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In a week at Lincoln Christ’s Hospital School (LCHS) in which a ‘Poetry Slam’ has 

featured, it seems fitting to ‘publish’ a poem from a former pupil of Lincoln Christ’s 

Hospital Girls’ High School (LHS). 

The author, Hilda Lee, was at LHS during the 1920s, where she took her Advanced 

School Certificate (the forerunner of ‘A’ levels) in French, English and History, leaving in 
1923 to read French at the University of Bristol. She seems to have been influenced by her 
studies of the Romantic poets, including Wordsworth, Browning, Walter de la Mare, A E 
Houseman, and possibly Shakespeare. However, I stand to be corrected by those with 
greater knowledge and expertise than I possess! 
 
The poem was published in the Midsummer 1923 edition of the LHS magazine, in the 
‘Original Contributions’ section. The Lincoln School magazine, The Lincolnian also provided 
space for such contributions, which offered the opportunity for pupils of all ages in the 
respective schools to show off their literary and other creative prowess. 
 
Similar contributions have been published in previous articles from the Garton Archive, and 
in some cases have been used in lessons at LCHS. I would very much welcome feedback 
on the poem, but to my untutored eye it seems to be a pretty impressive piece of writing for a 
seventeen year-old. 
 
Who was Pauline, I wonder? A heroine? An imaginary friend? A pet? A teacher? A lover? 
What do you think? 

 

 

PAULINE 

Out of the shades of a moon-lit forest, 
Brown and deep in the fading light. 
Where bats and owls fly in and out 
And brush the leaves in their hasting flight – 
Out of the shades of an amber jewel 
That gleamed at the breast of an Eastern queen, 
Where dark lights glint in a sweet soft shadow, 
Rarest and loveliest ever seen – 
They took your eyes, 
My Pauline. 
 



Out of the depths of a raven’s plumage 
Tipp’d with the gold of a sunset sky, 
Ruffled and black with a gleam of amber, 
And stray locks peeping, soft and shy – 
Out of the raven’s dusky plumage 
Splash’d with dew at the break of day, 
Dark, and full of deepest shadows, 
A little elf, when the dawn was grey, 
Spun your dear hair, 
My Pauline. 

 
Out of a deep cream rose’s petals, 
Soft and satin and full of light, 
With tints of red in the golden dawning, 
And darker hue from the cloak of night – 
Out of a misty blush-rose blooming 
By the side of a lily fair, 
That little elf, with a smile of pleasure, 
Standing perched on a rose-leaf there, 
Fashioned your cheek, 
My Pauline. 

 
Out of a dusky ocean cavern, 
Bright and fresh from the sea’s green deep, 
That little elf, with delicate fingers, 
Took pearls for your teeth while the day was asleep. 
Out of the cheek of fabled Hebe, 
Pink and fair, and full of light, 
He stole your dimple, bewitching, guileless – 
And out of his treasures, that self-same night, 
He fashioned you, 
My Pauline. 
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