York O.Y.S.A. 1896

Each “Old Scholars” seems nicer than the last, and especially the latter part of this one has been so delightful, that Bertha and I felt very flat afterwards and determined to write an account of it.

Bertha and I, Gertie and Herbie, Ruth and Jim Corder, (latter not going to York) and Basil got an engaged carriage, and went by the 12.45, arriving at York about half past 2.  Then we separated.  We were met by Arnold, Mrs Procter, Mr Pollard etc., sent our luggage straight to the Procters, then Bertha, Arnold and I went to the river, to join a large party which Frederick Andrews, and Mr Collinson had got up.  We had 4 boats, one large one and some 4 oars.  I was put in a 4 oar to steer, and Mr Pollard, Ernest Merz, Frank Lean and -----Priestman rowed.  The other boats contained Bertha, Arnold, Mr C., Mr Andrews, Margaret Andrews, Mr Gower, Ethelwyn Pumphrey and some others, most of whom I did not know.  We went to Poppleton, landed there and had a game of rounders, in which I broke the cricket bat.  It must have been decidedly rotten.

Then for a short time it rained, but we did not get wet as we were having tea in the summer house.  Very grateful we were for the huge thick pieces of bread and jam etc.!  The evening was lovely and we were very sorry to return home.  I steered very badly, straight into another boat, and Mr Andrews called out “There’s Miss Spence Watson sitting as cool as a judge, and trying to execute everybody.”  He also said he was glad I came of a good Quaker Stock, because I showed no agitation”.  (However, I felt decidedly agitated.)

We got back in time for the Mount Meeting at 7.30.  Arnold walked up with us.  We met Mabel there.  It was the first time I had seen her since her marriage.  Everybody was very nice.  I only just saw Miss Bayes, and said a few words to her.  The Meeting was very long, lasted till after 10.  Some of the girls’ reports were very good, but to us the nicest part was when Miss Fanny Thompson announced that the Old Scholars had decided to give Mabel a present of a linen chest.  It was the very thing she most wanted.  We saw the design which is very pretty, the arms of York above, and the pattern of folding linen below.  It is to be made from the old oak taken out of St. Nicholas when the belfry was repaired.  There was a lengthy discussion about the Scholarship, which had finally to be deferred till Monday afternoon.  I was so hungry that I rushed into the dining room to get some sandwiches, then we drove back to Mrs Procters, May and Hugh who had come up to the Mount, walking.  The Procters gave us a warm welcome and after supper we soon went to bed.

Mr and Mrs Thorpe, Walter Dymond, Percy and Herbie, May and Hugh, Bertha and I all stayed at the Procters.  Basil was in lodgings, but came in to meals.

(P.S. The O.S. present to Mabel was particularly appropriate, as this is her birthday)

May 27th Sunday


A lovely day.  We all went to Meeting, which was very long, but nice.  John Rowntree spoke beautifully.  Basil, Phyllis, Ber and I meant to sit together, but went to the wrong form, and had to be turned out, much to Lewis and Ernest’s amusement, as they were watching us.

There were 22 or 23 of us at the Procters to dinner, Lewis, Ernest, Arnold, Phyllis, and Dolly Thorpe all came too.  In the afternoon Percy, Lewis, Arnold, Ernest, Bertha and I had great fun lying on the grass.  Percy is so jolly.  At about 4 Percy, Bertha, Herbie Corder and I went to the Thompsons’ to tea across Knaves Mire, Arnold and Ernest walking there with us.  There were not many people there that I knew.  After tea Bertha, Agnes Thompson and I walked and talked together – Agnes and I discussing old times – our S.S.P.I. Society, etc.  We walked with her down to Meeting, and she gave us a great account of her doings abroad, and the fun she has at the Liverpool College etc.  She asked me to go and stay there.  She has grown very pretty and has lovely eyes.

I asked Mr Fryer a favour, which to everyone’s (except my own!!) surprise he granted, namely that after the Reading Arnold and Ernest might come out with us to see Hugh off at the Station.  Poor Hugh!  He has not had much of O.S.  Frederick Andrews took the Reading, which I should have been very sorry to miss.  It was most interesting, chiefly about Friends’ views, especially about baptism.  We were too late to see Hugh off, but met Mabel.  We went up to the Mount, while she paid a call, and walked about in the garden till Arnold and Ernest had to go back to Bootham.  Soon afterwards the girls came back from meeting and Miss Waite and I walked about together.  She was so nice.  Then we went into Reading in the lecture room.  Gertrude Brooks and her sister appeared in great style, but Gertie is always very cordial to me.  We all sang “The King of Love my Shepherd is”, and Louie Knight and Ethel Barringer read very nicely.  It was most amusing to watch the girls bow, as they went out, to Miss Harrison.  There were a good many old scholars, and we had supper in the dining room with the teachers.  I sat between Miss Waite and Miss Wood.  It was such fun.  There was delicious lobster salad, and a marvellous birds’ nest pudding, which I thought was spinach and eggs, but was really sponge cake covered with green pistachio nuts, and eggs inside made of blanc-mange.  There were lots of delicious things.  After supper, Bertha went round the bedrooms, as she knows most of the girls.  Mabel and I went to No. 3 to see Phyllis, Milly Procter and Dolly Thorpe.  When we came out, a girl in a nightgown rushed to the door of No. 4, and called out piteously “Please won’t you come and see us.  We’ve had no-one here.”  Of course we went in, though we did not know them.  They introduced each other, and I remember one girl was called Connie Lilly, and there was a Peplar I think.  I believe they expected us to kiss them all round – one of them said as much to me – but I was far too shy, and Mabel never thought of it till I told her afterwards.  It was amusing.  They are such jolly girls at the Mount.  Then we were dragged into No. 2, where Marian Mennell is, so I told them stories of Chrissie Mennell and Becca.  We also looked into No. 13, but it has no curtains now, and is not nearly as pretty as when we slept in it.  Then May, Ber and I walked back to the Procters.

May 28th Monday


A lovely day.  First we drove to the Mount to see the gym.  Father, Mother and Evie came for the day, at least Evie stayed till Tuesday.  I did not think the gym quite as good as usual, but the girls had very pretty dresses, with white sleeves, and white at the top.  Isabel Yewdall, Nellie Moulton, Mother, Bertha and I walked down to Bootham together.  Here we met the usual “Monday” cousins, and others, Charles, and Norbert, etc.

After watching the cricket for a short time, and having some refreshments, Lewis took me into the school to see the exhibition, some parts of which were very good.  There were splendid drawings of a lion’s and a donkey’s head, but the sketches from nature were peculiar – good maps etc.  The diaries were interesting, and Lewis and Ernest both obtained prizes for their “moths”.

When we returned to the cricket field the cricket was nearly over.  Old Scholars won.  Bertha and I stayed to Bootham to dinner.  I had never stayed before, and we had great fun.  A lot of us, Charles, Teddy, Ernest etc. went up to “Heaven”, i.e. the roof before dinner.  Then Mr Collinson took me to the drawing room and solemnly left me there among a lot of people.  He has been much quieter this time – in fact he has hardly spoken to me, which is quite disappointing.

Presently the bell went, and Lewis and I got separated from the others, and sat by Miss Woodhead at a small table with Harry and Marian Mennell and one or 2 others.  It was very nice.  Harry was at Bootham when I was at the Mount, and we once had fun together on Malcolm Spence’s little steam launch.

After dinner (Mr C. asked me if I had had enough!) I thanked Mr Andrews for Saturday’s excursion, then we went with Gertie to her lodgings and up to the Mount.  Bertha and I changed our dresses in Miss Waite’s room.  I enjoyed the afternoon immensely.  I did not see much of Arnold, for he was with mother, but Lewis was simply sweet, and stuck by me the whole time.  I had a nice talk with John Fryer about Italy.  The tennis was good and the O.S. won.  Claus had a short walk with me, but I made Lewis stick with us to prevent him from being silly.  Mr. Collinson got me some coffee and was really very nice.  He umpired part of the time.  He is much more sensible than he used to be, and jolly.  

Gertie and I endeavoured to make peace, so to speak, with Malcolm Naish by bowing (we had cut him by mistake), but he now cut us dead.

Claus asked me to walk down with him, but I went with Lewis, who is most amusing, and sweet.  Mr. Collinson was on duty and could not go to the tea.

I had a short conversation with Harry Mennell in the afternoon, who was amused because Father had told him that he and Basil had stayed too long in the Baths.  He said he must be a prophet.

Tea was great fun.  Our usual party got the upstairs room.  I sat between Lewis and May Sturge.  Percy was great fun.  He would teaze me by saying he was going to take me to the Hawser Shop and watch me eat a hawser and drink a bottle of ginger beer etc.

In the meeting I sat by Ruth Corder and May Sturge.  Father’s songs were very badly sung, which was most disappointing.  Father took the chair with his usual grace, John Stevenson Rowntree gave a very nice address.  Arnold Rowntree spoke amusingly, but most of the speeches were not very funny, and Vipont Brown was missed.

Auld Long Syne was sung at the end, which a small Bootham boy – Geoffrey Morland – played very nicely.  I believe he is very musical.  Afterwards Gertie and I arranged with Mr Collinson to go the long walk.  He could not come in the morning, but hoped to meet us in the afternoon.  As May Sturge had asked me to supper at the Station Hotel, he said he would walk down with me, but of course I had to go with her, and Bertha and Ruth Corder came too.  It was rather fun, but the supper was rather muddly.  Roger Clark, Charlie Sturge and Jim Corder were there too.  At another table were Charles, Norbert, Claus, Yeomans, Teddy and I think Malcolm Naish, and Charles would keep smiling across at us.  May and Roger told us some funny stories.  Charlie Sturge saw Ruth home, and May and Roger came with us.  We did not get to the Procters till after 11.  They had forgotten about us, and locked the door, but had not gone to bed, and said it didn’t matter a bit.  We were very tired.

As usual all this time I have had a slight cold, but nothing much.  I nearly always do have one at O.S.

May 29th Tuesday


A fine day, but rather doubtful.  Had an amusing time packing our lunch, especially watching Basil struggling over his!

Drove to the Station very early.  Train went soon after 9.30.  Poor Evie lost her purse and was in a great state.  (It turned up afterwards under the mattress of the bed next to hers!!)  Oliver Morland and others who could not go were there to see us off.  We were packed in the Saloon.  I sat next Gertie and Isabel - great fun playing “Up Jenkins”, “Old Maid” etc.  Malcolmson, Harry Mennell, Percy, Evie, Procters, etc were near us and Mr Pollard.  They got rather rowdy.  We had lots of goodies and chocolates.  We went past Scarborough to Staintondale, where the most energetic of the party got out to walk over the moors.  The rest preferring a walk by the sea.  We were:- Percy, Evie, Roger Clark, Gertie, Bertha, Neave, Gerald Brown, Fred Fryer, Malcolmson, Francis Impey, Basil and Mr Pollard, Thompson Clothier, Isabel, John and Con, Ruth Corder, Ernest Morland, Harry Mennell, Wilfrid Crosland, Edward Mennell and myself.  I think these were nearly all; not very many ladies; it was much nicer being a “select” party.  Arnold Rowntree came part way to set us on the right road.

At Staintondale Evie went to do her hair, and somehow Harry Mennell and I got separated from the others and walked together to the Falcon Inn.  At first I felt rather shy, but soon recovered.  Here we had lunch, and soda water, and most peculiar milk, and thankful I was for it.  Then we got right on to the moors, which were golden with gorse.  We had great fun all the way fighting with plantains.  Most of the day I walked with Harry Mennell and Isabel, but I had a nice talk about St. Moritz and tobogganing with Thompson Clothier.  At the top of the moors, not having Arnold Rowntree to guide us, we got rather wrong, and went a longer way than was intended, this making the walk about 14 miles.  I’m not sure if we ever saw the “Bloody Beck” or “Sanguinary River” as Percy calls it at all.  They pretended part of the time that I had led them wrong as I was walking in front.  We all had a grand run down a steep hill, Thompson Clothier nearly dragging me off my legs, and a charming looking boy called Wilfrid Crosland, carrying all the sticks, umbrellas and hats, with a girl’s hat on the top of his head.  I longed for a Kodak.  I thought my hat was lost, and T. Clothier began to go back for it, but E. Morland had got it on in front.  It began to be very dull.  Crosland, Basil and Ed Mennell stayed behind and had a bathe, and we went on and rested.  Percy, Evie and John Wilhelm R. told amusing stories.  After a time Evie and I stayed behind, and had a nice quick bathe in a shallow pool.  Soon after it began to drizzle.  Some of the others went on in front and got tea and had swings at a place called, I think, Hackness, and Ernest Morland kindly ran back to tell us if we hurried we could have some.  So we had a hasty cup, and then hurried on to get the train at Scalby, through a pretty part, rather like private grounds.  E. Morland, Harry M, and Isabel and I were together and the 2 former sang to make it easier to walk, but it was hard work keeping up with Morland’s long strides.  It drizzled so heavily that my blouse got quite soaked.  At last we had simply to tear for the train; Harry dragged me along, Malcolmson dragged Ber, and nearly all of us were dragged by someone.  I got a pain, and felt quite miserable when at last we reached Scalby and found the train waiting for us.  We were an amusing sight, described afterwards by Percy in his speech after tea, as “scarlet-runners”.  We recovered a little before we reached Scarborough.  Here was Mr Collinson.  He had been the long walk, but of course with hardly a chance of meeting us, so we did not see him till we got to the Scarborough  Station.  We walked to the Grand Hotel, tidied, which was most refreshing, then had tea in the huge room, very kindly given to us by the Scarborough Friends.  I sat between Mr Collinson, and Harry Mennell, near Ber and Evie, and Gertie etc.  There were some good speeches afterwards by Percy and Arnold Rowntree, etc; then we looked at the sea till it was time to go.  Poor Mr C.  had lost his camera.  I walked to the Station with Mr C. and Mr Pollard and Isabel.  There was a great squash in our carriage.  I sat by Percy,(H.M. on the table near), with Isabel on my knee.  There were some very jolly songs – Louisiana Lou, Here’s to Mary, here’s to the Lamb, My old Dutch from Ernest Morland, Wash me, mother, and Peter Piper from Mr. Collinson, Philadelphia, etc, etc.  Of course we ended up with “Auld Lang Syne”, and even “Happy we’ve been a’ together”, and had a collection for the guard.  Really as we said goodbye to each other on the York platform we felt quite sad.  Mr C was very nice, and asked Ber and me to go up and see the drill at Bootham next day.  Evie, Basil, Edgar, etc, went home that night.  Ber and I drove up with the Procters, and went to bed as soon after supper as possible.

May 30th Wednesday


Soon after breakfast Bertha and I said goodbye to Mr Procter, and drove with Percy, etc to the end of Scarcroft; then walked up to the Mount for a last visit.  We both walked into Miss Waite’s German class, with great fear and trembling, ushered in by Miss Greener.  Miss Waite had said we might.  It was quite a small class, in the 1st class room.  One of the girls lent me her book, and when we were settled, Miss Waite turned to me “Mary, would you like to go on reading now.”  Of course I blushed, said “No thank you Miss Waite” and everyone giggled.  It was great fun to be in a lesson again.  I longed to be back at school.  Then we had lunch at the teacher’s end in the dining room, and I was teased about my large appetite when at school.  Then Miss Waite, Ethelwyn Pumphrey and I walked down to Meeting, and Bertha with Miss Sturge.  I sat by Miss Waite, and felt much ashamed of my dress as it was fearfully crushed.

After Meeting we said goodbye to Mrs Procter, told Mr C. we would come up to the drill as Ethelwyn was going also; then I saw Harry Mennell, looking quite grand in a top hat.  He came up, and asked if we had still determined to go on the river, and I said “yes”.  He hinted very broadly that he wanted to come, so at last I asked him, and told him to bring his sister from the Mount.  Then Arnold, Ernest, Lewis, Bertha and I, as the boys had not to be in school till 12, went to the Minster, and got the old man to take us up the bell tower, to see the bell struck.  It is too big to ring.  We stood underneath the bell while he struck it, and it made a tremendous noise.  The boys then tore off to school, Bertha and I following leisurely.  Miss Woodhead showed us the way to the gym.  I felt rather nervous, as Mr C. had altered a lesson, so as to show us this drill.  Ethelwyn and Neave were both watching, and Harry Mennell appeared in the middle.  It really was very pretty to watch – all to music which Mr C. played.  Some of the boys worked very well.  It was mostly dumb-bell exercises.

Then we thanked Mr C, said goodbye to him rather unsatisfactorily, and went into the garden, i.e. Ethelwyn, Harry, Bertha and I.  We could not get rid of H. so at last I said we were going to see Miss Pumphrey off at the station, but he calmly walked there with us.  I really felt very cross.  There, however, he left us.  He asked us up to Miss Williams to dinner, but of course we could not go.

I chaperoned a party up the river in the afternoon.  We had one boat and I think 3 canoes – I felt much afraid of the Boothamites or Mountites upsetting!  There were Harry and Marion Mennell, Bertha, Lewis, Arnold, Ernest and myself.  We had a lovely time, eating chocolates, and changing from the canoes to the boat.  We had tea together in a shop and went to the Museum Gardens and played “Simon says thumbs up”, etc.  Bertha and I got a train home about 6.0 I think, and we felt extremely flat for several days afterwards.

