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No. 77. NOVEMBER. 1915. 

We  do not hold ourselves responsible for  the opinions of 
contributors, but reserve a right of  veto, should we ever think 
it necessary to exercise it. 

EDITORIAL. 

The School has suffered  a great loss by the death of 
Canon Claughton, for  many years our true friend  ; but even 
in the midst of  our sorrow we must rejoice for  him, that the 
valiantly-borne suffering  is past. Several of  the present 
girls, who had been prepared by him for  Confirmation, 
attended the beautiful  Service in the Cathedral, and we are 
glad to know that our presence was of  some little help 
to Mrs. Claughton in her great sorrow. 

A cross of  Madonna lilies and blue salvia, tied with the 
School colours, was sent from  the Guild and the Confirmed 
Girls of  the School. As the Service went on we must all 
have realised, what indeed was the case, that by Mrs. 
Claughton's wish it was arranged just as Canon Claughton 
himself  arranged the Service for  that radiant Autumn 
afternoon,  St. Matthew's Day, 1912. 

The new Prayer Books came into use on All Souls' • 
Day. Everyone agrees that they are beautiful  little books. 
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We are most grateful  to Miss James for  meeting the rather 
unexpectedly large bill for  them. Part of  the money has 
been provided out of  the profits  on the " Memoir," and we 
hope the rest will come in shortly from  the same source. 

It has been thought wise to observe Speech Day this 
year, but naturally with less than the usual rejoicings. 
The Prizes will each cost one shilling, and the balance of 
the money provided (about it is hoped) will go to the 
Red Cross Funds—British, French and Serbian. 

We have felt  for  some time that the Present Girls would 
profit  by taking a larger share in the production of  the 
Magazine; a Committee has, therefore,  been formed, 
consisting partly of  representatives from  each of  the 
middle and upper School forms.  The members are ex-
horted to encourage their constituencies to provide 
material, fact  or fiction,  prose or verse, for  the Magazine, 
as well as to help us to collect news of  those elusive 
people, Old Girls, who credit us with supernatural powers 
in this respect apparently, in that they seldom or never 
send us news of  themselves or their friends,  yet complain 
bitterly of  the absence of  such news. We hope that 
those who are dissatisfied  with the Magazine as it has 
been, will give the result of  the experiment a fair  trial 
before  condemning it. 

Canon (Eluughton. 

Others have written and will write of  Canon Claughton's 
life  and of  his public work ; but our thoughts turn naturally 
to the less known, but to us no less valuable work that he 
did for  our School, both as Warden of  the Guild and in 
preparing candidates for  Confirmation. 

Many generations of  girls passed through his hands, and 
have hallowed memories of  the quiet, reverent, deeply-
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impressive instruction given at his own house, and of  the, 
perhaps, still more impressive separate interview with each 
a few  days before  the Confirmation. 

No one can estimate the value of  such work ; but it has 
borne fruit  in many a life. 

And the Guild Meetings—can we ever forget  the grave 
yet affectionate  appeal which, year by year, recalled us to 
the " straight road," lest we should have strayed from  it, 
and which ever anew set before  us the high ideals of  the 
Christian life,  of  frequent  devout Communion, of  self-
discipline, and self-devotion  ? 

Certain aspects of  his teaching dwell especially in one's 
mind. No Guild member will need to be reminded how, 
at each and every Meeting at which he gave the Address, 
he strove to kindle in us afresh  an earnest, faithful,  humble 
devotion to the Blessed Sacrament; and probably none 
who heard them will forget  a certain course of  Lenten 
Addresses at St. Andrew's, at each of  which Canon 
Claughton dwelt on the imagery of  the Cross: the 
divinely-aided will striving upwards through all that 
"crosses " it. And then, as ever, the mystical devotional 
language passed to the practical, and we were urged " at 
least to make an effort"  to enter a Church each Friday, 
and there to make an act of  thanksgiving for  "the 
redemption of  the World by our Lord Jesus Christ." 

The following  appreciation has been sent by an Old 
Girl, a Guild Member of  many years standing :— 

" We should all acknowledge how very helpful  Canon 
Claughton's Addresses have always been, and perhaps one 
of  the reasons for  this was that he really loved the Guild 
Meetings. 

His Addresses were full  of  spiritual insight and of 
practical teaching. If  the Guild Meeting fell  within the 
Octave of  a Festival or Saints' Day he loved to use the 
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special thoughts connected with the day in speaking to us. 
Then we must remember at what a cost all his help was 

given, for  he was seldom out of  pain during the last years, 
and such pain as few  realised, for  it was borne with real 
heroism. 

He had in a marked degree the saving grace of  humour. 
One of  his favourite  pastimes, even to the last, was 

watching good cricket, and we all know how great was his 
love of  music. 

In the highest and best sense of  the words he was a 
Christian gentleman, a true Priest, and a humble servant 
of  the King of  Kings." 

|3ro flatria  ifiori. 

All Souls'  Day, 1915. 

Young, and bright, and gallant, forth  they went to war ; 
So young they seemed : the glowing star 
Of  youth's high hope shone in their eyes 

As they went out to die. 
So young they seemed ! Ah, mothers, still your cry ; 
Their young lives ripen now in Paradise. 

And then, the manhood of  the nation, fearless,  eager, strong, 
Whose resting-place is now the heroic dead among ! 
And shall the aching heart of  sister or of  wife 

Bear alone the burden of  the day ? 
Ah no, their love still guides you on the perilous way ; 
You shall not cross alone the track of  life. 

And can you doubt, oh mothers, 
And can you doubt, oh wives, 
The glorious fruition 
Of  these heroic lives ? 

For in the midst of  anguish comes this comfort  to our ken 
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Not only have we to our country given 
The lives that for  us made drear earth a heaven ; 

But this, oh hungering hearts : 
The blood of  heroes is a sacrifice 
Given of  our best, and pleasing in His eyes 

Who made the greatest sacrifice  for  men. 
V L B . 

(Economy in M a v ^ i m c . 
(Taken  from  the diary of  a fly). 

5.30 a.m. Woke up feeling  rather seedy. The sun was 
shining brightly. I really do think, after  all this talk of 
economy, that he might try to economise his light, and 
not light up at such an unearthly hour, waking up respect-
able people who are tired out with their efforts  of  the 
previous day. Tried to sleep again, and felt  for  my blue 
spectacles with which to shade my eyes, but remembered 
that I had given them to a poor refugee  fly  from  Belgium. 
Dozed. 

7.0 a.m. Got up. Found the people with whom I am 
staying sewing shirts. Tickled them, but they were so 
intent 011 thinking of  new plans for  economising, that 
they never even noticed me. Felt squashed. 

8.0 a.m. Went to breakfast  with them. Imagine my 
horror at finding  none of  my usual food  on the table. No 
sugar ! not even on their porridge ! What is the world 
coming to '! Listened to their conversation. Heard that 
the price of  coal is enormous, and " Maudie dear, don't 
you think we ought to do without fires  this winter ? " I 
shrieked "No, " in "dear Maudie's " ear, but she took no 
notice of  me and only brushed me away. I was so 
indignant that I flew  straight out of  the window, never 
even stopping to hear whether they were going to have 
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fires  or not. It was the second time people had ignored 
me that morning. 

9.0 a.m. Met one of  my friends.  I noticed something 
queer about him, and then I saw his hair was almost white. 
Asked him what had happened. He told me that he had 
had a terrible night. The man who was sleeping in his 
room was economising in blankets, and evidently he had 
felt  very cold in the night, for  he woke up my friend  with 
his grunts and groans, and then had decided to take a brisk 
walk round the room to get warm. My friend  had a very 
near escape from  being trodden on, but he managed 
to creep away, and then he heard a most terrific 
crash and was almost drowned in a flood  of  water. After 
having swum about for  about half  an hour, he managed to 
land 011 a bit of  broken china, which afterwards  turned out 
to be the broken water jug. But even after  this he could 
not get to sleep, for  the man would do nothing but 
murmur :—" War ! Economy ! Rubbish ! ! Hum, Huh. 
Have done with i t ! " and a few  other remarks, short, and 
to the point. 

11.30 a.m. I was nearly shedding tears at my friend's 
sad story, but I remembered in time that my suit had to 
do for  next year, as I could not afford  a new one, and if 
any tears had got on to it, it would have shrunk, so I 
refrained  from  weeping this time. 

12.0—1.0 p.m. Searched for  my dinner in the dust-bins. 
Really I do think people carry economy a bit too far. 
There wasn't the tiniest bit of  food  in the bins off  which a 
self-respecting  fly  could have a meal. In the end I had to 
resort to a restaurant, a thing I very seldom do ; it is too 
dangerous. Everyone seems up in arms against us poor 
flies. 

1.30 p.m. Had a very disturbed meal. 
2.0—4.0 p.m. Had a rest on an old man's bald head, 

again rather disturbed, except when the man fell  asleep. 
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4-3°—5-° P-m- Had tea off  a sugar bun, which I found 
lying on the platform  of  a station. While I was eating 
many people passed by, and I heard nearly everyone 
murmur, " What a waste ! In war time, too," but much to 
my relief  no one picked it up. I don't knowwhythey didn't, 
because it seemed quite a good bun. But after  tea, I, at 
any rate, had the satisfaction  of  feeling  that I had not 
wasted anything. 

6.0 p.m. Went back home and found  everyone going to 
bed, so that they needn't light the gas. More economy ! 
I could not stay up by myself  so I went to bed, too ! 

S. H . FORM V. 

! c Jtlcn of  (Bngiant)! 

Can ye resist your country's call ? 
Can ye resist your king and all ? 
Your brethren fought  and died for  you— 
Will ye not do your duty, too ? 

When ye read of  inhuman crimes, 
Does it not stir your hearts and minds ? 
Do you not feel  that you must fight 
And strive to win with all your might ? 

England expects her men to go 
And honourably fight  against the foe. 
Yet if  these men do not obey, 
Then will " conscription " come one day. 

Young men let not your cowardice show, 
A remedy for  this is "GO." 
Proud will ye be in years to come, 
To know you have your duty done. 

M. C. IVA, 
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Jlnna. 

When I read accounts of  German atrocities and 
" frightfulness"  my mind at once leaps back to that 
gentlest of  Huns—Anna. She was a Prussian, and hailed 
from  Berlin, but, strange paradox, she loved us one and all. 

When she arrived at our flat  in Switzerland she could 
not speak a word of  French or English, and our knowledge 
of  the German tongue was distinctly elementary. We 
could assert with no small fluency  that there were six 
chairs, a table, and a blackboard in the schoolroom ; but 
it was not a very brilliant style of  conversation, and did 
not help us in our endeavour to converse with Anna. 
However, we found  her wonderfully  quick at under-
standing our jargon of  French and English, with an 
occasional word or two of  German thrown in. She soon 
picked up the French appellation " Mademoiselle," but she 
invariably rendered it as " Matmoigelle." If  she did not 
approve of  something we were doing she would come to 
us wagging a large, red finger,  and, shaking her head, would 
say reproachfully  " Na, Matmoigelle, na, Ich bitte sie ! " 
This generally made us laugh, and she would retire con-
tentedly thinking she had been very witty. 

At one time we were composing an elaborate play which 
required at least six characters. As there were only three 
of  us we were obliged to alter our faces  as much as possible, 
and each take two parts. Anna entered in the middle of  a 
rehearsal: she was stricken with horror. Fixing her eyes 
on us she cried in a terrified  voice " Matmoigelles! 
Matmoigelle ! sind sie krank ? " And it took a long time 
to make her realise that the " Matmoigelles" were not in 
the throes of  some weird disease, but were merely amus-
ing themselves ! 

Anna was very patriotic, and we used to have long 
arguments on the relative greatness of  our kings. I 
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asserted that our king was "Sehr schon," my one com-
plimentary adjective ; nor did I hesitate to add that the 
Kaiser was " Ein Schwein," which was my one abusive 
epithet. She, however, remained quite calm, only repeat-
ing firmly  that he was " Schoner als " King George, for  he 
was so big, etc. I insisted that our king was more loved ; 
and the argument would be dropped, only to be renewed 
an evening or two later. 

She was wonderful  at finding  lost things, once she under-
stood what they were. One morning I mislaid my coat, 
and called Anna. 

" Anna," I said distinctly, " Wo ist mein coat ? " 
Anna shook her head uncomprehendingly. 
" My coat; ma jaquette ; mein 'Gechinkheit ! " 
(This last is a word coined by the family,  parodying the 

German compound noun, which was greatly appreciated 
by Anna.) 

No glimmer of  intelligence in Anna's eyes. 
I thought a minute, then said firmly,  touching my 

blouse : " Nicht diese." 
" Nein ? " said Anna politely. 
"Nein," I assented. 
Another moment of  silence, then desperately : 
" Anna, Ich will go out, aber nicht in my blouse." 
I marched to the front  door : joy of  joys, Anna at last 

understood ! She beamed, and returned in a few  moments 
with the lost coat. 

It was rather pathetic that she never would stay out on 
her evenings, but invariably returned about half  an hour 
later, smiling apologetically. Her excuse was that 
" Madame might have needed her." 

At last the sad day arrived when we were to leave 
Vevey and proceed to Berne. We were to stay a fort-
night there and then resume our way to the coast. The 
parting with Anna was tragic ; she burst into tears, seized 
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us by the hand, and implored us to take her to England. 
[It was then the middle of  July.] We showed her that it 
was impossible, as we intended to pay visits for  several 
months on our arrival. We promised, however, that when 
we were settled in a home of  our own, we would send for 
her. This promise cheered her somewhat, and she said she 
would spend the time till that happy day in learning 
English. 

We had been at Berne three days when a visitor was 
announced ; it was Anna ! She told us that she had felt 
she must come and see us once more, before  we left 
Switzerland, as she was so miserable without us. She only 
stayed half  an hour as it was a very long journey back to 
her home. We were very much touched by this new proof 
of  devotion, and renewed our promise to send for  her in 
September. Alas ! " The best-laid plans of  mice and men 
gang aft  agley," and by the time that the month came 
round we were at war with Anna's compatriots. Doubtless 
she has now been taught to hate England and the English, 
and we wonder if  her erstwhile affection  for  our family 
has changed into a bitter hatred. 

J . L. B., VIA. 

^ h e t r e a s u r e . 

The Merediths lived in a very old house. One day 
Harry and Elizabeth were in their playroom, which was 
on the ground floor,  when Elizabeth said : " Harry, let us 
put our money together and buy a birthday present for 
mother." "All right," answered Harry, "how much have 
we got ? " " I'll fetch  our money boxes," said Elizabeth, 
" and then we'll see." She tipped the money out of  her 
box into her hand, but she dropped a half-sovereign,  which 
rolled across the floor  and dropped through a crack. 
Elizabeth burst into tears, " Oh Harry, my half-sovereign 
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that I had for  my birthday, oh ! what shall I do?" she 
cried. Harry was very sorry and tried to console his 
sister ; then he said, " Elizabeth, I'll get it for  you. Do 
you remember father  told us last year that two of  the 
boards in this floor  are loose, so that a man could get down 
into an open space under the floor  ? I suppose we 
oughtn't to go without asking father  or mother, but they're 
both away and we can't wait to get permission. Go and 
put on a dirty dress, and we'll get the rugs up and try to 
find  the loose boards." They hunted for  a long time, and 
Elizabeth was beginning to be afraid  they would never find 
them, when Harry shouted, " Elizabeth, come and see, I 
believe this is it," and he showed her two boards which 
were screwed down. He ran for  the screwdriver, and in a 
moment he had lifted  the boards and laid them aside. 
Elizabeth fetched  a candle, and Harry let himself  gently 
down, and then helped his sister. They found  themselves 
in a dark place the size of  the playroom, and about four 
feet  high. Harry dropped on his hands and knees and 
hunted for  the coin, but he could not find  it. Suddenly he 
felt  something sticking up about an inch above the level of 
the floor.  He felt  all round it, and found  it was large and 
oblong. He wondered what it was, but he did not say 
anything to Elizabeth about it. The next day he went 
down alone with a spade, and dug steadily. He found  it 
very hard work, for,  although he was big and strong for 
his age, he was only twelve. He went down every day 
for  a week, and at last he had made a clear space all round 
the object, which he saw was a box. He tried to get it 
out, but although he tugged with all his might it would not 
come. He determined to leave it till his father  came 
home. 

Two days later Mr. Meredith came home, and Harry 
told him what he had discovered. His father  went with 
him and when he found  how heavy the box was, he sent 
for  two men with ropes, and at last they hauled it up into 
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the playroom. Harry's father  forced  the lid off  and found 
that the box was full  of  gold. 

C. W., IVB. 

J r o m (Englanb to the Frenches. 

When we post our letters to the soldiers in France, they 
have to go through London to be sorted into the different 
Battalions. They are then sent to a port and taken over to 
France in a Packet Boat. When they arrive at the Base, they 
are transferred  to the various supply trains, and are taken 
in these trains to rail-head. When they arrive at the rail-
head they are taken by the motor lorries which form  the 
Divisional train to the Divisional " Dumps." At the 
" Dumps " they are collected by the Battalion Transport, 
and taken with the rations to the Battalion Quarter-
master's stores ; here they are sorted into the different 
companies by the Sergeant-drummer, who acts as Battalion 
Postman. Then they are taken with the rations to the 
head of  the communication trenches by the Battalion 
Transport. Here they are collected by the ration parties 
and carried to the fire  trenches, generally arriving there 
about midnight. They are then sorted under the Company 
Sergeant-major into the four  platoons. They are collected 
by the platoon ration parties in the morning and given out 
to the soldiers with their rations. The whole journey 
taking about four  days. 

I . S . , R E M O V E . 

Jlotmnbcv 6th, 1915. 

Attend all ye who list to hear 
Our noble Worcester lays ; 
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I tell of  those thrice famous  deeds 
We wrought in recent days, 
When 'gainst that team invincible, 
We strove with might and main ; 
Whipped laggard muscles into play 
Immortal fame  to gain. 
The field  of  battle witnessed 
A young, bold, vigorous crew, 
Who, mad with lust for  slaughter, 
Rushed on the aged few. 
The few  stood calm and silent 
And looked upon their foes, 
While a great shout of  triumph 
From the pavilion rose. 
But our captain's brow was sad, 
And our captain's speech was low, 
And darkly looked she on the team, 
And darkly on the foe— 
" Their centre's close upon us, 
Unerring is her aim, 
And if  she once doth shoot a goal 
What hope to save the game." 
Their forwards  rushed forth  swiftly, 
Attacked our halting backs 
Mid sounds of  mighty tumult, 
Noise of  resounding whacks. 
Up started every hairpin, 
Out leapt each hidden curl, 
As up and down the muddied sward 
The struggling squadrons whirl. 
Our forwards  pressed on manfully 
Against that vast array, 
And so the conflict  ended 
Two goals to six that day. 
And then, with shouts and laughter, 
The foes,  now reconciled, 


