raikes, who was a newcomer but fitted in ad­
mirably and later became an artist, but as the school increased in numbers, the domestic 

science course had to be given up. 
Our first introduction 10 musical festivals thrilled the school, as in early days there 

were competitions between different schools and Dawne House was often successful. 
Miss Gunn and Miss Read led the school from the easy communal playing and singing 
to more ambitious music. Looking back I find myself saying, 'What fun it was', and 
now when I go back to Downe House I find the s;me teacher_, in;piring and encouraging 
the younger generation and I hear them saying, What fun 11 is -and ttme has as little 

meaning to them as it had to us in the past. . 
During the First World War numbers had steadily increased and in 1918 we were 

attacked by the horrible influenza germ that killed more people than the German army. 



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 struggl; 
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 for a 
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. 
I 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 hersel£ The first house was later turned into the school house. The second, 
call~d 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, 
so that those who live there now will know why the stairs are dark and difficult. Miss 
~urtis had great ambition for her Society, and expected it to revolutionize society, but 
m fact the house was built during the war and was occupied in 1917 by many people 
who felt that the~ had no concern with the war, so that in 191g when the war ended, 
they felt free to disperse and hence there was no money with which to pay inte~est on 
the mortgage; and m 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, 

on a cold snowy day, we moved in and the House of Silence became Downe House, 
as I felt that the earlier name would be inappropriate. I brought with me a large white 
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Samoyede dog, whic? I had bought at F arningham when peace was proclaimed. Peter 
was the first of a senes of Samoyedes, generally very friendly and pleasant dogs, but 
they_ had no ~pportunity of dragging sleighs so they gave themselves exercise by vainly 
chasing rabb11s and, as they were not as intelligent or well behaved as Dawne House 
girls, we were continually going out to find these wandering animals. Miss Nickel loved 
them dearly but was always anxious about them and would never run the risk of losing 
them. My memories of the Samoyedes always include calling, calling, calling for them 
in vain and then about midnight the rwo or three dogs, covered with mud, generally 
trailing 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 heen 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 Miss 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 jOO 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 Dawne 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 
surpri;ing that we found it difficult to meet expense_s ~nd the real mar~el is that Miss 
Nickel should have planned and supervised all the bmldmgs that now exist. I remember 
seeing her perched on walls or climbing on roofs or measuring out new class-rooms. 
Some eo le thought that her building might be rather unsafe, but wh_en the kitchen 
was in~re!sed by six feet last year, the builders found it alm~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 p10_neer 
work and there was no settling down to a neat and orderly patte:n. We somettmes 

h h d h hich could be well warmed and easily managed, but I 
wished t at we . a ah_ house wl had to walk about in the open air berween lessons and 
wanted a school m w ic peop e 
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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 rw1ce 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. 

Our elderly vicar, who used to come to the cloister cha~el _e~er'f we~k to_celebtate 
Holy Communion, used to murmur, 'This is indeed truly pnmmve and 1magmed him­
self celebrating in the chilly catacombs below Rome. I am afraid that it was hard on the 
staff, and especially on foreigners. At that time we had a truly wonderful 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 French and 
took part in many French plays. 

In fact the chief actors went to France, to St. Omer, Boulogne, and Valenciennes and 
acted Moliere's L, 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 
Oflicier d' Academie franc;aise 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 less harassed life and perhaps more French was learned by more children under the 
guidan~e of Mademoiselle Chapoulou, the present head of the French department. 

!)unng the ten years before th~ war we were fortunate in having some very distin­
guished _teachers! ~mong them Miss Rowntree, Miss Sanderson, and Mamie Poore (an 
?Id Seruor) all hvmg at St. Peter's. They were responsible for much of the history and 
literature and Latin in the school, and especially to Miss Rowntree the school owed a 
~terlj resume of current events every week. Miss Sanderson had a great gift for drama 
an a g onous sense of humour, and together they wrote the most wonderful plays, to 
entertain the school. I call to mind a splendid skit on th k f di d lay 
in which Miss C oft d M" H e wor o a ctator an a P 
the native girls 0~ o::ne ~:us:~:ay were 10st on 3 d~sert island and tried to educate 
of the party a role abl cl b ~~, but they all fell m love with the sailor in charge 
spent a Ion~ time cou:C:~; ally •~~l Sa_nclerson._ The Historical Society in 1934~5 

posst e mfortnat1on about Guy Fawkes, and Miss 
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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 and 
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 and it was a 
joy to me to see his scholarly productions and to watch the plays performed in a really 
classical way. 

Another joy 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 dancing 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. Goossens and then developed her 

•own plans of original dancing. Every year a new ballet is stiH though: out, practised, 
d performed when the weather permits, on the grass lawn m the clo,sters. 

an The massed gymnastics, which also took place on Se_niors' Weekend, has c~anged 
from almost military precision into free-movement, but 1t has not_ lost its attrac~?n. 

It would take a volume to mention all the people who have built up the trad1tton of 
Dawne House but one more person must be named ~nd never forgotten, Mada~e 
A anitha Houlberg, who had been nurse in my own family when she was a young girl, 
cogmin strai ht to us from a Swiss village. She had married from our house but came 
to the ~choof after her husband died when her sons were grown up. She never lost her 
Swiss accent and her Swiss practical ability was of th~ greatest use ~nl her calrde of meln_d-

d I b h r impauence when g,r s wou not c aim 
ing and of acting clothes, a~h rem~m er II e girls and staff and after staying at Hill 
their unmarked garments. e ove us a 'fh through the kindness of Mr. and 
House for a time she moved into a cottage O er own 
Mrs. Francis and died there to our sorrow in ~94:- ean by 'Jaws' which took place 

Downe House past an~ prese~~:~l~::~;. ~o:~id'.::,le, but both 'name and custom 
at tlie end of each term• The h l was beginning to grow up. I invited the leavmg 
s~arted before 1917, when the sc oo of the term and it was a sad affair discussmg the 
girls to come and see me on the last day 
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. d rather too emotional a strain. So I decided to have 
future and :aying goodbye, an one after another, as a matter of course rath~r than a 
everybody in at the end of term, kn •·aws' though as I told them, 11 would 
leave-taking and this custom became ' o~n ;:e~m i;terviews'. 
have been more respectful t~ callb~em ::.seointerviews so that I had in my head ( or on 

We always had sraff m~~tin~s ~ ~r:risen or any praise to give and occasionally the 
paper) notes on ~ny trou ke }:t a always an element of unexpectedness. Had any 
victi~ had quet?ns ~o as ci· ere ;;a:nd what would be the reaction? I tried to clear 
special wr?ng-d oing d~en iscdovt;or ubles and to explain the reports of work done. It 
up any misun erstan ings an . l cl . h 
became my custom to look through the written work of each gir ~rmg t e 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.. . 

I emphasize the point of improvement as I felt that 11 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 
hockey was played and later on, hockey in the Lent term and lacrosse in the autumn, 
but la':'osse became so much more popular that hockey was given up, except by the 
enthusiasts who used to play on Sunday afternoons. 

I am not sure that we were right in the decision to give up hockey; it is a cheerful 
game for beginners and lacrosse takes a long time to learn. At the same time I recognize 
that hockey can be a rough game and dangerous to noses and teeth 

We were fortunate in finding at Cold Ash a friend, Lt.-Col. J. Holditch Leicester, 
wh~ hadhrea:ed from a_ very responsible position in the Medical Service in India. He 
ma ea s oo11ng-range 10 his own garden a cl b h ·11 
many girls to be really fine shots. The con oug t n es,_ •~cl before long he trained 
and won prizes (how many spoons th: ac mpeted 10 the M10iature Rifle _Tournaments 
used to appear regularly. Several times~he q::d I cannot count) and shields and cups 
their shoot'.ng. Col. Leicester was a good fJend nt ~o Eisley and were congratulated ?n 
much gra11tude for his personal kindness and :n benefactor an~ ma?y girls owe "'.m 
cre11on. He never divulged any of the co fid ympathy and his qU1te amazing dis· 

Another kind friend of the school was ~rsen;;: he received. 
sewing 10 the school for a long tim Sb cl ncis, who hved next door and taught 
girls for whom we had no room .°"d ~ an Mr._Francis took in a certain number of 
old girls. ' n 

I 
ey were rnvariably hospitable to parents and 
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If one can divide the_ time after the First World War into special periods, the first 
twelve years were the tJme of r~covery, ~r attempted recovery, when prosperity sank 
lower and_ lower and no eco~om1st could mvent a plan to stop growing unemployment 
and despair. The second penod was one of anxiety, as the German struggle for existence 
and desire for revenge gradually crystallized into an unreasonable belief in an almost 
insane and unscrupulous demagogue, Adolf Hitler. Even decent Germans thought that 
he had re~tored self res~ect and hope to their country, and they preferred to ignore his 
contemp11ble (ies 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 w~r and with_th_e country discontented, poor, and disliked by other nations, it 
seemed as if Great Bntam 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 
in a 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 was 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 I 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, but also 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 tired 
. h 1 • k and there were many• 

or too busy to en1_oy t e abtest JO eh, pedal property and we used to go out into the 
Two of the white dogs ecame er s 

woods with them elver~ day. d d her to see a doctor and he diagnosed inoperable 
In January 194[ _at a'.t m t;:owing weakness she did not suffer pain for some 

;;~e:n~:~:::: X;1:~~r~:~ ~o work to the end, s~ that in August 1943, she ?egan to 
arra~ge the next term's time-table as usual, but it was completed by her fnend and 
colleague, Miss Shawe, and the last weeks were full of suffenng. She d_1ed on 16 Sep­
tember 1943. This was a tragic loss to the school and the staff, and especial!? to_me, but 
her inspiration is not lost and I am sure that her love of the school remains as great 

su)!;~~t~g 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 
no doubt a knowledge of the Bible. 

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 Dow_ne Ho~se I t~ied to lead girls on to find their own spiritual way. I think that 
of all st~d1es Religion IS the most important and the most difficult for any teacher. 
Instruct10n must be given but never too dogmatically and as far as possible by the 
Socranc method. Confirmation classes at about the age of 15 were a great opportunity, 
~oth:or 1

1
~acher and pupil, and for most of my time at Downe House I was responsible 

or e re 1g1ous teaching and for the chapel services. . 

abt reme{;'ber _on one occasion the School Certificate examiner commented unfavour­
y on_t _e scni:iure teaching at Downe House because he said that our girls gave their 

~:;a~~:~:s:a~~~:::~ble::r.miracles an~ he considered that learning by heart both 
My patchwork is ended. f hfv:~llon req~ired, certainly not !ndependent thinking. 

I know that while they re cl h eei° r{admg 1'.1e scraps provided by other people and 
car t e s ig t conscious memories of trivial incidents, the 

18 



authors themsdves are the result of their home and school training and I have very good 
reason to ~e101ce m th~~' and th~y themselves know that each one is remembered by me 
with special and unfiulmg affecaon. 

APPENDIX : The Order of Silence 

Ju s T before the ~ 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 meditation. 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--; a.m., 12-1 p.m., and 
~ 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 community and charged 
tos. 6d. for every quarter of an hour's attentio~ a~d this coul~ som~times be given as 
absent treatment which may have been less fatiguing than an 1nterv1ew. She seems to 
have been a pers~n of what is called outstanding personality and if her orders _were not 
carried out she expelled the offender. One of her theones was part1c~arly d_,fficult to 
follow. She believed that everyone had creative power and by d1recnng this on any 
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ob·ect the result would be constructive and successful. When the Ord~r.needed money, 
th~ m~mbers were told to direct their spiritual efforts tow~rds obtammg mon_:Y and 
when they failed, Miss Curtis ordered them to give up their gaye~ c~lour~d dJibbahs 
and to return to the pale grey of the neophytes: This caused great mdign~non, especi­
ally among the few who had attained to rose pmk, an~ the gradual breaking up of the 
Order followed at the end of the war. She herself is said to have had a breakdown and 
later went to live at Burton-Bradstock, with some of her followers. 

MISS WINIFRED MORGAN-BROWN, 1909-1919 

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 Aimee 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. 

I 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 annosphere. Nothing could have seemeg 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 
extens10ns 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 used ~s a Common Room was the famous study, where Charles 
Darwin wrote the Orzgm of Species. We still called it the Study and it was there we 
pursued ou~ humble activities, read, worked, and corrected. The 'staff had dinner there 
m the evenmgs and the meals at the round table were very enjoyable. 

Looking back to '.hose carefree days, I suppose that one big difference in one's life 
then was the domestic comfort which arose from there always being plenty of pleasant, 
effici~nt servant~. Even during the First World War years I cannot remember any 
occas10n on which any of us needed to help in any domestic capacity. I cannot even 
recall where the pantry was in the old Downe. Few of us looking back over the years 
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of a later war could fail to remember the • k hi 
I think we were fairly hardy, we though:

1
~

0
:h~~ w ot!awe had presided. However, 

Orpington station along the countr 1 g . !king the five nules up fr.om 
Elms woods from F arnborou h a:a anes after a day m London, or through the High 
over, g ' 1 cannot remember there being many fires to sit 

In those early days a horse-bus ran up and down from the village to Orpington, 
replaced as years ~ent ~n by a motor-bus, and at Downe House by Miss Willis's first 
car, a green De D10n, with a cane-coloured basketwork pattern on it. 

I remember an occasion when this car had been involved in some sort of collision 
on the way to ~e station. At the subsequent inquiry Miss Willis was asked how fast 
she had been gomg, whether she had been in a hurry, and (very cunningly) had she 
been ready when the car came round to the door? Her reply, in an outraged voice, was, 
'/ ready to start? Why of course not'. 

The Study faced north on to the gravelly sweep by the front door, on the other side 
of the house was the drawing-room, with long windows looking into the garden and a 
French window leading into the glass-roofed veranda outside. In the evenings Miss 
Willis used to read aloud in the drawing-room, while the school mended, and I 
recall an occasional Sunday evening hymn-singing here also, once at least conducted 
by Miss Willis in a manner all her own. She announced that she was going to play 
the accompaniment. This 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. 
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 comparuon. Pheena was small, had 
very short legs, and rough smoky grey hair, generally covere1 w1~h mud. T!;;;s~two 
used to range the countryside together. How she ever manage to eep up wt ,ger 
was a mystery but she had an unconquerable spirit. . _ 

I loved m 'room and I think I was the only person on the staffwh~ mhab1ted_the 
same room throu hout her career. As school numbers grew, new dorm1torte~ or sick­
rooms were want!d with the result that staff had to move out or change their r~oms, 
but I clun to mine, It was on the back-stairs and next to the bathrooms. If eel sure tt ~ad 

g • . f k of earlier generattons but I loved tt. It earned 
b~en inhabited by a succ~s~t0n ° coo ~ baths. These began at 6. JO a.m. so the office 
wah it the duty of superv1smg the morning 
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was no sinecure. There was a time-table and the limit of_o~cupa~ion ~as s~ven minutes. 
Apropos of this room, the then vicar of Downe had 11Vl~g with him a sist_er, a rather 

exciting lady with large eyes, deeply involved in such subjects as second sight,_ palm­
istry, and crystal gazing. She was very kind and used_ t? a~k us to tea from time to 
time. At these tea parties a certain amount of harmless d1vmat1on used to ?o on, and on 
one occasion I was told that my success in life largely depended on wearing pal_e green 
and living near running water. My mind closed instantly and completely agamst the 
pale green, but I thought of the four bathrooms next my room and of other domestic 

plumbing opposite, and was comforted •. 
Everyone belonging 'to those days will remember the Prep. Room, large and bare 

and full of desks where people worked when not in a lesson. In here, on Saturday 
morning after breakfast, a forty was given up to the claimi~g o~ artkle~ lefrabout during 
the week. I think the large chest which received these obiects is still m eXJstence 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 ti°:e they had ever been out on the road. I had taken it for granted that 
if they ~ccepted bicycles they knew how to ride them. However, I was mistaken. The 
utmost mcompetence was shown by the whole party. Going down a steep hill at a smart 
pace the~ achiev_ed a series of collisions worthy of a circus. Crash followed crash, and 
by the time theu rum was over five people were lying in the dust. As the person 
resbons,bl~ was ter:1fied, but by some miracle no one was hurt and all ended happily. 

dd; ano . er .o:as10n ;e went by car to a lovely spot by a river and spent the day 
pa mg, picn'.c . ng, ~n exploring. On the way home we had two unctures, and, 
thh ose bemgh pnm1t1ve times, the driver stuffed the flat tire with a sack fnd we bumped 

ome on t at. 

There was no Chapel when I came to Do . . 
stairs, very simply fitted u . We went wne._ we had prayers ma small room up· 
days the vicar was very olland eccentn'tcoathde pansh chur~h on Sunday. In quite early 

n the services m Dawne church were really 
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very trying'. so we _took to walking the two miles or so over the fields to Cudham. 
Early-morning parues used to take bread and butter with them to eat in the strawber 
fields_ on the way ~ome. Better days came when the old vicar died and a new one w':s 
appointed. Som~um_es when we arrived at church we found Mark Lubbock at the 
organ. The family hved at Gorringes nearby and Ma D H 
day girl. , ry ca'."e to owne ouse as a 

We all rejoiced 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 which pumped the air were embossed Patent Mouseproof Pedals. 

When Edward VII died in 1910 a great many people from Dawne 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 Dawne 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 
lid getting, 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 unpopulariry. 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 father, tall and commanding, and 
the big gates leading from Horse Guards Farad~ being slo-;ly pressed shut against 
the surging mob. It was a great relief, and everything was all right after that. 

Another mass expedition up to London by_b~s was in the winter. We had been to see 
Henry V, and coming home were involved in impenetrable fog. We ~pent part of the 
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 lat~r on. The younger 
ones went 10 sleep in the pews. We were all glad when_ the fog lifted and the buses 
started again. We got home about 2 o'clock in the mor~ing. . 

N
O 

account of the old Downe would be complete without speaking ~f the garden, 
it suited the house so erfectly. I cannot remember m~ny flower_s m 11, but It was 
1 • . P f wa -big old rose bushes, syringa, and lilac in plenty, and I 
ovely in a perennial sor_t o . y all near the cracked old hard tennis court. 
remember a beautiful 1asmme on the w 
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. or of a square bed in the kitchen garden, it was full 
Augusta Burn became part propriet d 

5 
a lovely sight. Alice Moore, by mutua] 

of dog-toothed violets in the spring an hit~ugusta attended to the plants: later on 
agreement, used to catch the frof'• : de sweet-briar bush in it. I wonder if it is still 
Sazzie Gunn inherited this bed an ten e a 

there. . f th arden came from the wide lawn where, opposite the house 
The chief pleasure O e ~ stood the Mound. Here the summer plays were acted. 

and c~owned with ile~-~:n: the drawing-room end of the house to the greenhouse 
The lime-tree wal:r:: of the arden. Several large walnut-trees and an old mulb~rry 
and the r;t;:~:, side of the Tawn and beyond them a wide path and the iron ra1l_mgs 
:~~: :o fields where games were played and an occasional crop o'. hay was raised. 

There were some wonderful summers in those years before the First World War. 
I particularly remember the summer that Halley's comet appeared. Ther~ were long 
glorious days of sunshine and July nights when the sky seemed full of fallmg 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 m Punch. The people m 
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's 
might be played at Dawne House, the delight and excitement may be imagined. The 
rwo elevens lunched at the school and admirers had the felicity of sitting through a 
summer afternoon watching these heroes play cricket. Several times, when writing 
these recollections, I have wished I had kept a diary. Ifl had, I could tell you who com­
posed those r:vo elevens. As it is, I can only recall, besides the rwo illustrious captains 
and A. A. Milne, 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 mumps'broke out simul­
taneously. Quite a lot of people had both at once. Can one imagine anything more 
uncom~rtable? Audrey Richards and Bitha Bowen brought out a magazine to help 
ad'.11use_ e Stcdk. 1

1
t was called the Meamper and the few numbers that appeared were as 

ivertmg an c ever as one w Id I 
illustrations and cont •b . fou suppose. t was highly topical and there were 
extremely funny and~ uttons robm others besides the editors. The whole thing was 

eserves to e remembered 
I have spoken of the plays acted O th M • . 

produced in the Gymnasium . I n e ound m the garden but other plays were 
according to the occasion, Mi,:~:~rs\:~~~ers. These were more or less ambitious£ 
them tended to be made up as th I day play b_emg the most important. All O 

ey went along, the dialogue crystallizing during re--
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hearsals. One of these birthday plays w · 
made her first appearance at Dawne Has important for posterity, for in it Miss Gunn 
Pink Peruvian Band, most dashing in °~~el as a conductor. She was the leader of the 
birthday lines written by Audrey Luc'::~nd :~~~~:~rm. I_recall? wo, some charming 
of these plays. They were sung to th f, to Miss Willis at the end of one 
tale of love shall tell' and began •~tune; When. 0ther lips and other hearts their 
think of all the birthdays which h ~nllo er plays m other years •. .'. It is nice to 
to this Jubilee Year. ave o owed and of all the good wishes continuing 

Brenda Mallarn brought the ~ouse down once with some ori inal musical items 
One was a so~g of robust patnoasm in which each verse began •Je don' t want a · j 
from (here a nval school was named)' the rest of th f · I · gu 
I remember one verse ran: , e verse was o an msu ting nature. 

We don't want a girl from Coed-Bel, from Coed Bel, from Coed Bel 
They thought they would win ' 
but did not, what a sell! ' 
Oh, what a sell for Coed Bel. 

Simple, but eminently satisfactory. 
The years I spent at Dawne House included the war years, which were grim enough. 

Sorrow and loss came to not a few at Dawne 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. \Vho 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, 
a long narrow red bag weighted at one end. It fell in a corner of the field. The whole 
game threw down its sticks and raced after it. In the bag was this message. 'Dear Hockey 
girls, Ask your Headmistress if you may come to the aerodrom_e, we would like to 
show you round.' (They were evidently having rather a dull ame at Biggm ~II.) 
The invitation was accepted, Miss Willis took the whole party over herself and hospital-

ity was exchanged more than once. . . 
One can really go on indefinitely setting down recoll~caons of things that happen~d 

then. There were so many people one liked being with and whose comparuonship 
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made the school work a pleasure and whose talents and promise made it feel a pri~lege 
to teach them. One can't set down all the well-remembered names, a few are friends 
still in the sense that we share the present as we shared .the past: others bel.ong almost 
enti~el to the ast, but their faces and their sayings, their nonsense and their wit, even 
their i{andwriti~g /lash into reality when I think of the ten years I spent at the old 
Downe. It is hard to believe that those ten years began nearly fifty ye~rs ago. Our life 
there the work, the fun, the people are not just memones, but a ~rightly coloured, 
solid' chunk of life and experience, which I for one look back to with a most happy 

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 then we 
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 is and 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. Th: 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 staff at the 
end of each forty, hung on the tree outside J. E and J both had loggias and a friendly 
red sqmrrel used to come into J and sit on the board and play with a piece of chalk. At 
that time there were red squirrels in the woods but in two years' time the grey squirrels 
and the dogs had ousted them all. D was a form-room-cum-studio with a litter of paint 
pot~, drawmg-boards, and easels occupying the end under the relief map of Europe­
K d,_d not ex!St an_d the fiction library was roofless with a covered passageway all round 
?nd 11 always remrnded me of pictures of the inn at Bethlehem. When it achieved a roof 
It became the Stud10 until the present one was built. The present y and y were the 
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Laboratory, with one T-shaped bench down th . ddl 
quite as much as for chemistry and as a gre e mi ;, and it was used for other lessons 
end contained the fume cupboard which e~oom or plays. The little annexe at the 
into the Gymnasium! ' ' w en used, sent most of its fumes down 

Even this little nucleus of buildings was a maze to a newc I 
lesson in F and my second in G, and if it had not b £ thomer. ta_ught my first 

direct me, I do not believe that I should have got any ;::a::i,atem:::rn fr:rni!~:~!:~~ 
my way to the Upper Staff Room where we had it. g 

I found _the other day a photograph of the school in July 1924 in which there were 
only 1°1 _girls and 17 staff, an~ though no doubt a few of each were missing, it is difficult 
to visualize the school no bigger than the present Seniors, Sixth, U er and Middle 
Fifths put together. pp 

After that the bui!dings spread and multiplied so rapidly that it is impossible to 
remember the order m 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 buildings 
increased beyond the capacity of the plant, it was quite a usual occ~rrence to receive a 
book with a note at the bottom 'lights went out please excuse the rest? and there was ~ne 
dreadful occasion when they failed in the middle of a School Certificate exammat:10n 
and Miss Heather had to rush down with an army of candles. 

In January ,
933 

we came back to find four delightful 'new children' in Miss Heather's 
four samoyede puppies who were exactly like cuddly white teddy bears, only ternbly 
mischievous ones as they grew up, with an insatiable appetite for hymn books and 
cheque books which they devoured while their mistress was out of her room a8t sudppther. 

b' hd ·n the Michaelmas term 192 an e 
The school attained its twenty:first ';1 ,ay 

1 
kend b the O ening of the Library 

event was celebrated at the following Seniors We~ Ii y •!,on which mass drill 
by the Duchess of Atholl and that I think was allso de h rS

t 
i::s~ith the most glorious 

formed a part of the programme. We were b ;sse t at ements were a most effective 
sun~hine and the colou_rful tunics and the r~:w ;~~:a~v enjoyable feature of Seniors' 
addmon to the entertamme~t- The balle:as a most disappointingly wet summer term, 
Weekend, was not born unnl I9_3 2• Th: dining-hall and the swimming-bath though 
but tt was marked by the opening of e 
the bad weather precluded much use of the latter. 
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The ni ht of 30/31 December 1933 was a disastrous one for Dow~e House, for that 
ni ht th/ Cha el was badly damaged by fire, but it p~o".ed a blessing m disguise for 
w; were alreal outgrowing the old Chapel, and in rebmldmg the antechapel, where the 
fire originated; was made part of the new Chapel. In h~r usual marvel!ous way Miss 
Nickel rose to the occasion and the rebuilding was ~u~ciently finished m llme for the 
Confirmation in March, though the roof still lacked 1ts ules and the floor was su]] being 

relaid in the early hours of that morning. . . 
Easter was early in 1934 and Good Friday evening saw th': birth of the Geographical. 

How well I remember that meeting! It had been a warm ~pnng 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 m those days and my form-room, 
where the meeting was held, was E. Disney Holdsw?rth ~u_nt, Ann Dawson, _F enella 
Boyle, and F ranees Pickard Cambridge were the movi~g spmts. Th': Geographical was 
slow to make a start but, in spite of many vicissitudes, 11 has kept gomg 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 
appararus from the old lab. in rime 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 staff gradually 
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 i~stiruted, and in the Michaelmas of 1940 'housecraft' began and has come 
to st;Y· At ru7ht we crept_ about the cloisters with tiny one-inch lights to our torches 
and blackout became a rughtmare, chinks of light would crop out where they should 
not. The wall_s were camouflaged with snake-like zigzags of green. 'Jerry' was often 
o~erhead at rught but only as a noisy bird of passage. Only once or twice did he drop 
hts mementos m our neighbourhood. Once a stick of bombs fell on Lady Adand's 
h~use and Ashmore Green, and once, at the very end of the Lent term 1943, a lone 
raider dropped boi_nbs on Newbury and then came up and machine-gunned Cold Ash 
village. That I behev_e was the only time that the underground assa e was seriously 
used as a refuge, but 11 was not built until the war was in its seco~d o! third year. The 
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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. Ohl what a holiday the next day was and what a bon­
fire, lighted 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'. 

!. NAN (WOODALL) NAPIER, 1907-1910 

The First Terms of Dawne House 

FIFTY years may seem a long time to look back to the birthday ofDowne--fifty years 
more full of dramatic events and changes, of happiness and 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 sraff-five residents and more visiting-were young and gay 
and the days were full of fun and exciting things to do. 

I was an outdoor child accustomed to running wild and I dreaded the restrictions of 



d h" e of freedom is still, to my mind, one of 
school but there were none, an t is sens d 1 . dividually but encouraged 
Downe's greatest attributes-freedom to eve op m un. 
consciously in the right direction. • h 

Hila Willis's arrival after two weeks was a great event m more ways t an one, 
for sherywas not only the perfect companion but the dearest and most delightful of 

eo le. I have often wondered why she took to t~e tomboy that ~ was but . the fact 
~em~ins that we became fast friends and have remained so_ all ou_r hves. ~us'.c was a 
bond and when I hear Bach's double violin concerto th~ picture m ".'Y mmd ." of the 
dining-room at Dawne where we practised and played it '.ogether_with such Joy. In a 
letter from Canada she has sent her own especial impress10ns which I have added to 

mi~~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 school 
would be full and overflowing. 

Next term came Alice Moore, gay and full of exuberant spirits and determined to 
be a great pianist. She has become an accomplished musician, but at that time her 
repertoire consisted of one piece, 'The Merry Peasant', which she played non-stop at 
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 always 
'coming next week', and excitement ran high when Miss Willis at last went to meet 
them in London, only to be dashed when she returned empty handed. Well, not quite 
empty handed because on the second of these occasions she returned with two dolls 
which we, of course, christened Cordelia and Augusta. However, the myths eventually 
materialized and were great additions to our family parry of six. 

I was •(lowed 1_0 have my bull mastiff 'Tiger' with me, an endearing and well-behaved 
monste_r nil begwled and led astray by the wiles of Miss Willis's fatally attractive minx 
Seraphma. They turned our walks into adventures with irate game-keepers, and frantic 
hunts across country to find the marauders. 

There are memories of so many things which went to make those first terms full of 
happm~ss and fun. Miss Willis has lost none of her gaiety and humour with the years 
~nd ;i 15 not surprising that we were never dull. There was the excitement of new 
h evde 0

1
pmelnts; the Cbhapel_ at the top of the house, which always smelled of flowers and 

a a ove y peace a out it being a h fi N · d 
the playing-field was mad: th L :;ongSt t_ e rSt• ew class-rooms were equipp~ , 
Heather presided over th 'b e a ~ratory m the garden was opened and here Miss 
even test-tubes and litmu: :n!: ~~tersm~lls. What a gifted teacher she was, ~aki~g 
Darwin's own laboratory; Iii!~ alwa eS!~ng, an~ what ~n honour to be working _in 
close to us. ry ys ad the impress10n that he was perhaps quite 

Miss Heather drove over in h 
harn~ssing him up for her in the::::~ : nd how we enjoyed stabling the pony and 

Miss Carver was kind and sh d b g • 
y an rusque, which did us no harm. She was England's 
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hockey_ captain and I was always somewhat awed b 
unavailing, attempts to prevent us being .1 . Y the fact and by her salutary if 

The advent of sufficient people to pi sp~ 1; those early days. ' 
thought we should be playing for Engl:d _oc ey _was a thrilling moment and we all 
played and beat Roedean's Second XI m no ttme: in fact the term after I left we 
thirry-five. ' no mean achievement for a school of only 

On Sundays th~re was coffee in Miss Willis's room d . . 
fire, and dehc1ous 11 was; Miss Willis wo Id d . m~ em a ~urkish pot over the 
to love poetry. u rea till teatime and It was then I learned 

Mfo :~/veni;gs too, round the drawing-room fire while we sewed and mended 

w;:: re~-;::r:: d:oyta~~ ~s°~e ~he has fever read except perhaps her father. His visit; 
. ea mgs o C yrano never to be forgotten There were 
runts to the theatrj, travelling in a double-decker bus with lively com~tition for the 
ront seats on top: ose 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 
car°':r down the hills and round the corners. Coming h~me on snowy roads was an 
excmng 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 Godfrey, 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?hts of war; 
surely they will return, but I hope and believe that all we wh? are pnv_1leged to be 
Seniors, still carry with us through life something of th~ same mdestruc11bl~ se~se of 
peace, abiding integrity and endeavour which Dawne did so much to establish m us. 

II. CATHERINE (GODFREY) BEDDINGTON, 19II 

PRE- 1914 , (September !')07, in fact): an old long ivy-covered house, a drawing-room 
with French windows that led out on to a lawn with a walnut-tree, a Laboratory, sur~ly 
it was at the bottom of the garden?, a room arranged as a Chapel upstairs. In the wide 
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entrance hall is one girl (Hilary Willis) watching her sole c~mpan_ion, the new ?irl (Nan 
Woodall) coming down the stai rs with a poodle, b~ws on either s1d~ of her straight hair, 
After Christmas there were three new arrivals, m rwo years thirty-five girls, a big 

s~ oo~ y t en!_ Miss Willis read Browning (by request) to a clustered few­
und:r ;: .:.:::t ~:;:~rs. de Selincourt taught literature ~nd h~r play was acted; 
Miss Heather, who drove over in her pony cart, taug~t chemistry m that Laboratory, 
(It was where Darwin had intended to work. Evolunon, almost mo~ern, _s~ll rather 
daring . .. and dear Miss Heather, fanatically_scientific: •• the atom wa~ md1V1s1ble then, 
we had to respect it ... and girls too had brams and rrught work ••• this too was then a 

heretical thought.) . . 
Upstairs Miss Willis read prayers in her grave voice amid the sc~nt of_ ~owers. 

There was a little dog called Seraphina, who had been taught to speak w11h a nd1culous 
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 remembers 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 have stuck in several minds, perhaps because even a bus was daring then, rather 
like chartering a fleet of aeroplanes for the school now. And also being woken by Miss 
Morgan-Brown at 3. 30 a.m. to go (by bus again) to St. James' Street to see the funeral 
ofEdward VII. 

So much for the random memories of those who are now 30, 40, 5 o years on. Out of 
that Edwardian period piece, Miss Willis fashioned Dawne House. There was levity 
in the w~nderful history lessons, long before z 066 and All That had been published 
and th_e hght t~uch allowed. B_ut tribute to her eludes me. I hope the whole Jubilee 
magazme, as this number 1s, will be full of 'Let Us Now Praise Famous Men' touch. 
~ecause she and her work are now famous. Mine is a more hesitant bit of special plead­
mg, to remember that small and gracious beginning. Her room where we often had 
coffee, was full of books and to me (a natural 'literary') its ceiling was Shelley's 'dome 
of many coloured glass' and the books that she lent me ... Marius the Epicurean for one, 
snll ho]~ that reflected iridescence. Jocelyn Toynbee, who has had such a distinguished 
scholaSllC career, wrote that her love of classical history was awakened at Dawne, 
I suspect that Miss Willis held the key to the locked gates of adolescence. 

Those early _days we~e a special time, Nan was a very special person ... it was all 
special, the primroses m the Lent term, and Sybil Stewart with the first grand­
~aughter now at scho_ol, writes of remembering the long w'a!k to Cudham church 
rn the lovely countryside, and Dorothy Liversidge, whom we called Pill, writes of 
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this 100, and there were the Mallam; wh9 helped us 10 beat the Roedean 2nd cricket 
eleven. 

That was wonderful for a Yery small school ... but in the end was the beginning as 
always. ' 

III. ROSEMARY (BRINCKMAN) BAGLEY, 1916 

CONTRARY to th~ experience of most people, my first term at Dawne House in the 
summer of 1912 did not leave me with as many implessions as those which followed 
after; there were few highlights, but there was a general feeling of quiet ..;ell-being and a 
seemingly endless stretch of sunny days. I don't remember anything about the actual 
school work-I 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 hai~ 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 on a 
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 I 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, 
hut perhaps they were only drunk! 

I am 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 would even dare the perils 
of_long-fly if she were present; I remember the thrill or. casting pl~ster models u~der 
M1Ss Hensman's guidance, the healthy awe I had of Froken Jamer s fiery enth~S1asm 
for the piano, and the sincerity by which Miss Morgan-Brown made the scnptu:e 
stories come alive so that to think of the Passion Play at Oberammergau now is still 
to do so through her interpretation. 

I have not the ability rightly to express the atmosphere of D~wne House before the 
First World War, but I think the word tranquillity may best sum 1t up, although for each 

·- 33 



child there were the ups and downs attendant on personal developme~t-_ The house 
itself was interesting, partly for its style, and also on account of the assoc1at10ns with its 
former owner Charles Darwin• and the garden was delightful; I do not remember 
that any of it ;.as out of bound;. I know that anyway during the first part of my time 
there we used to stroll round the kitchen-garden and play m the orchard where the 
Chapel later came to be built; how eagerly w_e. watched it take shape _under Miss 
Nickel's clever hands and I think we all loved the amness of the finished bmldmg m which 
I was amongst the fi~st to be confirmed. Our way of !ifoat Downe was _not violently 
affected by the war though it painted a sort of wash of excitement over thmgs concern­
ing the outside world; the school routine I think remained much the same, perhaps 
there was even more of a scramble for the morning post when it was put out on the 
rable in the hall, and I believe there were various scares about blackouts when the Zep­
pelins went over; incidentally I happened to see the two that fell in flames, one at 
Potters Bar and the other at Cuflley, and well recall the distant thud of the guns at 
Woolwich, and the faint cheering of some people a long way off in the night. 

One year (was it 1915 ?) two teams from the staff of Punch came to play cricket on 
our ground. Sir James Barrie, Maurice Hewlett, George Morrow, George Meredith's son 
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 h~ve_ been in this year too that an aeroplane flying over our hockey field dropped us 
:~:;tanon to visit the aerodrome. I was among the lucky ones who enjoyed the 

The excitement caused by preparations for the summer plays can never be forgotten; 
ea0 year when 1t 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 
enioyable too were the concerts indoors when Miss Gunn and Miss Myra Hess '1a ed 
to us, and the little s~etches which the staff sometimes put on. I remember one in yar­
ticular called MechamcaJ_Jane m which Miss Morgan-Brown took the name art an~ in 
mfy eyes greatly d1st1ngmshed herself. In all these reminiscences I ha d P • 
o MISs Willis, and that is because for me h ve ma e no menuon 
pervaded the whole place; from the time I aer _presence was a continual influence that 
her to fail in going the round of d . rnved at the age of eleven, I never knew 
single child; if it were only for ~~ery o~mi;ory where she tucked up and kissed every 
one act of kindness amongst so is we 5 ou cl owe her deep gratitude, but it was only 
we most admired; she was ide:t~zt;::,othe'.s and_ she personified all the quali~es 
human kindness and spiritual h . Y mmd with fairness and firmness, with 
DOWNE HOUSE. strengt ; m fact, for me, she was-and still is-
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IV. ELIZABETH BOWEN (CAMERON), 1917 

I VIAS at Downe from September 1914 10 th d f 
'the old Downe House'-final home of Ch ~ e'i:i 

O the summer term 1917. This was 
near Orpington, Kent. In another sense it ar es th arwm, at the edge of Downe village, 
been in existence for not more than se~en was ~~ew Downe House : the school had 
been there 'at the beginning', or from at :~ars~t ere w~re still girls there_ w_ho had 
attached to Augusta Burn, who was in the Six~ F oer;e:rh~~ I re~ember this interest 
contemporary Mary Winkworth-who must ·f th' I ar~ved, and to my own 
have been one of the very little ones. ' 

1 15 was true 3 out her, at the start 

To me, as a new girl, the school did not feel new-looking back I su ose that it 
hardly could _have. Even so, I can see it had taken only a short time fdrPDowne to 
acqmr~ ,denbni and meaning. I found it hard to believe that generations had not 
been ere the ore m: : everybody seemed very sure of themselves-and for some 
reason, to _e comer-m_ from our:ide, this was not alarming but reassuring. One was 
plung"'.1 st:ra1ght, dee_p, mto the m1ddl_e of something. The absorption with which every­
body lived-and, Wit:' that, the cunous, quick, characteristic, psychological pace-­
made one unselfconsc10us; 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 stab]: 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. 

Architectural growth 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~oncrete-floored, metal-roofed annexes, from whose wood-lined walls 
winter heating drew out a smel1 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 with the stage at 
the end, the wash-room and the three or four music-rooms already existed when I 
arrived; the Chapel came into being during my second year-an austere achievement in 
naked concrete. In a way, I was sorry to have this supersede the original 'Chapel', a 
white-washed ex-bedroom up on the top floor. For everything slightly ; rregular, 
improvised amateurish about the original Downe was dear to me. I suppose I had 
from the ~ginning a sort of dread of anything which could feel like 'an institution' -
therefore I feel it a tribute 10 Miss Nickel 10 say that her outbuildings had a Kafka-like 
oddness. Their acoustics, their perspectives, their ventilation were peculiar to the~­
selves. Not less, there was something in an elegant way ramsh~ckle about the mam 
Downe House-one of those vaguely Regency country hou".'s with a'."orphous, large­
windowed, Victorian extra rooms, which suit the vague, airy, flowing landscape of 

Kent. 
I understand that one reason why the move from the 'old' Downe to the present 
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. ncreasing numbers, we girl~ w_ere beginning to 
Downe was made was that, apart from ' that the British Associatton have made it 
wear out the fabric of the house. (Io:~p~~:: when I left, have bee~ many more than 
good again.) There cannot, I s~~fe- ~ints during the day and evemn?' our cattle-like 
seventy of us, but even _so, at re uffi~ient to make the structure ~ock. Need you '":h?' 
gatherings and stampedmgs were 'iooking at us with a distaste which concea\ed affecuon. 
Miss Willisco~stantlyused tosa~ ut was far less 'Don't' than 'Need you?. There was 

Miss Willis s attitude, t~rou~ 0 h d bout her criticisms, which was probably why 
always something speculanve, h eta\ e f. at they were not so much criticisms as invita­
they took such deep effect t~: w~s~h;ug~t 'well-to criticize ourselves, plus suggestions 
t10ns-tobetaken up_orn) 0 ' h l'nes to take if we chose to do so. I recall no 
( only just no~ tenta~ve as. to ,w atA~d this power t~ indicate, to set going, was, I 
feeling that s e was mf athnagmthg us:de of her genius-that of the teacher. Her feeling 
suppose some part o at o er s1 h' ff . 
against direct 'instruction' must have influenced her choice of the teac mg sta ~m the 
former family sitting-rooms which were Dawne class-rooms, I remember havmg no 
facts drilled into my brain-which did not mean we were not expected to know them. 
'Bitha' exclaimed Miss Morgan-Brown, swooping on me in the course of a lesson, 
'you ..:e not listening'. 'I'm sorry, Miss Morgan-Brown', I said, 'but I'm still thinking 
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, 
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 with a 
reton-but chiefly the lessons gave occasion for philosophic dialogues with Miss 
Heather. The Laboratory, with its burners, was also used for the mystic cooking 
l~ssons of Miss Nickel-nothing since has ever tasted so good as those beef-steak-and­
k.idney puddmgs, mfiltrated (un~er h~r instruction) by many cloves. Originaring-we 
gathered-m central Europe, Miss Nickel taught us that suet can be flavourous. Her 
bro~n, bel;e~ ~onk-like robe ( one could not say overall) strongly exhaled a smell of 
ma~1~e-01 • pymg through the windows of the small engine room on the way to the 
orck r , o~e sa_w, often, Miss Nickel obsessed by her central task , 

ow taxmg It must have been to ke P h 1 ' . ' • . 
the First World War, we did not co e a sc 00 ru~mng_, in any or all senses, dunng 
day without 'the war' Mis W'll' , m~~te. I cannot 1magme the Dawne House of my 
outhreak, and the thi-;;;; sti;l 

1 
is s a ress to us, my first evening, was based on the 

My generation, accordingly, ;:~ auye:i:~r~ of its conclusive agonies w_hen I lef;­
claim, however, that the war was b p . orror of bemg bouches inutiles. I cant 
Willis int~nded it should be so. s~:n::: ~!~: us the whole t(me:-I don't thin~ Miss 
tranS1ent, mcludmg and particul I h vour of our thmking of everything as 

ar y our sc ooldays. She reminded us we would not 
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be at school for eve~. This may be wh 
that saddest of English products, 'the Y Downe (so far as I know has 

The greatest crime, as I rememb !Serpetual schoolgirl'. ) not turned out 

of w~ich one was m~s~ aware, as b:[ng ~~n:o;as silliness. Or it was at least the crime 
us 1r1ed to_ get th_e sdh~ess out of our system/ teary, the _most mortifying. Some of 
crazes, culnvated m_arunes of speech. The had th" y travestying it-mock cults, mock 
ing it-that was, without deliberately affectin i°g was to be 'affected' without know­
to?k d ourselves was drastic. I fancy this did ~oo :: affected. In the main, the view we 
being m the counrry, by all round us th bea . rm. And we were eased, the school 
Lovingly do I remember the cuckoos~ 

10
/~!! superabundant sillinesses of Nature. 

themsel~es cheap, /lumping and batterin on ' '.00 many, too no~-stop, making 
masterpiece, the Chalet. Summer at D g the tln roof of Miss Nickel's ultimate 
azaleas smouldered on the enormous l own; w: full of the smells of hay; clumps of 
to be nightingales. awn. n e Cudham valley, there were reputed 

I have written about Dawne House be£ £ 
The Old School M . . ore, or a Graham Greene collection entitled 

• y piece was reprinted elsewhere, as 'The Mulberry Tree' I do not 
want toh repeat mthelf, so I omit from here what I there said. Actually th~re is still 

becam
so muc tdo say at I could go on for many, many pages before rep:tition really 

ea anger. , ' 

V. JOCELYN (ASHLEY DODD) BABER, 1920 

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

I therefore spanned a large number of Dawne 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. 
It is strictly true to say that when meeting people at Dawne gatherings, they were apt 
to say to me 'Goodness! How you have grown!' until I was thirty-five, or more. 

On a January day in 1913 I was brought to Charing Cross to meet Miss Willis and 
join the school train. I was equipped with all the proper uniform, djibbah by Sheba of 
Sloane St., purple coat dyed specially at Portrush, and so on. My school rug was green 
and my night bag purple, to carry out the colour sch~me. I had long, carefully done 
corkscrew curls (put in curl papers overnight) and earned ~o dolls, one black and one 
white. I was perfectly composed and very pleased to be going to s~hool. 

At Orpington we were met by a horse brake into whose_ funnd-ltke recess, under, I 
think, some sort of canvas roof, we inserted ourselves. Miss Willis drew me and the 

dolls on to her knee and we moved off. d 
'I d h I • to do with you', she murmure • • 

won er w at am gomg Cold Ash) the home of Charles Darwin, was 
Dawne House in Kent _(I never ':,~ ;t a side road and on the other by a garden and 

long and roomy, on one side bound Y • w but often those deep-set houses 
some fields. From the ground floor there was no vie 

37 



h b cl ms were made into cubicled dormitories 
have a pleasant a~osphe~e. T ed e;eo~oors were mostly linoleum or anyway b.,; 
partitioned by curtains on iron ro s, . 

. f • and going'was continuous. 
and the noise o our cotini . ddl f my school life about that noise which made a 

Som~thing happte 10 
. ~ mi 1 :y: seemed to me that it held a deeper significance 

:::!::::~s~:de~~~~s~ ;:l~s':alled us all into the big class-room and explained 
that somebod was ill (I cannot remember any more about that) and that qwet ~ 
essential. Wo:id we please move around with the utmost care and shut all doors noise­
lessly. The school wanted to obey this-unammously. It was not the sort of order 
which provoked grumblings and grievances. We tned. 

We were again called into the class-room and told that the e~ect_ was not good 
enough and that we must try harder. Apparently we resp_onded w11h J_ust that ou~ce 
more of effort and I shall never forget the result. It was qmte uncanny, m that echomg 
uncarpeted house, fully manned, to feel the silence. . . 

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

The garden had some large and very line outdoor azaleas and a mound upon which 
many of the plays were acted. Near the house was a large and ancient mulberry, very 
handy for those wishing to feed their silk-worms. People say that the summers were 
hotter in those days and perhaps they were. At any rate the garden, the Mound, the 
Sandy Walk, and the fields played a big part in our lives. We occasionally worked in 
the garden, we slept in it whenever we could, and we sat on the grass before the Mound 
admiring our elders and betters doing their rehearsals. One day my particular friend 
and I had a tremendous light in the Sandy Walk, rolling over and over and even draw­
ing blood. Miss Willis appeared from nowhere and placidly bade us get up. She an­
nounced that both of us forthwith should be provided with boxing-gloves. This was 
done and for the duration of the craze we drew quite an audience. I have always thought 
her treatment of this incident was masterly. 

There were many singular stripes given in my time, one of which was for eating an 
apple without galoshes. It meant, of course, that someone had gone out in break, in 
the wet, unproperly shod. 

In 
th

~ ;orning we were called by a maid who cried at each dormitory 'Half past six 
k~ng athies ple~se• • ~d for the younger ones there was a maid wh~ oversaw the 
Afte: ::nc: ::e:J'· the tay was_divided very much like any school day, I imagine. 
later became a pa1rio1;c d: 1;:~~u;' before goi~g out to play games. Whenknittin~ 
while reading, which man tydid on i:_ a near mama, I remember that in order 10 knit 
the same time. y ' e d 10 prove that one could do both properly at 

Miss Carver having left, Miss Willis, in her mid-thirties, was the sole headmistreSS 
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and her acrivities were_ extremely varied. Besides doing all the administration she 
13ught qmte a lot, filled m gaps, coached the actors and acted herself and drove the car. 

In the editorial for my first ter'.11 she wrote: 'Parents and friends are warned to take 
school stones about the motor with se~eral grains of salt! Strange tidings have come 
back to the school, due to rom~ntlc flights of fancy-but as a matter of fact, it has 
ever gone more than fifteen miles an hour and it does not d 
~~r F===M= 

This motor Jived in the stables and wa~, of course, one of the preoccupations of Miss 
Nickel. When working on tha:, on various plumbing matters, and later on amazing 
building feats, she was ~r~ssed m her monk's robe with a packet of Woodbines tucked 
into the front. \Vhen dnvmg the car or even going to London she assumed a long skirt 
a gentlemanly coat, shirt and tie, and a form of homburg h;t. I have often wondered 
what she coul~ NOT d~. I believe her languages were prodigious; she understood 
machinery, animals, bU1ldmg, 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 str~ightforward •.. .' And be~ause I 
trusted her, I did. Gym. mistresses, being so attracuve and pretty, were continually 
lost to us by marriage. . 

Miss Morgan-Brown 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 ind_eed. None 
of us then had any idea of her versatility, her energy, or her erud1uon; nor did we then 
see in her the utterly delightful friend which we should ma~e when we were older. 

Miss Willis's room was mid-way berween the West dormitory, where for _so long I 
was with the youngest and the bathroom-Morgan-Brown area. Up to a certain age we 
passed her door with ; shudder and to be forced to knock at that door was The End. 
Such terror was probably never known again. I can think of rwo contrasting moments 

about that door · 1 k 
At the age of ten I and my friend of the day stood without, trymg to p uc up 
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d snivelling. We had been found out in a tnis­
courage to knock. We were alrea y . ot by the Seniors or staff but by rny 
demeanour which would le~d to a ~~~~;s:~wtl,: good child, told Miss W(llis w~at her 
friend's mother. She had w'.1tte;;:td never ~ allowed to come home agam. Believing 
daughter had DONE, the chi~d d no 

O 
tion. But the terrible fact w":' that the good child 

this monstrous nonsense, I_ 3 P ffi and to reveal one cnme was to reveal all. 
had been heavily involved I~ th~i:~;;li::: extremely angry. 
Our fears were folly ii;::,:.~ made when I was sixteen and a_ half. Gaily, confidently, 

The contrasang kn 
I 

h . th tI would find Miss Willis within and disengaged. 

I approached:l:e1~:~eo:~ic~P;.!m: me to recall, to this day. 
I 7oro:;Forsaken Merman', I said, 'I am doing a dance. Might! borrow your green 

5
~~: of course. What else are you going to wear?' . 

'Well we thought-it's under the sea, with green net between us and the aud1ence-

jus;t ':sh:~ that my hair was then very long and thick, but as Miss Willis explained 
that some fathers might be present, she suggested that I add something to the scarf. 

At the end of each term, everyone had to knock when they reached the top of the 
queue for the 'jaws'. When we were young and turbulent or when older and 'not conrri­
buting to the life of the school' or in some other way unsatisfactory, we squirmed and 
writhed with shame or indignation. But to some, particularly when they had reached 
the stage of discussing a career, the 'jaw' was a joy, a support, and an inspiration. I 
suppose it was then that Miss Willis trained her phenomenal memory which allows her 
now to welcome several hundred of us, in any order and of any age, with complete 
intimacy and knowledge. 

'Ah-Margaret'! s_hewould say, 'what news have you about your father's operation? 
I was s_o glad you JOtned the Debatmg .... If you go to Devonshire in the holidays do 
you think you could go on practising the violin? .. .' and so to more intimate matters. 
It must have been exhausting for her. 

wo::00~:'t' quic~ly established in my mind as a place of which I should never be 
'sfi Yi ngs which at home had been assets didn't go down there at all. I was a 

:;:',ee\l': ~:~~~a matter ofi't:ons. I had arrived with well-taught French and the 

Contrar; to the n:'ajo;i;e
0
;:uto:i~ 

th
,:se were_ not h_Y any means all that was required. 

one of horror and suffering ( b bf . phies, m which one reads that school life was 
found school life impressive'.'~ a s!~etri:-s pretty terrible in some boys' schools), I 
extre".'ely cold and had chilblains:! was re~s were purely p_hysical. In winter I felt 
wept m the lavatory on my return to sioo! dy but also genuinely hungry. But when I 
carpeted _floors and for my mother's excelllt was because of these things. I wept for 
biographies refer to the wonderful libra ent cucumber sandwiches. Many auto­
to browse, steeped in Macaulay from the~ :\~ome where the subject had been wont 

g three. We had no library at home and 
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if we had I should not have steeped myself in an thin 
and pretended that I was Robin Hood. Y g. I ~hould have climbed a tree 

Again, one reads this continuous complai t ah . 
trudging out on a winter's day to the field wan hou: organized games. I )mow that 
bore to some. Yet I came to see the sense ins ; p rs1cal trial at times and an abysmal 
exquisite joy in playi~g a game as hard as I cou;:~tmg a team spirit and came to feel 

Seniors'WeekendmJuly1914 sawaparticularl £' d . 
the play, which that year was The Tempest and d?:,c'~~ ;eu;~\ A~ter they had seen 
beds in the Gymnasium and were played ~o by a rem; k \ 1 . eruors lay on camp­
Froken Jamer. She was not patient as a teacher and on: da e ramst, \Dane, called 

severely on the knuckles with a ruler but gave me a strip; r:/,:~\t ~ "";PP;tmi 
indignantly presented to Mis~ Willis when she came to say goodnig~t~i:o;~se J:ys 
she went round every dormitory and It' was far easier to speak to her then than to 
'knock'. 

'Please-can' t I learn with Ali~e ?' I wailed and all the other young joined in with 
heartfelt cries to the same effect. Alice had so recently been a Senior that she was not yet 
Miss Moore to us and all of us wanted to learn with someone so kind and beautiful. I 
can still remember Miss Willis saying almost to herself as she sat on my bed, 'Oh 
children, you are so silly when I get you these splendid teachers .. . .' Just this situation 
was always happening with the French staff. We found them comic or eccentric without 
realizing or caring for their qualifications. (No, my dear Mademoiselle, I don't mean 
YOU.) It must have been disheartening at times; and it may .be so still except that schools 
like Dawne no longer take children quite so young. 

The summer term of 1914 was over. 
A few days after we had left school the world of our parents was change~ for ev_er. 

The first shadow of the eclipse appeared which would blot out a whole era m Enghsh 

history and social life. ' · 
During the summer holidays of 1914 we had received our Dow~e Ho":e Magazine. 

In the editorial we read: 'The work and play, the tri~:&7~:n:a~~s:\t;:::t7:::ha~ 
loomed large during the days of pea_ce and summer: cl f;r all of us ... .' 
indefinite background ... . Life has, ma few daysh, c ang~ ears It spoke much of 

That editorial set the tone for the school for ~ e next . ~u;h; duli but necessary job. 
service and particularly of the importance of gett;i 

0
~ wi~s did their full share, it was 

And while the Old Seniors, fathers, brothers, an e :e :ork and play, the triumphs 
natural and proper that the school should resum 

and the disappointments. . med thought that the war would last for a 
Few people, even among the best mfor ·n;ed to write patriotic poems una?ashed, 

rnatter of years; meanwhile the school co~ll s in which foo<! always played a b,g part. 
to knit, to concoct stilted accounts of ouung n er; the school was growing t?o an~ s_o 
The list of serving officers grew longer •nd lo ; • b nds In August 1915 Miss Willis 
bringing in more fathers, brothers, and also us a • 
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. F nee and wrote a letter about it, published in 
went to give a hand a'. a base camp~; ;;ie e Huts'. 
the magazine, headed With t~e Bk • ·, el!aned The First H undred Thousand which 

In the spring of 19~6 a ~e~r %'e :.re.:ne by A. L. At this time a troupe of enter­
w:i5 comp_etently review:ve their first !how in aid of parcels for prisoners of war. This 
tamers, raised by ~~~·;!er ence and very happy and proud I _was. I could never act 

;~: r :~~~rd::Ce and as a ~ancer I found myself perma~ently included. . 
I 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 Dawne, I wonder, write an ode to Wavell, 
Alexander, or Montgomery? I doubt it. . . , 

Early next year 'we . . . heard the startling n~ws o'. the Russian rev?lution •. Our 
troupe gave another entertainment in which P. B. man im1tat10n of Charlie Chaplm, of 
which I 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 und~r the ~lack ~nd 
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 tremendous. When this much-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 
apparatus'. Some good angel evidently conveyed that the rest of the school was tortured 
by jealousy and finally all of us reached Biggin Hill and of course the most wonderful 
things to eat. Miss Willis thought that we should mak; some ges;ure in return, so the 
troupe gave a show there too. 

It was after ou~ introduction to Archie P. Dickie and the others that we leaned out of 
the dor'."itory windows one night and watched an aerial battle. First we saw, very 
~early ~~~d, a Zeppelin, not flying very high, a cigar spotted with lights. Then 

iggm i got up and gave chase, zooming upwards over the house We yelled en­
co::;ge~nr -r if we were watching a particularly exciting match a~d here I must 
~od essd at'. w_e ~re no thought to the vulnerability of the pilots of that time, nor 
a i ::ed oos: ~: s~".11 ar circu~stances in Sussex in 1944. The village policeman as usual 
Pt- h . _bidde, beanng on th~ handlebars a jagged piece of cardboard upon 

w ic was mskcn e m u~certam penalled letters the words 'Take Cover'. The only 
cover we too was an eiderdown or a bi nk . 
We actually saw that Zep r b . a et, Smce we were all in our pyjamasd. 

pe m urst mto flames and begin to go down. I coul 
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· J oint out its course but don't know whether it th 
sol P or not. was e one brought down at 

Cuille~his time the tally of Old Seniors doing res ibl 
Bfcutarly when one consi~ers how much less t~~ av:il:;,7 work was impressive, 

par n of 1939-45. To the hst of relative officers se . e to them than to the 
wome tions. Conditions were becoming more difficul:v:g ".'as ~ddded a good ~rop of 
decora . . f 'S nb , • n air rai was responsible for 
ostponing a v1s1t rom our u e~ms • These were East End children with whom we 

~ere encouraged to become pen-fnend~. When at last we did see them, most of them 
were attractive an_d mtelhgent. But_ mme, alas, proved to be a snuffiy character of 
criminal aspect, with her pa~ts comm~ down and no handkerchief. 

'Within the sou_nd of guns , wrote Miss Willis at the end of 1917, 'and tried by public 
and private aruaettes, the School has neve~theless pursued a very even tenor.' We note 
that 'when Mr. Simms comes down (to give a lecture) there is invariably an air raid'. 
Our troupe gave an entertainment to convalescent Canadians and helped with a concert 
in a ward of the Ontario Military Hospital at Orpington. In the summer term of 1918 
'no cricket matches could be arranged, owing to the difficulties of travelling'. A Dawne 
person was actually bombed out in London and another was being shelled in Paris by 

Big Bertha. . 
Next term came the Armistice. Amid rejoicing comment we find the followmg: 

... we now again can walk at night 
without a fear or yet a fright 
of Zepps a-Roaring silently 
or German planes which fast do Ay 
and bombs all dropping everywhere 
which make you scream and raise your hair. 

d . th Id was not put right in a day. 
Bu,t, as has been known befo~e an smc~, e ;'?r 'to be chronicling the small doings, 

It 1s almost extraordinary, wrote Miss Wtllt:id is waiting in ominous calm for the 
pleasures and ideas of the scho?!• while the,,~~ to be averted, it will only be by recog­
~h that seems inevitable. If a labour war d the ri hts and responsibilities of the 
ntzmg the true principles of government an g 
governed.' . But whatever ailed the world ou~ide, my 

That too might have been written m 1945. of the incubator and becommg very 
own 'small doings' were going apace. I was out . the Gym VIII for rwo years. 
happy. I was in the First XII and had alread{ bee~ ;:till had no. idea how the Senior} 
I joined various societies, made friends, and air h~~rgserious acting, I had _some fo::v~n 
tliought out their witry jokes or mrerpreted t extreme youth or my s•~· I_ wa 'Th t 
•de~tity which was no longer dependent up~::: motion in the Debating ociety a 
beg,nnmg to grow a very little. I almost car, · · rors for 
the proposed Channel Tunnel is a mistake ·d d'fficulty in putting up the VISt 

The school continued to expand and ha 
1 
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Seniors' Weekend. A shortage of domestic staff began to be felt-that breeze which 

was to become a hurricane. . . 
During those two years following the Armistice, I found myself m '.he Cncket XI 

and the Tennis VI and so on the Games Committee of_four. I ;1as al~o m the Dancing 
VIII. At the beginning of 1920 I became a Senior and m the SJXth with s~me people I 
have never ceased to value. But I think we felt then that we were poor substitutes for the 
giants of the past. I wonder whether this has happened W every generation. I liked so 
much that line in 'Salad Days'-'who will give the pames when we have gone?' or 
something to that effect. 

I left at the age of seventeen with a lasting devotion to Miss Willis, Miss Heather, 
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 Dawne 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 Dawne; 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. 

I ~ve reached a time oflife, 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 

!This not easy_ to remember thirty years after, but there are still memories of Dawne 
w ,eh are v!Vld today. 

f I w~ one of those who started their Dawne career the first term that the school moved 
e:~:si:::.· It IS not easy to find the original buildings today under the ever-growing 

The drive was there but very much r h Th 
no buildings in the A G oug er. e woods were thicker and there were 
had to grope their :::r:n nac~;k ::: In the firSt few months those who slept there 
themselves in the ditch. g row path' and staff as well as children found 

Chapel was held in the cloisters which I . . 
attractive if the rain slanted th ' was Peasant enough ,f 1t was fine, but Jess 
were often taken in by those w~.:::~:gn ::: ~~;si~ was really wintt·~· Rugs and bottles 
been numb as she played the harmonium. 1 e, and Miss Croft s fingers must have 

And then the water-supply! Miss Willis had b 
and plentiful. But as luck would h . een assured that the water was good 

ave II 1922 was a really hot and dry summer. The 
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well got very low, the drinking-water got browner and br 
to a basin of water between three for a bath. I don't remeo:~~,t~~: :ee =~e:~~:ud 
There was not e_nough_ water for central heating at first, so we lit lo fires in the class~ 
rooms,_and I believe itis true that we had less colds and illness that fi!t year than at any 
other ume. 

Miss _Nickel did wonders in the four years that followed. A Chape1, Gymnasium, 
Sana ton um, and water-supply all followed each other quickly. And a house in the woods 
for the dogs must not be forgotten! We. ate and danced in the room which is now the 
staff Common R_oom, but _before I left we had taken the cloister into the room to make 
space for the rapidly growmg number of girls. My memory tells me that there were 99 
children ".'hen I went and nearly 1 50 when1 left just four years later, but I could not be 
sure of th!S. Certainly the numbers grew fast and the buildings leapt up to keep pace. 

I am glad to have been at Dawne 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, &c., 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. 

VII. BETTY (CRAWFORD) STUDHOLME, 1926 

THE first memory that is at all vivid when I was a new girl, wa'. of intense cold sleepin~ 
at Ancren Gate, going to bed in my bedroom slippers and hopmg Miss Croft ".'oul~n t 
spot their absence under the bed when she came to put out the/"ghts; and oftsterung 

miserably to another new girl in the same room sob ~ers;lf ~ s ;e~ e;e~~n%~e~;;~-: 

we discovered afterwards-for her home and pare;;J st~;t ~: m:an~ t;· augur well for the 
being terribly happy that first half of term, but\ leavin amounted to real anguish. 
future, and certainly my sorrow when it ca".'e '.d d g _ g my time at Dawne I find 

When I look back and try to remember me~ ers ':;°1
~ttle triumphs which seemed 

they are all connected with '.eeling; smalls::: :~t:r:;trivial. 
vast and momentous at the ttme but now I ·te near the top of the school which 

The greatest shame I think came when was qw 
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h b during the winter or we would have been 
ma_de it all the worse. _Jt :u:

00
~:eaf,:~unch on Sunday. As it happened I and some 

~ting letters outs1~e m: :usic room. My fountain pen can't have been working he­
fnends had_ app~o:~:'~!tcle of ink. The next morning after pray~rs one of th_e Seniors 
:~~e}n:r;;;;a~ someone had spilt ink all along the cloisters outside the m~s1c rooms, 
and she would be glad to know who it was. There was a deat_hly pause which_ nobody 
broke My conscience was as free as that of every other girl m the hall, a~d It wasnit 
unti l j started collecting books for the morning's work that I suddenly realized that the 
fingers of one hand were badly stained with ink. During the morrung break I ~shed to 
look at the marks on the cloister floor. Yes, they started outside the n ght music room 
door; and checking up on the bottle of ink I found it half empty with a very loo_se cap. 
Covered with shame and confusion I told the first Senior I saw before lunch that 11 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 teU her I couldn't play because I had to scrub the cloisters. I was given a 
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, hut if 
they did produce the stuff in New Zealand, I'm quite sure I wouldn't have it in the 
house. 

Games loomed very large in my youth, so I suppose it wasn't odd that one of my 
few triumphs was concerned with them. The cricket eleven were playing their annual 
match at Kingsclere against the team got up hy the two Brocklebank sisters. The school 
team _hatted_ first and didn't make any great score. Then came our opponents and by 
this ame qwte_a crowd of ;illagers had collected round the green to watch. One of the 
B;ockleb~nk stSters went m fi rst with another member of the team. We made fairly 

:e:;t1:~~~ ~~ :::~er, and her pla':" was taken by the other Brocklebank sister. My 
big strong way. Bowl:~.:; b::f big strong women, and they knew how to bat in a 
every ball that came down the it; was 1'.ut on to try to get them out, but they treated 
dary, often lifting it far over !ve alt~e, wiih a great swipe they sent it to the bo~­
vulnerability about them, and the ri;;;e ~ heads. There seemed_ a sort of hopeless in­

their credit. I was fielding at m· d r~ ~•rd showed a shocking number of runs 10 

a ball came down only just 0~ -;:• ~n s~;er th~y had been in for what seemed hours, 
behind, and away went the ball strai h~ at ;· ';;'1th t?e usual gusto, up came the bat 
put ~ne hand up and jumped in the a~ and t e, Ut miles over my head. Instincavely I 
ball m my hand. So surprised wa I cl, ~ 0 my amazement, when I landed, I had the 
onlookers were cheering. s at, or a split second, I didn't realize why the 



It was with exactly the same surprise tha I'd d' 
which only goes to show :Wh_at a mutt I mus: have i:~:ered the ink on my fingers-

As I say, most actual incidents seem to ha • • • .' 
Friendships were i~portant, and the staff loom:: 7:?et mto a "'!st of_ triviality. 
remember the music-making and how enra ~ I ty arge on one s horizon. I can 
ended their carols with In Dulce Jubilo sung i~ture ~ when the choral society 
the dark night, their voices_getting fainter and fai~:~u:ti\ J;.r;alked_ farther away into 
the thermometer queues with Madame or little Sister at the end ~ Sile_nce. I remember 
to Silchester and to Savernake Forest with Miss H th . th e;' the expediaons 

Gym. VIII; being at Mad~moiselle'.s table for lune:; ;;,wa; fom:~:a;:n~f :~ 
plastered on every cut, bnuse, spram, ache, pain, or abrasion with apparently magic 
effect; the woma~ who talked to ~s about 'marse and sparse' and told us to hold up our 
diaphragms; leapmg up th~ steps m the cloisters by the chapel in huge strides; sleeping 
m B1g-Dorm.;_M1ss Crofts face when I day-dreamed while hand-pumping the organ 
for her m eve'."ng ~hapel,_ and her music just stopped; the kaleidoscopic effect of the 
whol_e school m their mult1-coloured summer tunics; the glutinous egg dish we had on 
cerram 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, memori:s of Miss Willis. I can rem:mber 
her, very gay and witty, talking to us Seniors dunng the Sunday coffee sesswn. I 
remember her acting every part with such an infectious delight as she read N1eholas 
Niclcl,by to us in the drawing-room of an evening. I remember her look of pity when _I 
sent in a blank exercise book on the occasion when I could make neither head nor tail 
of any s l r · f B owning's. I can remember her blunt, like a cold bath, 
when I ~~fr=ri~~~;nt:l~~: ~f s~me anxiety during one of my '.jaws';_ and solemn in 
Chapel reading the prayers or the lessons; and heart-rendingly since~~ 1_n her ~ermons. 
I can remember her rising to her feet with great dignity to thank a vmt1ng artist. I can 
remember with what charm she talked to parents; and above all I can remember her 

smile. the ears I am bold enough now to 
Of her teaching, one theme stands out over Y • 
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. . . n of the school was based on it-namely, to encourage 
suggest that the_ whole msp1rano nder service in some shape or form, t? whatever corn. 
us to try to equip ourselve~~oo:rselves in. We were given a purpose m life. We were 
muni ty we afterwards fou Id Our least talent was fostered. And, not least, we 
told why we. were put mto the wo;e .and music. 
were shown beauty m art, hteratu ' d e were bundled into the train for Scotland 

When the last day at Down~ cam~, at w:k every word of my last 'jaw'; and I CU: 
I relived every_preciousldthay 

O 
:'\ as as a broken heart, as I looked out at the flying 

remember nursing what oug t t en w 

scenery with unseeing eyes. 

VIII. PRISCILLA (HAYTER) NAPIER, 1926 

A COLLECTIO N of reminiscences on the same subject must be obtrusively personal if 
it is not to be boringly repetirive. 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 
narurally scattered wits had been sharpened by an upbringing in the valley of the Nile, 
I 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- and a mulberry-tree. In that baking summer of 1921 we ran about on the dried­
up lawn in our bathing-dresses and were sprayed with a hose. Behind the ilex-tree was 
afinewalled garden with fruit trees, in which Miss Ewing, the history mistress, a gentle 
aloof character who seemed very very old and was probably under sixty assisted us to 
find chaffinches' nests. This, and the discovery that I could run faster th;n most of my 

~~\~;g~J\:s~!:,'!tti!eeli_n~s _about the nightgowns. Th~ old Downe had previously 
intere~ted about this. rwm, m the Third Form we tned, unsuccessfully, to feel 

. I had beenfwehll taught _before Downe, but the lessons of Miss Willis were a revela· 
non to me o w at teaching could b It · f f 
narrow river into the limitless sea T:l was as t one had swum suddenly out o a 
and there was a splendid] d. • . s freedom was not popular with all the parents, 
her rwo daughters on th: g:~?!J~;~:~ t~amma from the eastern counties who removed 
selves. ey were being encouraged to think for them· 

After my first year we moved to the D . 
strikingly beautiful than the old W new owne, which seemed to me even more 

• e were surrounded by continuous soft sound, the 
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fir-trees wept in wet weather and sighed in line. th 
The Lower Fourth emulated none of these so ' de wood pigeons incessantly cooed 
make rather less noise. Ad~ed stimulus 10 hilari; :;:nd were for ever being told t~ 
had previously been occupied by an Order of Sil given by the fact that the ho se 
names like Sister Aloysia and Sister Valeria up ~nee, the lockers still had labels w~th 
animal life ; Miss Willis's Samoyedes though;~ ~;:'j All that was lacking was a little 
unconfidinf dogs. There was a large pool in the ;7~~ ~~! undisciplin~d were remote 
we wrote, please send us three goldfish, all of different sex e clo1~1ers. Dear Harrods,' 
life.' Our parents were electrified by the bill and th ld;sh habituated to an outdoor 
of over attention. Or perhaps their Jives wer~ 100 co: gt s d di~d almost immediately 
they died of headache. P cate ' with all those sexes, and 

Life, this first summer ~t Cold Ash, was dominated by the water situation. There 
was not nearly enoug~ of it,_ except for the goldfish, and people had to share the same 
bath-water. T~e ma':h!ne wh1c~ 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 cfa~s-rooms; we learnt biology and Old Testament at the top of the 
water-tower, and 11 was here that a shameful incident took place. 

Our form, or the major part of it, had been from the first almost continuously in hot 
water, as if, in some previous existence, we had all been tropical fish. A spice was lent 
to our delinquency by the fact that one of us was Miss Willis's niece. Looking back I 
feel that our behaviour, though in no way original or charming, was insufficiently 
sinister to have caused the alarm and dismay that in fact ensued among the teaching 
staff. From afar it seems innocent and ordinary and was rarely dangerous. At the old 
Dawne, where walks were organized, we would give authority the slip and go down 
to the village post office to buy a chocolate cock, crack walnuts during French lesso'.15, 
imitate the voices of eccentric Mums singing in Chapel, or throw mugs of dirty _pa.mt 
water over each other We made fires in the attic loft with melted candle grease m tm 

basins, watching with. fascination to see how nearly the leaping flames rea~hed to:• 

rafters. We only once set the school on lire, and it bu".'e? for a i:;;ere live 
1
f~:~;:·con~ 

put it out unaided, fetching water from the bathroom mtgs w 
1 
~~:ur first piece 

nngent remained behind to spit. The ep15ode of th~. mu es bwas,vague pious lady wear­
of mental cruelty. We were taught_ Old _Testame~t 

0
;~:~nt ~;ling would have treated 

mg a peasant blouse whom any child w1th ~ spar n the top floor of the water-tower she 
With consideration. One line summer morning oe Children oflsrael had neither horses 
told us to write down in our note-books that th_ el u on mules. I was not the only 
nor donkeys but relied for their transport e~ur din Je gorgeous East and knew how 
lllember of the Lower Fourth who had been :t:\s off the subject of Rehoboam for a 
mules Were bred. This heaven-sent howler d h a major row. • 
happy twenty-live minutes and was foll~"'.• Jessarily doomed, but its tpar'.~ 

1
: 

al The unselfconsciousness of childhoo ;;;ne my letters home ceased as ng, a 
ways painful. Very soon after I came to D 
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1,• d 'Is Hussein watering my apricot trees pro-
is being done about S_aad Zag~!us~; :i~e and alarm upon the apparendy dreadful state 
perly ?' and start expattau~g w~ware ~f being a bad hat, even in th~ _Nile_ valley, where 
of my soul. I had be~n famtlyC riot children makes the compettt10n m _wickedness 
the presence of Synan a~dno ;Jea of being morally beyond the pale until I came to 
unusually fierce'. but I ha M" s Willis would suggest, in the most urbane terms, that I 
Downe. From nme to ume 

15 
lf d t d somewhere else, but I knew that she was 

should go away and have ~yse . e uca e 

too kind-hearted to Pt''!:/~:~· our bad marks, for ill behavi~ur, were read_ out 
Our good mar~sd or h 1 , S nday after lunch. Miss Willis had a restramed 

before the assemb ~ sc oo_ every 1 u effective 'Number forty-five,' she would read 
dramatic delivery t at wakias imme~se \oneless ;oice as if the words were too horrible 
out after my name, spe ng m a ow ' . f; . b . 
to utter, 'Untidiness, forty-six, forty-seven, forty-eight, untidiness, ~rty-nme, , emg 
late for Chapel, fifty, disobedience, fifty-one, bad manners to Mademmselle. • • • 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 exc~se. M! home was serenely 
happy, and my contemporaries at Downe, once they had sa'.d their fill about the fern 
and the nightgowns, revealed themselves as charming and mtelligent chara~ters w~o 
have become lifelong friends. I had not even the excuse of boredom. I delighted m 
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 
sparmer and throw it plumb into the works. I seemed to have to make trouble, even if it 
was only in my ruthless determination to be taught G.reek, which was not on the cur­
riculum.' The truth is that bad behaviour is fun. It is fascinating to raise Cain, specially 
when 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 
as Middle West, sent to Miss Willis in disgrace for exploding a balloon in a French 
lesson, or. for whistling and banging my desk during algebra. Such behaviour was 
bormg, childish, and unnecessary, but it still seems to me that the pain and despondency 
that 1t occas1oned_amongst the staff was disproportionate. I was constantly made to feel 
that my soul was m da?ger, if not already irretrievably lost, which engenders the desire 
to have a r~n for ones money. Miss Willis had an engaging, if inadvisable, habit of 
taking_one mto her c?nfidence during the process of a row. I was, she told me, without 
except10n the most tiresome and difficult child she had ever had in the school. At the 
:me ~me, sh~ ;i55ured me, the staff were all very fond of me These two facts should 

ave een ng, _Y_ withheld from me. The capacity of adole~cents in ha y circum· 
stance; f~r rema1~m\unmoved by adult affection is almost unlimited Thei~egard it as 
part o t e natura sc eme of things, like four square meals a day an.cl a roof overhead 

i For which there was no time. , 
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at night. And the knowledge of my unique tiresomen 
ride, and at the same time acted as a challen e D' ess afforded me a kind of sombre f decided, seen anythmg yet. g • ifficult? Ttresome? They had not 

What I needed, of course, was someone more on the I' . ' 
could have spared themselves much trouble by pla in mes _of Dr. Keate, The staff 
all, by not min~ing so_ ~eeply. I should have bee~ k~ ~~nacttv1t1es down, and above 
having fun outside, wnttng out long pages from th P . ' when everyone else was 
Miss Willis had, I think, too great a respect for Engl' eh stonier passages of Dryden, but 
purpose. is iterature to employ it for such a 

Imperceptibly, on our way through the Lower Fifth, Remove, and the U er Fifth 
we began to grow up. Less of our fr_ee time was spent in throwing balls at ea![ other i~ 
standing . on ~ur hands; abs?"a~t discussion, of a sort, became the order of the d~ 
'Superficially,_ we would ~egm, you may be right, but fundamentally ... .' After suppfr: 
while we sat i_n the dr~wi?g-room and darned our stockings, Miss Willis would read 
aloud fro?' Dickens with mcomparable skill. We were encouraged to read widely, but 
our tas'.e m literature tended to be narrow. Miss Willis once asked the assembled upper 
school m turn, m the middle of a general knowledge lesson, to say who their favourite 
contemporary poet was. The answer, in 90 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 Ark cows, 'Would 
you, ever, really, actually, he someone else?' 

'Not altogether. I would like to have a mind like Professor Gilbert Murray, and legs 
like Edna Best.' 

'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 superficially, of course, I haven't, but fundamentally •••• Shall we, after all, 

play tennis ?' . ·rabl been involved in a tremendous 
Our confirmation loomed ahead. I had, 1~ei: an [~sufficiently low voice, on being 

'.ow for exclaiming, 'Oh dash, what a bore.' was to re lace a projected rehearsal of 
informed that a confirmation class that evening p nts 'she is ready for con­
The Rivals. 'Intellectually,' Miss Willis wrote t m[ p:~ood-hearted, if intractable, 
firrnation, but spiritually ... .' My parents, whoh: ;t~~n~~set off for Oxford in a bus. 
Were concerned The candidates, rwenry-e1g h B kshire downs, one wondered 
It Was a beautiful day the bus /licked across t e er nts and young sister had come 
whether it was all right'to be enjoying the_ride._ My pi;~ at seeing them again the issue 

~•ck from Egypt in time for the conlirm~:~n~:,::as a don at Chri'.t c:::t;th:~ 
c~carne very slightly confused._ Someom overlooking Tom Quad, which 

anged into our white clothes m a roo 
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thi entarily became real and made sens 
in delectable March sunshine. Every h-n~, Imomembered for quite ten days. e, 

and the Bishop preached a s~;'ono:th~\hat::ilowed my father's death, I was treated 
During the stormy mISe_r~ e m plary patience and kindness. I tried desperately hard 

by all the staff a1i,;>owr:e Wl~- r:re wholly disastrous.' I became, if possible, ruder 
to be good, w1~ res~t wl ~:co-operative.I lost all my school books, I never remem'. 
more unpu~c~ 'unn ,erk ~ack answers shot from me like rockets. I had a sense of 

~:;;l~r:1!
1
:::d::m::t: I fought like a tiger against a world where such things could 

happen. Miss Willis reacted in a calm, kind, far-sighted manner; she ass~red my mother 
that I would come right in the end, and that she did not so much nund what I was 
like at school. Her deliverance from my excessive disagreeableness was at hand, and it 

came from an unexpected quarter. 
Dawne 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 myself a 
Senior and assisted in the counting of the votes, somerimes 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 
individuals felt a sense of importance and power. Their votes were as good as the votes 
of the haughty Upper Sixth. 

Even those children who are least susceptible to adult influence can, in the long run, 
be got at through their contemporaries. When I was fourteen I had observed with 
interest that th~ Seniors of that day, Olivia Noel-Paton, Susan' Norman-Butler, Mar­
garet Pryor,_ Elizabeth Palmer: Cicely Bevan, were persons not unworthy of esteem, 
They ".'ere mtelhgent, charming, and athletic; they even seemed, in their remote, 
Ol~p1~n way, to be having fun. They seemed able to laugh and to enjoy life without 
finding 11 ~ecessary to break a window with a cricket ball every second day, without 
dropping pillows from upper windows upon the heads of the domestic staff. They were 
soon_su_cceeded by a lesser generation against whom it was a duty and a delight 10 

re7:;h~\:~:a::r: ::::;i rebe_llion, but the impression remained. 
leaving, and the choice for n:: ts1x1e,en, n~arly all the Seniors of the Upper ~ixth _were 
but unruly and the U F'f tml s Seniors lay between our Lower Sixth, mrelhgent 
when I wa; having a bf!ef h:a:d• ;~er, mor~ responsible, and quieter. One evening 
of election. 'Her?' said one of them 'I people '.n the next ha~ discussing my pr~spects 
control herself, let alone anyone el~e.' wouldn t dream of votmg for her. She cant even 

The speaker was a character • ll 
i Good behaviour, like bicy~:v:s;o; co~sidered to be of no account, but her 

' e easily learnt when one is around seven, 



words were true, and th'.'y went home, altl\ough I repeated them mockingly to my 
colleagues. A week later, m her addr~ss to the assembled electorate, Miss Wiilis told us 
that what the school wanted as Seniors were steady, reliable, helpful characters. Not 
even my buoyant self-confidence could recognize my self in such a portrait, and I was 
right. When the vot~s were_ counted the Lower Sixth were unplaced. The Upper Fifth 
romped home on a ught rem • . . 

This triumph of the good c1t1~en niade a deep and immensely salutary impression. 
The new Seniors, though very mce, were understandably nervous; the temptation felt 
by the Lower Sixth to cry hav,oc was very great. It was resisted, but the strain began to 

tell, 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, 1is 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, Vogue, 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 I would far rather have been given my Lacrosse Colours. I had a sus­
pition, 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. 

I 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 
as a matter of personal prestige. To be dumb was to be a poor fish. The _result w~s that 
making conversation became, in many of us, an ineradicable nervous hab1~. To this day, 
the briefest lull at a luncheon or dinner party is instantly filled by me _with re1;1arks of 
an inanity which startles even my children. Into the silence of any difficult S1tuat1on, 
sacred or profane, my voice can be heard uncontrollably pointing out how late the 
daffodils are this year. This is a grave disadvantage, and it has long been my amb1t1on 
to award a valuable annual prize at Dawne for the most consistently silent girl. 
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IX. ANNE (BRADBY) RIDLER, 1930 

. but during what could still perhaps_ have been called 
I CAME after the Age of P10n"'cir; term and a half of Chapel in ~e cloisters; then, after 
the Age of Improv1sat10n. I ha d d" d we had a percussive accompaniment to 
the newly built Chapel had ~n. e ica:n~ buckets placed at various points. Like 
services. in w~t wea_ther, fro":: ;~-e~t~ur mattresses on our heads fro~ Ancren Gate 
Marvell s Anttpadu m shoe~~~ There were 120 girls in the school_; the Library had not 
to the House for sleepm! • R or the new wing: we sat in the music rooms or 
then been built, northe on~ert I oo'.'1, now the Common Room. T ables were round 
in our form rooms, we ate m w1at ts n h h d h d, 
and at my first meal I was surprised to see the plates pass t roug a ozen an s, 
starring on the helper's left, to end up on her right. (Well, what else would you do/) 
I was also puzzled to find that one could not ask for the butter, but must make an 
elaborate pretence of offering it to one'.5 neighbou~, and hope th~t _she_ w~uld take the 
hint (I believe that this strange convenaon sail perSists : wh_en~e did 11 arise • and wh~nce 
the linguistic-one might almost say existentialist-peculiarity that at D owne things 
did not ,al..,, but were, the Bun ?) Then, the distance was unbelievably blue and still 
unexplored; the bilberries were perpetually ripe and all cricket matches were played in 
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 take a 
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. 

Speaking of the gardens-there was once a competition, with prizes offered for the 
"'.'5t On the day before the judge was to appear, the owner of one neglected patch 
picked flowe~s fro°'. the school beds and stuck them artfully into the soil. But the judge 
d~layed her mspec11on for a week, the flowers were all withered the deceiver did not 
';"'" a pnze. So, thoug_ht I '. t~e righteous are not forsaken. And :ven if justice was not 
a ways so comprehenSible m 11s operation at s h 1 • f 
the way of the world. That is one of th ~ c_ 00

, we were in this given a foret~te o 
wished to make us self-reliant and read ~ ~ncuons of a school, and MISs Willis rightly 
world at large so unpredictable as Do,;neo H!e unexpected: yet I have seldom found the 
when we turned in at the gates to M' ~se seemed to me then. From the moment 
Russian folk-tale, life was full of see . ISS Nickel among the pines like a piece from a 
given to one's form, nor what kin~u~r::r~;e never knew what fresh name might be 
devised; ~or, indeed, what subject one mi t well-domg or deterrent to ill would be 
apprehe~Sive and chilblain-ridden earl ear~ i' have taken up or abandoned. In _my 
but no kmdness can shield the time of yr~wth ife at school was sometimes disturbing, 
as I knew it was on the whole wonde~ 11 fro'." pam, and I think that life at Downe 

u y prop111ous to growth. 
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The years, then, were between 1924 and 1930, and some of 
hich I speak are already legends to the present generation the figures or customs of 

W dary also to myself? We can never hope 10 • • But then, are they not 
11'."we hold a skein tangled with the contempo give a~ ~curate account of our early 
he. nly try to separate a few threads of each an~a}l an h e retrospective, and can at 

1:5\~k out, like a sundial, the sunny hours of schoo~ l~f: :n~°:i:o differ. M~mory is apt 
ir:m the figure of ?live Willis-a person whom a ne; irl o~!r~me radiance_ comes 
'liked but respected • Here are memories of those inappro!riatel na:aty._desc;1hed_ as 

Id last any time from ten minutes to two hours · from fi y he Jaws' which 

i: l~y surveyed the battered toes of my_ brown shoe: and p:;:~id;~
1:n: ;~~:e ~:a'!~ 

'you eat the banana and then rub the skin on your shoe' -to my last, when she thought­
fully surveyed my whole self and uttered a true prophecy: 'I expect you will marry, hut 
not unnl you are about i_wenty-five: the young men, they do like 'em sweet.' How had 
she such a store of affecnon, that t~e hundred-and-fiftieth kiss she might have 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 
berween the standing ranks of girls, holding the forgotten hand like a strap attached to 
one of those perpetually errant Samoyedes, in a firm hut ahsentminded 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. 

I have 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 from M!Ss Wale, 
we had to write a paragraph on either "Love me love my do~" or."f: stitch in time saves 
nine". I don't know how to write on that, she hadn't explained tt m the lesso~ or any­
thing. The other prep was from Miss Willis for scripture. We had to fi~d certat~places 

in St. Matthew, and taking them discuss the necessity for pr;.:} d:~:nk:~: M~:c:~ 
do that either.' Another letter describes an enchantm~,:t take~ from The Winter's 
Soeiety performed The Pedlar (music by Marnn Shaw, h d din a thunderstorm. 
[ ;•) on the lawn outside St. Peter's, in perfect we~;~ri' d~:::n: through the fog of 
su eme~ber _the e~chantment but no~ the stor~- cunning, are forced to ma~e t~e1r 
rerrlattves m which the young, la:kmg grow~ up and explorations, of tree-chmhmg 
in t~attons, that those memories of JOY~of o~tt~;s ton the bier Alcestis dies .on m .t~e 
pla e woods, of sleeping out in the cloISters <,I 'a:Ove all of the talks with MtSs W1lhs 
anJ ••. the Great Bear was just above _us • •• ), s lendid teachers Miss Gunn and Miss 
R of the music we made and heard wtth chose P 

ead- are true and no invention of later years. 
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N) SACKVILLE WEST, 1938 
X JACOBINE (MENZIES WILSO 

• . being too young to be my friends ~nd older than 
THE present genera a on at Dowi:'e, are unknown to me. But I somenmes speculate 
the children of my contempo~es, f y own generation of twenty years ago? I 
about them. Would they :::an;:

0
° hi:tication, they are far i? advance of what w_e 

suspect that, m matterS of still sub~t to thick cotton stockings worn Wlth_ their 
were. Do they, for mstance, d i Ion i (Not that it was really suhrrusS1on m 
private clothes, ?r h~ve ~ey s:ed ~~:t ::em, ~nd indeed their greater resistance to 
our case; I don t tlunk "em d d them to me at that age.) Do the present 
holes and ladderS probably recommen e tl waved at least well cut, or do they wear 
generation have their hair, if not ?er;a;e: Y d'.d i You had to be very pretty to 
it pudding basin,stythle ordlahnklydm e. -go:f ~:: ::e.1! ;,,as far too fat and not remotely 
stand up to the c o es an atr- ressm ' f fif I 

retty and whenever I come across a photograph of myself at the age o teen 
humedty burn it. But, if many of us were odd and unattrac~ve to look at, _we were 
supremely unselfconscious about it, and enjoyed a sartorial peace of m1~d only 
achieved by me more recently in A.T.S. uniform or maternity_ clothes. Ther." IS pro1'.­
ably a good deal to be said for pos'J,'oning those wrtured littl~ mes of I hav~n t 
anytfw,g to wear', and 'I simply cant do a thing with my hair, unnl later m life. 
And I don't know that we should have been very much better equipped for life by 
virme of having discovered exactly the right lipstick for wear with a djibbah. 

When I look back over these rwenty years to my schooldays, I find that I am digging 
around in a sort of rich compost heap of memories of Downe. I have 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, I 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. 
And although it is undoubtedly necessary, it isn't pleasurable, even at the right age, to 
have to sew name and number tapes on one's belongings, to do what one is told without 
much question and to learn mathematics when one is a mathematical moron. I am 
suspicious not only of the people who were happier at school than they have been 
since, but of the schools which produced them. I think one should be able to say of a 
really good school that one was happy there, but not happiest After all your school is 
supposed to help you to grow up. • ' 

Growing up is not, of course, an entirely comfortable process--either for yourself 
or for your elders. _You arc so unsure of what you are and what you believe that you 
tend to_ he aggress1v~ about_ the views you are embracing at that moment And my 
gene~non ;1ere grow1_n~ up 1n an uncomfortable period of history, the nineteen-thirties. 
War m Chma, Abyss1rua, and Spain, the spread of Communism and of Nazi.ism, all 
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ronned part of the background to our schooldays, in 
the hydrogen bomb seems to haunt the schoolchild much the same way as the ~ f 
t,eing aware of the d~epening anxiety of our elders, :~~ of today. We couldn':"::e~p 
nxiety in a way which would have been unthinkab! . soon we began to share tha 

~fore. Although we used to say, 'She's so earnest' e m the children of thirty year: 
rime (this corresponded to _the 'S~e's so keen', of my'l:e:r:~: of opprobrium at that 
in some ways extraordmarily serious-minded. We Were a!s ry career), yet we were 
was likely to happen that I ~on't think any of us serious! ~:usharply aware of what 
able to emerge from school mto the easy untroubl d Ii£ ~ ght that we should be 

en)·oyed if we'd been born a few years earlier So weew e b at many of us might have 
. • ere t at much mo • d d 

realizing that however httle we might hanker for careers (I 
II 

rem epen ent, 
more than to shelter at home) we were going to have to put perso~~ i wan; nothing 
at all militant about them; I think we accepted them in muchuSi:t t e":·. e we;en't 
accepted everything, ~isagr~eable or otherwise, that the war brou~~; ;;;\:.s we ater 

Although we weren t militant about Careers for Women, we were militant about lots 
of other things. So many ~ew worlds were being opened to us (how wise it was, by the 
way, to have people teaching 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 particularly 
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 mother did not press 
the matter of my presenration; I believe she almost felt that I rrught be capable of 
secreting a small bomb in the folds of my train.) We worned over the failure of_suc-

• I f' d • !towns overthepowerofadvernsers 
'.'"5S1Ve governments to clear the s urns O m ustna ' .

11
. acce t the brilliant 

m the national press, and over the fact that Eton ;'as ::~~:~/~he ve;y good things 
sons of slightly disrepurable miners. And_ that, I th1:mature they may have been, were 
about D~wne. y our opinions, howev~r v10lent an~ h That seems to me to be exactly 
taken senously, though not necessarily agreed WI'. d atter what you think. 
as it should be ; after all, however yo~ng you ::%~onoeai:;,:t a great many things. Yet, 

Senous-minded we may have been 1? my ge rt of lingering childishness wh!ch 
when I think back, I realize that we enjoyed also a s~f the 'okes which sent us reeling 
Was probably a form of relief. When I recall some ha/ those who ,aught us must 
With laughter round the cloisters, I can on!y suppo~o~es by saying that Miss Nancy 
M;metimes have despaired. I can best describe th~ Victoria in .[;,ye ill a Cold i/unate 
ha tford's reports of the conversation of J•;!:Ont is almost agonizing: !~~:e;';:; 
th: e su:h a ring of truth to me that my •;were in no doubt a_I>out thr., ent at Downe, 
We quah~ ~f our jokes may have been, t e that during the sIX years P 

re exqu1mely funny. My memory tel s m 
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reat deal. We also chatted a great d~~l. This may or may 
my friends and I laughed a g . ablished a habit of soc1ab1l1ty which I, person. 
not have been a waste of □me; but It est 

ally, have never regretted. sociable we were very much creatures of fashion; not 
Perh~ps because we were 

5
~or the ;eren't fashionable as an interest._ In our genera~ 

fashion in cloth~s, of course--;-dered {oring to talk about game~. You might be good at 
non it was, for t~s~nce, co;~in rud 'ng respect for athleticism-hut you must not 
games-even ganung a c~ h g d f ou were good at acting you might talk about it 
talk about them. !On t; o er 1:: f;:hi~nable to be musical and impecunious-particu. 

:rfui: a;Z.,~~du:.a;ec;n tr:::ber how dreadfully ashamed I was ~f my father's large 
mo;or-!r whereas my brother (then at his private school) was busily_ spreadmg round 
the story diat there were other much larger motor-cars tuc~ed away m vanous fanuly 
garages; I think it is quite likely that he also hinted at a pnvate aeroplane and_ a _yacht 
with rwin diesel engines. But my sister and I should gr_eatly have p_referr~d II 1f our 
parents had come to visit us in an aged snub-nosed Morns Cowley with a dickey. And 
we were painfully envious of the daughter of a clergy".'an, whose father was rumoured 
to have so many children and so little money that he d,d not pay income tax. 

Icwas also very fashionable to be what might be called 'a character'. It was hig_h praise 
to say that somebody was 'rather eccentric'. We looked upon absence of mmd and 
unpunctuality as proofs of intellect. (I myself was, and always have been, patholog1cally 
punetual, but I 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 
of them irue, of the curious behaviour of the staff at D awne. We told them that Miss 
Nickel slept in a bath, with a pile of books for a pillow; that Mademoiselle Agobert 
tluew chalk, books, and ink-pots at us and crashed the blackboard down upon our 
defenceless heads when we did not know our irregular verbs; that Madame was wont 
to lean over the gallery of the dining-room dangling some fearful object (say, a sus­
pender) crying, "Oo is 'e?' and then, in tones of deepening despair, "£ must be 
~omehody'. We also, so my mother used to assure me, told her that practically everybody 
rn the school whom we knew and liked was 'quite mad'. In her innocence she believed 
this, and formed an impression of classes and classes of amiable mental defectives. It 
must have surprised her that most of us passed our examinations and that the behaviour 
of our f~iends when they came to stay in the holidays was perfectly normal. 

I don t know how you could sum up the characteristics of my generation at Dawne, 
except perhaps by saying that we should have been deeply offended if anyone had 
sugges~ed th~t s~ch a thing co~ld be done-so individualistic were we. I hope this may 
mea~ at It isn t possible to pick out those who were educated at Downe in a crowd 
of middle-aged women as I (or so I like to believe) can pick out the roducts of certain 
other sch_o~ls by ~e way they wear their hats, hold their sherr 1!ses or reel each 
other. If 11 IS possible, then it is~•, our fault. We certainly did o:rgbest t~ es!blish our 
characters, and to avo,d becoming what we imagined the average schoolgirl to be. 
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•What was it lik; ?' we used to ask the lacrosse team re . 
ther school. Oh, very schoo!y'' the answer w Id turrung from some match at 

:nger condemnation than that. ou come, and there could not be 

XI. RUTH ASPINALL, 1939 

SYLVIA HASELL said: 'My father says that it can't go on lik thi , 
a war sooner or later.' • e s. There s sure to be 

Jn serious momen:s, such as national crises, we quoted our fathers. Sometimes th 
were right and somenmes wr~ng. We knew, perhaps, that their words were not all wi: 
Nevertl1eless, the group ~•king toa~t round the fire in E became suddenly quiet, and 
the smell of our approaching tea a lade less appetizing. 

Sylvia's father had been quite right, of course, and on the 2oth 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 Dawne in war-time. Bur 
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, medi tation chairs, and, best of all, an entirely new issue of boards upon 
which to inscribe our initials, drawings, and whatever-by school standards-slightly 

risque poems occurred to us. . I , • • 

But of this or of the delightful nine days we were to spend m the Hallrooms Sllnng­
room, I kn0V: nothing when, on the desolate and wet 201h of September, I arrived ~lone, 
and much earlier than anyone else, to find an empty school. I remember ~tand10g 10 ~e 

desened vestibule inwardly cursing my luck that I sho~/a:e ~::i~ sor:.W:r°;!u~ts~ 
ofBottom South in which to sleep dunng my last termlf b h I Or should I have 
Who would come back? I was seventeen, ought I mys~ t~ e. ~r\e dusting 1 

stayed at home to help on the land, in the canteen, or st
;~ y wi~ :m our fo~ we had 

In the end other people came back too, th_ough ~~m; dodn;:~, :nd Margaret Taylor. 
lost Gill Sankey, Jean Mellalieu, Mary Morrison~ fJ, many of those who did return 
!ut there was an unexpected s~t of newcom; ~thia Acland, Francesca Bon_sey, and 

Erought with them their very little sisters. o?'ihem I remember were only nine years 
hzabeth Page were among these, and some . eed 

old at the time. To us they looked very s~al~i'°~- tl; and ourselves, I found much 
Among the older ones the Seniors, the Mid~ e ~:d ~tarred, how could we become 

of the same unrest as was' in myself. The ware ort •rforce blue, 

P•tt of It? bod knitted. Needles and.~~~;tion', grew 
na The first answer was knitting. Every Ja Yon chairs, piled up 10 

vy, and khaki, tumbled out oflockers, Y 
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d seaboot stockings. Arthur Askey obligingly 
in willing hands into sc_arves, s~c~ :~ittle nit-wit, knitting all the day', and it could 
brought out a song which r~n, I For we knitted in Break, in Rest, "'.-hilst we watched 
not have been more appropn~t:lso during all our lessons. I do not think that our work 
filmsonSaturdayevenmgs~n the Forces Comforts Funds must have be:n swelled by 
suffered from it, and certai Y f Downe--for our speed was incredible and corn­
an enormous flow of garments rom 

pe~~~;~dl 'we did what was known as our war wor~- I think there were four different 
es o ef to us. Certainly there were lists to be 51gned. Bu: of the four I can only 

~ern£er 'the land', for that, being the one I knew, something about, was the one 
I chose. So the lists were gathered in, and Downe s voluntary Land Army set to 

wo;~ picked up eggs from line upon line of chicken-houses. W ~ dug patches ready to 
receive vegetables for the nation's food-supply, though I, coming fro".' the nch 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 d1Scovered 
whether it did! 

We lifted a field of mange! 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! 

Dawne, 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 have borne every resemblance to a hard-working fac­
tory when seen at night from the air, to be made invisible? How were all those windows 
to be darkened ? 

Darkened they were, almost totally, by the use of navy blue bulbs in the bedrooms, 
and we, of course, were darkened too. 

At the beginning_of term we were asked not to try to read by our blackout lights, but 
the request was quite unnecessary. It was quite impossible to read anywhere in our 
be_drooms, even in the very middle of the room where a merciful gleam came from the 
rmddl~ of the bulb to form a little pool of light one foot in diameter I Indeed we could 
scarce y see one_a~other. It was difficult to recognize Mary Alsop, Elizabeth Home and 
Kirsty Mackenzie m the blue-grey faces which looked at I ' th 
same for the whole school but I . . h . me across our room. t was e 
the wrong side of Botton: South~;::a~::toa~1;;~:hworse for the po?r t~oglodytes of 
bright on the sunniest day, and this was winter Wh on the ':rong side 1s never v~ry 
I hate to think, for I do not believe that we sa • at au~ hair m~st have looked like 
term! w ourselves m the mirror throughout the 
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We were merry nevertheless, and our room possessed one (l' al 
El' abeth Home owned a wireless set: lter ly) enormous asset. 

'{n these days, with wireless sets so much ;mailer and h .. 
turn to Dawne every term. B4t in 1939 they did not cOe~per, 1t,1s probable that many 

~em and I think our room was the only one in Botto~ Sn y t rare and enVIed few had . 

Elizabeth's was a vast affai r, which no one could have e:~t ea;~ ~asses\~ s~~- . 

the light, attached by a huge wire which hung across the n:idd~ tr°:: r:~~ ra;~l! 
lesser :Wires festo_oned the_ walls, to form ~erials ~nd earths. Movement was re;tricted 
while it was playm~, and lt was be:ter t? sit? or else to lie down, but I -am sure that no 
wireless before or smce has ever given its listeners more pleasure. During those, cer­
tainly no; long, but dark and bookless evening~, we curled up on our beds, listening to 
Elizabeth s w1;eless, and I can :em_emb:r that on nights when the programme called 
'Band Wagon was_ on, we_ earned 1t, 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, sin~ng of how we would 'hang out our washing on the Siegfried Line'. I had 
left by the time that Hitler began to hang his washing all over Europe, so I do not know 

what Dawne sang then. . 
Like everyone else during the war we took in evacuees. Our evacuees were no_t quite 

as other people's They were not mothers and their children from the poorer d1stncts 
of the big cities disorientated and horrified by the endless silence of ~he countT TJey 
were from Lo~don indeed, but they were not London children. T ey were on on 

you~g ladies. ' o us as all evacuees came, to escape 
Miss Spalding's school from Queens Gate came t j them in a manner fitting 

the probable bombing of London. W_e were asked ~o ;/ ~:;~een brought up to be, by 
to_hosts, and I believe that we were friendly_ eno~r them ein the dining-room, their tidi­
M,ss Willis. But someh?w. ou: very first view hock from which we never recovered. 
; ss and apparent soph1st1cat10~, gave us ; Salone happen to know, for_ my cousm 

hat their first view of us did to them f the rest of us realized that to 
Was a":ong them. But at the time neither I nora~n~ ;arment indeed, or that t? Miss 
;he U~tnitiated a djibbah might see~ a verya~~ m!reover used to living 1~ their own 
hpaldmg's girls-so much in the mmon:r, and abandoned cheerfulness might appear 
ornes, for it was a day school-our n01se . the sole contact between the two 

boisterous and alarming. I think Joan, my cousm, was 
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schools for she s ent her evenings and weekends with my friends and me. Otherv,,;Se 
the oil' and wat!'r situation continued unrelieved throughout my last term. Miss 
S aldin 's school remained at Downe House all the end of the war! when sh~ returned 

1: LonJon and gallantly started again in her war~battere~ houses m Queen s Gate. 
There is not much more to tell. We had air-raid pracaces of_course, an? of course 

there had not then been time to build the shelter, the outward SI~ns ~f which startled 
me when last I walked through the vestibule. Bottom South ca1;1e 1~10 its own here, for 
it had been adjudged at that time the safest place in the event of air-raids. So all we had to 
do was to stagger out of our bedrooms and sit down upon the floor. It was hardly even 
necessary to wake up, except for the brief moment of answering to one's name, and our 
beds had scarcely ceased to be warm when we returned to them. 

What happened during the rest of the term and the process of 'leaving' must be 
familiar to everyone who has ever been to and left Downe. In only one particular did 
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 staff at 
SL Peter's, I became what must have been one of the very first blackout casualties. I 
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 
first and only time in my life, and which left me with a very unicorn appearance for the 
next ten days. 
. I have a l_ump on my forehead to this day left there by the St. Peter's fire-escape. It 
1s the one vISible scar I have kept with all my memories of the term that Downe went 
to war. 

XII. HONOR (DE SALIS) WESTMACOTT, 1943 

~:: i::ia:r:; !a~early threw th•m away. But yesterday, ~•~ding them agai_n, I was 
g 

1 
. escaped the ruthless bonfires charac1em11c of a service life. 1940 

se~ms a_ ong ttme ago until you get back into it. 

que'::'s~':n~~l!e;°';::-' (B~t in the diary I wrote 'quue'.) I suppose I did go 10 cold 
and come back'• :Vhi~u:.an:•~:~;r I used to hope Sister would say, 'Have a bath 
in being one of the tough ones allowe might get a hot drmk.. But my great pnde was 
dry my hair out-of-doors inst ' d f {d to wear ankle-socks m the Lent term, and to 

where other people's hair drip ead doow~J;mg over the ~re in the Upper Staff Room, 
winter it was the done thing': f e hack of ones neck. Oh, that toughness. In 
summer djibbah-blouse, and to s:: ;;;loves on one's hands, but a short-sleeved 
in the cracks with a scarf. Perhaps it isn't su w~o- wrapped cloak over blazer and lilled 
sensation of rubbing chilblains aga th rpnsmg that I can remember so clearly the 
whatever surface presented itself. 
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•Wandered at breakfast.' How could I have for Otten 
delirious patient, b_ut conveying to me a memory of the totat w_ord, suggestive of a 
her eyes, almost with a prayer, to the head of her table thatgue-tt~d new girl, turning 
wander, and perhaps find that there was nowhere for h;r 10 ~he rrught not be made to 
to her rescue? sit unttl Mtss Hughes came 

•Tommy ':ent to the San with chicken-pox.' Yes, and Sister b 
get it, and patd me, too, at the end of the term, when I was foun;t me _1,. that I would 

'Started High Tea, and soup at 8.20.' So we did, hut for some rea:urv1vmg. 
one term. We used to come down in our dressing-gowns to et o:~ :~:nly lasted for 
listened to the news. The news was a great feature of life durin: the war, ot::ea:~ 
so was current even~, although actual!y my only memory of them is that I first fath~med 
the mystery of darrung stockings while they were being expounded. 

'.Did laundry in ~hoir Practice.' Sad reminder of the undeniable reason why all my 
children are unmusical. It was_ pan o~ the eternal fitness of things that growlers should 
make themselves. u~ful by_ d1s~nbu11ng the clean laundry, while the gifted majority 
made a more artistic contnbut1on 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 rwo 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 
1livid', 'wild', and 'grim', which seem to have sufficed to describe most situations and 
emotions not covered by 'bliss' and 'blissful'. 'Binges', too, occurred frequently, and 
so did 'blitzes' and of course 'prep-crises'. And the pages of my essays began to be 
peppered with the pronoun 'one', after Miss Medley h~d sr,urned one of ~s with ~~ 
r"'!'ark, 'You are in danger of be_ginning your es'.ays with 

0
;ers:;:t ~ot~!;,;,;.-ts:, 

Discussed Democracy with Miss Joachim. She is ra~:~ :e of our deviations. 
Oh dear! Miss Joachim's mild regrets, however, revea y I • th hame-

'Miss Salzer called us heretics.' Could there be a note of comp acency m e s 

less admission? I hope not! d S 'th, During the war outings 
'Took_books down to Hermitage for Mr,iha:;a~t 1;; u; down that pleasant ~oad 

Were limited, and any excuse was welcome ~1 g . th hedges. Besides, we might 
on a summer evening, when the wild s1raw?er:1e:i:;;;;

1
~~est eof the Stronger. His Plato 

rersuade him to disprove for us that J us11ce IS a tic skill 10 which we were so unequal. 
es:ons_ always left us tied in knots by the So~: will take a lot of work-a me and I_ hoi:. 

I thmk we are going 10 do a form play. Thi I th ughly enjoyed bemg the mfa d 
;e d?n't.' Unworthy reflection! In the e:dcradle:r~nd sporting a pair of borrowe 

eepmg Beauty in a laundry basket for 
mauve bedsocks'. ' . to believe bow bad a day can be. Have got 

And work itself wasn't all jam. It 1s ha
rd 
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' . o o however, even when people disc~ver ~at there is 
to take up Latin. Life, m~

stJ D':;.wbridge; looked for purple c~at •. Qwte separate 
La?n in their foture •. D;dthe :mooth grey arching bough of the chmbmg-tree knoWn 
acnv10es, I imagine, smc fi wearing purple coats. 
as the Drawbridge was no P!;;

0
: balcony.' I think this time-hono_ured p~t of the 

_ _'Ju'."ped off the Ga~den was later discouraged, because v:e _found It too difficult to 
mmaaon of a new s~":or llllowers underneath. It was ternfying anyhow. Some of the 
avoid jumping ,on El51e s :;;tional ractices were equally questionable. I remember we 
Garden-Rooms ~ther f t b!iter and chocolate-spread in the cupboard, with our 

:f;~~ic°:;~ 
0~~ ::, :ce;~t we could assuage the pangs of hunger by licking them 

berween forti~s. Then when we wanted a ruler we used the edges of the Garden-Room 

bo~~::ived Seniors' "Jaws".' I think we did six victims that first m_orning, and didn't 
have to do any more for a long time. Though why an unco-operattve 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 m~re.. . . 

'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, in a 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 
small, and I had to keep my head on one side all the time, so it was rather exhausting. 

'Did Fire-Party.' My only memory of what this entailed is one of sitting in the kitchen 
eating very new bread and very new cheese, always a valued prerogative of Fire-Party's, 
Bu,t I_ belie~•- we did check that bathro?m windows were shut-or was it open? 

Miss Willis read us Archie and Mehuahel after the news.' This was one of the best 
moments of any Sunday. We took it for granted of course that the same voice which 
~pired us in Chapel, exhorted and instructed ~s and addressed us with infinite sur­
pnse as_'My darlina child' when we erred, should finally entertain and en thrall us in the 
authen11c accents of Don Marquis's indefatigable little cockroach 

When/ finistd the diaries I felt for a moment isolated in tim~. The present wasn't 

~~;~~~m~:~m~~:: L;~~~ry~:e giant stride, _Chapel; the Lent, the summe~, the 
gather speed. g g t of focus too, like a merry-go-round as it begins to 



X III. JANE (MARR I OTT) 
. . DE FALBE, , 941 

s,~c• boarding-school ,s a part _of one's most sheltered •• 
as I wondered what I s~ould _wrtte about D owne that past, It IS Strang~, I thought, 
5econd World War_ are mextncably mingled. Thu; amonmy m memone~ of 11 and of the 
powne are the heanng of dramatic news announced b Mg Y _m_oSI v1v1d memories of 

ccice air-raid warnings conducted with enough y . 
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~ilhs or over the wireless; 
P~ sad face at the High Table on a day she had ~vtity 

1
~1 impress_us; Miss Willis's 

;.;thin action. These are second-hand childish mem;rie:oc:':n :::t" ;;~ of a relatio~•s 

but they made up nearly all my experience of the war, and it ~as Mis: .;~~i:i:;plei:, 
gift to be able to make It seem _re_al and near and terrible; yet, rememberin we~r! 
children, to pre_serve our ~nqmlhty. The war was supposed to matter, evengwhen one 
was at school, 1ust as ch01r practice, getting your colours for this and that or bein a 
Senior were supposed to matter. ' g 

Perhaps it wa~ this sense of being in touch with the outside world that prevented 
Do':"'e from bemg a sch?oly sc~ool in spite of the slang, cliqueyness, and other 
ineVItable, frequently horrible attributes of a girl in the narrow circle of a boarding­
school. Also, we were treated more like private individuals than girls in a school-in 
spite of our green djibbahs. The best and the worst of us spent at least forty minutes 
every term tete-a-tete 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, I adored talking 10, 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 remarks that sometimes had very little 
indeed to do directly with anything I was immediately interested in. It was a good way 

of teaching one to grow up intelligently. • • 
As for our daily life, I liked lessons when they were given by an mteresttng person. I 

remember now the staff themselves better than what they taught me, some with great 

vividness, and affection. • 
I hated games-although I remember_ quite enjoying even ~~;;sseo a;e i:: :.; 

humble and giggly 'Cassowary'. It was nice ofDowne not t~J harl: ~an one did, 
bad at games. One was allowed to feel one ought to be try g 
without being left with an inferiority complex for li~e-d I I was with a bat and ball. 
M But music I loved, without being much more gi 

1
~ I"~ '"~at I won't forget. Slightly 

n us1c wi~ Miss Read was another side, of my sc~oo,a:,:: more you know'); rather 
~rve-racki~g music lessons ( c~orus: You mu D:mi ut her whole soul and robust 

lli~g smgmg lessons, into which one felt the min s~unds out of her half-reluctan'., 
genius in order eventually to squeeze some char g "!I" gly as she scolded. Ch01r 
half-admiring pupils-whom she would praise _as :1 ;' Demi. Miss Willis intended 
practice also was conducted with passionate intenSI~ yf ehat prayer meant to her, and 

Chapel to be fun and alive; she showed us some
th

ing 
O 

w B ·- ~ 



helped her g reatly, making hymns a vivid and 
the Demi, whose element was song, 

dramatic form of praiseChoral and Musical Societies, and glamorous concerts, above all 
Then there were _the verflowing with sweetness. There were ~e special occasions, 

by Myra_ Hess, bemgn, ~tie Robin Milford o r, once, for Gerald Fmz1, when we Went 
like smgmg for dear, ge I d • h his children, enjoying ourselves immensely· 

0 
to his house afterwards and P •y~ witt of the school and to living-out staff like Mi~ 
ca~ol singing :k~~::~:~nt~n~ ; :: us ginger wine. 
H1~~;i: ~::ever, leads me to visual memories. The interi_or of two plac~s is particu~ 

1 1 • '·d · Miss Hickson's small and cosy cottage glowing orange, with firelight, 
~ ~ ~ cks, Christmas decorations, holly. And the Finzis's house, light, white, very 
new and modem, with children's things about and summer sun strea"'.ing through a 
vast expanse of window. This kind of memory (inaccurate though It may be!) _is 
extremely strong when one is very young. I can see the Chapel b~ue-carpeted and pl~tn 
with pale wood, grey walls; the drawing-room with all those cineranas-blue aga1n, 
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 mornings. 

Nearest in time, and clearest in mind, of course, are my last few terms, culminating in 
the awful responsibiliry 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!). Now it was our tum 
to he persecuted when we took prep. forties, trying to do our own work. What a 
table-turning! But what fun to have the Garden-Room to sit about in roasting chest• 
nuis from Palmer's Woods and eating peanut butter off the end of a ruier · luxury after 
the ~lea hardness of rows of desks. We ran and enjoyed societies (th.,;.,, varied and 
flounshing, were one of the special joys of Downe I always thought. Milton and 
Shakespeare for School Certificate were dull; but in Lit. or Dramatic beca:ne explorers' :r;~ We v1~d with each other in learning the names of everyone in the school to 
toward,PSat dteunnKi? temWperature qlueue every day in the winter while girls filed past us 

1s r te. e were a ways busy 
During the lastsummerterm there w • • 1 . . 

1945 the last few months of th ere spec1a treats in store for us because this was 
and tlten to their dance, consid:;~r. =~:i:nt to Bradfield College to watch their play, 
the school evacuated into our mid g be es far superior to our opposite numbe~ ID 

out on the Bradfield boys. I think i:• tho:uJ: we scorned the lipstick which they rned 
I got into trouble from my mamma for not w ys :"e ~appened to be prejudiced; I know 
we were allowed over to Eton forth d Se~rmg lipstick at the Fourth of June when 
Bradfield boys; I remember a stilted; ay. all, we got on perfectly all right with the 

ut successful evening (in my case slightly marred 
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lllY inability to claim kinship with a famous • f 
by d partner discovered I bore), followed up b/ige~n- a;ter whose name my pigeon• ::u in the Garden-Room. Then there was V.E~.::ie_s;e s~:ts•douxwhichwentdown 
organizing. I remember Avril Edwards, who was h:;d Senio~:a~ do a great deal of 

but the details a_re lost to ':'e except for a :"onderful bonfire, ..;hich; ~:li~~;i::~a~~'. 
eered as a surpnse-and did we dress Avnl up as Britannia riding on a chariot thro~gh 

the night? 
I mu'.t end ~his deli?htful reminiscing~one could go on for ever I A few weeks ago 

we ran mto Miss W ,lhs at a Downe weddmg reception; just the same as ever and de­
lighted that she knew and had _ed~cated some of the bridegroom's family as well as the 
bride. She takes the ~reatest pnde m ~er 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 
I have not forgotten, including a warning that I should end up as a journalist driving 
a 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 I 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 

AFTER so man ears what is the first thing that comes to mind? Me':'ory is so 
inconsequent. y fhe smell of pine needles hot in the sun, of green grass dissected by 

stone paths of ~;een geometrical buildings. (It was war-:me ';;:d Do:-;;':o::s c;.i~:d 
flaged.) ... The distant sound of fidd le ancl piano ~omes ro; be::~:' under surgery 
the cloisters. It must ~e a Sa_turd~y. aftern~.◊~:° :::.:hythmical ;ound of a jac~ 
balcony, people are drying their hair, there . . gA ou fi}.e ft or is it Euripides 
ball .... In the Greek theatre they are practistJ ; 1 ~rwood-Sr:iith rehearsing with 
Helena? Yes-for there is the tall ascetic figure O r. 

1 

them. ·a down Hermitage Hill on bicycles to 
And now the wind is in our cloaks a_s we ~•e :.ould read us a bit of the Apology; 

'.~as: memorable Plato lessons. Somenmes across the study lined with books; or we 
D a.v8pes .'A.871vafo,' he would boom at auss coming away feeling a httle crestfallen, a 

":'ould play at croquet on his la".'n, alw ,{ch an inferior age. I think that was what he 
little apologetic that we should hve in s mmer afternoon, and the pine woods where 
meant us to feel. ... Back through the su .. ,.. 



. Ants-there was the smaller breed that invaded our 
~normous pine ants crawl~d. ·.,j have their own jam at tea-or was it something to do :::'i,~~: ;..:~)· ~~; ie~~!r:l;~hose teas were! talking, perha~s linfahing The Educaticn 
of Uncle Pa~/ (with Miss Medley's note of warning to ummagma11ve re~ders-that 
made it all the more fascinating). Tea was always informal; _blu~ and white checked 
table cloths; windows and doors wide open; swallows s_woopmg m and out • •• • 

Yet here I am, falling a victim to the mysterious Ahce-m-W, onderland tricks memory 
always plays. Was Dawne all leisure, all afternoon, all sunshine, and the smell of pine 
woods/ What about the early days, the awful hollow m the stomach when the train 
approached Hermitage or Thatcham that grew, and grew ,the nearer one got to die 
'sleeping list'. Would it be six other people ,n Hallrooms, all unknown, all ternfy­
ing / ... Or the maths lessons/ Those endless forties when the blackboard was covered 
with meaningless signs, the mystery of the decimal point, 'two bath taps running at the 
same time', menacing and insoluble; and Miss Shawe, using different coloured chalks 
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 thanhis should have been a cause for anguish; perhaps, just because it was the first 
glimmenng of a sense of responsibility. 

~oving m~jes?cally down corridors and round beds would come Miss Willis, to 
say, Good N,~ht. How well I remember walking with her down that dark corridor 
of Hallrooms worn out with the first burden of responsibil'ry h Ii 1· · f 
the incurable 'silliness' of children. . . . t ' t e rst rea tzanon o 

Those moments of anguish were so endless! Ion d . •fi 
There were so many miraculous chan es of y g, an yet, looking back, so SWl _r. 
green djibbahs, pouring into lunch br~ke a tfn\ T~e mere fact of over 200 of us, ,n 
tuture tedium of an afternoon pra~tisin 

I 
itt e t e g oom of th~ math.s ~essons,. or the 

the centre telling us of the meeting h ~ da~rosse. There was M1Ss W,lhs walking up 
remember, Miss Ellen Wilkinson s 

5 ~ a een tom London, 'taking-off', as I always 
she should address us as one perso ma ~~ an an!l'Y speech. It never seemed odd that 
we laughed as one person, and cert:i.:;- ,' ee:~:king up to the high table; nor odd that 
everungs when she always seemed to lea~ a lo~ely. • • • Or there were those Saturday 
after supper. In those days the idea f d . g purple dress, and there was dancing 
novelty. We danced with each othe~ sa::ci~g w~rb a boys' school was very much of a 

et1mes rave enough to pluck one of the staff 
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from the seats where they sat, casually talking to Miss Willis· 
0 

. . . 

herself, majestic in her purple, round the room. ' r to propel Miss Willis 

Or ther~ were the "'.eekends which at least gave the illusion that we could walk as 
far as we hke~-nght mto the blueness of the view itself ... ; or the early services on 
Sunday morrungs s~mewhere beyond Downe. We would get up at dawn and bicycle 
to Yattendon or C_h,eveley, or wherever we wanted to, to come back past the larks and 
the cornfields feeling holy an? hung'?' to break.fast. (Until going to Oxford I never 
realized how well_ we were !ed m ':ar~ttme at Downe.) Later on, Sunday mornings were 
blighted and enriched b~ J?eb~ttng. It would meet, with Miss Medley, in the Barn 
before Chapel. Oh, the sinking m the stomach on the rare occasions when one had to 
propose-What was it? 'Absence makes the heart grow fonder' -and of course it won! 
And one would go to Chapel afterwards, feeling triumphant if still rather shaky .... 

I have no very clear memories of the actual lessons of those earlier days; maths and 
French because they were dreaded; scripture, perhaps, because scripture lessons always 
seemed to kindle some spark of original sin in the less noble of us. Of all these only one 
lesson 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 

I dance the polka there.' 
afternoon with the bees and the blue sky, and 

Miss Medley was reading it on a summer ' first introduction to Edith Sitwell. 
with all the polka in it that it should hWave

1
.1t,was m.~ and the author herself, iJ: is of that 

Now when I listen to 'Fa~ade', with a tons mus, 

summer afternoon that I always think. th before and those after the 'Garden 
Memories are sharply divided betw;::ts t~::s, for try as hard as I ma}'. I simply 

Room' ... but here, too, memory ,s d the 'Pepper Pot' were not m flower. 
cannot remember a time ':hen the ros:;~::f things. We added sonnets to the bo"'.d, 
There was the illusion of stillness at thJecessors; ate chocolate-spread offrulers; worn~! 
already covered with those of our pre Id b genius. planned enterr.unmenrs for 
about the character of Mary X. ':ho :~~e us~a~ly skits 'on Downe--and hadh~;;.,' ~~ 
school on rainy afternoons-which as Miss Croft. In the summer, w .th 
have the white dogs in them and som:ro;:t there were those memor:~e~ess~:, :th 
in Meditation chairs round the Pep~ar from the woods, all sharpe ':.ther ~expected 
Mamie; who always seemed to ap~se fascinating elfin eyes,_ and :iftl to one of us 
immaculate bishop's sleeves, an~ ~be would say, and, ru".'mgd;n't l~ok at me with 
Don-like voice. 'Word~worthtlier alien and cynical, Sheila, 
who was, perhaps, looking ra 
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u " u know what <4fish-eyes" are?'; and fascinated we would listen, 
fish-eyes •••Do yo , , H ·ghtshe was! 

to a brilliant analysis of fisl;ee~~sr~' t:a:: the drawing-room where everything was 
On Sundays there w: and there were pictures of distant mountains_ and sofas that 

P~:p!~~~ 
5
~~ei;~:, ~;d ~here Viney carried up ~ountains of paper-thin sand~iches; 

;nd where Miss Willis seemed always to be wearing her purple c?at woven wuh the 
whire dogs' hair. She would put a spoon into each cup before pouring out the tea;_ and 
we would argue about whether you should wash the cups before the SIiver or the SIiver 
before the cups. 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. She was part of 

Dawne; inseparable from the buildings she had helped to plan; wandering slowly and 
arthritically amongsc 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 towet 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 qwte get away from the feeling of being under the judgement seat ... . 
Perhaps it was becau~ Miss Willis's study was so small and perched so high above the 
school; on a level wuh the Chapel tower, almost in the sky itself· jusc room for her 
des~ piled high wi~ papers, for the cyclamen that was always at the end of it, for one 
chair, and one sleeping whit~ dog . . .. How impossible, even in the earlier stages, not 

l~~~::e~e;.'";,ffy exe~c15e-~oks on one's lap with all this bright clarity, this sky, 

melt away and 0 ; h:::~;: 1;~:-\he;g~urrcl. • • • The terror_ of the maths lessons would 
dear. Even about maths one co~ld b~ hte~f_c7aracter, of will, would seem _much more 
have been spoken in that room d Olc. • • • How many words of wisdom roust 
p~rary ?f. mine (and there wer! :~h~:t;o:)~ we~l I reme1:1ber one ?ar~cular contern· 
Miss \Vilhs knowing, as she said, that she onung out, irate a~d indignant, because 
vaguely and said : 'Darling child, why no~med to _be a vet (was 11?) had looked at her 
to go mto exact and careful details of the e ~ sarutary inspector' and had proceeded 
been so vague? trammg required .. .. And yet, had it really 

And there was ChapeL h did not thrust itself . f 
the school, part of the buildings .... We went as upon us. It was SLmply there as part a 

a matter of course every morning, and 
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on Sundays when, lower down the scho 1 
pennies handed out to us; slightly rebel~1-0' w~ queued up in the cloisters clinking the 

li • 1 • f' us m our sto ki al 
very exp clt exp anat1on o JUSt why over 200 stockin l c ngs: though after Sister's 
June morrung were unpleasant, we dared not rote g ess feet m ~ small space on a hot 
Chapel was voluntary, and there were prayers about:~· • • But 1~ the ~vening when 
from the o'.gan loft, they sang: 'Come Holy Ghost ours: f~v~r 0'. life b~'.ng over' and, 
than anything else; m?re, perhaps, simply because it was n~ s :;:spire ••, 1t meant more 
something rather Chinese about its just being there· seen t ruS

t ~p~n us. There was 
angle of the school; a building that, in the same wa' that':,, a b~tldmg, _from every 
branches, we painted from the studio window in sn/ d . Chi~ese pamt bamboo 

It is strange, looking back at this period how little 7h an ram an s~n. 
the picture as a whole. There was that first ~ummer term:;;; seem~ to ave! penetrat~~ 

leaving suddenly and_ n_iysteriously to . go to Canada or Arne~~.~ b~~ rre~:.;::t:~aer 
unreal. ~uch m~re VIVld, t_o my mind, was Miss Nickel camouflaging the school. She 
gave the 1mp~ess10n of havmg done the whole thing herself, for whenever we saw her 
she was_workin~ the spray of green paint watched by a group of men .... Occasionally, 
grumbling sleepily, we had to assemble in that particularly cold and sordid air-raid 
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 other downstairs tied to 
mamesses. 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 tha_t droppe

0
d 

chewing-gum upon us when we played lacrosse. _There was a bonfire on Samt Peter s 
hill on V.E. night. Probably we were more turned m on ou~elves than _we would other­
wise have been We did not rush up to London to see Racme or Moliere. Perhaps for 
that ve reas;n the onl expedition I remember-when Sketch Cl~b,_ led by Miss 

H
. ry . y · h modern art-left such a v1v1d 1mpress1on (11 
1c~on, went to its first encounter wit hat we saw Henry Lamb's fascinating and 

was m Mrs. Behrens's house near _Newbury tS encer Memorial Chapel). 
elongated Lytwn S:rachey; and w1_th heratt~tl:hum-drum when we left Downe? even 

I wonder-d1d_hfe se~m., somenme~, the D awne Hou.re Magazine, of so-and-so 
Oxford a little d,sappomun~?. Read,~g d sleeping in a lean-to, of being a 
clearing trees in Africa, bmldmg a o;se, ?; it seem that this is the sort of thing 
missionary in almost unexplored lands, o~sn s rather prosaic. And yet this is only 
we should be doing? Ordinary ltfe ,s per ap 
superficial. ... 



'Darlin child-have you ever thought how terribly boring you must be to the people 
h b g 'and some glimmer of humour, some spur of will (forged, perhaps, in 

:a~ s::~ ~~~; ·half-way between earth and sky) will make even the bureaucr_acy 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, I thought, to be asked to contribute to the Jubilee Number of the 
Downe House Magazine! How pleasant to recall the years between 1943 and 1947! 
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 Bin 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 u. 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 
Side.' After the early entries, 'Asked me'; after the later ones 'Asked her'. Asked each 
other what? And why sleep in a horsebox? The autobiography proper now began, and 
from the first sentence made me blush uncomfortably: 

'May _4-Set off from faeter St. David's, where we met Mary Rawlings, she 
recogruzmg me by my weanng a purple hat.' I had not committed the cardinal error 
of travelling in a djibbah, but to have worn a purple hat, and, worse still, one of those 
volw:nmous purple coats manufactured by some firm in Northern Ireland which 
remained unsold from term to term in Madame's pile of second-hand clothes in the 
gallery:--! could not have made a much worse start. Mary Rawlings was very kind 
abo~ 11, and somehow the hat never featured again on my clothes list. It was really 
muc more swtab.le as bee protection gear in later years. 

Our Exeter tram somehow reach d N b . 
from London, and there at the sta 7 ew ury at the sa~e time as the school ~n 
practised members alread maki non _were the two spectal buses for Downe Wtth 

Wh y ng certam of the front seat 
en my mother and father had originally been shown r~und the school, I had been 
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discreetly left in the drive, so had seen n th" b . 
This impression of pine needles was now :e 

1
1~~ed ~ the swimming bath in mid-winter. 

Directly the buses arrived at the school we ~an 
10 

:~:e of endless steps-and queues. 
kiss of salutation; then for Cha el. th c q e for a thermometer; then for a 

b bi h" d b h p , en ror supper; and finally for a bath that was 
;~~ s:ati~:~ ,eve Y t e same Prudent people that had secured seats on the bus from 

Everyone was very kind, but in the midst of all this excitement a~d activity the 
memory of a ~tamped po51c~rd with an_ urgent parental request that it should be posted 
that first ev~nmg kept ha~ntmg me. I did not like to ask about a post-box, and of course 
did not nonce the httle wire cages outside the Common Room. When I had been brave 
enough to do so •~cl had had them pointed out to me I feverishly overcrowded my 
postcard and sent II off m the he~t of the moment without an address. It reappeared 
after breakfas_t the _next_mornmg, given out as a 'hush' by a Senior with suitable extracts 
read out for 1dennficanon. 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 m 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 Gym 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 drama 
came, though more statically, in Arms 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 Valerie Preston as 
Bluntschli. Sergius could never throw himself into the part with sufficient abandon, 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 prod~cers, but Sergms wa~ ~ot happy u~nl he 
could fade into the wings of the Gymnasmm stage murmurmg. What a man. Is he 
a man?' 

The Jm ortance of Being Ernest a year later was more rewarding from the food point 
of view. ~ary Murdoch as Algernon h~d a whole plate of cucumber sandwic_hes 
(devotedly prepared, with vinegar, by MISs Pavey-Smith) bu'. Ernest could let him­
self go over crumpets and butter. Elisabeth Parks as MISs Pnsm wore the perenrual 
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black dress that had featured in every production from The Rivals to Le~ Dam., au.,; 
Chapeaux vtrts. Entirely crushed by Ladr B'."ckley, poor Pmm on bemg asked to 
produce 'that baby' retreated in her confuS1on mto the depths of Y beyond the gteen 

room. 
There were many other moments of great ~~ama. Mi~s Klotchkoff used 1_0 ptoduce 

plays for our French Division; I have a_ brief vtst~n o~Bnd~et Go~ldmg cas11_ng herself 
across the Gymnasium stage as M. Pernchon,crymg: Je m elance; and ofDmah Gore 
as Count Alma Viva wrapped disguisedly in a blue velvet curtain, and hissing 'Appelle­
Moi Lindor'. And in Form-plays Rosalind Elliott in the briefest of tunics and a 
crumpled cardboard crown, unhappily clutching a small gilt harp to her bosom 
impersonating, for some curious reason, Louis XIV as Apollo, while a loyal courtie; 
shouted from the wings-'Behold the God I' But the most elaborate production I re­
member was written by the Seniors, performed by the Seniors, and called Grand Opera 
or L'Argmt est la racine de tout malheur. ' 

CHARACTERS: (again supplied by the invaluable Autobiography) 
Donna Lilia Panda Duce Pepper Pot 
Comte Aqua Toura Spirita Donna Reada 
Don Graeca Theatra 

_The music "':'ged from adaptations of the 'Suscipe deprecationem' from the Bach B 
Minor Mass to I have a song to sing-O !' and the Soldiers' chorus from Faust. The 
~~e was at times tortuous. Aqua Toura had at one moment to bring out ( =-~ ~ 

'Sir, 

May I beg the hand of your daughter 
Madame V estibula Cloistera 
Ancren Garius 
Singeria Loggia 
Don't run down the banks 
Walk in's and Medicine's pleasera-

in marriage>' 
Every topical event of the past year was crammed . • 
the final screen was drawn-upon a ile f b d" m, a?d the final curtain fell-well, 
Burning'. P O O ies dymg to the tune of 'London's 

Could Osbert Sirwell or the author of Th n.·» h 
' "' ave equalled this? 
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X V!. JENNIFER GOSSE, 1950 

t. LUS T RE is a pleasant way of saying five years I lik 
House as a l,m r~ and tl~ree-fifths, thirty-two se;:ns in ea\~ thi_nk 0 ~ my time at D_owne 
them now, erraucally l_1t up and observed by the un redi~ a ~ttle hf~ttme. Looking at 
find these seasons regiment themselves into disord;,I b ta le choices of memory, I 
spring. . . y ands, summer leadmg, not 

Only glimpses remain ? f the earliest summers: bracken up to one's shoulders . cherries 
for su~per, shar~d o~t with scru~ulous f~irness; mouthfuls of chlorinated wa~r swal­
lowed m tl1e swimming-pool while learning to swim; hot nights as early beds when it 
was hard to fall asleep under the radiant attic roofs at Ancren Gate. Then there were 
Saturday afternoons spent wandering in the woods among the red tree-trunks and the 
ants' nests, feet tentative for black adders, those monsters we never saw but that were 
sometimes captured and nailed to a branch for a warning. There were airless days 
troubled by flies when those with desks nearest the window looked impatiently at the 
green valley where Kimber's horses stood head to tail in the shade, looked and found it 
difficult to think of Pythagoras or gerundives. Then there were undeniably extremely 
wet summers which even the idealistic memory cannot exclude altogether. There was 
the Seniors' Weekend when hailstones like mothballs fell during massed Gymnastics 
until the grass was white, while the countryside round about remained dry and dusty. 
Sometimes too Chapel was resonant with the steady ringing into buckets, as at a 
milking-tir:ie, of the water which the roof could no longer keep out. . 

One of the summer scenes most clear to me now with all tts attendant n01ses and 
scents is V.E. night when a great bonfire blazed on St. Peter's ~ill and we stood round 
it to sing national anthems, even managing a hesitating rranslanon o_f the Russian on~ 
Th r I · d ak t the edge of the wood were loaded wtth spectators, an 

e ltt e tw1ste o -tr~es a . h II and on the downs beyond, other fires 
far away on smaller eminences in t e va ey 

flared and sparkled. . k ofin m summer was that of sleeping out in 
~ong the greatest pleasures I can ~

1
; circle o/six or eight, and waking up in the 

the Lily Pond on a camp-bed, one ~ b th black sky full of stars bounded low 
deepest part of the night ro_ see nothi;~ tr~; in ':J,e Greek Theatre. That ~tter serenity 
down by the Chapel, the clmste_rs and h ar a distant bark or the breeze against the wall, 
was so silent that_one's ears strained to :ass and blankets. The change from th_e bustle 
and the dew lay m thick drops on the g t the ]ace was immutably the same. 
and noise of the day was profound, a~d y;hat ,;.1ancholy time of year when the l~~ 

I suppose we were on holiday dunng B tl time tliat we came back m Septe II 
turn very dark green and start to wither. y 1:11 of wood smoke, the first marvel ous 

autumn was really at hand. The air b~~l: ::::.roof pine needle~ before th'::i-:~i.':,s'!~ 
toadstools were coming up, pu~hmglooking rather awkward m their ne J 
group of shy strangers had amved, 
cloaks. 
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I been different from other frosts. I remember 
be!hemr:;;1~ ;:~~:~; ~~:;:o:eu:: t~;;epper Pot with a fringe of litt~e white crystals 
stanJing out round ?ach 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 hut 
I think most people secretly enjoyed). On wet days the valley came closer, sounds 
seemed louder, and from the hill-top one could watch the activity of horses and tractors 
in the brown fie lds leading down to Newbury. . . • 

Leaming things somehow seemed easier when our attention w~s shut into the room 
by windows streaming with October rain, and many o~ the thm?s that we read at 
school which I still remember particularly well were, I think, read m 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 
watched a house in flames somewhere beyond the railway bridge. Each window grew 
horribly 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. ' 

There was once a perfect winter at Dawne: perfect not because it was in any way 
comfortable but because there was nothing lacking to it. It must have been the hard 
months of 1946:, when the rain froze instantly on the trees so that one could pull out 
a _leaf from the ice and have a replica, veins and all, melting in one's hand. Jn the 
B10logy Laboratory we warmed ~ur mittened hands on flower-pots set over candles 
and felt laudably hardy. For days 1t snowed, making the cloisters, so white in summer, 
look the colour of old sheep, and all who possessed ski-trousers were allowed to send 
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home for them. Then, when at length the sun shone h t I f • d rk 
a bit of the Benedicite! 'w a a gory o ice an snow, I e 

Sever~l times there were rumours of the Aurora Borealis which sent us hurrying to 
the gate m the November darkness, but I cannot remember ever seeing anything more 
exciting or dist~nt than headlamps along the road. I suppose someone must have seen 
the Northern Lights but I never did, and our headlong flight to the gate was as fruitless 
as that of the lemmings to the sea. 
. Most things that I have recollected are out-of-doors, but indoor things were quite as 
unportant. In the wmter there was the rehearsing of form plays until at last your own 
Saturday came and you acted before the absorbed attention of people sitting perilously 
high on chairs which rocked on tables or leaning with stiff neck and elbow from the 
gallery. 

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

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

77 



XVII. ALISON LINKLATER, 1951 

I HAD heard about Dawne long before I went there, almost, I might say, before I had 
left the cradle. Not everyone at Dow~e ea~ claim to have been very nearl~ born. in 
Miss Willis's cottage at Lerici. I feel 1t 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:"ne would be a good 
school to go to before anyone had particularly _considered sending me anywhere. My 
mother occasionally told me stories of her exploits there, a_nd the1~ 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 Dawne 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 like a 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 of someone who to me was a story-book figure I decided that a sense of history 
was called for. 

•r had the queerest feeling', I wrote to my mother, 'that we had gone back a hundred 
years and that I was you at Dawne.' 

My mother did not take this as a compliment, and the terse reply I received struck a 
much-needed blow on the part of common-sense. Common-sense was a quality in fact 
often commended to us. I kept a look-out for it, hut only on one occasion did I track it 
down. A letter home records ':ith admiration that 'Sister, who simply breathes common­
sense, gave us ~ lectur~ on Diseases of the Feet'. That was the climax. I never came so 
~h tbe ;,~a! tmg agam, no~ eve~ as a Senior, when the word 'mature' began to replace 

:e;or::e (~epe ~::~ a;t ~;:ab!:v:~ iavour!te epithets of appro_val in my end-of-term 
cycling down ~o Mr. Sharw~~d-Smith ::n t record). By that time several of us were 
and we would push our hie des u Slan _ery ~eek to _learn about Socrates and Pl~to, 
our machines, imperfect co~ies a:yway t~~g Hill ~~gu

1
mg hl~udly, sometimes dropping 

some 1 ea ve 1cle, sometimes grabbing a 
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1,311dful of blackberries t~ sustain our discussion T 
thing " '.onderful , fa1_uasttc, might happen at an • m here wa~ a tingling sense that some­
those gilded Hellenic_ names, Thrasymachus, focr~t;ent, if o~ly by uttering a few of 
flew away over the ramy valley. Socrates himself . s, or Alc1biades. Common-sense 

Bu_t not fo r l~ng. One of the virtues of Down:'.!~a~ave disapproved. 
pracucal sense, Simply to survive there. Admitted! m you have to possess a certain 
over its head; the school was wholly built B ? Y pamp':red generation had a roof 
marked 'hot', clanging buckets lurked in chap~i' a~s~:: :ie'.e difficulties. Cold tap'. were 
in dangerous places, and each place thick with I d' ?'Sier pavements were shppery 
even when, as a Senior, you achieved the honou:gi;si:t~n b~:ken arms and ™sted legs; 
the Concert Room wall, instead of vulgarly fi . h lg f; a bench runnmg alongside 
exrreme discomfort of having a row of ho:~~~~ tp ai_ orm'. your back suffered the 
coveted wall. Digging or weeding sometimes had :o ~g ~nto "i,; proie~~ng from. the 

how_ever, might_ pro~uce something extraordinary. A c:upfe
0

:·r u::e~e
1~~;:Je:f;J 

to dig potatoes m Hill H ouse garden, and we were supervised in this task by someone 
whom most of us had n':ver seen-Miss Nickel. This meeting furnished a theme for my 
conversatton for some time. 

By this time I had discovered that it was advisable to have something to talk about. 
There had been a devastating occasion when my neighbour received a few rather dull 
observations of mine with a short silence, followed by 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 whole tableeagerlychatteringwasmost people's idea of social well-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 resembling the tricoteuses of the Revoluuon m that they frequently 
knitted and made bitter remarks at their victim if her bathmg grew too leisurely. The 
situation of the person in the bath was pitiable. ~ot an .extra ~inute could she .snatch, 
unless she mana ed to hold her audience with an mteresnng sub1ect of conversat10n ~nd 
a glitterin An!ent Mariner's eye so that they failed w notice that she was exceedmg 
h . Ii? . B th whole the steam, the flapping of towels, and the clouds of 

er ttme- mtt. ut on e . . . Somehow coo, che epigrams or sarcasms 
talcum powder, were conducive to gemahtyh b h' g 'out of the side of the mouth, 
that were unleashed between bouts of teet - rus 

th 
• 

sounded better than any other. th n h sical ability; ours was not, in gene~!, 

1 

Conversation was more necessary alik~ Jine, been disappointed to. find chat their 
a ?amey' era. How many m?thers ha:e~stard' in the field? I was occas1.onally embar­
ch1ldren were not, as they, keen 35 . mother's contemporanes, who ques­
~ssed by my failure to impres~ Old Se;:~?th:facrosse team. Thei.r questions ~ere the 
ttoned me bluffly about the achievemen f; d a disgraceful society-an anu-games 
more awkward since I had just helpeftsto u;;:se was to foster intelligent conversation 
society! It was called 'The Amblers · P
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to the detriment of physical activity; this meant c_onversing on the playing-field itsdf, 
where one tried to be oblivious of the clash of sucks and ball around one, rather hke 
people trying to preserve a serene atmosphere at a party during_ the blitz. Very annoying 
we were too, and it was not long before we were quietly dissolved. Once more we 
began to dismay team captains with our blundering 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 little action in it. \Ve 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 Greek Theatre 
into the lazy air, occasionally punctuated by a spurt of hiccoughing 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 of 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 
hoU,ow or ledge they happen to be in or on. Lessons continue, but one furtively puts 
ones arms and legs where the sun might brown them. 

It was like this with lessons; they were sometimes apt to be undermined by the 
eleme~ts,. we were_ so very open to them. I, for one, from time to rime hoped that some 
fantasnc mterrupnon or enlightenment would get rid of the need for work altogether. 
But common-sense ~aid 'Impossible', and had to admit, moreover, that lessons often 
brought out the excitement of 

unconceming 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 d £ I If 
her requirements. Often an observation of Miss Bewick' , anld ee ;nese tuned to 
~eel as dis?ri~ntated as it is healthy to feel when one is seve~t:~ua d~a e me stop, and 
mto ommSctence and the Garden Room. Even mathematics bn JUSt a~out to settle 
comprehensible when one attacked them in Miss Place's wak ('~came shghcly m_ore 
cloud. Drop a lme on to the base of the triangle-blue chalk- e_ I' he hypotenuse 1s a 
'"Joyed numbers until I started playing the drum. Then th ram.) but I neverexa_ccly 
be concentraung on an exquisite dying fall but , h d e rest of the orchestra might 
a hu~dr~d. and seventy-seven, two three,' was a~ I u; red an~ seventy-six, two, three, 
for p1aruss1mos? I was waiting for the big crescendo ~~s consc10,us of. What did I care 
across the .sea ?f how-points, and when I brought do~n s Gunn s _arm :1ou.Id shoot out 
crash, audible tn Bottom South, on the kettle-drum wh· my drumstick with a resounding 
I felt a spasm of superiority to every oth . tc~ I earnestly hoped was in tune 

er instrument tn the orchestra. , 
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My form was by now ripe and ready 10 ( ll f 
dropped. What if, on landin~, we tumed 0 : 1 1

:
0
;;: 

the parent tree. Some had alread 
~-ere? Downe had, I think, implanted enough b greener than we had thought w~ 
survival. Miss Medley must have had some d b ou~ce m most of us to ensure our 
she saw me off to an interview, she said, 'It w~~ltbe )~;.ever, for I remember that, as 
silly, like forgetung to go for your interview wh you to go and do something 
So I went stiffly, armoured with common-s:nse eann~ou get there, at the proper time ... .' 

! like to think that this was the mood in which I left~7w~~e world, . 
yesterday; not to be caught napping-unlike the credulous c busmess-ltke; not born 
But it was shortly afterw_ards that I put my luggage on the T:~::~ wh? had entered it. 
out, two minutes before It was due to start, to make a tele hone call tram, and then got 
end the story there. P , and • • • well, let us 

XV!II. ELIZABETH KENRICK, 1954 

CoN_sctous recollection, even when it is enforced, is an extraordinarily valuable 
exerase. 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-forgouen 
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 pra~tise what I have been 
preaching, it was all the most prosaic things that sprang immediately to_ my mmd. The 
smells, repetitive and insistent, which used to be so noticeable at the begmm~g of every 
term and then gradually merge discreetly into everyday life; the bravely hygteruc smell 
of {,l~tinous pink Premiere floor polish on the corridor and ~eiroo;' f oars, ord oJ m~ 

hands after they had been washed with the unvar~~~ !~v~~(:Was::g ~a;~a~:;ven n~e 
on a damp grubby roller towel, or of the bach~~n the dail round of noises; first the 
una?ashed odour of kippers for breakfast• Tetic someri~es as challenging as a cold 
ge11mg-up bell, so'."~times vague and apo~{a ruii dining-room, at breakfast subdued 
bath; then the femmme babble and _clatter d somewhat formal, at supper compeuavely 
and sleepily spasmodic, at lunch poised _anroom doors at the srart of a new '.orty, fol­
raucous; the slamming of rows of mus1c-eric sonatas, and the sound of rain on the 
lowed by muffled arpeggios and ap?log ever failed to depress me. . 
Concert Room roof, the effect of which ~ school I was always a member either of a 

Bue above all I remember the qu_eues. h' t h I had queued to look at ,n the first place. 
list or of a queu;; I queued to sign hs~:i ~:velopment comparable to every other form 
My queueing life underwent a growth 
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of my public life at Downe. As a new girl I was gently infor~ed about and ~ded i~to 
certain queues which transformed me from a mere name mto a. human being "'.1th 
a height, a weight, and a temperature. Gradually I learned all _the tnc~s of the queuemg 
trade, such as the knack of inserting myself tactfully at a given pomt, the fact that I 
could usually do ten rows of knitting in the average temp7rat~re queue, and t!1at 
queues could be admirable conversational centres. The ~ulmmauon of my queue1~g 
career came as a Senior, when I was allowed to make little queues of my own, m 
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, usual1y involving a quick rush to 
join, and then firm resistance to the inevitable regimentation. We oueued in Bottom 
Ea~t for our parcels-what a dark and dr~ary place it was too-we .. queued down the 
cloisters on our way to Chapel, huddled m 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 everyda life. 
There was nearly always a solid back in front of me and an impatient voice behi~d. 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 termly loss and replenish­
ment is invnriable and almost automatic, but your own place in the queue depends on 
how skilfully you apply what you learn. 

Of course, life was not entirely composed of noises, smells, queues, and bells; there 
were always the people, and it is the people who will live longest in my memory. How­
ever, Old Seniors of a biographical turn of mind and pen are better qualified than I to 
do justice to the unforgettable characters of Dawne; and so! have confined ":1yselfto 
a description of some of her more prosaic aspects, so real and important at the nme, and 
still so vivid and amusing to recall. 
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