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A guide to making the most 
out of making a living 

"Will I h a v e t o p a y tax w h e n I s tar t e a r n i n g r 

"Where ' s t h e bes t p lace t o save 
m o n e y - b a n k , b u i l d i n g society o r 
pos t office?" 

"What ' s t h e p o i n t of hav ing a 
c h e q u e book?" 

"What ' s t h e bes t way to 
t ake m o n e y o n hol iday?" 

When you start earning a 1 
living, mere's a lot you need \ 

' to know. \ 
And there's a lot you can do \ 

to match what you want with the i 
money you get. \ 

.So we've just published a new 
series of guides about money -
me Black Horse Guides. 

There's one specially for you. 
It's called "When you start 
earning". 

And it makes very interesting 
reading because it gives straight, 
honest answers to questions 
about money you need to ask 
right now. • 

Your Black Horse Guide 
is free from branches of Lloyds 
Bank. 

You don't have to be a 
customer. Just call in at the 
sign of the Black Horse 

e artu n ^ 

At the sign of the Black Horse 

Lloyds Bank L imi ted 
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ESTABLISHED 1877 

BURR ELLS DEPARTMENT STORE 

T . G . B T J R R E L L 
( L A T E H . O O D E N ) , 

3 2 , F O E E G A T E S T K E E T , 

BE G S to announae t h a t each D e p a r t m e n t U n o w woll 
s tocked wi th a choice a s so r tmen t of the- newest 

Goods for the p re sen t season. The Stock comprise*— 
H O S I E B Y , S H I R T S , SCARFS, T I E S . 

S I L K and C A M B K I C H A N D K E R C H I E F S , GLOVE."?, 
S K I R T S , C H I L D R E N ' S J A C K E T S , STAYS. 

J E W E L L E R Y a n d F A N C Y LACE GOODS of every 
descr ipt ion. 

A v is i tof inspcotion is respectfully solicited. 

T . G . B U R R E L L , 
S2, Forega te -a t rea t . (La te H . Ogdon). 

FOREGATE STREET, 

CHESTER. 

Telephone: 24081 

Household Linens 
Furnishing Fabrics 
Furniture 
Bedding 
Floor Coverings 
Ladies and Childrens Wear 
Dress Materials 
Toys 
Sports 
Hosiery 
Mens and Boys Wear 
Haberdashery 

After over 100 years trading we are a/ways 
well stocked with a choice assortment — 

and a visit of inspection is 
respectfully solicited! 
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THE QUEEN'S SCHOOL, 
1878-1978 

A centenary is a unique occasion in the life of any institution and it is 
safe to say that, however old the Queen's School may eventually become, 
no individual member of it is likely to remember more than one such 
celebration! Our major anniversaries have been celebrated in the past 
following much the same time scale as weddings and royal jubilees, with 
the exception of the twenty-fifth anniversary in 1903 which apparently 
passed unnoticed. The fiftieth and sixtieth birthdays were given due pro"mi-: 

nence with formal dinners, special Commemoration Services and sports, 
all of which are remembered vividly by former pupils. But nothing else is 
quite like a centenary; it is a major landmark in the School's history from 
which we can look back over 100 years of success and failure, triumph 
and difficulty, amusing episodes and sad ones, all of which contributed 
in their own way to the growth of the school and the distinctive character 
it possesses today. 

It is fitting that in this most important year there should be pub­
lished, for the first time, an account of the School's history. For this we 
are deeply indebted to our Chairman of Governors, Miss Gladys Phillips, 
herself a former pupil, who has spent many hours during the last few 
years doing painstaking research into our oddly assorted records. On 
behalf of everyone who knows the school now and all who will know it in 
the future, I thank her. But for the newly introduced Bank Holiday 
on May lst the book would have appeared on the exact date of the 
School's opening. There could be no better way of inaugurating our 
second century. 

M. Farra 

THOSE IN AUTHORITY, 1978 

Head Girl: Christina Faull 
Deputies: Janet Bernie, Jayne Hughes 
Reference Librarians: 

Fiction Librarians: 

"Have Mynde " editorial: 

"Have Mynde " business: 

Miss Walters, Claire Chin, Christine Jones, 
Josephine Steadman 
Miss Wilkin, Ruth Collin, Caroline Done, 
Jayne Gott 
Mr. Hands, Miss Callaway, Mrs. Bates, 
Karen Ruby, Jane Bowmer, Joanna Andrew 
Mrs. Gorman, Kate Bates 
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WE CONGRATULATE 

Miss Saunders on retainingher place in the England lacrosse team and on 
being selected for the Great Britain Touring Team which will play in 
Australia and Tasmania; 

Valerie Street, Gillian Pearson, Janet Poole and Diane Johnston on receiving 
the Gold Award of the Duke of Edinburgh's Scheme; 

Denise Morrey on being awarded a studentship by British Rail; 
Charlotte Jones on being awarded an exhibition to read law at Trinity Hall, 

Cambridge; 
and the following girls who have places at Oxford or Cambridge colleges: 
Caroline Armstrong, for engineering at Girton College, Cambridge; 
Susan Hall, for law at Brasenose College, Oxford; 
Christina Hewitt, for history at Somerville College,Oxford; 
Barbara Kennedy, for mathematics and philosophy at Lady Margaret Hall, 

Oxford; 
Edwina Maple, for politics, philosophy and economics at St. Hilda's 

College, Oxford; 
Tiffany Salter, for law at St. Hugh's CoUege, Oxford; 
Gillian Belsham (left 1977), for law at St. Hugh's College, Oxfuid; 
Sara Harker (left 1977), for Fine Art at Lady Margaret Hall, Oxford. 

VOLUNTARY SERVICE 
This year we have been pleased with the enthusiasm shown for t h e variety 
of voluntary work we have been able t o organise. 

Early in the year we arranged for Mrs. L in ton , the Cheshire Organiser of 
the W.R.V.S., t o come and talk t o us abou t the type of projects available 
for young people . She supplied us with names of elderly friends w h o 
would appreciate visitors, and p u t us in t ouch with the I.V.S., who gave us 
a similar extensive list. We then managed to correlate many of these names 
with willing volunteers t h roughou t t h e school , w h o are now visiting on a 
regular basis. 

At the end of the A u t u m n te rm we arranged a Chris tmas dinner for a 
few old people . The event was an u n d o u b t e d success and was followed by 
festive carol singing. Our thanks go t o the many staff and .girls w h o helped 
us on this occasion. 

Several girls help at various Cheshire hospi tals regularly, and this year 
more people have been able t o enrol for the scheme with the aid of Mr. Bullen 
w h o kindly helped us in al lot t ing j o b s for girls. A keen m e m b e r of the 
King's School Volun ta ry Service Commi t t ee arranged regular g roup visits 
t o a geriatric ward at the West Cheshire Hospital on Friday nights , a venture 
which a few older girls have generously embarked u p o n . 

Each form and tu tor ia l made up a Chris tmas hamper for a needy family, 
and the collection of a luminium foil in aid of the Guide Dogs for the Blind 
cont inued steadily th roughou t the year . 

On behalf of the Volun ta ry Service Commi t t ee I would like to t hank 
Miss Edwards and Miss Hinde for their much appreciated help and guidance 
th roughout the year . 

Grace Aldred. Upper VI 
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GIFTS TO THE SCHOOL 

Gifts to Nedham House 

Plants: Catherine Windsor 
Pictures: Anna Howatt, Joanne Bayly 
Tape cassettes: Louise Bevan 
Cheques: Kay Ross, Susan Owen, Anna Gordon, Sheila Clarke, Caroline 

Elsom. 
Posters: Miss de Reybekill 
Photograph album: Carol Kenyon 
Books and book tokens: Caroline Armstrong, Imogen Clark, Miss Pope,, 

Kate Berens, Camilla Hendry, Audrey Dakin, Miss Whitnall, Penny 
Holloway, Sian Lewis, Jo Ingham, Alex Hedley, Christina Backhouse, 
Kathryn Ross, Alison Hood, Emma Leach 

Items for the garden: Philippa Hutchinson, Lucinda Summers, Mrs. D. 
Brown 

Games: Mis. Butterworth and Richard, Jo Ingham, Mrs. L. Forster 
Set of records: Mrs. Maddocks 
Teapot and song books: Mrs. Lowe 
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The following gifts are gratefully acknowledged: 
Books, and contributions to Library funds: Pevri] Allen, Alison Armstrong, 

Mr. and Mrs. Box, Ann Brannon, Miss M. Brown, Mr. Castle, Mr. and 
Mrs. Chesters and Deborah, Carol Davidge,Miss Eason, Susan Elliott, 
Fiona and Ruth Hassall, Janet and Judith Howells, Linda Jones, 
Sarah McClure, Sylvia Paterson, Miss Phillips, Miss Pope, Alison Ross, 
Diana Smith, Mrs. Wheen and Linda Woodhouse. 

Other cheques (for the departments indicated): Susan Barker, Ann 
Boothroyd, Rachel Phillips, Valerie Street (science); Alison Barrow 
(history); Susan Johnston, Mrs. Lockwood, Frances Lumb (mathe­
matics); Nord-Anglia; Sian Robinson, Deborah Semper, Diana Smith 
(geography). 

Chemical glassware, and some candle wax: Shell. 
Lacrosse stick: Margaret Chard. 
Rose bush: Mr. Kloosterhuis. 
Filing cabinets to house the school archives: Miss Pope. 
Notices for display during examinations: Miss Monck-Mason. 
A violin: Mr. F.C. Hignett. 
An embroidery of the school arms: Mrs. Phyllis M. Dixon (ne'e Parry). 
Games position bibs: Miss de Reybekill 
Framing of portraits of the school's royal patrons: Miss Christopherson 
Gifts to the staffroom: Miss de Reybekill (Thermosjug), Miss Monck-Mason 

(electric kettle), Miss Pope (cruets for the dining room), Mrs. Eifler 
(umbrella), Miss Eason (flower arrangement), Mrs. Holmes, Miss Bough 
and Miss M. Brown (divers items of office equipment). 



THE QUEEN'S SCHOOL PARENTS ASSOCIATION 

Joanna Laurie, Secretary 
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The Queen ' s School Parents Association came into being in 1974 — so it is 
hardly as old as the School. There was however a very successful and 
vigorous Equipment Fund Commi t t ee before that date , which built the 
swimming pool , amongst other major projects . 

The Association was formed to further the interests of the School , t o 
organise social functions and to raise money when necessary. It has a 
commit tee elected each October consisting of seven mothe r s , seven fathers, 
one member of staff and the Headmistress , the parents t o include at least 
one representative from the Preparatory Depar tmen t and one from 
Nedham House. 

During the past year we have had a number of very successful events. 
We had a Jumble Sale to raise funds for re-furbishing the VI Form Coffee 
Room - which is now being done wi th , we unders tand , great effect. 
There was the annual Buffet Supper at Christmas t ime which, as usual , 
was delicious, profi table, and booked up weeks in advance. We had a talk 
on wildlife conservation, "Fly High, Run Free" , from Mrs. Jane Ratcliffe, 
at which we were very pleased to see a large number of pupils from 
Nedham House . There was a splendid display of 18th and l y t h century 
fashions by Mrs. Renee Murray which everyone agreed was ou ts tand ing ; 
and finally we had a most interesting talk on Victorian Chester, at the t ime 
of the founding of the Queen ' s School , by our City Archivist, Anne t t e 
Kennet t . 

The next meeting is the Annual 
General Meeting and we need nomi­
nat ions for the Commit tee , as several 
members have come to the end of 
their t e rm. What about nominat ing 
those of your friends who would 
like to do something to help the 
School - and incidentally work with 
a very able, hard working and friendly 
body of parents? The Commi t t ee 
can only be successful if you all feel 
like helping. And we have the A u t u m n 
Market coming on September 30 th — 
very hard work , but very good fun 
at the same t ime . And we have a long 
list of things the school needs and for 
which the Parents Association wants 
to make m o n e y ! Library shelves to 
hold all the new books which are 
needed, a Stevenson screen for the 
Geography Depar tment , a piano for 
the Preparatory Depar tment , shelving 
for all depar tments , black-out for the 
General Science Laboratory, improve­
men t s to the amplification system 
in the Hall, musical ins t ruments , new 
projector for the Chemistry and 
General Science Laboratories, books 
and yet more books , e tc . , e t c . . . . 



NEEDHAM HOUSE NEWS 
One of the memorab le events of Jubi lee Year was designing our own Jubilee 
mugs. They came t o us w i thou t a pa t te rn and we painted our own designs 
on t h e m ; then they were sent t o be glazed, and we received them on 
June 2nd when we had our own Jubi lee celebrat ions. We made cakes and 
biscuits and invited parents to watch Mummers ' plays, dances and "The 
Jabberwocky" . The Third form dressed up to perform plays which origi­
nated in Mediaeval t imes, when Mummers performed on large tables in 
rich men ' s castles. The plays with fool , devil, he ro and doctor were most 
amusing. 

Also in the summer t e r m , on Ju ly 7 t h , Third formers dressed in Victorian 
clothes and had Victorian lessons ou t s ide : it was very much enjoyed. 

During the summer hol idays twen ty Third formers stayed at Llangollen 
Y o u t h Hostel for four days , as y o u can read below. 

We have been on a n u m b e r of visits this year; as a group m e m b e r of 
The Nat ional Trust we visited Alderley Old Mill, T a t t o n Park and Erddig. 
Trips also included a walk along par t of the Sands tone Trail and visits to 
Pi lkington's Glass Museum, the brass rubbing cent re , Chester City archives, 
a p a n t o m i m e and the ballets Coppdlia and La Fille Mai Gardee. 

On our b i r thday this year we were jo ined by some Mums and visited 
Erddig Hall, where we helped to clear an area of woodland . We enjoyed 
our visit and the b i r thday biscuits Miss Chris topherson made us. 

This year we raised £ 3 7 4 . 9 5 for chari ty in a diversity of ingenious fund 
raising activities including a Hal lowe 'en House , sponsored spelling and 
tables, guess the weight of Emu and name the Koala Bear as well as selling 
the ever popular cakes and sweets . We suppor ted twelve different charit ies 
including Dr. Barnado 's H o m e , The Prince of Wales' Jubilee F u n d , Save 
the Children Fund and World Wildlife F u n d . 

We have collected Green Shield S t a m p s to exchange for a cine - camera 
and projector and have been able t o give Mrs. Ogg a new clock and set of 



PRIZES AND AWARDS, 1977 
FORM PRIZES 
tower Fifth 

For good work 

Upper Fifth 
For good work at Ordinary Level 

Lower Sixth 
For service to the schnol community 
For good work and service to the school community 

as Deputy Head Girl 
For service to th e school community as Depu ry Head Girl 
For service to the school community as Head Girl 
For service to the school community through Music 
For good work 
For games 

Upper Sixth 
For good work at Advanced Level 

For good work at Advanced Level and service 
to the neighbourhood 

For Geography 
For Economics 
For Modern Languages 
For English and A rt 
For service to the neighbourhood 
For service to the school community 

The Queen's Jubilee Scholarship 1977-78 

Caroline Andrew, 
Anne Cassidy, 
Linda Edmondson, 
Alison Rhodes 

Joanna Andrew, 
Jane Bowmer, 
Susan Johnston. 
Rosemary Taylor 

Vivienne Halford 

Charlotte Jones 
Edwina Marple 
Joanna Oswell 
Deborah Peers 
Tiffany Salter 
Jennifer Cooke, 
Judith Moore 

Susan Barker, 
Alison Bariow, 
Anne Boothroyd, 
Amanda Box, 
Sarah Copeman, 
Susan Carroll, 
Susan Hall, 
Janice Hardwick, 
Anne Johnson, 
Amanda Jones, 
Gwyneth Jones 

Rachel Phillips 
PevriJ Allen 
Jane Bevis 
Jane Jones 
Angela van Ree 
Ruth Hassail 
Helen Stringer' 
Susan Hall 

GENERAL CERTIFICATE OF EDUCATION, 1 9 7 7 , O R D I N A R Y LEVEL 
The following passed in four or more subjects: 
Kim Affleck, Joanna Andrew, Anne Archer, Jane Barrow, Katharine Bates, Jacqueline 
Brown, JacelynCammack, Leigh Chapman, Claire Chin, Tracey Derbyshire, Katharine 
Frood, Jaye Gillespie. Rachel Grudgings, Julia Hands, Valerie Hopper, Ruth Jobson, 
Anne Jones, Sandra Jones, Caroline Limb, Virginia Lowe, Janine Price, Wendy 
Roberts, Melanie Rydings. Ruth Shabi, Dawn Sinclair, 1*iona Smith, Sylvia van Kleef, 
Elizabeth Walker. 
Judith Allanson, Janet Bernie, Jane Bowmer, l-'ionaCarr ,'JuliaCoathupe, RuthColUn, 
Susan Cooper. Caroline Done, Christina Faull, Joanne Prame, Rosemary Green, Louise 
Hasted. Joanne Horton, Jayne Hughes, Jill Hughes. Susan Johnston, Christine Jones. 
Jayne Jordan, Jane Piatt, Karin Pottinger, Lesley Roberts, Hilda Rodger, Karen Ruby, 
Carol Shaw, Josephine Steadman, Katharine Strawson, Helen Taylor, Rosemary 
Taylor, Stephanie Underwood. 
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A D V A N C E D LEVEL 
Four subjects: 
Wendy Albinson, Susan Barker, Alison Barrow, Amanda Box, Caroline Cleeves, Sarah 
Copeman, Valerie Curtis, Julie Eckles, Deborah Edwards, Philippa Gimlette, Janice 
Hardwick, Fiona Hendley, Susan Hickman, Catherine Ingram, Anne Johnson, Gwyneth 
Jones,. Barbara Kennedy, Ceridwen Lloyd-Jones, Gillian Pearson, Rachel Phillips, 
Fiona Pringle, Diana Smith, Valerie Street, Helen Stringer, Angela van Ree. 
Three subjects: 
Pevril Allen, Jane Bevis, Caroline Blackhurst, Anne Boothroyd, Sheila Camy, Susan 
Carroll, Deborah Chesters, Lesley Cooke, Rona Deas, Alison Edkins, Drue Etheridge, 
Susan Finn, Susan Hall, Jane Heathcote, Helen lies, Claire Johnson, Amanda Jones, 
Jane Jones, Susan Jones, Elizabeth Lewis, Rachel Meaton, Julia Palmer, Sia"n Robinson, 
Robina Salisbury, Deborah Semper, Camilla Stanhope, Susie Tan. 
Two subjects: 
Jane Dutton, Ruth Hassall, Fiona Murphy, Shirley Rydeard, Linda Woodhouse. 
One subject: 
Elizabeth Robinson, Karen Shabi. 

EXAMINATIONS OF THE ASSOCIATED BOARD OF 
THE R O Y A L SCHOOLS OF MUSIC 
Grade VI Piano (distinction): Fiona Hardwick, Karen Swain; Clarinet 

(distinction): Lesley Roberts; Clarinet (merit): Fiona Green. 
Grade VII 'Piano (merit): Deborah Peers; Cello (merit): Charlotte Jones; 

Velio: Erica CleaJ. 
Grade VIII Piano (distinction): Judith Olorenshaw; Violin (distinction): 

Jane Piatt. 

DISTRIBUTION OF PRIZES 

This yea r ' s Prize Giving was held on Tuesday, 13th December , when 
Miss Phill ips, the Chairman of the Board of Governors , opened the 
proceedings with the news that because of illness the guest speaker, 
Sister Veronica Connor , was unable to a t t end . In her in t roduc tory speech, 
Miss Phillips remarked on the excellent speed at which the target of 
£ 1 0 0 0 0 0 had been raised in ten weeks for the Bursary F u n d . She closed 
her speech by telling the audience that the first Bursary Award would be 
given in September 1 9 7 8 , which she considered t o be appropr ia te as it 
would mark the opening of a further centenary of Queen ' s School 
t r ad i t ions . 

Having thanked Miss Phillips for agreeing to deput ise for the guest 
speaker in presenting the prizes, Miss Farra gave her review of the main 
features of the past year . She commented on the success of the Bursary 
F u n d , t h e Parents ' Associat ion social events , the Queen ' s Silver Jubilee 
Celebra t ions , the School ' s sport ing achievements , voluntary service and 
the high academic levels a t ta ined in O and A level subjects. Miss Farra also 
stressed the impor tance of gaining good qualif icat ions and said that there 
was a great need for people t o have technological t raining, rather than feel 
obliged to enter universi ty. 

Miss Phillips then presented the prizes of books t o those girls who 
had achieved a high s tandard in their school work and to those who had 
rendered services to the school c o m m u n i t y . 

T h e vote of thanks was proposed by Canon Maltby, who amused 
the aud ience with anecdo tes of his encounters wi th headmistresses and 
schools . 

Lesley Rober t s , Lower VI 

6 



scales for the kitchen as well. We are now saving newspaper for musical 
instruments. 

Other events to remember were becoming the owners of a tortoise, 
nursing a bird entangled in cotton, a visit from Father Christmas, joining 
the Bookworm Club and a piano concert given by all Mrs. Forster's 
pianists. 

Sadly, we have had to say a number of adieus this year: to Mrs. Williams 
who lovingly cherished and polished the hall; to Mrs. Forster whose illness 
prevented her from continuing to teach the piano; Mrs. Bates who was 
replaced by Miss Eason who has also now left us to be succeeded by 
Mrs. Meredith; Mrs. Maddocks, who has moved with her family to Hong 
Kong, and Mr. Johnston our gardener. We are sorry to lose them all and 
wish them well. We welcome our newcomers Mrs. Chorley to teach French, 
Mrs. Cunliffe, piano, and Mrs. Meredith, art, and hope they will be as 
happy at Nedham House as we are. 

J.C.and Form III 

BLACK BLANCMANGE AND ERDDIG 
One Thursday we went to Erddig to celebrate our 30th b i r thday. It is a 
t radi t ion to celebrate our bir thday in some way, and this year we went 
there t o help clear a w o o d , as we are members of the National T rus t . 

We set off early in a coach and a few of us helped t ime to pass by 
singing folk songs. When we got there we met Mr. Snowdon , w h o took 
us a round . First we saw the wash-house, the carpenters sawing logs, the 
stables and then the blacksmith. 

It poured with rain all the t ime and soaked all our school jo t t e r s . 
Then we had our lunch - at least, some of us d id , but the coach drivers 
had gone for a drive in the coach with the rest of our food! 

When we had had our lunch we walked briskly into the wood , where 
Mr. Snowdon gave us each places t o clear. The mud was like black jelly or 
black blancmange. We slipped and slid and got filthy! We sawed up logs, 
untangled undergrowth and raked up the rest . When we had finished, as we 
were walking away , I looked back - and it looked terrific! We had had a 
super day . It was great get t ing m u d d y ! 

Donna J. Hurle, Form III 

THE NEDHAM HOUSE LLANGOLLEN TRIP, 1977 
Last summer twenty Third Formers set off for Llangollen. When we arrived 
at the Youth Hostel , we left our luggage and walked to the Horseshoe 
Falls, where we ate our picnic lunch. We re turned to the Hostel late in the 
af ternoon and sett led ourselves in to our dormi tor ies . After supper and an 
evening walk we found that three people were missing, but by this t ime we 
were all undressed and ready for bed! Miss Chowen hurriedly put on her 
c lothes again and went ou t searching. Meanwhile the three re turned looking 
slightly sheepish; they had taken a wrong tu rn ing . 

The following day we discovered a super picnic spot down by the Dee 
where we lazed all day. Unfor tunate ly one girl, who wishes to remain 
a n o n y m o u s , fell in and was soaked. 
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The next day was Imogen 's bir thday which we celebrated with cakes 
and orange juice at Valle Crucis Abbey, after which we went back to 
Llangollen and visited a tannery. The smell was atrocious and some of us 
had to retire outs ide. In the tannery they were making leather and sheep­
skin coats . Later we went to Plas Newydd, an old house with beautiful 
g rounds . 

That night was somewhat hect ic , because we at tacked the teachers with 
pillows and had a midnight feast. The next day was our last and we climbed 
Castell Dinas Bran - a very steep hill with the ruins of a castle on the top . 
We made the descent in many different ways - on stomachs, behinds and 
feet! On reaching the b o t t o m we collected our belongings and were trans­
por ted h o m e . 

We would like to t hank the staff of Nedham House for bearing with us 
and giving us a smashing hol iday. 

Louise Bevan, Audrey Dakin, 
Anna Howat t and Imogen Clark, Remove G 

FROM STANLEY PLACE 
Jubilee year will be remembered in the Preparatory Depar tment by all of 
us w h o enjoyed a very imformal picnic tea on the school field in J u n e . 
It was a sunny but blustery day as we sat, with crowns on our heads and 
our Union Jack well anchored , t o eat our jelly and cakes. For the children 
it was a happy and memorab le a f te rnoon, and the tourists looking down 
from the walls seemed highly amused by this quaint English cus tom. 

We hope the children will also cherish the memory of the giant card , 
bearing the school crest, which they painstakingly co loured . It was signed 
by each child and duly sent to Buckingham Palace. Their efforts were 
well rewarded by a letter of acknowledgement from the Queen 's Lady-in-
Waiting. 

Ano the r highlight of tha t special year was a visit t o the zoo to see the 
newly b o m Jubi lee . Very playful and wobbly , Chester 's new e lephant 
was a t r emendous favourite with the chi ldren. Their accounts of this now 
famous pregnancy caused great amusement in the staffroom. 
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BUCKINGHAM PALACE 

lo • 

1 am commanded by The Queen to write and thank 
you all for the good wishes which you sent to Her Majesty on 
the occasion of her Silver Jubilee. 

The Queen was deeply touched that you should 
remember her at this time, and I am to tell you that your 
kind message has given Her Majesry great pleasure. I 
am to Bend to you all The Queen's most sincere thanks. 

fan iomJ^dJ^ ptuk&l. 

Projects involved us in visits to Chester and Liverpool Museums where 
we enjoyed seeing models connected with transport, costume, fossils and 
reptiles. The children, with the help of their parents, also made some really 
beautiful models of elephants, sedan chairs, barges and air balloons. 

Harvest Thanksgiving was again one of our favourite times at Stanley 
Place. The smell of freshly made bread, gingerbread men, ripe juicy apples 
and other produce filled the air as we assembled, with parents, to remember 
the farmers, the fishermen and the Creator of it all. Afterwards, the School 
minibus, loaded with produce and excited children, wound its way to 
Dr. Barnado's Home. The harvest baskets were a wonderful sight and were 
genuinely,appreciated by the wardens and their staff. 
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The chi ldren also make regular col lect ions for the P.D.S.A., The Christian 
Missionary Society and Dr. Barnado ' s . They also sent a large sack Qf toys 
for the children w h o a t tend the college playbus and collected newspaper 
to suppor t this project . 

Harvest was soon followed by Chris tmas preparat ions and gradually 
the d e p a r t m e n t was filled wi th decora t ions , showmen and paper ha ts . 
The nat ivi ty play is always very moving in its simplicity and, for us , there 
is no th ing more beautiful than to hear the children singing carols, or 
gazing in wonde r at the lights flickering on the Christmas t ree . The party 
was an unqualified success, t hanks t o Mrs. Pat terson, the kitchen staff, the 
sixth formers and the parents . 

M.W. 

A M i . uo.'b * W oP K,ni. 
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MUSIC AND DRAMA 

SENIOR CHOIR 
We began last a u t u m n under the new management of Miss Lee, the new 
Head of the Music Depar tment . After a few weeks, we began practising for 
"The Pilgrim's Progress" (reported on another page) al though this was 
then taking second place to the learning of pieces for the carol service on 
December 16th . These included " H o d i e " from Brit ten's "A Ceremony of 
Carols" and a fifteenth century English carol, "Adam lay y b o u n d e n " . 

With the carol service behind us , serious rehearsals of the opera began. 
Although these demanded dedicat ion and hard work from bo th the choir 
and Miss Lee, and most of us began to wonder what it was like t o be 
anywhere b u t at the King's School on Saturday af ternoons, we all felt 
that the effort was amply rewarded when the three performances were 
so well received. With barely a pause t o catch our b rea th , we were 
again working hard to prepare t w o pieces, "The Sweet Night ingale" and 
"Ching-a-ring Chaw" , for the concert at the end of the Spring t e rm. 

We expect to perform these two pieces in the Chesiet Festival later in 
the term and we are at present beginning to learn Britten's "Missa Brevis 
in D " for the centenary service at the end of term. Our thanks go t o 
Miss Lee for her enthusiasm and the help she has given us th roughou t the 
school year. 

R.Green, Lower VI 

RECORDER GROUPS 
The members of the Senior Recorder G r o u p have been playing together 
now for t w o years , although the group itself has been in existence for a 
long t ime. This select ensemble is comprised of three members of the 
Upper Fifth and t w o of the Lower S ix th , and is conducted by Miss Lee. 
In last year 's Chester Music Festival it was placed first in its class and was 
asked to play in the final concer t . At the end of the Spring t e rm we 
performed in the school concert three pieces from the Capriol Sui te by 
Peter Warlock. Rehearsals for these pieces are still in progress, in prepara­
tion for the Festival to be held in May. Earlier in the term we also t o o k 
part in the Y o u n g Musicians' Evening, held at the Stanley Palace, organized 
by Mrs. Howell . 

The Jun ior G r o u p has about fifteen members and produces a most 
encouraging sound from descant , t reble and tenor recorders . T h e y t o o 
took part in the concert last t e rm, playing t w o lively pieces, Mounta in 
Tunes by Rober t Salkeld and Brian Bonsor 's Fiesta, accompanied on the 
piano by Mrs. Pycraft and conduc ted again by Miss Lee. 

A second year consort has just been formed. They have been practising 
a modern work - the Alpine Suite by Benjamin Britten - wri t ten especially 
for recorders . It is good that the enthusiasm for recorder playing in the 
school con t inues . 

Jane Piat t , Lower VI 
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WOODWIND GROUP 
The Woodwind Group is a recent innovat ion tha t has become immensely 
enjoyable and profitable under the supervision of Mrs. Pycraft, who joined 
us this year . Pieces vary from Scot t Jopl in t o Mozar t ; anything that caters 
for ou r somewhat unusual array of ins t ruments is exper imented with — 
somet imes with successful results , and somet imes not ! 

An oppor tun i ty of performing arose with the school concert which 
took place last term. Nerves were comba ted and a relatively successful 
performance was achieved. 

We would welcome any keen players w h o are willing t o a t tend regularly 
and with enthusiasm, and are sure that they will gain much satisfaction 
from it. 

S tephanie Underwood , Lower VI 

THE PILGRIM'S PROGRESS 
"They d o n ' t like it, they won ' t like it and perhaps they never will like i t , " 
c o m m e n t e d the late Ralph Vaughan Williams after the failure of this work 
at Covent Garden in 1 9 5 1 , where d o u b t was expressed about its suitability 
for t h e stage. He would have been delighted with the audience 's reaction 
to t h e jo in t King's and Queen ' s Schools p roduc t ion of "The Pilgrim's 
Progress", as was his widow when she a t t ended the fust night. Although 
on occas ions some of the more complex arias appeared to be t o o difficult 
for t h e unt ra ined voices, and the orchestra had a t endency to drown some 
of the soloists , the imagination and energy pu t in to the preparation of this 
opera resul ted in a lively and enjoyable p r o d u c t i o n . 

The cost amoun ted t o more than £ 1 0 0 0 . This was partly offset by a 
grant of £ 3 0 0 from the Vaughan Williams Trus t . Professional musicians 
were e m p l o y e d to s trengthen the schools ' musicians in the orchestra , and 
o the r expenses included scaffolding suppor t ing p la t forms on either side of 
the stage wi th a central ramp bisecting i t , and large spotlights effectively 
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operated by boys of the King's School . The cos tumes , a l though for the 
most part s imple, were very appropr ia te , and colour was added to the 
evening by the " t a r t y " dress and make-up of the girls in Vanity Fair and 
the top hat and tails worn by Lord Hate-Good. 

Praise must go t o the conductor Martin Merry, the singers' trainer 
Margaret Lee and the director John Fl int . They all worked ex t remely 
hard for many m o n t h s to draw together the three vital s t rands of opera : 
the music, the singing and the acting. The success of this became most 
apparent during the scenes involving the . chorus , as for example in the 
Valley of Humil iat ion, where the green-clad, howling Doleful Creatures are 
fighting against Christ ian. The final scene was a splendid tableau of the 
angels welcoming Christian to the Celestial City. 

Hugh Doxat-Pratt por t rayed Christian with sincerity and managed to 
sustain the part well th roughout the per formance . Special praise must be 
given to Jona than Gibbs , as the Evangelist and Watchful, and to Elizabeth 
Thomas as Madam By-Ends, both of whom sang excellently. Edward 
Hughes, playing J o h n Bunyan, also proved to be a talented singer: after 
the vision of the dream ended he sang the words " O come h i ther , and lay 
my book, thy head and heart t oge the r , " while the lights narrowed until 
finally they shone only on the book he he ld , on which was engraved in 
golden let ters, "Pilgrim's Progress". 

Rosemary Sladden, Upper VI 

DRAMA CLUB 

During the last two te rms , a t tendance each Wednesday evening has been 
good . We have learnt how to do a successful stage fall, i.e. to look realistic 
and finish up with no bruises. Many of us however still have not mastered 
the technique. 

Our programme has included a Victorian melodrama, which we all had 
fun in producing with our various groups , and many games and miming 
exercises. Scenes p roduced , and shown to o ther members , include one 
originating from " D o o r s " which we had previously mimed, and one 
including words such as vampire , keyhole , train and crypt , three of which 
were enclosed in each group 's play. Both have been exciting and often 
funny to watch . 

We all owe our gra t i tude to Miss Stuart for giving us her t ime every 
week and hope that this term will prove as successful as the earlier two 
have done. 

Emma Leach, Lower IV B 
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MOTHER COURAGE AND HER CHILDREN 

O n December 2nd and 3rd , 1977, Brecht ' s "Mothe r Courage and her 
C h i l d r e n " was presented jo in t ly with the King's School . This is a difficult 
work to produce and to perform, and all credit is due to Rosemary 
S l adden , the director , for tackling it. By subtle cutt ing it was reduced 
t o an acceptable length and the result was very enjoyable. Rosemary tried 
t o p u t Brecht ' s theor ies on alienation into pract ice , reminding the audience 
tha t this was really 20 th cen tury Britain by means of slogans relating to 
war in Belfast, pa in ted on t h e backdrop, and by announcing before each 
scene what we were a b o u t t o witness. 

T h e cast was headed by a strong Mother Courage, played by Sylvia van 
Kleef. We were shown her struggle to survive the horrors of the Thir ty 
Yea r s ' War and the dea ths of her three children, Eilif, Swiss Cheese and 
Ka t t r in . Yet , in spite of the horrors, Mother Courage cannot survive 
w i t h o u t the war, and ou r last glimpse is of her hurrying with her travelling 
can teen to catch up t h e Swedish t roops. 

J a n e t Bernie had a difficult role to por t ray in the d u mb Kat t r in , but 
managed to make her strange sounds w i thou t seeming r idiculous. Eilif, 
p layed by Richard Bar ra t t , was suitably bold and the cook, played by 
J e r e m y Whit t le , appropr ia te ly dashing. Christ ina Faul l , as Yvette Pot t ier , 
was surprisingly ta r ty! St rong backing by the minor characters combined 
to give the whole play qui te a professional t o u c h , and it was much 
apprec ia ted by the audience . 

M.P. 

- j WW: 
1 M El I 
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OTHER CLUBS 
AND SOCIETIES 

THE SEVENTH SENIOR DEBATING SOCIETY 
T h e precarious h i s to ry of this society, as recorded in seventy-nine edi t ions 
of "Have M y n d e " , began in 1906 when members of The Queen ' s School 
first realised their debating skills. The society cont inued to flourish during 
t h e years 1907—1909, and is again ment ioned when a single deba t e was 
held on 11th March, 1914, discussing the mot ion ' T h a t the disadvantages 
of war outweigh t h e advantages". Motions relating t o the war again 
st imulated the mos t discussion when the second Debating Society was 
formed on 7th December , 1917. However, interest appears t o have 
diminished owing t o t h e shyness of its members . 

A third reference t o the society was made in 1924 , when a well-at tended 
debate was held, considering the mot ion that " F r e e d o m is chaos" . The 
following year a r epor t was made on a deba te discussing England 's possible 
withdrawal from Indian Government and its consequences . 

In 1961 the socie ty was again revived, holding fortnightly meet ings in 
t h e lunch hours , and was a t tended predominant ly by Upper Fifth and 
Lower Sixth-formers. Only three debates were recorded , the first of which 
was with the King's School; the o ther two were for Queen ' s School 
members only. 

1967 began a new era in the history of our Debating Society, when t h e 
defeat of a Sixth F o r m team by overpowering King's School ta lent s t imu­
lated h o m e effort . Al though t w o more meetings were held the society met 
its recurrent fate of apa thy . Another gallant effort was made in 1972 when 
o n e deba te , a t t e n d e d by only twelve members , was he ld , and the pa the t i c 
plea of " I t is t o o y o u n g to d i e " was inserted by its secretary, striving t o 
avoid what seemed its inevitable dea th . 

It was not unt i l September , 1974 tha t the dynamic force of Miss R u t h 
Dal ton belatedly responded to this call by starting a three-weekly society 
open to the Lower Fifth and above. After encouraging a t t endances , a 
merger was negot ia ted with the King's School Debating Club , and was 
successfuly comple t ed in January, 1975 . Since then the society has 
thrived despite th ree changes of management , though rumours are circu­
lating that if apa thy does not return of its own accord , it may have t o be 
wri t ten into the cons t i tu t ion . 

This year has been one of the most eventful in the history of the 
Debat ing Society, w i th meetings being held each week t h roughou t the 
year , a t tended by over sixty members . During the A u t u m n term t w e n t y -
four of the society 's members spoke in a, knock-out compe t i t ion judged 
by members of staff from the Queen ' s School and the King's School . 
T h e first round was a series of six convent ional deba tes with mo t ions 
including "Fema les are naturally superior to males" , "Chris t iani ty is 
det r imental t o s o c i e t y " and "Everybody should learn t o speak English". 
In the second r o u n d t h e semi-finalists had to use their skills t o defend 
various personali t ies, including the edi tors of "The T imes" , "The D a n d y " 
and "Playboy" , and t h e famous singers J o h n n y R o t t e n , Elvis Presley and 
" T w i g g y " in four bal loon debates . 
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Richard Harden , Kate Mcln ty re , David Macarthy and Andrew Brannon 
spoke in t h e Grand Final held on the last evening of te rm at the King's 
School . This was a Hat D e b a t e judged by five members of staff, to whom 
we wou ld like t o offer ou r most sincere thanks . The audience of over 
a h u n d r e d then enjoyed refreshments , provided by members of the 
Queen ' s School (and Mr. S. S t ree t ) , at t h e recept ion which followed. 

In J a n u a r y the Chester Debating Society invited us to send a team 
from ou r society to oppose the mot ion "Tha t it is t ime the British with­
drew from Northern I re land", proposed by Christ leton High School . 
Our t e am spoke very well and secured the defeat of the mot ion . 

Pos t -compet i t ion enthusiasm maintained high a t tendances through­
out t h e Spring t e rm, which was highlighted by a Valent ine 's Day debate 
in wh ich three great lovers persuaded us of their rights t o stay in a 
ba l loon . 

Despi te the lurking apa thy the society is still being well suppor ted this 
t e r m , and we hope tha t it will cont inue to do so in the future. 

Jud i th Allanson and R u t h Jobson , Lower VI 

JUNIOR DEBATING SOCIETY 
This year Junior debat ing has been held regularly once a week during 
Thursday lunch-hours , and last t e r m , for the first t ime , it opened its gates 
t o t h e Upper F o u r t h as well as the regular Lower Four th and Remove 
years . 

T h e topics for discussion, after careful censorship of suggestions, have 
varied from the highly intel lectual , "Prince Charles is the most eligible 
bachelor in the w o r l d " , t o the more mundane "Standards in the Removes 
have decl ined" . Similarly, a t t endance has ranged considerably from the 
staggering total of forty on the first day t o a mere eight the following 
week. Miss Callaway, when to ld , kindly assured Lesley Rober t s (my co-
Cha i rman) and myself t ha t there was nothing personal in this! Happily, 
on t h e special occasion of our Balloon Deba te , where guest speakers 
represen ted Enid Bly ton , J o h n Wyndham and Charles Dickens, thir ty-
five peop le came to suppor t us . 

Needless t o say there have been many harrowing momen t s for Lesley 
and m e , when restoring ou r menta l equil ibrium was as difficult as restoring 
balance a m o n g the deba ters ! However, apar t from these lapses in pro tocol , 
t h e society has been very successful. Serious speeches are not easy t o 
deliver in front of classmates, but the s tandard has improved beyond 
embarrassed giggles, culminat ing in an excellent performance from Jane 
Dale which won her our prize for the t e rm ' s best speech. 

With only slight persuasion there were volunteers to propose and 
o p p o s e t h e mot ion every week and a lot of t ime and effort was spent by 
t h e m in prepara t ion , for which I am grateful; but I cannot end this repor t 
w i t h o u t advertising the socie ty . I hope the usual members will cont inue 
t o a t t e n d , and any new faces, even if not on a regular basis, will be very 
we lcome: 1 can promise t h e m a lively and informative half hour . 

Jill Hughes, Lower VI 
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FOLK DANCING CLUB 
This year, as in former years, the Folk Dancing Club a t t rac ted a large 
number of girls in the first few weeks of the A u t u m n t e rm. As usual, there 
was great enthusiasm from the Removes and ample representat ion from 
the rest of the school . However, as is equally usual , these large numbers 
declined until only a small but select group remained. These members 
cont inued to c o m e , despite major technical difficulties, such as the break­
down of the tape-recorder , an occurrence that brought t h e club literally t o 
a standstill! We would like to thank these members for their suppor t , and 
would welcome any more girls who would like to come along. 

R. Green and P. Hasted, Lower VI 

ORIENTEERING 

Orienteering is a relatively new spor t , bo th in Britain and in the Queen ' s 
School . The school club (Q.S.O.C.) was founded in the A u t u m n term 
of 1 9 7 1 , and now regularly enters teams for the regional and national 
championships . 
. This year we have travelled far afield, from Scotland to Sherwood 

Fores t , and from the Lake District to Cannock Chase. 
Closer to h o m e there have been many local events , and results have 

been encouraging, especially at the Cheshire Championships where we won 
the team prize in t h e W15 class. 

Despite the lack of a minibus driver the n u m b e r regularly a t tending 
events is increasing and we hope this t rend will con t inue into the next 
hundred years of the Queen's School . 

Ruth Jobson , Susan Johns ton and 
Rosemary Taylor , Lower VI 

GEOLOGY CLUB 
This society was started at the beginning of the A u t u m n term and , a l though 
confined to a small number of upper school girls and staff, it has already 
been on two field tr ips. The first was t o an old quarry in which we found 
some interesting fossils. It was merely marred by bad weather . 

The second expedit ion was to Thurs tas ton beach to examine the 
interesting boulder clay and also fossilised sand dunes on Thurs tas ton 
common . Mrs. Swift kindly arranged for two geologists from Liverpool 
University to jo in us on the second t r ip . They answered all our quest ions 
and pointed o u t for us some interest ing rocks and minerals. 

More trips are being considered. Beisdes freezing to dea th looking for 
specimens, we have learnt the basics of geology and we have a t t empted to 
translate some French on geology specimens from Mont Blanc! 

The club owes its success to the enthusiasm and help of Mrs. Swift, w h o 
has kept it going throughout the year . 

Ruth Collin. Lower VI 
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CHESS CLUB 
In this centenary year of 1978 , we , the Chess Secretaries, have been 
pleased wi th the response t o our call for players. Although limited to the 
Remove forms in all but a few cases, we found their unbounded enthusiasm 
very refreshing. 

In the pas t , the Queen ' s School Chess Club has lived up to its ( in)famous 
r epu ta t ion of losing every t o u r n a m e n t (as far as we know) in which it has 
par t ic ipa ted . We were therefore ex t remely gratified to find that we have 
no t lost any matches this year ; b u t , unfor tunately , t o our great disap­
p o i n t m e n t we discovered t o o tha t so far we have played less than one . 
This may be due t o the fact tha t this is the first year that Lower Fifths 
have a t t empted to organise the Chess Club. We now unders tand the 
Sixth F o r m ' s reluctance in accept ing this position in the school . Even so, 
we are honoured that Miss Edwards had confidence in our capabili ty for 
this pos t . 

The Chess Club was most pleased to receive an absolutely free sample 
from the Othel lo Federa t ion : a game of the weird and wonderful pas t ime, 
Othe l lo . It has been played cont inual ly by various members of the Chess 
Club since its advent just before Chr is tmas . We hope that this will not tu rn 
t oo much a t ten t ion from t h e game of chess, however. 

We therefore remain, w i th ant ic ipat ion of vast expansion in the field of 
Chess (and Othello) next t e r m . . 

Ca ther ine Dubourg and Isabel Whitley, Lower V Y 

BRITISH ASSOCIATION OF YOUNG SCIENTISTS 
We are very pleased to r epor t t ha t the 1 9 7 7 - 7 8 season has been yet 
ano the r successful one for Wirral B.A.Y.S. The commit tee members 
displayed smart commercial th inking when they decided to charge 50p 
for a t t endance ' at the first lec ture given by Dr. Magnus Pyke on " F o o d 
Science and the Human C o n d i t i o n " . We sold t ickets at 50p to include 
B.A.Y.S. membersh ip and n o w have a theoret ical membership of 500! 

Once again the Queen ' s School has actively contr ibuted t o B.A.Y.S. 
Dr. Nicholls paid us a second visit in Oc tober , to present a lecture on 
"The Shapes and Reactivities of Molecules". As before we e x p e c t e d , a n d 
a t ta ined , a large audience. We are most grateful to Dr. Young for all his 
help and guidance. 

Lectures held in o the r schools inc luded: "Some Mathematical Prob­
l ems" by Dr. Bride at Whi tby Comprehens ive , "Elementary Par t ic les" by 
Dr. Bre ton at St. Mary's College, Wallasey and "The Mathemat ics of 
Get t ing Marr ied" by Dr. Bryan t at West Kirby Girls* Grammar . Lectures 
held at Carlet t Park included such top ics as "Physics of Boomerangs" , 
"Acids and Bases" and "Why do organisms senesce and d i e ? " In all there 
were th i r teen events up to 2 0 t h March 1 9 7 8 . 

A n n Jones and Claire Chin, Lower VI 
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CHRISTIAN UNION 
Although we encoun te red some difficulty in finding a r o o m where we 
would be undisturbed by extra-vociferous Removes , or chefs sampling 
their creations, we discovered 10 Stanley Place eventually, and there had 
only t o contend with a resident clarinettist. Despite th is , we have had an 
active year, with various members leading Bible Studies and discussions 
on aspects of current and vital interest in the Christian church . We were 
grateful for the help which we received from Mr. Mountford on his visit, 
and we were pleased t o obta in the use of a new notice board . 

At the end of t h e Michaelmas te rm, we held a carol-singing event , wi th 
mince-pies and shor tb read . We had an overwhelming a t t endance , but were 
no t certain that this was not caused by hunger of the body ra ther than of 
the soul! 

Seriously, however , we should like to thank the staff for their cont inued 
and invaluable suppor t th roughout the year , and we hope t o welcome new 
members to the Christ ian Union next year . 

I Thessalonians 5 , v. 2 5 . 

Sandra Beddoesand Joanna Flanders , Lower VI 

JUNIOR BIBLE STUDY 
Over the last year, Jun io r Bible Study has been taking place in the Geography 
room at five to o n e on Wednesdays. Although it is ostensibly for Removes 
t o Lower Fifths, I feel t ha t the staff and sixth formers running the group 
have learnt much from it and have found it a place of fellowship and 
guidance. Each meet ing has the following format : 

The first ten m i n u t e s are spent in singing modern songs which are 
chosen by members of the group. This is followed by several minutes 
of prayer when everyone is given the oppo r tun i t y to say a few words 
if t hey wish t o do s o . We then divide in to small groups for Bible S tudy and 
discussion. This is t h e part of the meeting which many of us find most 
st imulating, and we rarely leave the meeting wi thou t feeling that we have 
learnt something n e w . However, discussion is no t limited to Bible S tudy ; 
we have also learnt a b o u t the Buddhis t , Jewish and Moslem faiths, and 
have tried t o reach s o m e understanding abou t how other people live. 

Throughout the year we have found that Christian morals and principles 
always apply to m o d e r n life and that the Bible can never be o u t d a t e d . 
Consequent ly we h o p e tha t there will always be a need for Christian 
societies in The Q u e e n ' s School, and that the Junior Bible S tudy G r o u p 
will cont inue for a long t ime . 

Lesley Rober t s , Lower VI 
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FOR THE RECORD 

There have existed in the school , at various times and for very varied 
lengths of t ime , the following organisations which are at present defunct: 

The Literary Society, the Vergil Society, the Virgil Society, the 
Historical Society, the History Society, the Fossil Club , the Naturalists ' 
Society, t h e Science Society, the Junior Science Society, the Scientific 
Society, t h e Junior Geographical Society, a branch of the League of Nations 
Union , La (sic) Cercle Francais , Le Cercle Francais , the Junior Civic Trust , 
the Q u e e n ' s School [nursing] Cadet Division, the St . John Ambulance 
Brigade, the Inter-Schools Religious Discussion G r o u p , the Current Affairs 
Discussion G r o u p , the Jun ior Discussion G r o u p , the Queen ' s School Savings 
Associat ion, the S t a m p Club , the Dramatic Society, the Fou th F o r m s ' 
Dramat ic Socie ty , the Practising Players, the Music Club , the Music Society, 
the King's and Queen 's Schools ' Madrigal G r o u p , the Gramophone Society, 
the Coun t ry Dancing Club , the Ballroom Dancing Club , the Junior Art Club, 
the Senior Art Club, a Photographic G r o u p and the Penguin Library. 

In addi t ion the Old Girls of the school have at t imes provided them­
selves with Clubs for Tennis , Folk Dancing, Gymnast ics and French , and a 
Reading Circle. 

We believe that there do now exist in the school an Art Club , a Natural 
History Society and a flourishing Sixth Fo rm Society, but no repor ts of 
their activities have reached us. We know tha t collections and special efforts 
for chari t ies have cont inued unaba ted , but regret that no usefully informa­
tive account of these is available. 
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WHWE WRBTHM 

FEBRUARY 1978 

The wind roars, 
The rain pours, 
Small trees bend over double. 
It's a low 
With rain and snow, 
The weatherman said we'd have trouble! 
The birds cling, 
Don't try to sing, 
In case they 're blown away, 
And save their feathers 
For calmer weather, 
And for a better day. 
It's very frightening, 
Storms and lightning 
Are better from inside, 
Where it's warmer 
Than the former, 
That is, outside. 

Clare Nelson, Lower V Y 

OUR SPACESHIP 

5-4-3-2-1-0. 
Up and away the silver bird rose 
Bursting through the clouds. 
How fast it goes 
Hurtling through mysterious space! 
Ground control waits, nervous below, 
Just how well will the journey go ? 
A t last we see the moon's white face. 
From the space-ship slowly we climb out, 
Stiff in our suits, and gently float about. 

Helen Clark, Fo rm I 
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THE TORTOISE 

Ambling as if blind across bare, parched ground, 
The tortoise makes his long journey to the lettuce field. 
Plodding cautiously he opens his slit-like mouth 
And clumsily devours a small piece of lettuce, 
Leaving a ragged edge to the juicy, succulent leaf. 
Then slowlyhe retires, back to his home, 
Back to his soft mound of dead leaves. 
Like a stone he embeds himself and falls into a distant slumber. 
His patchwork shell is all that can be seen of this docile creature 
As he sleeps unnoticed. 

Mary Harding, Fo rm III 

THE SLEEPING DOG 

The dog lay there, 
A motionless image; 
Graven on the hearthrug. 
His tongue drooped out of his open mouth 
Between the curved pinnacles of his canines, 
A pink wet flag 
Left by the wind to hang in the unmoving air. 
His tail was still, a ginger feather 
Made from silk. 
And the pads of his feet 
Lay as little black cushions that twitched slightly 
As he dreamed. 
His supple stomach 
Moved with the movement 
Of his breath; 
A ceaseless movement 
Like the lapping of waves 
But silent. 
And his ears were 
Cascading down the side of his skull, 
Long waterfalls of limp hair and flesh, 
Curly-haired ripples 
And silken torrents 
Seemingly flowing for ever. 
And his eyes were closed. 
He slept. 

A n t h e a Johnson , Lower IV A 
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THE OWL 

GRAHAM 

The little boy sits on the pavement, 
Surrounded by the rubble of building bricks 
And muddy toys. 
His clean scrubbed face is now highlighted by 
Ribena stains and the knowledge that he is King of this castle. 
His cropped, blond hair, adorned with bits of leaf and twig, 
Catches the sun, 
Giving him an angel's hah. 
He watches with acute interest 
The little black beetle that has scaled 
The mountain of his torn trouser leg, 
And now makes its way up on to his tee-shirt, 
Past the ketchup stain, and up on to the awaiting hand. 
1 approach him with a friendly smile. 
"You like beetles, do you, Graham?" 
He looks up at me shyly, 
Then, crushing the beetle into the pavement, says, 
"No." 
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Amanda Be t t s , Lower V S 

Alone in the silence, perched on a craggy branch 
sits an owl. 

Surrounded by darkness, his cold eyes pierce 
the ghostly gloom. 

Not a feather does he move, 
Waiting, watching, wanting. 
Although he is a prisoner by day, 

dull,'vulnerable, harmless, 
he is free at dusk, as the woods grow 

still and dim; 
feared by all, enjoying the wood's 

deep gloom. 

Sandra Cowan, Upper V F 

Drawing by Jane Harper, Lower V Y 



PONY WAKES 

He waits in the morning, his 
Head hanging low. 
Frost lies on his back 
Glittering in the cool, watery 
sun. 
Brambles are twisted in his tail, 
Hay in his mane. 
A back foot rests as the lazy 
sleep goes on. 

A sharp breeze blows and he 
Is suddenly wide awake. 
With chestnut ears pricked 
He trots round the field, 
Then gallops. His roan body 
Merges with his grey legs. 
A bird flies from a bush and 
He shies. He steadies to a walk. 
His once furry coat is now 
Satin smooth and speckled with sweat. 
He drips. The sun beats down 
and dries him. 
Peaceful once more he sleeps. 
All is quiet. 

Laura Brady, Remove H 

TRA VELS 

Oi am a tourist person, 
Oi am tha'sort o'man, 
Oi travel to New York 
And then to oV Japan, 
Choina, 'Ong Kong, 'Imalayas, 
Scotland, England, Oirland, 
And jolly 'illy Wales. 
But of all these lovely places 
Oi'd much prefer to be 
Back 'ome besoide the foirside 
Drinkin ' mugs o' tea! 

Rachel Wal ton , Fo rm III 
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COME LIVE WITH ME AND BE MY LOVE 

THE PROPOSAL 

Come live with me and be my love, 
I'll give to you the stars above: 
A chauffeur-driven Lamborghini, 
Discard that rusty, battered Mini. 

If you desire a big fur coat, 
I'll go outside and skin the goat. 
rB bring you flowers for'your hair 
To show you how I truly care, 

A seat at Wimbledon I'll save 
So over John Lloyd you can rave 
A huge white house and garden, too, 
Will be agift from me to you. 

Money and cheque books by the score 
To use in Harrods, your favourite store. 
If all these gifts your heart do move 
Come live with me and be my love. 

THE REFUSAL 

J do not want to be your love, 
What would I do with a star above? 
Keep your shiny Lamborghini 
I love my rusty, battered Mini. 

I do not want a big fur coat, 
So don't you dare go near that goat. 
I don't want'flowers in my hair 
Even if you truly care. 

A seat at Wimbledon, do save 
But it's over Connors I will rave 
That huge white house and garden, too, 
Can go fro m me righ t back to you. 

Money and cheque books don't sound bad, 
But be your wife? You must be mad! 
Your gifts do fail my heart to move: 
I never want to be your love. 

Carol Mansley and Jane Corrigan, UpperTV H 



THE OWL AND THE PUSSYCAT 

Louise Aubrey , Remove G 

Gillian Carruthers , Remove G 

28 



SHELLS 

After their feed the seagulls went to preen 
themselves upon the rocks 

Shells of various shapes and sizes lay on the beach. 
"Litter bugs!" shou ted the clouds as they sailed by, 

But the seagulls just smiled. 

The tide crept slowly up the now-deserted beach. 
Deserted, but for two children who cried out 

in dismay as the tide swept away the shells: 
"What a waste, and they were so pretty too!" . 
But the sea just kept moving. 

The shells sank slowly to the bottom 
where they were covered by yet more shells. 
A mermaid swimming by began to cry when 

she saw the shells: 
"How pretty they looked when they were lived in; 
they 're useless now." 
But the shells just kept on piling up. 

Years passed . . . 

The shells were covered up by layers of rock; now little remained of the 
once pink pearly shells. 
Rotten and hidden from everyone the shells began to change. 
Slowly they were broken down and began to change state and colour. 
While this was happening the years rolled on. 

Many years later the graveyard of shells was discovered. 
The men on land checked their machines; the gauges all read positive. 
The rocks were removed and into the air spurted a black liquid; oil! 
And the seagulls just smiled. 

Denise Buckley, Upper IV W 

Lino cuts by the Upper IV 
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ORTYGIA - SICILY 

The bright blue sea moves resonantly behind the sun-baked barrier; 
Devoid of all its power and force, 
It laps gently against the rocks. 
Still, it flows on to the very edge of the harbour wall 
And smacks playfully in the presence of the mid-summer sun. 
Behind the walls lies the richness of the city: the wealth of the dead, 
Tall buildings and stately Palaces, 
Their weatherbeaten bodies unprotected by the harsh rays of the sun; 
A celestial ball of cruelty, masked by an outer mantle of golden beauty. 
Even the peaceful courtyards and trickling fountains are scorched. 
And once brightly coloured mosaics peel and crumble; 
Small particles of dust rise into the humid air, drifting lazily, continually. . 

Helen K n e e b o n e , Lower V Y 

THE MEETING 

The Celtic chieftains sit around their fire, 
Illuminated by the shining moon, 
A lovely maiden gently strums her lyre 
And fills the air with soft and haunting tune. 
The night is clear, with chill winds in the air, 
A nightbird calls with distant eerie cry, 
A wolf, aroused, creeps outwards from his lair, 
And stalks the bird beneath the starry sky. 

The chieftains talk within their stony round, 
Their clay pipes send smoke rings into the night 
And all around them nature makes no sound, 
Until the nightbird starts and takes its flight. 
They plan and talk and each one has his say, 
Then leave as one, until another day. 

Jacque lyn Mart in , Lower V Y 
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MEMENTO MORI 

Do you ever wonder 
How they slip over the dividing line? 
How suddenly, when day is done 
For them, 
When winter has closed on them 
With a final frost, 
When we who remain remember, 
While they have no need to, 
When a second and they are here 
And a second and they have gone 
And you wish to follow 
Yet you fear it, lest some drop 
Of the freezing river 
Should flow from them to you. 

Do you ever wonder 
How they slip over the dividing line? 

Rosemary Green , Lower VI 

THE CHURCH 

The glassy river crawls through the sleeping city, 
Edging imperceptibly nearer to the sea. 
Driftwood, stained filthy-black, lolls at the water's edge, 
Rainbowed by oil. 

Weary tower-blocks strain to scrape the sky, 
Choked by a blanket of smoke and grime. 
In the early morning haze they fade into obscurity 
On the horizon. 

Smoky chimneys, littered streets, polluted river, 
This is the life of the city dweller. 
Allhe sees is the squalor,gloom, depression, 
Except for the church. 

Tall and proud in the grey light of dawn, 
Untouched by the blanket of smog, it stands alone; 
From its island pedestal it surveys the world, 
Radiating hope. 

Deborah J o n e s , Upper V H 
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WINTER 

The moorland spreads down to the canal, 
Feeling its way over outcrops of bare rock. 
Winter has come. 
The heather, brown, brittle, 
Sleeps through the harsh conditions that 
Freeze the canals, 
Bring smoke from the chimneys. 
Even boats lie still in the harbour 
Frozen in position, 
While the ice gnaws at the paintwork. 

The church is hardly visible, 
Obscured by the swirling mist 
That sweeps down the moors. 
Its windows have turned a mysterious blue; 
They appear jagged, derelict. 
The spire reaches out of the mist 
Pointing heavenward, 
But the door is barred, 
Its use forgotten. 

It is to be a hard winter. 
The village is isolated. 

, Families remain in their houses, 
And wait for the Spring. 

Karen Scholefield, Upper V F 

ON THE BEACH 

The blustering, burly wind swirled in sudden blasts 
Down the forlorn beach. 
A dark-purple jagged edge glinted 
Sharp and menacing at me, 
And I stumbled over the slippery, slimy seaweed 
To where a pile of ragged driftwood lay, 
Smoothed clean by the roaring sea. 
I saw many oval-shaped glittering stones, 
Glistening brightly with quartz. 
The fine-grained sand 
Lay still and unmoved, in raised lumps, 
Making rising and falling waves as the sea did. 

Wendy Evans, Remove H 
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THE WITCH 

Squatting on the scorching sand, semi-naked, we began the game. We ran, 
jumped, and landed on our knees ready. We always sat on the highest part 
of the beach where the sand was dry and golden and as smooth as salt. 
The immense open beach stretched for one and a half miles from one end 
to the other and behind us stood the clay cliffs, coated with coarse grass 
and topped with enormous sea-birds. In those early days the beach was 
unknown to tourists. Sometimes we met Welsh children there, but usually 
the beach was our own save for three or four distant groups. 

I began by rubbing my hands in the soft, dry sand, sifting the golden 
grains through my fingers. I was the witch, my sister Nina my assistant. 
I looked up. 

"Wet sand," I said and armed with a bucket I saw the little figure 
tearing down the beach to the wet sand, sending a shower of golden rain 
behind her. 

The wet sand was never too far away. 
In a few moments she would appear and 
empty the bucket into a pile beside me. 
Then 1 made a small hole, a shallow dip 
in the sand and added wet sand to the dry, 
gradually mixing and turning, over and 
over, round and round. 

"Water." 
I could hear the sand whistling under­

foot and turned to see the sea glinting and 
sparkling in the sun behind her. 

"And hurry up." 
The water was the most precious because it was hardest to get; it was 

the furthest away and could be easily spilt on the way back up the beach. 
I only ever used it in small quantities. If I was feeling kind I would even 
let Nina pour some in. 

"Seaweed," and she was off again on the long search. I would mix again, 
round and over, round and over. I never let the mixture get too wet. The 
thing I liked most of all was when the tide had been high during the night 
and the "middle sand" had been wet and dried quickly so that it had 
formed a sort of crunchy crust over the surface. This would be squeezed 
in the fist and I could feel it crumbling and trickling out over the palms of 
my hands. 

Sometimes I would make spells, but they were not important. I played 
for the mixing. Even then I did not understand why Nina played with me. 
She never had a turn at being the witch. 

Katherine Kerr, Lower V Y 

Drawing by Helen Kneebone, Lower V Y 

33 



THE POPPY PEOPLE 

At one time in my life I used to play "Poppy People". Every summer 
I waited anxiously for the poppies to flower, watching their progress with 
childlike anticipation. When at last the first one bloomed I searched for 
the furry sepals, which I knew must be somewhere in the mass of tangled 
p o p p y 4 e a v e s . These I saved until a few days later, when I thought it safe 
to "help" the petals, which were bright red orange in colour with small 
patches of black pigment, from their stalk. These I also saved. Then 1 
broke one stem about one and a half inches from the heavy seed head 
and used the milky juice which appeared to paint faces on the remaining 
heads. By the next day this substance had dried to become brown and 
translucent. 

Following the manufacture of the basic poppy people I began to make 
a residence for them. Invariably I called this the royal palace, where the 
King and Queen would later live. For the first year or two the palace was 
made of twigs leaning together in the shape of a one-man tent, covered 
with horse-chestnut leaves and then grass-clippings. Later it progressed to 
a small maze of grass clippings with bedrooms, a dining room, the royal 
throne room, a kitchen and a storeroom, in which I kept berries for the 
kitchen slaves to transform into delicious meals for the King and Queen. 
The slaves were, of course, allowed to eat any left-overs. 

I clothed my poppy people in foxglove flowers, which fitted very well, 
and I also used rose petals and the orange-red poppy petals which I had 
previously put aside. Hats were made from the furry sepals and other, 
much smaller, flower heads. Unfortunately, these garments were damaged 
very easily and had to be frequently changed. I did not allow slaves to 
wear undamaged clothes, and because of this they had to wear their rulers' 
cast-offs. 

Occasionally, to liven up the game, a slave would commit a crime, for 
which the penalty was death. This could be carried out in one of three 
ways; the slave's head could be bashed open with a stone, or cut open at 
the top and the seeds gouged out and eaten as "brain cake", or the slave 
would be merely buried alive. When the second method was used I kept 
the empty head and made it into a storage pot for mashed-up apple or 
someoUy white berries, with which I used to oil the poppy people. 

Eventually, after a few weeks, I would get tired of the game and bury 
the remaining slaves in a mass grave, and the King and Queen separately. 
Doing this gave me strange sadistic pleasure. 

Jennifer Wess, Lower V Y 

Drawing by Jane Leedham. Lower IVB 
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NIGHTMARE 

35 

The bright moonl ight made the sea look 
silver; the waves ran up the beach bu t there 
was no sound. The beach was totally deser­
ted apart from Georgia , my sister Laura, 
a dog and me. The sand was firm and d a m p 
benea th my bare feet . We were walking 
along the water 's edge , but the water was 
n o t wet . 

We were digging in the sand which kept 
slipping through our fingers. It was like 
brown sugar, very gritty. Laura j u m p e d 
i n t o the hole and disappeared. Al though 
we were still on ly taking sand from the 
surface, a large b lack hole was forming. 
I t was very deep and Georgia too disap­
peared . I was n o t frightened. I just had to 
con t inue digging. The hole was very large 
n o w ; the sand tha t was slipping back made 
n o noise. 

When I reached the bot tom of the hole 
it was not dark. Light was coming from above, b u t there was no lamp or 
hole in the roof wh ich was solid, b lack , s m o o t h rock as were the walls of 
the circular room I was in. In front of me was a massive square doorway 
leading into b lackness . Framing it was a sor t of mant lep iece , on t o p of 
which were h u n d r e d s of stone scorpions. Above it was a clock showing it 
was live to midn igh t . All the way around the walls passages led off bu t 
each of them turned a corner so tha t I could n o t see around i t . 

I saw myself s tanding in the middle of the room. The outside part of 
me went along the passage and saw around the corner . A stone man was 
pressed against the wal l . I knew he was wait ing and would catch me but 
I could not warn myself. 

The clock above the mantlepiece s t ruck midnight and the scorpions 
came alive. They crawled down o n t o the floor and were jo ined by others 
coming through the door . There was silence except for the sound of their 
claws on the s t o n e . I backed against the wall only t o find there was a 
passage there. T h e s tone man moved slightly, pressed himself against the 
wall . I reached the corner and immediately there was no light and silence. 
There was no feeling. Except of s tone . 

Caroline Brady, Upper IV W 
Drawing by Carol Marley, Lower V Y 

CAROLINE'S REFUSAL 

I was curled up in the armchair by the fire, eat ing ho t , bu t t e red c rumpets , 
when Rudolph burs t i n t o the room. 

"Hel lo , Caro l ine , " he said, eyeing m y c rumpe t s . 
" H i , R u d o l p h ! " I replied, with m y hear t sinking into m y slippers as 

I peered over m y "Paris Match" and hurr iedly swallowed a mouthful of 
c rumpe t . 

" Y o u r m o t h e r said I'd find you in h e r e , " he said, his gaze still fixed on 



m y c rumpe t s like an undernour i shed dog's . 
"Did s h e ? " 
I privately cursed M u m . 
" Y e s . " 
"Would you like a c r u m p e t ? " I said, unable to ignore his persistent 

glare at the c rumpe t s any longer. 
" H o w k i n d , " he said, t ry ing no t t o sound too pleased. I handed h im a 

plate and offered him c r u m p e t s . By n o w he had sat down on the se t tee . 
' T h a n k y o u , 111 take t w o , " he said, doingjus t tha t . I ,consider ing myself 

modera te ly intelligent, had learnt subtly t o suck the bu t te r o u t of ho t 
c rumpets , thus avoiding the embarrassing stream of bu t te r running down 
my chin . 

Rudo lph had n o t . 
He sat the re , trying to look calmly at ease. This was difficult for him as 

the effect was rather spoiled by the size of his feet. He t o o k size eleven 
shoes, his hands were covered in royal blue ink, his unruly m o p of wiry , 
mousy b rown hair made h i m look rather weird and his scarlet, we t , full 
lips comple ted the unappeal ing p ic tu re . 

He took a huge bite f rom his c rumpe t . But ter oozed ou t over his dog­
too th check , purple and green t rousers . 

"Ooh-aagh ! " he sp lu t te red , eyes bulging as he tried t o catch the s t reams 
of bu t t e r before they reached the se t t ee , wipe his m o u t h with his handker ­
chief and p u t his c rumpe t d o w n w i t h o u t squeezing any more bu t te r ou t , 
all at once . 

"Have a t i ssue ," I suggested, offering him a box of Kleenex. 
He t o o k one and scrubbed at his t rousers , making a nasty, sticky mess . 

1 refrained from offering t o h e l p , as the poor boy was beetroot-faced with 
embar rassment already. 

After his t umul tuous t ime of eating crumpets Rudo lph suddenly 
lurched towards m e . He leant across the coffee table, looking exact ly like 
an Irish wo l fhound , staring a t me wi th mournful eyes. 

"Caro l ine , would you — I m e a n , er , would you honour me — no — er — 
could you — I - u m , well wi l lyoumarrymeplease l th inkwecouldhaveagrea t 
fu tu re toge the r?" 

I could n o t s top myself — I burst o u t laughing. 
" D o n ' t make a decision n o w , Carol ine. This is a big step y o u V e got to 

make . Th ink abou t i t . " 
" I ' m sorry Rudo lph , b u t I d o n ' t really think it would work . You ' re just 

not m y type of m a n . N o , R u d o l p h . " 
"B-b-b-but " he b labbered , his lips becoming damp and his b row 

sweating. 
" N o , R u d o l p h ! " 
A tear rolled down his c h e e k . 
" U - l d-d-do r-r-really " 
" N O ! " 
He tr ied t o make a dignified exit bu t tr ipped over the rug, looking the 

perfect c lown . 
When he had comple ted his disaster-ridden journey to the door I collapsed 

into giggles. Can y o u imagine — 
Caroline Fi tzherber t -Pi lk ington-Jones! 

Caroline Griffi ths, Lower V S 
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I 

MY EXPERIENCES AS A BABYSITTER 

My first experience as a babysi t ter taught me many things about young 
boys and their behaviour. I arrived at the Sudlows ' house at about eight 
o'clock expecting a qu ie t , unsociable evening relaxed in front of the 
television. I had been assigned the task of looking after three small boys 
w h o , I was assured, would give me no trouble at all. 

After watching the Sa tu rday Western, drinking a mug of cocoa and 
dribbling chocolate all d o w n their chins, pyjamas and dressing gowns 
I hurried my three protege's u p to their bedrooms and saw them safely in 
their beds. I returned to w a t c h my favourite serial "Rich Man, Poor M a n " 
and sett led down comfor tab ly in front of a blazing fire with a box of 
chocolates by my side. The pat ter ing and creaking of f loorboards increased 
as the minutes ticked by, and I decided to ignore the " m i c e " upstairs . The 
wind began to howl and the rain drove against the window panes. 

Suddenly I heard a heavy bang on the window, followed by a series of 
lighter bangs. 1 decided t o investigate. I peered round the curtain and to 
my hor ror saw a pair o f pyjama-clad legs rapidly climbing down a thick 
rope. With a sinking hear t I resolved to go outside into the pour ing rain 
and bring the boys back inside before they caught pneumonia ! Ano the r 
pair of pyjama-ciad legs slid down the rope and a str ident voice shou ted : 

"Ca tch hup viv de Engleesh mehn den and bring dem to m e . " 
Surely they were no t playing Colditz! Five minutes later three dr ipping, 

red-cheeked Nazis were s tanding in front of the fire drinking more cocoa , 
dribbling more chocolate down their clothes and being severely repri­
manded by me . Again they were sent to bed. Silence reigned for another 
hour , and then again came the pattering of feet accompanied by various 
c o m m e n t s , only this t ime from the ki tchen. 

"Be quie t , Robbie , or tha t girl will tell you off!" 
As soon as I moved towards the k i tchen , the crying and shout ing 

s t o p p e d , as the boys ran upstairs . 1 opened the first bedroom door and, as 
I was walking across to see if the lump under the sheets really was some­
one asleep, the door s l ammed behind me and the key turned in the lock. 
A chorus of laughter arose from the other side of the door as I swore at 
the three boys. On examin ing the lump I found three pillows hastily 
shoved under the shee ts . Eventually. I was released from m y "cel l" , and 
I felt qui te ashamed tha t 1 had been reading Enid Blyton 's book "Five go 
on a Hike Together". I told myself that there was nothing else I could 

\ have done ! I stood on the landing, staring stony-faced at the three boys 
w h o were sitting at m y feet on the floor. Finally I said, "Does anyone 
wan t to play a game of l u d o ? " 

I told myself that it was n o t surprising 1 was • very popular babysi t ter — 
but when I was asked to babysit two weeks later I replied that I had 
previously been invited t o a party! Next time 1 would have t o bring a 
survival kit! 

Kate Fntwisle , Lower V S 
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THE JUNGLE 

Lightning quick, a par ro t flashed across the 
reddened sky like an angry, green firework. 
Its yel low eyes m a t c h e d the vigorous colour 
of the golden sun and they flashed as the 
par ro t soared over the hor izon . The t rees , 
were glistening, a lmos t wet ; vines and plants 
crawled,gnar led and twisted like huge , furry 
caterpi l lars , in and o u t of the vegetat ion. 
In the distance the h u m m i n g of the cr ickets 
could be heard chorusing in the magnifi­
cence of the u n d e r g r o w t h . A large knife 
cu t the everlasting greenery, making a pa th 
tha t we could only h o p e led to our pr ize . 

A li t t le way in front of m e , Mr. 
S h o r t h o u s e , head of our exped i t ion , 
t r amped fussily and noisily, occasionally 
thrus t ing his hand into his p o c k e t t o 
c lutch his handkerch ie f with which he 
would messily m o p his b r o w , wet wi th perspi ra t ion . In front and behind 
were nat ives , carrying our heavy khaki packages and supplies. The train of 
archaeological explorers crept on th rough the luxur iant jungle , occasionally 
s topping bu t always carrying on again. 

Sudden ly a snake d ropped from a woolly branch above, its little glassy 
eyes s tar ing in to m i n e , knowing tha t wi th its venom it could immediately 
kill m e ; it s l i thered closer and closer, its perfect glossy body almost 
encircl ing m e . I only wished tha t the ground could have swallowed me 
up b u t I s tood still as a stone s t a tue , waiting and hoping tha t dea th was 
further away than this . A dagger landed neat ly and precisely in the middle 
of the forehead and its wicked glare remained in its cruel eyes , wri t ten in 
immor t a l i t y . An e b o n y black native walked steadily up t o the snake, 
pulled the dagger o u t and severed the head . 

Rachael Garner , Lower IV A 

Scraper-board by Janet Stocks, Lower V Y 

FASCINATION 

Pres ton Guild happens once every twenty years and the last time it was o n , 
in 1972 , we travelled up to see it . On the playing fields near to Grandad ' s 
house there was a fair with various side shows, one of which boasted an 
exhib i t ion of various strange animals , for example the largest rabbit in the 
wor ld . S o m e h o w I imagined huge rabbi ts and sheep with two heads , alive 
and moving in the small tent and, a l though I am n o t the type to laugh at 
o t h e r s ' mis for tunes , these ideas fascinated m e . So I went in. T o other 
people I suppose it was an ant i-cl imax, and it was true the rabbit was only 
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a pot-bell ied, fluffed-up version of one of the larger breeds, b u t there was 
a goat with twisted ho rns and another wi th three legs and, even though 
the mos t deformed animals were not alive b u t were carefully pickled and 
preserved in jars , I was still amazed. The Siamese sheep were particularly 
fascinating to someone of my age. They were pale and ghost-like wi th 
b lank, bulbous eyelids, suspended in t ransparent l iquid. There were other 
animals too with no t qui te such obvious deformit ies . 

Thinking about these animals today, I feel t r emendous p i ty for the 
deformed goats , whose lives are spent in being stared at , and the sheep 
w h o were pickled in j a r s , bu t , at the same t ime , I had never seen anything 
like the animals before , and even though I felt repulsion looking at t h e m , 
the dead and the living, I could not help feeling a slight childish fascination 
as to h o w and why na tu re had created those animals in such a way . 

Helen Sumner , Upper V H 

A SPRING AFTERNOON 

The waves broke against m y foot, sending a t iny founta in of spray in to m y 
face. I blinked m y eyes and a t tempted to wipe away the water with the 
back of m y hand . G r a n t e d , I did finish up wet ter than when I had s ta r ted , 
as m y hand had been considerably nearer the source of annoyance , b u t 
you do no t think of things like that when you are so totally absorbed in 
such a charming little plover. 

It was probably a grey plover, I had decided, and it had been feeding 
nervously for some t ime , darting me shor t sideways glances as it a te . 
It had a shellfish o f some description; maybe one tha t had been cracked 
open and dropped b y the oystercatcher tha t I had s tar t led. 

T h a t movement seemed to be the last straw for the dapper little b i rd , 
and gulping down the remains of the crus tacean, it headed in a distinctly 
anti-social d i rect ion, as far as I was concerned . 

Mentally shrugging my shoulders and reflecting on the unfriendly 
a t t i tude of some b i rds , I turned m y a t ten t ion t o something that at least 
could not fly away . There was a tuft of thrift clinging to the rock face 
and defiantly waving its blossoms. A few feet above it f lourished, well let 
us say grew, several smaller clumps of the p lant . 

Having inspected them to m y satisfaction, I began to wind m y way 
upwards , carefully avoiding the flowers, and s tretching cramped muscles. 
I reached the t o p of the slope and rolled over, lying at full s tretch on 
the tangled cushion of undergrowth, savouring the sea air and the sun. 
An osprey could have been perched six feet away , bu t I wou ld no t have 
cared. Bird watching is all right up t o a p o i n t , b u t 

There was a d e e p , soft darkness enveloping m e . I would n o t have 
no t iced an army of ospreys ; well, no t unless t hey were very noisy . 

Alex Hedley , Remove G 
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REFLECTIONS 

The pond was a story and picture to me, communicating in a clear manner 
, the clouds which, like large white butterflies, floated across the sky as if 
pulled by an invisible thread from the heavens above. The tall poplar trees, 
whose branches waved joyfully to me, were disjointed from the trunk, 
bearing a similarity to the limbs of a spastic child who has no control over 
them. They swooped to the depths of the pond only to soar to the surface 
almost immediately, where they began to wave again. A large flock of 
starlings looked in their inversion like huge water-boatmen, who flitted 
their way to the opposite bank where they merged with the majestic arms 
of an ancient oak. Swans glided gracefully across the mirror-like surface, 
their image even more ghostly than their true shape, their necks curving in 
a perfect parabola as they bent that delicate strand of pure white into the 
water for a second. As they floated closer to me, their haughty stare 
hypnotised me from out of the gloom, their hard merciless eyes meeting 
mine openly. 

Swiftly 1 looked away and the spell was broken. Everything was real; 
the clouds, the poplars, the oak and the pond, hiding its own secrets inside 
its being with many more yet to be revealed to the inquiring mind. 

Rosalin Andrew, Lower IV B 

LOST IN THE CAVE 

I flashed my torch around the cave. All I could see was grey limestone, 
hollowed out perfectly smoothly by the vast forces of nature. Down 
beneath the living earth all was dead and silent as a grave. I strained my 
ears to catch a sound that would break the monotonous silence. Soon my 
ears .picked up a sound, not the welcome sound of a would-be rescuer but 
a sound which nearly drove me mad — the endless dripping of water. 

Suddenly I was relieved by the knowledge that where the water went 
would probably be eventually a good exit for me also. I was later to find 
this true. 

I stumbled on towards my objective and, after one or two false trails, 
I turned a comer in the passage and was rewarded with a sight I shall never 
forget. 

On the ceiling were countless millions of stalactites, some so thin and 
slender as would lead you to believe that they could never have been 
created by dripping water. Others where they began were very fat but 
tapered down to.a seemingly sharp point, yet others were twisted into a 
corkscrew shape, possibly by a draught, I thought hopefully. On the 
ground there were a few very stumpy stalagmites but most of the floor 
appeared covered in a lava-like substance. I deliberately kept out of the 
way of the stalagmites but one I broke and put in my pocket as a keep­
sake. I was absolutely stunned by the magnificent but remote, and barren 
beauty on which I was shining my torch. I shone my torch down and 
gasped to see a silent, slow-running river almost two feet in front of me. 
I followed it down, to sunshine and freedom 

Elizabeth Shanklin, Lower IV B 
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A Century of Recollection 

The contributor, or source, of each major item is given above it, 
together with the date to which it refers. Relevant maiden names, if 
known, are m parentheses. The contributors to the final section are Ena 
Evans, Peveril (Jerome) Causebrook, Mona C. Kelly, Pauline Beacham, 
Janine Flamank, Susan (Airey) Robson, Margaret (Welsby) Browne and 
Silvia (Quinn) Elsey; the dates do not seem important. 

Some of the longer memories have appeared previously in "Have 
Mynde", in 1928 or 1952. Most of the items referring to Miss MacLean's 
term of office have been taken from a compilation presented to her on her 
retirement; we are grateful for her permission to reproduce them here. 
We should like to express our thanks to alt contributors, but especially to 
those who have offered new material for this occasion. We hope that they 
will forgive the inevitable, and sometimes drastic, condensation of what 
they wrote. 
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Early Days, and some Progress 

Mrs. Cooper, formerly Miss Holdich (1878) 

T h e loveliest spring day dawned upon Chester on May l s t , 1878 . It 
was a nervous morn ing for the Headmistress, bu t she had been trained in a 
severe school by a c o m p e t e n t mistress to whom she owed much of her 
subsequen t success. She sorted the girls out into three classes, and was 
much impressed by t h e docility of Chester girls compared wi th London 
girls. 

Miss Smallpeice (1880) 
I wen t t o 100, Watergate Flags in September , 1880 . There were t w o 

resident mistresses and one w h o lived at h o m e . Many of the girls came very 
badly p repared and parents wou ld suggest a year to make a twelve-year-old 
w h o knew noth ing and was most careless "qui te clever and finished." 
1 found slates much in use and the grating sound was a great trial to my 
nerves; a squeak was t o r m e n t , so before long they were given u p . Classes 
often s t ood in a half circle before the teacher. In our tentat ive years the 
s tandard o f instruct ion was no t very advanced, but we gradually added 
more subjects to the curr iculum and soon made considerable progress. 

Katharine Day (1886) 
When I first went to the Queen ' s School 1 was pu t in the 2nd class, 

i.e., the class next the t o p . I think there were about twelve in the class, 
and we had our desks in a little group in the right-hand corner of the Hall, 
facing the front door . Our form-mistress sat at her table in front of us. 
On the oppos i t e side of the Hall was the first class faced by the Head­
mistress 's desk. 

Behind us were g rouped the o ther classes, the little ones being, I 
th ink , by the big w i n d o w . Some of the classes went ou t for lessons in one 
of the three classrooms. Of necessity two or three classes were always 
having lessons at the same t ime in the Hall; but there never seemed to be 
any noise. 

The re were no ' sub jec t -mis t resses" properly so called, b u t we were 
taught by highly educa ted women w h o had a marvellous gift for impart ing 
knowledge . Some of their lessons will never fade from m y mind . For some 
time Lat in and Science were taught by visiting masters . Those of us who 
learnt Physics used to go and view exper iments carried o u t in the labora­
tory of Arno ld House . 

Mrs. Sandford's journal (1887) 

On taking charge of the School Mrs. Sandford proceeded to arrange 
the pupi ls in F o r m s on the usual plan adopted in High Schools . 
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Nellie Day (i890) 

We learnt a great deal of our work by hear t , and bad lots of homework ; 
I usually worked all day on Saturday. There was no af ternoon school; 
girls w h o did not have t o catch trains were allowed to do their preparat ion 
at School . 

Mrs. Sandford's journal (1890) 

This year we tried the experiment of no t taking Race Week into 
considerat ion in making our arrangments. I c a n n o t say tha t it answered 
very well . I think we mus t make up our minds always to let our Summer 
begin on the Monday after Race Week, and be con ten t wi th a short term. 

Gladys Williamson (1892) 

My mother died when I was twelve, and m y father (who was a bank 
manager in Crewe) sent m y sister and myself to the Queen ' s School . 
We boarded with' the Harrises in Raymond Street , and a Fraulein lived 
there also. I remember tha t I was supposed to drink a glass of sherry 
before going to school , for m y health, bu t I ha ted it and threw it away. 

I was very happy at the Queen's S c h o o l — a n d Mrs. Sandford was a 
marvellous headmistress. I remember clearly though an occasion when she 
overbalanced while tak ing prayers and fell amongst the p u p i l s — m u c h to 
our amusement! 

One day when I should have been at school Gertie Martin and 1 
went up the river w i th some boys. Our great fear was that Mrs. Sandford 
w o u l d find ou t . We were found ou t and got a good ticking off—rfrom 
Miss Glascodine. 

Mrs. Fraser Davies (1895) 
The prolonged school-life was very well wor th whi le . First of all it 

was a t ime of conscious happiness, secondly, b u t no t secondarily, it gave 
one a taste of the gracious joy of responsibility towards those younger 
than oneself. 

Voyage d'Agrement a travers I'Angleterre Sportive 1896 par Desire Sehe 

Sous 1'habile d i rec t ion d 'une femme super ieure , Mistress Sandford, les 
j e u n e s fdles sont elevees dans une l iberte relative; les maitresses sont les 
amies des eleves. C 'es t a une vraie fete scolaire que nous avons assiste. 

Des deux heures , la grande salle est garnie de nombreux specta teurs , 
car l ' e t ab l i s semen t n 'est nullement ferme aux personnes du dehors . 
Le programme de la seance est a la fois gymnast ique et musical. D ' abord 
I 'audit ion de la M u e t t e , de Beethoven, puis , le Musical-Drill et le Musical-
Drill and Balls. Apres , et sous la direct ion d 'une charmante demoisel le , 
les tradit ionnelles part ies de lawn-tennis et de cricket, sans lesquelles, 
dans le monde anglais, aucune fete ne peut etre terminee . 

Have Mynde (1897) 

The subjects t augh t in the Upper F o r m s are tested in ro ta t ion at a 
wr i t ten Examina t ion , held in July. Thus , in 1 8 9 6 , our " B o a r d " subjects were 
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French , Ar i thmet ic , Algebra, Botany and English History. In the present 
year we are to take F r e n c h , La t in , Ar i thmet ic , Euclid, Geography and 
English Li tera ture . 

Later in the year , mos t usually in December , a viva voce Examiner visits 
the School , and goes through the who le building, spending some time with 
each form. He is supplied beforehand wi th the general Plan of Inst ruct ion 
for the past twelve m o n t h s , and we do no t know what subjects he will 
select for quest ioning u p o n . Af terwards , he no t only reports upon the 
general state of each F o r m , b u t u p o n the condi t ion, tone and discipline 
of the ent ire school taken as a who le . 

Dorothy (Holland) Du,tton (1900) 

Thinking back at n inety-one years old , it is the homely kindness received 
there tha t I r e m e m b e r — M r s . Sandford having each child, one by o n e , t o 
say goodbye to at the end of each t e r m — t h e kindly interest taken by the 
staff in the p u p i l s — t w o staff kep t in t ouch with me all their lives. 

The Chronicle (1904) 
Few secondary schools in Chester are able t o draw upon such a class of 

s tuden ts , and the Queen ' s School certainly possesses a number of clever 
and enthusiast ic young ladies. . . . 

The Chester Courant (Miss Clay's prize distribution address, 1906) 

T h e real difficulty for those in responsible positions came from the 
conflict of ideals. A b o u t twen ty years ago they were reminded tha t children 
were social beings, and urged to cult ivate the social life of their schools. 
Then a little later they were led t o suppose that educat ion could only be 
sound if they devoted t ime to weighing and measuring every conceivable 
object . They were hardly well l aunched on this experimental career, when 
they were bidden remember the neglected eye and hand , and make horrible 
cardboard trays t r immed with h ideous paper . N e x t came modern languages, 
taught orally, and the last word had no t been said on this subject. A t last 
she t h o u g h t the t ime had come for her own ideal, to teach the children 
t o use their own language, and to wish t o k n o w more of our splendid 
l i te ra ture . (Applause.) 

Sybil Trubshaw (1920) 

My most outs tanding m e m o r y of m y first day is the kind friendliness 
of Diana Beck, then Head Girl , and later a bril l iant brain surgeon, the first 
w o m a n such in the count ry . Recognising m y sisters and I as recent new 
neighbours at h o m e , she spent " r e c r e a t i o n " looking after us . 

The school then numbered a b o u t t w o hundred , I th ink , from the 
" K i n d e r g a r t e n " up to the Sixth F o r m , all in the much smaller main 
building. Twen ty or so boarders lived in the Boarding House, part of the 
building on the Bedward R o w side. My form, at its largest probably no t 
more than twenty-five girls, had dwindled t o about fourteen in the Upper 
Fifth in the School Certif icate year , abou t eight stayed to take the Higher 
Certif icate the next year, and only t w o of us remained in the Upper Sixth , 
aiming at University en t rance . 

44 



Lessons were from 9 a.m. to 1 p .m. , and only Singing and Sewing 
Lessons, an<3 Games were in the af te rnoon. At recreat ion buns and milk 
could be bought for Vid. each. 

During my t ime at School, the Houses , N o r t h , S o u t h , East and West, 
were replaced by Hastings, Thompson , Sandford and W e s t m i n s t e r — a n d 
school blazers were an exciting innovation. 

Molly Young (1924) 

The teaching was thorough and formal; script was required of the 
jun iors instead o f cursive handwrit ing. Phonet ics were taught in French 
lessons. Ari thmetical problems were set down in a very logical fashion, the 
first line beginning wi th "If", the second with " T h e n " and the third wi th 
"There fore" or pe rhaps it was 

N o . talking was allowed even during drawing and painting lessons, 
which were held in t h e hall. An order mark was given to any girl w h o 
failed to bring any i t em of her equ ipment , which was required t o be fixed 
by elastic bands t o a sheet of cardboard inside a regulation bag. Royal 
Drawing Society exams , were taken and perspective was studied very 
seriously. 

Stars were awarded for excellent work and order marks for misbehaviour 
or forgetfulness. In general we were expected t o behave almost like Miss 
Brodie 's Creme de la creme. There was always a mistress on d u t y at the 
exit t o the c loakroom to ensure that all the girls were silent and t idy and 
pu t on their gloves before leaving. However we occasionally had fun. Using 
rulers for sticks and a ball of screwed-up paper , we played hockey be tween 
columns of desks whi le a certain mistress w r o t e on the board . 

Draft of suggested school rules (1950) 

In class, girls should not stand to answer a quest ion, bu t if a mistress 
goes to speak to a girl individually, the girl should s tand. 

Mistresses should note that somet imes there grows up among the girls 
an unwarrantable t heo ry that talking is allowed in lessons no t given under 
the usual c o n d i t i o n s — D r i l l , Drawing, Sewing, Science. . . . 

Mary Brown 
I a t tended the Queen ' s School from 1944 to 1951 and in the ensuing 

twenty-six years I have often though t abou t secondary education--—and 
decided that there is no one ideal mode l , bu t that the vital c o m p o n e n t 
is "qual i ty" , and that the Queen 's School educat ion offered me in full 
measure. The Q u e e n ' s School demanded rigour, style and zest in whatever 
one chose .to d o , and this great example remains , evoking admira t ion for 
the splendid w o m e n w h o presented it . 

Susan (Airey) Robson (1964) 

Watching, even wi thou t realising it at first, the rising s tandards year by 
year of academic achievement and the increasing number of university 
places obta ined. Tak ing more of a pride in this as t ime went o n , unti l it 
was your turn and it was the last t ime you wou ld sing " G o d be in my 
head. . . . " at t h e final assembly of the year . 
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Juniors and Newcomers 

Diana (Bridges) Leitch (1954) 

My earliest recollect ions of the Queen ' s School are of the different 
type of educat ion pract ised at Nedham House . It was revolut ionary in 
compar i son with tha t of o t h e r jun ior schools in the early 1950 ' s . Nearly 
t w e n t y years later R u t h Car ter and I shared a flat in Edinburgh while she 
was do ing a pr imary teacher training course a t M o r a y House . I was surprised 
t o learn from her that this centre of educat ional advancement preached 
a drast ic new way of teaching to its s tudents . Their novel m e t h o d s were 
simply those by which we had been taught . 

Ann (Evans) Goedecke (1956) 

My first memory is of bui lding an African H u t at the b o t t o m of the 
garden in Nedham House . I found it wonderful t o be out in the sunshine 
bui lding a real life-size hu t , instead of sitting in a classroom reading abou t 
Africans or building a clay m o d e l . I felt very p roud the morn ing I brought 
a large bund le of b a m b o o branches to make the roof. In fact we did no t 
use t h e m because Fa the r Trevor Huddles tone came and showed us how the 
Africans really tha tched their roofs . I was really thrilled when he let me do 
some tha tch ing , and saw myself vividly in the African jungle! 

Olwen Cooke (1959) 
T h e African m u d hu t , bu i l t before I arrived, fell in to disrepair owing to 

the inc lement winter wea the r , and it had to be pulled down because of a 
shortage of native skills a m o n g ou r communi ty . 

Caroline Armstrong (1971) 

Dur ing the winter of 1970—71 the Government decided no t to pu t the 
clock back , and so during D e c e m b e r and Janua ry we were going to school 
in the darkness and somet imes it was half past nine before it was light 
enough t o do wi thou t artificial light. 

O n e morn ing we arrived at Nedham House at the usual t ime and were 
very surprised to find the who le place in comple te darkness . A t the foot of 
the c l o a k r o o m stairs was a small candle which gave off a dim light. We all 
felt very exci ted and ra ther giggly. We wondered wha t could have happened ; 
then w e remembered tha t t h e electricity workers were on strike and 
Chester was in the middle of a power cu t . 

Upsta i rs we could hear recorders being played; they sounded very 
remote" and seemed to echo t h r o u g h o u t the building, breaking the silent 
darkness . We went up to the classroom to find the recorder players 
sitting in a circle round a small candle . It was all so strange and rather 
e x c i t i n g — I d o n ' t th ink I shall ever forget it . 
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Elizabeth (Famiton) Miller (1957) 

We began to speculate on life at the "b ig" school. At Nedham House we 
had to undergo a "hand inspect ion" before going in to dinner, and it was 
rumoured tha t , in the Senior School, not only hands were inspected, but 
knees , faces and even tee th . 1 discovered that this was no t so. . . . 

Philippa (Davies) Brandon (1955) 

. I still remember very clearly my first day. T o start w i th , there was the 
exc i tement of wearing a proper school uniform, having to come to school 
on the bus and having school dinner. All these were completely new to m e , 
having previously been educated at the local primary school. 

We went to our form rooms. Again, having a form room instead of a 
classroom was a new experience. We even had to go upstairs to our form 
r o o m . The desks were rather old and splintery. T o my great joy , for this 
was wha t I had been wai t ing for, there was no t a single boy in the room. 

Pauline Beacham (1965) 
I joined the school as a Lower F o u r t h , and soon discovered my fears of 

no t fitting in were qui te unfounded because the Queen 's School is a place 
which cares about p e o p l e . The fact tha t Miss Edwards seemed to know the 
name of every child never failed to impress m e . The Headmistress of the 
school was, at first, a figure of awe dwelling in that shadowy corr idor 
where the power wheels turned. It is a m o m e n t of history in anyone ' s life 
when a figure of awe becomes a friend; and I am thankful for my m o m e n t 
o f h is tory . 

Stella Pope (1950) 

Having taught in a modern building for the previous eight years, 1 was 
aware , on my first day, of an atmosphere of ant iqui ty in the b u i l d i n g — a n 
awareness that m a n y generations of girls had worked and played there . 
Bu t stronger than this was the impression of kindness and courtesy 1 felt 
e v e r y w h e r e — t h e head girl, Muriel Price, coming to arrange her Lat in 
lessons, first made a little speech of we lcome , and, whenever 1 looked lost, 
girls offered to take me to wherever m y next lesson was to be . 

But on the occasion of my first after-dinner supervision it was raining. 
So we all had t o go in to the Hall, and some qf the girls asked m e , very 
nicely, if they could play "Horses". Not knowing what this meant , 1 gave 
permission. Immedia te ly the throng of nice girls became a whirling, 
shrieking mass; half o f them leapt on t o the backs of the other half, and 
anyone no t finding a " h o r s e " was " o u t " . Feeling that this was something 
for which permission ought not to have been granted, 1 feared every 
m o m e n t that someone would be killed. Later I told Miss Morris, then 
depu ty head, all abou t it . She reassured me and said-that " H o r s e s " had 
been played for decades , and there had been no casualties so far. But I 
never enjoyed watch ing it . 
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Of Boarders and Food 

Mary (Williams) Simmons (1936) 

When I entered the Q u e e n ' s School as a new boarder I was eleven 
years old , but rather small. Imagine m y disgust on being told by Miss 
Morr is tha t my bedt ime w o u l d be 6.30 p m . until I had grown! This 
indigni ty condemned me to a biscuits-and-milk supper at 6.30, and then 
to bed . (Eventually, by successive half-hour promot ions , one achieved 
senior supper at 8.00 p.m.) 

T h e day began at 7 .30 a.m., when the clanging of the rising bell sent 
o n e girl from each do rmi to ry to the But ler ' s Pantry to fdl a large enamel 
can wi th very ho t water for our wash . When dressed we went down for 
breakfast , followed by an inspect ion of our state of cleanliness and tidiness. 
T h e n w e could play unti l t h e main school opened . 

A t the end of the school day w e re tu rned to the boarding house , and 
those of us w h o had not p layed games tha t afternoon went ou t on the 
school walk. The favourite rou tes were along the canal banks to watch the 
locks , t o the dingle near Grosvenor Bridge, and around the Walls. O n a 
T u e s d a y afternoon the walk always took us to the Grosvenor Hotel 
Bal l room, to collect any boarders w h o had been a t tending Miss H a m m o n d ' s ' 
danc ing classes. 

A t tea we all had t o eat a half slice of b rown bread wi thou t j a m , 
before being allowed j a m and white b r e a d — o r bir thday cake , should 
there be one. Homework was done in the s tudy with a member of staff on 
d u t y ; I recall Miss Dickie working o u t all the menus and Miss Morris , 
Miss Foulkes and Miss Rober t s -Brown preparing lessons and marking 
b o o k s . 

F o r the senior girls the dressing bell rang at 7.30 and we were expec ted 
t o change from our un i forms to everyday c l o t h e s — i n which there was 
a lways an element of c o m p e t i t i o n . T h e n another bell summoned us to the 
staff sitting room for prayers . The boarding house supper was usually the 
best meal of the day, for the privileged few partaking of it, and the a tmos­
phe re was much more relaxed. " P r e p . " after supper was unsupervised. 

When all were in bed, the windows open and the lights ou t , silence 
was the rule. But there was one worse cr ime than talking after lights 
o u t — t o leave the bath d i r ty and the b a t h r o o m unt idy. One would be 
hauled ou t of bed and back downsta i r s t o deal with it proper ly . 

I have never regret ted the discipline of this t ime, and think that in 
la ter life it was of value; t o this day I am unable to spend more than 
t w e n t y minutes in the b a t h r o o m ! 

Nancy (Williams) Cubley (1938) 

H o w we looked forward to Miss Roberts-Brown on d u t y — a s she 
w a s n ' t any keener than we were on those perambula t ions , she used to take 
us t o the Dingle. Here she w o u l d sit on a seat, whilst we played until it was 
t ime to go back for tea. 
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I still remember the t ime I was ill whilst boarding. The doc to r visited 
me and I was told I was not allowed home that week-end. Luckily I managed 
to smuggle a note ou t with m y sisters, imploring my parents t o c o m e and 
get me . I spent the Saturday in bed in a deserted room. On Sunday after­
noon my parents arrived to take me home . Miss Morris and Miss Dickie 
were" not too pleased, but m y father presented them wi th a huge box of 
chocolates and whisked me back h o m e in the car. 

Marie Christopherson (1925) 

Boarders could be likened to a family of birds, migrating three t imes a 
year for hol idays, but when in residence prone t o guarding their terr i tory 
rather jealously. They were already around hours before the Day Birds 
arrived, and there would certainly be a boarder in possession of anything 
that was to be gained by being in the form room e a r l y — a favourite desk, 
perhaps. Nevertheless they mingled happily with the Day Birds, w h o could 
always be relied upon to bring in supplementary rations in the form of 
Rowntree ' s Clear G u m s . 

Boarders worked the rectangular plot of garden adjoining the play­
ground. Due to their efforts this was a galaxy of colour during the summer 
mon ths , and any Day Bird taking a false step on to tha t forbidden ground 
was left in no d o u b t about her transgression. 

In summer , breakfast, tea and supper were served in the cloisters, 
fresh air being necessary for the wellbeing of the young . They were in fact 
a sturdy lot , with no encouragement to be o t h e r w i s e — a spell in bed 
meant the much-detes ted bread and milk for supper. 

There were both weekly and termly boarders, which occasionally 
caused confusion in young minds . A six-year-old, overhearing her m o t h e r ' s 
plans for her pending depar ture for boarding school, was puzzled by the 
confident s t a tement "She will be a weekly boa rde r . " T h e child wondered 
whatever was weakly about h e r . . . . 

Ruby (James) Boyle (1921) 

The boarders (who all seemed to be good at games, and w h o moved in 
orderly progress around the school with their neatly s t rapped piles of 
books for the day) were to be envied, I t hough t , until I once had to stay 
for boarders ' tea. I don ' t th ink I ever envied them again, and I 'm sure a 
small boarder named Marie Chris topherson revolutionised Queen ' s School 
meals when she re turned in adult life as Domest ic Bursar. 

Silvia (Quinn) Elsey (1932) 

Miss Desgratoulet ' s dog sat under the cookery room table at d inner 
t ime, gratefully receiving those parts of the meal we d idn ' t like. Those so 

redictable d inners : Monday, cold meat ; Tuesday, mince ; Wednesday, 
rawn (in my case a field day for the dog!) and so on . Figs also figured 

largely on the m e n u , and one day, having rebelled and left them on my 
plate, I was kept in till I ate t h e m . Doggedly we sat, Miss King and I, t h e 
offending fruit still un tas ted . The bell rang; she went o u t o f the r o o m ; 
I popped them back into the dish, much to the horror of the boarders , 
w h o realised they might have m y left-overs served up for supper! 
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Diana (Greenhalgh) Goodbody (1943) 

Sit ye merry and be ye wise 
And do ye t not no man despise. 
Grind no t the poor; beard no t the rich; 
Have no t t oo little nor have not too much . 

T h e green Dining R o o m was a forbidding place to an eight-year-old 
bend ing over backwards and screwing her neck round to read this puzzling 
inscr ipt ion painted round the very high picture rail. Several of the words 
were made more obscure as they were painted over ventilator bricks, and | 
I was never quite sure tha t the last words were not "have no t too little nor / 
leave n o t too m u c h " . Dinners were characterised at this austere period by 
cold Iamb, mashed p o t a t o and a great deal of sliced bee t roo t in large glass 
d ishes of vinegar. We lined up in the Hall and filed in to sit on long narrow 
b e n c h e s , and woe bet ide the row of girls springing up too eagerly for the 
closing grace who pushed the bench over. 

T h e staff at tha t t ime also ate in the Green Dining R o o m , but at their 
own tab le . I have a clear picture in my mind of a lot of maroon woollen 
dressed figures, each wi th her own napkin in its personal napkin ring. 

I t mus t have been abou t 1948 that the real peak was reached, when 
m o s t of the dinners were "a t the Roodee" . Hysteria was caused by consider­
able compet i t ion to reach the Roodee first (wi thou t , of course, actually 
runn ing along the City Walls) in order to serve the dinner which was 
del ivered in almost dustbin-sized sealed conta iners . This was the "por r idge" 
era, a hefty milk pudding served with j am, and terrible conspiracies existed 
t o load up the plates of unpopula r supervising prefects with this equally 
u n p o p u l a r pud. 

Finally, there was a year or so of very civilised eating as the new 
d o m e s t i c science room was used as a sixth form dining room presided over 
by Miss MacLean. 1 used to reflect that she wou ld surely have preferred to 
relax over lunch with the staff, but it was a mark of everyone 's great affec­
t ion for Miss MacLean tha t her table was always the first t o fill. 

InCorpore Sano 

Celia Evelyn (Jones) Rawlinson (1880) 

. . . .downstairs where we drilled, and where we were thrilled to think 
the re was a subterranean passage leading to the Cathedra l . 

Winifred (Brown) Ayrton (1879) 

There was a large cellar, in which we were drilled once a week by a 
Sergeant Fannon from the Castle. This cellar was also the dressing room 
for the first and second forms, the third form using a ra ther dark room, 
on the way to the k i tchen . There was no p layground of any kind. Of course 
we d i d n ' t wear any uni form, so when we went o u t together , which wasn ' t 
o f t en , we looked a comple te mess! 
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Nellie Day (1890) 

.. For Games, we used to play tennis at the back of the school, but soon 
after I came we began to play cricket; the field oppos i te was hired for our 
use. There were no steps down from the Walls in those days , and naughty 
girls w h o could no t be bothered to walk down Crane Street used to drop 
over the wall. 

Mrs. Sandford's journal (1893) 

For- the first t ime I have arranged to take a class of my pupils to the 
Gymnas ium in Bridge Street, with the services of an Instructor w h o comes 
over from Liverpool. The Instructor struck me as want ing in energy and 
initiative. 

. There have been this term isolated cases of measles, ch ickenpox, 
scarlatina and even diptheria, but I am thankful t o add none of them 
severe. The four cases of smallpox at the workhouse caused such wide­
spread alarm tha t qu i te a large propor t ion of the school have been vacci­
na ted . 

The Observer (Miss Clay's annual report, 1 908) 

She was told tha t far more a t tent ion was paid t o physical culture in 
England than in America. When she heard this she felt some concern for 
America. Sitting behind a row of children, how often one had the impres­
sion of a row of variegated pillows crowned in hats rather than of small 
h u m a n beings; she would be content for some t ime if she could get children 
t o sit and stand s t ra ight . Again there was the one-shoulder-higher-than-the-
o the r difficulty. Th i s , she believed, was largely due to the satchels and 
bundles of books carried in straps, and to remedy this they had devised 
a special form of knapsack. . . . 

Margaret (Welsby) Browne (1910) 

A whole ba tch of the Middle School all got their hockey colours 
together , so tha t ou r team was very young and inexperienced and most 
of it fell over' when ever it was tackled. The mud by the low goal was 
certainly unforge t tab le ; the present generat ion of girls cou ldn ' t imagine 
what the playing field was like before it was relaid. 

77ie Chester Chronicle (1914) concerning a drill display 

It opened wi th step-marching by girls of the upper school. The counter ­
marches took the form of a horse-shoe and the effect was striking,"as the 
class kept their lines perfectly straight while execut ing difficult balancing 
feats. The set, which included lunges, turns , arm movements , e tc . , was to a 
march from "Dea r Little Denmark" . 

Mono C. Kelly (1925) 

Never a girl w h o excelled at hockey, it was with, considerable relief 
that I learned tha t m y "form would in future play lacrosse. That hard, hard 
ball would be replaced by a smaller, shiny black rubber affair that wou ld 
actually bounce ! 
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Disil lusionment set in, a lmost immediately, I tried ha rd , bu t while the 
o ther girls were t rot t ing happi ly along, passing the ball to and fro, 1 seemed 
to be incapable of getting the ball ei ther in to or ou t of the ne t . The harder 
1 tried, the more violently the little ball (extremely solid after all, and 
capable of inflicting very nasty b lows indeed) shot ou t , and sometimes 
disappeared in the bushes on t h e lower slopes of the railway e m b a n k m e n t . 
There always seemed to be a few touris ts watching our progress from the 
comparat ive safety of the Walls, and often they would cheer and wave 
when I reappeared, muddy and cross, with the missing ball. 

Molly Young (1926) 

T o save carrying our kit d o w n to the field, we threw our cases over 
the wall so that they rolled d o w n the bank, until the games mistress 
forbade us t o cont inue the hab i t . At twelve years of age I played in the 
school cricket team and so Miss Clay suggested I should wear stockings 
instead of socks. 

Mainly about Dress 

The Chester Chronicle (1913) reporting a prize-giving 

In her report Miss Clay said tha t in the top forms were a number of 
Peter Pans w h o had obviously made up their minds not to grow up for 
another year. . . .skirts remained up and hair remained down. 

Ruby (James) Boyle (1921) 

In those early days there was freedom of dress, too , and elegant twin-
sets and well-tailored skirts appeared in the winter , and a kaleidoscope of 
colourful frocks in the summer . O n Speech Days we conformed , shivering 
in the draughty T o w n Hall in wh i t e frocks with blue sashes. 

School un i form, when in t roduced , seemed a democrat ic reform, as it 
camouflaged the wide differences of weal th and h o m e background. F o r m s 
were truly comprehensive then , in ability as in everything else, bu t , as 
numbers were modera te , the evils of a large comprehensive school were 
no t apparent . Some Cestrians t hough t the Queen ' s School snobbish, and 
I suppose the gap between wea l thy boarders and "scholarship gir ls" could 
somet imes be painfully obvious . It is ironic that nowadays to win a free 
place is a coveted success, bu t in the 1920 's it could be a fact tha t you 
wan ted to conceal . 

Ena Evans and l*everil (Jerome) Causebrook (1956) 

Advice we were given. . . . 
(On going for interviews) "When in doub t , wear a h a t . " 

We're never in doub t these days! 
"A young lady should feel naked wi thou t gloves!" 

Someth ing we fought for. . . . 
Retent ion of the school t i e — w e can hardly believe it now. 
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Delia Barker (1963) 

Black S t o c k i n g s — I t is strange how liberated and permissive we 
all felt when, as a protect ion against the snow and the biting winds of 
winter 1963 , we were allowed to wear these innocuous garments . I can 
remember my mother ' s reminiscences of how she longed t o wear 
glamorous neutral stockings and be freed from the encumbrance of thick, 
black lisle o n e s — b u t I at the age of twelve years found them flattering 
and sophisticated. 

Olwen Cooke (1963) 
Sixth-formers (Olympians in our eyes) were conspicuous by their gaily 

coloured j u m p e r s — l i t t l e did anyone foresee that trousers would become 
the norm for sixth form wear. 

Janice Colley (1972) 

My first impression of the Queen ' s School when I came to take an ; 
entrance exam, was vivid. When I was waiting 1 sat in the Sixth Fo rm 
c loakroom, and while I was there the lesson bell wen t . Suddenly two girls 
with long hair and dressed in the height of casual fashion strolled past . 
" F u n n y , " I thought , " they look very young for teachers ." Next m i n u t e 
about thirty of these t rendy teachers (or so I thought ) walked past , 
it was only some time later tha t I realised that the Sixth Fo rm could wear 
their own choice of c lothes . 

Barbara Monkhouse (1970) 

Once one had overcome the t rauma of " O " levels and at ta ined Lower 
Sixth s tatus, one could discard the inhibiting school uniform and wear 
whatever one liked '(within reason) . This ou tward transformation of girls 
suddenly into "young ladies" (al though I remember that Miss Edwards 
called us " ladies" all the way up the school!) was accompanied by a 
certain subtle change of a t t i tude on the part of the staff. Then there was 
the physical freedom — such bliss after five years of comparat ive confine­
m e n t within pet ty (for so they seemed at the t ime) rules.and regulat ions. 
We had our own coffee-room far away from the rest of the communi ty , 
and in the Upper Sixth you could go there rather than the library in y o u r 
"free per iods" . Then there was the possibility of town in one 's lunch h o u r ; 
a relaxing break in the middle of the day. Perhaps that treasured half h o u r 
would consist of a discreet , secret rendezvous with one ' s boy freind, a cup 
of coffee, or a quick window-shop on the Rows. 

Ruby (James) Boyle (1930) 

Although some of the old-fashioned formality of Miss Clay's day was 
retained, there was a very friendly relat ionship between senior girls and 
members of Staff. We played tennis with t h e m , took them out t o tea, and 
visited them in Fo rm parties. The most memorable tea-parties were at 
Miss Day's home in R o w t o n , under the handsome cedar-tree at the hear t 
of her beautiful garden. 
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Mary (Burkinshaw) Horry (1953) 

The seven of us w h o do Latin went t o tea with Miss Pope . We all wore 
togas and laurel wreaths , ate strawberries and cream, had compet i t ions and 
played charades . It was great fun. 

Buildings and Gardens 

Ann (Avery) Bond (1947) 

T o the front one saw the original part of the school, mellow, asym­
metr ical and covered with Virginia creeper . The small windows and 
G o t h i c turre ts of the secretarial r o o m s were particularly charming. To the 
right of this the " n e w " ar t-room j u t t e d o u t s tarkly; to the left lay the 
original boarding-house containing small dining-rooms, division rooms and 
(up dark stairs) the sixth form rooms . 

At the back , one looked ou t from the cloisters on to two short wings 
on ly : the k i tchen block; the staff room wi th classrooms above. There was 
the hard-surface playground, beyond which lay a rather unproduct ive 
flower-bed and a tarmac drive. The measure of difference between then 
and now is most vividly shown by the staff cars (mostly aged) which 
occupied this s p a c e — t h e r e were four or five at most . Many staff arrived 
on bicycles, and smaller children would queue up to carry their cases and 
books and open the staff room door . 

Valerie (Williams) Humphreys (1953) 

T h e imaginations of audiences at school theatricals are necessarily 
s t r e t c h e d — o n e did not normally regard the Domest ic Science R o o m as 
Parnassus, yet goddesses descended from it in the pageant of the school 's 
his tory via the cloud-encompassed fire-escape. The more usual haunt of 
the goddesses was the Prefects ' R o o m , which no t only had access down 
the back stairs to the ice cream store , bu t also a gas fire for toasting marsh-
mallows and burning fragrant spills made from the waste-paper basket . 
It was an impregnable s t ronghold, since the aged f loorboards in the 
corr idor creaked a warning of the approach of author i tar ian feet. 

Kathleen (Dickinson) Wiggins (1964) 

We were the first sixth form to occupy the large airy room at the 
o the r end of the first floor corr idor from the library. At first we regretted 
the move from the secluded privacy of the funny old rooms in the Bedward 
R o w wing, where the sixth formers had always been slightly apart from 
the rest of the school. But we soon sett led in and made our new room 
comfor tab le . Curtains were c h o s e n — a bold co t t on print — and easy 
chairs were bought . I remember us all saving McDougall 's flour packets and 
buying extra chairs through a special offer which J a n e Carter had brought 
t o our a t t en t ion . 
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Caroline Dent (1970) 

In the hall the sun streams in the w i n d o w and falls in a flickering, 
mo t l ey pa t t e rn on the floor. The graceful figures stand wi th in the latticed 
f rame, their twist ing undulat ing forms curved in a mosaic of brilliant 
colour . T h e deep blue and red comes alive in the sunshine and the ageless 
Rose t t i faces belong to no man-made t i m e . Outside in the cloisters the 
sun-baked tiles smell of summer, and even t h e creeping p lan ts are resting 
in the parched grey earth around the roo t s . 

Hilary Bur son (1973) 

As one sits on one o f the garden seats p iano music glides and floats 
over the air and mingles with the faintly ant isept ic aroma of the newly 
washed cloister tiles, which steam, sending curling fronds t o dark, lofty 
cool he ights . Sudden ly a bell rings vibrant and cut t ing through the lethargic 
soporific a tmosphere and Removes b o u n d energetically o u t of the door 
wi th elastic for F rench skipping, while U p p e r Fifths more slowly in their 
old age, dragging a bag or pile of books u n d e r one arm. The milk crate 
rat t les and the dr inks machine rumbles and h u m s cheerfully t o itself. 

Stella Pope (1951) 

T h e w e a t h e r in the summer term m u s t have been often warm and 
sunny, because I r e m e m b e r many lessons wi th the sixth form in the 
garden . The re was no upper garden then , b u t we still had t w o splendid 
lime t r e e s — o n e of t h e m had to go w h e n 1 the gymnasium was built . 
T h e m o d e r n ring road was still far in the fu tu re , and our walled garden 
was a peaceful p lace . 

Gladys Phillips (1920) 
T h e wea the r was h o t and sunny, and w e used to wander about the 

garden be tween the papers , talking in the grave, anxious way one does 
when o n e takes School Certificate, learning formulae at the last m o m e n t , 
o r recit ing long passages from set books. A n d we used to pick the jessamine 
tha t g rows over the cloisters , and pin it on t o ou r blouses; and then, when 
w e wen t back to the w a r m Geography r o o m where we did the papers, the 
scent came o u t strongly and filled the r o o m . And ever since, the scent of 
jessamine has always r eminded me of school in those hot , sunlit mornings, 
when w e were on the verge of leaving, a n d were just beginning to realise 
tha t we had been very happy there t oge the r , that we knew each other 
more in t imate ly than we could hope to k n o w any other set of people, 
t ha t we were wonder fu l ly tolerant of each o t h e r ' s little faults and foibles, 
and tha t the most carefree years of our lives w e r e already over and gone. 
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Deborah Tubb (1968) 

The Queen ' s School girl is fiercely loyal to her form. When I was a 
first year, both Removes lived in the identical Science-block rooms . 
This never deterred me from assuming that m y form room was a unique 
architectural achievement, if a Monck-Masonian opponen t derided our 
por t ra i t of the writing school-child, we were quick t o defend its artistic 
meri t and as quick to criticise the picture on the o ther side of the 
dividing wall. 

On promot ion to the second floor delights of the History R o o m as 
Lower Four ths , we concluded tha t height was happiness , while ou r lower 
contemporar ies steadily main ta ined that the ground floor was great. 
Al though we had hoped for further p romot ion to some interesting at t ic , we 
con t inued on the same level in the third year General Science Lab. The 
Lower Fifth year saw us embrace a new affection for Shakespeare—-under 
Miss Monck-Mason, w h o had myster iously me tamorphosed from the head 
of the Remove opposi t ion to our own party leader. In the Upper Fifth, 
" O " levels united us for a t ime , and by the sixth form this fierce loyalty 
had entirely disappeared. This mus t be a G o o d Thing , because I pi ty the 
head girl w h o would control six warring factions in one r o o m on Wednesday 
mornings . 

Diana (Bridges) Leitch (1965) 

When I first s tarted t o take a serious interest in science subjects 
lessons were given in converted classrooms on the first floor of the Main 
Block, in rather Spartan condi t ions and with the bare min imum of equip­
m e n t . The luxury of the bui lding which eventually opened in 1965 was 
unbelievable to those of us w h o had done our first exper iments under 
Rutherfordian condi t ions . 

Not long after we moved in to the new building there was an innovation 
in the Staff R o o m . The first male invasion. The girls looked on in wonder 
and amazement and felt tha t the wind of change was really blowing through 
the corr idors of the Queen ' s School . 

Ann (Evans) Goedecke (1965) 

In my last year there was the opening of the new hall. We had had 
morn ing prayers in the gymnas ium for many m o n t h s and one of my 
greatest worries was that I wou ld forget one morning to lay ou t the huge 
hessian coverings tha t p ro tec ted the floor. Then we went into the new hall 
and experienced the luxury of sitting on chairs. Tha t floor was, however , 
even more precious! 

The invitations were sent ou t for the opening. On each one was 
wr i t ten "Please do not wear po in ted hee ls . " Mr. Hands calculated the 
average pressure involved, which was the same as when an elephant stands 
on one foot, and every pupil was to talk to her parents explaining about 
the floor and how it could be so easily ruined. The Duke and Duchess of 
Westminster were invited to open the new hall and graciously accepted. 
The day came. Miss MacLean received the Duke and Duchess and brought 
t hem into the hall. I walked behind the Duchess up to the stage. Every 
step she took was like a needle st icking into my flesh. She wore the highest 
and th innest heels I had ever seen. . . . 
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TheChronicle,1878-1978 
1878, May l s t : The Chester School for Girls was opened at 100 

Watergate Flags, wi th sixteen pupils under Miss Holdich. 
1882 , Feb . 3 rd : Queen Victoria c o m m a n d e d that the School should 

be styled the Queen ' s School, and became its pa t ron . March 6 th : The 
Duke of Westminster laid the foundation s tone of the present buildings. 
Oc tober : Margaret Brown became the first Queen ' s School girl to proceed 
to university educa t ion . 

1883 , March 7 th : The Duke opened the original parts of the present 
buildings, the hall and the north wing. The school then had about a hundred 
pupils . 

1887 , J a n u a r y : Mrs. Sandford become headmistress. May: The 
Governors ins t i tu ted the Queen's Scholarship, the first scholarship avail­
able within the school . 

1888: Eva MacDonald won the school ' s first university scholarship. 
1894: Winifred Anderson (having chosen the University of L o n d o n , 

which was even then prepared to grant degrees to its women s tudents) 
became the first graduate amongst the former pupils. 

1897: The first issue of "Have MynHe" was published. April 3rd: 
The Queen's School Union of Past and Present Pupils was founded. 

1898: The field beneath the city walls became the school 's first 
sports field. 

1903 , J a n . 9 t h : Mrs. Sandford died in office, and Miss Glascodine 
became acting headmistress . March 28 th : Miss Clay was appointed head­
mistress. May 2 6 t h : Opening of the Hastings wing. 

1904: Queen Alexandra became pat ron of the school . March: The 
first full inspection by the Board of Educa t ion . 

1906: White dresses were to be worn on Prize Day ; sleeves, if shor t , 
were to reach within a few inches of the e lbows. 

1907: Miss Louie Glascodine retired after twenty- three years ' 
teaching at the school . 

1912: The first school hats with distinctive bands were in t roduced . 
Following the closure of an outside board ing house in King's Buildings, 
eighteen boarders were accommodated in the school buildings. Oct . 11 th : 
Kathar ine , Duchess o f Westminster, opened the first science wing, financed 
par t ly by grants from the City and Coun ty author i t ies . 

1913 , Ju ly 7 t h : As a prerequisite of a further grant from the city, 
the governors established a finance c o m m i t t e e . 

1917: Miss Clay introduced the House system, with distinctive 
emblems for each House ' s members. 

1919: Adver t i sements appeared for the first time in "Have M y n d e " . 
1 9 2 1 : The price of "Have M y n d e " was I s . 6 d . 
1 9 2 3 , June 14 th : Mrs. Phyllis Brown formally opened the ex tended 

playing field, now t h e proper ty of the school . 
1925 : Miss Emily Giles retired after teaching at the school for th i r ty-

one years. On the re t i r ement of Miss Clay, Miss Nedham (already a member 
of staff) was p r o m o t e d to the headship. 

1926: Queen Mary became the last royal pa t ron of the school. 
1927: With the City Council's permission, the city wail was breached 

to make a gate in to t h e playing field. 
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1 9 2 8 : The school acquired the pavilion at the corner of the field 
(now used as a s torehouse for machinery) . May 16th: As one item in a 
week of celebrat ions, a jub i lee bazaar raised funds towards a new library. 
A t this t ime there were twelve full-time and ten "visiting" teachers, for a 
school of 250 girls. 

1929: Miss Kathar ine Day (a former pupil) retired from the staff, t o 
which she had been appo in ted in 1 8 9 8 . 

1929—30: A reference l ibrary of about 650 books was established in 
a "dark waiting room on the ground floor", and a fiction library of about 
7 5 0 books in a room par t i t ioned off from the lobby. 

1932 : Gifts to the school tha t were acknowledged in "Have M y n d e " 
included silver badges for t h e Head Girl and the Cricket C a p t a i n — a n d a 
bicycle for the use of the school . The school tie was in t roduced . Nov. 14 th : 
T h e preparatory depa r tmen t moved into Stanley Place. 

1933 : Prefects, Sub-prefects , and Heads of Houses were appoin ted . 
1935 : During bui lding opera t ions the jun ior classes moved into 

t empora ry accommodat ion in the race course buidlings on the Roodec . 
1936: The school 's coa t of a rms was registered. June 11 th : The Earl 

of Derby presented a large flag bearing these arms on the occasion of his 
opening extensions, t o the south-west (science) wing. These included a 
l ibrary and a s tudio. Oct . 23rd: ' Miss Clay and Mrs. Woods presented the 
stained glass window in the hall , depic t ing as representative literary figures 
Chaucer ' s Prioress and Lady M a c b e t h . 

1939: Needing further grants from the City and C o u n t y educat ion 
author i t ies , the school al lowed them control of its finances. 

1939—40: For six m o n t h s , the school 's buildings were shared with 
S t . Edmund ' s College, evacuated from Liverpool. 

1940 : Miss Cecile Desgratoulet and Miss Lucy Jameson both retired 
from the school staff, to which they had bo th been appointed in 1905 . 

1 9 4 1 : The boarding house was closed. 
1 9 4 5 , D e c : The school was admi t ted to the direct grant scheme, thus 

becoming once again independen t of the local authori t ies; a building fund 
was opened to finance various improvements desired by the Ministry of 
Educa t ion . 

1946 , May: For the first t ime funds were raised by opening the 
playing field as a car park dur ing Race Week. 

1947 : Miss Ger t rude Dogget t retired after thir ty-one years on the 
staff. Sept . l s t : On the re t i r ement of Miss Nedham, Miss MacLean became 
headmistress. 

1 9 4 8 , J a n . 14th: T h e J u n i o r School was established as a separate 
en t i ty with the opening of Nedham House at 57 Liverpool Road, where 
Miss Maggs took charge of 95 girls. 

1949 , Sept : The p repara to ry depar tmen t extended into 5 Stanley 
Place. 

1950, Sept . : After a l te ra t ions in the south-west wing the school was 
for the first time equipped with three separate science laboratories. Altera­
t ions in the north wing made it possible to provide all mid-day meals 
within the school, and also to add domest ic science to the curr iculum, 
from which it had for some years been absent . 

1952: The school began using an additional playing field at Curzon 
Park. Nov. 17 th : Open ing of an extension to the Hastings wing, including 
a new library, the present geography room and a larger staff-room. 
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1953 : Miss Dilys Gee retired after thir ty-one years on the staff. 
1954: Miss Catherine Ayr ton (a former pupil) and Miss Gladys 

Whittam both retired after teaching at the school for more than thirty-five 
years. Nov. 24 th : Opening of the Phyllis Brown wing at Nedham House , 
comprising a hall and addit ional rooms . 

1955: The Duchess of Westminster presented t o the school the 
mallet which had been used for laying the original foundation s tone . 

1956 : Miss Marjorie Morris retired after thirty-five years on the staff, 
twenty-six of them as second mistress. 

1957 , Ju ly 2 2 n d : The long-promised gymnasium was opened on the 
northern part of the back garden, with demonst ra t ions of Victorian and 
contemporary physical educat ion . The top garden (the former burial ground, 
of the church that is now Chester 's Guildhall) replaced the lost space. 

1 9 5 8 - 9 : The school purchased the houses at 8 , 10 and 12 Stanley 
Place. 

1959: The school tie was discont inued. 
1960 : Miss Kathleen Arrowsmith ret ired, having taught at the school 

since 1922. 
1 9 6 1 , May 11th : The school acquired Latham House and its grounds 

adjacent to Nedham House ; in consequence of this the use of the playing 
field at Curzon Park gradually ceased. 

1963 : Miss Mary Hicks retired after thir ty- two years ' service. She 
had been librarian until 1958 and was second mistress from 1958 to 1962 . 
Oct , 25 th : Sir Chr is topher Hinton opened the present science block (on 
part of the Stanley Place p roper ty ) , which had been partly financed by 
a public appeal . 

1 9 6 5 , May 28 th : The Duke and Duchess of Westminster opened 
the rebuilt and enlarged hall , which te rminated sixteen years of almost 
con t inuous building activity within the school. 

1966 : The prefcctorial system was discont inued. School uniform 
was made opt ional for the Sixth F o r m . 

1967, J u n e 15 th : A group of paren ts set up a swimming pool fund. 
1969 , J u n e 2 0 t h : Opening of the swimming pool in the grounds of 

Nedham House . 
1 9 7 3 : After further fund-raising efforts led by parents the school 

acquired a language laboratory and divers o ther equ ipment . Sep t . l s t : 
Miss Farra succeeded Miss MacLean, and Miss Chowen succeeded 
MissMaggs, after their s imul taneous re t i rement . 

1974: Miss Constance Baxter (a former pupil) retired after thirty-six 
years on the staff. The Parents Association was inaugurated. 

1975:• April 4 t h : The governors decided that , with the ending of 
the direct grant scheme, the Queen ' s School should revert to its original 
independent s ta tus . 

1976 : The school hat ceased t o be a compulsory par t of t h e un i fo rm. 
Miss Marie Chris topherson retired after th i r ty-one years as domest ic bursar 
to the school , which she first entered as its youngest pupil in 1 9 2 3 . 

1 9 7 7 , May 9 th : The bursary appeal was launched, with a target of 
£ 1 0 0 , 0 0 0 — w h i c h was reached within ten weeks. 

1 9 7 8 : There are now thi r ty-one full-time and thirty par t - t ime 
teachers, with two full-time and five part- t ime ancillary staff, for a school 
of 566 girls in three depa r tmen t s . 
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Events and Activities 

. Mrs. Sandford's journal, concerning the Distribution of Prizes (1890) 

Nov. 7 th : The stormiest day of the entire Summer . A great many 
pupi l s could no t come at all, or arrived la te , in cabs . Rain drove in'at every 
w i n d o w , and under the tiles of the roof of the great hall. Decorat ions were 
imposs ib le . Happily the wind lulled about mid-day, and our guests arrived 
in considerable numbers , notwi ths tanding the weather . The Duchess 
appeared punctual ly at 3 o 'c lock, and after this everything went off as 
well , or even bet ter than usual . 

Stella Pope (1951) 

In the spring t e rm it was the prizegiving tha t made the greatest impact 
o n m e possibly because it was my first at the Queen ' s School , bu t chiefly, 
I a m sure , because of the personali ty of the speaker. Miss Diana Beck, once 
a pup i l at the Queen ' s School and then at the height of her distinguished 
career as a neurological surgeon. She spoke earnest ly and with convict ion; 
I r e m e m b e r the gravity of her voice as she spoke or the seriousness of life 
and the need for steadfastness and gai ty. 

The Cheshire Observer (1906). 

"Alkes t i s , " in the original Greek , we have seen presented by boys 
high up in their school forms, but never h i the r to have we had the pleasure 
o f following this play, or a por t ion of it, p roduced in English by girls of 
t h e schools of •today. It shows the strides modern educat ion has made . 
I t was a novelty ana a dist inct success. Dr. Bridge's music was very p re t ty , 
and the chorus sang in t u n e . 

Stella Pope (1951) 

It was under our surviving lime tree tha t t h e sixth form and I produced 
" T h e Trojan W o m e n " of Eur ip ides , in Gilbert Murray ' s t ranslat ion. At first 
it was t o have been jus t a performance for the Literary Society, bu t we 
b e c a m e more ambi t ious , and gave a public performance for parents and 
fr iends. Hazel Morris (now Hazel Vivienne) composed some " G r e e k " 
mus ic which she played o n a recorder for the en t ry of the Chorus , w h o , 
led by A n n Hughes (now A n n Smar t ) , spoke beautifully and looked, some­
one said, "like an ancient Greek f r ieze" . Muriel Price, looking regal in a 
dress made from b lackout cuta ins , was a most moving Hecuba , and Sandra 
Hast ie , as Casandra, was convincingly mad . Jus t before Troy was des t royed, 
l ightning flashed and thunder roared , bu t no rain fell until the play was 
over and we were all indoors . 

Programme of "a small SALH OF WORK"(1905) 

A Grand Variety En te r t a inmen t will be given in the New Wing, I l ia , 
Also a Shor t Play, en t i t led . . . . "THE T H R E E WISHES," . . . . 
Will be performed in the S tud io . >. . . Performances begin at 3 .45 , and 
will be given every half h o u r . 
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The Headmistresses 

Miss Elizabeth MacLean, 1947 Miss Margaret Farra , 1973 



The Hall, prior to 1936 

Miss Spurling and Form Upper V in 1 9 1 3 . 
Margaret Welsby (p.51) is s tanding, towards the left. 



Margaret Trelfa (1970) 

One feature of Queen 's School life which I remember well was 
"Chari t ies", a w o r d synonymous with weekly appeals and, even more ," ' 
with a tin ra t t led loudly at you if you failed to produce your regular 
contr ibut ion. T h e o ther events associated with Charities were the Special 
Efforts in the lunch break. The first of these 1 r emember was the Krazy 
Fashion Contes t staged in the gym by an Upper Fifth form. Everyone ' s 
artistic ability and ingenuity was required t o array at least t w o member s 
of each form in the most dazzling creat ions of cooking foil, crepe paper 
and even po ly thene bags. At a similar enterprise a few years later, w i th the 
reducing of the st ipulation to use paper to the less stringent requi rement 
that cloth must no t be used, someone had an inspiration and Karen 
Vanner appeared in rhubarb leaves! 

There were many, many more compet i t ions and events in the t ime 
I was at school , including "It 's a K n o c k - o u t " when Mr. Bridge charged 
across the quad on stilts, Mrs. Hough and Dr. Stevenson were given their 
first ride on roller skates and Miss Baxter and Miss Pope a t t e m p t e d to eat 
apples dangling in front of their noses. What people wou ld do when money 
was to be raised was quite surprising, bu t so encouraging. Think of all the 
effort expended throughout the y e a r s — f o r instance, just imagine the 
enormous n u m b e r o f "Sales of Cakes and Swee t s " ; also the total number 
of miles walked in aid of various good causes. Truly "Char i t i e s" was a 
part of Queen ' s School life not to be easily forgot ten. 

Olwen Cooke (1966) 
In the Upper Four th s , to raise money for charity, we had the idea of a 

"Guess the B a b y " c o m p e t i t i o n — t h e babies being staff in their younger 
days . We also t o o k votes for the most beautiful baby. I th ink Dr . Stevenson, 
unrecognisable as a fair baby regarding the world from his p ram, came 
third , Miss Hargreaves was second, and a demure Miss Pope with pinafore, 
bu t ton boots and a shy smile was first. She told us afterwards tha t she 
could remember being on the poin t of tears during the pho tograph ic 
session! 

Letter to mothers from Miss Nedham (1927) 

I am sending you the details of the arrangements for the expedi t ion to 
Talacre to see the Eclipse of the Sun , as I think you will probably wish to 
have them. 

The train is d u e to leave Chester General Stat ion at 4 .45 a.m., and is 
due back at 8 .17 . 

It is advisable tha t each girl should have — 
(I) A substantial meal before start ing. 
(II) Some refreshments to take with her . 
(III) Warm c lo thes , thick shoes, and a mackin tosh . 
(IV) A suitable film through which to view the sun in order t o prevent 
damage to the e y e . 

The School will be closed on that day . 
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Connie Baxter (1927) 

. . . .a visit to Talacre Beach in"the middle of the night armed with our 
s m o k e d glass to see the total eclipse. It rained all the time and all we saw 
was a dead donkey—^-but we were given the morn ing off school. 

Have Mynde (1974) 

G a m e s Mistress Miss Connie Baxter of T H E Q U E E N ' S SCHOOL, 
wear ing a red blazer with a G O L D HAMMER A N D SICKLE motif, Russia's 
flag, was exposed yes terday as being a Russian spy. Miss Farra , new head­
mis t ress , was repor ted to be " c o m f o r t a b l e " after being t reated for severe 
shock . . . -, 

. . . .but you can't believe every thing you read, evenin "Have Mynde". 

Cheshire Observer (reviewing "Have Mynde " 1909) 

T h e Queen ' s School Association of Past and Present Pupils appears to 
be in a healthy state and is one of the best means of preserving a kindly 
in te res t in the school among those ladies w h o do n o t object to the descrip­
t ion of "o ld girls." 

Joanna Udall(1971) 
"Have M y n d e " took up a good propor t ion of m y Lower Sixth Latin 

lessons long before I had ever seen a copy. The pr in ters of the 1970 edition 
were a b o u t three or four m o n t h s late in delivering the copies, and Miss Pope 
ou t l i ned the most recent deve lopments in the saga at the beginning of each 
lesson. I t was jus t beginning to reach epic p ropor t ions when , at last, they 
arr ived. The pages were badly p u t together and much of the work had 
been rearranged by the pr inters . This necessitated the sticking of hundreds 
of small and very st icky labels, containing Miss Pope ' s apologies, into the 
f ron t of t hem all. 

T h e poor qual i ty of these was the final incentive to revolut ion: 
R o s e m a r y Ince, ' following the kink in her nose, b roke ou t in to yel low; 
ye l low cover and yellow cent re pages, just like the te lephone directory 
as cyn ics were not slow to po in t ou t . The new photo l i thographic m e t h o d 
of p r in t ing meant tha t all the pages had to be laid ou t by us on special 
t yp ing paper about three feet long. Rosemary spent breaks and lunch 
h o u r s scour ing the school for people w h o had taken the sheets away to 
t y p e before she had started to make a list, and some despaired of ever 
seeing "Have M y n d e " in one piece again. However , Miss Pope remained 
calm unt i l everything was finally packed off to the pr inters , when she had 
to be res t ra ined from doing a Bacchic dance on the lawn! 

(Editor's note: It isn V as bad as that now. Our present printers do the 
hard bits for us.) 
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Marjorie (Hack) Miln (1958) 

One of m y friends and I every year had a private chuckle at the 
thought of the Harvest Festival display of apples and pears collapsing. 
Unfortunately she had left and so could no t share the j o k e with me when 
it happened. 1 was outs ide the Hall when it s t a r t e d — I heard a few dull 
thuds and stifled laughter without realising wha t was happening. Then 
during the hymn it s tarted again: large Woking apples and pears were 
rolling off the pla t form on to the floor. The Removes sitting underneath 
got the worst of the bombardment and the whole school was suppressing 
laughter th roughout the service. I had to read the lesson keeping a straight 
face; everyone tried t o ignore the collapse of the fruit while being fully 
aware of it, and t h e bott led-up amusement had consequent ly the quali ty 
of hysteria. When the school filed ou t they had to kick their way through 
the fruit underfoot . 

Katherine Spence (1973) 

On March 5th there were several new arrivals at the school because in 
be tween break and the lunch-hour a pair of the school 's gerbils had babies. 
Not ices were pu t up on the door of the prepara t ion r o o m saying: 

No-one except the official Gerbil Keepers may come in because of 
baby gerbils. 

Have Mynde, reporting the Gramophone Society (1946) 

One week, by request , we had a " J i v e " p rogramme, b u t the behaviour 
of the classicists was such, that the exper iment was no t , nor is it likely to 
be , repeated. 

Catherine Lace (1968) 

The first t ime I ever visited the "Big S c h o o l " was when I was seven or 
eight years old and I was allowed to come and see the staff p roduc t ion of 
"Toad of Toad Ha l l " . The hall at t ha t t ime struck me as being absolutely 
huge, and I was comple te ly unable to imagine the n u m b e r of girls required 
t o fill such a massive room. The first thing tha t I not iced about the hall 
when I entered it was the bright red of the curtains which stretched the 
w id th of the stage. 

Although 1 was unable to unders tand all the jokes because they were 
funny only to the people who had been taught by certain members of staff, 
I can remember laughing heartily most of the way th rough . When I first 
arrived at the senior school and met Miss Edwards , I remembered her as 
Mrs . Rabbi t saying " N o w don' t be late for school m y dea r s ! " and I had to 
restrain myself f rom laughing as I suddenly unders tood why everyone had 
roared with laughter when she said it in the p lay . 
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G.E.B{arhw) in Have Mynde (1968) 

A n d Someone said let there be T o a d . And there was Toad . And She 
said " let the stage bring forth living creatures (only one of every kind 
please—we're not having that sort of show) . " So there were , and at first 
they sounded subdued and distant like the chat in the staff-room after a 
hard day 's tight. But soon the action was fruitful and multiplied and 
b rought forth a horse, which in turn brought forth a splendid expression, 
which brought forth m a n y laughs. And the woods brought forth a mul t i ­
tude of wild creatures w h o wr i thed like serpents, and their voices were like 
u n t o the Remove in a hor r id m o o d . 

And Toad lifted up his voice and said many things and said them very 
well . Toad loved himself greatly, and o thers insofar as they loved him as 
they loved himself. And he did that very well too . 

A n d sundry of the maidens of the staff were good to look .upon. . . . 

The Daily Telegraph (1970) 

A schoolgirl invent ion , which cost her half-a-crown, was shown to 
teachers and educat ionis ts during a meet ing of the Association for Science 
Educa t ion at Lancaster University, yesterday. Miss Stella Preston, 18 , of 
H a t t o n Heath, Chester , was posed a problem about magnetism during a 
science lesson at her school . 

Fo r half-a-crown she bough t a round plastic lettuce shaker used for 
shaking water from salads. With her friend, Miss Kirtsy Holloway (sic), 
17 , of Guggen Lane, Nes ton , Cheshire, she wound copper wire around it 
and invented the spherical solenoid. 

Miss Cathy Meredi th , 2 6 , physics schoolmistress and a member of the 
Association for Science Educa t i on , said it was a remarkable invent ion. 
" I t makes teaching really w o r t h whi l e . " 

The Chester Chronicle (1921) reporting a Mock Election 

. . .vigorous campaign . , .canvassing allowed before prayers . Register 
o f voters compiled, qualif icat ion for suffrage being the ownership of a 
desk and having at tained the age of eleven yea r s . . . .Everything carried o u t 
const i tut ional ly, except t ha t Miss Clay was elevated to the peerage and 
placed on the Woolsack as Lord Chancellor , consequent ly being dis­
franchised. . . . 

Olwen Cooke (1963) 

It was the very excit ing year N u m b e r 55 Liverpool Road was bought . 
I r emember feeling great indignat ion towards proper ty developers w h o 
th rea tened to hem in our s c h o o l — w e all followed the transact ions with 
great interest . As well as N u m b e r 5 5 , the field at the b o t t o m of our garden 
was purchased. What had once been a forbidden territory glimpsed beyond 
the b o t t o m hedge, and an unexp lo red jungle wilderness, was now trampled 
by expedi t ionary parties of girls braving the nett les and deep grass to 
measure it. The only unfr iendly native encountered was a lady whose 
garden adjoined the field she enqui red as to the nature and indeed 
legality of our business, bu t was quickly placated. 
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The Decline and Fall of the Sodium 
A Greek Tragedy in One Act 

representing 
The Disastrous Event of Mrs. Dickinson's Dropping 

A Large Piece of Sodium 
Accidentally in the Presence of 

A Small Group of Upper Fourth Form Girls and What 
Ensued 

Done into English by Ann Thompson 

Scene: The General Science Labora tory 

Performed in the School Halt June 1966, the year of the Event 

Mrs. D 
Ch.A . 
Mrs. D 
ChA 
Mrs. D 
ChjV 
Mrs. D 
C h A 
M r s D : 
Ch.A : 
Mrs. D 

Ch.A 
Mrs. D 
Ch.A 
Mrs. D 
Ch.A 
Mrs. D 

(Mrs. D) 

Mrs. D : 

Mr. S : 

Mrs. D : 
Mr. S : 

Hail, agile-minded maidens maided ready. 
Hail to you also, grey-haired Mrs. D. 
What will you, for t oday ' s e x p e r i m e n t — 
Look out! for you 've had y o u r only line already. 
-—Will be of sod ium, potass ium, 
— A n d calcium, Hurray. For we are glad. 
Ga ther found in a lofty encirclement . 
You speak truly, for otherwise how could we see it? 
L o ! For I place some wate r in a t rough. 
(And deftly t o o , for she.a well-trained chemist.) 
A n d handling my par tnership of knives 
Plunge them into danger-ridden jar 
Of sodium. Where to it on the one hand breaks. . . . 
Alas 
Woe, woe , woe . 

Bu t on the o ther hand it does not. ' 
(Alas this has wreaked havoc with her grammar.) 
Be silent! Hold y o u r speechless tongues. And now 
I cu t the well-oiled sodium bar but 
Alas! it is t oo slippery. I wipe 

BANG! 
Chorus retreats 
It on the dishcloth b u t oh bang, I mean oh woe 

BANG!! 
Exit Chorus 
O h woe woe alas help me Hercules 
Help help oh woe is me and Fate falls with a 

BANG!!! 
Enter Mr. Stephenson as Hercules 
I thought I heard a noise and then a flame: 
Courage: 
Fetch sand oh woe 
O h yes, sand and. . . . 
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Mrs. D : By Apol lo , ope immediately Q 
The cabinet of fumes and exhaus t . O h . . . . 

Mr . S : What? 
Mrs . D : Woe! 
M r . S : O h . 
C h . A - : {Offstage) Help help ha ha help . he lp . he lp . 

Enter Chorus B of Helpful Staff 
Ch.B : An unaccus tomed sound came to our ears 

And now an unaccus tomed ceiling dark and dank 
Lowers above our watchful pair of eyes. 
Likewise a mess adorns the floor. Where are 
The fruitful, happy-minded maidens? O h . . . . 

M r . S : What? 
Ch.B : Woe, for an unpleasant mingling 

Of air alights under our noses. O h . . . . 
M r . S : What? 
Ch.B Woe is m e , or is it woe are we? 

Leader of Chorus B : No mat te r , for see w h o comes afar with winged haste . 

Enter Miss MacLean suspended above the stage as 

Also re-enter Chorus A timidly. 
. . . : I was wri t ing in my office when I though t 1 heard a spoon 

Drop 
C h . A / B : H a , h a 
. . . : But undeter red I con t inued with m y train 

Of thought , But lo! another spoon came crashing to the ground. 
And no-longer at all certain then tha t spoons could cause such noise 
1 abandoned my well-oiled train and hurr ied to the scene 
Of act ion, or rather, astonished, incapaci ta ted zeal. 

Mrs . D : Oadiuvateme! O h w o e , he lp , w o e ! 
. . . ; A n d now it is my par t to sort o u t this entangled plot . 

T a k e , someone , Mrs. Dickinson and give her cocoa ho t . 
G o , leader of Chorus B. and find the t rusty Mr. Baker. 
Take Chorus A . and calm them by suggesting general reading 
Elsewhere, while Mr. Baker helps Mr. S tephenson to 
Abate somewhat this covering of wate r , sand and fumes 
A n d all-knowing Sun-Charioted Apol lo knows wha t 
Else indeed. 

, Leader of Chorus B: the ceiling look at it alas w o e , woe 
t . . . T h a t was a somewhat unnecessary remark . Therefore do as I say. 

C h . A / B : Spirit of Reason! Holy Nous ! Whoever does 
N o t take the advice of the oracle is a fool or else 
Un worship ful. We shall obey you immedia te ly . 
Hurray three cheers for Nous ! Hur ray! Hur ray! Hurray! 

THE E N D 
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Some Personalities 
Helen (Keay) Bowen (1955) 

In the mid-fifties the School possessed a playing field in the inter ior 
wastes of Curzon Park. We arrived early one af ternoon at the field, invaded 
the adjoining field and spent a wild five minutes (clad in hockey boo t s , 
three-quarter length socks and those precursors of the mini k n o w n as 
"games-skirts") riding a couple of shaggy ponies . Caught by T r u b , coldly 
admonished by Connie , we were immediately sent back to school t o face 
tha t personification of au tho r i ty : Mac. 

We wai ted . . . . interminably. . . . through that afternoon and after 
school; early next morning, at break, at l unch t ime , and after school ; all 
the next day, and the nex t . We sat through lesson after lesson, wait ing, 
imaginations and apprehension raw and ragged. Miss Goodchi ld was our 
only contac t and she played her part superbly: "Miss MacLean is t o o busy 
to see you. . . .has a visitor. . . .is teaching. . . .will be back later . . . .", her 
vowels as clipped as always, her eyes r emo te . 

Eventually, of course, we were rece ived—grac ious ly . Hesi tant ly we 
gulped ou t our apologies. I don ' t remember that she spoke. We had no 
need to be told our faults: trespass, thoughtlessness, possible danger t o 
ourselves. We had had t ime to work them out for ourselves. 

Not for no th ing had Miss MacLean the reputa t ion of a disciplinarian. 

Ruby (James) Boyle (1921) 

One outs tanding quali ty tha t Miss Nedham possessed was a quie t self-
discipline and d i g n i t y — a n d this moulded the who le ' t one of the school as 
I remember it . On quick assessment you would have judged her o r t h o d o x 
and hierarchical t o a degree, but her policies could be unexpec ted ly liberal, 
and under her the school moved quietly towards a new democracy. 

When I became a member of Miss Nedham ' s staff I exper ienced 
another of her very likeable qualities: once she had given scrupulous 
though t t o y o u r appo in tmen t , you had her trust and backing, and I d o n ' t 
r emember her ever quest ioning or restricting m y ideas in any w a y . 

She encouraged her staff t o have outs ide interests and positively did 
n o t want them to spend every week-end m o m e n t on School ma t te r s . 
She thought such concent ra t ion made for imbalance and a restricted view­
point . 

Sybil Trubshaw (1920) 

My first Headmistress was Miss Clay. She was a w o m a n of qu i t e awe­
some presence, bu t one might be for tuna te enough to experience the 
human unders tanding behind this. Her English lessons were a delight to 
m e ; she had a special enthusiasm for Chaucer and Shakespeare . She laid 
great stress on correct punc tua t ion , in considerat ion for the reader , and 
the art of sentence cons t ruc t ion . 

A practical max im of hers was: "If you have t o take money to any­
one, wrap it in a piece of paper in case the recipient has no purse h a n d y . " 
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It was said tha t a recalcitrant jun ior , w h o had (at home) repeatedly 
refused to go to bed , and whose mother had finally in desperation tele­
p h o n e d Miss Clay, wen t immediately and w i t h o u t further fuss, on hearing 
tha t her mother ' s injunction had been reinforced by that of Miss Clay! 

The Observer (Miss Clay's prizegiving report, 1911) 

Have you ever realised your daughter 's colossal ignorance of all con­
t empora ry topics? She canno t go about the wor ld picking up knowledge 
as her b ro ther does . She mus t not read the newspaper . It is very properly 
impressed on her tha t she is no t to talk to people in general; the engine-
driver, the man in charge of the traction engine , are men of a t int of 
which her (sic) and her m o t h e r disapprove, to w h o m she must no t speak 
even though she has a passion for engines. She has successfully learned, 
apparent ly , that she belongs to the governed and no t to the governing 
class. My appeal to you is, therefore, to tell them something of current 
events . Y o u will no t find them uninterested, and the present seems an 
o p p o r t u n e m o m e n t t o m a k e the request , when wi th winter approaching 
the m o t o r will cease t o m o t e and the boat t o call. . . . 

Beatrice E. Clay (1920) 

A m o n g the odds and ends of memory, I like t o recall the gift of ra ther 
grey b u t t e r churned in the kindergarten and decora ted with a spray of 
asparagus fern. . . . 

Ruby (James) Boyle (1925) 

Miss J a m e s o n was an unho ly terror in the Form- room. Sums had to. 
be set down with the u t m o s t precision: equals signs or decimal poin ts 
mus t be placed exact ly undernea th each o the r in each problem or sum, 
and all the lines must be carefully ruled. Untidiness bred the vice of 
inaccuracy, she main ta ined . 

Silvia (Quinn) Elsey (1933) 

Miss Roun t ree , w h o once marched me down to the junior c loakroom 
(I was all of fifteen) and made me wash my face, which for devilment I 
had luridly made u p , eyed by a group of fascinated seven-year-olds. 

Mrs. Sandford's journal (1891) 

Madame Armagnac , a lady of rather remarkable acquirements . . . . 

Ruby (James) Boyle (1921) 

. . . . the padding, panther- l ike tread of Miss Blyth . . . .an excellent 
gymnas t . 

Miss G e e , . . .it is remarkable how many tu tu re scientists and doc tors 
she was t o teach in her t iny, modest ly equipped laboratory. Chemistry, 
Physics and Botany she t augh t in my d a y — w i t h an occasional Celtic 
Lightning-flash and a t h u m p on the bench tha t made bunsens flicker, 
beakers rat t le and the idlers on the back row j u m p to a t t en t ion . 
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Silvia (Quinn) Elsey (1930) 

. . . .the striped Macclesfield silk dresses worn by poor Miss Ruffe 11, 
who became a missionary, in the belief that even pagan natives cou ldn ' t be 
worse than the Lower F o u r t h . . . . 

Abiding Memories 
The chaste and sober propriety of the Sixth-Form dances. . . . 

The hideous stars and repor ts system. . . . 

Eurhythmies and the black tunics. . . . 

. . . . the school and staff en masse in the Hall, joyfully chorusing 
"The Twelve Days of Chr i s tmas" . . . . 

The Fathers v. Girls Cricket Match, 1918 , at B o u g h t o n — w o n d e r f u l 
TEA in a huge tent . . . . 

. . . .the delightful p iano recital given by Miss Bell and Miss J o h n s o n . . . . 
how lovely and spmehow dis tant they looked, dressed in blue and black 
satin. 

The scent of t h y m e blossom in the back garden and the feel of summer 
under the horse ches tnu t tree by the City Walls. . . . 

The joy with which we listened to the notes of the busker on race 
days, and our angry d i sappo in tment one year when we discovered tha t a 
member of staff had paid him to go away. . . . 

Miss Chris topherson 's very audible organisation of luncht ime and her 
unique cheese flan, which resists all a t t empt s on my part t o recapture its 
flavour and t ex tu re . . . . 

. . . .how I always played the hymn at assembly t o o fast for the 
terrifying Miss Clay. . . . 

Get t ing to school from Hough Green (those tiny, open- topped 
t rams) . . . . 

The infectious joy of Miss Whi t t am ' s count ry dancing and music 
making. . . . 

. . . .playing tennis in the back cour t , on a very hot af ternoon when 
Chopin and Schumann jangled in unison from the open windows . . . . 

. . . .in Hall, the sound of the trains on the L.M.S. line across the 
playing field. . . . 

. . . .the sadness of that line in the end-of-term h y m n : ' T h o s e w h o 
here shall meet no m o r e " . 
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Locations on the photograph are numbered from the left within each row; 
Headmistress: Miss M. Farra, Mj>c, London (C6) 

*,. MissC.E. Ashcroft,BA.Hons.,Cambiidge (A9> 
MissMJ. Bates, A.T.D.,DA.,Manchester (BIO) 
Miss V. Brown, BA. Hons., London (C2) 
Miss R. Callaway, B A . Hons., Liverpool (B4) 
Miss E.M. Edwards, B.Sc. Hons.. Manchester, Second Mistress (C7) 
Mrs. O F . Ferris, BA. Hons., London (A7) 
Mrs. A J . Gorman, B.A., Manchester (Dl 1) 
R A . Hands, B S c , Nottingham (B2) 
Mrs. A. Hardwick, BA. Hons., Oxford (C4) 
Miss J.E. Hargreaves, BA. Hons., London (C9) 
Miss S.D. Hayes, Gloucester T.C.D.S. (D4) 
Miss M J . Hemming, B.A. Hons., Lancaster (D10) 
Miss R. Hinde, BA. Hons., Birmingham (D5) 

* Miss MJ . Lee, BA.,A.R.C.M.,G.N.S.M. (D8) 
Mrs. S. Nelson, B.Sc. Hons., Ph.D., Liverpool (C8) 
Mrs. H. Parker, B.A. Hons., Oxford (CI) 

* Mrs. B. Pycraft, Mus. B.,GAN.CM., A.R.N.C.M. (D9) 
Miss A.M. Saunders, B. Ed., I.M. Marsh CoUege of P £ . (CI 1) 

* Mrs. M.O. Selby, BA. Hons., Liverpool (B14) 
Mrs. SM. Swift, B.Sc. Hons., London (D3) 

* Miss M.L. Walters, B A . Hons., Leicester ( B l l ) 
* Miss J. Wilkin, BA. (Theol), M.A., Manchester (Dl) 
* Miss R.E. Winter, BEd. Hons., Sussex,Chelsea CoUege of PJE. (A10) 

K.R. Young, B.Sc.,Ph.D., Liverpool, C.Chem., M J U . C . (CIO) 

Part-time Staff 
Mrs. S J . Bastin, B S c . Hons., London (B13) 
Mrs. M. Brien, B.Sc. Hons., London (B15) 
Mrs. J. Entwisle, B.S. Hons., London (B8) 
Mrs. N.M. Fowler, B.A. Hons., Liverpool (A8) 
Mrs. C. Gretton-Watson, Graduate of Messina University (A3) 
Mrs. K. Kimberley, Interpreters' School, Zurich (F8) 

* Mrs. S.V. Nightingale, Dip. AD., Manchester (E2) 
* Mi.C.J.Pairy,M5c,Manchester (Bl) 

Mrs. M. Prince, B.A. Hons., Sheffield (D6) 
Mrs. E.D. Rowland, B.Sc. Hons., Bristol (B12) 
Mrs. J.R. Simpson, BA. Hons., London (B18) 
Mrs. M.C. Wiley, B.Sc. Hons., Liverpool (D2) 
Mme.MJ.Wozniak.EcoleNormale (B17) 

* Mrs. D.M. Wright, B.Sc. Hons., Manchester (A4) 

the six rows are distinguished by letter, with A at the top. 

Part-time Music Staff 
Mrs. H.K. Copland, G.G.SM.. A.R CM. (E3) 
H. Edwards, Mus. B., Durham (B5) 
Mrs. M. Fawcett, L.R A.M., A.R.C.M. (D7) 
Mrs.L.HaUett.L.T.CX. (A2) 
Mrs. R.Heasman,L.RA.M. (B16) 
Mrs. J.M.Johnson, A.R.M.C.M. (A6) 
Mrs. M. Lees, L.R.A.M., A.R.C.M. (A5) 
L. Norris (E8) 
Mrs. M. Pritchard (AI) 
Mrs.G. Sawicka, L.RA.M. Graduate of Kiev University (B19) 
Mrs. E. Stringer, L.R.A.M. (E4) 

Part-time Speech Training Staff 
Miss Anna Stuart, L.G.S.M., AXA.M. (El) 

The Junior School at Nedham House 
Head of Department: Miss J. Chowen, N.F.I., Roehampton (F6) 

Miss LM. BaUey, B.A. Hons., Aberystwyth (E6) 
MissM.N.WhitnaU,Didsbury CoUege (F5) 

Part-time Staff 
* Mrs. M.Chorley, B A. Hons., Manchester (E5) 
* Mrs. E. Cunliffe, A.T.CX. (E7) 
* Mrs. MX). Meredi th ,CJ. Mott College, Liverpool (F7) 

The Preparatory Department in Stanley Place 
Head of Department: Mrs. M. Whelan, Chester CoUege (F3) 
* Miss J . Henry, Froebel Institute, Roehampton (F2) 

Mrs. M A . Patterson, West HiU College, Birmingham (F4) 
Part-time Staff 
* Mrs. CM.Gough, Bedford Froebel Training CoUege (Fl ) 
Secretary: Miss J.F. Goodchild (C5) 
Assistant Secretary: Mrs. K.Green (C3) 
Domestic Bursar: Mrs. M. Harrison (B9) 
Administrative Assistant; P. Hudspith (A l l ) 
Laboratory Assistants: Mrs. J.C. Barnes, O.N.C. (B6) 

Mrs. FX. Burt, B.Sc, London (B7) 
D.Evans (B3) 

The foUowing members of staff left at various times during the year: Miss Bough, Miss M. Brown, Miss de Reybekill. Miss Eason, Mrs. Eiflei, Mrs. Holmes, 
Mrs. Lockwood, Miss Pope, Mrs. Dutton, Mrs. Barlow (main school); Mrs. Maddocks, Mrs. Forster (Nedham House); Miss Jarvis (Stanley Place). 



SOME VIEWS OF THE PRESENT 

LOWER FOURTH FORMS 

( to the signature tune of "Match of the Day" ) 

We're the Lower Fourth forms, 
The Champions of them all. 
We're great at sport and hockey, 
We're always on the ball. 
Our work is up to standard, 
In fact it's way above; 
We're renowned throughout the Senior School, 
With gratitude and love. 

Our netball is stupendous, 
Our hockey is supreme; 
Athletics are our weak point, 
But tennis is our cream. 
We're envied by all others, 
For our superbity; 
The Champions of the Queen's School, 
That is Lower Four B. 

Our song is now just ending; 
We think you will agree, 
That modesty is one of 
The points of Lower Four B. 
We 're kind as well as funny, 
And clever, pretty, too, 
Our reputation's kept up by 
All of us but a few. 

Karen Haynes, Lower IV B 

A GUIDE TO TEACHER-WATCHING 

Histoiy . 
T h e first recorded sightings of teachers were in Greece and Rome . In those 
t imes teachers were no t as plentiful as n o w , when they are found in abun­
dance owing to the many teacher sanctuaries o r schools , which have steadily 
increased in number over the last cen tury . In these sanctuaries the teachers 
may be viewed in their natural hab i t a t , from the comfort of your own 
private desk and chair. 
General Points 
Many teachers are addic ted to fresh air , especially the older genera t ion , 
and are never happy unless there is a freezing draught whistling through 
the r o o m . Teachers may be observed to spend a large amount of their t ime 
talking to themselves and to the b l ackboa rd , a necessary piece of equip­
men t for any teacher. 
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A pair of teachers, drawn from 
the life by Barbara Elson, Upper VI 

Plumage 
The many species of teacher are very similar but can be distinguished by 
their plumage. Most teachers ' plumage blends in with the colouring of the 
sanctuary. Plumage is seasonal, becoming lighter in colour and t ex tu re in 
the summer. The male teacher is not so brightly coloured as the female 
teacher , as in this species the female is dominan t , and a l though it has been 
observed that some males have fluorescent plumage on their feet, this is 
very rare. Teachers also have the chameleon ability of being able to change 
colour overnight. 
Locomot ion 
Teachers are rarely seen to run and they cannot fly, a l though some have 
been observed t rying, waving sticks in their arms. A brisk walk is the usual 
form of locomot ion , a l though , when angry, they move in a way which can 
only be described as a stalk towards the object of their a t t en t ions . As a 
rule, however, teachers are very dignified creatures , though the male is less 
dignified than the female. 

Temperament and Voice 
Teachers often become angry and find noise especially annoying . They 
first issue the warning cries of "Ssssh", which increase in length and 
volume, then the teacher reverts to "Please be q u i e t , " normally repeated 
three t imes. If the noise still cont inues , the teacher will breathe in deeply, 
puffing out the p lumage, and then squawk loudly something tha t sounds 
like "Shur rup" . This is a shock tactic and always works , the noise diminish­
ing immediate ly . 

Teachers are also gregarious and very sociable. They congregate in 
specially assigned areas called "Staff R o o m s " at regular t imes. Great care 
should be taken when trying to view in these per iods. There are many 
theories as to what happens in these "Staff R o o m s " ; the most popular 
being that they gather here t o satisfy their addict ion to caffeine. 

Hazards 
Before I finish 1 must warn of some of the hazards of this h o b b y . If 
alarmed by abnormal behaviour or dress, teachers have been k n o w n 
brutally to a t tack watchers , though in recent years very few incidents 
have been recorded. 

75 



Where t o view 
The equ ipment needed to pursue this delightful hobby varies in price. 
If y o u wish to view teachers at a private sanctuary, special clothing will 
be n e e d e d , as teachers in these sanctuaries have been taught to accept 
people in particular colours and clothing only and find people not correctly 
dressed most disturbing. If, however, you wish t o view teachers in a 
government -owned sanc tuary , special clothing is no t always needed. 
Always contac t the appropr ia te authori t ies abou t clothing and fees before 
visiting these sanctuaries. 

I h o p e that those of you w h o choose to pursue this excit ing, interesting 
and rewarding hobby get as much enjoyment ou t of it as I do . 

Jane Bar tho lomew, Lower V Y 

ALICE UNDER A SCHOOL HAT 
Alice lay on the grass reading one of her sister's school books. The inkstained pages 
were filled with long words that she could not understand and there was not one 
picture in the whole book! She wondered whether the next seven years of her life 
would be filled with reading such boring things. She was miserable at the thought, 
and tears began to roll down her cheeks, when suddenly she saw a BunnyGirl running 
across the lawn, holding lots of old and tatty school hats. The Bunny Girl looked at 
her watch and said: 

'Three minutes to nine! I'm late again." With that she put on one of the hats 
and disappeared into thin air. Alice ran over and picked up a hat that had been 
dropped. She tried it on and found herself spinning through the air. She landed with 
a bump on a desk in a classroom. After she had climbed down.and straightened her 
apron she noticed that 

Work Me Out 
x ^ x (k) - (gj) W h a t i s # 2 - 2 ? 

y + 2 v - 3 z - z - \ k x = ? 
Queen's School Entrance Examination 

was written on the blackboard. She had just decided that the equation was impossible, 
and the person who set it was very stupid, when the Bunny Girl appeared. Now that 
she looked closely she could see that it wasn't a Bunny Girl at all - just a schoolgirl 
wearing very high heels, black stockings and suspenders and an indecently short 
skirt. 

"Follow me, follow me," she said, "We're late already," and she ran off down the 
corridor. -

Alice wondered where she was. 
"Perhaps in hell," she thought. It definitely wasn't heaven. She could still 

remember a poem she had learnt at primary school: 
"How doth the little Queen's School girl. 

Improve each shining grade. 
And gather knowledge all the day, -
Until her future's made. 

"How skilfully they build her cell, 
How neat they make her life. 
She labours hard to do her best, 
Then just becomes a wife." 

"But I'm sure those aren't the right words," said Alice sadly. 
"They are in this school," drawled a voice behind her. Alice turned round to sec 

a creature curled up on the window-scat taking a long drag on her hookah. 
"How do you do? Who are you?" asked Alice politely. 
"I thought you'd have guessed. I'm in the sixth form. By the time you're my age 

you'll also br (•njoyinc life as a dropout. Unless, of course, you're an Oxbridge type." 
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"Lite here isn't really so bad, is it?" But the creature just turned away and went 
into a trance. 

Suddenly the room was filled with lots of screaming girls. Ink was everywhere. 
Rubbers and pens flew through the air. A woman, reeking of garlic and wearing .a. 
blue-and-white striped tee-shirt and a beret, marched in. Everyone jumped into their 
seats and thirty trembling voices whispered "Bonjour mademoiselle." 

"Today we translate. Yes?" Thirty heads nodded meekly. "But I see we have a 
new girl. You begin!" 

"Excuse me. but I don't even understand the English," began Alice. 
"Mon Dieu! I translate verse one. You the next. Yes? 

"The Jabberwocky - LeJascroque 
"II brilgue les toves lubrilleux, 
Se gyranten vrillant dans la guave. 
Enmines sont les gougebosqueux. 
Et le moonradc horograve. 

"Now you." 
"Garde-se . . . non, gardc-toi . . . du . . . " 

'Terrible. Disgusting work," screeched Mademoiselle, and stormed out of the 
room. Alice burst into tears and when she looked up she saw something sitting on the 
desk in front of her. It spoke. 

'The Red Queen wants you to come to the croquet match, in aid of The Queen's 
Give Your Money or Else lund ' tonight at the palace. You can go this way past the 
Mad Hatter's house or that way past the Latin teacher's. It doesn't matter which one 
you visit - they're both mad. Everyone's mad here. You must be too or you'd never 
have come here. When you get to the palace, say the Cheshire Cat sent you." 

"But you're not.a cat," protested Alice, "you're a grin." But even as she said it, 
two eyes, ears, a mouth and whiskers appcajed, then vanished as quickly as they had 
come. 

Alice started off along the path past the Latin teacher's house. In the middle of 
the forest she came to a house with a large table outside, set for twelve people. At it 
sat the Latin teacher, the Mad Hatter and a tiny dormouse. 

"No room, no room!" they cried as she approached, but Alice sat down anyway. 
"If you're going to sil there you'll have to translate 'Ubique in Ultra Villa donum 

ardeficiam est'." 
"I can do that, at least I think I can." cried Alice. "But I think it's a stupid idea 

translating Latin at tea-time." 
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"But this is a Vergil tea-party. One has to translate Latin. Anyway, you obviously 
have no more idea than I have what that sentence means," said the teacher. Alice 
replied angrily: 

"I think you might do better things with your time than try to teach me things 
you don't know yourself," and with that she ran off down the path. 

As Alice approached the croquet lawn she could see two sixth formers rushing 
around painting all the roses red. As she passed by them she heard one say to the 
other: 

"You'd better watch out; the Queen knows you've been arriving late recently, she 
wants your head." Just then a fanfare of trumpets sounded and the Red Queen 
entered. She was just about to hit her first shot when she noticed the two sixth 
formers cowering under their rose-bushes. 

"So this is how you do your duties, is it? And you're the girl that's been coming 
late. The croquet match is cancelled. Prepare the court rooms for a trial." 

So all the courtiers went back to the palace. In the court room Alice had taken 
her place with the jurors. The Cheshire Cat, who had completely materialised, 
whispered to her: 

'The others are putting down their names in case they forget them before the end 
of the trial." 

"Stupid things," said Alice contemptuously. The Queen then banged on her desk. 
"Silence in Court. Read the accusation." The Bunny Girl then began to say in 

pompous tones: 
'This creature standing before the court is charged with arriving late at school 

four times in the last two weeks," but before she could finish the Queen shouted: 
"Off with her head. Off with her head. Off with her head!" and she grabbed her 

handbag and ran at the accused, swinging it above her head. Then suddenly Alice 
realised that they were all a pack of cards, and the Queen was no more of a Queen 
than she was, and when the Red Queen started swinging her handbag at Alice, all she 
could do was knock the school hat off her head. 

Then, suddenly. Alice was once again lying in her garden, with her elder sister 
shaking her gently and saying it was tea-time. 

"School isn't really that bad is i t?" Alice asked. 
"Oh, it's far worse than you could even imagine," she replied teasingly, and was 

surprised to see Alice in a flood of tears. 
Rosemary Sladdcn. Upper VI 

(With some assistance from Lewis Carroll) 

T h a t was adapted from the script of the epic staged on July 8th last year 
by member s of last year 's Lower Six th . Rosemary Sladden, the director 
and scriptwriter , put in a lot of hard work , as did the actors themselves. 

Th i s en ter ta inment was enjoyed by everyone taking part , as well as by 
the audience , who were very enthusias t ic . Miss Pope delighted us all by 
giving a lively performance as Alice's Latin teacher , the rest of the cast 
being very professional t oo . 

All in all it was a very successful play, and helped everyone to enjoy 
their Jubilee year . 

Heather Fisher 

STRINGER longer me 
The WINTER 'S day begins so dull and g loomy, nothing could seem 
FOWLER. Misty rain traces meander ing r u n N E L S ON the clouded win­
dow-panes . But gradually the H A Y E S rolls away and the sEASON's quiet 
shades of russet-BROWN take colour from the fitful sunlight. 

Fur ry YOUNG creatures emerge from their sleepy burrows in the 
G R E E N grass HEMMING the games field and the starling's s t r idFNT WISLE 
wakes the silent gardens. At t rac ted by the busy sparrows, a WILEY 
cROW LANDS on the kitchen WAL T E R Search for early crumbs. 
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The school bell demands a t ten t ion from those less SWIFT of 
limB RIENtering their classrooms, shrilling its CALL AWAY across the 
lawns and rosebuds ; hurrying each one w h o SAUNDERS. F rom near__. 
and FARRAway WIL KINsiderable numbers foregather for mornirrg 
Assembly. 

Now all G O O D CHILDren are at their desks and the real HARD WICK 
of the day gets u n d e r way; learning's tiny sPARK ERects its flickering 
blade once more . And here one deBATES ar t , with aidS TU ARTicula te 
speech, many p L E E s with music, yet others exSEL BY skill in PY C R A F T . 
Those who have performed their academic tASHC R O F T o the gymnas ium. 
No lanGOR MANifests itself within these walls. 

But all good th ings must come to an end . though it ( H A R ) G R E A V E S 
me to say so. O n e final time the school bell trills. We shake H A N D S 
vigorously and d e p a r t . With HINDEsight it 's not been so bad today, after 
all. WOZ'N I A Klot t o feel depressed about nothing? 

( M y o n l y F E R R IS that after this they may no t want me back t o m o r r o w . 
Though no fortified BASTIN could keep me ou t , paddED WARDS might 
shu t .me in.) 

J A R E S 

A TEACHER'S VIEW 

"A sea of uncomprehending faces." 
A cliche? 
But no, a truth. 
From week to week appear 
A troop of neat nonentities, 
Not your local comprehensive "rabble"; 
Polite and well-bred girls, 
Neat in appearance, 
Uniform all present and impeccably correct, 
Neat families. 
Is it from here 
They get their neat and stagnant minds? 
Oh for one original thought to penetrate the mire! 
They smile and look well pleased, 
They enjoy the experiment. 
How can they be content 
When their vision is so limited to their pettiness? 
Do they not realise the emptiness 
Of a happiness that does not stem 
From revelling in the glorious symmetry 
Of man's hard-won, accumulated knowledge? 
Do they not feel 
The dazzling challenge of all that is uncertain? 

Anne Cassidy, Upper V F 
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ORE CREATIVE WRITING 

"ALL WE LIKE SHEEP " 

Symmetrical walls and desks, 
Behind which sit symmetrical children, 
All grey, all cold, with the potentiality of sheep, 
Ready to be dictated to and led astray. 
Suppression of emotion and tension crescendoes, 
The heat increases as their feeble spirits fumble for the 
Footpath to freedom. 
As the globe whirls round, free to move on its own axis 
But unknown to the space beyond, 
Dreams of waiting lands are formed, 
Where there is liberation and nothingness, 
Depth but no despair, 
Where life is like ships governed only by the wind, 
And heads ruled only by the heart. 
Fighting with the clearing mist that reveals reality, 
The sheep, placed together through circumstance, 
Turn to one another in search for the answer 
To their desperation. 
Days have come and gone, and through the 
Pinkish glow, 
The now senile sheep dig their minds for memories 
And recall, 
"Those were the best days of my life ". 

Alison Bogle, Upper V H 

TRACKS 

Cars speed along strands of black ribbon 
With white tacking stitches on it; 
Trains rattle along a stretching ladder 
That never tries to go upwards; 
Boats sail on the surface of a strange kingdom 
Much more wonderful than our own; 
Cable cars slide along lengths of twisted fabrics 
Like matchboxes on strands of cotton; 
Aeroplanes glide on simply nothing, 
Leaving snail tracks across the sky. 

Helen Kennedy, Lower IV A 
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GEORGE THE GIANT 

There once was a giant who wanted no th ing bu t a house . All the o ther 
giants had big houses but this giant lived in an old small cave. N o w the 
giant 's name was George . George had no friends, n o t even the giants liked 
George . George had no money because all the o ther giants stole it from 
h i m , because they were not very r ich. George was once one of the richest 
giants in the wor ld b u t now he is the poores t of t hem all, because they 
have taken his m o n e y to buy themselves a house . 

Now one day a fairy came to George 's cave and said, "Come with m e . 
1 know where y o u can have friends and a big h o u s e . " So the fairy led 
George to a little village and as soon as the people saw him they were 
friends, and they gave him a big house and George is very h a p p y . 

Catherine Watts , aged 6 years 

THE SEA 

The sea reminds me of a giant brea th ing , up and d o w n , ever so slowly. 
But when it 's in i ts roughest mood i t ' s great and big, towering above you 
like a dragon, w a n t i n g to swallow y o u and devour you and crush y o u . 
It frightens me b u t then it changes t o peace and ca lm. It is almost like 
a mirror or a piece of glass that could break at any m o m e n t . Somet imes 
it rocks you like a cradle, and the seagulls like the way it bobs them up 
and down. When it is moonlight it makes a silvery pa thway over the wa te r , 
and the boat glides along like a ghost looking for a lost compan ion . But 
I love the sea and its ways and being in a boa t wi th m y daddy . 

Jona than Jones , aged 8 

DEER IN THE WOOD 

Quietly, quietly, don't make a sound, 
Just look at the beauty all around. 

T h e deer stand so elegantly as if shaped by a sculp tor , whose gentle hand 
carved each muscle , each delicate little hoof. As they graze, quietly nibbling 
the only patch o f grass free from snow, m y foot breaks a twig, b u t it 
m a k e s scarcely a s o u n d . One of the deer lifts his p roud head high. He has 
seen me and in a flash all that is left is torn grass and their hoof pr ints . 

Llewella Charles-Jones, Fo rm III 
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THE ROCK 
CONCERT 

Unmercifully, the lone drummer beats and bashes a 
boisterous rhythm, 

Crying out as the cowering cymbals crash; 
Lights flash fiercely and frantically, 
And piercing music pours out, penetrating every soul. 

In wild, wicked frenzy, the audience cheers, hands raised, 
spirits high; they swarm 

Around the gesticulating figure on stage, 
Stomping, striding, screeching while 
He sweats and shakes as his soul sings out and the people 

rise. 

The guitarist's fingers dance zestfully, as a 
quivering tune erupts. 

He vibrates with every vivacious note he plucks. 
The melody soars, echoes, screeches, 
Electrifying the endless rhythms that cascade down. 

The pianist pumps and pounds life into his prostrate 
piano, his fingers 

Ride up, down, crashing keys, creating clear-cut chords. 
Then the saxophone bellows out, 
The sleazy, sleepy notes slur out and soothe the 

spellbound mass. 

The music firmly ends, lights fizzle out, a sudden, 
strange silence takes hold. 

The animal crowd wails unwearyingly for more, 
But they are gone, not to return now. 
An empty hotel room waits, no more lights, no cheers 

silence. 

Sian Mile, Upper V F 

Drawing by Carol Mansell, LVS 
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CONFLICT IN SONG 

Whispered greeting to a comrade, 
Crook-nosed soldier breathes "Shalom ". 
Palestinian on a night raid 
Had no time to hear the bomb. 

Bitterness of generations 
Replaces blood in every vein, 
Breeds a hatred, between nations, 
Breeds this violence and pain. 

You are twice accursed, half breed, 
Accursed, through having tainted birth,. 
Victim, in an age-long need 
To gain a strip of sterile earth. 

Yet, in camel-scented darkness 
Who is sure of what he sees? 
In the bullet-ridden blackness, 
Brothers become enemies. 

Whispered greeting to a comrade, 
Crook-nosed soldier breathes "Shalom". 
Palestinian on a night raid. 
Has no time to hear the bomb. 

J o a n n a Flanders , Upper VI 

REFLECTIONS 

Leaning over the water's edge 
I watch as the ripples fade, 
And the sharp outlines of the trees slice 

the water, 
The branches standing ou t. 
I see a child opposite, 
Reaching out and stretching her chubby arms; 
Her little red hands grab a handful of 

the sun. 
She opens her hand fully and screams 

with glee, 
And as it trickles through her fingers she 

frowns, 
Puzzling as to where it's gone, and reaches 

out again, 
Trying to catch the beauty of the sun on 

the water. 
Nina Kerr , Lower IV B 
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AURORA DANCES THROUGH SPRING WOODS 

Dew-laden mist sinks along the ground, shaking 
over tree roots, slipping under twigs. 

Leaves, dead and dying, yield to the relentless 
fingers of eddying white, 

Fighting in the gloom against an inexhaustible foe. 
Suddenly, sunlight strikes through, 
Brilliance hits the silver of the birches, 
Dispersing the writhing sheet of mist, 
Destroying the last wisps of running cloud, 
Forcing the remnants to vanish into the 

motionless stream. 
Luteous toadstools recede into shade, 
Moths retreat and fold their wings, 
Aurora brings the day to night. 

Life awakened: 
Two butterflies, tormented by indecision, 
Flutter from leaf to branch, 
From twig to bloom, 
And play in sunlight, spiralling skywards. 
A humming dragon-fly swoops and follows the stream, 
Darting along the water surface, racing the bubbling ripples, 
Lurching, agitated, through overhanging branches 
To reach the lake. 
The rushing stream subsides, 
Silence consumes life. 
Silence, ubiquitous, engulfs movement. 
The dragon-fly reels and returns 
To the secluded safety of the trees. 
A heron stands, solitary, 
Hunched over itself, 
Watching and waiting. 
The leaves drop quietly, 
Uneasy silence reigns; 
Aurora dances through spring woods. 

Isabel Whitley, Lower V Y 
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MY GOLFING DREAM 

I grasp the club and take my proper grip, 
Acquire a balanced stance with knees quite bent, 

Adjust my feet to check they do not slip, 
My eyes upon the small white ball intent; 

I start the swing with strong and firm left hand, 
With flowing action, smooth, along a track, 

With arms and legs and club at my command, 
I flex those tired wrists as I swing back. 

And now this latent power, so long contained, 
Explodes from my right hand, a powerful blow. 

The ball with lightning speed and unrestrained 
Drives through the air, so fast and straight and low 

It lands upon the green; I watch it roll 
Toward the orange flag into the hole. 

J a n e t Cottrel l , Lower V Y 

Drawing by Elizabeth Wood, 

Lower VS 
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THE PLA Y OF LIFE 

Roll up! Roll up! The play of Life 
Is just about to start. 
Note how the factories, church and sea 
Combine to play a part. 

•hr^^' ^ e buildings on the left hand side 
iffi^ft ^~'"h~ h ^Z* Show man's increasing might, 
'jfcJi P~~-\> i\ ^ His growing civilisation 

«t .* ^ / v ^ f l L ' And his eternal fight 
ft. ft ' J 

To become lord and master 
Of all there is to know, 

' A But the bleak land on the right points out 
How far he has to go. 

The Church denotes man's struggle 
To find an idol to adore, 
To convince himself that after death 
He '11 live forever more. 

But the Sea of Death is all around, 
Relentless, cold and arim, 
Threatening to engulf mankind, 
For here, he cannot swim. 

Roll up! Roll up! The play of Life 
Is just about to start. 
Note how the factories, church and sea. 
Combine to play a part. 

Joanne Russell, Lower V S 

Drawing by Marie-Elaine Sacher, Upper V H 
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SIGHT FOR THE BLIND 

The mist before my eyes rolled up, 
Images sharpened, 
Clarified. 
Leaves, twigs, flowers, trees emerged from the everlasting blur. 
Colours brightened, intensified. 
Then everything grew dim again, 
The colours merged and mingled until they were no more. 
Sharpness retreated into the impenetrable fog of sightlessness, 
But for a few minutes I saw, 
I saw what I had never seen before, 
The inexplicable colours were explained, 
The vast unknown shapes were known, 
The world was no longer a fantasy — 
It had been seen. 

Louise Hasted, Lower VI 

THE MERMAID 

I saw her moving on the water, and 
Through all the day I waited for the night; 

Then sat me down on rocks and watched the sand, 
Gleaming and iridescent in the light. 

I felt a breath of wind blow 'cross the sea, 
I felt it lightly play upon my hair; 

And as I watched, she rose and looked at me, 
As if she'd lost her spirit, lost all care. 

I felt her eyes bore deep into my soul — 
They say a nymph can only do man harm. 

Indeed, I hardly breathed, my mind was cold; 
But yet, I felt, down in my soul, a calm. 

The vision faded in the morning light, 
But still the mermaid haunts me, day and night. 

Isabel Whitley, Lower V Y 
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DEATH OF A POET'S MIND 

No one can see 
The leaden visions that I dream. 
My soul is linked with a desperate lunacy, 
Freedom is pure fallacy. 
My thoughts are scattered far and wide 
Within my world, and each one inside, 
Contains the dreaded seed of suicide. 
This boredom breeds malaise, 
That spreads like flames in one continued phase. 
No cure exists and an unnatural doom 
Must cut off this youth, and lay it in an early tomb. 

Louise Huggins, Upper VI 

THE WATCHERS 

When I'm slumped 
Flopped out and de-strung 
On a chair 
I stare 
In the box 
Unswitched and out-run, 
And I see 
Another me 
Staring back. 

I smile. 
She smiles 
And I feel if I ask her 
What her life was like. 
She'd happily tell me 
Of joys and depressions, 
Advances, recessions. 
Is she gay when I'm sombre, 
Does she weep when I laugh ? 
But never will she answer, 
For the words on her lips 
Are the questions on mine. 

Harriet Roy, Upper VI 
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•BEFORE THIS FIRE OF SENSE DECA Y" 

When the television booms out a rose of fire, 
Lights in your head a thousand scented tapers, 
Then you might notice from the urgent train 
Beside the track, by miles, dog-roses die 
And lead on, in your vacant mild regret, 
To see the tragic, when, in sudden pain, 
A fly drowns in a glass of lemonade; 
Or, in a spider's unpretending crouch, 
A fear of all things reaching from the dark; 
(This blow pours liquid visions where it falls, 
Stirring insistent ashes as it flows, 
Makes troubled waters bear more hope than still, 
To see in turning currents the divine, 
And take the tided flood that leads to life.) 
Or you might yawn into your clammy hands, 
Left in the winter when the summer comes. 

Tiffany Salter , Upper VI 

ELENDIL 

("Of Niimenor he spoke . . . and the return of the kings of men out of 
the deeps of the sea, borne upon the wings of the storm." — Lord of the 
Rings.) 

Then from the sea on winded ship he came, 
And, fierce among the breakers, strode the sand. 

There from the shallows, crying out his name, 
He drew within the legends of the land. 
From prows and mastheads, voices in the storm, 
To raise aloft the seven shining stars, 
The silver tree to place amidst the dawn, 
And battle in the dark, perpetual wars. 
A sword he had by Telcha's cunning wrought, 
Who long had laboured so to catch the light 
Of sun and moon within the shimmering blade. 
By Barad-dur, the Nameless One he fought, 
To die forsaken in the morgul-night. 
So darkness on his fallen helm was laid. 

Rosemary Green, Lower VI 
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THE OWL AND THE PUSSYCAT 



HERE 
AND THERE 

EASTER IN THE HOLY SEPULCHRE 
It was the morning of Easter Sunday in Jerusalem and I, like many o thers , 
was spending it in the Holy Sepulchre. 1 was part of a large crowd listening 
to a Greek O r t h o d o x service. Many of the crowd had travelled far to be 
there for Easter. 

Sitting above m e , perched on the capital of a marble pillar, was a little 
Arab girl. She was dressed for Sunday complete ly in white and her thick, 
black hair was streaming over her shoulders . From her position above the 
heads of the c rowds , she could see the colourfully-robed priests clearly. 

Behind m e , leaning against the pillar, were two elderly American tourists 
with big whi te noses. The lady, complaining of the stifling heat , was 
fanning herself wi th her "Guidebook to Je rusa lem" , whilst her husband, 
flashbulbs flashing, was frantically taking photographs . Beside them, in 
khaki shorts and jackets , was a small brigade of the Boy Scouts of the 
Holy Land. T h e y were nudging each o the r , whispering and fidgeting 
amongst themselves , eagerly waiting for the procession, in which they 
would take part later . 

The majority of the crowd was made up of Greek w o m e n . Most of 
these were Greek Cypriots, who had sailed from Cyprus for their Easter 
pilgrimage to the Holy City. They were small women of immense age; 
their brown crinkled faces peered ou t from the black scarves and black 
dresses which they wore as a sign of their w i d o w h o o d . T w o of the old 
crows, muffled from head to foot in their mildewed garb, their eyes 
flashing and moustaches twitching, were jabber ing to each other and 
looking with disgust at a b rown, b u x o m Germanic girl, clad only in 
shorts and a tee-shirt . Her small gesture towards modesty was a cardigan 
slung over her bare arms. 

Turning r o u n d I discovered that I was not the only watcher in the 
crowd. Leaning nonchalantly in the shadows of the doorway were two 
Israeli soldiers. T h e y were chatting quiet ly to each other but at the same 
t ime keeping a watchful eye on the large c rowd, their machine-guns 
cradled in their a rms . 

On the edge of the crowd, in the doorway of the austere , dimly-lit 
Latin chapel was the brown, gaunt figure of a tonsured Franciscan friar, 
gazing solemnly at the noise and brilliance of the Greek Or thodox service. 

At that m o m e n t the priest, draped in whi te and gold vestments , broke 
the bread to share among the crowd. The crowd surged forward and the 
old women jos t led and pushed each o the r to gel to the front to receive the 
Eucharist. As t h e last pieces of bread were given ou t a chanting of h y m n s 
hegan, and t h e crowd drove me out in to the harsh, brilliant light of the 
courtyard. 

Eileen Taylor , Lower V S 

91 



JAMAICA 

(This is part of an account of Jamaica, written by a girl who has lived 
there.} 

Negril possesses the most beautiful beaches in Jamaica, with Negril beach 
village, a resort catering mainly for Americans. It is expensive as most 
things are on this island, but for those who can afford it, there is fun and 
exci tement in abundance . I still have fond memories of the weekend 
I spent there . A whole party of us arrived, all laughing and boisterous in 
ant ic ipat ion of a fun-packed weekend . We checked in and received bur 
"Shark ' s t e e th" . This unique idea was really very simple. Each t o o t h was 
wor th a certain sum of money and was used to cover any expenses at the 
resort . Soon , after unpacking , we were on the beach, the sand white and 
soft benea th our toes . The sky was a deep turquoise wi thout any c louds , 
while the sun burned fiercely on our heads. Already I felt sticky and 
uncomfor tab le . The solut ion, of course , was a dip in the sea, a sea so calm 
and clear y o u could see the b o t t o m wi thou t a mask. After swimming there 
1 made for the pool , which was o u t of doors . Swimming unde rnea th , 
I could make out the underwate r bar . Growing tired of an energetic game 
of water volley-ball, some of us hired a motor-boat and skirted along the 
edges of t h e nudist beaches, reserved for those who desired an all-over 
t an . 

Hunger pangs soon a t t acked us all and so we quickly re turned to the 
resort , licking our lips in ant ic ipat ion of the massive buffet. Sea foods.of 
every descript ion, including shr imps , lobster , scampi, crab and o the r s , were 
on display; while luscious t ropical fruit such as pineapples, melons , papaya 
and mangoes t empted the appe t i t e . After my third helping of the fruit, 
I settled myself in a suitable posi t ion t o view the meal-time en te r t a inment . 
Crab and goat races were in progress while a l imbo display drew many 
open-mouthed foreigners. A great deal of skill was required here . A long 
bar, suppor ted by t w o poles, was sur rounded by a group of clapping 
Americans, shout ing encouraging remarks . Soon , the star of the show, 
a negro whose slim, supple b o d y gleamed with oil , leapt on t o the stage. 
He very n imbly manoeuvred his way under the bar, bending his legs in the 
process, unt i l the highlight of t h e show was finally reached. The bar was 
now raised from the ground by t w o beer bot t les and was set on fire. 
Tension crackled in the air and the specta tors , hardly daring t o b rea the , 
watched as the negro slowly inched his way under the bar t o safety. 
Audible sighs of relief were heard and bodies , wet with perspira t ion, 
sagged after this ordeal . 

A display of " V o o d o o " (black magic) was scheduled next . Lights were 
appropr ia te ly d i m m e d , and leaping bodies , wearing hideous masks and 
.costumes, appeared. This cleverly staged display produced favourable 
react ions from the tour is ts , all reassuring themselves that it was u t te r 

' nonsense anyway! T o the illiterate c o u n t r y m a n , however, this is a way 
of life. Later that af ternoon a g roup of us joined an excursion taking us 
by boat to a famous bar perched high on a cliff, where we watched one 
of Jamaica 's t ruly magnificent sunsets . 

Rhiannon Jones , Lower V S 
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