
" W H I T E & B L U E , " 

Sty p t c (fttleij  Stljool i t a g a p c . 
No. 78. J U N E . 1916. 

%* 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 Editor will be very glad to give all information 
possible, to anyone who desires it, on the subject of 
the National Mission. It may not be generally known 
that for  a subscription of  2/6, the S.P.C.K., Northumber-
land Avenue, W.C., will send all pamphlets published in 
connection with the Mission as they are issued. 

We are certain that all our readers will have already 
heard much about this National Call to Repentance and 
Hope. Our own Bishop has been, from  the beginning, 
one of  the leaders of  the movement in the direction of 
such a re-call, and as loyal Churchwomen we must do our 
utmost to help in any way which may be suggested to us, 
but especially by seeing to it that our own religion is a 
real thing—that our faith  is a " lively " one, affecting  every 
act and word and thought. We all know the truth of  Dr. 
McNeile's words to the members of  the G.D.A. :—" All 
the Missions in the world will not win the population of 
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the country for  GOD, SO long as Christians are not 
Christian." 

And our religion is not a real thing if  it belongs only to 
those times when we are in Church, or praying, or reading 
our Bibles. Until those about us, who are frankly 
irreligious and worldly, see that our Communions do make 
us more unselfish,  faithful,  humble—stricter with ourselves 
and gentler with others—our religion is only a stumbling-
block in the way of  our weaker brother, and whatever our 
outward activities, we are very far  indeed from  helping to 
" prepare the way of  the Lord and make His paths 
straight." 

It is hoped, by co-operation with the Local Sub-
Committee of  the Women-on-the-Land Committee, to 
arrange for  some of  the elder girls to go out fruit-picking, 
etc., during the Summer holidays. If  any Old Girl would 
be able to superintend such parties, the Editor would be 
very glad to hear from  her. 

A Company of  Girl Guides has been started among the 
Day Girls; there has been a flourishing  one at New 
Baskerville for  some time, and it is hoped that a third will 
be started at Springfield  next term. 

It will be noticed that Miss Moore has sent a most 
interesting account of  the loyal little Bahamas. Quite 
lately the Editor met by chance a London Head 
Mistress, who was an old friend  of  Miss Moore's and who 
had stayed some weeks with her at Nassau last year. She 
had found  her looking wonderfully  well, and apparently 
enjoying a steady temperature of  95° in the shade. 

It is proposed to place in the Hall an Honours Board, 
giving the names of  the School Praefects  from  the earliest 
days till the present time. 

We are publishing the list in this number of  the 
Magazine, and should be very grateful  for  the correction 
of  any error which may be noticed by our readers. 
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jRitssau. 
The last time I wrote for  "White and Blue" was in the 

days of  peace; but War has not affected  Nassau very 
much, in appearance at least. Yet the little colony is doing 
something, and a good large "something," considering its 
size. It has sent in earlier days of  the War £ 10,000 as a 
lump sum ; since then, money, garments, etc., for  the Red 
Cross, for  which our Governor's wife  works indefatigably  ; 
and most important of  all—men. Individuals have gone, 
some straight to England, others to Canada to enlist; and 
besides these white men, the Colony has sent two con-
tingents, mostly of  coloured men, and is sending a third ; 
and will keep the total strength up to 200. 

These join the West Indian Regiments ; and some, we 
know, are now in Egypt. It is a far  cry from  a lonely 
"out-island" to England and Egypt, but the men come. 
They felt  the winter cold in England very much, and we 
heard that there was great competition for  the post of 
regimental cook, as promising greater warmth ! 

The men are much feted  before  they leave, and I was 
able to help at one of  the Fetes given by the Bishop. 
The men had tea, ice cream, cigarettes, and then amused 
themselves—the amusement, of  course, being dancing. 
Afterwards  they were lined up for  the Bishop's good-bye 
words, and he shook hands with each ; then they left.  I 
remember we noticed the beauty of  that evening's sunset. 

I saw, too, the setting off  from  the Island of  both 
contingents. The men were drawn up near a small 
platform  on which were various notables—the Governor, 
the Bishop, etc. The Governor spoke to the men. The 
papers were handed over to the men in charge of  the 
contingent during the first  stage of  its journey ; the flag 
(for  each contingent boasts its own colours) was given up 
to be placed in the Cathedral; and then they went on 
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board the flag-betrimmed  schooners, which were close at 
hand. Even in these days some must start for  the War in 
sailing ships. The Bishop did offer  the " Message of  Peace," 
the Mission schooner, to transport the contingent, which 
provoked the mirth of  " Punch," as some of  you may have 
seen, but in the end other schooners were taken : and so 
they sailed away to bring help from  the Bahamas. 

You may like some news of  S. Hilda's School. At 
present its numbers are going up, and were over 60 last 
term. Consequently we try not to tumble over one 
another or the desks, and so far  with success ; the smallest, 
and there are some very small ones, have escaped being 
trodden under foot.  An original feature  of  the movement 
of  Forms here is that when they go out into the " yard" 
for  a lesson, they carry their chairs generally on their 
heads, cleverly holding at the same time their books. I 
wish I could draw, and then I might execute a Greek 
frieze  of  a " Procession of  S. Hilda's Maidens bearing 
Chairs." We have had a drought, so that the dust has 
been very bad and has rather spoilt the "yard " as a place 
for  the children to play in. 

The work as well as the numbers is advancing, and three 
of  the elder girls are to attempt the Senior Oxford  in June. 

In games, too, the School has taken a great stride 
forward  since I last wrote. It rejoices in a good Games' 
Mistress, who has to do many other things too. Tennis 
has been started, and at the end of  1915 the Forms played 
a tournament, which VI. won. A Shield has been 
presented, which will be, we hope, a new delight to the 
Tennis players, and it is to me an additional pleasure that 
it was carved by an A.O.S. Mistress. Basket Ball, too, 
was played for  the first  time last term. This game was 
begun for  the Girl Guides, to which S. Hilda's furnishes  a 
Company ; and though the School was thoroughly beaten 
by the other two Companies, they played up splendidly 
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and took their beating as English-descended girls should. 

I could add a long list of  needs for  S. Hilda's and for 
Education generally in the Bahamas. New buildings for 
S. Hilda's, and for  a Church Secondary School for  coloured 
girls, which is badly needed, Teachers for  both, School 
furniture,  good school books, etc., etc., are all needed, and 
we must hope that some day they will come. 

Now the mail is going, and so must this, with love and 
all good wishes to A.O.S. 

M A R G A R E T A . MOORE. 

Domc-gt'oluing of  ittebirinal $jcvbs. 
In the old days England used to grow most of  its own 

drugs, but of  late years the industry has passed largely 
into the hands of  Germany and Austria-Hungary. An 
Association of  women herb-growers has been formed, 
whose object it is to encourage the growing of  medicinal 
herbs by the women of  England. The idea is that there 
should be " central drug-farms  "—where some herbs should 
be grown in large quantities, and where also arrangements 
should be made to collect and receive the herbs grown in 
small private gardens or in plots of  large ones. 

The School has lately taken up the idea, and Form VIB. 
has laid out a small plot in the School garden, near the 
potting-shed. 

At present it consists of  four  beds, containing 
1. Digitalis Purpurea (Foxglove), for  the leaves. 
2. Aconitum Napellus (Monkshood), for  the root. 
3. Papaver Somni Ferum (Opium Poppy), for  the 

"poppy heads." 
4. Marrubium Vulgare (Horehound), leaves and 

stems. 
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A quantity of  Foxglove seed has also been sown in 
the grass round the edge of  the Cricket Field in preparation 
for  next year's crop, and it is proposed to plant the banks 
along two sides of  the Tennis Courts with Meadow Saffron 
(Colchicum Autumnale), but there has been difficulty  so 
far  in obtaining the corms. 

There are many wild plants, with medicinal qualities, 
growing in our woods and lanes, such as Dandelion, Fox-
glove, Figwort, Broom, Male Fern, etc. Girls spending 
the Summer holidays in the country might do good work 
in collecting such herbs as these, and sending them to the 
nearest centre. 

Those who require further  information  should write to 
the Secretary of  the Herb-growing Association, 6th Floor, 
Queen Anne's Chambers, Westminster. 

J :unit l a b o u r e r s in Mitr ^ i m c . 

5.0 a.m. How we loved that alarm clock that woke us 
out of  our well-earned sleep at this early hour ! It was 
not as if  we could turn over and go to sleep again—it went 
off  seven times at intervals of  about three minutes. With 
much grumbling we rolled each other out of  bed, dressed, 
and went downstairs. Was our lunch ready ? Yes, there 
it was on the table. It consisted of  a tin containing bread 
and butter, a bag with cheese and hard-boiled eggs, and a 
milk can containing lemonade. I used to have a Thermos 
flask,  but Boxer (one of  the cart horses) obligingly put his 
big foot  on it one day by mistake. At last we got our 
bicycles out of  the bicycle house, mounted them, and sped 
off  in the direction of  the farm.  Although we were both 
very sleepjr, we could not help admiring the scenery. 

After  having our breakfast  with the farmer,  we donned 
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our aprons and sun bonnets, and taking our pails and stools 
went to milk. This we liked, although occasionally we 
found  ourselves sitting in the gangway, in a pool of  milk. 
This was a rare occurrence however. Then I went out in 
the float  with the farmer.  I drove, and we bumped along 
over fields,  driving the cattle in front  of  us. I found  it 
rather difficult  to keep my balance, to drive the obstreperous 
pony, and not to bump into the cattle. After  we had seen 
the cattle safely  disposed of,  we drove some more cattle 
up to go to market in the neighbouring town, and the 
farmer  asked me if  I would mind helping the boy to drive 
them. Of  course, I said I would help, and we proceeded 
down the main road in the wake of  the cattle, much to 
the astonishment of  various respectable people who were 
going to market in their traps. When the cattle were 
safely  past all turnings, I left  the boy and went back to 
the farm.  It was then about io.o a.m. 

I found  that we had to go into one of  the fields  to scythe 
thistles. We equipped ourselves with scythes and whet-
stone, and taking our lunch with us, went to the field. 

We had our lunch—bread and cheese—sitting under a 
tree. It was pouring with rain, and we and the cattle and 
horses took advantage of  the cover. We were wearing 
sou'westers, mackintoshes, leggings and thick boots, but 
even then we got wet. The difficulty  of  scything thistles 
lies in not injuring the horses and cows, who follow  in a 
solemn procession and eat the cut thistles. Also we some-
times came dangerously near to cutting each other. 

By 12 o'clock it had cleared up, and we went up to the 
farm  again. We had our dinner in a hayrick, with a stray 
fowl  or two for  company, when the farmer  came and told 
me he wanted me to turn some hay. We took Boxer 
down with the swathe turner, and he showed me how to 
do it, then left  me to it. All went well for  some time, 
although I am afraid  my rows were not very straight. It 
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was rather nice sitting perched up on the box, and saying 
" Gee back, lad ! " " Boxer ! " " Wey ! " at intervals. It 
was a very hot afternoon  and Boxer was lazy ; suddenly 
he stood still, I tried my hardest to get him along, but he 
would not move. Finally, my " master " came to my help, 
and after  that time I was able to make him go quite well. 

We cycled home again at about 6.30 p.m., very glad our 
dajr's work was over—over except for  our shopping and 
the preparation of  our lunch for  to-morrow. 

Next morning we milked as usual, and then I went with 
"John"—one of  the men, aged seventy—to lead the 
horse while he pushed the scuffle  in between the rows of 
turnips. As a cart horse's feet  are rather big, and the 
rows are very close together, it is difficult  to prevent his 
putting his foot  on a turnip or two, but that must be 
avoided at all costs. Turning round at the ends of  the 
rows, he sometimes tried to plant his foot  on mine ; at 
other times he kicked me. Occasionally he wished to 
stop and have a rest, and then my arm nearly came out, 
as, trying to imitate a farm  labourer's voice, I shouted 
" Co' up lad, Gilbert!" and pulled for  all I was worth. 
Then again he would think he would like a run, and then 
I had to pull him back, and say "Wey, lad—steady, 
Gilbert." 

The men were very much distressed because we refused 
to wear hats, and once when it was raining, and I had no 
hat, they consulted together and brought me a sack to put 
over my head ! When the sun had been shining for  some 
time we went into the hayfield,  and cocked and pitched 
the hay. It may look and sound very picturesque and 
nice, but it really is very hard work. Cocking, pitching, 
and stacking—we were on till 8.30 at night, and then we 
had to be back again at 6 next morning. 

Such is a War-time farm  labourer's life  ! 
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1 Hepyeliit 

We had always longed to see a Zeppelin, and when we 
did it quite came up to our expectations. 

Towards the end of  last Summer we were in London on 
a brief  visit. We were staying at a hotel, and just came in 
for  one of  the West-end raids. We had gone to bed late 
and were soundly sleeping when the "Zepp" was sighted. 
The first  I heard of  it was long and piercing shrieks of  a 
decidedly alarming nature. I woke, and hastily slipping 
on a dressing-gown, opened the door. The screams 
redoubled in vigour, and at length resolved themselves into 
words, " Manager, manager, have you any fire  precautions, 
and where are the buckets of  sand, oh, don't let them come 
near me, oh ! oh ! " My sleepy brain could see no cause 
for  terror in buckets of  sand, and I was thinking of 
returning to my slumbers when the door opposite mine 
opened, and a most fearsome  apparition appeared. It was 
attired in an antedeluvian fur  coat over what appeared to 
be a nightdress, and its face  was deadly white with two 
enormous dark eyes. After  a moment of  absolute terror 
I realised that the latter was a respirator. Near the 
apparition stood the manager, obsequious and soothing. 
" I assure you, madam," he was murmuring, " there is no 
danger whatsoever, the hotel is most adequately provided 
against any such emergency." By this time quite a crowd 
had formed,  and we had most of  us realised that Zeppelins 
were "in the air." This was too good to be missed, and 
entirely disregarding the manager's entreaties, I and a few 
others raced downstairs. We must have been a funny 
sight to a casual observer, had there been one, but luckily 
most of  us were far  too excited to notice appearances. 
The feminine  portion of  the crowd either had their hair in 
plaits hanging down their backs, or screwed up in tight 
little knots, according to the age and disposition of  the 
wearer, and their costumes were distinctly bizarre. The 
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men were not nearly so thrilled, they mostly looked sleepy 
and rather cross at being turned out of  bed by their 
excited women-folk. 

There was great pandemonium, everyone chattering to 
no one in particular, the barking of  many dogs, and behind 
everything the steady roar and throb of  the monster's 
engines. Searchlights were flashing  everywhere, but as yet 
no Zeppelin was to be seen, and we were beginning to 
think lovingly of  our beds when a sudden hush fell. 
Looking up I saw that at which half  London was probably 
gazing; it hung there, seemingly motionless, in the full 
glare of  the many searchlights which, crossing and 
recrossing over the black vault of  the sky, looked like a 
great golden patchwork. Then the anti-aircraft  guns 
started, and at this moment the manager appeared, 
imploring us all to come in as it was getting dangerous. 

As I reached the door I gave one last look at the thing 
which I knew I was not likely ever to see again. It was 
a stirring scene, the airship hanging like a great golden 
boat in the starry sky, and here and there long red-tongued 
flames  shot up against the dusk—someone's home was 
burning down. 

That last look imprinted the whole scene on my 
memory, and as I went regretfully  in I felt  that I should 
never forget  it. 

B. B., V. 

1:0 those tohcr arc Scrbing their dountry. 
You, who in peril sail upon the deep, 
Watching and waiting, while day after  day 
Slips by—month after  month, two years ; alway 
Your long, grey vessels through the long waves creep, 
Guarding our coasts ! God give you strength to keep 
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Your watch till Peace return. Then well we'll say 
Britain rules still the waves ! May she hold sway for  ever! 

And you, struggling while we sleep, 
Fight, holding Britain's honour in your hands ; 
Counting not weariness, nor wounds, nor lives— 
Fearful  of  nothing that of  life  deprives. 
All heroes, all, who form  these gallant bands ! 
Know, that for  you, a ceaseless supplication 
Goes up from  England, from  the English Nation ! 

C. R., IVA. 

^he JBIack anb eHIute Houses of  Motxestersluvc. 
Worcestershire has many beautiful,  romantic-looking 

black and white houses. First let us take North-east 
Worcestershire, then South-west. The town of  Broms-
grove has several old houses. Of  late, when the houses 
have been repaired, the workmen have found  underneath 
all the plaster work the most beautiful  oak beams, black 
with age. Many of  the cottages are black and white, and 
date from  about the sixteenth century. I am afraid  the 
cottages do not look as charming as they should, because 
they are in a rather dirty part with untidy people living in 
them. The Old Bank is by far  the most beautiful;  this 
dates from  the fourteenth  century, and is half-timbered. 
Once it was the Hop Pole Inn, where all the coaches used 
to stop when going from  London to Worcester. One 
beautiful  black and white house has a mounting block 
outside, and it is quite easy to imagine a cavalier gentle-
man coming out of  the house, getting on to the block, 
then mounting his horse and riding away to join King 
Charles' army. 

The little village of  Arrow near Alcester is, I think, one 
of  the prettiest villages to be seen. In Summer the 
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gardens are ablaze with flowers,  and roses climb over the 
houses in amongst the black and white. 

In West Worcestershire the village which contains the 
oldest houses is Ombersley ; it is very pretty, with roses 
and honeysuckle climbing over the houses. In Spring, the 
fruit  trees in the gardens make a perfect  background for 
the houses. 

In the City of  Worcester there are several old houses in 
the back streets. King Charles' house is a small one with 
dark oak beams. There are several half-timbered  houses 
near the Cornmarket. 

M. B., IVA. 

i l Hid;ens' dtlumictcr. 

It is impossible to.write about Mr. Micawber without 
writing about his wife  as well, for  she is his reflection. 
When Mr. Micawber rejoices, his wife  rejoices with him ; 
if  he is in the depths of  despair, his faithful  spouse is the 
picture of  woe. No other woman could have followed 
him through the changes and eccentricities of  his feelings 
as did his wife,  for  Mr. Micawber was dancing a jig of  joy 
one minute, weeping copiously into his handkerchief  the 
next; puffed  out with pride and fairly  beaming on the 
whole world for  a few  moments, a human wreck of  despair 
for  the next few  ; and through all these divers moods Mrs. 
Micawber did not even follow  him, for  she was there— 
waiting for  him at every corner, her thin face  wreathed in 
smiles or convulsed in sobs as the occasion necessitated. 
No matter if  her husband were at work and she at home 
looking after  the twins, which by the way she never ceased 
doing, and as he was wending his homeward way, he felt 
life's  perplexities tco hard for  him, when he arrived at his 
house he would find  the walls positively damp with the 
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tears of  his wife,  who was distressed by the same 
perplexities. 

The Micawber family  were hopelessly poor, but this did not 
hinder them from  spending money upon feasts  to celebrate 
occasions of  peculiar happiness. Oh no ! nothing of  the 
sort. There were always three ways open by which to 
get money. Either they would pawn a chair, spoon, or 
anything available, or they would borrow, allowing 5 per 
cent, to the lender, which loans they never by any chance 
paid back; or else Mr. Micawber would revisit the home of 
his childhood, youth, and manhood—the debtor's prison. 

Mr. Micawber revelled in long flowing  speeches, in 
mysterious words of  numerous syllables and in far-fetched 
well-sounding nonsense, which he generally finished  by 
saying " in short," and explaining briefly  the gist of  his 
speech. " Under the impression that your peregrinations 
in this Metropolis have not as }ret been extensive, and that 
you might have some difficulty  in penetrating the arcana 
of  the modern Babylon, in the direction of  the City Road, 
in short"—in a burst of  confidence,  " that you might lose 
yourself,  I shall be happy to call this evening and instal 
you in the knowledge of  the nearest way," is his greeting 
to David Copperfield  on seeing him first,  and poor David 
nearly faints  with awe at standing in the presence of  the 
learned man. 

According to Mrs. Micawber, Mr. Micawber's talents are 
so ^wonderful,  so numerous, so extensive, as not to be 
appreciated by those of  only moderate intellect. She, poor 
dear, never ponders in her heart the reason of  her husband's 
continual failure,  or if  she does, she merely pities the men 
who have failed  to understand her husband's greatness and 
never realizes that perhaps his talents are rather exaggerated. 
In the end England proves too small a space to allow for 
the exercising of  these powers, and the family  emigrates 
to Australia in the hope that they will there find  a wider 
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scope, and that these talents will, owing to this, prove 
more effectual,  for,  so far,  they have only succeeded in 
sending Micawber to prison with the regularity of  clock-
work. 

As it happened the "something" which they were 
always expecting " turned up " at last, for  the Australians 
were simple people, and entirely taken in by this new 
specimen of  that humourist, Nature ; and the Micawbers 
throve and flourished  in their new-found  position. 

S. H., V. 

Jl feto  (Etatracters from  the Slums. 
There are certain attributes which are essential to 

District Visitors, and which are possessed by remarkably 
few.  This is bad enough for  the visitors themselves, but 
much worse for  those they visit. A District Visitor must 
possess a sense of  humour, a power of  suppressing her 
sense of  smell, great sympathy, and real love of  the people. 

The chief  feature  of  my own district is squalor. The 
characteristics of  the people are those of  most South 
Staffordshire  working people. They are slow, good-
humoured, and possessed of  a certain rugged gentleness 
and wonderful  fortitude.  They seem to have no inborn 
courtesy, and scarcely ever show their gratitude. 

There is every sort and condition of  character among 
those I visit, but one of  the most pathetic is James May-
berry. He is slowly dying of  cancer, and suffers  more 
physical pain every day than the majority of  people do in 
a year. He lies day by day in the same small evil-smelling 
attic, alone with his terrible suffering.  From his tiny 
window he sees the same grey roofs,  the same smoky 
chimney-pots, and the same piece of  grey or blue sky, 
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always. He seldom grumbles. At one time he was a 
handsome man, now his white, transparent face  and deep, 
patient grey eyes have a marvellous spiritual beauty. 

A character of  quite a different  mould is Mrs. Spackman. 
She is the most amusing woman in the street. I went to 
see her one day, at the time of  an election. I found  her in 
tears. When I enquired the cause of  it, I learnt that a 
certain Mary Jane had died. I asked what relation she 
was to Mrs. Spackman, " Oh, forty-two  cousinth orsome'at," 
she exclaimed. I cheered her up by talking of  the 
election, and she told me how she had collected all the red 
flannel  petticoats in the street to make decorations for  an 
expected " Conservatist" procession. The Liberal member 
was, for  the time being, her deadliest enemy, and she told 
how she had served him. " Wal, when I sees the bloomin' 
varmint acoming up the street, I sez to Mrs. Jones, sez I, 
'ere take this 'ere hegg and chuck at 'im ; after  that I 
gives 'er some bad potatoes, but I keeps out o' the row 
meself."  Mrs Spackman was a Churchwoman, and it 
would not have done for  her to be seen pelting the Liberal 
candidate with bad eggs and potatoes. 

One of  the most beautiful  characters I know is that of 
Mr. Mason, or " Ole Mason," as he is generally called. He 
is a mystic, and might well be a follower  of  S. Francis of 
Assisi, or S. John of  the Cross. He is small and bent, 
with long, silken, white hair and beard, and radiant blue 
eyes. He spends most of  his time praying, and gives his 
Sunday dinner—which is the only good meal he gets in the 
week—to someone poorer than himself. 

One of  my greatest friends  is a little woman called Mrs. 
Taphouse. She is a dear, and quite different  from  the 
other women. A tiny thing, with a delicate, refined  face, 
she might have come straight out of  Reynold's picture 
" Robinetta." She has beautiful  hair which she plaits round 
her head, a pink and white skin, and eyes half-roguish, 




