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MISS CHESTER'S LETTER.
The chief memories of the year 1935-6 will
for us all be connected with the nation's rejoicings
on the occasion of Their Majesties' Silver Jubilee,
and the days of mourning which so soon followed.
It is perhaps only at such times as these that
we realise on how solid a rock we are built.
From all parts of the world men came to do
honour to a monarch for whom sovereignty
implied, not domination, but unremitting and
affectionate care for the welfare of his vast
" family." King George's success in establishing
the relationship at which he aimed was made
manifest by the spontaneous desire of children
everywhere to express their sense of loss. Our
school sent a wreath which found a place in the
cloisters at Windsor, and a contribution to King
George's Jubilee Trust Fund.
The whole School (including the Nursery
Class) heard the Proclamation of King Edward
VIII, and throughout the year we have been
glad that by means of our wireless set we have
had a share in these great moments of our
national life.
An Advisory Committee, consisting of the
Staff and the Prefects, has met from time to
time this year to discuss various questions connected with the life of the School. I am hoping
that by means of this Committee all forms of
fossilisation will be averted, and that any need
for adjustment may quickly be made known.
For half the Autumn Term we had with us
Mrs. Milner, appointed by the Council at the
request of the Head Mistresses of the Trust
Schools, to investigate some of the effects of the
education we provide on the girls who receive it.
She had become a much-appreciated member of
our community by the time she left us, and we
look forward to her return next term, when she
will summarise the results of her work here.
May I commend to your serious consideration
the Loan and Gift Fund ? This Fund exists to
serve as a source of help for past and present
members of the School in any urgent need,

including training for a profession. At the
moment, we have £106 out on loan; several
Old Girls have been enabled to take up a career
which would otherwise have been barred to
them; occasionally a girl has been enabled to
finish her school course and obtain the School
Certificate necessary for entering her profession.
Our loans have been many—contributions rare.
Surely this means of showing comradeship is
one which might commend itself to girls who
leave and wish to make a gift to their School.
When the Fund was launched, there were often
small sums brought from forms or individuals,
anonymous or otherwise. When it is realised
that not only have grants been made for
training and books, but that need has at times
also arisen for clothing and food, I feel sure
that the spirit of friendship will be still strong
enough among us to keep the Fund from disappearing entirely, which it will soon do unless
there are more people who give than receive.
The Head Mistresses of the Trust have
honoured us by entrusting to us the editing of
the next number of The Venture. We are
looking forward to a gathering of the Magazine
editors and Head Girls of all the London Trust
Schools here on March 4th, to discuss matters
connected with The Venture.
On March 6th we shall welcome the teams
and spectators for the Junior Netball Rally.
In next December the Conference of Head
Mistresses of Trust Schools will be held here
after an interval of several years. On this
occasion members of the Council and past
Head Mistresses of the Trust, and other illustrious
people join the Head Mistresses for tea at the
end of their day's deliberations.
We are glad that in these various ways there
will be a strengthening of the bond between us
and other Trust Schools, and we shall be
especially glad of the opportunity of welcoming
in December members of the Council who
sacrifice so much time for our benefit.
K. E. CHESTER.
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PREFECTS, 1935-36.
Upper VI.
M. Lincoln.
M. Bramston
M. Lowe.
(Till Christmas).
Y. Shapcott
M. Dunbar.
M. Watkins
M. Harrison.
(Till Christmas).
Lower VI.
M. Gerrard.
P. Allen
M. Hoare.
(Till Christmas).
J. Hooker.
B. Bates.
N. Leather.
P. Coates.
Upper V.J.
I. Newstead.
N. Baylis.
E. Silcox.
J. McLellan.
EVENTS OF THE YEAR.
Our U.G.S. activities have gone on as usual
this year. On May 29th a party went to the
Annual Service at Southwark Cathedral; in
July we had a happy crowd of mothers and
babies from Peckham to spend the afternoon in
our garden.
On the last day of the Christmas Term over a
hundred children enjoyed the Mission Party,
with its jolly tea, gifts of warm clothing and
toys, and the entertainment, which this year
consisted of carols, a Christopher Robin play,
and an animated toyshop with dancing dolls,
leading up to the time-honoured Christmas tree.
The Fete in aid of our School Charities took
place on July 20th, and was a great success.
The takings of School and Old Girls together
reached nearly £164. The Charities Account,
printed elsewhere, shows how the money was
spent.
LECTURES.
There have been several interesting lectures
during the year. On February 21st the Comtesse
de Croze spoke to the school in French about her
native Normandy. Her talk was illustrated by
beautiful lantern slides. Veerle Steenbrugge, the
Head Girl, expressed the thanks and appreciation of the school in a neat little French speech,
which evidently pleased the lecturer.
On July 4th, Fraiilein Hirsch came to tell us
of her pioneer work for the blind in Germany.
Our interest was caught at once by her fluent
English and by the rapidity with which she
read her lecture from her Braille notes. She
explained that most of her work had been in
training adults, chiefly the men who were blinded
during the war, and told us amazing stories of

courage and perseverance in surmounting difficulties. Not only had the school, of which
Fraiilein Hirsch was the Head, found places for
men in the usual employments, but it had
developed a technique by which the men were
able to qualify as secretaries and also as factoryhands. Part of the lecture dealt with the ways
in which dogs were being trained to guide and
help their blind masters. We were interested to
see the Braille alphabets which Fraiilein Hirsch
brought for each form, and came away feeling
ashamed of the many occasions when we had
grumbled about our very small difficulties.
Mr. Donald Grant came on October 10th to
explain to us the very complicated situation in
Europe—no easy task with an audience whose
ages ranged from eleven to nineteen (not
counting the Staff!). His lecture was a model
of clearness, and his first-hand knowledge of
life in so many European countries enabled him
to make vivid to us the real grievances of
minorities, refugees, and the re-modelled Balkan
States. The audience kept him busy afterwards,
answering their questions, and we very much
regret that his sudden visit to America has
compelled him to cancel his promised lecture this
term. We hope, however, that he will have time
to give it to us later on in the year.
On November 21st Miss Bass, who held for
some years a responsible post in the Admiralty,
talked to the Seniors about possible careers.
She said that choice of a career involved
imagination, thought, determination and knowledge. Careers for girls could be divided into
eight groups, but she had only time to speak of
a few openings—creative artistry, journalism,
secretarial training (in which she stressed the
importance of languages), Civil Service, house
property management, salesmanship, handicrafts, nursing, and the professions open to those
who had university degrees. Finally Miss Bass
urged those who were still undecided about their
futures to consider carefully the qualities which
they knew themselves to possess, and to think
how these might best be used in the service of
the community.
On December 16th we had a valuable opportunity of learning about the beautiful things to
be seen at the Chinese Exhibition, from Mrs.
Melanie Primmer, who has spent several years
in China, and brought a number of unusual
things to show us. She explained the symbolism
which so often puzzles western nations, and
made us realise that Eastern ideals and culture,
just because they are so different from our own,
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have much to teach us. Various parties have
visited the Exhibition since, and there has been
a steady demand for books on Chinese art.
DISTRIBUTION OF PRIZES AND
CERTIFICATES.

This year we had one prize-giving only, to
which were invited the parents of all prizewinners and the members of Senior School
Forms.
We were delighted to welcome Lady Savory,
who took the chair.
Miss Hiley, who until last year was the Head
Mistress of our Newcastle High School, distributed the prizes. She said :—
I have to go back very far to find any
connection with Putney, but it is a very happy
connection when I get there. There is one thing
that I do remember, and that is that Miss Major
taught me for a short time at the Blackheath
High School. There is another connection, too :
I was at another school before Blackheath—a
less exciting place—at Roehampton, not far
from here. This was long ago—you can tell how
long, because I saw the boat race seven years
running and never saw Cambridge win.
But when one comes to a prize-giving (I was
rather alarmed when Miss Chester asked me,
because she did not know what she was in for ;
she does not know me very well and we do not
see a great deal of each other) one naturally
wonders what one is going to say. There are so
many things one could talk about and it does
not mean that what one chooses is necessarily the
most important. But I decided on three things.
This is a season when we give each other
presents, and we also do something which has
the advantage of being much cheaper, we give
each other wishes. I am going to give you three
wishes (I say " three," so that you will know
what to expect!). I should like to draw your
attention to three qualities necessary in life.
There is fair-mindedness. Fair-mindedness in
different directions—about questions. Do we,
when confronted with a problem or suggestion,
ask where the suggestion has come from, what
party, Church or person, and judge accordingly ?
It is important to consider any new question
without prejudice or preconception. I expect
you girls are tired of being told that you have
. now got the vote, but all the same it is important
to look at a thing in a new way. I think that
women are not quite so wedded to party ties
as, by force of habit, most men have come to
be—if you read discussions, such as often appear

in the Press from time to time, in The Times for
example, it sounds arrogant to say so, but I am
appalled by the muddled thinking of people
whose honesty one does not doubt and whose
integrity is assured. I am not meaning to say
anything about politics, but it always impresses
me when a man such as the Archbishop of York
steps in and says something both sensible and
creative. It is awfully important to judge
questions which are absolutely new, simply from
the point of view of what they are worth, and
not of people.
If questions are so important, it is almost
more important if you are going to have
responsible work in your life, such as the handling of people in teaching or some other work,
to be fair-minded with regard to people. Be
constantly ready to revise your judgments.
Some people cannot help forming opinions about
people within two minutes of having seen them ;
I do not say this is wrong, but we must be ready
to start again if we are mistaken. Just as the
scientist may have to discard his whole hypothesis when a fresh data comes to light, be
prepared to start afresh with people.
If you have formed a rather unfavourable
opinion of someone, do not be disappointed if
they do some surprisingly good thing or say
something rather nice—be glad. I have a saying
of my own and, in my own mind, when someone
does something unexpected, I say " Write it on
her tombstone." Then when someone says
" So-and-so was rather a dull old bird, wasn't
she ?," I say, " Yes, but she made one good
joke." I thus remember the unexpected thing
which surprised me favourably, and connect it
with the person whenever her name is mentioned. It is rather a good thing to do—always
to be ready to revise one's opinion, and if you
have got any responsibility and if you have
reasonable strength of character, you almost
create that good or at any rate you give an
enormous lift towards it. If a person is written
on your " black list" you are hindering that
person. It is really very difficult to see that a
joke is funny if it comes from an un-funny
person ! There was a period in my life when
I was either going to, or at College, and to go
to College one was supposed to have brains, and
if you had brains you were dull; and the place
where I was then living (this was not my home)
wrote me down as a dull person. Well, no doubt
I was dull, and if I had a good story which I
wanted to share, I had to tell it to my sister to
tell, and the whole world enjoyed the story

6

PUTNEY HIGH SCHOOL MAGAZINE

because it came from the right source. (My
sister was very good—she always said afterwards that it was my story—everyone that tells
a funny story does not do that!) So do be
ready to accept ideas from anyone if they are
good, and do not be slow to recognise them if
they are not from the right source. That great
person, Oliver Cromwell (I am not sure whether
I am terribly fond of him) said to some Scottish
Divines, with a grim and tired humour, " I
beseech you, in the bowels of Christ, think it
possible that you may be mistaken." Keep that
wonderful power all your life and revise your
judgments.
Keep fair-mindedness towards yourself as well.
This is important if we are going to make any
use of ourselves. You start the world with only
one tool, and that is yourself: you must know
what it is fitted for. A car is dangerous in the
hands of a man who cannot drive, and we cannot
use ourselves unless we have an intelligent
knowledge of what our powers are. Know your
failings and know what you are good at. My
mind goes back to a child I was interviewing
once (I cannot remember how old she was—I
know she was not very old, because she had to
climb up on to the chair, instead of sitting down
on it). I said to her, " What do you like doing
best ? Are you fond of drawing ? " And she
replied, " No, I'm a speller; I'm no drawer."
And I remember thinking to myself, " Now here
is a wise person ; she knows her limitations and
she knows what she can do."
Do not think that it is being conceited to know
what you can do. You cannot seriously think
that it is being conceited to know that you are
rather good at French verbs or quadratic
equations. A small nephew of a friend of mine
once asked her, " When shall I know more than
I don't know ? " (I asked her what she said.
" Never " would be so depressing !) But there
is always that point of view if you think you
are getting conceited. You know the bother
there is when four people are sent to play
tennis. " Oh, I cannot play a bit," or " I'm
not the slightest use! " It would be much
more sensible if they said, " I'm pretty good on
my good days, but rotten on my bad days."
There is no virtue in humbug.
Humility is a virtue, but a frightfully unpopular one. St. Paul says, " Let me boast myself a
little." This comes as rather a shock to us
when we read all that he says; but he knows
what humility is—he accepts all his natural
gifts, his birth, his home, his brain and talents,

and asks what all that is worth in the sight of
God. No true humility ever hindered a person
from doing the job they meant to do. Do not
imagine that when you feel a failure, that is
humility : that is conceit—but the spiky end of
it! A humble person does not worry much
about stupidity, he knows it is there. Just a
very little time ago I was impressed by a remark
made by someone who gave away our prizes.
She was the wife of a very distinguished husband;
I had heard that the wife was as distinguished
as the husband, and the husband was already
very full of engagements, so I asked her. She
talked to the girls so naturally, and afterwards
I thanked her. The next morning I said to the
girls, " You enjoyed what Mrs.
said to
you ? Well, I enjoyed even more what she
said to me afterwards. When I thanked her, she
said, ' Well, you see, you asked me, and it was
your fault if I did not do it well.' " Although
I did not know her well I said to her, " I wish
more people would say that to the Lord instead
of fussing about their inabilities." We so often
think, " What would happen if I made an ass of
myself ? " Well, what would happen ? Generally, just that and nothing else !
In a perfect world, everyone would be doing
their jobs in the best possible way, but the
world is not perfect, and I am not quite certain
that our stupidity is not just the instrument
that God wants. If a job wants doing, think to
yourself, " Oh, well, I had better lend a hand,"
and come in and do the job well. Provided the
work goes on, it does not matter who does it.
I want 3'ou not only to keep humility and
fair-mindedness, but self-control and selfmastery. Self-discipline has become rather a
catch-word—the idea that nobody else is going
to discipline us and we are not sure if we are
going to discipline ourselves—our ambitions,
desires, temptations, etc. It is the power really
to meet one's experience that makes character ;
the power to take in all you meet. Often one
meets somebody who is pleasant and charming
and very nice, but you may hear somebody
say, " She looks as though she has had no
affliction—no trouble, no suffering. Everything
has been too easy for her." The suffering that
comes, or joy and sorrow, and beautiful things
you see and hear, all make the bones and muscles
of character. The building up of personality, of
spirituality, is the great lesson of life—perhaps
the only one.
One thing more. At prize-givings you sometimes hear (more often at boys' schools, I think)
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that your school days are the happiest times of
your lives. I hate to hear this, and it is not true.
This is a thing I vowed to say at every prizegiving I ever had a hand in. It is a queer world,
but it would be queerer still if tadpoles were
happier always than frogs. One thing that
impressed me in your report was the versatility
of Putney, and the number of things you were
interested in. I know from that that you are
happy. We grown-ups are sometimes silly about
our childhood. It is like looking back from afar
on a field of wheat, which appears all green, but
as we draw nearer, we see that there are brown
patches in it. It is true that in childhood you
are spared the responsibilities which sometimes
fall on older people, but you have troubles, and
they are jolly black ones, and you do not see the
other side of them. When you are young, you
are a bit lonely. You cannot compare yourself
with other people, and you wonder if they have
the same queer feelings as you do : but life as
it goes on does bring a tremendously added
interest.
Here is a home-made parable. All small
children like crawling about, and I remember
crawling about—I know I remember—(if you
want to know whether you remember the age
when you crawled, you can tell by whether you
remember the sensation of kneeling on your
pinafore and tripping up). I really was rather a
good child when I was small, mostly because I
was much the youngest. My Nannie fetched me
to be washed because I was going to see somebody, but I did not want to go, and I said,
" When I grow up, I shall crawl as much as I
like," and my Nannie said solemnly, " When you
are grown up, you will not want to crawl," and
all the world went black ! It was bad enough to
live in a world where one wanted to crawl and
was not allowed to, but the prospect of a world
where one would not want to crawl was much
worse to contemplate.
It is years since I gave up crawling, but I am
very happy. This is a parable which does
equally well for " old age " or the " next world "
—I use it for both.
I know you want to be grown up. I do not
want to try to make you want to be old, but
just to show you that life really gets much
richer in lots of ways as you grow older. There
are often letters in the paper about the young
being selfish. You are selfish to a certain extent,
but only because you are limited by your own
experiences. Your love of beauty in things you
see and hear increases enormously, and other

things do not lessen and feelings do not congeal,
although I know it is supposed to be so. You
do not love things and people less—you add
appreciation and it is richer, and these things do
not subside—in fact, it is not such a grim
prospect as you think. As you get responsibility
and as you know yourself, life becomes very
much richer.
The Choir sang " To Music (Schubert) and
" Where the Bee Sucks " (Arne), and the Senior
School sang two carols : " What Child is This ? "
(Old English), and " Christmas Morning Hymn "
(J. Barnby).
Votes of thanks were proposed by the Ven.
Archdeacon Howson and seconded by P. B.
Coles, Esq., H.M.I.
EXAMINATION RESULTS.

1935.
Successes of Old Girls in University and other
Examinations.
(Lond.),
M.R.C.S.,
A. Blake
... B.S.
L.R.C.P.
M. Jamison ... B.Sc. (Lond.) Hons. Chemistry,
Class I.
Camb. English Tripos, Class II.
F. Orde
U. Robison ... Camb. Natural Science Tripos,
Class II.
E. Stemson ... Camb. History Tripos, Class I.
Classical
Tripos,
A. Whitehouse Camb.
Class III.
B. Crowell ... National Froebel Union Certificate, Class I.
Certificate of Chartered Society
M. Holden
of Massage and Medical
K. Toon
Gymnastics.
E. Wheeler
Diploma of National Council of
P. Wild
Domestic Studies.
Needlework
Diploma of the
E. Olivers ...
National Froebel Union,
Class I.
Pitman's Bronze Medal (ShortJ.Nell
hand).
Entrance to Oxford Society of Home Students.
S. Coles.
Girls' Public Day School Trust Scholarships.
M. Gerrard.
B. Bates.
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London University Examinations, 1935.
(a) Higher School Certificates.
D. Coote—Qualified for exemption from
London Intermediate Arts Examination.
M. Ellison.
B. Walker.
(b) Matriculation Certificates.
P. Allen (Dist. Botany).
B. Askwith (Dist. French).
B. Bates (Dist. English).
M. Bramston.
M. Gerrard (Dist. Botany).
M. Harrison (Dist. Mathematics).
M. Hoare (Dist. Latin, Chemistry).
H. Hunt.
M. Jutte.
*J. Stephen (Dist. French, Chemistry).
F. Surridge.
(c) General School Certificates.
*L. Alp.
J. Hooker (Dist. English).
J. Barber.
N. Leather.
J. Barham.
M. Pegram.
*D. Barnes.
E. Pusey.
*J. Belitzky.
D. Tasker.
B. Challis.
M. Thomas.
P. Coates.
J. Thomson.
A. Davies.
M. Wilson.
B. Herapath.
* Special Credit in Oral French.

Form Prizes, July, 1935.
Upper III: M. Angliss, J. Segar, D. Thuillier.
Lower IV: Y. Barnes, M. Clarke, P. Davies,
I. Dunstone, J. Lucas, I. Payne,
J. Percival, B. Permian, M. Platt,
M. Roxburgh, P. Smith, A.
Sparkes, V. Stanley, E. Yorke.
Upper IV : B. Bullard, M. Burden, M. Duerden,
B. Ford, S. Griffiths, J. Jacoby,
W. Lucas, E. Marshall, U. Murray,
0. Neale, B. Roberts, A. Rumley,
J. Shipston, D. Slatter, S. Taylor,
M. Trier, J. Watson, M. Weaver.
Lower V : M. Chaplain, A. Ha mil ton-Jones,
1. Newstead.
Lower VI: M. Lowe.
Huckwell Memorial Prize :
B. Bates.
Botany Prize (Presented by Miss Whiffen) :
N. Baylis.
General Knowledge Prizes (Presented by O.G. A.)
Senior—B. Bates.
Junior—J. Lucas.

Certificates awarded by the Associated Board
of the Royal School of Music, London.

Piano—
Grade I :

B. Williamson.
Grade II (with Hon. Mention) :
M. Roxburgh.

GYMNASTIC COMPETITION, 1935.
This year's Inter-House Gymnastic Competition was held on Monday, December 9th.
It was unfortunate for Pitt that their Captain,
Eileen Silcox, was unable to lead her team ; her
place was filled by the Vice-Captain, Yvonne
Shapcott.
The judge was Miss Hobson, who gave the
teams some useful criticisms on their work.
Cromwell's Captain, Marjorie Gerrard, is to
be congratulated on her leadership; her commands were always clear and concise, and she
never got into a muddle.
Doreen Parr and her winning team, Fairfax,
are also to be congratulated on their performance.
The results were :—
1st Fairfax, led by Doreen Parr.
2nd Cromwell, led by Marjorie Gerrard.
3rd Pitt, led by Yvonne Shapcott.
4th Argyll, led by Mollie Lincoln.
MONA HARRISON (U. VI).
MISSION PARTY JUMPERS.
The jumpers made for the Mission Party get
better and more numerous each year, and this
year we reached a total of 83. I would like to
thank all the friends of the School who have so
kindly helped in this matter, and to beg them
to continue their good efforts. We now have
three ways in which those who wish can help us.
Some contribute money to our fund, from which
we pay for wool in the sales ; some give their
work in making up the wool thus provided,
and some buy their own wool and make it up.
For the guidance of those who are thinking of
helping, may I add that 2/- or 2/6 invested in
wool and made into a jersey makes a much more
valuable present for our Christmas guests than
the same amount spent at the last moment.
I would also urge those who are making jerseys
for girls, using their own wool, to give us the
most fashionable and elegant jersey possible—
the delight of the recipient would be sufficient
repayment, if repayment were needed. A zipfastener is also considered a very special delight.
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The ages of our visitors range from five to
fifteen, with the largest number between ten
and twelve. Knitted gloves and scarves are
also most welcome, though the jerseys are what
we specially want because they are so very useful.
G. E. WESTBURY.
THE ART CLUB.

During the year some good work has been
done by the members. There were many entries
for the Summer Holiday Competition, and they
were judged and criticised by Mrs. Watson, a
landscape artist who paints under the name of
Miss B. Christian, and who kindly came herself
and gave us some very helpful criticisms.
The following awards were made :—
Form Picture given by
Miss Bainton for the
best group of work
from one form
... U. III.R.
Lytton House Prize for
individual work
... Leneke Knottenbelt.
Highly Commended ... Pat Griffiths.
Commended
Joy Thorogood.
Senior—
1st Prize
Margaret Mclnnes.
o A Fnze
-o~~
Betty
McKeand.
2nd
...
... \[I Stella
c, ,, ^ -jv-,,
Griffiths.
Highly Commended ... Angela Rumley.
Commended
Winnie Lucas.
Junior—
1st Prize
Doreen Slatter.
2nd Prize
...
... Robin Boorman.
j Jean Watson.
3rd Prize
I Judy Hill.
Highly Commended ...Bettine Williamson.
Joyce Cummins.
Commended
Audrey McLellan.
Daphne Thuillier.
Prize for the Best Sketch
Book ...
...
... Doreen Slatter.
During the Autumn Term it was decided to
start some Art Circles, each consisting of nine
members, who all send in work to a folio, which
is then circulated among the members. This
scheme has worked well so far, and there are
now five circles, and a sixth one is about to be
formed. The Secretaries who run them are :—
Circle I
Jean Watson.
Judy Hill.
Circle 2
Circle 3
Jane Thomas.
Circle 4
Nancy Waters.
Circle 5
Joy Thorogood.

THE DRAMATIC CLUB.

President ...
...
Vice-President ...
Secretary ...
...
Wardrobe Mistresses
Committee
...

Miss Turner.
Miss Tomlin.
Joan Hooker.
M. Lowe, C. Unwin.
M. Harrison, B. Bates,
P. Coates, M. Mclnnes.
Since the last report Merle Watkins has left,
and Miss Tomlin succeeds her as Vice-President.
The Dramatic Club has lost two other officers in
Marjorie Brodie and Stella Cutner; all three
were enthusiastic members.
In the Summer Term two short plays were
read : Maurice Baring's Rehearsal and The New
Wing at Elsinore, of St. John Hankin ; last term
we had Shaw's Ccesar and Cleopatra.
The performances of As You Like It given
last March brought a profit of £50 2s. 5d. The
cast was as follows :—
Orlando ...
...
...
...
EILEEN REDMAN

Adam ...
...
Oliver ...
...
Denis
...
...
Charles ...
...
Rosalind
...
Celia
...
...
Touchstone
Le Beau ...
...
Duke Frederick
Duke Senior
...
First Lord
...
Second Lord ...
Corin
...
...
Silvius ...
...
, .
Amiens

...
...
...
...
...
...

...
...
...
...
...
...

... MURIEL LOWE
MONA HARRISON
MARY ROXBURGH
MARGARET MARNIE
MARGARET DALE
STELLA GRIFFITHS
JEAN JACOBY
...
...
PEGGY LOVELACE
...
...
MARGERY DUNBAR
...
...
... BRENDA BATES
...
...
MARY ROXBURGH
...
...
NANCY WATERS
...
... MARGARET SHAPCOTT
...
...
... OLIVE OWEN
I DORIS SMEDLEY—1st Perf.
1 MARJORIE BRODIE—2nd Perf.
Jaques ...
...
...
...
... JOAN HOOKER
Audrey ...
...
...
...
WINNIE LUCAS
Phebe ...
...
...
...
MARY CRUWYS
William ...
...
...
...
ENID HUMPHREYS
First Page
...
...
...
JOAN PERCIVAL
Second Page ...
AUDREY HAMILTON-JONES
Jaques de Boys
...
...
NORAH SALMON
Foresters.—N. BAYLIS, I. NEWSTEAD, J. WILBY,
M. BRODIE, B. MCKEAND.
Dancers.—I. NEWSTEAD, M. BRODIE, MARJORIE LOWE,
M. DUNBAR, M. SHAPCOTT, M. MC!NNES.

The play was produced by Miss Turner and
Miss Tomlin.
JOAN HOOKER (Secretary),
(Lower VI).
THE JUNIOR DRAMATIC CLUB.

The Junior Dramatic Club was started last
term for girls in the Third and Fourth Forms.
Meetings are held every Friday afternoon at
2-30 in the Studio. Last term Freckles and
A Perfect Holiday were read. This term we
have started to read Thirteen in a Street. Any
new members will be welcomed.

10

PUTNEY HIGH SCHOOL MAGAZINE

The following officers were elected :—
President: Joan Ross.
Secretary: Mary Clarke.
Committee: Irene Payne, Joan Percival,
Heather Solomon, Joyce Cummins, Yola
Wells.
MARY CLARKE (Secretary),
(Upper IV.W.).

FOLK DANCE CLUB.
President
Vice-President
Chairman
Hon. Secretary
Hon. Treasurer
Form Representatives

Miss CHESTER.
Miss BLAND.
MARjOKIE LOWE.
MARGERY DUNBAR.
IRENE NEWSTEAD.
MARGARET SHAPCOTT,
OLWEN NEALE,
LORNA FRANK,
MARGARET LOCKE.

The Folk Dance Club has spent an active
year. One or two parties have been held during
the year as usual, which were as much enjoyed
as ever. In addition to these, some of the members went up to a country dance party on
Putney Heath in the summer, where, besides
dancing as much as possible themselves, they
were enabled to see what their dancing should
be like by a team of demonstrators from Headquarters. At the end of the Summer Term also,
a party went to the International Folk Dance
Festival at the Albert Hall, which was very
much enjoyed.
The Club wishes to thank Miss Thornton,
who gives up a great deal of her valuable time
to taking the country dance classes, for her
untiring help throughout the year. Thanks are
also due to Miss Bingham, who plays the piano
for the Club with unlimited patience, and to
M. Brodie, who was an efficient Secretary during
the first part of the year. Unfortunately she
left School at the beginning of the Autumn
Term.
The membership of the Club has dwindled a
little, owing to the press of public examinations
on the time of some of the senior girls, and new
members from any part of the School will be
welcomed.
MARGERY DUNBAR (Upper VI).

HISTORY CLUB.
Presidents
Vice-President
Secretary
Treasurer
Committee

Miss PRONGER and
Miss SUNLEY.
MARJORIE LOWE.
MONA HARRISON.
MARGERY DUNBAR.
IRENE NEWSTEAD,
JEAN WATSON,
BARBARA VANDERPANT.

This year we were pleased to welcome Miss
Sunley to the Club, and she is now joint President
with Miss Pronger.
The year has been a very active one; current
event meetings have been held regularly, but
though the reports have become fuller and more
varied we now want more lively discussion.
Several debates have been held, which have
proved interesting, instructive and amusing, and
have shown that there are few members of the
Club unable to argue.
In the Summer Term we had two expeditions ;
the first was to Greenwich, going by boat from
Westminster, where we visited Greenwich
Hospital and the Royal Naval Museum. The
second was to Oxford, where we visited everything it was possible to visit in the time at our
disposal; we travelled by motor coach, leaving
Putney at 8-30 a.m., and arriving back about
9 p.m., a long but very happy day.
The expedition of the Autumn Term was to
Westminster Abbey, and two days beforehand
Miss Pronger gave an interesting talk on what
we should see, and showed us slides and pictures
which made us look forward with new zest to
the expedition. We were not disappointed, and
were especially impressed by the Chapel of
Henry VII, which had recently been cleaned
and was a gleaming colourful sight with the
gorgeous banners and the snowy carving above,
" the fretted roof achieved with the wonderful
minuteness and airy security of a cobweb." We
were thrilled to learn that parts of the Abbey
date from the reign of Edward the Confessor,
and to think of all the historical events which
have been witnessed there.
Later in the term three members of our Committee visited the House of Lords, enjoying an
experience which it is hoped that other members
of the Club will some day be able to share.
MONA HARRISON (Secretary),
(Upper VI).
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THE LONDON CLUB.
President
Vice-President
Secretary
Treasurer
Committee

Miss SUNLEY.
Miss PRONGER.
JANE SEGAR.
AUDREY MCL.ELLAN.
W. HOGG,
J. BOOTH,
S. Ross, P. BRAND,
S. LAWTON.

This Club is open to members of the Upper
Thirds and Lower Fourths. It was formed in
the Autumn Term for the purpose of studying
London, and meets in the Hall on alternate
Mondays at 4 o'clock. The Club holds various
competitions and activities.
Last term a very interesting expedition was
made to the Fire Brigade Headquarters at Southwark. Demonstrations were given by recruits
and trained firemen, and then the Club saw the
workshop, where engines from all over London
are painted and generally repaired.
This term we are hoping to visit the United
Dairies.
JANE SEGAR (Lower IV.M.).
7th PUTNEY GIRL GUIDES.
We have welcomed many new members into
the Company during the year.
Some Second-Class and Proficiency Badges
have been gained.
Regular weekly meetings have been held,
and we have taken part in District and Division
activities. These include the annual Church
Parade, Christmas Stocking Trail, Swimming
Gala, and Netball Competition. We have also
made scrap-books for a local hospital.
Five Guides went to the Division Camp at
Oxford in the summer.
We hope to have our own Company Camp this
A.M.W.
year.
8th PUTNEY CADETS.
The Cadet Company was re-started in September, 1934. We only have six meetings a term,
and our members are few, but our existence
seems to be justified, for the purpose of a Cadet
is " to train for service in the Guide Movement,"
and, since leaving School last summer, two of
the Cadets are now helping with Brownie
Packs; another did useful work acting as a
Guider at the District Summer Camp at Oxford ;
and one of the present members has been helping
with a Cub Pack for the past year.
We should be glad to welcome any recruits,
whether or not they have previously been
Guides.
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GIFTS TO THE SCHOOL, 1935.
Paisley shawl to cover grand piano, from Miss
Major.
Typewriter, from Mr. Olney and his Boys' Class.
Encyclopedia Britannica, from Mr. and Mrs.
Steenbrugge and Veerle.
Etchings of To-day, from Angela Cullen.
Bismarck (3 vols.), from Betty Walker.
Seven Pillars of Wisdom, from Stella Cutner.
The Works of Oscar Wilde and Charles Lamb and
His Contemporaries, from Jean Dore.
The Studio 1896-1903 (in 8 vols.), from Mrs. Pelloe.
In Search of England and The Call of England,
from Sheila Bromiley.
Pilgrims of the Wild, from Marjorie Brodie.
Goodbye Mr. Chips and First Over Everest, from
Merle Watkins.
Twenty Years A'Growing and The Dragon Who
Would be Good, from John Smith.
The Art of Drawing in Lead Pencil and Sketching
in Lead Pencil for Architects and Others, from
Elspeth Jones and Margery Alabaster.
One Thousand and One Wonderful Things, from
Miss Wagstaff.
Books for Lytton House Library, from Miss
Chester, Miss Thornton, Miss Pelloe, Joan
Dale, Jane Bate, Anne Hughes, Clare Ram,
Charmian Heyland, Sallie Lawson, Anne
Jeffreys, Maureen Adkins, Hazel Solomon,
Nicole and Monique Bret, Jean Wright,
Audrey Heath, Nona Thomas, Elizabeth
Nicholson, Vivienne Young, Mary Webster,
Doreen Overall, Sheila Harris, June Rayment,
Jacqueline Hope-Lewis, Audrey Craven, Joan
Cheesman, Jacqueline Cooper, Pamela
Leicester, Magdalene Goldston, Pat Cormack,
Helen Frank, Margaret Locke.
Metronome, from Miss Morton.
Two Earthenware Pitchers and Swimming
Simplified, from Joan Jenkins.
Table and two Chairs for Lytton House Library,
from an anonymous donor.
Chair for Lytton House Library, from Mrs.
Green, and another from an anonymous donor.
Stuffed Squirrel, from Pat Griffiths, and a
Preserved Turtle, from Pat Carlisle, for Lytton
House Nature Room.
Vase, from Margaret Dale.
Gramophone Records, from Audrey Chope and
Clare Ram.
Gift of money for Nursery Class equipment,
from Mrs. Pearks, on the occasion of the
birth of her first grandchild.
Truck and Doll's Tea-Service, for Kindergarten,
from Mrs. Barker.
Three Cases of Birds' Eggs, from Dr. Baylis.
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Jan.
Mar.
„
Apr.
May
July
„
Dec.
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CHARITIES ACCOUNT, 1935.
d.
RECEIPTS
£
EXPENDITURE
£ s. d.
7
9
Jan. 18—Wool for Jerseys
... 5 0 0
1—Balance in Hand
...
1 — (Proceeds of As You \ 50 2 5
Mar. 11—U.G.S
12 0 0
2— t Like It
......
I
I.C.A.A
10 0 0
0 11 0
7—Auction of Lost Property
M a y 29—U.G.S. Service
1 2 0
0 3 10
4—Sale of Text Books ...
July 5—U.G.S. Party—Bus
1 2 0
29—Collection for U.G.S. ...
(L.P.T.B.)
2 10 0
10—Collection for U.G.S.
Oct. 16—Putney Hospital—P.H.S.
0 16 6
Party
......
Cot—
1935
50 0 0
20—Proceeds of Fete
... 149 10 2$
1936
40 0 0
19— School Contribution to
1 5 10
O.G.A.—1936
10 0 0
Mission Party
...
Putney Infant Welfare
Centre
5 0 0
Putney Infant Welfare
Centre (donation towards Building Fund)
2 0 0
Putney Park Infant Welfare Centre
5 0 0
Wandsworth Infant Welfare Centre
5 0 0
D r . Barnardo's Homes
2 2 0
Waifs a n d Strays Society 2 2 0
Nov. 11—U.G.S. Record
0 13 6
„ 16—Little Sisters of the Poor 0 5 0
Dec. 19—Mission Party—
Christmas
Tree ... £0 12 6
Milk
... 0 5 10
Lights for
Tree ... 0 7 6
- 1 5 10
. 56 13 2i
Dec. 31—Balance in Hand

£210 13

Jan.
Mar.
July
Oct.
Dec.
„

£210 13 6J

LOAN AND GIFT FUND, 1935.
A.—Bank Account.
EXPENDITURE
£ s. d.
RECEIPTS
£ s. d.
Jan.-Dec.—Loans and Gifts for
1—Balance in Hand
... 1416 6
Training, etc
80 10 10
8—Transferred from Deposit
Mar. 7—Cheque Book
0 8 4
Account of Woolwich
Dec. 31—Balance in Hand
... 5717 2
Equitable
27 1 6
29—Thermometer Money Box 0 2 0
15—Withdrawn from Woolwich Equitable
... 89 12 8
19—Confiscations (June-Dec.)
0 13 8
31—Donation
1 10 0
Loan Refunded
5 0 0

£138 16 4

£138 16 4
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Jan.
Mar.
July
Oct.

B.—Woolwich Equitable Account.
EXPENDITURE
£ s. d.
RECEIPTS
£ s. d.
1—Balance in Hand
...11313 8
Mar. 8—Withdrawn from Deposit
8—Interest on Deposit A/c.
0 811
Account and Transferred to Bank Account 27 1 6
—Interest on £75 Share ... 1 14 9
16—Interest on £15 Share ... 0 1 6 1 0
Oct. 16—Withdrawn from Share
Account and Transferred to Bank Account 89 12 8
£116 14 2

£116 14 2
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Stella Coles.

Lytton House Section*
Lytton House has again been a place of
changes.
We were all very sorry indeed to say
" Goodbye" to Mrs. Green last Easter, and
remember with much gratitude all she has done
for us. The more often she can tear herself
away from her home in Leicester to visit us
the better we shall be pleased. We are grateful
also to Miss Pearson and Miss Deeprose for all
the hard work they did (especially for painting
the new tables) while helping us for two terms
and one term respectively until Miss Barker and
Miss Dobbing were free to join the Staff in the
autumn.
It was pleasant to see Miss Carling, now Mrs.
Pedler, again, and we enjoyed the description
of her adventures in Africa illustrated by the
photographs she showed with the help of the
epidiascope.
There have been changes of a different
nature.
The Kindergarten has been painted white,
Form I a bright colour, which caused an
economically-minded member of Lytton House
to rush through the half-open door to switch off
the electric light, only to find the brightness
caused by the reflection from the paint on the
walls ! Lower III and Upper II have transformed the walls of the hall with a dado of
pictures. The heavy worn-out tables and desks
of the Kindergarten, Transition, Form I, and
Lower II have been replaced by light collapsible
tables which can be cleared away easily for
games and dramatic work, lockers having been
made to hold the property of the members of
those Forms.
A list of the many presents given to the
House will be found elsewhere in the Magazine,

but I must take this opportunity to say how
much we appreciate the kindness of the givers.
The children themselves have made a splendid
effort to increase the number of books in the
Library. If only Senior House girls would come
and look at our efforts to furnish a room suitably, I am sure the sight of the many empty
shelves would impel them to ransack their
homes for books that they have out-grown, to fill
them and ask their friends and relations to do
likewise. Whether or no they look at the
Library we are always pleased to see old Lytton
House girls whenever they can spare time to
visit us, and if they like to bring with them new
girls of the Senior part of the School, who are
interested to see the House where a third of the
total number of their School fellows spend their
time, we shall be glad to welcome them, too.
E.E.T.
OUR EXPEDITION TO THE DOCKS.

MAY, 1935.
One day last month we went for an expedition
to the Royal Albert, George V, and Victoria
Docks. We had a picnic lunch at 12 o'clock noon.
We arrived at the docks at about 2 o'clock.
First the guide took us to where meat was
stored. It was very cold, 16° below zero; ice
was hanging from all the walls. The smell was
like a butcher's shop. Then we went down in a
lift and looked at the dry docks. We saw two
ships which were going to China. After looking
at many interesting things we had tea at the
A.B.C., and arrived home at 6-15 p.m.
J. CONDIE) T
TTT ,
A. WHITE [(Lower III).
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ACCOUNT OF THE EXPEDITION TO THE
DOCKS.
We started off at one o'clock after having a
picnic lunch at School.
We drove to the docks in a charabanc, making
a note of all the interesting roads, buildings and
bridges on the way. We went across Tower
Bridge and London Bridge on the way.
When we got to the docks the charabanc
drove right into the gates ; we got out, and were
taken to a lift which took us up to the top of
the wool warehouse. There a guide took us
all round the warehouse. We saw all the
Australian wool before it had been through a
washing process, and after. Before it was washed
it was all greasy and dirty. The guide told us
that if the wool had a lot of burrs in it it had to
be burnt. The day after we went to the docks
(November 21st) there was to be a wool sale,
and all the workers were getting the wool ready
for the buyers to go and value it. The wool is in
large bales piled up on each other. There is a
large slit in each bale so that the buyers can
handle it.
We also saw the New Zealand wool, which is
much dirtier than the Australian; it seemed
much yellower than the Australian and more
greasy. After seeing and inspecting all the
wool we were taken down to a wine vault. It
was underground, and we had to have lamps to
see by; it was not altogether dark, as it was
dimly lit by some gas burners hanging from the
ceiling to keep the temperature right, about
sixty degrees. We saw all the wine casks, some
of which had been in the vault eleven years.
There were a lot of different-sized casks. The
guide showed us how they get the samples of
wine. They use a long tube with a ring at the
top that you press, and the wine goes up into
the tube; you let the ring drop and the wine
runs out again. (You put the tube through a
hole in the top of the cask and it finds its own level.)
We then went to the ivory and saw a great
number of tusks. Most of the ivory came from
Africa. The longest tusk that has ever been in
the London Dock was 8J feet in length ; its
fellow weighed 229 pounds. It was sold for
£1,000. The heaviest tusk seen there weighed
154 pounds. We saw an elephant's tooth that
weighed 14J pounds. (An elephant has four of
these.) We also saw some tusks of other animals.
We then went to the spices, and saw a number
of different varieties, which were very interesting. We also saw some quicksilver. It was the
most perfect mirror you could have.
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We were then taken to see the ships loading
and unloading their goods.
Then we saw a lot of oranges in boxes. Each
box contained 300 oranges. We also saw some
grape fruits and onions.
We then saw a lot of rubber, dark brown and
white crepe rubber. The guide showed us some
rubber as it is when it comes from the tree : a
white liquid, not unlike milk.
After having a very interesting time we went
back to the charabanc and drove to the Mark
Lane Lyons and had tea. Then we drove back
to School after having a lovely afternoon.
JEAN WRIGHT (Lower III).
OUR VISIT TO PUTNEY WELFARE CENTRE.
NOVEMBER, 1935.
We set out looking a very loaded party.
Jean's flowers kept on popping out in the wrong
place. Eventually we got to the Centre.
There were a lot of prams outside the building.
Mrs. Lincoln received our presents. We then
went into the playroom. I think the playroom
could do with a few of the toys we brought.
Then we went into the weighing-room and
saw three little babies being weighed. They
were all fat babies! Mrs. Lincoln said that
sometimes they have to put toddlers to be
weighed like babies in arms.
Then Mrs. Lincoln led us out of the room and
asked if we had enjoyed ourselves, and asked us
to thank all Lytton House for their gifts.
We should like to thank Miss Wallace and
Miss Bobbing for taking some of the gifts in
their cars.
EILEEN GATES (Lower III).
AN ACCOUNT OF ARMISTICE DAY.
NOVEMBER 27m
On Armistice Day, nineteen hundred and
thirty-five, contingents of the British Army
lined up by the Cenotaph. The crowds were
gathered as far as Oxford Circus.
Then the Duke of York stepped forward and
placed a wreath against the Cenotaph; as he
took his place the guns roared their heavy
message for the whole of Europe to be silent
in honour of the soldiers who gave their lives
in the Great War for Britain, for two minutes.
After that the people assembled sang " O
God our Help in Ages Past." After this song of
praise the people dispersed, and all was silent
again.
MARION KEMBAIX-COOK (Lower III).
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THE JUBILEE NAVAL REVIEW.

I saw the Jubilee Naval Review from H.M.S.
Hawkins, one of the cruisers at Spithead.
Visitors had to be " parked " behind canvas
screens painted grey to prevent the different
coloured dresses and suits being seen from
outside.
At two o'clock the Royal yacht Victoria and
Albert, flying the Sovereign's standard at the
masthead, left Portsmouth. She was easily
recognised by her black hull and yellow funnels.
A wireless signal was made, and the ships
thundered a Royal salute of twenty-one guns
from small 3-pounder pop-guns. At the first
round several people jumped and clapped their
hands to their ears.
On arrival at Spithead the yacht anchored
ahead of the lines and the King received senior
officers of the Navy and representatives of the
Merchant Navy and fishing fleets. Admirals'
barges darted about with gold-laced officers in
cocked-hats, those of the Commanders-in-Chief
being noticeable by their green painted hulls,
which caused them to be nicknamed " green
parrots."
We then went up on the bridge to see the
panorama of ships, which, in addition to the
156 men-o'-war, included liners, tramp steamers,
fishing vessels and yachts, all dressed with flags.
They seemed to fill the area between the mainland and the Isle of Wight.
At four o'clock the King commenced his
sixteen miles' tour of the ships. The Royal
Yacht proceeded at a speed of ten knots, led by
the Trinity House vessel Patricia, and followed
by the Admiralty sloop-yacht Enchantress with
" My Lords of the Admiralty " on board.
At a respectful distance followed the naval
hospital ship Maine, with members of the House
of Lords and Commons, and other vessels with
distinguished guests.
His Majesty was in the uniform of an Admiral
of the Fleet, and accompanied on the bridge by
his three sons, the Prince of Wales, the Duke of
York and the Duke of Kent. The Duke of
Gloucester was on board the Australian cruiser
H.M.A.S. Australia.
As the yacht approached the several ships,
crews " manned ship " and clasped hands on
rails, guards of the Royal Marines—the sea
soldiers—presented arms (rifles) in a Royal

Salute, and bands played the National Anthem.
Three cheers with a waving of hats by officers
and men, were given for His Majesty.
The Fleet Air Arm staged " fly past " of 112
aircraft. Machines approached like noisy flocks
of birds, and squadrons dipped near the Royal
Yacht in salute to the King.
For the night illuminations I was on Southsea
beach, which was crowded with thousands of
people. At ten o'clock a rocket was fired, and
the ships became illuminated with innumerable
fairy lights. When switched off, red torchlights
were lit. Then bouquets of rockets were fired,
and a display given by about 500 searchlights.
The lights went out and a wonderful day was
over.
SHEILA PURSEY (Lower III).

OUR CHRISTMAS PARTY.
TOLD BY THE KINDERGARTEN.

We thought we would have a party, so we
wrote invitations to the Nursery Class, Miss
Thornton, Miss Wheeler, and Prudence Rosselli.
Then we were postmen, and we knocked on the
doors and gave the letters to the people.
We made paper chains and put them up, and
we washed the tea set. We put the farm out
and covered it with snow to make it look nice.
Next day we wrote lists of the things we had
to do and things we had to buy. We wanted a
Christmas tree, crackers, table cloths, raisins,
and sugar biscuits with animals on them.
On the day of the party we got the room
ready. We made a big table from ten little
ones. We put the table cloth on and put the
Christmas tree in the middle. We put the
biscuits and raisins on plates. Jean, Patience,
and Heather made the tea.
All the visitors came and we started our
party. The waitresses asked the visitors if they
wanted tea, cold milk, hot milk, or water, and
then took it all round. They passed the biscuits
and raisins. When we had finished we pulled
the crackers and found little presents in them.
We threaded the presents on pieces of cotton
and hung them round our necks. Miss Thornton
had her little watch on for quite a long time
after the party. We played games until it was
time for the Nursery to go. Then we cleared up.
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BLUE TIT.
Little blue tit in the air,
How you hover everywhere ;
On to every flower you see,
Little blue tit never looks at me.
In the garden in the morn,
I hear you chirrup on the lawn.
E. PRITCHARD (Lower II).
LEAVES.
See all the golden leaves
Come fluttering gently off the trees,
Cover thick the dark brown soil.
After all their summer toil
They fall as though to rest.
HELEN RUSSELL.
THE BEST DREAM I EVER HAD.
I was lying in my bed one night trying hard
to go to sleep, but I simply could not stop
thinking.
I was thinking how wonderful it would be if
I had a beautiful horse and could gallop on, and
on, over the hills and far away into the Never
Never Land, when a voice behind me said,
" Hurry up and mount me, or we shall be
late."
I turned round to find a beautiful piebald
horse before me, pawing the ground impatiently,
and all around us were beautiful green hills and
above a wonderful blue sky with fleecy white
clouds rolling by. I sprang quickly upon my
horse and we were away like the wind.
" Where are we going ? " I shouted.
" Straight on and on over the hills until we
reach the place where we began," replied my
horse.
I thought we should go on and on for ever
when my horse said, " There is the hill where
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we began," and a few minutes later he drew up
so suddenly that I was thrown off with a bump
into my cosy, soft bed.
I opened my eyes to find my mother drawing
up the blinds.
" Good morning, Mummy," I said; " I have
had a most wonderful ride. I do hope my horse
comes again for me."
I do not think she understood, but she
laughed.
SYBIL FOWLER (Lower III).
SPRING.
Spring is near, spring is near,
The birds are calling, the sky is clear,
In the meadows fresh and green
Fluffy wee rabbits are to be seen,
And in the woods you can see
A frisky squirrel up a tree,
And in the ever-bubbling stream
Tiny silver fishes gleam,
The birds are calling, the sky is clear,
Spring is here ! spring is here !
DIANA GESSNEY (Upper II).
SUN IN TOWN.
The golden sun is going down
Behind the noisy hurried town.
Sun is joy and wealth to all
Even where the town is tall,
Even in the smoky part
Sun is in its very heart,
Even where the shops of stone
Stand in groups and not alone,
Sun falls down to make the heat
Upon the long and narrow street.
CHARMIAN HEYLAND (Upper II).

BY THE CANAL.
—Stella

Griffiths.

Literary Section.
REPORT ON THE MAGAZINE COMPETITION.

Two good qualities which we are glad to find
in most of the contributions this year are good
phrase-making, showing increased sensitiveness
in the use of words, and minute and thoughtful
personal observation, both qualities found, for
instance, in the work of J. Segar and D. Williams.
The subjects chosen give scope for these qualities,
as they are mostly capable of descriptive treatment. It is interesting to notice how many
writers treat of the interest and significance to
be found in ordinary (and sometimes unprepossessing) things—e.g., gasometers, corners,
toasted buns. The subjects provide an excellent
opportunity for a series of vignettes rather than
a complete picture on a large scale, e.g., Y.
Shapcott's treatment of " The Thames at
Putney."

There are few successful wholes. The contributions of M. Marnie, L. Linturn, and M.
Gentry-White have shape and completeness,
otherwise the best work is either fragmentary
in nature, or is found in parts of longer efforts—
e.g., some of B. Roberts' essay, or the description of the storm in B. Bates's poem. We hope
that next year the entries will show a real
improvement in form.
We are very glad to have some delightful
verse from the Junior forms. In nearly all
forms the general level of the entries reached a
good standard, and it has been more than
usually difficult to select those which should be
printed. One pessimistic writer said, " I spend
hours thinking of something to write, and after
all my work they never think it is good enough
to go into the Magazine" ; so perhaps the
following may be cheered to know that their
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entries came very near to publication, but had
to be rejected for one reason or another:
U. Murray, P. Davies, P. Weight, P. Cooke,
I. Newstead, F. Billerey, D. Stammers, B.
Williamson, W. Hogg, B. Chamings, M. Duerden,
W. Lucas.
The work of the following is highly commended : S. Angliss, B. Bates, P. Coates, M.
Gentry-White, B. Roberts, Y. Shapcott, E.
Slatter ; and the prizes are awarded to :—
M. Marnie for " A Flute Song."
L. Linturn for " Sea Gulls."
I. Toms for " Little Green Woodpecker."
E.M.T.
V.T.
TANGIER.

In the country of Morocco,
Looking out upon the sea ;
There's a city called Tangier,
Where I always long to be.

Boots with bits of dirty string keeping them
together,
Worn all round the countryside, in all kinds of
weather.
White plimsolls in the gym, or sometimes in the
hall;
Madam's well-cleaned satin shoes going to a
ball;
Baby's little white kid shoes, so sweet and very
tiny
And children's golden dancing pumps bright and
very shiny.
SHEILA ANGLISS (Upper III.P.).
MY CAT.
I have a cat, a little cat,
With lovely long white fur,
And when I stroke him up and down
I love to hear him purr.

There are palaces of marble,
And the temples are white stone ;
But all the little houses round
Are made of clay alone.

He has a ruff, a lovely ruff,
That stands up round his throat;
To keep it looking really nice
I have to brush his coat.

In the narrow cobbled streetways,
Little children have to play,
For they have no parks or gardens
Where the sun can show its ray.

He sees the brush, he hates the brush,
And tries to run away;
But then I get a piece of string
And back he comes to play.

The elephants in India
Will sit, and kneel, and pray ;
But the donkeys in Tangier
Can only kick and bray.

He sees a dog, a horrid dog,
His fur stands up on end ;
He spits and spits with all his might,
That dog is not his friend !

The rough and ready donkey-men
Lead donkeys down the street,
For the visitors to ride on
If the Emperor they would meet.

He likes a fish, a silver fish,
It is his favourite meal;
And when he's eaten it all up,
Contented he does feel.

But the journey is a long one,
In a ship across the sea ;
So that lovely place Tangier,
Is only a dream to me.
PAT GRIFFITHS (Upper III.R.)

He has a nap, a quiet nap,
Inside the cosy house.
He sometimes twitches in his sleep,
And dreams he's caught a mouse.

SHOES.
Black patent walking shoes, up and down the
street,
Brown tie-up high-heeled shoes, worn on slender
feet,
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I love my cat, my little cat,
And he loves me, I know.
I hope he'll never go away,
Because I love him so.
ENID SLATTER (Upper III.R.).
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FRIEND.

I hear his feet padding all over the house,
Footsteps familiar, as quiet as a mouse.
He's scratching and sniffing outside the back
door,
And I hear his low purr just the same as before.
I've put out his milk, and his plate's on the
mat—
It's habit that makes me do queer things like
that.
He is dead—buried there near the old appletree,
Yet I like to believe that his soul is set free,
And he's romping and happy, where little cats
go
When they leave the poor humans that worship
them so.
OLGA GULLIVER (Lower IV.Y.).
SOUNDS OF THE DAY—PLEASANT AND
UNPLEASANT.

As I awoke I heard the birds singing outside
my window. I love to hear them singing, but
it was only half-past six, and I wanted to go
to sleep again. However, I thought I would go
down stairs and do some piano practice. I
played the first two lines all right; then, by
accident I played a very sharp discord ; the
sound was so unpleasant that I shut the piano
and looked out of the French windows to see
what sort of day it was.
A watery sun was shining, and I could feel a
cold east wind blowing. The gardener next door
was sweeping up fallen leaves ; the sound of his
brush upon the gravel path sent shivers down
my back ; I could also hear the cheerful crackle
of a fire, and see the smoke curling up into the
cold air. I was feeling rather cold now, so I
decided to come in ; and hearing the breakfast
gong I went into the dining-room. As it was
Saturday I decided to go for a walk after breakfast. As I walked along the road towards the
common, a car back-fired. This sound always
makes me jump, and I felt like smacking the
driver.
When I got on to the Common the sound of
my feet on the frosty path was crisp and
pleasant. It had not been cold enough to freeze
the little streams which honeycomb the Common,
and, as we had had a lot of rain lately, they
were bubbling merrily along. Later I passed a
man felling a tree. The tree was groaning and
sighing just as if it were human. I hate this
sound. I went home for lunch: we had chips,
which crackled nicely as you dug your fork into

them. Afterwards we had jelly. I like the noise
the jelly makes when you put your spoon in it.
I read all the afternoon ; and in the evening took
the dog out to post a letter. As I was coming
home an owl screeched as it flew overhead in
the darkness. With the ghost-like sound in my
ears I opened the front door, and went in to
bed.
JANE SEGAR (Lower IV.M.).
QUEER?

When I was two, it has been said,
My father I resembled.
The scattered curls upon my head
Like his hairs, shook, and trembled.
But hairs did grow, and time did flow,
And now I am thirteen.
In passing years it so appears.
My fairer side is seen.
And now my parents' friends all say
" How you have grown, my dear ! "
" More like your mother every day,
The likeness is most clear."
Thus years do prove, that looks do move
From one side to the other.
But though I try to find out why,
I never can discover.
JEAN JACOBY (Lower V.P.).
AN EARLY MORNING RIDE.

I have just awakened. I am in my snug bed
in a tiny room of a little thatched cottage. The
diamond-paned window is all frosty, and faintly
through it I can see a tree covered with pure
white frost.
Mother comes in, and asks if I would like to go
with Uncle on his motor-bicycle, to get the
butter and milk. So I scramble out of bed. I
dress and wrap up warmly and go downstairs.
Uncle and I open the door and step out into
the cold world. Everything is glistening and
sparkling, all the hedges and fields and barns
and cottages are all covered with frost. It looks
as if a white blanket has been spread over everything to keep it warm in the night. We are now
spinning along the country lanes. The birds are
chirping, and there seem more of them than
usual this morning.
We pass cottages and farmyards where the
hens are clucking and the pigs are grunting
while they wait for their breakfast. We see a
cat creeping along by a hedge, leaving his little
paw marks behind him.
An old man with a white beard is clipping the
hedge and calls out " Good-morning " to us.
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Now, on our right there is a bank, and on our
left is a valley where there are numbers of
rabbits; occasionally one runs across the road.
When we have finished our errand we return
home. The only thing that spoils the beauty of
the frost is the tracks of the motor-bicycle. We
have now stopped outside our cottage. I have
watering eyes and a red nose, and I can hardly
feel my fingers. I open the door and yes, the
fire is roaring up the old chimney, and we have
bacon and eggs for breakfast. Hurrah !
BABETTE ADAMS (Lower IV.Y.).
A RHYME SHEET FOB PREP.

Prep, is a very serious thing—
So, when you hear the last bell ring,
After you've bidden your mistress good-day,
Get out your prep, in the following way :
First of all be sure to look
That your prep, is written in your book ;
And if you find some prep, not set
To ask the Staff do not forget.
One by one in your case then pack
Your books, that never a one you lack.
For geography you'll need your maps
For Latin prose your primer—perhaps !
And—most important of all—please see
You have not forgotten your R.N.B.
At the time your prep, is due to begin
" Bag " a room and shut yourself in.
Wherever you may chance to be
Shut out all noise of the B.B.C.
Before you then sit down to think
Remember not to forget the ink.
With care, your books from your case produce,
(Now, forgetfulness is no excuse),
Open them at the pages you need ;
The questions from text-books carefully read.
Draw (with straight ruler) a margin neat
And put the date at the top of the sheet.
Then, write your answer, neatly penned,
Not forgetting a line at the end.
Your work is finished for the night
No doubt your heart is feeling light.
Do not commit the usual sin
And forget to give the exercise in.
For mistresses all just love to say
" I have no work from you to-day."
Imagine what your thoughts would be
If, for a change, one said—•" I see
You all gave in your work to-day ;
Not only that, but you all got A."
If always you did your prep, like this
Think of the Order Marks you'd miss !
JOAN BARBER (Lower VI).
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AN ESSEX FARM IN SPRING.

At the end of the lane, well away from the
busy traffic, perched on the little hill which
seems to belong to nobody else but itself, lies the
farm. Behind the farmhouse are the farm
buildings, barns, cowsheds, and chick-houses,
and behind them, away down a gentle slope to
the canal, are the fields, green and grassy in the
spring, to become various colours and kinds of
wheat and potatoes, barley and oats in the
summer and autumn months, when the crops
mature.
When I visit the farm at Easter everything is
just coming to life and brightening up the land
after the dull winter months. The scene of
peace and quiet is very restful, and everything
gives me a feeling of content. On the pond the
ducks give an occasional " quack " when they
find a particularly juicy morsel. In the evening
the cows come in for milking after a quiet drowsy
day in the fields. Then the milking begins. This
is the most exciting process to be seen on the
farm. The milkers dress first of all in white
smocks and caps, and get their three-legged stools
and milk pails ready to go down to the shed.
After that they start milking. " Swish, swish "
goes the milk into the pails, and soon a frothy,
creamy pailful of milk is ready to go to the
cooler.
Next we hear such a squabbling and fighting
from the chickens, that one really would think
that they are never fed at all, and then if there
are any tiny baby chickens I simply love going
into the very big chicken runs and feeding
them. At first when you go in there is such a
noise that you begin to think that you really will
be deafened by those darling little blobs of
yellow fluff. But egg-hunting and collecting are
very exciting, because you have to hunt in most
funny places until you find the eggs that have
been laid there. Sometimes you have to pick a
hen off her nest, and that is terribly difficult,
because she is sure to peck you !
In the hot weather it is pleasant to go to the
shade of a hay-stack with a book. After reading
for a little you feel inclined to drop your book
and sit with your eyes shut, thinking. Perhaps
if you are not very careful you will drop off to
sleep. But I enjoy the thinking part of it most
of all, because I seem to be able to recall
pleasant things that happened a long time ago.
After sitting for some time in this readingdozing-thinking attitude, I realise with a start
that it must be time for tea !
MARY GIBSON (Lower V.T.).
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A RHYME SHEET FOR A FORMROOM.

Please don't leave books about this room,
Nor chalk upon the floor.
Please wipe the board before you leave
And always close the door.
Please don't spill ink upon the walls,
Or on the chairs or table,
Remember others want to work,
So don't create a Babel.
Your inkpot in its place should be,
Beside the pen and ruler.
Please open windows ere you leave,
To make the classroom cooler.
MARGARET JUTTE (Lower VI).
LITTLE GREEN WOODPECKER.

Little green woodpecker flew to a tree,
Tappity, tappity, tap went he,
' I want to come in," said he, " and see,
If this is a suitable home for me " ;
Old Mrs. Owl poked out her head—
" There are not any rooms to be let," she said ;
" You had better inquire next door instead."
Little green woodpecker turned and fled.

Little green woodpecker flew to a tree,
Tappity, tappity, tap went he ;
" I want to come in," said he, " and see
If this is a suitable home for me."
Little Miss Dove said " Coo, coo, coo,
Pray come in, sir, doo, doo, doo."
Little green woodpecker turned and flew.
Little green woodpecker flew to a tree,
Tappity, tappity, tap went he ;
" I want to come in," said he, " and see,
If this is a suitable home for me."
When nobody came he shouted " Hoo-ray,
Here in this beautiful house I can stay ;
The lease I shall find and the rent I shall pay,
And the woodpecker family moves in
to-day."
IRENE TOMS (Upper III.P.).

ffl

IN THE PARK.
—Doreen Slatter.

" IT DOESN'T REALLY MATTER IF

"

It doesn't really matter if, when cycling in the
dark,
The way is long, the wind is strong,
The fog is dull and damp ;
It doesn't really matter if
You've got a cycle lamp.
It doesn't really matter if you fall into the sea,
And as you shout, to pull you out,
Nobody hears your call;
It doesn't really matter if
You swim well after all.
It doesn't really matter if I miss the 'bus to
school,
And risk the fate of being late,
Because it is so far ;
It doesn't really matter as
My dad has got a car.
GWENDO FINNY (Upper IV.B.).

THE END OF A PERFECT TERM.

When you come to the end of a perfect term,
And you think of the hard-earned pass,
Of the undone prep, and guilt next morn,
And your weak excuses in class ;
When you think of Ovid shut up for the hols.
And no more Maths for a while,
And Whigs and Tories lie deep in your desk,
It's then with relief you can smile.
Well! This is the end of a perfect term,
When you know that you've done your best
To parlez-vous fran?ais and do it well,
And can jog along with the rest,
A good report and a prize or two I
As these thoughts race through your mind,
It's then you remember that you forgot
To have a detention signed.
EILEEN COLE (LOWER V.P.).
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THE EFFECT OF WEATHER ON EVERYDAY
LIFE.

One of the things I like best is to wake up in
the morning and find my room filled with golden
sunshine. It makes me feel glad all over, and
I think of spring and daffodils and pale yellow
primroses. I want to fling the window open and
smile on the world and say " Good-morning " to
everyone. It is a good morning, and I can say
it truthfully from right inside myself. It is
wonderful how that sunshine transforms everything and makes the things that I do mechanically every other morning seem a pleasure to do.
I want to get up, to sing my very loudest and
best in the bath, and to splash the water with
even more vigour than usual.
Thanks to the early rising I am in time for
breakfast and I needn't hurry over it. I start
out early for School with the feeling that I want
to be very obliging and helpful. The School
building looks different this morning ; I believe
it's laughing to itself and saying "Good-morning," too. The form-room even looks brighter,
and, oh, good! my desk is right in a patch of
sunlight. I don't usually like doing arithmetic,
but now I find a certain satisfaction in discovering how long it would take five people to eat
three pounds of sausages !
This happy feeling lasts all day if I begin
properly and I find I simply can't get cross or
disagreeable with anyone. I go to bed thinking
nice thoughts about everyone and everything,
and I wonder why I never realised before how
much I liked arithmetic.
Another morning things seem to go wrong on
purpose. I awake to hear a voice saying
" Aren't you out of bed yet ? " I jump up
quickly, stepping on my shoes (evidently placed
beside my bed by some thoughtful person who
wanted to save me some trouble). Glancing out
of the window I see that it is absolutely pouring
with rain; it would rain when I'd got to go to
school and we were going to have a hockey
match, too ! I come downstairs in silence and
stalk into the dining-room to eat my breakfast.
I'm later than usual; I'll have to hurry to get
to school in time- My mac belt would choose
this morning to lose itself.—it was entirely the
belt's fault; / hadn't had anything to do with
it!
I manage to get to school at last, but everybody there is grumbling because it is too wet
for any games. It is hard to concentrate on
work, too, with a steady drip! drip ! going on
all the time outside, and I really can't make

myself interested in the sum about the sausages.
An awful don't-carish feeling has come over me
and the rain outside is making me crosser every
minute. Yet strangely enough I have often been
out in the wildest of storms, buffeting against
wind and rain alike, and I have loved every
minute of it. A proper storm has an entirely
different effect on me from the monotonous
patter of ordinary rain. As the wind blows
through the trees, sweeping them to the ground,
I am filled with excitement. I feel that I am
challenging the wind to a battle, and I am
determined to keep on my feet and not be
conquered like the plants. All the same, the
storm seems friendly, and I Want to laugh and
race with it. When the wind dies down I am
left full of contentment and I only feel sorry
for the people who have been safely in their
homes all the time and have missed the best
storm that ever was.
I am glad that we have such a variety of
weather, for even though it is disappointing if
it rains when you have planned to go for a
picnic, it is rather exciting not to know what
is going to happen next!
JEAN WATSON (Lower V.P.).
" TOASTED BUNS FOR TEA ! '»

Outside all is cold and bleak : a biting wind
is howling round the house and whistling through
the tall, bare trees, driving the rain against the
windows with every fresh gust.
But inside, in the bright, oak-panelled diningroom, the curtains are drawn, the lights are on,
and a great fire crackles on the hearth, making
shadows flicker on the walls and dance on the
shining white cups, plates, and knives on the
table.
We come in out of the wet and sit to warm by
the fire, musing that ever-delightful question,
when we are tired and hungry after a hard day's
work, " What have we for tea to-day ? "
Mother offers no help, only the tantalising
" Wait and see." But soon, a delicious, warm,
spicy, toasting smell creeps in from the kitchen.
Surely I recognise that smell, it must be. ... It
is. ... It is toasted buns !
Oh, what is there—what could there be ?—
better for tea, than the small, common bun,
with currants and glazed top, when it is halved,
toasted a golden brown, and then buttered while
it is still piping hot ? That wonderful moment
when you take your first bite, and your teeth
sink through the crisp, brown outside, into the
soft centre, simply oozing with melted butter!
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Delicious !—and the large, juicy currants and
sultanas, and the spicy pieces of candied peel!
Oh, how I love toasted buns for tea ! "So
it seems ! " says Mother.
MAUREEN GENTRY-WHITE (Lower V.P.).
CANDLES.

For many hundreds of years candles were the
sole source of light in the world, but now their
day is over, and soon even the peasants in the
heart of the country will have lamps, gas, and
finally electric light. Perhaps, though, the old
customs of birthday candles and altar candles
will still survive. Who knows ?
Let us picture some of the scenes which candles
have illuminated. The first is in a dug-out on the
Somme during the world-war. The draughty
hole is lit by the flames of two candles, which
tremble and gutter as each gust of wind blows
through the sandbagged opening, leading up
slippery steps to the muddy trench, or when the
ground trembles beneath the impact of an
exploding shell, which narrowly misses the sandbag, mud, and corrugated iron roof of the dugout. Reclining on more sand-bags with their
feet in the mud, are three war-weary mudstained men. Two of them are playing rummy
with a greasy and, of course, muddy, pack of
cards, produced by one from his tunic pocket.
The third lies on the floor, snoring horribly, until
a well-aimed kick from one of the card-players
makes him sit up and curse volubly at the
disturber of his peace until weariness overcomes
him and he again sinks into oblivion.
Now we see a dingy, stuffy attic in a large
city. The room is small, and, because of the
sloping roof which makes the walls, it is only
possible to stand upright in about four square
feet of the apartment. The remaining wallpaper
has succumbed to the treatment of rats and
damp until it hangs in colourless shreds, and
the hole in the one window admits, despite its
paper filling, continuous icy gusts of wind. The
only presentable article of furniture in the room
is a writing desk, its polished surface gleaming in
the light of a candle contained in half a broken
saucer. At the desk sits a young, delicate boy
dressed in worn doublet and hose. He is covering
sheet after sheet of manuscript with fine, small
writing; stopping occasionally to blow on his
thin hands, sighing and shivering as each icy
gust blows the papers on the desk awry. His
wavy hair hangs in disorder round his noble
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forehead, and thin-featured, aristocratic face,
with tightly compressed lips. His eyes are large,
brown, and ringed with purple shadows. There
he sits, writing far into the night. We cannot tell
what work of genius may be for ever hidden from
the world in this dingy garret.
How gay a sight is the Christmas tree with its'
hundred twinkling candles, and dim mysterious
parcels ! What child is not proud of its birthday
cake resplendent with many-coloured candles ?
A most awe-inspiring sight is the altar of a
great cathedral lighted with huge candles in
giant silver candle-sticks ; or the lying-in-state
of a king, with the jewels on crown and sceptre
a mass of twinkling iridescence, and the soft
purple hue of velvet made richer by the glow of
huge candles.
But, alas, in the world of artificial light, never
again will candles rule supreme.
YVONNE BARNES (Upper IV.B.).

SEA FEVER.
It was one of those days when Nature does
her best to bring the full beauty of all Englishmen's natural heritage to our notice, and makes
all town dwellers dream of a home by the sea—a
dream which, I am afraid, most of us are glad
to forget when the winter gales rage.
The sun was shining, and the sea was an azure
blue as I climbed down the rough steps in that
wary way many people adopt when unaccustomed to going down almost perpendicular
heights, making cautious efforts to find a
crevice with one hand, while the other holds a
bathing costume and a towel.
As I neared the bottom of the cliff, a seagull
wheeled gracefully overhead and pierced the air
with several loud cries, which, being in a happy
mood I interpreted to mean " Hurry up!
Hurry up ! " The peculiarity of a seagull's cry
is that it can be taken to mean almost anything.
If one gull snatches a tit-bit from another the
victim plainly says " Aw-w-k Mother ! John's
taken my fish ! " and sure enough when John
tries to repeat his action he is severely pecked
and screams " Tisn't fair, 'tisn't fair ! " Still,
on that afternoon I was at peace with the world,
and pretended I was being welcomed, instead of,
as was far more likely, being told to " Go
Awa-a-y ! "
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Tall red cliffs guarded the little cove, while
straight ahead stretched the sea until its colours
faded from view on the distant horizon.
I lay on the golden sand looking up at the
sky, and lazily watched the small fleecy clouds
moving slowly past, like white yachts caught in
a calm. Then my glance turned seaward, and
the magic of the sunlight on the water enchanted
me and I rejoiced in the mystic movement and
colouring.
My laziness was gone ; no longer did I wish to
be still and to watch, I wanted to be there,
playing with the waves and laughing for the
sheer joy of living. The sand was firm under my
feet and lapped gently along its edge. The cool
water was exhilarating. For the first few
minutes I wanted to swim, and gloried in the
feeling of movement. Then I was content to
let the waves flow up and down, and fleetingly
wondered if this was the same cruel sea that
could beat furiously against rocks and reduce
gallant vessels to driftwood.
On regaining the shore I turned and looked
again at the dancing white-tipped waves, but
this time it was with a knowledge of achievement—I had been among them and sensed their
rhythm.
No longer did I desire solitude—that part of
my being had been satisfied—now the more
social world that I had left in the next bay came
into my thoughts, and I felt ready to join it.
But as I climbed upwards and stood on the
cliff top watching the setting sun casting its
magnificent colours over the murmuring ocean,
I think I understood what the poet felt like
when he said " I must go down to the sea
again."
IRENE PAYNE (Upper IV.W.).
NEW YEAR'S EVE.

Night spreads her dark cloak o'er the earth,
Stars twinkle in the sky,
Loud grows the sound of revellers' mirth.
At times is heard a sigh.
The witching hour is drawing near,
A crowd stands by St. Paul's,
The chimes peal forth both loud and clear,
A sudden silence falls.
" Auld Lang Syne " now fills the air ;
A smile on lips, in eyes a tear,
Forgotten are all trials and care,
All face with hope the coming year.
JEAN KETTERER (Lower V.P.).

THE THAMES AT PUTNEY.

We do not appreciate enough the river at
Putney. To most people it seems drab and
uninteresting, and indeed, it is not the " silver
Thames, shady with birch and beech and
oderous pine," of Bridges. For me in all seasons
the river has a compelling charm. Our river
has many moods. In spring the budding trees
on the farther side make her look younger
and less morose. Her sluggish water dances
with the reflection of blue sky and fleecy clouds,
while the white gulls wheel ceaselessly. In
summer she is alive with many college rowing
" eights," and pleasure steamers. On yachting
days in autumn the river is crowded with young
men and girls in white flannels or shorts, and
dark jerseys. The yachts slowly set off, and for
an hour a white-sailed fleet passes gracefully up
and down. In winter the river is usually
deserted, except perhaps for a swan loudly
flapping his way upstream, or a chugging police
boat.
It is in the evening that the river is most
fascinating. In the duskiness of twilight the
water takes on a mysterious depth and beauty.
A slow barge moves up the river in inevitable
course, the strong figure of its owner outlined
against the sky. The river winds slowly out of
sight, growing narrower as it reaches the green
banks of the reservoir that curve smoothly to
meet the sky. Gulls are poised silently on a
boat in mid-stream. A few swans stand on the
pebbly beach, quietly contemplating each other.
To the right lies Putney Bridge. Bright lights
twinkle and cumbrous trams and buses pass
over. Beyond that stands the square-towered
church (with its thick covering of ivy), halfhidden by shadowed trees.
Just as a country lane knows its tramps, so
the river has her folk. There is the dark-eyed
man whose black hair hangs over his sullen eyes.
He sits perched on a railing by the unwanted
" boats for sale." There are men and women
who seem to drift through life. Their faces are
coarse, even brutal. Yet each woman has her
own man, and can joke with a comrade.
The river at Putney means different things to
different people. To me there is a faint echo of
th€; sea, to be found in the gulls and the ebbing
and flowing tide ; an echo also of the bustle of
the river at London. Whatever mood the river
is in, it remains essentially English, and Putney
should be proud to share it as she does.
YVONNE SHAPCOTT (Upper VI.).
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A SUMMER NIGHT.

The water is cool and still, and the silver
gleam of a fish darting amongst the weeds makes
no ripple on the surface. Once the sun has gone
twilight comes quickly and a water-rat plops
from his hole in the bank into the mysterious
depths of the river.
The trees and reeds whisper among themselves as a slight breeze gets up.
A
sailing boat comes up the river after a
day's sailing on the sea, and swishes quietly by.
It is dark, and the stillness is broken by the
sound of voices on the boat as they pick up their
moorings. An owl hoots and is answered far off
by its mate, then it flies off on noiseless wing
into the darkness. From across the dewy fields
comes the lowing of a cow, and rabbits come out
of their burrows to play. There is a full moon
to-night and she is just beginning to peep over
the trees. Far away comes the bark of a watchdog from a farmhouse.
JOAN SHIPSTON (Lower V.P.).

MORNING WALK.
DEAD MAN'S POOL ON PUTNEY HEATH.

The gloomy fir trees stand around,
Enveloped in the evening mist,
Their shadows, dark upon the ground,
Stirred by the breezes turn and twist.
Beneath them, still and stagnant, lies
A pool. The reeds seem floating hair,
And one can almost hear the cries
Of dead men, weeping in despair.
As lonely ghosts that find no rest,
The whirling mists rise from the flood,
Until the sunset in the west
Turns all the waters into blood.
VERNOICA STANLEY (Upper IV.B.).

-Anne Nell,

GASOMETERS.

Why is it that people seem to look on a
gasometer as some dreadful monstrosity ? Of
course, a gasometer sticking up in beautiful
country is very ugly because it is out of place.
*
*
*
A door is open in the high wall round the
gasworks—take a peep in. The big gasometer in
the background stands out darkly against a
wintry, blue sky, dominating its group of shacks
and offices. Men with long-handled shovels are
working on a pile of coke, from which steam
rises, dappling the great shape and breaking it
up.
*
*
*
A long, straight road, lined with rows of
houses, each with a door and two windows,
staring, one from each floor, seems to lead
straight to the great grey colossus that almost
blocks its end. Chimneys in the background,
dwarfed by its size, belch out yellow smoke.
A shaft of sunlight breaking through grey clouds
shines down like a dusty spotlight.
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As you walk over the Common you turn and
look behind. Lying below, you know, is the
hulking shape of a great pink gasometer. At
first you cannot see it through the morning mist,
but the sun comes out above, and the mist
begins to fall away until you can see the top
edge of the gasometer—not very clearly—palely
pink, floating over an indistinct, woolly, white
world.
ANNE NELL (Upper V.J.).
MRS. HICKLETHWAITE SEES THE
WEDDING.
Coo ! what a day ! I shan't forget it in a
'urry, Lor' no ! Well, we sets orf about nine, or
maybe, about ar' pars' nine, and heads for the
chube, and my ! weren't it crahded ! Me an' my
friend Mrs. 'Iggins got squashed in between a
bloated-lookin* sort o' bloke—millionaire, I
think 'e must 'a bin—and a made-up bit o' fluff,
who starts shovin' me in the back like; so I
sez to 'er " 'Oo yer shovin' orv ? " But she
don't answer ; so I does a bit o' shovin' meself ;
but then some a" the gents starts givin' me
narsty looks, so I stops.
When we gits out of the station I blinks a bit
and looks rahnd; and I sez to my friend Mrs.
'Iggins, I sez, " Look, Maria, we're in Buckin'am
Palace Road " ; so we walks towards th' Palace,
but, coo ! wot a lot o' people ! We couldn't get
nowhere near Constitoochon '111; so we plants
ourselves at the top o' the Mall, Mori, Marl, or
whatever they calls it, and waits. O' course,
when we gets settled nicely a 'ole lot a' bobbies
comes and plants themselves in front of us.
Sauce ! fifteen of 'em, too ! I tells 'em orf
proper. " Orl right, ma'am," one of 'em sez;
" you'll see orlright when we moves orf." So
I tells 'em to move orf right quick, but my
friend Mrs. 'Iggins din't like that, and tells me
not ter make meself common,—common, indeed!
an' me the only one in our street oo's got a
haristocratic name like 'Icklethwaite.
We saw all the weddin' guests drive up, an',
my 'eavens ! They were that dressed up ! I bet
that there Chapel didn't 'arf smell of morf balls !
Some of 'em 'ad got the blinds of their bro'ums,
or whatever they calls 'em, drawn,—don't
wonder, seein' some o' their fices,—still, can't
talk, 'cos I ain't no beauty meself. After that
all the soljers rode by on their 'orses ; they did
look clean, too ; bet they keep the laundry busy,
(funny, 'cos they always makes such 'oles in me
sheets) ; they did look nice, though, jus' like my

Alfie's tin soljers 'e's always cuttin' 'imself on.
Their 'orses did look lovely, jus' as though they'd
'ad a bit o' Mansion Polish on 'em. When all
the visitors 'ad gorn by, we went an' stood in
front a' the Palace, and waited fer Lady Alice
ter come an' wave to us,—My ! we did wait a
long time ! But at last the doors opened an'
the bride and bridegroom came aht; she did
look pretty ! Made me think o' when I got
married,—and th' King an' Queen waved to us.
Bless 'em ! When they went in, we waited till
some o' the crahd 'ad gorn, and then we tried
to see what was left, and berlieve me,—right
at th' top o' the Palace was Princess Margaret
Rose wavin' fer all she was worth ! She's a
sweet kid,—just like my cousin Bertha's
youngest.
We started ter go 'ome then, 'cos my feet
weren't 'arf achin', so we went 'ome by chube ;
an' some naice lookin' young gent, coo, 'e was
nice,—jus' like my Bert when I married 'im,—
offered me 'is seat.
O' course, when I gets in, my ole man was
grumblin' about me goin' gaddin' about, lookin'
at weddin's, so I sez to 'im, " Go on," I sez,
" someone came to look at you when you was
married, tho' only 'eaven knows why, wiv a fice
like you've got." That upset 'im, and 'e goes
'orf, all 'uffy like ; so I starts cookin' 'is supper,
and 'e soon comes rahnd. Well, it's bin a nice
day, and I'm glad I went, any'ow, but, coo,
lumme. . . . My pore feet!
FREDA PINSON (Upper V.W.).
DISLIKE.
Rupert Brooke has written a poem on the
things he loved best in life, and I propose to
try to write on things I like least.
These are my dislikes :
The scraping of a chair on a stone floor, of a
knife on a plate, of chalk on a blackboard;
the continual squeaking of someone's new
shoes; the howling of a dog at night and the
yapping of a peke by day; the hoot of an owl
when the wind is howling round the house.
The sight of slushy, melting snow ; of a very
deep wound or gash; of an animal in pain. I
hate to see a person with a nose or finger missing.
The feeling of damp putty; of greasy plates
washed in luke-warm water ; of getting up in the
morning ; of pins and needles in my leg when it
has gone to sleep. When I am in a lift which
suddenly goes up or down, I hate feeling that
I have left my tummy behind me.
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The taste of cold tea and cold rice pudding;
of figs, dates, fat off meat, or cod liver oil.
The smell of the hot air of the Underground
that rushes round the corners and nearly knocks
me over ; the fumes of a match just extinguished;
cigarette and cigar smoke ; the smell of fog ; of
mouldy Stilton cheese ; of soot, and the stumps
of decaying brussels sprouts.
DALLAS WILLIAMS (Lower V.P.).
UPON WESTMINSTER BRIDGE, 1936.
Over a century ago Wordsworth stood here
and was so moved by the beauties he saw that he
immortalised his thoughts in a famous sonnet.
If I were a poet I would, in this year of grace,
1936, do likewise, for I, too, am unable to pass
by " a sight so touching in its majesty." But
the scene has changed since 1802 ; Westminster
has seen seven English monarchs, and the
London that the poet knew is gone. Even these
stones on which I tread and this parapet against
which I lean, were not here then.
Wordsworth would have seen the Abbey, as it
gleamed white through a London mist, for even
in his day there lay under its lofty roof " the
congregated bones of the great men of past
times, who have filled the earth with their
renown." I, too, can see the Abbey, but it is
almost hidden behind the stately home of
Parliament, which Wordsworth never knew.
Farther down, on the opposite bank, stands a
mellow, Tudor pile, Lambeth Palace ; this is
almost hidden from my eyes by the Hospital
dedicated to St. Thomas, but the poet would
have seen it clearly.
All this he beheld one September morning, and
thought it beautiful, but this January evening
I can find even more beauties unsuspected and
unknown a century ago.
As night creeps on, the sky above the city is
stained with a rosy hue, the compound of all the
reds, yellows and oranges that science has
provided for our lights. The buildings loom tall
and majestic against the glow, revealing beauties
unseen in the cold light of day.
The river flowing beneath me is calm and
tranquil, edged with starry lights which catch
the rippling wavelets as they swirl round the
bridge.
The noise of the Metropolis is but a background, and twinkling stars shine down on a city
of memories, of history, of dreams.
MONA HARRISON (Upper VI.).
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EVENING.
A crimson sunset,
A sweeping plain,
Black clouds in the distance,
Forecast of rain;
A tired horse grazing near by,
A lonely hut against the sky.
A wisp of smoke
From the chimney stack,
A sound of music
From this small shack ;
Notes which seem to rise and die,
Accompanied by a lonely sigh.
Then as I look
The sound dies away ;
A lonely end
To a lonely day.
The light grows dim, the stars awake,
And all is hushed till next day break.
DAPHNE THUILLIER (Lower IV.M.).

A " NOW "
DESCRIPTIVE OF A WET DAY.
(With acknowledgments to Leigh Hunt.)
Now the grey and tearful sky is spread over
the city like a roof, and the cleaners, leaving the
shops and offices, pull their coat-collars higher
and struggle with unwieldy umbrellas. Now the
city worker staggers from his bed to the window
and gazes out at the shining streets; calling
Mary, the maid, to brush his old bowler hat and
get out his mackintosh; sadly he looks at his
umbrella so neatly rolled, and takes one last
despairing look from the window before undoing
its careful folds.
Now the school-boy or school-girl places the
hockey stick or football boots back in the cupboard and wonders why it always rains on
games days. Now the streets are full of squelching footsteps. Now the cars splash in and out of
the miniature lakes in the road. Now the buses
are full of chattering people, working-girls
anxiously surveying their reflections in the
opposite window, to see if their " make-up " has
run ; one here, powders her nose with a pained
expression in her eyes, another smoothes down
a rain-soaked curl; trams rumble over the
slippery rails, automobiles move cautiously on
the greasy roads, and the policeman on pointduty have streams of water running off their
shining capes.
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Now the housewife pushes her way along the
crowded pavement, trying to avoid the drops
falling from the shop shutters ; white dogs turn
a muddy brown, and cats lift their paws and
hold their tails high as they carefully pick their
way between the puddles.
Now the visitor wipes his feet with care.
Now the road-sweepers push heaps of danksmelling rubbish along the gutters. Now the
fast-falling leaves lie sadly on the pavement,
making a slippery carpet for passers-by; ladies
sigh as they feel their wet hats and their white
mackintoshes splashed grey at the back.
Now the coffee stalls are crowded; roadmen
draw in closer to their fires and protect their
meals (that smell so tempting) from the wet, with
tarpaulins; the red lamps cast unwinking
reflections on the silver road, and piles of wet
gravel remind us of the summer holidays at the
sea, when we walked on the beach after the
tide had gone out.
Now the scholars gaze out on the rain from
classroom windows and count the crystal drops
as they race each other down the panes ; cloakrooms are full of wet and muddy footprints, and
cases that are not leather rise in large bumps to
remind us that they are really cardboard
underneath.
Now trees possess miniature waterfalls of
their own. Now glass roofs make the rain sound
like a shower of pebbles, and drains can be heard
gurgling as the thick muddy water splashes
down into their unknown depths.
Now in the country, the grass is greener, and
woods and forests are full of damp and decaying
leaves that join with the blue grey smoke to give
an autumn atmosphere ; stables in old farms
have buckets and bowls strewn all over their
floors to catch the drops that fall from their
leaking roofs.
Now ploughed fields look rich and brown ;
insects gather in barns, and labourers carefully
scrape their boots before entering the spotless
farm kitchens.
Now lanes are shallow rivers, roads like ice ;
street urchins suck oranges in sheltered doorways ; lovers favour the pictures before the
parks, and old folks say " how nice it is to have
a fire " ; ladies with curly heads wish they were
" permanent," gentlemen without umbrellas
wish they had them ; buses are carriages fit for
kings, and trams are worse than ever; and I,
who see that the rain has stopped at last, have
decided to finish my essay.
BARBARA ROBERTS (Lower V.P.).

CORNERS.
There are days in spring when the air is so full
of expectation, of the song of the bird, and the
birth of the flower, that it seems the whole
earth is waiting to give us, suddenly a great
surprise.
On days such as these I go round every corner
expecting something to jump out at me, while
on any ordinary day I only expect to meet people
hurrying here and there, with grey weekday
expressions.
But street corners have a fascination apart
from that of the people who come round them.
There are often antique shops, or old houses
with the air of having, long since, retired from
the bustle going on around them. In such
houses there are doubtless all kinds of other
corners, such as the bend in the stair, where
someone may once have been lucky, or unlucky,
enough to have met the family ghost. Then
there are little hidden-away nooks by the fire,
whence one can look up the chimney and see
the sky; or recesses in the wall where " my
lady " kept her powder and patchboxes.
As well as corners with pleasant memories
there are also those about which the less is
said, the better. That of a schoolroom, for
example, where I have spent many rebellious
moments, studying the designs which some other
evil-doer had drawn there on a similar occasion.
There is also the angle of the table which is
usually unnoticed, but makes itself felt when
anyone stoops to pick up something which has
been dropped near it. Then my dog always
looks at me out of " the corner of her eye "
before she goes to eat a pair of stockings.
The human race does not quickly forget old
ideas, so we still speak of " the four corners of
the earth " as implying places which are far
apart, while a lonely or undesirable place is
known as a corner of the earth.
But, for me, those in the country have more
attraction than any others, especially those
retired corners of some village church, where
quietude and contentment lurk, hand in hand.
On the hillside there are flowers strewn, sunlit
places where one can almost " discover the
speech of things that have no life, and know
what the clods of earth are saying to the roots
of the garden trees."
The rocks also have their crannies where
limpets cling, and the ebbing tide leaves little
salt pools.
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In the next world, too, I hope I may
" Thread the shadows, find
Some whispering ghost-forgotten nook, and there
Spend in pure converse our eternal day,"
forgetful of the earthly nooks that were the
poorer fore-runners of these celestial ones.
BETTY MCKEAND (Upper V.J.).
SWINBURNE AND MEREDITH.

It is such a pleasure to read Swinburne's
verses that one's critical faculties are dulled,
and it is only when this fascination, which the
beauty of his rhythm gives, has been overcome,
that his poetry can be criticised, and its full
worth assessed. This rhythm is gained by the
polished ease with which Swinburne juggles
with words, and the effect is considerably
heightened by his powerful use of alliteration.
Almost any verse from the " Chorus from
Atalanta " contains alliteration, and the following lines are a typical example :—
" The full streams feed on flower of rushes,
Ripe grasses trammel a travelling foot,
The faint fresh flame of the young year
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" I am that thing which blesses
My spirit elate.
That which caresses
With hands uncreate.
My limbs unbegotten that measure
The Length of the measure of fate."
Swinburne is remembered to-day as a poet
whose swinging verse and irresistible rhythm are
unrivalled. He is not an intellectual poet, but
rather a recorder of impressions, and if he is
read in the hope that some solution will be found
to those problems with which the poets of his
age were engaged, the reader will be disappointed. But Swinburne expresses his character in his poems, a man easily moved by beauty,
a fascinating pagan.
*
*
*
George Meredith's poetry is in one respect
like that of Swinburne. He has the same gift
of the easy use of words. His lines :
" Shy as the squirrel that leaps among the pinetops,
Wayward as the swallow overhead at set of
sun,"

flushes

From leaf to flower, and flower to fruit."
The effect of alliteration in this poem is not
altogether good. After a while the continued
use of it becomes rather bewildering, and the
whole shape of the poem itself is difficult to see.
One sometimes has a suspicion that Swinburne
chose his words to form a pleasant sounding
phrase, rather than to utter some thought which
he wished to communicate to the reader. His
adjectives are sometimes not particularly appropriate. One can hardly imagine Browning
addressing " a fleet sweet swallow." The
adjective " sweet " here, has no distinction ; it
seems to have been put there merely to make
a neat phrase. Sometimes Swinburne uses
words in such a way that they are apt as well
as satisfying to the senses. For instance, in the
" Chorus from Atalanta " he speaks of " the
lisp of leaves, and ripple of rain."
Swinburne, because he pays so much attention
to the melody of his words, often confuses his
meaning. The meaning of some of the verses in
" Hertha" is decidedly obscure, although,
perhaps, this may be due to the difficult subject
matter. His attempt to describe " Hertha " in
this poem is so complicated that no coherent
impression is left. He says,

have a decided Swinburnian touch. But his
description of the trees in winter is quite
different.
" Nightlong on black-print branches our beech
tree
Gazes in this whiteness." •
Here he has produced a striking effect, using
simple words and an unusual comparison. In
this same poem, " Love in the Valley," he
describes the scenery with a wealth of detail.
Many of his nouns are preceded by two adjectives. He compares his lady to
" Mother of dews, dark-eye-lashed twilight,
Low-lidded twilight, o'er the valley's brim."
The words he uses are simple, like those of
Swinburne, and he never resorts to making up
words that will suit his purpose like Browning.
He is, however, like Browning and unlike
Swinburne in this respect : he cares more for
the matter of his poems than the manner. His
subject matter is varied, and he is obviously
interested in the psychological aspect of love.
His detailed examination of the way in which
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the husband and wife have drifted apart in his
sequence " Modern Love," is unique. With
deep penetration and insight he concludes that
the fault is shared, and is the result of " what
is false within."
His verse is not always easy to understand,—
not because he is incoherent in thought, but
because his swiftness of mind, like that of
Browning, leaves the reader stumbling behind.
He is not an experimenter in rhyme schemes.
His rhymes are even but not monotonous,
though some of his continued repetitions become
so, as in " Phoebus with Admetus," but in
" Love in the Valley" this trick is very
successful.
George Meredith is more popular to-day than
Swinburne, because he comes nearer to the
modern ideal of a poet. He dealt with the usual
subjects which were thought fit for poetry, and
he expressed the problems of his day, but at the
same time retained that " high seriousness "
which is the mark of great poets.
MARY BRAMSTON (Upper VI).
ORCHARD.

Curled, dim-speckled branches
Writhe above me as I rest,
Soothed by the hum of hidden wings.
A wandering breeze ruffles my green ocean ;
One tinted petal sails slowly safe
To harbour in my shadowed palm.
PAT COATES (Lower VI).

WINTER SUNSHINE.
It is as frail and wan
As the brave, patient smile of suffering,
This gentle ray of light.
The undetermined beams,
Unsure of welcome,
Falter.
They linger and they fade
Reluctantly,
Afraid to stay and yet afraid to go.
So delicate a sun
But winter knows,
Lent an ethereal grace
By the uncertain beauty of the light.
The air
Breathes now no longer chill but soft and cool,
And nature turns her tired brow to sleep,
Clothed in the unassuming loveliness
Of winter sunshine.
BRENDA BATES (Lower VI).

DOCK-SIDE.
—Barbara Roberts.

THE STORM.
The earth lay very still,
So still, it seemed, that she had laid aside
All toil, all care, all misery, and died.
And overhead
The sombre sky hung like a heavy pall,
Ready to fall.
The waiting earth grew tense.
She was not dead
But fearfully expectant,
And a strange terror held her motionless.
A little wind arose
And played a moment with the rigid trees,
As a child will play though in the midst of fear,
Then, sensing that the time was not for play,
Faded, confused, discomfited.
A pause, a perfect silence ;
Then the clouds
Were forced asunder.
A fork of feverish flame splintered the dark.

The spell was shattered and a mighty roar
Rose and resounded in the echoing air
And with repeated rumbles, rolled away.
The earth, no longer still,
Writhed in the wind,
And tortured trees
Tore at their roots in frenzied agony.
The rain
Beat on the panting earth relentlessly,
Stinging the tender surface of the soil
That steamed at the assault.
Quivered the air
Lit by the flashing rapier of the storm,
And thunder shook the night unceasingly.
At last the tempest spent its savage wrath
And left the stricken earth weary with toil;
And she, all struggles ended,
Drew a shivering breath
And sobbed herself to sleep.
BRENDA BATES (Lower VI).
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WINTlfiK SUN.

The coloured light from the old window fell
on the empty pews and open hymn books. Worn
floor stones glowed in the sun. It was quiet. As
the priest stood silently watching, a bird flew
from above the altar to its nest in the clerestory.
*
*
*
The old man's spade turned up the damp
earth; he was thinking that this bit of sun
would be useful in the garden; on Friday the
wallflowers could go in; they should do better
this year if the frost kept off for a while.
*
*
*
The clothes-line stretched from the kitchen
door to the old wireless pole. As the woman
wiped her hand on the hem of the grey nightdress hanging on the line, the child sucked an
orange. Glistening roundly in the sun the drops
of juice rolled down her chin to drop silently on
to her jumper.
*
*
*
After she had stretched in the warmth the
cat walked slowly down the path. A pale worm
lay in a puddle. The cat's paw touched it
gently; the worm moved; she patted it again,
a little harder; the worm wriggled under a
small leaf. As the cat followed, a light wind
blew the leaves a few inches further down the
path. The worm lay uncovered in the sunlight.
PAT COATES (Lower VI).
A FLUTE SONG.

I heard an Indian play his painted flute
In a wild canyon of the Rio Grande,
And swift brown birds flew past him, shyly mute,
And echoes sang where slim young aspens
stand.

I saw his pueblo golden in the sun,
His camp fire leaping red against the night;
And through the aspens breathed the Nameless
One—
His joyous god of earth and sky and light.
I saw the bright corn-dancers on the sand,
In stately chant, and pageantry of prayer ;
I heard the rage of battle sweep the land
With wailing grief, and boasting trumpet blare.
Beyond the aspens lie the crumbled walls,
The little empty cities of the past;
And on the cliffs are childish picture-scrawls,
And in the graves are vases which outlast
The cherished bones, and speak their lyric praise
Of earth and sky and love and length of days.
MARGARET MARNIE (Upper V.J.).
SEA GULLS.

Where the dark green hollows lift
Into crests of snow.
Wheeling, flashing, floating by,
White against the stormy sky,
With exultant call and cry,
Swift the seagulls go.
Fearless, vagabond and free
Children of the spray,
Drifting down the restless years,
Drake's and Hawkin's buccaneers
So do seamen say.
Watching, guarding, sailing still
Round the shores they knew,
Where the cliffs of Devon rise
Red against the sullen skies.
(Dearer far than Paradise)
Mid the tossing blue.
LILLIE LINTURN (Lower IV.M.).
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—Peggy Tyers.

Qames Section.
At the beginning of the Autumn Term it was
decided by the Committee of Games Mistresses
of the London Trust Schools to make a change
in the method of playing the Inter-Schools
matches. A form of tournament was agreed
upon which was quite easy to work out for the
Netball and Hockey matches, by dividing the
Schools into three groups only three courts or
pitches would be required. The Schools in each
group all play each other, and if in two groups
two Schools should come out obviously superior
then a final should be played, but if the play in
the groups seem of equal merit then there should
be no final. The Tennis matches proved more
difficult, and the matter was handed over to a
small committee to try to think out some way
of holding a similar rally to the Hockey and
Netball. The Schools able to offer three Netball
courts will be " hostess " in turn, so the Junior
Rally will be held at Putney this year.
The weather during this year has not been
good for games, rain and fog leading to cancelling of matches, and in the case of the Hockey
Cup match necessitating a postponement, which
is always upsetting to the fixture list. (One of
the most forceful arguments for some other
method of playing the matches.) Practices have
been only fairly well attended and there have
been times when team activities have been
impossible because individuals have considered
their own interests first. In Hockey the enthusiasm of the Lower Fourths always seems to
decline in the Upper Fourth year. Will the
present Lower Fourths who have made such a
good start remain keen as they go up the School ?
Possibly it is the journey to the field that

prevents girls continuing to play, as the interest
in Tennis and Rounders seems to be much more
alive. We were unfortunate in losing the use
of one pitch for Hockey this year, which makes
any practice impossible when there is a home
match.
Old Girls are keeping the School flag flying
playing in representative teams both in Tennis
and Hockey. Veerle Steenbrugge and Molly
Lincoln brought honour to the School by winning
the doubles event in the Queen's Club Schoolgirls' Tournament, and Molly went on to win
the Surrey Junior Singles Championship and to
be runner-up in the British Girls' Championship.
At Christmas she added one more success in the
Dulwich Junior Covered Courts Championship.
Molly is to be congratulated on these successes,
the more so as she is also Captain of the School
Netball, thus keeping her interest in the School
team games. In losing Veerle the School will
miss a Captain who for two years helped to keep
a good standard in the School, not only by her
interest in the team, but by her interest in the
play of the School in general.
In the matter of House games I feel that the
Captains should try to organise more practices
to find out the best players in the House,
especially, perhaps, in their Junior teams.
B. WAGSTAFF.
School Trophies.
Form Netball... Senior—VI Forms.
Junior—Lower IV.T.
Form Shooting VI Forms.
Form Rounders Senior—Lower V.B.
Junior—Lower IV.T.
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School Captains.
Hockey

Pamela Lidwell and Doreen
Parr.
Molly Lincoln.
Netball
Veerle Steenbrugge.
Tennis
Doreen Parr.
Rounders
Pamela Lidwell and MadeSecretary
leine Hoare.
Holders of Games Colours.
Hockey
... P. Lidwell, F. Surridge.
Netball
... P. Lidwell, M. Lincoln,
M. Shapcott, E. Silcox,
0. Owen.
Junior Netball B. Bullard, M. Duerden,
J. Jacoby, J. Ketterer,
D. Ryder, P. Weight.
Rounders
... P. Lidwell.
Tennis
... P. Lidwell, M. Lincoln,
V. Steenbrugge.
Junior Tennis
J. Ross.
HOCKEY.
Captains: P. LIDWELL and D. PARR.
The standard of play is not high ; this is
partly due to lack of practice, weather conditions having been particularly bad this year, and
partly to lack of enthusiasm.
February Qth.—v. SYDENHAM HIGH SCHOOL, at
Sydenham.
Although playing a losing game, Putney
showed good spirit and enjoyed the game. The
halves and backs did not mark sufficiently
closely and the forwards hung back as though
not trusting them, and therefore were not ready
to attack.
February 26th.—v. SUTTON HIGH SCHOOL (2nd
Round of the Cup).
The match had to be played on a Tuesday,
having been put off for bad weather. Lost 4-2.
The game in mid-field was even, but Sutton's
defence were better and so kept our forwards in
check. The score would have been higher against
Putney had it not been for good play by the
goalkeeper.
November 29th.—v. KENSINGTON HIGH SCHOOL ;
at home. Won 5-3.
Putney showed itself to be the superior team
from the outset, but they should have achieved
a better score; the defence has not yet settled
down together, and must learn to mark closely.
December Qth.—v. SUTTON HIGH SCHOOL. Won
5-3.
Rather a scrappy game, with a good deal of
fouling, and though Putney won they must try

to get more combination in the team ; the
defence especially should try to make use of the
passes to the forwards; the team relied too
much on hard hitting only.
December \Uh.—SURREY SCHOOLS TOURNAMENT. At Merton.
Putney was in the same section as :—
Croydon High School, who won by one
corner.
Mitcham, resulted in a draw.
Streatham High School, who won.
Benfleet Hall, resulted in a draw.
Springfields, who won.
Croydon High School were the winners of the
section, but the " Study " from another section
had more points, and therefore played the final
against Claremont, who were the winners.
TEAMS:
Spring
Autumn
G. ...
L. Green.
L. Green.
R.B.
M. Brodie.
M. Roxburgh.
L.B.
B. Earle.
B. Earle.
R.H.
J. Waters.
D. Barnes.
C.H.
M. Lowe.
M. Lowe.
L.H.
*F. Surridge.
*F. Surridge.
R.W.
D. Ryder.
M. Gerrard.
R.I.
N. Leather.
D. Ryder.
C.F.
*Lidwell.
M. Hoare.
L.I.
D. Parr.
M. Hoare.
L.W.
D. Parr.
J. Ketterer.
* Colours.

NETBALL.
Captain: M. LINCOLN.
February 5th.—JUNIOR TEAM v. SUTTON HIGH
SCHOOL. Won 22-11.
Second round of the Cup. In the first half it
seemed as though Putney would be quite overwhelmed by Sutton, but the team pulled themselves together, and drew level, and at half-time
had a lead of three goals. The defences played
well throughout; the shooters settled down after
a poor start. The centre court players are rather
erratic in passing. D. Ryder gained her colours.
February 20th.—JUNIOR TEAM v. WIMBLEDON
HIGH SCHOOL. Lost 18-9.
Semi-final round of the Cup. From the start
it was obvious that Wimbledon was the superior
team. The shooters were playing below standard,
but the inequality of score was due to poor
defence work by the whole team; the centres
never seemed to be able to check the passing as
it came up the field.
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March 13th.—1st SENIOR, 2ND SENIOR and
JUNIOR v. MAYFIELD. 1st Senior won 29-24,
2nd Senior lost 15-21, Junior draw 16-16.
The firest Senior team played an excellent
game. There was no careless play and the
combination was good, the game being conspicuously free from fouling. E. Silcox was
shooting very well.
The second Senior team had not had much
practice together, but this, however, does not
excuse their scrappy play. The shooters played
well, but were not supported by the rest of the
team. The Junior team played well, the centres
combining and dodging well, but careless play
gave a good many free passes.
Senior Colours were gained by O. Owen, and
Junior Colours by M. Duerden, B. Bullard, and
J. Ketterer.
SENIOR NETBALL RALLY.
Lack of practice and weak combination were
responsible for Putney's poor play. In the
three matches only nine goals were scored in all.
November 15th.—IST, 2ND and JUNIOR TEAMS
v. KENSINGTON HIGH SCHOOL. 1st Senior
Won 23-20, 2nd Senior Won 12-9, Junior
draw 13-13.
The Senior team was re-arranged owing to its
failure in the Rally, and the new team played
quite well. The shooters were good, but much
practice is needed to improve the standard still
further.
The 2nd Senior.—It was obvious from the
outset that Putney was the stronger team, and
by half-time they had a lead of 5 goals. The
shooting was not as good as it should have been
and the defence did not mark closely enough.
The centre work was extremely good.
The Junior team played well on the whole,
especially considering that this was their first
match. The defences were notably good, and
encouraged good centre play; the shooters,
unfortunately, were inaccurate, though they got
free well.
TEAMS :
Spring Term.
M. Lowe.
S.
*M. Duerden.
A.
M. Griffenhoofe. M. Shapcott.
P. Weight.
A.C. J. Banks.
M. Bramston (Capt.).
C. *J. Ketterer.
M. Stephenson.
D.C. S. Taylor.
D. *D. Ryder (Capt.). M. Jacoby.
O.K. *B. Bullard.
P. Kitson.
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S.
*E. Silcox.
D.C. D. Smedley.
A.
*M. Lincoln. D.
*0. Owen.
A.C. Y. Shapcott. O.K. J. Waters.
C.
*P. Lidwell.
Autumn Term.
S.
A. McLellan.
W. Tisshaw.
A.
C. P. Smith.
M. Shapcott.
A.C. J. Webster.
M. Griffenhoofe.
C. *J. Jacoby (Capt.). J. Ketterer.
D.C. P. Brand.
M. Bramston (Capt.).
D.
E. Vincent.
B. Bullard.
O.K. D. Thuillier.
L. Geen.
S.
M. Duerden.
A.
M. Lowe.
A.C. *Y. Shapcott.
C.
*M. Lincoln (Capt.).
D.C. N. Waters.
D.
M. Marnie.
O.K. D. Ryder.
* Colours.
TENNIS.

The standard in the School is high, and the
team managed to maintain an unbroken record.
The courts have been fairly well used during the
free times at which they are available, some few
girls taking full advantage of this opportunity
for practice. The team and reserves have turned
up very regularly for their practices. All the
matches have been Shield Matches, which is
perhaps a pity, but two others arranged had to
be cancelled. Under the new method of playing
the Shield Matches, alternative dates being
unnecessary, a fuller fixture list will be possible.
Captain: V. STEENBRUGGE.
Friday, May 2Ath.—PUTNEY v. CLAPHAM (Shield
Match). At home. Won 41 games to 10.
1st Couple won 12-5.
2nd Couple won 14-3.
Junior Couple won 15-2.
Friday, June 1th.—PUTNEY v. SUTTON HIGH
SCHOOL (Shield Match). At Sutton. Won
34-17.
1st Couple won 12-5.
2nd Couple won 12-5.
Junior Couple won 10-7.
Friday, June Uth.—PUTNEY v. BROMLEY HIGH
SCHOOL. At Bromley. Won 33-18.
1st Couple won 12-5.
2nd Couple won 13-4.
3rd Couple Lost 8-9.
Rain stopped play on Friday, and the match
was finished on Saturday morning.
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Friday, July 5th.—At Kensington High School.
Shield Final Match played between WIMBLEDON HIGH SCHOOL, SYDENHAM HIGH SCHOOL
and PUTNEY HIGH SCHOOL on Friday, July 12th.
Putney beat Wimbledon 21-18 games.
Putney beat Sydenham 26-13 games.
Wimbledon beat Sydenham 20-19 games.
Result—
1st Putney High School
... 47 games.
2nd Wimbledon High School ... 38 „
3rd Sydenham High School ... 32 „
1st Couple won 8-5 and 11-2.
2nd Couple won 9—4 and 11-2.
Junior Couple lost 4-9 and 4-9.
Team:
1st Couple ... *V. Steenbrugge.
*P. Lidwell.
2nd Couple *M. Lincoln.
D. Parr.
Junior Couple D. Ryder.
*J. Ross.
ROUNDERS.

The fixture list only included four matches,
and one of these had to be cancelled, as the other
school could not finally make arrangements to
play us. Practices were fairly well attended ; as
a whole it is the batting that is the weak part
of the game, and this handicaps the team for
winning when rounders are scored rather than
points. The method of point scoring keeps the
fielding to a good standard.

IST TEAM v. MAYFIELD. Won 26 points to 15.
2ND TEAM v. MAYFIELD. Won 20 points to 12.
IST TEAM v. NORTH LONDON. Won 9-7
Rounders.
2ND TEAM v. NORTH LONDON. Won 2-0
Rounders.
JUNIOR TEAM (Under 15) v. NORTH LONDON.
Lost.
JUNIOR TEAM (Under 14) v. NORTH LONDON.
Lost.
IST TEAM v. THE OLD GIRLS. Won by an
innings and 60 points.

B.S.
B
1st Post ...
2nd Post ...
3rd Post ...
tthPost ...
Right Deep
Middle Deep
Left Deep ...

Teams :
1st
D. Parr (Capt.).
M. Wilson.
E. Silcox.
H. Hunt.
V. Steenbrugge.
J. Waters.
M. Hoare.
*P. Lidwell.
M. Lincoln.
* Colours.

2nd
M. Griffenhoofe.
D. Ryder.
M. Gerrard.
Y. Shapcott.
N. Leather.
S. Bromiley.
F. Pinson.
J. Wallace.
M. Thomas.
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—Stella

Griffiths.

House Section*
ARGYLL.
HOUSE OFFICERS.
1935-6.
1934-5.
House Mistress—
Miss MACKENZIE.
Miss MACKENZIE.
House Captain—
M. DUNBAR.
M. DUNBAR.
Secretary—
B. BATES.
J. SAUNDERS.
Gym Captain—
M. LINCOLN.
M. DUNBAR.
Hockey Captain—
*J. ALLEN.
F. SURRIDGE.
M. DUNBAR.
Netbatt Captain—
M. LINCOLN.
M. LINCOLN.
Tennis Captain—
M. LINCOLN.
M. LINCOLN.
Rounder Captain—
M. SHAPCOTT.
J. WATERS.

bye " with regret to several other valuable
members. However, we have quite a large
number of promising juniors coming along.
This term has begun satisfactorily, as we drew
in the first round of the Hockey, and are in both
Netball finals.
Concerning our part in the Gymnastic Competition we feel it is most tactful to remain
silent, except to record that we entertained the
other House Mistresses and Gym Teams to tea
afterwards. From the unadorned state of the
plates when tea was over we deduced that the
victors had done honour to their victory, and
the vanquished had drowned their sorrows in the
tea. We still have a satisfactory balance in the
House funds.
The House wishes to thank Miss Mackenzie
for her encouraging help throughout the year.

* Till Christmas.

CROMWELL.
The Spring Term was a fairly successful one
for Cromwell; we won the Senior Netball and
came second in the Junior Netball. Led by
Pamela Lidwell we came second in the Hockey.
The Summer Term was not so successful as
we came third in the Rounders and Tennis,
although the teams were efficiently Captained
by P. Lidwell.
In the autumn we came second in the Gym
Competition, chiefly owing to the efforts of
M. Gerrard, who gave up much time and energy
to the coaching of the team.
In the Spring Term we were very sorry to
lose Olive Owen, who had Captained our Netball

Argyll House Report.
Argyll has had quite a successful year. In
the Spring Term of 1935 we came first in the
Junior Netball and second in the Senior. In the
Summer it was a foregone conclusion fcthat
Fairfax would win the Tennis, and we can feel
quite satisfied that we gained second place. In
the Rounders we were also second. At the end
of the term our aggregate was 14£ points, only
half a point behind Fairfax, the Cock House.
We were unfortunate in losing, at the end of
the Autumn Term, Joan Allen, who was a very
able Hockey Captain ; and we also said " good-

MARGERY DUNBAR (Captain).
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teams so successfully. M. Brodie also left us
at the end of the Summer Term ; she had done
so much for the House as Captain and we were
very sorry to say good-bye to her. We also
regretted the loss of P. Lidwell, who had helped
us to such a great extent in the games during the
past years.
The House wishes to take this opportunity of
thanking Miss Sunley for her work as House
Mistress.
NANCY LEATHER (Secretary).
HOUSE OFFICERS.
1934-5
1935-6
House Mistress : Miss SUNLEY.
Captain—
*M. BRODIE.
M. GERRARD.
fG. WEDDELL.
Secretary—
*M, GERRARD.
N. LEATHER.
fO. OWEN.
Netball Captain—
0. OWEN.
M. LOWE.
Vice-Captain—
M. GERRARD.
N. LEATHER.
Hockey Captain—•
P. LIDWELL.
M. GERRARD.
Vice-Captain—
N. LEATHER.
N. LEATHER.
fG. WEDDELL.
Tennis Captain—
P. LIDWELL.
Vice-Captain—
M. LOWE.
Rounders Captain—
P. LIDWELL.
Vice-Captain—
N. LEATHER.
Gym. Captain—•
M. BRODIE.
Vice-Captain—
N. LEATHER.
* January onwards.
f Sept.-Dec.

The following girls have played in the
Cromwell teams during the year :—
J. Banks, F. Billerey, J. Booth, J. Bluhm,
P. Brand, D. Dunstone, J. Farely, P. Griffiths,
M. Gerrard, M. Brodie, B. Bullard, M. Griffenhoofe, P. Andrews, A. Green, W. Hogg, M.
Jacoby, P. Lidwell, N. Leather, M. Lowe,
T. Hamilton-Jones, P. Kreule, A. McLellan,
B. Roberts, M. Tice, A. Neale, M. Stephenson,
B. Vanderpant, P. Weight.

FAIRFAX.
HOUSE OFFICERS.
1934-5
1935-6
House Mistress—
Miss PHILLIPS.
Miss PHILLIPS.
House Captain—
V. STEENBRUGGE.
M. LOWE.
Secretary—
B. WALKER.
M. HARRISON.
Hockey Captain—
D. PARR.
M. HOARE.
Netball Captain—
M. THOMAS.
J. KETTERER.
Gym Captain—
D. SMEDLEY.
D. PARR.
Vice-Captain—
S. GRIFFITHS.
Rounders Captain—
M. HOARE.
M. HOARE.
Tennis Captain—
V. STEENBRUGGE.
M. HOARE.

Fairfax House Report.
Fairfax have had a very successful year, in the
Autumn Term we won the Hockey, defeating
Argyll and Cromwell, who tied for second place.
In the Summer Term we won the Tennis and
were delighted to find ourselves Cock House for
the second year, though we were only half a
point ahead of Argyll.
At the end of the year we lost Veerle
Steenbrugge, our House Captain, who led the
Tennis team to victory, and has distinguished
herself in several open tennis tournaments.
To start the new School year we were pleased
to have in our House and as our House Captain,
Marjorie Lowe, this year's Head Girl. This is
the third time in the last four years that our
Head Girl has been a Fairfaxian.
In the Autumn Term the Gym Competition
was held, and to our great joy Fairfax came
first.
At the end of the term we lost Doreen Parr,
who had ably filled the Captaincy of both Gym
and Hockey ; her loss will be a serious blow to all
the House teams, though her place as Hockey
Captain is efficiently filled by Madeleine Hoare.
In matches held this year, Fairfax has not yet
distinguished itself, but we are hoping for better
things in the matches still to come.
MONA HARRISON
(Secretary).
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PITT.

HOUSE OFFICERS.
1934-5
1935-6
House Mistress. Miss HOOKEY.
Captain—
D. COOTE.
Y. SHAPCOTT.
S. COLES.
Secretary—
Y. SHAPCOTT.
M. CRUWYS.
Netball Captain—
E. SILCOX.
D. RYDER.
Vice-Captain—
J. CALLWAY.
Y. SHAPCOTT.
Hockey Captain—
B. EARLE.
B. EARLE.
Vice-Captain—
N. WATERS.
Tennis Captain—
B. HARVEY.
D. RYDER.
Vice-Captain—
M. ALABASTER.
B. DICKESON.
Rounders Captain—
E. SILCOX.
N. WATERS.
Vice-Captain—
P. HARRINGTON.
J. CALLWAY.
Gym Captain—
E. PUSEY.
E. SILCOX.
Vice-Captain—
Y. SHAPCOTT.
H. HUNT.
Pitt House Report.

Pitt has not done brilliantly in the InterHouse matches, but we have managed to hold
our own. In the Spring Term, 1935, we succeeded in beating Fairfax at Netball, but were
beaten by Argyll in an exciting challenge match.
We also lost to them in Hockey. The result of
the Tennis matches in the summer was a foregone
conclusion. Fairfax deserved their win. The
Rounders team was more successful than the
Tennis team, and we beat Cromwell with thirty
points to spare, in the final.
The first rounds of the Senior and Junior
Netball matches, as well as the Gym Competition, took place in the Autumn Term. The
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Senior team fought (literally because of the
wind) hard against Cromwell, but were defeated
by them 11-9. The Juniors were successful in
beating Cromwell Juniors by 10 goals to 2, the
defences (E. Vincent and B. Chamings) playing
especially well. Unfortunately our Gym leader,
Eileen Silcox, was unable to Captain the team,
and Pitt just managed not to be bottom,
reserving that place for Argyll. Perhaps the
latter's attention was on the very good tea they
afterwards provided for the gym teams. The
table looked especially attractive, and we should
like to thank Argyll for the jolly tea.
We must also thank Miss Westbury for
taking Miss Hookey's place as House Mistress,
during her illness in the Summer Term.
It is a pity that Pitt is so lacking in Seniors,
but the Middle School certainly pull their weight
in the House teams. The following girls have
represented the House in teams :—
M. Alabaster, P. Barker, B. Chamings,
D. Coote, J. Callway, M. Cruwys, A. Davies,
B. Dickeson, B. Earle, E. Gardiner, B. Harvey,
P. Harrington, H. Heywood, E. Humphreys,
H. Hunt, W. Lucas, E. Marshall, J. McKinnon,
M. O'Connell, J. Pickering, F. Pinson, E. Pusey,
J. Redfern, D. Ryder, J. Segar, Y. Shapcott,
E. Silcox, P. Smith, H. Solomon, J. Tandy,
E. Vincent, N. Waters, D. Williams, M. Wilson,
J. Wood.
I should just like to say that the girls who do
not represent the House in games (and we can't
all be in teams) can back the House up by
attending all the matches and cheering the
teams to victory. Pittites, please take notice of
forthcoming House dates, and turn up in full
strength.
Y. SHAPCOTT (Captain).
FULL HOUSE BADGES.
Argyll.—Margaret Marnie, Mollie Lincoln, Mollie
Duerden, Jean Wallace, Joan Spooner.
Cromwell.—Mary Griffenhoofe, Nancy Leather,
Muriel Lowe, Pat Kreule, Pamela Lidwell.
Fairfax.—Doreen Parr, Madeleine Hoare.
Pitt.—Daphne Ryder.
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OFFICERS FOB 1936.

President :
Miss CHESTER.
Vice-Presidents:
Miss MAJOR, Miss HEWETSON, Miss BEARD,
MRS. PEARKS, Miss SIAU, Miss WHIFFEN,
Miss KING.
Secretary:
MARGARET THORNE,
Norham House, 208 Sheen Road, Richmond.
Treasurer:
VEERLE STEENBRUGGE,
47 Rivermead Court, Hurlingham, S.W.6.
Committee:
MlSS SUNLEY E. DE SACADURA, E. MEDLAND,

C. SLY, J. GLOVER, N. CHOWN.
U.G.S.M. Representative :
PEGGY THYNE,
99 Earlsfield Road, S.W.18.
Magazine Representative:
PHYLLIS WHEELER,
23 Seymour Road, S.W.18.
Group Secretaries :
L. HOWELL, K. MAPLETON, P. HART, A.
LAMBERT, P. WHEELER, D. PRYKE, V. WHEELER,
R. SPRAGUE, C. SLY, B. STEMSON, E. WHEELER,
M. DUVAL, B. WALKER.
Will all Old Girls please make a special note of
the addresses of the Secretary and the Treasurer,
which are given in the first part of the Old Girls'
Section, as letters are often delayed by being
incorrectly addressed. Very few subscriptions
have been paid for the present year. Any girl
not certain if she has paid should communicate
with Veerle Steenbrugge.
SECRETARY'S REPORT.

The membership of the Association for the
year was 165: 63 ordinary members and 102
Life Members. We are delighted to welcome so
many of the younger girls who have recently
joined, and we hope that they will continue to
give the Association their support.

The Spring Meeting was held in February,
and the School very kindly provided the Old
Girls with an entertainer for the evening,
Mr. Vernon Lee's amusing performance entitled
" Mirth, Magic and Music" was thoroughly
enjoyed, and we should like to express our
gratitude to Miss Chester for arranging a most
pleasant evening.
The usual Tennis and Rounders matches
were played against the School at the Summer
Meeting. The Old Girls were unfortunately
beaten by the School in both these matches.
The School held their Summer Garden F£te
on July 20th, the Old Girls having a Grocery
Stall, which was well patronised, and the sum
of £14 7s. 8d. was credited to our Charity Fund.
I would like to take this opportunity of
thanking all those who so generously sent things
for the stall, and all those who helped to sell
during the afternoon.
At the Annual General Meeting, held on the
first Friday in October, a new Treasurer was
elected in place of Peggy Hart, who had resigned.
Eileen de Sacadura was re-elected to the
Committee. We were all very sorry to lose
Peggy Hart, but quite understand that her
new work must keep her very busy. We extend
to her our most hearty thanks for all her work
on behalf of the Association. We have Veerle
Steenbrugge as our new Treasurer, and she
has our thanks and best wishes on taking up
this post.
An account of the Old Girls' Dance, held at
St. Mary's Hall, on November 30th, and the
Christmas Party, will be found later in our
pages.
The Badminton Club meets on Mondays and
Wednesdays in the Gymnasium, and new
members would be heartily welcomed. All
enquiries should be sent to Veronica Wheeler,
23 Seymour Road, S.W.18.
It was with deep regret that we heard of the
death of Miss Kathleen Chambers. During her
long connection with the School, both as pupil
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and Secretary, there were so many girls who had
known her, and to them her passing came as a
personal loss. Flowers were sent on behalf of
the Old Girls' Association.
I will close with a few words of sincere and
grateful thanks to Miss Chester, who, as usual,
has given us her warmest support and help in all
our activities.
MARGARET THORNE.
MAGAZINE REPRESENTATIVE'S NOTES.
It becomes increasingly difficult each year to
collect news of Old Girls, so will you please send
news of yourself or your friends to Phyllis
Wheeler, or Miss Sunley, at School ?
The Association welcomes the following girls
who have become members :—
Betty Walker, Josephine Dagnall, Joan
Sutherland, Stella Cutner, Margaret Wilson,
Thelma Adlington, Doris Coote, Veerle Steenbrugge, Pamela Lidwell, Olive Owen, Marjorie
Brodie, Elspeth Jones, Audrey Chope, Jean Dore,
Pamela Kitson, Freda Pinson, Doris Smedley,
Merle Watkins, Mary Bramston, Eileen Chandler,
Audrey Davies, Jean Thomson.

The O.G.A. subscription of 3/6 entitles
members to a copy of the Magazine.
Life Members are asked to order their
Magazines from the Magazine Representative as
early as possible in the year (price I/-).
COMPETITION.
It has been felt for some time that a new block
was needed for the top of the Old Girls' Page.
The present one has become so thin that most
of the detail has worn off.
A competition for a new one is being held, and
Miss Whiffen has kindly offered to give a prize
for the design chosen.
Will Old Girls send their entries up to School
before the Summer Meeting, marked on the
envelope " Design for O.G.A. Page."
They will be on show at this Meeting, and the
winning design will be chosen by ballot. Competitors should remember that designs suitable
for lino cuts are the best for printing.
We hope that as many Old Girls as possible
will enter.
P.M.W.

THE OLD GIRLS' CHARITIES,

RECEIPTS
£
1934
Nov. 17—Balance in Hand
... 3
Donation
0
1935
May 18—Proceeds of O.G.A. Dance 2
Aug. 1—Proceeds of O.G.A. Stall
14

s. d.
1 3
3 6
7 8
7 8

1935.

s. d.
EXPENDITURE
1934
Nov. —Special Case (per Miss
2 2 0
Siau)
1935
May. —U.G.S
.......... 3 0 0
...... 10 0 0
Sept. —Putney Hospital
2 0 0
Special Case (per P.H.S.)
Special Case (per Miss
Siau)
......... 2 0 0
0 18 1
Oct. —Balance in Hand

£20 0 1
M. C. M.

THE O.G.A. PARTY.

The O.G.A. Winter Meeting was held on
December 13th, and took the form of a party.
The hall, gaily decorated with paper chains and
balloons, gave a cheerful welcome, and our
thanks are due to those who took the time and
trouble to prepare it.
The games played were capably organised by
Margaret Thome, and everyone entered into
them with zest and spirit, so that they went with

a swing. Musical chairs played in pairs, picking
up confetti with a pin, and a team race in which
paper bags had to be blown up and burst,
caused much fun and laughter.
After refreshments, Miss Wagstaff showed a
number of cine films, which were much
appreciated.
This successful evening was brought to a
happy close with " Sir Roger de Coverley."
V.M.W.
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OLD GIRLS' DANCE.
The third P.H.S. Old Girls' dance was held
on Friday, 22nd November, 1935, at St. Mary's
Hall, Putney, and proved to be as great a
success as on the previous occasions. The hall
was gaily decorated with balloons, and the
Committee was fortunate in securing an excellent band. Margaret Thome undertook the
catering, and ably provided refreshments for
nearly two hundred people. Thanks are due to
her, and to the Sub-Committee, for their
activity in selling tickets beforehand, and
for their assistance in various ways at the dance.
After all expenses had been paid, the sum of
£5 11s. 4d. remained for distribution among the
various Old Girls' charities.
It is hoped to hold another dance during next
winter. Tickets (price 3/6 each, including
refreshments) will as usual be sold in advance,
and all Old Girls are urged to buy their tickets
in good time, thus greatly facilitating the work
of the Committee. Members of the O.G.A.
are asked to bring next year's dance to the
notice of other Old Girls, thus introducing them
not only to one very jolly evening, but ultimately, we hope, to full membership of the
Old Girls' Association.
R.B.P.
VOCATIONAL GUTOANCE.
I very much doubt whether any of you have
ever heard of a Juvenile Employment Officer,
or a Vocational Guidance Officer—the same
thing, only different counties use different
names. I did not know such people existed
myself this time last year, and now I am a
fully-fledged officer of four months' standing,
trying to run efficiently, and as if I had done it
for years, a whole district in Kent. It began
with a helpful hint from a friendly Professor at
College, a useful friend to introduce me to a
real live officer, then a few weeks' voluntary
work under that auguest gentleman, followed by
an advertisement in The Times Educational
Supplement and a lucky application ; and now
here I am in the most varied and interesting job
imaginable. Some people have all the luck !
The main part of the work is to help all the
children leaving school in the district to get
fixed up in suitable posts, fitting square pegs
into square holes in fact, by psychological
methods if possible, but when you know none,
plain common sense is very useful. Perhaps it
sounds a queer job, to spend your time finding
jobs for other people.

The ball starts rolling at the School Leavers'
Conferences, held in the Elementary Schools at
the end of every term, when the officer sees all
the children leaving, with their parents, and
gives a little lecture on the possible careers open
to them. In the best (!) schools tea and biscuits
follow to revive all concerned, and the proceedings close with an address by the Head on
" Going Out into the World." Step number
two takes the officer round to the local employers,
either on foot or along a telephone wire, to
canvass for jobs for the leavers. Then the
proceedings close with the arrival of the children
to register at the office, and the getting of the
right people into the right jobs.
That, however, is not nearly everything.
The officer is really responsible for the industrial
welfare of all the juveniles in the district from
fourteen to eighteen years of age, when they
are turned over, as " grown up," to the Adult
Exchanges. A weird and wonderful procession
is everlastingly going in and out of the office, and
its variety never ceases. There are juveniles of
all types and all classes ; employers of
all kinds; headmasters and headmistresses;
and you have to be ready to deal with
them all. Best of all, perhaps, are the
visits of boys and girls to report satisfactory
progress, and to say a big "thank you " for finding them the job ; though not a few come back
saying that they want to change. At one
moment comes the boy from the Special School,
and following him comes a jovial, friendly lad,
whose good spirits have led him into some scrape
and who now seeks a new job, hampered by the
worst of references. Rubbing shoulders with
them comes the well-qualified girl seeking a good
secretarial post, and a line of boys from the local
Grammar School wanting information on everything from Banking to the Royal Navy, farming
in Australia to the Civil Service. There is the
small girl who shyly gives you a shilling to buy
some chocolates, sent to you by " daddy " for
finding her the job. There is also the shy,
newly-married young Police Inspector coming
to get a maid, whose one virtue must be honesty,
for fear lest in duty bound he should be forced
to lock her up. All these outweigh the stream
of mistresses, whose maids all have exactly the
same faults, which take so long to tell.
If you get bored with the office and its stream
of callers, you can always find plenty of excuses
to get out and take a good brisk walk " visiting
employers or schools! " The pleasure of the
former depends on your reception, rather the

PUTNEY HIGH SCHOOL MAGAZINE
feeling of a commercial traveller, offering
juvenile labour instead of goods. Some of the
employers are very friendly and interesting, and
will show you over their works, explaining all the
details. About the pleasure of visiting the
Schools there is never any doubt. The Heads
are always pleased to see you, have a chat, and
show you round ; and you feel so important as
rows of small boys or girls rise up on your entry
into a room.
Finally, amongst the various duties, there is
much clerical work for the Ministry of Labour,
and many statistics to get out. But all jobs
must have their dull sides as well as their bright
ones. And there are long quarterly reports to
write on the work of the office, just so that you
shall not forget entirely that glorious feeling
of having done your prep, at school or written
that essay at college.
It is really all a very exciting business. An
interesting job well worth doing, and no two
days ever work out quite alike ; and the annual
Conference at Liverpool revealed that the
officers all over the country, some male and some
female, and many of them quite young, are a
very good crowd and the best of fun.
CHRISTINE SLY.
NEWS OF FORMER MEMBERS OF THE
SCHOOL.

Mary Bramston is a probationer at Acton
Hospital.
Stella Coles is a member of the Oxford Society
of Home Students, reading for the Final
Honour School of English.
Audrey Chope is teaching at Gateways,
Putney.
Margery Alabaster is studying art.
Josephine Dagnall is at a Technical School,
and is shortly going to Berridge House.
Joan Sutherland is studying Art.
Doris Smedley and Cecily Renard are doing
clerical work.
Stella Cutner is at the London School of
Medicine.
Angela Cullen is at the Academy of Dramatic
Art.
Audrey Davis and Freda Pinson are at the
Triangle Secretarial College.
Joan Stephen has gone to Bermuda.
Lily Alp is at the City of London College.
Sheila Bromiley, Heather Hunt, and Julien
Waters are taking a Domestic Science course.
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Sonia Taylor is at St. Paul's School.
Margaret and Joan Dale are at Wallington
County School.
Thelma Adlington is at Bedford College.
Doris Coote is at University College.
Veerle Steenbrugge is studying Domestic
Science.
Marjorie Brodie and Betty Walker are at the
Froebel Institute, Roehampton.
Jean Thomson and Betty Grant are helping at
Lytton House.
Marjorie Ellison is at Furzedown College.
Diana Fetherston is at Debenham and
Freebody's.
Mary Davis is working at the Institute for the
Blind.
Eileen de Sacadura is Kindergarten Mistress
at a school in Wimbledon.
Peggy de Sacadura is working for the Society
for the Preservation of Rural England.
Ailsa Raeburn is demonstrating for the Gas,
Light, and Coke Company.
Peggy Hart is working for the British Social
Hygiene Council.
CONGRATULATIONS.

To Rita Pargeter on her engagement to Jack
Southern.
To Evelyn Dearman and Mary Hardwick,
who are touring with the English Tennis Team.
To Marjorie Holden, who is in the 3rd Surrey
Hockey team.
To Margery Holden, Kathleen Solkhon, and
Edwina Wheeler, on passing their Finals and
becoming members of the Chartered Society of
Massage and Medical Gymnastics; and to
Kathleen Toon for taking the first place in this
examination.
To Betty Stemson on her First Class in the
Cambridge History Tripos, and on winning the
Professor Lydia Knowles Book Prize, and an
equal share in the Therese Montefiore Memorial
Prize.
To Margaret Jamison on her First Class in
Chemistry Finals at London University.
To Beatrice Crowell on her First Class Froebel
Certificate.
To Aileen Blake, M.R.C.S., L.R.C.P., housesurgeon at the Royal Free Hospital.
To Ailsa Raeburn on obtaining her Cordon
Blen, with a silver medal.
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IN MEMORIAM.
Kathleen Chambers is a person who will be
sorely missed by a great number of people, for
she had a strong and attractive personality, and
made herself felt in a quiet way wherever she
went. No one who was brought into contact
with her for any length of time could possibly
forget her; I still feel that I must see her and
it comes as a shock every time to remember that
I cannot. She was exactly the sort of secretary
that I liked—calm and unflurried, dignified,
never apologetic, and never aggressive, and
always pleasant to look at. She had an extraordinary power of making and keeping good
friends; she was staunch and loyal in a way
that people in these hustling modern times often
have not time to be. You could not imagine
her turning against you or even listening to
gossip about you, once she had given you her
friendship. She leaves a real gap, and it is
tragic to think that she should have died so
young, when she was doing work that suited
her powers so well, and in which she was
achieving such success.
M. G. BEARD.
BIRTHS.
1935.
May. To Mrs. Kidd (Ethel Perry), a son—
William.
July. To Mrs. Ensor (Jean Cuming), a
daughter—Maureen Victoria.

Oct. To Mrs. Edward Perry (Edward is an
Old Boy), a daughter.
Dec. 10th. To Mrs. Good (Patty Griffith), a
daughter—Patty Mary Grey.
Dec. 16th. To Mrs. Esdaile (Dorothy Carty),
a son—Adrian George Kennedy.
1936.
Feb. 20th.—To Signora Vaquer (Sylvia
Abernethy), a daughter.
MARRIAGES.
1935.
March 2nd. Joan Jackson to C. A. J. Sprague.
March 30th. Brenda Ackoin to Bernard
Rendle.
Sept. 28th. Bunty Kelland to Roger Carlier.
Oct. 19th. Dorothy Eleanor Wright to James
Kemble, Ch.M., F.R.C.S.
Dec. 25th. Beryl Pring to Douglas Harding.
DEATHS.
July 28th. Cicely Marryat.
Dec. 5th. Agnes Speakman. Once a member
of Staff; later Head Mistress of Beresford House
School, Eastbourne:
Kathleen Chambers.
Pupil from 1911 to
1917, secretary 1921-1929; then secretary at
Girton College, Cambridge. At the time of her
death she was Principal of Alexandra House.
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