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***  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. 

Several very creditable contributions have been received, 
of  which one is held over for  the next Magazine, as this 
issue is already somewhat over full. 

Attention is drawn to the fact  that all contributions 
must be signed, though the name is not necessarily pub-
lished. They should also be written on one side of  the 
paper only. 

l e t t e r f r o m  i f l i s j s  S p u r t i n g . 

My dear School, 
We listened on Saturday to words of  high hope and 

encouragement, as Miss Douglas showed us how, in the 
corporate life  of  the School, we could raise an enduring 
memorial to her to whom our School owes that life. 

There is, indeed, little need for  more words—the need is 
now for  thought and action ; but I should like to say how 
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strong was the sense of  encouragement and continuity 
which the presence of  so many Old Girls brought with it. 

Your affectionate  friend, 

M A R G A R E T C . S P U R L I N G . 

First Sunday in Advent. 

P.S.—By School, I mean past and present. 

| C c t t e r f r o n t  € m t o n C C h u t g h t o n . 

College, 
Worcester, 

October, 1912. 
To the Members and Associates of  the 

High School Guild. 
My dear Friends, 

I cannot allow the profound  sense of  loss, which we 
must all feel  at the removal from  visible communion with 
us, of  Alice Ottley, the beloved Head of  the Guild since 
its inception more than a quarter of  a century ago, to pass 
without a few  words from  its Warden to the Members and 
Associates. 

During the 20 years and more, since I succeeded Dr. 
Gott in that office,  I have shared with all others who were 
brought into contact with her in relation to Spiritual 
things, an ever-deepening sense of  indebtedness which 
cannot be expressed in words. It has " grown with our 
growth, and strengthened with our strength." 

Many have written and spoken of  other aspects of  her 
life  and character ; I will confine  myself  to this. 

Her intense solicitude for  the religious welfare  of  all 
entrusted to her care, not only in the primary stages of 
their School career, but especially at the time of  their 
Confirmation,  and first  Communion, and after  they had left 
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the School, was a source of  untold strength to those who 
came under its influence. 

No one who was associated with her in her great work, 
as were all connected with the Guild, could fail  to feel  it, 
and to thank GOD for  it. 

Definite  teaching, the outcome of  her own firm  conviction 
and unfaltering  faith,  watered by her self-sacrificing  love 
for  souls, enforced  by the example of  her own consistent 
life,  bore fruit  abundantly in hundreds of  other lives, and 
not least—may I not say in a marked degree ?—in those 
who joined the Guild. 

The best testimony that we can bear to the value we set 
on her teaching and example, and the love we bear for  her, 
will be an unfaltering  adherence to its rules and intentions, 
enshrining as they do all that she held to be truest and 
best, and most calculated to sustain and deepen our 
Spiritual life. 

In proof  of  this, I am permitted to quote to you the 
following  words, spoken by her to a friend,  just ten days 
before  her Call came :— 

" My School! I love it so dearly. Each person in it, 
down to the smallest child, I love with all my heart and 
soul. 

And even if  I never get back my strength, I have one 
great joy left,  and that is that each member of  my Guild 
has given me her solemn promise, that at all times in her 
life  she will try and do her very best." 

It is a source of  supreme satisfaction  that she is succeeded 
in her high office  by one who is imbued with the same 
spirit, and will carry on the work on similar lines. 

To her, as our new Head, we have already offered  our 
warmest welcome. It remains that we testify  to the 
sincerity of  it, by our loyalty to her rule, and by our 
earnest and constant prayers, that GOD may abundantly 
bless it. 
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To this I call you, my dear Friends, as a special act of 
thanksgiving for  the past, and as a proof  of  your desire to 
promote the future  welfare  of  the High School and its 
Guild, in the name of  J E S U S CHRIST our LORD. 

I remain, 
Your sincere friend  and Warden, 

T . L . CLAUGHTON. 

f l e m i n i s c c n x c s  o f  J t t t s a ( D t t l e n . 

This  number of  " White  and Blue " is naturally something 
of  a" Memorial  Number  " ; and Old Girls and others have 
sent reminiscences, ivhich we have put together without much 
attempt at arrangement, feeling  that the informal  and 
spontaneous way in which they were written best suits our 
purpose in printing them. 

(A Reprint with some alterations). 
The Godolphin School, 

Salisbury, 
Whit-Monday, 1908. 

Dear Editor, 
Thank you very much for  asking me to write a letter to 

" White and Blue," about the dear and good first  days of 
the School. How well I remember when " Bcrrow's 
Journal" came to Salwarpe Rectory one week, that it 
contained an account of  an important Meeting in 
Worcester, at which Canon Butler had set forth  the scheme 
for  founding  a High School for  Girls. I went to my 
father's  study, and told him I should like to see if  I could 
teach in it, and almost the next day, a telegram came to 
me, in our sunny kitchen garden, telling me to go into 
Worcester to see Canon Butler. 
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Very shortly afterwards,  Miss Ottley wrote to one of  her 
new Council, asking if  she could bring a private Secretary 
with her, to help her to get through some of  the initial 
business, and Lady Alwyne Compton recommended me to 
her as a " handy girl." Poor Miss Ottley was very much 
disappointed, as I was not at all the person she had in her 
mind's eye, but with her usual way of  making the best of 
material to hand, she did let me write for  her. Not her 
letters, of  course ; but write I did, with all my might, and 
what I wrote was this : W.H.S.G., W.H.S.G., W.H.S.G., 
over and over and over again—on all the new School 
dusters. Then I helped Miss Ottley to arrange them in a 
very dark cupboard on the stairs, and whilst we both had 
our heads inside that cupboard, she explained to me some 
of  her great thoughts about education. 

About three weeks later came the Opening Day, and 
Kathleen Abell had the great distinction of  being the very 
first  girl to turn the handle and open the door of  the 
School. Behind her followed  ten others ; and how many 
hundreds have entered since ? 

Our first  XI . ! How proud we were of  them, and with 
what good reason! They vied with one another in trying 
to lay the foundations  of  the Worcester High School on 
the rock of  loyalty and truth, so we cannot wonder at the 
beauty and strength of  the building that has been going on 
ever since. 

Now to return to that first  morning when School was 
opened. We had prayers in the room which was after-
wards the " Preparatory," and Lord and Lady Alwyne 
Compton (he was Dean of  Worcester then), Canon and 
Mrs. Butler, and Mr. George Abell, members of  the 
Council, were all there to pray for  a blessing on the School. 
Canon Butler (afterwards  Dean of  Lincoln) gave us a short 
Address, and set us on our way with high thoughts and 
strong resolutions to do our best. And I come to the 
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kernel of  the thing : another person, who not only prayed 
for  the School that morning, but gave up her entire self  to 
it. She gave all then, but the wonderful  thing is that as 
the years rolled on, she gave more and more, and more. 

We all felt  that first  week that we must try to follow 
after  her ideals, and we had her own example ever before 
us. There she always was, marching on a long way in 
front,  but leaving strongly-marked tracks for  all who would, 
to see, and always ready to help anybody who was anxious 
to do her best. 

M . A . DOUGLAS. 

Miss Ottley—the secret of  her power ; what was it ? 
Surely her great love and her deep humility. She always 
gave of  her very best, whether to GOD or man ; her whole-
hearted devotion and love. Her intense reverence for  all 
that was highest in the Church, in the home, in the life  of 
nature, even to the lowliest wild-flower  by the way. All 
who knew her were sure of  her sympathy, even the 
smallest child, for  with a child "she became as a child." 
In a letter to a small boy who once sent her some little 
monkeys on her birthday, which happened to fall  on the 
same day as his own, she wrote, " they are such nice, loyal 
apes, all clutching the flag  of  England, that I have given 
them six names (his sisters'). You need not tell your 
sisters if  you think it will make them angry ! 

Your affect,  old twin, 
Alice Ottley." 

Her thoughtfulness  was one of  her chief  characteristics, 
surely. However busy, she always made time to remember 
the minutest detail that would add to one's comfort  or 
pleasure in any way, such as asking just the people one 
wanted to see to meet one when one returned to School; 
her memory for  kindnesses such as these never failed. 



The  following  was unfortunately  sent from  abroad too late 
for  insertion in the Magazine, but we feel  sure that our 
readers will like to have it, even in this form  :— 

It seems almost impossible to write about our Head, 
Miss Ottley; and yet I suppose we all feel  the same about 
it,—that when we are asked to do so, we must do our best. 

My own recollections go a long way back, for  I went 
to Worcester before  the School was three years old ; but 
they are disjointed, owing to our having lived so much out 
of  England. 

From the first  moment of  seeing Miss Ottley, there 
was only one feeling  possible—absolute belief  in her, 
untouched by any fear.  In talk, she always seemed to know 
just what was coming, always understood it, always gave 
what was needed. She inspired us with perfect  trust in 
her love for  us; we were her children indeed ; and in that 
bond there was no room for  fear.  But with the love for 
her, all who knew her gave her reverence from  the heart; 
for  she was not merely the loving mother of  the School, 
she was its Head, and she could show the severity of  love, 
as well as its attractive force, 

She had a wonderful  power of  expression, and to hear 
her rebuke real wrong-doing was to have what she said 
burnt in upon the memory. But while we all knew that 
meanness, disrespect to a Mistress, any evasion of  the 
truth, disloyalty, were things Miss Ottley could not put up 
with, nor allow her girls to do so, we felt  also that she 



always made the largest allowance for  us, and that our 
faults  and failings  were covered by her in the shelter of  her 
love for  us. She could hate the wrong-doing, but love the 
wrong-doer, and she could make her feel  that she cared for 
her. We felt  it by instinct then ; we see it clearly now, 
looking back. 

We were privileged, in those early days, to see a great 
deal of  our Head, and to have many lessons from  her. 
Divinity, of  course, she then took throughout the School, 
and all she taught us had her own vitality in it. She 
never grudged us her very best, and in her lessons she gave 
us part of  herself,  so that we, in our small measure, could 
share some of  her thoughts. All great affection  brings the 
power of  participation, and those who have been Miss 
Ottley's girls, past and present, know how she welcomed 
the least thing given to her in her lessons in the way of 
thought or understanding, and how she gave it back with 
her own power in it. 

Her personality was stamped upon the School as the 
clear impression is on wax, so that over and over again it 
was said by outside people that the mark was unmistakable, 
and that any member of  the High School would be known 
as such anywhere. Yet the wonder of  it was, that she 
never interfered  with the development of  individual 
character, her strength was as gentle as it was great. 
Gratitude is a poor word indeed in connection with Miss 
Ottley, but the depth of  all we mean by it stirs up the 
memory of  that marvellous forbearance;  for  a strong 
power of  influence  has the might of  fire  in it, and can burn 
out character into the merest shell of  its personality. 



Many of  us would have been as clay in her hands, and 
instead of  moulding us, she gave us to ourselves. 

It is not possible to write all that memory brings back 
of  that intercourse with the Head, unbroken and strength-
ening through years of  absence ; every Worcester girl 
knows it for  herself,  and all can fill  in their own forms  of 
remembrance. The tie that held us to her can never be 
broken, although the happiness of  the outward signs of  it 
has been taken from  us. The strength of  it came, and 
comes, from  her, not from  us, as the greater must include 
the less ; and because it depends on her, and not on us, we 
know that the power and the beauty of  it cannot be 
touched by death, and we hold to it now, and always. 

And with that bond that holds us to her is entwined 
the undying loyalty to the School, given by her, and 
carried on by us, not to be shaken by time or circumstance. 
This, those of  us who are " Old Girls" can offer,  with 
those of  this generation, to our present Head for  accept-
ance, in the hope that she will take our pledge with theirs. 

Of  personal intercourse each one knows what she 
received from  Miss Ottley ; these are only the poorest of 
words, touching the merest fringe  of  memory. But I 
know that all allowance will be made for  the attempt to 
write of  her, and even if  it were better, it would not be 
worthy. The only words that seem to express what we 
feel  in trying to write of  our Head, are Browning's :— 

" I touch, 
But cannot praise, I love so much," 

N. 
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Absolutely devoted as she was to the highest interests in 
life,  she never neglected or thought lightly of  the lowly 
ones. She was more, as a Head Mistress and a friend, 
than can ever be said or written even by those who knew 
her best. 

O N E OF HER " O L D G I R L S . " 

Copies of  two letters from  Miss Ottley, contributed by 
an " Old Girl " :— 

" Alverton, Truro, 
"S. Stephen's Day. 

My most dear Children, 

How very sweet of  you all! I do indeed value my dear 
Canon* ; and almost fancy  I hear his beautiful  voice again 
as I look at the face  ; for  it is a splendid likeness. Is it 
not nice that our English S. Chrysostom had given us all 
his books- himself?  How I wish I could have you all here, 
to see this beautiful  Cathedral ! It makes one thank GOD 
that our dear Mother, the Anglican Church, is so instinct 
with the Life  of  Faith as to have produced such a building 
in this XlXth Century, and to be doing such work as is 
going on in this Diocese. 

My greatest happiness in life  is to see my dear children 
of  the High School, growing up to be her faithful  and 
loving children, and working loyally on her true lines. 
Then it matters very little what the work is ; and we may 
wholly trust that the Chief  Shepherd will shew each what 
is to be her work,—all the more, perhaps, when He seems 
to shut the door, for  a time at least, in the direction we had 
thought to go in. 

My great love and good wishes for  the New Year to you 
all. My thoughts for  you always run into those words of 
S. Paul: ' I thank my GOD upon every remembrance of 



you, always in every prayer of  mine for  you all, making 
request with joy ! ' 

A special kiss to Nelson, and thanks for  his card. 
Your very affectionate, 

Alice Ottley." 
* Canon Liddon. 

" Hotel Saratz, 
Pontresina, 

August 28th. 1888. 
My dearest Kathleen, 

We are taking •' a day off"  to-day, i.e., making 110 long 
expedition, so I am going, instead, to have the pleasure of 
writing to you. I have been thinking of  you day by day, 
longing that I could have my ' first  brood ' and some others 
here. We have had a glorious time, first  on the Italian 
lakes, and now on the glaciers of  the Engadine. Last 
Friday we made the Diavolezza Tour, which even high 
climbers admit is one of  the most beautiful  things in 
Switzerland. We got on to the first  glacier at a quarter to 
seven, walked up that, a steep snow slope, for  i-| hours, and 
then were at the top of  the Col, with the wonderful  semi-
circle of  snow-peaks beneath us, all glistening with the 
fresh  snow that had fallen  on Wednesday; then came 
down to the Pers-gletscher, where we had to be roped, and 
go slowly for  about an hour, to the Insula Pers, and then 
down the Morteratsch glacier: it was eight hours' walk 011 
the ice, but no one was the least tired, and every step was 
full  of  interesting things—the secret wonders of  the great 
ice world. It is curious to sec everything working upwards 
through the ice, so that things lost in the deepest crevasses 
are sure to come to the surface  some day. A gentleman 
and his guide were lost many years ago on one of  these 
glaciers, and, by degrees, all their bones and little properties 
have come up and been collected. 
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Then the flowers  this year are exceptionally lovely. We 
have found  about 270 different  species, and hope for  more 
yet, though it is getting late now, and people are fast 
leaving Pontresina; but it is quite the nicest place I know 
in Switzerland. 

There is a lovely little English Church with daily short 
Service at 8, and delightful  Sunday Services ; and the air 
is so clean and fresh  (for  we are more than 6000 feet  above 
the sea) that even the very hot sun never tries one, and life 
is one long thanksgiving for  all the loveliness ; in fact,  the 
only thing I want is to have my children here, too. 

Great love to you all. 
Your very affectionate, 

Alice Ottley." 

The letter from  Pontresina which Kathleen Abell is 
letting us see, reminds me vividly of  my first  time in 
Switzerland with Miss Ottley, a year or two later than that 
letter, when she took me for  the same glacier " tour " which 
she mentions, over the Diavolezza, the Pers, and the 
Morteratsch glaciers. We had to go to a hut in the 
mountains the night before,  so as to make an early start, to 
get the most difficult  part done before  the sun spoilt the 
surface.  I remember being greatly impressed with the 
way in which Miss Ottley had foreseen  and planned for 
everything : our hot bottles kept us from  freezing  in bed, 
and provided us with warm water to wash with when we 
tumbled out at 2 a.m.; and her spirit lamp made the coffee 
boil for  our very early breakfast.  The whole day stands 
out as one of  the most delightful  in all my experience. 
One of  her very suggestive thoughts marks it too: we had 
to follow  our guide in single file  during a difficult  bit of 
the way, among the pinnacles and crevasses of  the ice-fall, 
and she made me go first,  bringing up the rear herself. 
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We had to follow  exactly in the guide's steps, and, in fact, 
" follow  my leader" to get along at all. She said, " Isn't 
this a parable of  the Christian life,  and the importance of 
following  our Guide exactly, so that we and those who are 
coming behind us may not go wrong?"—or something to 
to that effect. 

The last part of  the way, coming down the Morteratsch 
glacier, was so easy in comparison with the difficulties  of 
the ice-fall,  that we almost flew  along, jumping the little 
crevasses with our alpenstocks, much to the delight of  the 
guide, who had not expected to find  this little, fragile-
looking lady such a good mountaineer—" Sie laufen  wie 
Gemsbock," he said with hearty approval. 

Talking of  Miss Ottley's sayings, there are two which 
we shall always connect with her—one, so often  repeated 
when she was talking about the importance of  careful 
" corrections," in written work, was, " ' Cease to do evil' 
first,  then you can go on to ' Learn to do well.'" The 
other, her suggestion for  keeping a spirit of  recollection 
during the distractions of  school work in Holy Week, was, 
" When you are going up or down stairs this week, or 
waiting between classes, you would find  it a great help to 
say in your heart: 

' Jesu, my Lord, I Thee adore, 
Oh make me love Thee more and more.'" 

One trait, which I am sure everyone must have noticed 
who ever travelled or stayed with her, was the curious 
contrast between her own disregard of  creature comforts, 
and her tender carefulness  that other people should have 
them. Her visitors found  every possible need forestalled 
in the spare room. Her table was always so daintily laid, 
and furnished  with the best, even when it was only one of 
ourselves who was asked to dine with her. And yet, if 
one happened to drop in when she was alone, she was very 
likely having a cup of  soup on a tray. The little luxuries 



433 

that most people come to regard as necessities, were not so 
to her. It was not that she set out to deny herself;  she 
really did not care about them ; but then, it was the more 
wonderful  that it was such a matter of  course to her to 
provide every possible comfort  and convenience, and even 
luxury, for  her guests or companions. It was the real 
motherly instinct in her, I think ; and an inborn delight in 
exercising hospitality. 

H . M. BAGNALL. 

In thinking back over our times with Miss Ottley, both 
in and out of  School, so many memories arise, of  things 
which made deep and lasting impressions, that it is difficult 
to decide which to write about. There were the serious 
" talks to the School " on Tuesday mornings or in Lent, the 
very words of  which still constantly come back to one's 
mind to help ; there was the quiet of  Confirmation  classes 
in her room, or, later, of  Communicants' classes, training us 
in devotional ways and thoughts ; or, again, there were the 
Divinity lessons, the remembrance of  which always gives a 
particular meaning to the books we studied with her, when 
they occur in the Church' Lessons. 

But we Old Girls who live in Worcester had a special 
help from  her. Others besides myself  know how, in doubt 
or difficulty,  or in anything that touched our lives closely, 
one of  the first  thoughts was, " Miss Ottley will advise 
me," or, " Miss Ottley will be interested to hear that," and 
so on. And we were always sure of  a loving welcome, an 
interest in our affairs  as great as if  she had nothing else to 
think about, and the advice or help we sought. I think it 
was this constant readiness and capacity for  throwing 
herself  into our interests that was so wonderful;  she was 
never too busy, never forgot  who or what we were, as she 
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might so easily have done, among the multitudes of  fresh 
faces  she constantly saw. 

We in Worcester had such ample opportunity of  proving 
this, and realising that though we were only Old Girls, her 
interest in and love for  us, was just as great as when we 
were in the School, and I sometimes felt  almost ashamed 
of  imposing on it, by running in so often  for  the talk that 
was such a privilege, in the midst of  a busy morning's 
work. 

And now that we can no longer seek her help in this 
way, I think we still feel  that she is not far  away. An Old 
Girl wrote to me the other day, " Doesn't it seem to you as 
if  Miss Ottley is nearer than ever to the School ?" Most 
certainly to ûs who were present at the Service on S. 
Matthew's Day, above the sorrow of  parting there was a 
wonderful  exultant feeling  of  triumph, and a strong sense 
that death for  her was only the fulness  of  life. 

R. W. 

As one of  the many Praefects  of  the School during our 
dear Miss Ottley's Headship, I long to add one word of 
loving " appreciation." 

She always made one feel  the very best of  oneself;  in 
fact,  it almost startled one at times to realise how, at any 
rate in her imagination, that " best " existed. It seemed to 
inspire one to try to live up to the ideal she had formed  of 
her Praefect. 

Reminiscences. 

Comme je me souviens encore du jour, deja lointain, oil, 
au lendemain d'un long voyage, Miss Bagnall me dit " Je 
vais aller vous presenter a Miss Ottley." Je ne la con-
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naissais pas, mais, j'avais requ quelques lettres d'elle et 
l'impression que m'avait laiss^e cette correspondance avait 
ete fort  agreable. Tous ceux qui ont regu de ses lettres se 
souviennent combien elle ^crivait d'une fagon  charmante a 
tout le monde, si vraiment afifectueuse  a ses amis. 

Avec Miss Bagnall nous entrames dans la salle a manger. 
Aussitot Miss Ottley se leva, me prit les mains et me les 
serra en me souhaitant une telle bienvenue que toujours je 
me suis sentie vraiment bienvenue dans son ecole apres ce 
jour. Elle avait accompagn£ ses paroles de ce sourire 
qu'on ne peut oublier et de son regard si clair, si profond, 
si plein d'inspiration. C'etait fini,—apprehension  ou 
timidite—tout avait disparu, et je sentis que j'allais avoir 
une Directrice bonne, d'une extreme bonte et juste. Avec 
cela tout travail devenait un plaisir. 

Dans les pages intimes de notre petit journal je puis avec 
vous, enfants,  nos Aleves, causer de ces mille riens qui vous 
la rappellent si bien. C'est un peu triste, mais si doux. 

Quelques jours apres mon arrivee, jourde brouillard sans 
doute, je me trouvais de surveillance dans le grand vestiaire 
a deux heures et demie. Je me sentais tres prise par le 
mal du pays qui nous atteint tous, plus ou moins, en terre 
etrang^re. Miss Ottley vint a passer et malgre mon 
sourire de salutation, elle comprit que la petite Meridionale 
regrettait son soleil. Quelques minutes apres je l'apergus 
s'avangant vers moi, un plateau a la main. Je me preparais 
a le porter pour elle a quelque invitee de marque. Non, le 
plateau ^tait pour moi. " Chere Mademoiselle, vous avez 
l'air triste. Voila un peu de cafe  noir pour vous rappeler 
votre belle France ; sans doute vous aimez le cafe  ainsi, 
comme toutes vos compatriotes." Tout cela dit si simple-
ment et avec tant d'afifection,  tout naturellement malgr£ les 
eleves qui arrivaient. Inattention si delicate m'avait telle-
ment touch^e au cceur, que je ne m'apergus plus du gris de 
l'atmosphere et du milieu Stranger qui m'entourait—le 
brouillard meme me semblait du soleil. 


