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The Garden Alley Studio.

I had been warned that my new Studio was in such a
queer, out of the way corner that no one would be clever enough
to find it. However, friends and pupils did find their vay
to it. %y o0ld iron Studio had been in the centre of the
shopping district of Cambridge. My brick one is in the heart
of the residential and educational quarters and yet it is in
a forgotten roadway, closed up at one end, This alley is not
a narrow alley - indeed it is a very wide one - but it is
wild and rubbishy. About a hundred years or more ago the town
had planned a wide, good road but, for some reason, did not
take it over. As it was unused and negle.ted one after the
other the owners of the Brookside housestook bits of the road
into their gardens, The thieving ended when it reached the
coachyard gates. The coachman of the doctor from whom I bought
the property lived in the cottage and this was attached to
the stables and a small hayloft. In front of the cottage door
was a little garden but there was then no entrance to the
alley except through the big gates of the coachhouse yard, s
My working 8tudio had plenty of light in it except along one
wall, The outside of this wall troubled me for it was bare

and uninteresting but I could see at first no way of improving
it.
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I taught not merely in the Studio, but aslso in the Convent
gchooly in schools in the neighbouring towns and T held private
classes. I had two assistants and T managed also by working
myself, while teaching, to get many pictures painted. During
the seven years after I bought my place until the war of 1914
started I was able to earn enough money to pay for my own
gmall living expenses, for making trips abroad and for improv-
ing my properiy as I could afford it. I was for several years
worried by my bare bit of brick wall but fate allowed me at
last to improve even that,

May Hamblin-Smith, Signe Laven and I determined to have
a long week-end at St. Ives near Huntingdon, before the summer
term began., We stayed at the old galleried Inn in the Market
Place. We sketched along the Quse and explored the country
round the town. On our last day there I got up early and went
out before breakfast and made my way by a side street to the
river, Workmen werc in the street putting in a couple of
badly proportioned, modern sash windows into an old house,
Lying in the street were two very large, wide and rounded win-
dows of the Georgian period., I went back to breakfast and
described them and declared that I must have one of those
Vindowg for my Studio., "I must have the other for my Gymmasium"
881d Signe, fired at once., Out we sallied as quickly as we
foulg, leaving May to sketch alone. Alas, the windows had
e} We had a busy morning, Signe and I, tracking them down
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and their owner too. We found the windows on a rubbish heap
in & garden of a country house outside St. Tves and we found
the owner in the office of the best shoe shop in the town.
qe was startled by our eager request but was agreable and quite
jnterested in our plans. He said that we could have the win-
dows at a pound each and he himself would bring them to us in
one of hiis vans. The architect of my Studio designed a good
setting for mine. It was let into the wall and behold my
piece of bare brick work was made beautiful and a dull corner
of the Studio made charming and light.

T used the two horse boxes of the stabie underneath my
studio for my coal and coke, One morning it was discovered
thot a tramp had spent the night among my coals. He pad made
himself a comfortable bed among them and had smoked until my
coal reeked with shage. He had been seen in the early morning

climbing over my big yard gates. 1 stood at gaze on the arran-
gement of the cobbles that hehed mede for his bed and as I

did so I thought that I had indeed got a palace for my coal.

I had long wanted a drawing room, These stables, I saw, would
make one, I would keep the heavy double stable door but it
would open into a new hall - not the yard, I would build not
only a mew hall but also another sitting room and Two bedrooms

aboye, The stable-drawing-room could be made into a lovely

POOm, T would keep the enchanting crisscross work of the

Stable ceiling which wag unusually elaborate and well done.

y for this work but at last
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the pbuilding was begun. I had stored at Harston from my other
studio 8 long narrow picturesque window copied from one in
an 0ld print representing the room of the poet Milton, This
came in well., @ could not however find in any shop a mantel
piece that would do. None would go with the woodwork of the
ceiling and I felt it was important to have the right one. I
failed to find it even in London,.

When my building was nearly ready for its finishing
details J went 1o call for some reason on our village buil-
ders. I was taken to his sitting room. In the corner I saw
a little carved wooden pillar, I admired it. He said it belongd
to 2 mantel piece he had had to take out of an old Manor House.
The owvner wanted a modern one. “But it is a bit of an Adams!
mantel piece {" I exclaimed. "I am sure of it" - he said =
"and T have got the whole of it . It was given to me and I
will give it to you if you can make use of it". Indeed I couldyg
It was g treasure and it became the glory of my drawing room,

I started a weaving school in comnection with my Studio
and a Swedish lady, Nina Lindell, came from Sweden to runit,

To house it T had rented a very old place in Botolph Lane,
%Pposite Corpus College, and I called it the Pelican and Lilies
in honour of the Arms of that College. It had been long ago

8 house that backed the old Cambridge wall. It showed signs

%f having been the scene of some, perhaps sinister, medieval
“'entures. There was a secret chamber in it but that secret
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he partition was taken

chamber had to be openeg UP under npe

away and, that done, a Sall room bee

Ame a large one, The

¢rap door &n the floor of the loom room - which had evidently
WillL'o ; 10 n 1

been the means of escape ovyer the town wall - was now the
o8 | v Uil

means for lifting our tea, bread ang outter and cal

There had been a curious long shallow recess ip the thickness
of the wall of the hiding chamber., That hag held a ladder
when I took the place. The recess I flattened out to give
more room for the looms. I took a great fancy to the old
ladder which I am sure had helped many to escape but it was
stolen by one of the workmen and I could not find out the
culprit, The heavy gloom that had hung over the old place
was now dispelled by brilliant threads and draperies. <hese,
the beat of the loom battens and the whirr of the warping
.111’ seemed to lay all old ghoste, I have heard a whisper

that they have returned since I left the place.

We heard that an Art and Craft Exhibition was to be held

Bten ot Westminster Hall, Nina Lindell was ambitious

. : r.
BN aksd me if I would hire for her s good large SOl
rner to hold two of my biggest

I

4id 80, It was a large enough cO
Wooden Rt o Nina Lindell and her swed
“h‘ﬂnioon, dressed in their national coswm:s;h
190ms, qigpiayed the beautiful Stuffs laid © -
SWrounding the corner and 00k Lo

ish worker, Brita
worked at the

e counters
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visit the Exhibiti
came'to xhibition, fle looked round it
ed Tround 1t but he

ed at, and entered, our ,
> y Our gay enclosure,

stop
Miss Lindell

nastily pulled out the strongest loom-stool she had
she had, He sat

down and asked a few questions of the tiny Nina who looked
1ike & porcelain Dresden figure or a gaily flr'esse;l doll beside
the giant author. When his questions had been answered he De-
gan to hold forth. His theme was the charm ¢f wood. People
gathered round outside the protecting counters to listen to
him, It was like a delightful address. At last he shook his
yellow hair, got up, thanked us and moved like a big friendly
elephant through the crowds and out of the Hall, His visit
to our stall was the peak of our successful venture.

When the weaving school gtarted in Cambridge I had a

1ittle Studio maid named lMaggie. She was about fourteen years

0ld and wore her long thick, golden hair in Alice-in-Wonderland

faghion.,down her back.
party I was going to give to open the scho
the housewarming party I mede Maggie sit at a loom which had
been fitted with harness and warp and she was instructed how

to weave, She took to it 1ike a duck 10
rnoon she wove her mat

professional. I went up

put found her not on

es who were

we needed another demonstrator at the
ol. Two days before

water and on the

Bevepeto-be-forgotten afte erial as fast,

&4 with as good an edge; °° many 8
| 8 demonstrating

e room where she wa
P stool but in the middle
lining her back and her position

of a circle of ladi

while gtanding for they
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as she showed such SK1ll, that

ed =~ N~ - R 1
fear 3 Slle MUSTY nave wove n

gor 8 long time and mizht have developed weaver's snoulders,
After careful examination the ladies were satisfied, The child
said nothing of her two days' introduction to the industry

gnd I did'nt say anything. Jlhe ladies of Cambridge are very
careful ladies. The act of weaving is not difficult to those
with & feeling for it but the management of tne loom is very
dgifficult.

As Maggie had now joined the Weaving School I took
snother little girl as Studioc maid under Mrs. Belcher,my care-
taker. *“er name was Bessie. She was an odd child and said
unexpected things. She loved polishing my brass tray. "Oh
Miss," she exclaimed when she was at work on it, "if I were'nt
a Christian I would make this tray my god. I fair worship it

now', Her parents were Nonconformists but she confessed to
me that she sometimes went in to the Roman Catholic Church Ior
service, "They do thiﬁgs so nattily there'.

One day she brought me a bunch of lovely pansies.
asked her where she had got them, "I looked over & wall into

!-arden and T saw them., I climbed over
(After a pause) "Yes'.

I tried 1o

I

the wall to pick them

for youn, wBut that was stealing'.

"Stealing is naughty". "God made me naughty.
Eive her a lesson on Freewiilo It was badly done but she

Seemed to take it in for she seid _nT suppose we can choose
ther we shall be good or bad bacau
:‘M only be God's dolls".

ge if we could'nt we



Mrs Belcher lived in
a ()(\)t[e',r@ near S}
A =15 8 s ohe wae s
o AASS ¥y oA ey :'al_'f‘- l

¢ and faithful friend,she
RAE Was quick witted and |
vilied and had a ready

pake
songue but always knew her limite :
- 'oe }’) _{‘C’Ct:l Oon g‘."f')‘/ﬁf lter "D-I-
the pupiIS, no nonsensical talk «h :
A4 SO0owered on her
B : 2Ty ever made
ner to° familiar. How I missed myv o :
Soeas nlv' V'-'rI":Y";:.i}’.‘fT 3.r,'1‘len’ Q‘Jrv-:_ng the

last wals Sh(::‘ e S brother in an Imn and Reg-
tgurant at Kingston. "The bombs are certain +o drop on you
there", she was EER¥xmd¥ warned. "Well, if they do Death
will be behind me" she said cheerfully, 0ddly enough, consid-
ering how few bombs did drop, her restaurant was demolished
py ones But she w-es safe and no one was hurt.

When the last war started in 1914 my work in the Studio
and Weaving School did not decrease but increased. All my

classes went on but with different pupils. My girl pupils went

on the land or drove army lorries. I had shell-shock soldiers

and more elderly people. In the "Pelican and Lilies" I could

weave materisls that cost no more and perhaps less than those

in the shops owing to my large stock of threads. I worked

bard and T began to be rather tired especially afier my sister
arston House 10 Tun & small

Florence gave up the care of H
housekeepeXs

20lding of land, and I had to take her place as

I then rapidly became overworked as well as under nourished

1 semi—starvation. However I

for I shared in the universa
Sarpieq on my three occupations for 8ome t

' One day Edith King, W second agssistant,
t
&% take our weekly classes in a big girl's school &

ime.
and T started
St.
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{vese After an early lunch we arrived there a little after
. o c1locke Petween the classes we hed & dainty tea with ,
he peadmistress and, when our work was over, we started to \
catch the train to Cambridge. @t was an exceptionally dark
aight in January but with no wind. We waited among other people
for the train but it did not come. Then we were told that the
yould not come &as "Zeppelins" were over this way", The people
grom the station drifted off - where to I wondered - and Edith
gnd I were left alone., A porter made up the fire for us in

the dismal waiting room. By quarter to ten we confessed to

one another that we were very hungry. We decided that we must
go and get something to eat at the railway Ipn. By the time

we had felt - smelt - our way across the staion yard it was

ten o'clock. We attempted to opeh the Inn door : it was s lammed

back in our faces. "We were too late' an angry, frightened

woman told us, We still entered and I know what it is to beg

for bread, I was at last successful but I have never seen
rounds of bread cut from a loaf more speedily. A kettle was
boiling on the fire. Cocoa was shunted into two cups and water
poured on, We were told to swallow quickly the scalding liquid
8 g glice of dry bread for each of us Was thrust into our
handg, ye paid, I am sure, largely and gratefully. The deeor

L e

w“ our bread as if it were ambrosiae. o
: The porter told us cheerfully that he did not expec e

d our



l1le, '

° LA ld be I"I\ee i—‘rom _L‘{'le 1 T -4 b e
tralns wou 1 jam for hours and hours. We

: walked up and down ti 1ot P
ocCaS],OIlalJ‘y -L') io o ]1 L"]e p-La Uf.'om. 1.‘;’:'_1:._1‘3 Iﬁre ’r‘\‘ve I.e

of it and we faced S ERA A ¢ y Y
5t 0Be end the heavy darness in the direction |

. : D ] ~O1 TR 1t 2y 242
of BLY we heard a bomb drop, How strange to think +that for

pany

a zeppelin.
one yas aimed, I was told, at Denver Sluice and it fell in

a long year I was proud that I had heard a bomb drop from

One bomb ! And the war lasted four years. That

a turnip fieldo
At aboul one Bélock the porter appeared again and szid -

ncome along with me, There's a train going to stert for Cam-
pridge". We gladly followed him and settled ourselves down in
an inky black carriage. Just before the train started a man
got in, We could see that he was Pery big by his silhoutte
against the night outside which seemed no longer, in compari=-

son to our compartment, so densely darke. The train moved off,

but when we had got some way it stopped midwey between stations.

"Zeppelins were returning" the guard told us from the lineway

far below, Tt was wearisome waiting and after a time Edith

We told funuy skmxxsx things
w and laughed low and

and I began to talk frivolously.
that had happened to us., We spoke 1o

Surely we thought the man might perhaps be gratefull
uch a sermon on behaviour

1 to us but

W, he was indignant., He gave us ©

8% T have never received pefore or since.
ccasionse.
r - why, I can't remember

fle ordered us 1O

e je
Wontly serious on serious O We listened in S

h‘ to our scolding but an hour late

e |
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the door letting in the cold g anuaryair, clambered down on the
punning board and made his way along it. I heard him struggling ‘
to enter the next carriage and, to my great relief, for I
spought it 8 dangerous proceeding, he succeeded, Then we
1aughed outright. The train began to move and we reached
cambridge at half past five in the morning, We made our way
to the top of Station Road and parted. I felt my way to the
cottages near the Studio and threw stones at Mrs., Belcher's
window. She put her head out. "Lor Miss Greene i{" - She was
doyn in a trice and had opened my Studio door. In no time I
was in my tiny bedroom snug in bed after making her swear that

she would call me in the morning early enough for me to take

my morning class.

I was wakened by hearing a little noise in my Studio,

Mrs, Belcher lighting the stove of course. I got up, dressed

and opened the door to the Studio feeling quite ready for my

breakfast, The Studio clock was at 32,30 and pupils filled the

Toom | They were making still-1life

onions, a cabbage, & parsnip and one or two 1
wyou can leave off what

studies of groups of car;'ots

eeks. Mrs. Bel=-

¢her had said to them on their arrival

YU are doing under Miss Greene for T dont intend 1O wake her

% I promised to. I think even X could T

gt 4o 100k,
Through being overworkrd and unde

each you how these

pfed I caught whooping

e
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cough f£rom & little boy pupil. I head already realised that I

no longer do so much and had deci R ;
cou.ld ad aecided that I must give up

tne weaving School and Studio, and stick to the management of
garston House and to painting. The very day that I succumbed
go illness 1 had formally given my weaving school into the
nands of & committee of ladies. I nearly went out of this
world from the effect of that illness but recovered, A year
sfterwards I had shaken myself quite free of my teaching work.
iy Studio 1iving rooms were rented as a dwelling house, while
1 was still working there, by a lady doctor. Mrs. Belcher
nad left Cambridge and a Mrs. Hines lived in her cottage and
was my caretaker in her stead, TFor a few months the doctor
went to Malta bul came back to the Studio house for a week oT
two before she left finally at the end of the war., ©She gave
me no address. She left a wooden case behind saying that she
would let me know what we were to do with it., She never did
let us know. It lived unnoticed in my kitchen and then Mrs.

Hineg put it in the coal house.

For some reason the Government seemed 1O suspect that

arms might be hidden in houses. A paper of questions was issued.

Ve answered that we had none ab Harston House and I answered

that 1 had none in the gtudio House. T was in the studio one

Gay ¢onsidering how I could make the place into two living

nT dont like the look of
t existed.

fht.;’ when Mrs. Hines said 10 me -

"8t cage of the doctor's"s I had forgotten that 1

e
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enquired why she did not like it, She said that a knot: had
L= . a

out of the wooden case and s J ]
T she was sure she could "see a ‘l
|

pisz through the hole". We dragged the box in and unscrewed
ite
gtudio could easily have been turned into a fortress. T told

AR W e
About 24 very iine officers' revolvers were in it. My

o prother of my find who informed the War Office. At the
expense of the Office they were repacked and sent to London
1 could not inform the Govermment where the lady doctor was

pow living not how the case had come into her posession, The

gystery remains.
I carried on my plan of having my Studio divided into

two flats, Later I had it divided into three. It is an odd
sort of place and has fallen into three small homes fairly

G”mo
ge day when I was on the look out for a tenant for the

jarger flat the Squire of a neighbouring village rang me Up.
He s2id a young lady friend of his wanted to take the rooms.
She had seen them, had been to the agent and an agreement had

h? drawn up, The Squire, his wife and the young lady met me

“v place the day before she was 1o take posession. OShe told

" ?b”' she had not yet signed the agreement as she wanted to
the three months written down

im“ for a longer period than
: » ®he squire's wife said she ought only to take it for
er that she could see how she liked

’ months period in ord
| The girl 1o00ked rebell-

"hether she could run it easily.
' "Peeially when she was told that she was oo young Lo



120, g |

it at all. ©She sald she wag 95 veswa ~1- : o
JEe3I's old, she certainly

18k
gid pot 1ook more. She promised that she would sign the agpee=
gen? next day but begged to be allowed to come into the rooms
that yvery afternoon. She gave her reasons and begzed very
pre‘btﬂY' It was said in the presence of people I knewe I
was induced to say yes. How little I guessed what she was
capable of. I heard later that the Squire's people had met
per on & sSea journey and really knew little about her.

she installed herself. She avoided signing the a6~1;ee-
ment. My simple furniture was spirited away into the back=-
ground 10 give place to more elegant pieces. My plain, but
pretty, cotton curtains were taken down and beautiful real
silk ones took their place in the sitting room and bedroom.
My agent was at

He could

My grey carpet gave way to a crimson pile.
the Syren's feet although not a penny did she pay me.

not believe that she would not sign or pay up so at last I put
He told me that nothing

that I had

the matter into the hands of a lawyer.
could be done until she had signed the agreement,
made the mistake of letting her in before she had done 50.
last - at the very last - she was forced 10 sign it. She was

in debt to s furnishing and dressmaking firm for a hundred
by an extraordi-

At

Pounds, She escaped from cambridge to London
frauded me of six months rent..v She

98ry clever trick, having de
ods and the Squire

¥38 owing large sums to various firms for go

o Sums of money that he had lent her. All the beautiful
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: yrchases she successfully carried off in spite of a watch
being put on her.
T was SO dissatisfied with many things I heard about her
doings +hat I asked our vicar, Mr. Ward, to help me to feel
that my 1ittle place was spiritually, as well as outwardly,

clealle ge vold me there was a church service for cleansing a

nouse from evil influence. I requested him to give it. He

consented and came early one afternoon bringing his vestmenis.
MembeTs of my Harston household came in 10 share in the service
ond Mr. Ward asked that Betty, my youngest little maid, should
be his serveT. When he was ready we gathered in the largesi
poom. We knelt while he read a beautiful prayer. He had pre-

pared in a bowl salt and water, the two emblems of cleansing.

After the prayer I was asked to head the procession reading

clearly the psalms of degrees. He followed me with his server

who carried the bowl, the others walked behind, He went from

room to room, sprinkling each room, and also the passages,

with water from the bowl. I c_ontinued +o read the psalms un-

til we returned to our gLarting place when we again knelt in

prayer, Then the ceremony was over. The Vicar laid aside his

n was & very merry one.

my house had been

vestments and we sat down to tea whic
I knew that I should not worry any more that
occupied by an adventuressSes

Some time after this the Squire had
saying that she was sailing to South Africa by sue

a letter from her
h and such

—
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. poste He made enquiries but no suech person was on the

'essel. we heaI'd after\vams that she had gone O:f an earuer

onés 1Ihe Squire had not lost quite as much money from her as
1 had done but he had lost in her a friend that he had trusted.
My flat was very soon relet. My Studio House, being now
sn the hands of three tenants, could no longer be the back=
ground of my life. My interest centred in Harston House and
garden and in my painting and writing. But the place is still

peing improved for my own pleasure and for he goou of my
tenantis.



