RHIEWPORT 1939-46

Jasmine Flindell (Mrs Salisbury)

Rhiewport is a three storied house standing in its own grounds on the Manafon road. Now plastered, it was previously red brick and known as the Red House or Ty Goch. At the back, the architecture suggests it may have been part of a larger building but there are no records to confirm this.

In 1866 it was bought by the Howell family who built the cottage in the garden to be used for photography. The last Howell died in1932, a Miss Frances Howell, who had been interested in the Welsh Girls’ School and left the school a small legacy in her will. That the school should occupy her old home as a refuge during the war was a happy coincidence. 

Bought by the Corbett-Winder family in 1934, it became part of the Vaynor Estate, was modernised and let to tenants. At the outbreak of war in September 1939 the tenants, Captain and Mrs Hardie, had to depart in a hurry when the house was leased to ‘The Honourable Society of Antient Britons’ for the duration of the war and in the event went on until 1946. Nearly seventy years later the girls who came with their school to this refuge remember those wartime days. Among those ‘first settlers’ were Dot Morgan and Annette Walker. Dot describes “a typical  Victorian building (perhaps Regency?) with double doors flanked left and right by bay windows”. Annette writes “Rhiewport really was a very beautiful spot. There were five silver birch trees on the road just at the entrance to the twisting driveway, which in spring had gorgeous rhododendrons on one side and masses of daffodils on the other.” Tessa Dalton was struck by the remoteness. “I remember feeling that Rhiewport was in outer Siberia, it seemed so far away from home in Elstree, Herts. The fairly long drive from the road finally revealed this square white house, no doubt grand in its early days. In front was a large tulip tree”.
In fact, as a small country house, Rhiewport became a ‘House at War’ once war was declared on September 3rd 1939. On that day the Welsh Girls’ School was given two weeks to vacate their buildings at Ashford before the Army moved in for the duration of the War. Evacuation began instantly with Staff and senior girls using their cars to transport books and small items of furniture, to Rhiewport and Powis Castle. The start of term was delayed for two weeks before the ‘first settlers’ moved in. They do have particular memories about the war effort, romance and the matron, Miss Bessie Carter. Without the following description from Annette Walker it would not be unreasonable to conjure a plump and cuddly image compatible with the name Bessie Carter. Not so Annette remembers, “I arrived at school in September 1940 when Bessie Carter was Matron, a tall, grey haired rather austere person, with somewhat rigid ideas but nevertheless very competent”. It was she who established the Saturday housekeeping routine that persisted until the school left for Ashford in 1946.

After breakfast every Saturday all the girls had to sort out lockers and drawers, putting their neatly folded clothes in order. Brushes and combs were washed and shoes cleaned in the middle cellar, lit only by a single bulb. Chattering groups scraped with knives and rubbed with damp rags to clean the mud from outdoor shoes before they were ready to polish. Indoor shoes had to be cleaned as well before inspection. After break the frenzy continued as Annette says ‘Bessie Carter MADE us darn clothes’. Dot Morgan has this anecdote “Every Saturday morning was darning the ‘thin’ places under the eye of Bessie Carter. Margot Thomas, who later qualified as a Doctor, painted her heels with black ink in order to avoid this chore”. How ever did this ruse escape the eagle eye of matron? 

The shoe repair run was also under the command of Miss Carter, but did not last after she left. Annette describes the drill “Twice a week after lesson, we would go down to the village in crocodile,  shoes in need of repair were taken to the cobblers in Berriew on one afternoon and collected on the next. We walked along the road to the village and came back over the old footbridge across the river. That is if it was not too muddy, since Bessie Carter did not like mess of any kind.” There is no doubt that Matron Carter was a formidable character, keen to support the war effort. Dot Morgan recalls, “We helped the war by growing yards of spinach in the vegetable garden and collecting empty tins from houses in Berriew. Where they went to I have no idea”. Annette describes another of our contributions to the national effort, “War Knitting, which we did one evening each week, using oiled wool, not the easiest yarn to use. For some unknown reason, I chose to knit a balaclava helmet and as a beginner it did not go very well. My recollection is that the teachers who were constantly changing were no better than me, to the extent that I started off again at the beginning of each term and never did finish it. How much these patriotic efforts actually contributed to the war must remain doubtful”.

The war however could not crush romance and the first pupils were aware of much intrigue. The most fascinating romance was the courting of the housemistress Miss Anita Stubbs by the vicar of Berriew, the Reverend Williams. The tale is charmingly told by Jean Seaton. “We soon realised that the vicar was courting Miss Stubbs, as Ruby the maid told us, but we didn’t know who the curate was keen on. We watched Stubby-Jane; as we called her and the vicar arrive together in his open MG on fine evenings. Stubby told my sister Joan how the proposal came about. She had been in the Church doing the flowers and told the vicar about the row she had had with the headmistress Mrs Edwards and that she was thinking of leaving. He quickly stepped in and asked ’Would you like to be Mrs Vicar?’ After their marriage, all the girls, one class at a time, were invited to tea at the vicarage, Lyons sponge cake with pink icing, a great treat.” We then discovered that the curate, the Reverend Dickon and the Art mistress Miss Millar were already married! Contact with the vicarage was part of early school life as Jean recalls “We sometimes walked down to Berriew in the evening to watch the curate’s magic lantern show, mainly of village events.” Contact with the vicarage faded somewhat as their family grew with two baby boys but of course Church was always ’de rigeur’. Dot Morgan spills the beans. “In my second year we were older and bolder, so a few of us decided to correspond with the local choir boys. We left notes in prayer books which we handed in as we left Church. Next week the boys would hand the books back to us with their replies. Did the vicar know? If he did he made no mention of it to his bride to be”. No hint from Dot as to the content.  Sunday mornings followed the standard routine of church parade for everyone. We were inspected by the mistress on duty, clean shoes, gloves and hats, felt in winter, panama in summer. On the last three Sundays of term there could be a mild revolt with hats worn as ‘side hat’, ‘back hat’ or ‘cocked hat’. The school 

sat on the north side of the nave, whilst the front pew on the south was reserved for the Corbett 

Winder Family. In summer their daughters came, creatures from another world with their wide

brimmed, flower trimmed, straw hats beneath which their long hair flowed down their backs. 

They could be looked at with envy during the sermon. In those days, every church had a choir, 

men and boys, so no doubt the well drilled Rhiewport girls were an asset to the singing, despite romantic deigns on the choir boys.

Health and Safety

In the early forties, there was no Health and Safety executive with its apparatchiks, bureaucrats, rules and regulations. Health and safety were everyday matters, simply requiring the application of sound common sense.

Rhiewport, as a small country estate, was never designed to house a school of thirty small girls plus half a dozen staff. From the start it was overcrowded and sanitation, drains and the water supply were a constant problem. Failure of the latter became a feature of school life and after the lease was taken out on Saturday October 7th 1939, the Committee took immediate action. A bathroom and three adjacent new loos or ‘D’s’ as we called them were installed. The ‘new bathroom’, was not a joy as it was dark with a small window tucked away in one corner. It was separated from the loos by a plasterboard wall mounted on a wooden frame. Baths were allowed once a week, occasionally twice and girls would happily splash together in the same water. Looking back it is a wonder the floors were ever dry! The cost of these improvements was £80.

Drain and water supply problems appear on the school committee’s agenda several times between 1939 and 1945

13th May 1942 Septic tank worn out and replaced. Cost £15-£20

24th October 1942   Summer, shortage of water. New supply tapped by the borough, surveyor, one Captain Evans.

9th December 1944 Miss Dunn reports that the water is still causing concern. Analysed again and found to be contaminated. Drinking water fetched from nearby farm.

10th March 1945 Miss Dunn reports again that water is causing concern. Analysed, and thought to be the cause of an out break of skin problems.

In the event it was decided not to call in a skin specialist, however, many old girls remember the bout of scabies. Jac Flindall writes “Once we had an attack of scabies. I don’t think we had much washing supervision; big girls helped little girls to have sulphur baths, and we smelt of bad eggs. It was soon cleared up. The parents must have been horrified.” Celia Davies recalls that six to eight girls were dispatched to Powis Castle and isolated somewhere there in order to contain the outbreak. Despite these shortcomings and skin problems excepted, health was generally good.

Perhaps the spin off resulting from the water shortage had something to do with the following. Elaine Edwards, Ceridwen Lloyd, Celia Davies, Jac Flindall and Annette Walker all remember the ‘bucket chains’. Annette writes, “Rhiewport had its own water supply, which had never been intended to support some thirty plus people on a regular basis. In Summer when it failed, we often took our flannels and soap and washed in the river after our daily swim”. This was Spartan indeed! She continues “On another occasion when the water gave out, we formed a chain from Miss Tilsley’s house and got our water that way” (Miss Tilsley lived in a bungalow at the bottom of the back drive. Miss Burrows used to say that Mr Shooter the Rhiewport coachman once lived  there. Was she teasing? )  At first the water was passed up both the front and back stairs and then tipped into baths in the New, the Slit and the San. The front stairs suffered with much water being spilt so it was up the back stairs thereafter, with access through the door at the end of the ‘Bell Passage’. Whilst this was going on lessons were in abeyance, it was satisfying to tip a bucket of water down the stairs and prolong the fun. Dear teachers, what a lot they had to put up with! When the baths were full the fun was over, until the next shortage.

Rhiewport like all residential schools had a San. This was a single room overlooking the grounds at the front of the house and was next to Matron’s room. Dot Morgan recalls, “During my first year I developed jaundice. This was diagnosed by Dr Crump from Welshpool. I can’t remember the treatment I received, I know I wasn’t isolated and the big plus was having a coal fire in the room day and night.” This may remind some of you of the wonderful juxtaposition of the names Crump and Pinker, our school doctors, the latter receiving £60 per annum in 1939.

A quote from Jean Grundy Seaton, “The first winter, due to the heavy snow, we were cut off  from Welshpool for six weeks, no teachers could get through, so the ones who lived at Rhiewport taught everything. It was so cold that even the cesspit froze and we were able to go sliding on it. It was over the road from the house, and no one went through the ice”. Relief! Imagine the apoplexy today’s Health and Safety cohorts would suffer if such a thing occurred. No matter, surprisingly no one was injured and they did have fun on the winter ice, not only fun, but Chilblains! Did you suffer? Fingers and toes swollen red and weeping, exacerbated no doubt by the sudden warming of frozen limbs by coal fires, hands protected by woolen mittens. Did the staff get chilblains or was it just the children? It is strange that this affliction is not mentioned by anyone else, but it was a Spartan time and today would almost be a ‘cause non-celeb but scandalous. Coal fires supplied some warmth, cosiness and comfort not available from radiators. It was cold but as Dot Morgan points out “we knew no different.”

Matrons were an important feature in Rhiewport life and the ‘first settlers’ give a lively portrait of Bessie Carter. She was succeeded by Miss de Berge, who in turn was replaced by Miss Girdlestone. It was Miss de Berge who gave out cascara tablets to small girls about twice a week. Taken obediently at first, the devastating effect ensured that any regular dose was rejected. Celia Davies remembers then being placed on the picture rails, after the sugar coating had been sucked off. This was not good ‘child care’ and it is fortunate that all survived unscathed. Matron Girdlestone was charming, kind and rather beautiful. She would be available every morning in the San bathroom where she would dole out one spoonful of cod liver oil or Radio malt to the children whose parents had provided it. If she thought a child looked run down she would dose them with rose hip syrup or a ghastly tonic called Parishes Chemical Food. It made the odd child sick, but she carried on regardless and unlike the cascara it did no harm. The medicaments were housed in a built in cupboard in the San bathroom, an unfriendly bathroom, chilly and barn like, whilst the Slit and the New were irredeemably ugly, indeed all three were uncomfortable and uninviting.  

One of the joys or Rhiewport was the freedom of the grounds and the countryside. On snowy winter days children dragged toboggans (one, two at the most) to the sloping field at the side of the house. No staff came out and we were left to enjoy ourselves. There were several large trees which must have made contact with a badly steered sledge at some time. Luckily there was no rule book. Climbing trees was a regular challenge. The enormous copper beech in the front grounds made a perfect natural climbing frame and in the autumn, piles of leaves would be heaped up under the boughs to provide a soft landing for the tomboys jumping from the lower branches. No officious adults controlled or curtailed this joyous play.

Chlorinated, heated swimming pools were undreamt of by the hardy, lively pupils of Rhiewport during the war. It was off to the river to bathe. This entailed a short walk down the drive, over the road, through or over the gate and then across a field. The water was peaty, soft and pretty cold. The greatest hazards were the rock ledges under the water and the likelihood of suddenly being out of one’s depth. Tessa Dalton writes, “Swimming in the river Rhiw is a very vivid memory. There was a very deep pool at the section where we dipped and it is there that I discovered that my feet did not touch the bottom. I quickly learned to swim sufficiently well to get me to safety. However I have never been in water since, except for a bath or a shower.”  This brings to mind a similar instance of my own. Barely able to swim, I decided to ‘swim across’. Thinking I was in my depth I relaxed and went under. On the far edge of the pool stood Ann Harris-Jones, white faced and very frightened. She bravely extended her hand but I could not reach it and went under for the second time. Luckily my survival instinct kicked in and I realized it was only two or three strokes to reach safety. Happily it did not put me off swimming. In fact we were always accompanied by a member of staff when bathing in the river, so nobody came to grief. Today, this challenging and enjoyable exercise would fall foul of many a regulation. The ‘health’ corollary is described by Ancia Sellwood “In the summer we swam in the deeper water on a bend in the River Rhiew.  In the next field and round a couple more bends the cows would be paddling”.  It is to be hoped they were downstream!

Now all these years later it seems significant that no disasters are recorded despite all the freedom we were given to enjoy and all that Rhiewport had to offer. Rachel Leighton in her book ‘Rise and Progress says “The school was safe from raids, in beautiful surroundings, making new friends and learning much that is not contained in printed school  books.” What an astute and accurate observer

Teaching and Learning

Sadly the total absence of archive material covering the Rhiewport years is somewhat of a handicap. Searching in the St David’s Boardroom there are timetables from the nineteenth century but nothing at all about the wartime generation. What follows is therefore entirely based on the personal memories of those who were there sixty or nearly seventy years ago.

There were two categories of teaching staff, those resident and those who travelled from the castle by car. Records show that they received a penny halfpenny per mile by way of expenses which later rose to two pence per mile. Miss Dunn drove a Hillman, registration number DRU 198. We were always on the watch for her arrival and on our best behaviour. I am sure that she was too wise to believe that we were good, easy children all the time.

Rhiewport had three classrooms together with a gym and a music room. The room at the right of the front door housed forms one and two that to the left was the lower fourth and doubled as a dining room. Both were bright and airy and each had a bay window, access to the latter was through the door on the right at the far end of the hall. Dot Morgan gives this account, “My first teacher was Daphne Elizabeth Stacey Blake, a kind, jolly person and our room was bright and cheerful. However, my second year teacher was rather like the room, dull, dark and depressing. It   faced north, had brown paint, a black fireplace and grey walls. This was the dining room/classroom and shows what a difference surroundings make upon impressionable young minds. My next classroom was in the stables (the bothy?) and was very much a makeshift affair. We painted the walls yellow and with the help of the Art teacher added a happy animal frieze. The stables also served as the PE room with very basic equipment, just two balancing forms and a vaulting horse”. It would seem that what was first called the stables, even though it was up a steep flight of steps enclosed between walls, later became the bothy. To the right at the top of the steps was the Gym at the back of which was a small room which was assigned to the third form. To the left was the Music room where piano lessons were given. At different times the teachers were Miss Brazier and Miss Johnny Johnson. Also in this area was a room containing a large trestle table. Known as the Apple Room it was also the headquarters of the ‘Apple Army’ which met there in secret to plot, but what those plots were has faded from memory.

Not everyone took to learning with enthusiasm. With generous honesty Tessa Dalton says  “Lessons are difficult to recall, not because my teachers failed in my education, rather that I failed them.  I was a complete dreamer, spending my time looking out of the window dreaming of home and horses”. Mary de Cordova, a day girl, plainly states. “I was not very interested in lessons, so I didn’t do very well”. I suspect that many of us who were there will understand that sentiment. No doubt in today’s child centered world the Rhiewport teaching would be considered very old fashioned. We sat in rows, at our own desk to absorb the ‘chalk and talk’. However, in form two there was a yellow ‘blackboard’ with blue chalk, considered in the 1930’s to be a real advance on the black ones. Of course there were no biros in the 1940’s so it was pencils for the younger ones and then promotion to wooden pens with detachable nibs which were replaced as they wore out. Each desk held a small ink well into which we dipped our nibs.

Miss Burrows, the mainstay of all learning at Rhiewport, was a stickler for neatness and with heroic patience always tried to improve the work of those who decorated their offerings with smudges and inkblots. When it was a matter of tidy, legible handwriting there was no discussion. Handwriting lessons appeared on the timetable weekly, when Miss Burrows would select a poem to be copied into the ‘neat’ book in ink. She was active in these lessons, going from desk to desk to view progress, if she was not satisfied then it was back to the beginning Those who completed the task to her satisfaction were then allowed to choose a suitable poem of their own to copy. Penmanship of distinction would be rewarded with a star; three consecutive stars earned a house point. Oh the glory! But glory was not for all Ancia Sellwood who describes what was expected. “Miss Burrows objected strongly to the loops and curls natural to young writing and soon taught us to form letters which were straight up and down”. She sounds strict but she was charming. It was not just hand writing, the whole range of English was her domain. Elaine Edwards remembers “Miss Margaret Burrows was Head of House. Previously she had been governess to three Egyptian Princesses, the daughters of King Farouk. She taught us to write with particular attention to detail, grammar, spelling and punctuation. She loved to tell us about Egypt, the Pyramids and the building of the Aswan Dam. How did she make sure we actually learned anything? Simple and straightforward spelling lists, vocabulary lists and the basics of grammar. Nine out of ten meant a star, a dismal result led to detention. Books and plays were read aloud taking us into different worlds. ‘The Wind in the Willows’, ‘Alice in Wonderland’, ‘Kidnapped’, ‘The Secret Garden’ and ‘Ivanhoe’. Poetry too, with much committed to memory

                         Down along the backwater, through the rushes tall,

                         Ducks are a dabbling, up tails all! 

for Form Two, whilst ‘The Ancient Mariner’ awaited Form Three.
Miss Burrows and History were not an ideal combination. Endless notes were written on the yellow board all to be neatly copied in our book. An outbreak of writer’s cramp seemed inevitable; however as if to compensate, homework would often involve a drawing related to the subject. She liked neat workmanlike drawings and these too were marked as strictly as written exercises, the truly awful being encouraged to try again. She appeared strict but she was kind with an easily kindled sense of humour, certainly a Child centered teacher.”

From English to Latin and French. Latin was taught by Miss Gwynne who is remembered with much affection and appreciation despite the unpopularity of her subject. A tall thin lady her slightly prominent nose attracted the nickname ‘Beaky’. She drove her own car to Rhiewport which was considered to be quite dashing. That reluctant scholar Tessa Dalton writes quite surprisingly “I can recall a little Latin, but now wish that we could have been taught the subject for longer since in latter years I have become a keen gardener”. Annette Walker says, “When Miss Gwynne came to WGS I was in the top class. She taught Latin and it was my job to ring the bell at the end of each lesson. On her first day, I duly put my hand up and when she responded asked if I could ring the bell. ‘Say it in Latin’ was her response and although floored on that occasion I duly learnt to say it, although all I can remember now is that it started with ‘tintinabulum.”  A similar memory of Miss Gwynne is the sudden command ‘parse it ’often issued during a translation exercise. This always caused Miss Burrows great merriment when we told her. The educational aids for Latin were well uses standard primers passed down from year to year.

French was taught by Miss Dryburgh and later Miss Ballard. The former, like her name, was a dry, no nonsense lady, nicknamed naturally ‘Drybread’. Lessons were started in Year 1 as described by Elaine Edwards “In 1941 Forms 1 and 2 occupied the classroom with the bay window overlooking the drive. Rosemary and Patty Wynne, Jaqueline and Jasmine Flindall

Celia Davies and I were all excited at having our first French lesson. Objects were drawn and then the name written underneath. We started with a pencil, ‘la crayon’ and ‘la plume’ progressing to ‘la sourie’, more difficult to draw and finally’ la pouppe’ the doll. At that point the whole class dissolved into laughter and I had hysterics, I found the pronunciation so difficult.

Miss Dryburgh commanded ‘Elaine, go out of the room and take your Arithmetic book with you.’ So I did and sat on the leather settee in the hall and had a whale of a time, it was my favourite subject and I treated the questions as conundrums. When the bell went Miss Burrows appeared books in hand, I was terrified, but true to form, she ignored the situation. Although I know she saw me, she just walked past, and never said a word. Absolutely marvellous and quite typical of wonderful Miss Burrows, unfortunately I never really shone at French.” Elaine concludes, which in view of this anecdote is hardly surprising

A personal memory is of the song ‘Savez vous planter les choux…..a la mode de chez nous, sung by the class, standing in a circle performing the appropriate actions. ‘On les plantes avec le nez, le pied, le main etc.’ it was never translated but somehow we came to understand it. The French text books were better than the Latin ones. I remember ‘En Route’ and ‘En Marche’, new books about a little boy called Toto and ‘La Vie de Madame Sourie’ our first French book and then ‘Malficeli’ about an ugly little mongrel dog. Of course there was the grind of learning French grammar and it was a serious grind. At the end of term, sitting on the bus to Welshpool station                we chanted                                No more Latin, no more French

                                                  No more sitting on the hard old bench

Mathematics for the younger children was part of Miss Burrows’ fiefdom. No one questioned the value of ‘tables’ and we all learned them thoroughly. Sluggish brains were whipped into action at the beginning of each lesson with Mental Arithmetic, marked and scored instantly, stars being awarded for the top scores. The four rules were equally important and many struggled with long division. After the rudiments of fractions and decimals even harder algebra and geometry followed. Mathematics had arrived and with it Miss Dunn, she was a real mathematician and we were much in awe of her. For a time Miss Price came from the castle to tackle algebra and Geography, which no one ever mentions.

Miss Megan Hughes taught Biology. She wore a macabre set of beads made from teeth of deer she had found in the castle grounds. We found this fascinating since she was a rather timid lady who had trouble maintaining discipline. As a teacher she was thorough and is remembered for her meticulous diagrams. She had been preceded by Miss Kent, she, brought a deer’s head from the castle which was placed in a large vat of liquid, where it stayed for several months. I assume she took it home! What does that tell you about our biology teacher?

Judging by your contributions Art and Crafts were the most popular subjects. There was no proper Art room and materials were in short supply. Miss Cynthia Miller (she was the one who married the curate) taught the first arrivals and as Jean Seaton says “was a fantastic teacher with whom we did marionette and puppet shows”. Next was Miss Bellis who had a room in the small thatched cottage in the grounds. She was thin, fit and energetic, a tireless sort of person who enjoyed long walks. She never seemed to complain but just got on with things and expected her pupils to do the same. Her combined gentleness, strength and versatility made her well liked. Ancia Sellwood recalls making glove puppets for a production of Hiawatha. They must have been well crafted, for she says “It took us a good half term to make the papier mache heads and I still have mine.” Whether sewing is an art or a craft may be debatable but Miss Bellis tackled it. Annette says “she taught us to sew and then decided that we should make matching blouses, in the hope that Miss Dunn might agree to change the uniform blouse. There were no sewing machines so they were totally hand sewn. When Miss Dunn came to inspect them she looked at mine and said ‘Oh, I see that we don’t have to inspect the stitching too carefully.” Not the kindest remark to make to a small child! I think that my sister eventually made mine into an apron.

Miss Dunn, equally versatile not only taught Mathematics and Religious instruction but also sewing. With her we made Peg Bags out of a type of light weight canvas, bound where appropriate with a red binding. Stitching had to be of the finest so they took some time to complete. It is pretty impressive that mine is still in use, beautifully sewn when I was just nine years old. Indeed I also have the needle case, made under the supervision of Miss Riddle a Scottish lady who was only with us for a short while. First we made  a simple loom out of a piece of card then, using bright coloured wool wove a piece of cloth which had to be made into ‘something useful’. On another occasion, using clay from the river bank, we made pots which were sun dried and then painted in primary colours. This was true ‘hands on’ discovery type of education. Miss Esnor followed Miss Bellis, she was more artist than teacher and in her classes art was almost free expression. A subject was given and it was up to the individual to interpret it with very little instruction. She always carried a sketch book and the drawings she made on Saturday afternoon picnics at Glansevern were charming, tender and true to life. Images of little girls lying idly under summer trees come to mind

Rhiewport did not have much scope for games or PE but they were part of the curriculum Initially Gym was taken by Connie Edwards nee Broadbent who married Kenneth Edwards, the son of the then Headmistress. She was followed by Miss ‘Gym’ Jones who came from the castle several times a week. Classes began with exercises, never anticipated with much pleasure, followed by work on the apparatus. Occasionally this was replaced by ‘dodge ball which was played with great enthusiasm as was ‘shipwreck’ which was an end of term treat. In winter we played netball on the lawn to the rear of the house, whilst hockey was played, there was not enough room for a full sized pitch. There was no tennis court so in summer we played rounders. Games were on the afternoon time table and supervised by the teacher on duty. There were no opportunities to play matches against other schools, but we did play against the staff. “We played rounders on the front lawn which was great fun especially when Kenneth, Mrs Edwards’ son was home. He was on the mistresses’ side who always won.” recalls Jean Seaton.

A feature of the garden was the dell, ideal as an open air theatre. Many remember the performance of A Midsummer Night’s Dream in 1943 in which Miss Bellis was involved. Tessa Dalton recalls “I played Bottom, in hindsight rather a good role for me as I have always been good at playing the ass!” Another production at the dell was The Lordly Ones, whilst Alice in Wonderland  was performed in the Lower fourth classroom. The Quest of Imelda, performed several times was publicly performed by the whole school at the Pola cinema in Welshpool. At a Committee meeting on December 6th 1944 it was proposed that a formal vote of thanks be sent to the Mr Bagshaw, the cinema manager. Charades helped to keep children entertained on Saturday evenings as did a memorable Staff play in which Miss Burrows starred as Mechanical Jane!

No one needs reminding of Emily Ellis who came over from the castle for Music and Singing. A small, energetic lady she was an exacting and demanding teacher. She too had been a pupil at the school and went on to serve it all her working life. With almost missionary zeal she worked tirelessly to lift our choral singing to a high standard, with many extra rehearsals before the school sang publicly on Speech Day. Ancia Sellwood recalls “The first thing we had to do was learn the Welsh National Anthem. (both verses to be learned by next week) a girl who already knew it was deputed to teach each newcomer and woe betide us if we failed”. Forms One and two played percussion instruments and there was a school orchestra. Ancia again “if I could play two scales on the cello in one week, I would be able to join the orchestra, so Barbara Lacy taught me.” It was due to the drive and determination of Emily Ellis that Music became such an important subject.

There was a gap in the day between tea and prep; it could not have been very long as the youngest girls had at least thirty minutes prep rising to a minimum of forty five minutes in the third form. In this gap we played ‘hide and seek’ we ran all over the house (apart from the dormitories) screaming with excitement, which must have been trying for the staff. I can remember being stopped short just as I was about to dive under the settee in the hall. Miss Burrows, no doubt well past the limits of tolerance, could stand it no more and grabbed me by my plaits. I have to say this illustrates the need for planned extra curricular activities.

However, we Rhiewport girls do remember the walks and the mumble grumble they caused. Perhaps time has learnt enchantment for Jean Seaton who came to WGS in 1939 writes “Miss Blake’s walks were always the best, she had the knack of making everything so interesting. There was the bluebell wood where all the trees had been cut down and the haunted wood with a big pond overhung by branches that we thought looked just like crocodiles.” I’m told that we were always quiet when we walked through the Haunted wood. Ann o’Mearc who came in 1943 recalls the walks with much pleasure, although those on Saturday could be very long. “Did we in fact, one Saturday, walk all the way to Montgomery Castle and back?”  Jackie Flindall reveals some of the hidden learning opportunities these walks afforded. “I learnt the names of the wild flowers, figwort, valerian, trefoil, vetch and how excited I was to find a Twayblade, not picked as it was the only one.
We had both Guides and Brownies. Guide camps are remembered fondly, Brownies did not go camping. Susan and Judith Brentnall joined the school in 1944, Susan writes “Judith and I were too young to go to camp with the rest of the junior school, so we were sent to stay on our own in the castle. We had a lot of freedom to roam that week, but did spend time at the piano with Emily Ellis learning Welsh songs which I still remember today.” perhaps as good as camping, if not better.  We camped in the field next to Rhiewport and Miss Bellis, the guider, offered us encouragement as we put up the huge bell shaped tents. Sticks were whittled and fashioned into rudimentary hooks to hold the pots and pans, stores were issued and made ready for the patrol detailed to cook, each patrol having to take its turn at cook duty. Groundsheets were laid out with blankets which were sewn together to make a sleeping bag. The novelty and excitement of all this meant that any discomfort went unnoticed. Ancia recalls “On the first evening I had some chocolate raisins and shared them amongst our tent.  Unfortunately, Di Oliver dropped hers, but what she found in the dark was rabbit droppings.” She does not say whether they were eaten!

She goes on “We were joined by three sixthform girls from the castle and when Una Smith went outside in the night she stepped in a cow pat and we all had to help clean her up.” There is a story that cows, possibly goaded by local lads, stampede through the camp, flattening tents and causing the girls to flee to the castle in their pyjamas. On another occasion when they camped in the vicarage orchard in Llangyniew, a major thunder storm,   in the middle of the night forced them to take refuge in the Vicarage. Those dispatched to the attics were fine, those in the vicar’s study, a dark and solemn room, were overawed by the religious pictures and dimly lit crucifix on the wall and became nervous feeling a ghostly and other worldly atmosphere.

Free time in the summer garden holds many memories; it would not be fanciful to suggest that the staff were pleased to let us run wild until the bell went for prep. We played cops and robbers and another active game which involved shouting ‘fire, fire, fire’ and running up the small tree-covered hillock at the side of the house. We built dens in the cavernous spaces among the rhododendrons, one of which was the headquarters of the ‘Star Ranch’, a group of horse-mad girls who wore star shaped badges as their symbol of membership. Sadly it was only built on dreams, since the only horse seen at Rhiewport was the pony occasionally ridden by Mr Thomas the postman, perhaps when his bicycle had a puncture. In autumn we were dragooned into sweeping up leaves but rewarded ourselves with the hazelnuts from a tree at the far end of the garden where Miss Riddle kept her chickens. Apple trees in the orchard and by the cottage could also be raided. It was all probably illicit, but the staff knew when to turn a blind eye and weren’t they delicious.

Dormitories

When Dot Morgan arrived in 1939 there were four dorms, red and orange on the first floor, blue and purple on the second. Later a fifth dorm was added and they were then numbered one to five. The girls kept their clothes in a small room off dorm five and with five to six beds in each dorm there was not a lot of room. Dot Morgan writes “On arrival I was put in red dorm, no wardrobes of course, just a locker. This was simply a box with a lid in which everything had to be kept. You can imagine the muddle, and they were inspected each day by Miss Stubbs, the house mistress. I remember being summoned to the stables for being in charge of an untidy locker and losing house points.” In those early days the lower sixth were also at Rhiewport, Pamela Box and Joan Lovatt were among those who shared a study in the stables. 

Dormitories were Spartan and basic, no central heating, bare wooden floors, iron bedsteads and horse hair mattresses. Bedroom slippers and woollen dressing gowns helped but an essential item on the list was a rug, a coloured or patterned blanket to give some extra warmth in bed. Teddies and other soft toys were encouraged, to be cuddled at night and displayed on the bed by day. 
Annette Walker recalls that each day started with the rising bell. “Each morning when we got up we stripped and folded our sheets and made the beds again after breakfast. I suppose they thought it would kill off any germs. No mention of hospital corners. “Bedtime and lights out were early and staggered since the bathrooms could not accommodate everyone at the same time. Night life began after lights out, reading under the bedclothes (if you had a torch) whispering, much laughing and giggling until it became too noisy and Matron would materialize at the door. Each dorm had a potty, the ambition being to fill it to the top! No doubt, this was sometimes achieved! Night life also brought out the ‘entertainers’. One such was Elizabeth Lundy Richard, known as Lundy she was a character with a sophisticated, comical aura about her. Annette Walker writes “My first memory of Rhiewport is of Lady Elizabeth Lundy Richard singing ‘A Nightingale sang in Berkley Square’ after lights out. The next morning she marshaled a couple of us new girls into collecting the water for washing. Large enamel jugs were filled from rain barrels, leaves and all. I don’t remember if we had dormitory prefects, but Lady Lundy was a self appointed one, in a nice kind of way.” By 1942 there were dorm prefects and Gwyneth Morris was head of dorm two. Jackie Flindall, who was in that dorm, recalls that she had a problem maintaining order, hardly surprising since it not only held Lundy but also another clown, Pat Butler. Jackie says “She was such fun - I can see her now, on her bed, after lights out imitating the film star Carmen Miranda.” Dormitory mayhem was seasonal and more adventurous in summer. It was possible to access dorm one from dorm two and visa versa, via the veranda route out of the window, often taken up as a ‘dare’. It is amazing no one was caught doing this as the two windows were at the front of the house.

During the war, Double Summer time meant evenings were long and light, when the nights were hot, the windows uncurtained and the red squirrels in the tulip tree entertained us. Any person, animal, or vehicle coming up the drive was closely observed. Occasionally Miss Dunn would visit DRU 198 sweeping up the drive past the house to turn right into the stable yard. On the second floor there were those who suggested throwing a blanket out of the window to fall on the roof of the moving car. Fortunately everyone was too much in awe of Miss Dunn for the dangerous folly ever to materialize. In fact the long evenings could be quite civilized, since quite often one girl would read aloud to the rest. Barri Woolley’s Father was writing a book for children and each week would send her another chapter, every installment being eagerly awaited. Kneeling by the bed for prayers was part of bedtime routine, obedience naturally being automatic and unquestioned. For homesick new girls, weeping under the bedclothes, comfort came from old hands.

Domestic Matters
P.L.A. or Passenger Luggage in Advance, will stir up memories of clothes lists and trunks packed and ready to be sent off to the station ahead of the passenger. At Rhiewport trunks were collected from Welshpool station and delivered to the school by lorry before the beginning of term. The first day was spent unpacking, clothes were laid out on the bed to be checked by an adult before being sorted and put away. At the end of term the process would be reversed, excitement reigned as any items were disposed of by the time honoured shout of ‘Quiz’ to which the response was ‘Ego’. The first to reply then had to be prepared to catch the proffered item. Lack of storage space in the crowded dormitories was not really a problem, war time clothes rationing meant we had only a few clothes although we were allowed to wear non-uniform or mufti after school. The uniform was predominantly navy blue. On weekdays we wore a tunic which buttoned at the shoulder, it had a yoke front and back from which dropped three broad pleats. A girdle tied round the waist completed the rather sack like appearance. On Sunday this was replaced with navy blue pleated skirts, white blouses and ties. All this must have been a nightmare to keep mud free for Mrs. Jones and her helpers, who tackled the laundry in a large room to the left of the stairwell in the bothy.  In the corner, were brick faced coppers with fires underneath where sheets and towels were boiled, although our childproof winter underwear was surely hand washed? Warm and full of steam, it was a sought after haven at break time on cold winter days. Mrs. Jones who never seemed to stop working was always ready for a friendly chat. The drama on cold days was to witness the sheets being hauled out of the coppers and fed into the mangles. Hence the ditty paraphrasing a wartime song 

                               Mrs. Jones she have a mangle, she do turn it by the handle,

                               Do you know, it have such power, it do forty sheets an hour.   

                               Did you ever see, (x3) such a funny thing before?

In the words of Annette Walker “Our laundry was done each week by women who came up from the village. They used the huge copper boilers in the washhouse and then spread our clothes over the wild rose bushes to dry. I think there were some lines but not enough for all the sheets and towels. Mrs. Griffiths, known as the Griffin also came up from the village. Inseparable from her bucket and scrubbing brush and with cigarette dangling from the corner of her mouth, she would tackle the bothy stairs. This led to an irresistible situation as repeatedly, should she leave the bucket unattended, some hooligan would charge up or down the stairs and send it flying leaving Mrs Griffiths to her justifiable but impotent fury. Strangely we were never reprimanded.

The normal household cleaning was the charge of two maids, who did little in the way of housework, Mary Purcell and red haired Millie, who lived-in and shared a room near dorm one. In 1942 the overseer of these domestic essentials was Miss Vaughan the cook/housekeeper whose room was on the left along the corridor leading to form five. She was a rather sad-faced, sallow lady, yet kindly and tolerant of the girls sent to dry their hair in front of the open fire in her room. She was followed by Miss Harding and then Miss Johnson who went back to Ashford with the school in 1948. Both are remembered for their kindness and willingness to allow visitors singly, or in pairs into the kitchen. Jackie Flindall will never forget Miss Harding “who made me a birthday cake covered in pink icing. She was so kind. She wore a caliper since she had suffered from polio which had caused her lameness. She left early to get married.” Miss Johnson had silver grey hair, was always busy and in spite of being cook, housekeeper and quartermaster in charge of the store, never appeared flustered. This store was a dark and cavernous cupboard off an anti room to the kitchen, if she happened to be ferreting around in there when a girl passed she usually managed to find a little treat, like a biscuit. She understood that our appetites were never satisfied and one year arranged for everyone to stir the Christmas pudding. All the cooking was done on a four oven Aga. Martha, a thin figure of mouse-like greyness clad in a wrap-all-round overall, helped in the kitchen. Her sink overlooked the cloakroom where we changed our coats and shoes. As she peeled the vegetables she looked out with her calm sad eyes on the youthful bustle beyond the window and always appreciated and returned a friendly smile. Mostly she went unnoticed, but I have never forgotten the picture she presented, which caused me even then, to wonder what life was really like for her.

Wartime rationing made great demands on cooks, so although our food was plain it was nourishing. Annette writes “Within the constraints of rationing, I think we were on the whole well fed, although some meals stand out as unappealing; there was a rather thin vegetable soup and fatty mutton stew.” She also remembers “pink milk” when the cows had been fed on beetroot and the “great ham theft.” At the weekend, supper was laid out by the maids after lunch so that they could go home early; somehow a dog got in (through an open window perhaps) and took the ham from each plate. Was it Trixie, the little terrier bitch belonging to Mr. Weaver the gardener? We never found out.

These are some of the items remembered from our menu.

                                    Chocolate rice pudding

                                    Stewed blackberry and apple

                                    Greasy mutton stew

                                    Fish on Friday, boiled or poached……horrid

                                    Orange jelly, instead of marmalade

                                    Tinned pineapple jam

                                    Meat and fish paste, salmon and shrimp

                                    Porridge

                                    Shredded wheat and cornflakes

                                    Scrambled egg made with dried eggs…..ugh

                                    One boiled egg a week, sometimes a duck egg, rather strong 

                                    One small cube of butter or margarine a week, per girl

                                    Plenty of bread and dripping

No tuck shop in those days but girls could bring three pounds of jam, peanut butter, sandwich spread or marmite from home. Dot Morgan remembers. “On birthdays we were allowed a cake to be sent from home, yet any other goodies were confiscated.” All parcels were opened in front of Matron and sweets, chocolates and even biscuits were regarded as contraband. (I still wonder who had the goodies).  Birthday cakes were shared at teatime, the birthday girl being in sole charge, cutting and sharing the cake as she chose. Each piece was a great treat and Jackie recalls that Celia James always had a memorable cake.

Sweets were not rationed at the beginning of the war. Annette remembers, “Before the advent of food rationing, when on our Saturday walk, we would sometimes call at the tiny village sweet shop by the river.” Once sweet rationing (12ounces per pupil per month) arrived Emily Ellis became the most popular teacher. Twice a term the desks in form two were rearranged to form a counter and the arrival of her car was eagerly awaited, she was a diligent sweet buyer, toffees, boiled sweets, sherbet, liquorice, barley sugar twist and Fry’s chocolate cream bars all made their appearance. For the ever popular Crunchy and Mars Bar it was a case of either one or the other.

Choices made, each person’s ration was put into named jam jars and stored in a locked cupboard in the Butler’s Pantry. Thereafter it was two sweets a day, after lunch, until the jar was empty! Enid Heath is remembered for cutting up her sweets and putting them in a small tin to make them last longer.

The dining room tables were always covered with a white cloth and we used our damask napkins which were on the ‘clothes list’. Inevitably there were spillages which caused more work for the ladies in the laundry. Eventually Miss Burrows stepped in and imposed a fine of sixpence for each spill. A very considerable penalty as we had so little pocket money. Rosemary Wynne parodied the song

                                          “Coming in on a wing and a prayer

                                            I’ve spilt my tea on the cloth o’er there

                                            Though there’s one sixpence gone 

                                            I will still carry on

                                            Coming in on a wing and a prayer.”
Civilised standards prevailed and despite the problems, tablecloths remained. It is not recorded that anyone actually died of starvation or any deficiency disease. Good plain food in adequate quantities kept everyone healthy.

The War is Over
We were, in the safety of Rhiewport, cocooned from news of war with neither newspapers nor the wireless available to the girls. However, Susan Brentnall, who was one of the last of ‘the settlers’, has this poignant account. “I was only seven and my sister eight years old when we arrived at Rhiewport in 1944. We were accepted as pupils as we lived in Bala with our mother whilst our father was serving abroad with the R.A.F.  We were sent to the local school in Bala where the children were taught only in Welsh. We were given books in English and banished to a corner to read them. The fact that we could not read them went unnoticed! We arrived at Rhiewport a little bewildered. I remember Nannon Thomas, my sister Judith and I were taught separately from the rest of the school.” The last day of the war arrived and Susan remembers how she heard the news. She was “ sitting under a large tree in the grounds learning knots with the Brownies, when suddenly someone came tearing out of the school shouting ‘the war is over’, and I remember thinking at last, my daddy can come home.”

The school returned to Ashford in 1946.

Last words.
Ancia Sellwood “May I say that from day one at Rhiewport to my last day at the Castle, life was just wonderful and the sun was always shining. At least, that is how I always remember it.”

Mary de Cordover, (a day girl) “I’m sorry I won’t be of much use as I cannot remember much about school. I was only at Rhiewport for a couple of years.”

Dot Morgan “Looking back, I spent six happy years at WGS. A Spartan life, we knew no other.”

Tessa Dalton “I seem to have more questions than anything else, as for instance, how long was I at Rhiewport before going to Powis Castle? Although I hated school, I would have done so even if I attended a day school. I have fond memories really of WGS in Wales, and I do believe boarding school was best for me. Looking back I had a lot of fun which of course was not the prime object of education.”
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January 2008
We send our thanks to those who contributed to this article with their reminiscences and treasured photographs, and special thanks to Jasmine for the hours spent in compiling this fascinating account of Life at Rhiewport during the war years. Sadly, as you will see in the obituaries, Ancia Selvester died in 2007. 

My years at Rhiewport

Ann O’Meara (Mrs Cruikshank)

I was eight years and three months old when I arrived at Rhiewport in September 1943, and believe I was the youngest in the school. I was met by Miss Burrows who was hiding something behind her back.  “This is for you” she said, “but first you have to say the right words. When I say ‘Quiz’, you have to say ‘Ego’ ” so I did, and it was a letter from my father, who was in Egypt with the Eighth Army, it being wartime.

I was in dorm one with four or five other girls. The first night, after lights-out, there was a lot of whispering and talking which I didn’t understand. ‘Shut up’ seemed to crop up a lot so I said it too. Horrified silence, I had said it to the dorm head. I had no idea what a dorm head was, but apparently I had committed an unforgivable sin and I was sent to Coventry for several days. Small girls can be so unkind. I remember sitting alone at the window in the dorm, writing a letter to my mother and holding my head on one side so that my tears would not drip onto the page.  

Patty Winn and I were the only two in year one and we shared a classroom with year two, just to the right of the front door. I remember Miss Burrows reading to us from a book called ‘The Cave Twins’ which I loved. There was also an odd lesson called ‘Count Affairs’ which seemed to be about Parliament and I remember being surprised the first time I saw it written down it was of course ‘Current Affairs’. Chorus, was taught by Emily Ellis who came to us every week from a strange land called ‘The Castle’. She had been at WGS with my mother, or so she said, so I had to mind my P’s and Q’s.

It was wartime and I cannot imagine how they contrived to feed all of us hungry little girls. I remember the dining room with its huge tables where we all ate. There was a mistress at the head and we had our assigned places. Each day we moved on one place in a clockwise direction which meant that for two consecutive days we had the stressful task of sitting next to the mistress. Sometimes we had pilchards on toast for Saturday tea and a delicious cake pudding, flat and cut into squares. My memory tells me that it had raisins in it but it can’t have done, this was wartime. One morning at breakfast, the eggs had not been boiled for long enough and were extremely runny. Eggs were on ration so there was no reprieve, they had to be eaten. I have never been able to eat a runny egg since! At break we had a bottle of milk and a piece of bread and dripping. We were always hungry and I remember sneaking into the dining room and taking slices of bread off the table.

The grounds were exciting. There was a big lawn at the back, with little individual gardens edged in boxwood, down the left hand side. Any girl, who wanted, could have her own and plant whatever she pleased. At the far end of the lawn which was used for games, rounders and the like, there was a big hazelnut tree which was very popular in the autumn. In the front of the house was an oval lawn and off to one side a tulip tree, where we enjoyed lessons on warm summer days. In spring there were daffodils everywhere and I remember when I climbed up the cherry tree and stuffed myself with cherries. 

We played endless games in those grounds. We would have a ‘craze’ for a particular game and play it endlessly until another came along to take its place. There was jacks, chain tag, sevensies, (bouncing a ball in a series of moves against the veranda wall) and one marvellous summer we discovered we could climb a tree, jump from it into a bush and then slide the rest of the way to the ground, We did it over and over again until prohibited, to save the life of the bush I dare say. On hot sunny days we swam in the river. One snowy winter, my toboggan was sent from home and we took it in turns to slide on it. One way or another we spent a lot of time outdoors.

Saturday walks were a real feature; we rambled in the fields and lanes, picked blackberries, wild gooseberries and flowers as well as discovering birds’ nests and dodging the sheep and cows. We had to keep up but as my legs were shorter than most I got very tired so Miss Burrows would encourage me and ‘hold my paw’. At one interesting time, forms one and two collected all the tufts of wool from the barbed wire. First it was washed, dyed with natural dyes, carded spun and finally woven into a potholder which we presented, with great pride, to Miss Dunn on one of her visits! I can see it in my mind’s eye to this day, square, rather stiff with brown and white stripes and a cord all round which had a loop in one corner.

I often got into trouble, usually deservedly! Once I put salt in the sugar bowls on the dining room tables, no joke really when sugar was on ration. As punishment Miss Burrows made me eat several spoonfuls. I would also climb out of the window and walk from one dorm to the other along the veranda roof; thankfully, I was never caught. After ‘lights out’ Matron would check that all was quiet and then disappear down to the staffroom. It was our signal to start talking, Patty Winn told great stories which we loved. I once had an ‘apple pie bed’ which caused much amusement and on another occasion the battery leaked when someone was playing with her torch and oozed into a cut on her hand causing considerable pain. I was sent to the staff room to tell Matron. What an adventure! I made my way downstairs, then along the silent corridor to the staff room. The door was shut, but I could hear laughter and chatter, good heavens, the teachers were having fun! I knocked timidly, “Come in” was the reply, so I did, and was amazed to see a fire in the grate, a meal on the table and the staff (four or five of them) clearly enjoying themselves. I delivered my message, matron came, and I went back to bed. It was the first time I realized that teachers had a life apart from us. Poor things it can’t have been much fun living with little girls.

On Sundays, we walked in crocodile to the Parish Church at Berriew. Being the youngest and the smallest I was in the front. We filled the first few pews on the righthand side of the church. We each put big copper penny in the collection plate, but one Sunday when it came round all I had was a twopenny ha’penny postage stamp which was what a letter cost to send in those days. It was obviously more than enough for two girls, let alone one, so my neighbour and I ceremoniously held a corner each and together placed it in the plate. One Sunday I and another girl, Jasmine Flindall, I think, had to sit with Miss Dunn. (Why, had we been especially naughty?) Miss Dunn said that Jasmine could find the hymn numbers for her and I could find the pages in her Prayer Book. What Horror! I couldn’t even find the pages in my own Prayer Book.  I still feel the embarrassment and the unfairness that Jamine got the hymns. In the afternoon we all assembled in the big room where we did our prep and Miss Dunn talked to us about the Catechism, found in the Prayer Book. I can still remember “The General Thanksgiving” which we had to learn.

I spent three years at Rhiewport, in forms one, two and three, and dorms one, two and five. I never became dorm head, but perhaps that was reserved for the oldest girls in the lower fourth. By the time I reached those dizzy heights we were back in Ashford and the whole school was together again. One of my last memories of Rhiewport is the day the war ended. We all jammed into the staff room to hear Winston Churchill make the announcement on the wireless. I do not remember a word he said, only that we girls were crowded together, and the fact that the rest of the day was a holiday!

I think we little girls were privileged to spend those years at Rhiewport.  We knew and were known by every girl and member of staff in the school. Rules were few and we could usually get round them. It was war time and I suppose there were shortages of everything, but we never noticed, we were too busy living in the moment. Writing this has brought back so many memories. They were happy days, and I am grateful.

Postscript

Miss Margaret Burrows was still a popular teacher in the 1950’s. She died in 1959 and Helen Bishop and I attended her funeral on behalf of the girls. It was the first time I had ever been to a funeral and we gave her a wonderful spray of the large blue flag iris which used to grow so abundantly in the school grounds at that time. Carefully tied with a green and blue sash (hockey colours I think), it was the only tangible reminder of her distinguished association with the Welsh Girls’ School. MEJ 

