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BOARDING SCHOOL

The Grove Girls' School

Hadje and I were ten and twelve, in 1925, when mother selected a private girls' school for us, "The Grove," Watford, Hertfordshire.  It was about 60 miles from our home and 20 miles from London.  The school building, an historic mansion owned by the Earl of Clarendon, had beautiful and extensive gardens which were surrounded by 200 acres of park land and woods.  A half mile long carriage driveway ran from the lodge gates to the school.  It was considered a high class school, and, although the fees would now seem extremely low, in 1925 about forty guineas a term for each of us, was a very high price for our parents.

Packing for School

Mother was used to packing for boarding school since our siblings, Tom and Joyce, nine and seven years older than I, had attended private boarding schools before us.  They must have been through with school when we started.  Jim, my younger brother, had been sent to Kimbolton Grammar School, Tom's school, in 1924 when he was seven. A good education was considered much more important for boys than girls at that time.  Mother’s opinion was a bit different. Our sister Joyce had been sent as a boarder to a small private school called Slepe Hall at St. Ives in Huntingdonshire, our county.

 I remember very vividly much of the preparation for Hadje's and my change of education. Before that we had been taught by various governesses at home and the last couple of years had shared a teacher at her home in a nearby village, with two other children. There were many trips to the dressmaker for several outfits to wear when we were out of uniform; journeys in the buggy to Thrapston and Huntingdon for shoes, stockings, underwear, hats, bibles, prayer books and many other items.  All clothing had to have  name tapes sewn on and everything had to be enumerated on a list inside our trunk lids.  It seemed like endless packing and repacking. We even had to take our own knife, fork and spoons, also engraved. 

The Journey

AT last the big day arrived for us to set out on our great venture - a scary one for me.  I was shy, and had never been away from home before without an older relative.  I had not traveled on a train without an adult escort either.  I remember the tummy ache that I developed en transit just worrying about everything, especially regarding  changing trains (at Kettering, I think) and using an overpass which went over several rail lines to get to the Watford train.  Would they look after our trunks so that they arrived with us?  Is this the station where we change?  Will the next train go before we get to it?  Which is the right train for Watford?  Just a few of my concerns.  Of course we had been given a multitude of directions and cautions.  Don't take any sweets (candy) or anything from strangers, don't speak to or smile at any men (unless they were policemen or rail attendants in uniform) and don't sit on any public toilet seats!  These were all old warnings--they were just newly reinforced.

Hadje, on the other hand, seemed perfectly relaxed.  She was quite content to have me do the worrying for us both.  I think if anyone had offered her candy, she would have hastily enjoyed it if she could, before I snatched it away.  I was her guardian and she appeared to enjoy the trip.  I do remember feeling just a little bit irritated that she could smile and take it so easy while I was so agitated about everything.  Certainly any child now, much younger than I was then, would with today's maturity  have managed all this with no problem, and no stomach ache.

The next thing I remember about going away to school was the school matron supervising the unpacking of my sister’s trunk.  I expect she had to check that the younger ones and new students had brought everything they were supposed to arrive with.  She was very impressed with mother's packing!  

My Memory Sharpened by School Prospectus

I still have the old school prospectus, which was sent to mother.  It jogs my memory of "The Grove." I notice that they boasted nine bathrooms, electricity and two ways to heat the school!  At the time we must have been impressed with all those amenities since our home was Church Farm in the tiny village of Brington in Huntingdonshire. Our mother, Martha Brawn, had enjoyed a genteel upbringing, our father Henry Brawn, was a gentleman-farmer.  At home we got along mostly with candles or coal-oil lamps—just one Aladdin lamp in the dining room.   Heat was provided by the wood and coal range in the kitchen and open fireplaces in the other rooms. There was no bathroom, only an indoor toilet and wash-stands in the  bedrooms.  Baths were once a week (I think) in a smallish, oval, zinc tub by the kitchen stove.  At school, our bath times were set out on a chart at the beginning of the school term.  I think it was two baths a week--if you missed your scheduled time, you were out of luck.

The pictures in the old prospectus reminded me of the lofty, spacious, main rooms and large entrance hall with huge picture of Jesus with the disciples, fishing on the Lake of Galilee.  I recalled the wind-up telephone on the wall, the first phone that I ever used.

Hazing

It took me longer than my sister to become adapted to boarding school.  I was extremely homesick and the hazing that most new students were subjected to at English boarding schools at that time was very hard on me.  I didn't see the humour in an "apple-pie bed," which was having your bed specially remade for you with the bottom sheet tucked in half way down the bed and stuffed underneath with hairbrushes shoes and anything else they could find that would feel uncomfortable.  You had to remake it in the dark or by flashlight if you had one, since the lights could not be put on again after "lights-out." 

For awhile, it seemed that you could not trust any information that you requested from another girl.  Until you had proved that you could "take it and take it," every other student, almost, was out to get you.  Joyce had warned us that you never "tattled" on any one or it would be much worse.  She must have had a very unhappy time when she first went to "Slepe Hall" earlier.  No wonder father said that if they broke her spirit like that, he didn't want her to go back there.

I never treated a new student like that--I always tried to help them and by then the other students did not oppose me.  Once a lovely girl about my age was new and having a miserable time.  I befriended her all I could but her treatment resulted in her parents removing her from the school.  (I didn't tell my parents what it was like when I was a new girl).  The principal, Miss Harmon, was very upset at losing a pupil.  She spoke to the whole school and professed to be quite unaware that new students were "hazed."  She found it unbelievable that the girl had found only one other student friendly towards her!

Pleurisy

At some time during the first term I developed a bad cold and cough.  After awhile I got a very sharp pain under my ribs.  The matron brushed off my complaint and it wasn't until one of the teachers noticed me bent over coughing and holding my ribs that I got any attention.  Soon after I found myself alone in a sick room adjoining the matron's suite on the top floor of the school. 

I have forgotten the matron's name but she was very kind to me and felt badly that she had not realized that I was ill--she got so many false complaints.  The doctor from  Watford came to see me and said that I had pleurisy.  He drew a map, as he said, on my back and told matron to put a mustard plaster on it.  She did this and told me it would get hot and then disappeared.  Well it did--it got hotter and hotter and by the time she finally came back, I had a nasty burn on my back.  I had no idea how hot it was supposed to get.

I was extremely bored in that lonely room.  It was so high up that the attic windows looked out on only the sky.  The light coloured wall paper was covered with small, dark polka dots which I counted and multiplied and added, desperately trying to estimate how many dots there were on all four walls.  I was rapidly going dotty and implored matron to give me something to do.  At that time if you were "poorly," you were kept in bed and kept in bed for ever, it seemed, with not even a book. Matron complied with my request.  She brought me a fur-felt hat to sew on the school hat band.  I did it so well that she was delighted and produced more hats that needed ribbon bands.  She had this job to do for some of the new, younger girls and must have had quite a time keeping up with all her duties.  

Another visit or two from the doctor and he said I must be sent home for the rest of the term to recuperate.  My cousin Daisy, ten years older than I, came to the school from London with a large rented car and chauffeur and took me home.  I remember I had to lie down across the back seat covered in blankets.  It was so good to see mother and to be home again.  Thinking back, I must have caused a great deal of extra expense at that time.  At least Hadje had mastered the art of survival at boarding school and begun to enjoy life there.

So, my first term at boarding school was a short one.  Since it was the winter term, it was after Christmas by the time I got back.  To my surprise, I was no longer treated as a new girl, and I began to gradually get used to school life.  I was a hard worker but some subjects such as French and geometry, which I had never taken before and was in classes far ahead of me, I found very hard--the result of being taught this and that by a private tutor.  Most of all I enjoyed literature, history, geography, scripture, drawing and botany--the botany probably because we drew small diagrams of parts of plants, often outdoors.

Uniforms

In the winter we wore navy blue, belted uniforms with a gold yoke embroidered in the middle with the school motto and the "Tree of Heaven", one of which grew in the extensive gardens.  (It brought back old memories when I recently saw a "Tree of Heaven" in the Vandusen Gardens in  Vancouver.)  Our stockings and shoes were black--grey knee socks were worn by the younger girls.  The uniform included a navy blue overcoat and black felt hat with green hat-band edged with red, with the same tree motif.  At the beginning of the term, a tailor from Watford came and took the new girls' measurements for uniforms and blazers. 

The summer uniform was a natural-coloured silk shantung tunic with black stockings, white shoes, dark green blazer with red trimming and "The Tree" insignia on the breast pocket and natural Panama hat with school band.  The school motto included in the emblem on blazers and tunics was, "Honour Before Honours."  The date 1864 was split on either side of the Tree of Heaven.  It referred to the founding of Morton House Girls' School, the predecessor of The Grove school at another location.  The principal, Miss Harmon, had moved the students of the old school and renamed it shortly before we became students. 

The Dining Hall

Most things at school were very regimented.  Each weekday morning, for about twenty minutes before breakfast, we were exercised outside in front of the school.  Often in the winter it was cold and frosty, but only when it was snowing or raining, was it held in the ballroom, which doubled as a "gym". After that it was breakfast in the dining room which had six or seven tables, each set for ten people.  A teacher or the matron or the housekeeper was in charge of each one, and our table and places at the table were listed on a new chart each month.  Before each meal, the principal said a lengthy grace while we all stood behind our chairs until she finished and was seated.

The quietest table was the one with the French teacher where everyone had to speak French.  Conversation was limited mostly to, "Passez moi le sel, si vous plait," and similar phrases.  The mademoiselle was no help since she spoke little English.

The meals served were very uninteresting--stodgy English food of that period and the same things week after week.  I don't remember any pleasant culinary surprises.  Any institution that served such food today would have a riot in no time.  We didn't have much choice but we were usually hungry for whatever was being served.  There was little left on the table that was edible when we were finished.  Once I was served an egg in the shell for breakfast (they were always hard-boiled) and it turned out to be a bad one.  Not noticing, I had started to eat it and still remember the shock of discovery and the unpleasantness.  Since then I have eaten few eggs served in their shells.

Prayers

After breakfast we had a short time to make our beds and leave things tidy and then it was "Prayers."  When we first started school, it was held in the ballroom, but soon after it was changed to the wide, curved and carpeted, main staircase, where we lined up about six to a step with the younger ones on the lower stairs.  Miss Harmon stood across the hall at the bottom and led us in prayers, read something from the Bible and gave us a little sermon.  She was a serious and very religious person whose father was a Church of England minister.  There was also a piano in the hall and we sang a hymn which I loved doing. 

Life at The Grove

After Prayers we started our classes for the day.  The divisions were called "forms," not grades.  In the middle of the morning we had a short break from our studies and a maid brought a large tray with a thick slice of bread and margarine. There was supposed to be a slice for each girl but if you were not very quick to claim your share, it rapidly disappeared.

In the evening we did our "prep" (preparation) for our school work for an hour or two and if there was any time left we could read or play board games.

I remember that it was the duty of the student nearest to the door to hurry and hold it open for a teacher on her way out.  Teachers were looked up to and given every form of respect.  I do not remember anyone openly disagreeing with even one of them.  The French teachers often had a hard time.  They seldom stayed more than one term and had a very poor knowledge of English.  They often dressed in different fashions from the rest of the teachers (more continental styles) sometimes wearing a large shawl around their shoulders.  Once one of the girls in my French class had a pair of scissors which she used to snip off a portion of the deep fringe around the shawl every time the mademoiselle paused near the girl's desk.  The girls found this very amusing but the poor teacher must have wondered whatever happened to shorten her fringe in so many places around the back.

Sundays

On Sundays we walked two by two, called walking in "croc." (crocodile) to church at Watford, about two miles away.  When we arrived, we marched down the main church aisle to our front seats on the right hand side of the church.  There in all our uniformed glory, we had a splendid view of the choir boys whose stalls were just to our left.  Some of them used to make faces at us and try to make us laugh during the sermon which was boring and seemingly endless.  One of them used to take the large, round jaw-breaker (boiled candy) out of his mouth, hold it up on the end of his finger and look at us with an expression that almost broke us up. 

After lunch on Sundays everyone had to write home--a reasonably long letter.  When the weather was nice we could do this out in the gardens.  I remember once we had an "Open House"  day at the school when parents and relatives from all over the British Isles and beyond (some of the girls' parents were in India, America or somewhere else overseas) came to the school to browse around and watch special displays etc.  It was a very beautiful day in summer when the extensive gardens were at their best.  All day long cars and taxis were coming and going. Of course, it was too far for our parents, but I think I was rather glad they could not come when I saw the grand,  fashionably dressed ladies strolling around, with Miss Harmon making so much of the more important ones with impressive titles.

I started to tell about our letter writing.  Well, it must have been the day after the Open House that we were doing our writing in the garden.  This time I had lots to write about and was quite enjoying putting down my view of the swanky visitors. Suddenly a shadow fell across the page and there behind me was Miss Harmon and she was reading every word I had written.  I was extremely embarrassed, also incensed that she thought she had the right to read my private letter.  I just shrank down miserably in front of her.  Her only comment was, " 'sent' is spelt 'scent'."  She embarrassed a number of us that day but I think she probably found my letter the most entertaining.

Terms and Half-Terms

There were three terms a year with about two weeks holiday at Christmas and Easter and a month in the Summer.  There was also a long weekend in each term called "half term" when most of the students either went home (if it was near enough) or had something special like a trip to London.  We were only sixty miles away from home but at that time people in the country seldom travelled far and sixty miles was considered quite a distance.  Hadje and I and some of the other girls usually spent the time at the school since London trips were expensive.

However, I do remember one trip to London when it was half-term.  We were in a fancy restaurant and the menu was all in French.  We didn't any of us have much money but we wanted to order something in the dessert line.  Enid Roberts, who professed to understand a French bill of fare picked out something which she said should be delicious and we all ordered the same.  Our faces must have been amusing to the waiter when it arrived.  We were all so surprised and disappointed - it turned out to be a very small servings of something like ravioli. We had appetites for sweet pastry, ice cream or chocolate sauce but none for meat done up in a soggy paste.

There was a canal running through the park with paths for the horses to tow the barges.  This was out of bounds for us at all times.  We only saw it when we were walking in "croc" to church or travelling somewhere special.  There was also a smaller waterway which we called the "Lake," although it was more like a placid river.  It was much nearer to the school than the canal and at half term the girls who were left at school were allowed to explore the park around it.  It flowed past an old mill which was no longer used.

One lovely sunny day we found an old punt among the rushes and after looking around discovered a couple of long stakes with which we could navigate.  Our craft had a little water in it but somehow it floated with Hadje and me and a couple of other girls in it.  There was a pair of nesting swans in the rushes but we soon discovered that they were quite vicious, in fact, we just managed to escape from them without injury.

It was fun trying to manoeuver that sodden old punt with the makeshift poles.  We were probably enjoying ourselves far more than the students who had gone on a trip somewhere.  We had our own trip.  I must have been standing up punting, not watching where we were going when suddenly the others screamed, "Get down."  When I quickly turned, the punt was already going under the low bridge over the park driveway--there was no time to get down.  I managed to grab hold of a projection on the bridge and my friends disappeared towards the old mill leaving me hanging there.  My punting pole was left behind me stuck in the mud. There was much screaming and laughter.  Just when it seemed I could not hang on another second, the punt returned for me to collapse into.  I still have a souvenir watercolour of that same old bridge done by Miss Roseby, our art mistress.

Subjects

There were fifty or so students at "The Grove" and about eight regular "mistresses," including Miss Harmon, who taught us divinity (scripture), mathematics, literature, history, geography, chemistry, physics, botany, French, drawing, games, drill and, of course, English grammar. Other choices such as violin, piano, elocution, handicrafts, special dancing (like Greek dancing), horseback riding, fencing and tennis lessons, cost extra tuition which was too expensive for our parents.  Most of these extras were taught by special instructors who came to the school. 

Many of the students were the daughters of wealthy, professional people, doctors, lawyers, ambassadors etc.  Some of the parents had titles.  We really were out of our class but my sister, Hadje, who was more buoyant than I, soon learned to swim with the tide.  She had such a happy personality and managed to fit in with most people.  Where I was embarrassed by my lack of many of the things the other girls possessed, Hadje was more inclined to see the humor in the situation.  She could borrow or improvise and did not seem to be at all cowed by our seeming inferiorities.  

Singing

For a long time I would have loved to take singing lessons.  It was a great joy to me when Mrs. Goodchild, the parson's wife at Brington, put a choir together, even though mother never let us sing with the choir on Sundays.

One term at The Grove we had a music teacher who decided that we ought to have a real school choir. With that in mind, she tested every voice in the school.  It is still quite clear in my mind--she sat at the piano in the dining-hall and played the hymn, "There is a green hill far away, without a city wall."  I had to stand at the far end of the room and sing it.  My knees were knocking and my hands holding the hymn book were shaking, but I did my best.  I sang the two first lines and she abruptly stopped playing and looked at me.  I was so afraid that I was a failure but to my surprise she told me that I had a "VOICE."  She also told me that she had found another "voice."  "You will never guess," she said.  "It is Alice Stitt," who was an American from New Jersey, the plainest-looking girl in the school with a real nasal twang to her voice.  She was fairly new and had not made many friends, in fact, she was regarded by most girls as a curiosity.  I am sure that Alice was overjoyed too.

Unfortunately, that was the term we had an epidemic of red measles which was a serious disease at that time.  I was so disappointed when we returned to school the next term to find a new music teacher who did not recognize either Alice or myself as "special."

Hair Washing

I recall seeing the matron presiding over a Saturday washing of hair for the younger students.  Many of the girls had long hair and washing hair in those days was a very serious and unpleasant task.  The matron had a large jug of some kind of yellow, liquid soap--everyone got the same treatment.  There was no real hair shampoo, conditioner or hair dryer.  We all went through different degrees of torture removing the knots from assorted tangles.

Miss Harmon's "Pulpit"

The principal had a suite of rooms near the top of the main staircase, which we were not allowed to use, but her bathroom was across the hall nearby. It was up a small curved stairway and through a second door-we girls called it "the pulpit".  Once the Vicar of Watford was visiting the school for some special occasion.  He lunched with us and gave a long grace and later on used Miss Harmon's bathroom.  It gave us a great deal of amusement later when we heard about it.  He was unable to unlock the bathroom door and had to spend some time hammering for assistance.  At last the  principal heard and rescued him.  Miss Harmon had been beaming at him and fussing over him--we were of the general opinion that she was "sweet on him."  This event must have embarrassed her no end.

Prefects and Demerits

About four of the older girls were appointed at the beginning of the term to be prefects.  They had a number of privileges such as being allowed to use the main stairway and have their own sitting room in which they could make tea and do their "prep." (lesson preparation.)  They also had authority, along with the teachers, to give "order marks," which were major demerits, and "neatness marks," which were given for such things as having a button undone or leaving something lying around.  Some of them were quite pompous and overbearing with the younger girls.  At the end of each month a list was posted in the main hall with everyones standing in her form and also any demerits against her.

After I had attended The Grove for a few terms, I did very well, in spite of having a bad time with mathematics, and my name was usually near the top of the list for my form.  Our reports were sent to our parents at the end of the term and since I was a serious, conscientious worker and well-behaved, most of the time, mine was satisfactory.

More About The Grove

The Term I Had Fun

One term at boarding school sticks out in my memory.  That was the term  when I decided to have a little fun.  I was tired of being "good" and perhaps I wanted to see if I could compete with some of the more popular girls.  I rapidly became one of the most popular girls in the school.  My friends called me "Breeny" from Brawn and for that term I became the ringleader in many escapades.  It was so easy to misbehave and think up unusual and interesting sprees.

One midnight the four of us from my dormitory and four more from another one, armed ourselves with several flashlights and crept stealthily downstairs to the servants quarters of the mansion.  This area of the school was strictly "out of bounds" to us at any time. 

For some time we had known that there were tunnels underneath the school but none of us had ever seen them.  We knew that through the gardener's potting sheds, which were accessed by a corridor near the housekeeper's quarters, there was a tunnel entrance to the right which led into other tunnels.  There were wild rumours of ancient monks, and strange people who used them hundreds of years ago.  

Going down dark stairways and creeping furtively along shadowy passageways was fearful enough--there were almost no lights other than our flashlights.  The potting shed was even worse but we kept on.  There was the tunnel entrance and cautiously we entered.  It was extremely eerie with our flashlights giving a poor light and making scary shadows everywhere.  However, this was our one chance--it was unthinkable that we would ever do this again.  Although almost right away most of us were frightened enough to retreat, we continued a little and passed two other tunnel entrances keeping to the main one.  What we could see of each others faces appeared ghostly.  It was cold, damp and smelt forbidding.  Why had I suggested such a plan?  We were shivering with fright and cold.  Nobody else knew where we were; what if we got lost and could not find our way out?  What if our meager lights gave out?  At that point one of the girls dropped her flashlight and that did it.  We panicked and turned as one with one mind to get out of that terrifying place.   

In our hurry to get out of the potting shed, a couple of flower pots got knocked over, but we had enough sense left to remind each other in a whisper not to make a sound.  We would surely be expelled or, at least, punished severely if we were caught. Surely Miss Harmon would not expel eight of us--maybe just me!

Somehow we made it back to our dorms without mishap and silently cleaned the soles of our slippers.  There were rumbles the next day--the gardener knew someone had been trespassing and upset his flower pots.  We all had poker faces and did not dare tell, even any of the other girls, for some time, about our tunnel trip, although we were bursting to do so.  We were also especially careful to obey all rules for awhile.

Midnight Feasts

We had more midnight feasts than usual that term.  At midnight we would visit another dorm or have our friends come to ours for the feast.  Then sitting on the floor huddled in blankets and whispering, we would eat by flashlight whatever assortment of goodies we had been able to collect.  The housekeeper looked after the "tuck shop" and sold fruit and sweets to the girls with pocket money, on Saturday mornings.  Also some of the girls frequently received parcels of assorted confections.  Those girls were understandably popular.  It wasn't that we were so hungry at twelve midnight, but it was a special, daring party.  We never noticed that it was often a bit cold and not that comfortable.  Probably some of the teachers  were aware of our stealthy activities and considering them to be harmless, overlooked them. 

That term I used the main stairway quite often if it seemed to be safe.  Sometimes I was caught.  At the end of the month when the charts went up, my lists of demerits were long.  Even my sister Hadje who was no angel looked at me with disbelief.

I Am A Disgrace

I cannot remember all the minor "crimes" I was involved in during that period of my schooling, but I do remember very vividly that when I went home for the holidays, my parents soon received my disgraceful report.  I was truly ashamed and decided that I could never inflict such a  disappointment on them again.  

The next term my old friends looked to me for more "fun."  However, they understood when I told them about my parents and my awful report.  I still had my friends but was careful to be reasonably "good" and to work hard.  I had had "my day" last term and it was long remembered. 

Measles Epidemic

One term we had an epidemic of red measles at the school.  So many of the girls were ill at the same time that they had three or four nurses come from the Watford Hospital and live in.  One wing of the school on the top floor was closed off for a hospital.  Hadje contracted it soon after me but she was in a different room.  I still clearly remember suffering from the worst headache I ever had in my life and asking the head nurse for a cold flannel (washcloth) to put on my forehead.  She very snappily replied that she was too busy and that a lot of the others felt just as bad as I did.  The pillow became wet with my tears.  Later we all had to gargle with a dark purple liquid--I think it was permanganate of potash.  There were four beds in each room like in our dormitories and mine had a washroom also.  I remember the "battle axe" of a nurse threatening us with mastoids in our ears if we put our heads out of the washroom window.  One tall, willowy, and beautiful brunette named Jill did lean out of the window when no nurse was around.  She shouted down to the girls in the garden, three floors below and carried on a conversation with them for several minutes.  She was the only one to develop mastoiditis and had to be sent to the Watford Hospital.

Cathleen Baldwin, who was a relative of Stanley Baldwin the Prime Minister, had fair skin, blue eyes, and long, very blond, straight hair.  I never thought of her as beautiful.  She was boastful, snobbish and kept to her own little clique of friends.  One term she became ill and was sent to the hospital at Watford.  Later we learned that she had typhoid fever, which luckily nobody else contracted.

When well enough she was sent to her home in Scotland to recuperate over the summer.  We had almost forgotten about Cathleen when we returned to school for the Autumn term and she came back.  But what a different appearance and personality.  During her illness, she had lost all her hair.  Now her head was covered with lovely tight blond curls and she had a friendly smile and open-hearted manner.  Everyone welcomed her back and felt her soft, cushiony hair.  From then on she was well-liked by all.  We did wonder if one had to suffer typhoid to make such a pleasing difference in personality.

Confirmation

The girls who had been confirmed into the Church of England did not have to walk to Watford every Sunday (when it was really wet we had a private bus.)  Instead, they had the privilege of getting up early and going to a small, country church nearby for Holy Communion.  In those days, Communion was supposed to be taken without any previous breakfast, but since a girl fainted on one occasion, we were allowed to have a small snack before leaving the school.  Afterwards we were back at the school in time to breakfast with the other girls and then, while they went to church at Watford, we had the whole morning relatively free.  This was a big plus for the "confirmed" ones, in fact, for many it was enough reason for getting "confirmed."

I felt that there ought to be a holier reason for such a step and took the whole business of Confirmation very seriously.  This occurred when I was about fourteen when six or seven of us went into Watford once a week, a number of times, to be prepared for confirmation by the Vicar of Watford, Henry Edwards.  I remember sitting around the Vicar's study table and listening very carefully to his discussions of "The Holy Trinity" and other related, obscure subjects.  He was a large, almost neckless, broad-shouldered man with what I remember as a toad-like aspect.  He seemed to squat in his armed oak chair at the end of the table and croaked out his convictions and cautions.  He never smiled or cracked even a benign joke, just blinked now and then with heavy-lidded eyes.  We had many passages to memorize and other homework. 

I am sure I was, at least for that session, his most serious student.  My friends discussed him and our confirmation preparation with hilarity.  I was quiet and attempted to banish such thoughts from my mind.

I still have the little red Communion book entitled:

 Holy Communion

Epistles & Gospels

W.Walsham How, D.D. 

Inside is the inscription:

Phyllis Brawn

In memory of her

Confirmation at the

Parish Church Watford. Dec.4th 1927

And with every good Wish for  

Her happiness and Welfare

Henry Edwards.

Vicar.

Joshua  1-9.

Finally, the special Sunday for the Confirmation Service arrived.  We all had white dresses, shoes and stockings and white veils on our heads--little brides of Jesus.  There were many of us that day, since all the other "prepared" ones in the diocese, joined us.   We walked in pairs down the main aisle of Watford Church to the altar railings, where the Bishop of St. Albans  placed a hand on each bowed head as we knelt, and gave us his benediction.  His blessing, to me, seemed very long.  He was an enormous man, towering above us as he leaned slightly forward.  I remember most the amount of pressure he put on my head which hurt my neck.  Maybe this was the origin of my neck problems!

After that we could have a "free" Sunday morning.  However, I do not remember going to the little church very often.  Perhaps getting up that early did not appeal to me--I never was one for arising much earlier than necessary; not after that holiday that mother and I had together with tea and biscuits in bed every morning.

Grass Hockey

Hadje and I both played grass hockey, she usually played right wing and I had a defense position, sometimes playing goalie.  The tennis courts were inside the gardens but for games like hockey and cricket we had a field marked out in the park outside the garden walls.  I have always remembered our games mistress's insistent advice: "Never stop until the whistle blows."

Once when a visiting team was at the school, for some reason, I and another team member were not playing.  But what really upset us was the fact that we had not been invited to the after-game tea party which always followed.  After the teams had left the table set up in the library, we hurried in to clean up on left over goodies. 

There we were with our mouths stuffed with chocolate eclairs and cream buns when our games mistress entered showing the visiting coach around the school.  The other girl fled into the garden through the French windows just in time.  I stood there, cheeks bulging and speechless causing our coach and myself great embarrassment.  She mumbled something to get rid of me and I fled too.  I headed for the "Splashery," a small room where we left our footwear to be cleaned, where I spat out my mouthful of goodies into a kind of laundry tub, too upset to enjoy it.  Strangely, I never heard any more of the incident.  Our games mistress probably saw the other girl make her escape. It is funny, but under similar circumstances, I was never able to run away but stood my ground, mouth full or empty.  Perhaps it was in the back of my mind that we ought to have been invited to the repast, and I wasn't going to run away.

Hadje and Tennis

Hadje was more of an athlete than I was.  We did not have private tennis lessons but that did not stop my sister from watching and listening to the tennis pro.  She picked up things quickly and later became a good tennis player.

On Saturdays some of the girls took riding lessons from a stable in Watford.  We used to watch them from the gardens as they gathered in their riding togs and rode off on beautiful horses with Captain Shackle and another man in immaculate riding habits.

The Grove Stables

The Grove also had a riding stable on the estate which was in charge of Mr. Clark who was the husband of one of the teachers. He and his wife lived in a suite in the school but he had nothing to do with the school other than the stables.  The Clarks were probably the only really sane people around the place (I have thought this since those days.)

Hadje soon gravitated towards the stables where most of her friends took riding lessons.  This was much more casual and more fun than the formal Saturday instruction as well as much cheaper.  Even though she did not take riding lessons, Hadje  loved animals, especially horses, and could ride with the best. Just how much riding she managed to do, I don't know.  She and her friends, I think, helped with the grooming and often exercised the horses.  Mr. Clarke, it seemed, was less educated than his wife and rather a salty character.  His language was often geared to the stable and sometimes I heard the girls discussing him.  If Miss Harmon had ever spent time around the stables, she certainly would not have allowed the girls to enjoy so much extra time there.

Goodbye to The Grove

Sometime towards the end of the Summer term in 1929, Miss Harmon called Hadje and me into her office.  She had just received a letter from mother telling her of our planned departure later in the year to Canada.  It was a bit of a shock.  Daisy and Tom had emigrated there in 1927 and were now married and had a baby son, Henry.  We knew they liked British Columbia but did not know that our parents were seriously thinking of leaving England until then. Farmers were beginning to be affected financially by the approaching “Great Depression.”

It did not take long to become excited about the move. We quickly became the celebrities of the school with everyone wanting to know the details.  I remember one of my friends, Enid Roberts, telling me that I had better learn some of the popular expressions "out  West."  The only one I can remember that she suggested was, "Ya sure slobbered a bib full, baby!"  I have no idea where she got it from and I never found an occasion to use it.  Any Canadian I told about it, I am sure, wondered about my English friends.

The evening Enid attempted to coach me for Canada, about six of us were sitting around an open fire.  There was laughter and fun but I remember feeling a little sad thinking this was one of our last evenings--it was all coming to an end.  Someone had a windup gramophone which was playing "Ramona" for the umpteenth time.  I think it was "Ramona."— this was back in 1929.
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