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At the beginning of 1883, Kathleen started her first diary, probably because she had just fallen in love. But she didn’t persevere with it. By the end of July, some days are being missed each week; December is a total blank. Then, for seven years, she didn’t keep a diary at all—which makes it the more astonishing that she began one again when she was twenty-two and kept it regularly for almost seventy years.


From 1891 through 1895 Kathleen used diary volumes which allowed only two pages to a week. In 1896 she changed permanently to a page-a-day diary, with pages that were about three inches by four and a half. Often she would fill the whole page; sometimes she ran over and had to write less for the next day or two, to catch up with the date. “I’m afraid I’m a slave to my diary,” she told Richard, her younger son. Kathleen did have a compulsive conscience—she thought in terms of things-which-had-to-be-done before some deadline day—but her diary wasn’t merely another duty. She obviously enjoyed writing it, making time for this among her many occupations, and used it to relieve her feelings in moods of sorrow, indignation or bewilderment. Richard remembers how, when she was an elderly woman, she liked to take out her old diaries and read them to herself, saying that they brought back happier days.


For Kathleen the Past was happier, one might almost say, by definition. Even during her admittedly happy marriage she firmly fixed on one period—the years at Wyberslegh Hall—which was henceforth to be recognized as happier than any which could conceivably follow it. She was intensely obstinate in maintaining this attitude. Like every devotee of the Past she could always find reasons why the Present was inferior to it. Frank’s death became her final unanswerable argument.


Kathleen was careful to be exact about names, dates and even times of day, but she did much more than record happenings, she tried to evoke places and atmospheres, she wrote with a strong consciousness of personal and national drama, of herself and the England she was living in. She saw her own life as History and its anniversaries as rites to be celebrated. She could invest minor domestic events with an epic quality. She discovered a mystic and sometimes terrible significance in coincidences. One can almost imagine her prefacing some of the more portentous entries in her diary with the Biblical formula “That it might be fulfilled which was spoken by the prophet …”


Christopher, her elder son, revolted early and passionately against the cult of the Past. As an adolescent orphan he was subjected to reminders by schoolmasters and other busy bodies of his obligations to the memory of Frank, his Hero-Father. So he learned to hate and fear the Past because it threatened to swallow his future. Later, when this threat had been proved empty and even pathetic, he felt no more than an affectionate exasperation with Kathleen for what seemed to him to be her kind of sulking. He suspected she believed she could actually pressure Fate by it, like a hotel guest who gets better service by refusing ever to admit to the manager that she is satisfied.


Nevertheless, Christopher grew up to become a recorder, too, and so, willy-nilly, a celebrant of the Past; he began to keep a diary and to write autobiographical novels. Today he finds it hard to explain to himself why he never asked Kathleen to let him read her diary while she was alive—perhaps he was still superstitiously afraid of getting entangled in the spider’s web of her memories. His failure to express his interest was unkind, in any case, for Kathleen would surely have enjoyed showing it to him, though she never even hinted at this; she had grown so accustomed to hearing Frank’s talents praised while hers were disregarded that she now thought little of them herself. The last time they met, she was sincerely surprised that Christopher wanted to take two of her own beautiful water colors back with him, to hang in his house in California. And there, all the while, in the drawers of her desk, lay the rows of little volumes of her masterpiece. It was only after she was dead that Richard told Christopher how she had once said, “Perhaps someone will be glad of it, some day.”


The diary of 1883, scrappy though it is, provides plenty of evidence that Kathleen was already very much Kathleen.


When she began it, she was fourteen years old; she had been born on October the seventh, 1868. She was living at Bury St. Edmunds, Suffolk, with her parents, Frederick and Emily Machell Smith. They often signed themselves “Machell-Smith,” with a hyphen—Machell had been the maiden name of Frederick’s mother—but they can’t have had any legal right to do so, for they had their daughter baptized Kathleen Machell, thus making sure that the too ordinary Smith would never stand alone.


Frederick had a wine business in Bury, which made him a colleague of Emily’s brother Walter Greene, who had a brewery. But Walter was far more prosperous and illustrious than Frederick. He went into politics and in due course became Sir Walter Greene, Bart. In 1883 he already owned a large country house with spacious grounds in the neighborhood, called Nether Hall. Nether was the scene of continuous hospitality: dances, shoots, hunt breakfasts, house parties. On January 1 Kathleen writes in her diary, “Back from Paradise to earth, in other words Nether Hall to Bury.”


January 11. At six thirty Mum, Puppie and I (in cream dress) start for the Thornhills. Mum wears her velvet. Start home at 12.30 after the most charming time possible. Danced and sat out with A.T. Have turkey and jelly for supper. I wonder if it will be a year before I see A.T. again. I know why I enjoy staying at Nether so much, because of A.T.


(After “I wonder if it will be a year” Kathleen has drawn a line through the rest of the entry, but this isn’t really a deletion, since the words are all easily legible; it seems more like a gesture of coyness.)


A few days later, “A. T.” (Antony Thornhill) goes back to school at Eton, and Kathleen’s life becomes sadly provincial and humdrum. There are few available males and none of any interest; “have Eddie all the afternoon, what a donkey that boy is.” She plays cards with a girl cousin and “a new game called religious conversation” with Emily, she trims a hat “for a poor woman,” cuts out pictures to paper a wall, looks through back numbers of Punch, buys an apron with sunflowers on it, reads Quentin Durward and finds the ending “not satisfactory,” paints a black wood fan and finishes her first chalk drawing, kills 250 snails, goes for long walks to watch the foxhounds meet and short strolls with Emily down the lane, “lovely sunset but awful smells.” The only real fun seems to have been taking part in theatricals of various kinds. “A ghost entertainment for the servants. I am dressed as a nun and talk very awfully, the room is quite dark except for one lantern. Lil has a brown sheet and appears. We finish by throwing a sheet over them and run away quick.” Another time, Kathleen dresses up as Dolly Varden in Barnaby Rudge. This was good casting. Dolly is described by Pierce in his Dickens Dictionary as “a bright fresh coquettish girl, the very impersonation of good humour and blooming beauty.” When they acted The Sleeping Beauty, another girl played the part, however. Kathleen obviously lacked the necessary languor.


And there were lessons. These included German, taught by a Fräulein. Kathleen hated it and went on hating it for the rest of her life. It was so gross and coarse and ugly, she said. She even disagreed with Frank about this. As for Christopher, he hated French with equal enthusiasm, making fun of its vague weak sounds and declaring that German was beautiful. Actually both of them were rebelling against the “in” language of their generation. German was still “in” when Kathleen was a girl, owing to Victoria’s cult of the dead Prince Consort and her kinship with the German royal houses. But German was soon to be ousted by French. 1883 was, in fact, the very year in which Germany moved into South-West Africa as a colonial power, thus straining Anglo-German relations and beginning to push English public opinion in the direction of the Entente Cordiale.


Antony Thornhill must have spent his Easter holidays elsewhere, for Kathleen doesn’t mention him. In mid-August she reopens her diary after a lapse, to record their next meeting:


August 14. Go to Nether. I wake up to the delightful fact this is the long wished for Tuesday. A thrill of joy runs through me!


August 16. Dull early but clears up nicely before 2 o’clock. Beautiful bright summer’s day after 12. Ethel, Antony and I sat together in Thornhills’ pew for Freda Jones wedding, 11.30. She appears in a stamped cream coloured velvet dress and worked veil. Bridesmaids rather like toilet tables in spotted muslin over salmon pink. After wedding we three go in boat. Then we walk in garden while E. airs Turk. On Tuesday we go home and I shall be simply miserable.


(Note how Kathleen hastens to prepare to mourn over the soon-to-be-past! Ethel is a cousin, Turk presumably a dog.)


August 17. Spend all afternoon in boat. After tea the dear Turk has to be aired, which Ethel does. As we are standing on the bridge looking in the water, Antony said ‘Do you care two pins for me?’ I turned hot and cold and sick and giddy, though why I don’t know for after all I care two pins for most people, so there was nothing in that. He seemed in earnest then but I daresay we shall both soon change. Papa tries Antony’s tricycle and comes to grief but does not hurt himself much.


August 19. Nice day, hot and close. Antony, Ethel and I go to church. After tea we three take a little walk up the harvest fields. After that we walk up to Lodge. Mr Goat the gardener gives us plums and apricots. Somehow we all seem miserable. Grandpapa is much better and walks about. We play Sunday games in evening. Mama to me, ‘you will be glad to hear I like Antony immensely, he was so nice about Grandpapa last night, which is a good test’.


August 25. We start for Nether Hall and stay till 6. Have the first happy hours I have spent since last Wed. E and A don’t seem to have had much fun since I left, I haven’t had one atom. Antony said when he was at Clarke’s there was a basket of photographs and Clarke said he could have anyone he liked and he chose one of me sitting on a log of wood with hat and mantle on.


August 30. Kept awake from 3 to 4 by a cow. We arrive at Nether Hall at 2 o’clock for lunch. Antony is still staying there and Mr Thornhill too. After lunch we go in the boat till 3.30 when we come in. Ethel runs to put the umbrellas in the hall, and to my utter astonishment Antony puts a little case in my hand. On opening it I found a little gold ring with three emeralds and two diamonds. The worst part was telling Mum. She said when I was older it was not proper to receive presents from young men, etc. So it was all right.


This is the last reference to Antony in the 1883 diary. They must have met each other often during those seven years which Kathleen doesn’t record. Did Antony remain “in earnest”? Did he want to marry her as they grew older? If he did, Kathleen or her parents must have turned him down. On March 18, 1891, she was told by Ethel that Antony had become engaged to a Miss Miller; on September 2, they were married. Kathleen minded this or at least felt that it was romantic to think of herself as jilted, for she kept in her diary a leaf from a quotation calendar with the date of the wedding day: “Who seeks and will not take when once ’tis offered, shall never find it more,” Antony and Cleopatra, II, 7.


Frederick and Emily certainly loved their only child, and Kathleen was eager to return their love, but her relations with them can’t have been easy. They were both of them star personalities, demanding complete cooperation from their supporting cast as they played opposite each other, with tremendous power and style, in a real-life melodrama about martyrdom.


Frederick had run away from home at the age of seventeen because his father remarried only a short while after the death of Frederick’s mother. He seems to have been something of a Byronic hero, a handsome athletic brooding youth with an ugly disposition, quick to suffer rejection and take vengeance for betrayal. He shipped out to Australia, where he farmed sheep and served in the mounted police. Perhaps he would have been happier if he had stayed there and lived a rough aggressive outdoor life. But he ungraciously forgave his father and returned to England after a few years, surviving a shipwreck on the way—his last Byronic adventure. Back at home, he changed roles, becoming a tamed and chained but still dangerous Victorian Samson, a martyr-moralist, fettered to his duties as son, husband, father, businessman, citizen and Christian. He was also fettered to a hobby, photography. He pursued it with compulsive zeal, to the discomfort of all around him. Everybody was kept waiting while he fussed with his camera. At the beginning of 1883 he was fifty-one years old, still handsome and full of vigor. He often rode to hounds.


Here are some details of a self-portrait:


I am going to try not to scribble so fearfully fast when I write to you as it will get me into bad habits and tend to deteriorate my handwriting for business purposes, besides producing a scrawl which must sometimes tax your eyes and ingenuity to decipher. You must therefore scold me well if I send you any more dreadful scribbles or I may be tempted to relapse into my old ways.


Last Easter Sunday Walter and I received the Sacrament. Though I had you not with me in presence my darling my thoughts were with you and I felt that though separated in the body we were each endeavouring in the spirit to testify our feelings of thankfulness for the great blessing of our risen Saviour. I cannot on looking over the past year feel that I have done much, if anything, in His service. I would feel more earnestness and love but as yet I grieve to say that I have not realized that love for Him as I ought, and knowing that this is the great proof of His abiding in us it makes me feel very anxious to realize more such love as every professing Christian ought to bear in a greater degree according to his advancement on the path of life.


You are a good old dear about your boots. I thought for some reason (which I think must have been told me by someone) that ornamental boots were a weakness with you and I did not like to ask before. But when you assured me that you were willing to wear what I liked, I thought it was a good opportunity to suggest an alteration and it is really (to my mind) a shame to put such wonderful decorations on to neat feet which do not require such arrangements to set them off.


We did not think H.P. spoilt at present, he does not seem inclined to be either fast or slangy and I trust he may never be tempted to either; he is very fond of fun, i.e. dancing, shooting, boating, etc etc, none of them dangerous tastes, and seems chatty without being boisterous or noisy but he has much to go through yet.


Her husband was on the whole very amiable, he was slightly heady one evening but did not arrive at the quarrelsome stage. I hope his son will not follow in his steps either as a gourmand or a squabbler, this last is the result of the former.


Will is very keen about photography which Agnes does not altogether relish and does not seem to support him in his enthusiasm. I hear they have made a sort of compromise, viz that Will is only to take dry plates on his wedding tour, as Agnes thinks a tent etc will take up too much time. I don’t know how she wishes to spend it, but I should say, so far as having his society, she would not lose much of that, even if he had a tent.


H.S.’s answer, though ingenious and pretty much what I anticipated, only proves to me what a snake in the grass he must be. Had the accusing letter come from a comparative stranger and a man of his own age, it would have been a widely different thing, but for a man of 50 to enter into a discussion on his conduct with one of 21 is extraordinary under most circumstances and, after all the trouble H.S. has taken, his letter would not bear sifting and analysing piece by piece. Walter’s letter is clear enough but is not gentlemanly and he might have stood upon high ground and attacked H.S. without committing himself by the use of such strong language. I can quite understand, knowing Walter as I do, that he was goaded to it and the impetuosity of his feelings got the better of him.


Will has made great progress and, having larger plates, his works make more show than mine, though I honestly think I can beat him yet. I have ordered a new camera to take 12 by 10, 10 by 8 and 9 by 7 views, it will cost three pound ten and the lens and other things will nearly take the sum I told you, twenty pounds. I shall be very particular about the lens. I will execute your commissions as soon as I can. I conclude you want them pour les domestiques.


The above are extracts from letters written by Frederick to Emily shortly before their marriage in 1864. Emily was nine years his junior; she had been born on October the twenty-fourth, 1840. Though Frederick was then only in his thirty-third year, he playfully called himself her uncle and addressed her as his niece. He was capable of playfulness but never of what would nowadays be called humor. Emily was not a humorist, either. She described funny situations as being “droll.”


During their engagement, she confessed to him in a letter that she had only just stopped feeling afraid of him. To this he answered:


•   •


My darling, I will burn your letter and quite quite forgive your doubts and fears, you must not mind if some day when I have you quietly to myself you receive a little punishment from my lips, but it shall be very soft I promise you and when I have you once more in my arms you will perhaps submit.


It is doubtful if Emily did submit, on this or any other occasion. Martyrs are not submitting to you when they let you tie them to the stake. Emily entered upon marriage in this spirit, but there is no reason to suppose that she and Frederick weren’t happy together, at least to begin with. Neither understood, but each respected and admired the other. They were playing the game according to the same rules, and for keeps. Their marriage was no laughing matter. That was the whole point of it.


Everybody agreed that Emily was beautiful. She never ceased to be. Her features were of the cast then approvingly called Grecian; her profile was like an engraving of an empress on a coin. Christopher remembers her only when she was past seventy; she lived to be eighty-four. In his memory he sees her either standing or lying down, never sitting. When she walks, it is with a royal air of graciousness and the proud humility of noblesse oblige; she enters a seaside teashop as if she is inspecting a children’s hospital. When he thinks of her reclining on a couch in her brocade gown, musky furs and long gold earrings, speaking very softly, with half-closed eyes, he is reminded of Elizabeth Tudor dying, and how she refused to take off her clothes and go to bed.


However, despite appearances, Emily was anything but fragile. If Frederick should perhaps have become an Australian, she should certainly have become an actress. She had the temperament and stamina for it, as well as the restlessness which welcomes constant changes of scene. She was a passionate theatergoer whenever she got the opportunity—the lack of it must have made her hate living in Bury. She dressed somewhat in the style of Sarah Bernhardt, whom she adored.


But Emily was forced, for want of any other outlet, to express her temperament through the medium of illness. Her sudden prostrations and equally sudden recoveries were the bewilderment of her doctors. She was no imaginary invalid, but a great psychosomatic virtuoso who could produce high fevers, large swellings and mysterious rashes within the hour; her ailments were roles into which she threw herself with abandon. And if she hadn’t possessed an unusually strong constitution they would have finished her off in her prime.


Emily’s one big dramatic scene in Kathleen’s 1883 diary is short but in her best manner. It seems that she had set her heart on going to France that summer and that Frederick had vetoed the trip, saying they couldn’t afford it. Kathleen describes what followed:


July 13. What a bother money is. Mum can’t go to the Ardennes and she was so disappointed, in fact she is getting ill. If she were to go after all it would not be the same. She is calm tonight and I asked her where we should go away to, to make up for the Ardennes, and she said very low (she thought I did not hear) ‘to heaven’. Oh, I cried in the night. If only I had money.


July 14. Have headache after last night.


July 15. We three go to church at St Mary’s. Poor M. not well, weeps in church.


Kathleen’s comment “If she were to go after all it would not be the same” shows how well she already understood her mother. The diary doesn’t record if they did go anywhere “to make up for the Ardennes,” but no doubt Frederick lived to regret his decision. And less than two years later Emily won the decisive victory of her marriage: Frederick was compelled to leave Bury and take his wife and daughter to live in London, because it had been finally established, after goodness knows how many medical showdowns, that Emily’s health couldn’t stand the Suffolk cold.
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Kathleen’s new home was a flat in a tall, handsome brick building on Gloucester Road, South Kensington, just north of the Old Brompton Road. South of Brompton Road, Gloucester Road becomes Cranley Gardens. Hence, the building was named Cranley Mansion. It still stands, and its ironwork balconies with their chaste floral designs must please any connoisseur of the period who happens to pass by.


When Kathleen reopens her diary in 1891, she has already “come out” and achieved the status of a marriageable young lady of the upper middle class. At twenty-two it is obvious that she hasn’t inherited Emily’s Grecian beauty and regal poise; but she is extremely attractive, slender and lively, with a delightful laugh, pretty brown hair, fresh coloring, full red lips and beautiful gray eyes. Her eyes have a hint of sadness in them, and her liveliness has a hint of reserve behind it. She is unexpectedly well-educated and artistically gifted, but she doesn’t show off. She tries to be what she will later call “responsive,” making a real effort to share in the interests and pleasures of others. But she is temperamental too, and can suddenly turn difficult and ill-humored. Altogether, she is a girl who is destined to be popular but misunderstood. She needs an unusual man—one who will never take her for granted, who will be fascinated by her contradictions, who will patiently and lovingly explore her to the depths.


In January, Kathleen records that a certain Captain C. “says I am very much altered, quite staid and quiet!” No wonder this amused her, for her social life was energetic and often noisy. At the country houses where she stayed, she played bumps and hunt the slipper and threw cushions at the other young guests. She loved dancing and could keep it up all night. If she was quiet, she would probably be gossiping in whispers with the girls or murmuring archly with the men. An elderly hostess was much nearer the mark than Captain C. when she told Kathleen, “Your eyes are not made for your soul’s good.” And a woman friend of her own age composed a poem about her which contrives to be frank as well as flattering. After speaking of Kathleen’s “dainty airiness and wilful grace,” it concludes:




From petulance to stately calm she’ll pass


Before a fly can settle on a glass


And no madonna could be more serene


Than can appear at times my dear Kathleen.





And here is Emily’s verdict, in a letter written to Kathleen in 1896:


It is stupid of men, that they can’t have girls as friends and there let it rest, but it is very rarely possible and I fear, dear, will never be possible between you and any man until you are fifty or more. I dare say you won’t believe me, but the truth is you can never be only friends, you naturally flirt and can’t be content without personal admiration. Only plain girls or women who are of the angel type (at least men think they are) can have platonic friends. Now you never were and never will be of the angel type, and in this respect you differ from your beloved Mother. I fear you are too fascinating ever for men—




‘To think of you as a star, far in the heaven above


Such as one might gaze upon but would not dare to love’.





This I was once—this, dear Lamb, you will never be, nor would you care to be if you could.


•   •


Kathleen’s reply to these remarks, if any, is not extant; but it can be assumed that they didn’t seriously hurt her feelings. Angels and goddesses were on their way out, slowly but surely; woman’s fight for equal political rights would render them obsolete. Emily was really offering Kathleen a much more exciting role, that of the mortal modern girl.


What did Kathleen herself expect of life, love and eventual marriage? The only clues in her 1891 diary are these two quotations:




Man’s love is of man’s life a thing apart,


’Tis woman’s whole existence —Don Juan 1. CXCIV







For every created man there is a created woman who stands to him as the only true wife he can have in this life or any other … Those created for each other may not meet or come together in this embodiment, but they assuredly will in another. —Your Forces and How to Use Them.





Neither of these is much use as a guide to conduct. Byron can only advise woman to watch out, for his intentions are dishonorable. The second author seems to advise caution also, and perhaps patience throughout several lifetimes until the true husband appears. Kathleen was certainly cautious, as will be shown later; her flirting must have been essentially defensive, a kind of skirmishing which was designed to keep the Enemy at a distance rather than challenge him to engage.


From April 30 to May 23, Kathleen and Emily went on a tour through France, Switzerland and northern Italy. This is evidently not the first time that Kathleen has been abroad. At Amiens she remarks that they have got the same room in the same hotel as before, and she speaks familiarly of “dear Lucerne.”


Kathleen is seldom interesting when she writes about foreign travel; her diary keeps turning into a guidebook. She is an eager, intelligent and sensitive sight-seer; she has done her homework and knows at least something about Savonarola, Dante, Diane de Poitiers, William Tell; she really appreciates the paintings and the architecture and the scenery. But there is almost never any personal contact or reaction. “Abroad” is either “beautiful” or “picturesque,” as Baedeker has promised it will be, or else it is “disappointing,” like a restaurant where the food isn’t up to expectations. Only once during this trip—it is on the day of their return from Calais to England—does Kathleen describe an emotional woman-to-woman contact with one of the aliens:


Paid our bill, received a Swiss five franc piece in change and when a little later we gave it to the woman downstairs in payment for some chicken etc, she refused to take it and declared she had never given it us. We were angry.


May 26. [Back in London.] Took my room to pieces, taking down no less than a dozen Japanese fans. Their day is over.


(This is a reminder that the wave of “Japonisme” which Whistler had helped launch upon England from Paris was now dying down. As for Whistler himself, Kathleen went to see an exhibition of his paintings about a year after this and dismissed them as “horrid impressionist school.”)


On January 14, 1892, the Duke of Clarence, the Prince of Wales’s eldest son, died in his late twenties. At the time, Kathleen was staying near Cheadle, Cheshire, with some close family friends named Sykes whom she often visited. Her first reaction to the news of the young Duke’s death was that it was “fearfully sad, he was to have been married to Princess Mary of Teck in February.” Then came an order from Frederick that she was to return home, and Kathleen’s loyal grief turned to bitter disappointment. She had been looking forward to a big ball which was to be held in the neighborhood on the twenty-seventh. Frederick condemned it as “dancing on the grave of the dead Prince.” When she got back to London, Frederick made unconvincing attempts to justify himself. “Papa says he thought I had been more than three weeks at Cheadle instead of a fortnight, and that I could have stayed. He left it to me to decide, after expressing his opinion strongly against it. I don’t see how I could have gone against him.” On the evening before the Cheshire ball took place, Kathleen was invited to a dance in Kensington and Frederick allowed her to go—thus exposing the hypocrisy of his scruples. The truth was, he didn’t like letting Kathleen out of his sight for long, especially when she was amongst eligible young men.


(On February 6, 1952, Christopher was over from the United States on a visit and staying with Kathleen at a hotel in London. At breakfast time came the news of the death of King George VI. Kathleen was moved to tears. Christopher, as befitted a citizen of a friendly Power, expressed polite sympathy. Then, after a suitable pause, he added, “That means we won’t be going to the Noël Coward matinee today—they’ll close all the theaters, of course.” Kathleen’s expression changed immediately. She said with intense conviction, “He would never have wished it!”)


February 19. Anniversary of our exodus from Bury seven years ago. The move was in every way an entirely satisfactory one.


(Was it satisfactory for Frederick? He had probably been much happier in the country, hunting and shooting. His income still came from the Bury wine business; in London he kept himself occupied by serving voluntarily on the boards of various companies. He was particularly interested in a chain of dairies and rode around town inspecting them on his tricycle. Didn’t he feel humiliated, this rider of the Outback reduced to a milk run and a three-wheeled mount? Wasn’t a resentment against Emily and Kathleen expressed by his increasingly tyrannical behavior?)


February 23. We engaged Lizzie Lowes as a cook; I think her manner very disagreeable and independent.


(“Independent” is one of Kathleen’s favorite adjectives of condemnation; it means that Lizzie didn’t know her place. As Kathleen grew older and the Fast extended its territory in her imagination, she began to see it as peopled exclusively with retainers of the feudal type, devoted, loyal, unassuming; while the Present became the domain of the independent, the ungracious and the downright rude.)


March 23. Went to service at St Stephen’s to hear Shuttleworth on Parable of Dives and Lazarus. Dives only an ordinarily selfish and thoughtless man yet look at his punishment. We cannot reap where we have not sown. Retribution hereafter. Felt as if I was Dives and … Lazarus. Very sorry for Lazarus but could not like him.


(Kathleen, like Emily, put preachers and actors in the same category. She says of a certain Dr. P., “We thought him an imitation Irving.” She enjoyed good sermons as theatrical performances, without feeling necessarily obliged to accept their ethical teaching. Why couldn’t she like Lazarus? Because he had disgusting sores and sat around helplessly, begging and being content with crumbs. Her upbringing made her feel guilty for not liking him; he was one of the deserving poor, he knew his place. Bernard Shaw—whose plays Kathleen would soon be enjoying without accepting their political teaching—could have told her she was right not to like Lazarus, he was indeed disgusting; one of the ugly phenomena of capitalism which would disappear when socialism took over.)


May 4. [During another visit to Cheadle.] Hoped desperately all day something would turn up to enable us to go to the Worthingtons’ Fancy Ball. Dressed up in the afternoon out of the acting box as a milkmaid and wished to go more than ever.


June 10. Mama and I to the English Opera House to see Sarah Bernhardt in Cleopatra. She was marvellously fascinating and all the allurement of a Cleopatra. The tones of her voice are so varied and sweet and though I hardly understood a word I could watch her and listen to her without once tiring for three hours.


June 16. To Academy in morning with Papa. Don’t think English artists can paint flesh colour nearly as well as the French.


August 17. Today is nine years ago since a once important event.


(When Antony asked, “Do you care two pins for me?”)


On November 17 Emily wrote to Kathleen, who was staying at Nether Hall:


Mr W, with many apologies, produced a typewritten MS of his poems and asked me to read them, he said he hadn’t shown them to anyone. He read me a few and left the precious MS with me. Before he left, he talked about you (you horrid little wretch) and said how it had been the dream of his life, since he first knew you, to make a position for your sake, that he saw now what a fool’s paradise he had been living in, but that I was not to think that you had really harmed him, that though a sadder he trusted he was a wiser man, and he hoped you knew how unalterable was his love and affection and respect for you. How you had never by word or look lured him on to think you cared for him, that in his folly he had thought that love and friendship must produce love on the woman’s side, that he saw how foolish he had been. Poor dear, he leaned against the mantelpiece and wept, a silent weep. At least, dear, you have the comfort of knowing that his love for you has raised, not lowered him and given him a wider and a broader sympathy with others. He seemed much older and graver. Life certainly, as far as the love of men and women is concerned, is very strange and a great mystery. … He hoped some day to be able to be on the old footing, but for the present he would rather come when we were alone. I felt so glad I had put your photo away.


(Mr. W.—later Sir H. W.—learned to accept Kathleen’s unavailability; ten years later he married a widow and they had a long and happy life together. Kathleen used to say that she had never considered him seriously as a suitor, “he wasn’t my style”; but they became good friends in their later years, and when he died he left her a water color by John Varley. Richard remembers him as a “courteous elderly middle-aged man, rather baby-faced”)


1893. January 16. Mama and I went to a lecture on Plato. Hoped to have heard of Platonic friendship and philosophy but was disappointed.


January 26. Wrote out at dictation some of Walk VII in afternoon.


This is Kathleen’s first mention of Our Rambles in Old London, a small guidebook on which she and Emily were working together. In its final form it contains descriptions of six recommended walks to be taken in the districts of Smithfield, South-wark, Clerkenwell, Bishopsgate, the Inns of Court and the Guildhall, including visits to various historic churches and houses. The seventh walk to which Kathleen refers must have been either omitted or combined with one of the others.


On the title page of the published book Emily appears as sole author, but “we” and “our” is used throughout the text and there is one reference to “K. and I.” Kathleen contributed three pen-and-ink drawings and one map; there are twelve drawings and six maps in all.


Emily probably borrowed many of her historical details and literary quotations from other writers. She acknowledges that “we are largely indebted” to Augustus Hare’s Walks in London, which was first published in 1878. But she and Kathleen personally visited all the places described and brought their information about them up to date. Emily’s style may also be borrowed from her predecessors; in any case, it isn’t in the least amateur but admirably easy and clear.


Our Rambles makes better reading than Kathleen’s travel diaries. Unlike them, it creates a three-dimensional effect by repeatedly contrasting the ancient city with the new. (In the diaries, the places of interest are presented simply as “sights,” without any modern setting.) Emily and Kathleen deplore the new, of course, but it is necessary to their enjoyment; it is what turns their rambles into explorations and exhumations. For example, when they visit Crosby Hall—entering it through a cookshop—the thought that Richard of Gloucester and Sir Thomas More once lived there seems romantically heightened for them by the fact that the throne room and the banqueting hall are now dining rooms in a restaurant run by Messrs. Gordon and Company. Their London is full of such ghost-effects.


They had a nickname for their book: “The Prigs’ Progress.” They can’t really have thought of themselves as prigs in the accepted sense—conceited or didactic bluestockings. But they do have an air of being consciously outsiders, even royalty incognito, graciously amused by their encounters with the natives. Here are some glimpses of them on their rambles:


Addressing a young person who was walking into it, we asked her if she could tell us if this was once the home of Charles Lamb. She answered in the affirmative, and kindly invited us in, being herself a daughter of the house. The door opened into a curious old paved passage; on the left was a small quaint sitting-room and at the far end a door leading into a yard, now entirely occupied by a soda-water manufactory, though once the dear old-fashioned garden of which Charles Lamb wrote. …


Going back into Hart Street we found the door of St Olave’s open and, entering, encountered a chatty little woman who wondered how we had got in and supposed the tiresome baker’s boy must have left the door ajar when he brought the bread which is given to the poor every Sunday. However, as we were there, she seemed quite willing to show us round. She told us that the great Pepys used to come to church here and pointed out the position of his seat in the south gallery (now pulled down). The bust of Mrs Pepys was erected nearly opposite his pew, that he might gaze upon her during service. Time has somewhat damaged her nose, although it has in no way impaired the flowing curl which gracefully reposes on her shoulder.


Bearing in mind our previous rebuff, we mentally debated whether we should offer a tip to our present venerable guide; but he, to our great amusement, most kindly relieved us of all doubt on that subject by whispering in our ear, as we passed out, in tones the condescension of which baffles description, ‘You can give me something if you like’!


Mr W., who said he had been verger there half a century, evidently entertained quite a contempt for the newfangled notion that any danger could possibly be incurred by bad gases proceeding from the coffins, as ‘they had never done him no harm’, and described the funerals that formerly took place there, when he always lighted up the vaults with a hundred candles or more and strewed sawdust on the ground, to make it ‘more cheerful like for the poor mourners’.


On May 15, Kathleen and Emily left for Paris. From Paris they went on to Brittany. At Mont St. Michel they met an Englishman “who knew Mama at 17 when she was Miss Emily Greene. When he first saw us together he thought we were sisters—M. looked so much too young to be my mother.” Not surprisingly, he is described as “nice.”


From Mont St. Michel they went to St. Malo. Here Kathleen mentions, quite casually, a Mr. T. with whom she goes for walks and has some long talks. There is only one hint of intimacy, on May 28: “Mr. T. and I talked all the evening. Went to bed cross.” When Kathleen writes “cross” she often means exasperated, frustrated but intrigued.


However, in Kathleen’s diary for 1898 there is an entry on May 23: “Five years by the day of the week since a great event. Is it possible?”


Kathleen sometimes uses this method of reckoning her anniversaries, thus making them into movable feasts like Easter and therefore more sacred, perhaps. In 1898, May 23 fell on a Monday. Reckoning by the day of the week, the corresponding Monday in 1893 fell on May 22. This was the day Emily and Kathleen arrived at St. Malo; the “great event” must therefore have been their first meeting with Mr. T. Perhaps he just happened to be there as a fellow tourist; perhaps the introduction was made through mutual friends.


Mr. T. was soon thereafter to become very important in Kathleen’s life. Emily must have approved of him, for the three of them went on expeditions together. Later, she and Kathleen nicknamed him The Child, presumably because he looked young for his age. The Child worked as a handicapper at race meetings, and this explains why Kathleen, who had never cared much for horses and almost never rode them, developed a keen interest in racing. From 1897 to 1901 her diaries all include lists of racing fixtures.


The Child can’t have been living in London in 1893, for he called on Kathleen only two or three times after her return there. But their intimacy was growing through correspondence; in August he sent her his photograph, and for Christmas “a charming present,” which she doesn’t describe.


At the beginning of February 1894. Kathleen got the card of admission she had applied for, allowing her to copy paintings in the National Gallery. This became one of her chief activities. The Gallery was, incidentally, an ideally respectable rendezvous for unchaperoned meetings with men.


February 19. Today nine years ago ‘Israel came out of Egypt’!!!


(A characteristically epic metaphor for the move from Bury to London. But, in this case, the Chosen People had brought their Pharaoh along with them!)


•   •


March 1. Down to the National at 1.30. Began a portrait of Mrs Siddons by Lawrence and found it difficult. To the dentist from there. Very disturbing day. The serpent entered Paradise.


(Against this, when she was reading through the diary later, Kathleen wrote “Child.” It must have been at the Gallery that they met. “Child” is written against the next day’s entry also. His presence—or rather, its emotional impact on Kathleen—is indicated by dots and an exclamation mark, thus: “Down to the Gallery by a little after 10. Worked till 1.30. … … … …! Miss B and I walked home all the way, at 4.” No doubt the long walk was taken by Kathleen in order to compose herself.)


Kathleen and The Child met only twice more in March, once unofficially, once officially; he came to call at the flat. Then, on April 3, Kathleen went up to stay at Cheadle, and there a crisis was reached:


April 11. Grilling hot day ending in a violent thunderstorm which was quite in keeping with my feeling. Met Mr T. Home tired and cross. Completely at cross-purposes. Answered in joke what it appeared he meant in earnest and then could not explain somehow. I never thought till it was too late it was all serious on his part or realized how much I care.


She didn’t see The Child again until April 22 in London, and then it was at the flat with other people present. Even if they did get a few words together alone, nothing was said to clear up their misunderstanding. On May 7, Kathleen had to go off on another trip abroad with Emily. Two days before leaving she writes, “Sic transit gloria mundi,” enclosing it in a black frame like a funeral announcement and adding below it, “Tears and ashes.”


This trip also was chiefly to Brittany. They visited many places, but not St. Malo with its painfully romantic memories. Kathleen falls back on sight-seeing as a substitute for enjoyment. Bravely, she finds things as picturesque as she can. But the weather is often rainy and Emily suffers from chills and headaches and Kathleen has nothing to do but read aloud to her in cold hotel bedrooms. Kathleen never complains, but on May 12 at Mont St. Michel she does convey, in spite of herself, the forlornness of being where the Wished-for One is not:


Sat about, went to the post office, wrote, mended and seemed very busy. Mum lay on sofa on terrace and said she was very happy. I sketched and we made ourselves 5 o’clock tea. A number of utterly uninteresting French people arrived.


However, when they return to England on June 5, she writes frankly, “More delighted and thankful to get home than any words can describe.”


On July 3, she goes to a dance with The Child and enjoys it immensely, walking home and not getting back till three in the morning, when it is already quite light. On the seventh, he sends her a hamper of sweet peas. On July 13: “The Child came and talked to me, which caused me to think rather seriously.” This suggests that he urged Kathleen to make up her mind about her feelings for him; but she evidently didn’t. They continued to meet, infrequently, throughout the rest of the year.


1895. January 7. Read ‘The Garden I Love’ by Alfred Austin, most charmingly and soothingly written.


(“Soothing” is another favorite adjective, often applied to books. It used to enrage Christopher when he was a young man. He declared that it betrayed Kathleen’s subconscious contempt for all literature.)


February 7. To Gallery. Old German (copying the Raphael) made me quite a pretty speech about bringing sunshine!


February 19. Ten years since Israel came out of Egypt.


March 1. To see ‘The Importance of Being Earnest’ at the St James’s Theatre and laughed much.


•   •


(When Kathleen was laughing at his play, Wilde was already a doomed man. Earlier that same day he had applied for a warrant against the Marquis of Queensberry on a charge of criminal libel—with the result that within three months he himself would be tried, sentenced and imprisoned. Kathleen doesn’t refer to the case in her diary. And indeed it was many years before she found out why Wilde had been sent to prison. At the time of the trial she was told simply that he had done “something dreadful,” and she had inquired no further.)


On March 22, Emily writes to Kathleen, who is staying at Nether Hall with Frederick (“Mr. Puppie”), to announce that Our Rambles has been accepted for publication by Messrs. Sampson Low, Marston and Company:


Darling Kath, I feel so full of chat and rather elated that I must send you a line tonight. I think too that Mr Puppie will be interested to hear of my visit to St Dunstan’s House this morning. I found G. was just in the act of writing to me, and pulling a little note out of his pocket he said ‘I am going to do a very unusual thing, I will show you what the Reader has said of your book. “I can most unhesitatingly recommend this little work. It is very interesting, full of information and written in good literary style.” ’ Now I hope you and Mr Puppie will feel more admiration and respect for my literary powers than you have hitherto done. I am swelling with pride and taking sips of chamo-milla to soothe myself. G. is going to talk to Mr Marston. He expects I shall have to guarantee twenty pounds, but if it only sells of course I shall never have to pay it, and if I had to pay it at end of year and it went on selling, I should get it back. Goodbye, dear Lamb, much love to dear old Pup and all at Nether from your swollen Frog of a Mother, who will try not to burst with vanity and pride before your return.


March 23. Papa and I send off a telegram of congratulation to M. The Walks are accepted!!!


•   •


(A draft of their telegram is scribbled by Frederick across Emily’s letter: “Thousand congratulations with intense admiration keep the swelling down.”)


April 4. Agreement of The Prigs’ Progress arrives to be signed.


April 10. Help M. correct the most obvious mistakes in the proofs.


May 3. We go to Sampson Low and Co in Fetter Lane to see how the cover is progressing.


May 4. Down to Fetter Lane about preface. Find specimens of the book cover ready.


June 7. Book out.


June 14. Nice little notice in The Times about ‘Our Rambles’, also in a paper called London.


(The Times, June 14: “Mrs Machell Smith’s Our Rambles in Old London is a small volume which at least will serve to remind average Londoners of the little they know of their City and the pleasure they may derive from knowing a little more.”


The Speaker, June 29: “There is much pleasant gossip in the book, a few facts not generally known, and illustrations which sometimes make us sigh for ancient glories which have had notice to quit in recent years in deference to stern utilitarian demands.”


The notice in London cannot be found.)


Maud, a member of the Sykes family at Cheadle, had got married the previous year to a Colonel Greenway. Colonel Greenway’s regiment was stationed at Colchester, Essex. Maud had already become a leader in the social life of the garrison. She was high-spirited and attractive, enjoyed entertaining and had a talent for singing, dancing and acting; she took part in all the local theatricals.


On July 15, Kathleen went down to Colchester to stay with the Greenways. Many officers came to the house to lunch and dine. There was a cricket match on July 16 and a picnic the day after.


July 18. Maud and I to lunch with Mr A. in camp. After lunch, Maud to the General’s to practise songs with Mr Isherwood. Mr A. and I wait outside.


Against this entry—evidently many years later, for her handwriting has changed—Kathleen has written, “Was introduced to Frank!”
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When Frank first met Kathleen he was just twenty-six, having been born on July the first, 1869. His full name was Francis Edward Bradshaw Isherwood. (The Isherwoods often called themselves Bradshaw-lsherwood, but with somewhat doubtful right to do so; Frank’s baptismal name Bradshaw was a precaution, like Kathleen’s Machell.) His parents lived at Marple, a village in Cheshire not far from Cheadle. He was the second of five children, three boys and two girls. He had joined the York and Lancaster Regiment in 1892 and was now a lieutenant.


Frank was a nice-looking, well-built young man of medium height, with a strong straight nose, fairish hair already receding a bit at the temples, a small shaggy moustache, pale-blue eyes which were innocent but humorous. He looked younger than his age. He could dance and ride adequately, was a fine long-distance runner and an energetic player of most outdoor games. He painted and drew, not yet well. His chief enthusiasm was for music. He was an excellent amateur pianist. Also, he could sing music-hall songs with funny grimaces and clown broadly as a character actor; he often played comic female roles. Maud was rehearsing songs with him because they appeared together in plays and concerts.


Although Frank was bold enough to perform in front of an audience, he seems to have been shy in private conversation, especially with girls. He had learned, no doubt, not to talk much about his deeper interests; when he did so, an older woman would be his preferred confidante. With his brother officers he was most at ease when they were taking part in some sport or violent horseplay. Altogether, he wasn’t the kind of man one would expect to make a career of soldiering; yet he was efficient at his job and quite content with it.


Most of this Kathleen could have seen for herself or guessed or found out from Maud—that is, if she was sufficiently interested to make the effort. Was she interested? Not much, it seems. This definitely wasn’t a case of love at first sight. Indeed, there are indications in Kathleen’s diary that she was carrying on a mild flirtation with the officer referred to as “Mr A.,” the one she waited with while Frank and Maud rehearsed.


And then, of course, there was The Child. In the 1895 diary, more than twenty dates are marked with parallel dashes, slanting upward from left to right; these denote meetings with him. His name isn’t always mentioned, but when it isn’t one finds that Kathleen spent part of that day working at the National Gallery. On September 3, when she was staying in Surrey and he was somewhere in the neighborhood, she writes, “So near and yet so far!”


While staying at Nether Hall, Kathleen went to a children’s dance on New Year’s Eve disguised as “Miss L. Abney”:


‘Miss L. Abney’ greatly enjoyed herself, dressed in a short white muslin frock, high at the neck, blue sash and hair hanging down, tied on the top with blue ribbon. I.P. identified her; others only thought what an extraordinary likeness to Miss Machell-Smith!!


1896. January 1. B.L. and A. drove out to Nether in afternoon, latter very full of the girl who was so wonderfully like me at the dance last night, only she was ‘darker than me’ and ‘not so pretty’!!! I did not appear, in case the likeness might be too striking.


•   •


(Frederick took a photograph of Kathleen in her disguise and wrote on the back of it, “K. M-S as ‘a girl of 16’” It is hard to say if the twenty-seven-year-old Kathleen does or doesn’t make a convincing teen-ager; teen-age girls often look much older, anyway. But Kathleen did continue to look relatively young throughout her life. Her complexion remained fresh, and at eighty she could have passed for sixty.)


January 28. To Goethe lecture. He seems to have got himself into an endless tangle of love affairs & then stupid idiot never married the one he admired most—‘the idyll of his life’. I have no sympathy or admiration for Goethe.


January 30. To Gallery. Finished sketch of man in scarlet cloak out of a group picture by Velasquez—also scored off Miss I. who came up and said she could see by the way I had improved I had been having drawing lessons. Told her with glee I hadn’t had any for more than a year! She was always so keen for me to take lessons. Mama and I to see The Prisoner of Zenda. Enjoyed it immensely. Most touching ending. Sentiment of the best.


January 31. Read Sims’ Life of Goethe in evening, could shake him he annoys me so intensely, even his plays are simply an outlet for his miserable and everlasting love-affairs. Such a mockery to call it love, and then not to care enough to give up a little worldly ambition in order to marry the ‘adored’ object of his affections.


February 4. Joined Miss B. at the Queens Club. Found there was not an instructor disengaged, so, she having hired a machine, we took it in turns trying to wobble about. She helped me and to my great satisfaction I managed to go all round the ground by myself and it is a quarter of a mile round. Of course asphalt is delightful for riding on.


•   •


February 18. Papa and I to dine at the House of Commons and after to listen to debate. Was much struck by the untidy appearance of members and the rude way they talked if anyone dull was speaking.


February 22. I was interested to hear that Effra Road takes its name from the river which once flowed where the road now is, & down which Queen Elizabeth used to come in a stately barge when she visited Sir Walter Raleigh at Raleigh Hall near by. So even prosaic Brixton has its romance.


February 23. Mrs. B. to supper. They discussed the new photography. It seems an extraordinary thing, you can see the bones inside a person, the money in a purse etc. [Roentgen had discovered X rays the previous year.]


February 26. [At Colchester.] Mr Isherwood of the York and Lancaster came to dine and sang after. Liked him very much, he is so fond of pictures and architecture, and actually declared he enjoyed an afternoon at Westminster Abbey far more than Westminster Aquarium!!


February 28. We went to a sergeants’ dance in Drill Hall in evening. Room gaily decorated. It was very bright and amusing and enjoyed it much. Danced with Mr Isherwood, Mr C., Mr N., and Major S., all of the York and Lancaster.


(According to Kathleen’s program, she had only one dance with Frank; it was the quadrille from Utopia Limited. But these two dates mark the beginning of a realization that they had something, perhaps a great deal, in common.)


March 3. [Ely Cathedral] Such a view, miles and miles of flat fen country as far as the eye could see. There was a dear old-world desolate windy many-centuries-old feeling about it all.


•   •


March 10. Went to Goethe lecture. Miss J.H. did not attend it but careened up and down outside on her bicycle. Why? Consider a bicycle most unseemly for a woman with grey hair.


April 9. [At Brighton.] After lunch to Devil’s Dyke on the Downs. Celebrated gipsy in scarlet with orange scarf told me money wasn’t everything, that I had been talking lately of a voyage, had a roving disposition, liked travelling, drawing and pictures, that I had a happy hand and the happiest time of my life was coming. My troubles were over, as if that were likely!!


April 11. Mama felt very poorly, the air being so strong tries her head and she slept badly.


April 12. Poor M’s head very bad and she decides we must leave tomorrow. We sat in the Gardens round the corner and pretended it was ‘great fun’.


April 15. By the day of the week it is only two years ago today since I did what I have never ceased to regret. If only I had the chance again.


(According to Kathleen’s way of reckoning, Wednesday, April 15, 1896, corresponds to Wednesday, April 11, 1894, the day on which Kathleen failed to understand that The Child was in earnest.)


April 18. To Colchester. The Burlesque began at 3. Maud as Fatima acted extremely well and looked charming. Mr Isherwood was splendid as Sister Anne. We went behind the scenes after and had tea with company. I sat by Mr Isherwood who amused me much.


May 10. Mama with me to Kennington, St John the Divine’s, to hear Canon Knox Little. He has a marvellous way of lifting one up from the cares of this world. Nothing seems to matter as long as one is good and true and self-sacrificing.


•   •


May 13. Very warm. To Park. All the nice people watch the riders, although the bicyclists have no lack of audience.


May 14. Down to see poor Miss R. who haven’t seen since her sister’s death. She was sitting all by herself alone in the dark. What a very sad place the world does seem sometimes.


On May 19, Kathleen and Emily started on a trip to France, to see the castles of Touraine. “Travelled to Paris with a pretty young Frenchwoman and her adorer who was so demonstrative I got quite a crick in my neck looking the other way.” In Paris they visited the new Salon in the Champ de Mars.


The picture of the year is Dagnan-Bouveret’s Last Supper. It is full of feeling and expression and most striking and solemn. On dit there has been nothing to equal it since the one by Leonardo da Vinci. Crowds were gathered round it. An extraordinarily clever portrait of a young man by J. Sargent.


Kathleen also took another look at Notre Dame and was “scandalized to think I ever thought it could compare with Chartres.” They returned home on June 6.


July 18. To Hurlingham in afternoon. Polo and exhibition of motor cars. I drove in one. They are ugly and clumsy, heavy and smell horribly of paraffin.


July 20. To Limehouse to lunch with Jennie and spend afternoon at the Dalgleish St schools receiving money from parents for ‘the country holiday fund’ and adding up dirty cards. I do hope I did them all right and made the entries correctly! Jennie gave out tickets and labels to those who had collected enough to go and a woman examined the heads of some of the children who, if it was a question of cutting off their hair, preferred to forfeit their country outing. The heat and smells of fried fish most trying. After all, I don’t think I could work in the East End, at least not live in such a depressing atmosphere. Jennie is wonderful. Home with a very bad headache and a sad conviction that I am a very useless incapable person.


July 25. To Victoria for Gatwick. Had lunch and met The Child, who pointed out all sorts of celebrities in the racing world.


August 13. Chaperoned Hilda and Bobbie at tea and felt quite fifty and fat and important. Took them to the Imperial Institute in evening where they had a tiff, told them how absurd they were, and they made it up and Bobbie said I looked like an angel in heaven, such was the state of exhilaration to which he was raised again, and we all drank small brandies and sodas and I think they are very nasty.


August 22 [at Colchester], Mr Isherwood to lunch. Bicycle in afternoon, the longest distance I have been (six miles each way). Had our tea by the river near the mill and sketched. Enjoyed it immensely. Mr I. and self about equally bad!!


August 26. Ride to camp to have tea with Mr Isherwood. He has such a funny little tiny room blocked up by a big piano and the walls hung with sketches. ‘Scorched’ some of the way back.


October 17. Saw the coach returning from Alexandra Park, full of men. Picked out The Child at once.


November 4. L. told me some very distressing news, not generally made public yet. Oh ye moral young men, when it comes to it, you behave as cruelly heartlessly and dishonourably as the worst. I am simply disgusted.


(There is no clue to the identity of the moral young man. But Kathleen’s outburst is in itself interesting because it betrays an attitude toward men in general which will become even more evident later.)


•   •


November 5. To lecture at the Arts and Crafts Exhibition by Cobden-Sanderson, very dreamy, unpractical and poetic. Most amusing audience of collar-less men with bright ties and women in floppy dress.


November 12. Heard Mr Lethaby on Beautiful Cities, which was very charming and fantastical and romantic and utterly impracticable and received with immense applause. London without telegraph wires, which were after all put up for men’s amusement! With no buses in the chief thoroughfares, which should be lined with trees and grouped with fountains and statues. That a girdle should bound the limits of London in the form of a lovely park, etc.


November 14. Trial trip of the motor cars to Brighton. On and after today horseless carriages are allowed to be used. There was a meet of them by the Metropole at one end of Northumberland Avenue, but no one seems to have calculated on the dense crowds of people there would be to see them. We went down to Westminster Bridge over which they passed, but instead of one long procession they came in twos and threes and very ugly and clumsy they look and so unfinished without a horse.


At the beginning of her 1897 diary, Kathleen has copied from The Romance of Isabel Lady Burton a series of rules for a good wife. Here are some of them: “Allow smoking. If you don’t someone else will.” “Never permit anyone to speak disrespectfully of him before you, if so leave the room.” “Never answer when he finds fault, never reproach him when he is wrong.” “Do not bother him with religious talk. Pray for him, do all you can for him without his knowing it.” “Keep everything going and let nothing be at a standstill. Nothing wearies like stagnation.” Thus speaks an ideal martyr-wife of Emily’s generation. Kathleen must surely be repelled by such precepts. But, if so, why does she quote them?


There are also instructions and a list of tools required for bookbinding. Kathleen often bound books, including many volumes in the Tauchnitz Edition of British Authors which she had bought on her travels in Europe. She did this work with skill and taste.


There is also a list of “Things I Want”: “Tiny diamond crescent for hair, long-shaped old silver box for hairpins, silver-topped scent bottle, old shoe buckles (large.)”


1897. February 15. [Colchester.] Maud practising her cat and mouse dance with Mr J. Mr Isherwood playing accompaniment.


February 16. Awful blow in the evening. Nathan sent the wrong cat’s head for Maud to wear, so we determined to make one ourselves.


February 17. Drove into town first thing to get eyes and material to make a cat’s head. We bicycled to Lexdon and Mr Isherwood and I did a little sketch of a farm house. Cat’s head finished, made of all white fur, glass eyes and padded nose and cheeks and big black whiskers, quite a success.


February 18. The play very well received, good house. Mr Isherwood as Sarah a general servant was simply killing. There were roars of laughter.


February 20. It is so amusing behind scenes where there is a good deal of love-making being practised among the ladies and gentlemen of the chorus.


February 27. Mama and I to National Gallery where met Mr Isherwood and we went round the pictures together and compared notes on our own favourites, enjoyed seeing them with him very much as he pointed out several new things about them I had not noticed before, and we liked very much the same ones.


•   •


March 17. All the way up Piccadilly we walked behind The Child, who looked very down in his luck. We passed him and he saw us and spoke.


March 19. Was seized with the wildest and now hopeless desire of going up to Southport again for the Grand National. Dreamt about it all night. After all it would have been much more amusing than getting a new summer dress, and cost about the same. Oh dear, oh dear.


March 30. To Dante lecture in afternoon. I don’t see the least good or satisfaction in doing right here, if one is only ultimately to reach a circle where none of one’s friends are. It seems according to Dante there are degrees or circles of blessedness even in Heaven and in each circle everyone is content, feeling the fitness of being there and just there. I suppose they have forgotten the past altogether.


(One can hear the pitying, faintly contemptuous tone in which Kathleen would say this. What’s the use of being in heaven if you’ve forgotten the Past?)


On May 10, Frank writes his first letter to Kathleen. He is painfully self-conscious, and this makes him facetious. “Dear Miss Machell-Smith,” he begins, “if it does not savour of impropriety to accept such a handsome present from a young gentleman, I hope you will keep the Pall Mall as long as you want to …” He mentions some exhibitions of pictures he has seen, says that he has been taking lessons in watercolor painting, hopes to have the pleasure of meeting her again before long. He signs himself “believe me, yours sincerely, F. Bradshaw Isherwood.”


June 12. [During a horse show in Richmond Park.] The Child very absent, evidently looking for someone.


June 14. Expected The Child but he did not come. Blessed is he that expecteth nothing!!


•   •


June 21. I began our Jubilee decorations with flags and coloured twill, one balcony all red and blue and another yellow and red, looked very effective. After dinner we strolled out to criticize other people’s decorations and admire our own.


(Queen Victoria’s Diamond Jubilee was held the next day. Kathleen went to watch the procession, which was two miles long. Unfortunately she was overcome by the heat and fainted, so she missed seeing the Queen drive by.)


June 26. [Kempton.] Victor Wild made his last appearance (in the Coronation Stakes) when the winner became possessed of a huge and rather vulgar gold cup. I never saw anything so human and pathetic as the old horse. He came up the course with Morny Cannon on his back (and carrying long way top weight of 9.13) and looked first to right and then to left as if he were expecting the applause which greeted him, then he bowed in the most natural way just as if he were Royalty. Public opinion was divided between him and Sandria who I am glad to say came in only 3rd and Victor Wild came home victorious amid bursts of applause.


July 3. Down to Hurst Park by Members’ train. Child and brother travelled with us. I was very rude.


August 9. [While staying in Scotland, near Kelso.] A dinner at the Poor House which we attended at 1 o’clock. Much struck by the cheerfulness and great cleanliness of the place. The Master took us round. Those who do a little work have broth, 4 ounces of meat and 8 ounces of bread for dinner. Tea and bread for breakfast, and porridge. The non-workers don’t get so much meat.


On August 16, Kathleen and Emily went to stay at Oxford, which they both loved. This was the time of year at which the public could attend extension lectures. They invited Frank to join them for the weekend. He and Kathleen were both keeping architectural notebooks in which they drew plans of the churches at Yarnton and Iffley and sketched various details. They also attended a lecture on the French Peasant Painters and were told (by Miss Rose Kingsley) that, to be a realist, one must (1) paint with absolute sincerity and (2) be in sympathy with the subject chosen.


After this, they didn’t see each other for the rest of the year. They didn’t even correspond, until Frank wrote to her on December 20:


I executed the other day a work of such embarrassing excellence that I couldn’t resist having it framed to send to you, hoping that you will hang it up somewhere. I have had such a very dull autumn here, it seems quite endless to look back upon. I haven’t done any churches lately and I want someone to revive my enthusiasm badly. I find it very difficult to keep up ‘the sacred fire’ all by oneself …


And again on December 22:


I have accepted the Sykes invitation, so if you don’t scrape up enough money to go I shall be properly sold. If I might be allowed to travel in the same train, we might find ourselves in Lichfield Cathedral en route, measuring tape and all, though I’m afraid 50 feet wouldn’t go far …


On January 11, 1898, Kathleen and Frank did travel up to Cheshire together as he had suggested, stopping off at Lichfield and visiting the cathedral, though without trying to take its measurements. Kathleen in her diary gives it a lukewarm notice:


First view very picturesque with three spires. Dull rather damp town. Chapter House too stumpy. Cathedral as a whole beautiful but rather too much broken up into parts. Good stained glass in Lady Chapel and fine geometrical windows. No Norman work.


•   •


While staying at the Sykeses’ they attended the Stockport Infirmary Ball and went into Manchester to see the pantomime, which was Puss in Boots. Next day they were out together again, to visit the Whitworth Gallery. It was closed and they missed the bus and returned late. Kathleen writes, “When we got in, pretended we were very bored with each other!” (No doubt to prevent their hostess from suspecting that the outing had been romantic.)


Then, on January 15, Frank took her over to see the family home at Marple. Kathleen evidently didn’t meet his parents. She mentions only a sister of his (this was probably Esther) whom she thought very pretty. These are her first impressions of Marple Hall:


It is an awfully picturesque approach and a most fascinating old place, I like the drawing room so much with the bow window looking over the terrace and hills beyond, and the room itself full of old china, pictures, tapestry and old furniture. The whole house is very rambling and fascinating.


On January 18, Kathleen returned to London. About the same time, Frank left with his sister Moey for a trip to France and Italy. His letters to Kathleen suggest no great advance in their intimacy; they are still addressed to a young lady rather than a human being:


Dear Miss Machell-Smith, it was very nice of you indeed to write me such a delightfully long letter and I waved it well in the air at the breakfast table so that everyone should see how popular I was! There was only one other man there and my Sister took a violent dislike to him. She told him that Florence quite came up to our ideals and he said in the most superior voice, ‘ah, you hadn’t such a high one as I had’ … San Marco is the least disappointing place I have ever seen. And the Ducal Palace! I can’t resist saying it’s like lace, though it is dreadfully obvious. I shall keep this letter and read it over tomorrow, and see if it doesn’t look too gushing. …


•   •


February 23. Zola after 15 days trial sentenced to a year’s imprisonment and fined for trying to find out the truth about the Dreyfus case.


February 24. Lecture on Japan delivered by Mrs Bishop who has lived there a good deal. Said they were adaptive people but not imitative as generally supposed. Their army splendidly organized. Only needed Christianity to make them the greatest nation in the east.


March 7. To Free Library Reference Room, Chelsea, to read Bacon’s essay on Building with a view to drawing plan and elevation of Bacon’s ideal palace, but the description baffled me completely.


March 10. To the Writers Club to meet Mr Isherwood and his Sister just back from abroad and had lunch there (shockingly served and cooked) and much talk about Italy etc.


March 20. Mama read to me ‘Christ in Hades’ by Stephen Phillips, the supposed rising poet who some say should be poet laureate. Did not like it but thought little passages in ‘Marpessa’ also by him exceedingly pretty.


March 24. Mama in bed with internal chill.


March 28. Dr in afternoon, thought Mama a little better, don’t myself and she is so depressed. It is a form of this horrid influenza.


March 29. Wrote for Mama who moved into drawing room after lunch on sofa. Had scalloped oysters for lunch and was able to eat them. She can hardly fancy anything.


April 8. Mama keeps very weak and hardly seems to make any progress.


•   •


April 15. Mr Isherwood called for me and we went to the South Kensington Museum and spent some while there. To lunch at the Hotel d’Italie in Old Compton St. Then we went to the Institute of Watercolours. Struck me suddenly that of course I oughtn’t to have gone to lunch at a restaurant like that!


(This late-Victorian code of propriety is baffling, because some of the earlier rules have been relaxed while others haven’t. If Kathleen could ride in a train with Frank and be all alone with him in Lichfield, why couldn’t they have lunch together in a public restaurant? Did Soho restaurants have such a bad reputation? Or was the objection to this one that it was also a hotel, with bedrooms available upstairs?)


April 22. Miss E. and E.W. called. Did not see them. Am keeping myself out to everyone, as Mama does so hate my being called away when with her.


April 25. Dr came and thought Mama decidedly better, but she collapsed dreadfully in evening and was so weak she could hardly speak above a whisper. Slept with her.


April 28. Dr spoke of Mama going away in ten days which cheered her immensely. She is not to go for even a drive first but to save up for the journey. I wonder if he realizes how awfully weak she is, besides hardly eating anything, and out of London there are no dainties or things to tempt her appetite.


April 30. Mama very poorly with pain in back of head and nervous that a whitlow was coming on her finger. I don’t see that her appetite is a bit better. She could hardly touch the new peas.


May 2. Slept in Mama’s room last night and had a rather bad night. Felt tired and headachey all day. It is six weeks today since Mama began to be ill. She is fearfully weak.


•   •


May 3.      ‘Slept and dreamt that Life was beauty
Woke to find that Life was Duty’


(It was a very enjoyable dream even though it lasted so short a time!) Felt very headachey and tired. Out early to do household shopping. Rested after, as head felt too bad to go for an omnibus airing.


May 4. Mama took quite a turn, determined to throw off the influenza, declared she was quite well, didn’t want a maid and would go to the Extension lectures in June.


May 6. Mama full of plan to go to Switzerland in August and stay two months. Said she was quite well now, nothing whatever the matter with her, and only took her medicine to please Papa and me. All the evening kept rolling and unrolling the ribbons on her dress and did not seem at all herself.


May 7. Mama not at all herself, fancied the influenza had been only a dream and that she was quite well. Ate hardly any breakfast and took beef tea under pressure at 11, but had oysters scalloped, champagne and liquid jelly for lunch and quail for late dinner.


May 8. Mama seemed quite drowsy and half asleep and would not take the least notice of Papa or me. Dr C. said at once she must have a nurse. Mama did not like it at all and refused at first to have her nightgown and things changed. Nurse thought very seriously of her. I feel so distressed I can’t manage by myself as I know how she hates nurses.


May 9. Dr C. at 10. We got my darling comfortable first and the Nurse went home after to rest. The Nurse returned at 9. Mama said to me, ‘send her away’, if only I could manage all by myself I gladly would.


•   •


May 10. Fed Mama every two hours but she was not at all herself and lay quite rigid. I did not know what to do, felt I could not manage alone if this went on, as could not change her by myself and the sheets were all wet. Glad when Nurse got back at 10. We made her comfortable and she did not resist much.


May 11. Drs B. and C. came at 10. The former thought seriously of her but said this was a form it often took with highly bred people.


May 16. Dr B. saw decided improvement but said it was an exceptional case and an anxious one. Irritation of the spine where it joins the brain, requires careful watching. Very tired by evening!


May 17. Poor darling Mama very irritable when we washed her and put her in clean things. Nurse and I felt quite disheartened. However when Nurse had gone and I gave her some cream with brandy she took a turn and talked more or less all day. Got out for three quarters of an hour at 6.30. Went down to Embankment Gardens and read Carlyle’s French Revolution under the shadow of his effigy and within a stone’s throw of his home. It added greatly to the interest and charm of the book!!


May 19. Notes to answer of enquiry. Washing, drying, changing, feeding filled up the day! Dr B. came at 6.30 to meet Dr C. Dear cheery old thing, thought Mama decidedly better, patted me on the back and said he should give me a medal. She asked for champagne in evening and ate double quantities of jelly. Death of Mr Gladstone.


May 21. Mama a better night and quite chatty and herself, longing to get up and go and see things and asking to have the window open that she might hear ‘the nice noise’ and very tired of the quiet and dullness of bed.


•   •


May 26. Dr B. said that many far stronger people than she had sunk under this abdominal influenza and without great care she would not have pulled through at all, he felt very doubtful at one time.


May 29. Mama’s window open all day and she seemed so nicely. I told her she would soon be sitting in a chair. A minute or two later I went on to her balcony to watch the people coming from church, when suddenly turning round saw the bed empty and darling M. reposing on the sofa! She did it to give me a surprise. I was startled and helped her back to bed, she was rather exhausted after such an excursion!


May 30. Darling Mama a better night and continued to give us delightful surprises throughout the day. First she was helped on to her sofa while the bed was properly made for the first time. Then after retiring to it for a time she got up and sat in a chair with the window open for a good half hour!!!! Then during the afternoon she got up and walked round the room to try her powers, and ‘the little red gentleman’ was forsaken for the more usual modes.


(“The little red gentleman” = a bedpan?)


June 2. Mr Isherwood called for me. We looked at his sketches.


June 7. Mabel called. She was very sweet and amusing and after the hateful modern sort of way Mr A. announced his engagement this morning, it was most refreshing to hear her talk after seven or eight years of matrimony, how she grudged each day away from Jim.


June 8. Went for a walk. On return horrified to find Mama sitting on balcony and a damp drizzle falling. Expected Papa would have been there or would never have gone out. Very annoyed.


•   •


June 12. Mama came in drawing room for tea. Wore a blue bow at throat of her tea gown to mark its being Sunday!


June 18. Mama and I in a victoria for an hour round Battersea Park. The first time she had been out since March 24.


June 22. Miss E. to see me. Thought me looking very worn and ill, she said! However mercifully it doesn’t matter now.


On June 28, Kathleen and Emily went down to stay in Sussex, at East Grinstead, for Emily’s convalescence. They were there for a month. They both needed the change; and here, at least, Kathleen could get out in the fresh air after her long confinement to Emily’s sickroom. But she also needed company of her own age and the opposite sex. This led to complications.


The complications began to develop on July 8, when Kathleen went to the races at Lingfield and met The Child. He came back with her to the hotel where she and Emily were staying and sat with her out in the garden till dinner. Sometime that evening a friend of The Child, a Mr. L., appeared at the hotel. He was probably drunk. Anyhow, he made a nuisance of himself which was somehow connected with a perambulator.


July 9. Mama had better night, in spite of certain upsets in the hotel which however did not occur in our passage. Bobbie very annoyed and the baby disturbed. To races after lunch, walked back with The Child, met Mr L, with some conversation re last night’s doings. Owned to the perambulator and suggested apologizing to Hilda. Hilda did not welcome the idea and went to bed early, so Bobbie received it instead, with result that he was very cross with me!


(Bobbie and Hilda are the same pair referred to on August 13, 1896, when Bobbie told Kathleen she was “like an angel in heaven.” Was Bobbie cross because he suspected Kathleen of having encouraged Mr. L. to come to the hotel by flirting with him at the races?)


July 10. The Child came in after we had done dinner. Said he had commissioned Mr L to take me out bicycling. Very kind I’m sure!


(Kathleen’s sarcastic comment may be understood in two ways: she is hurt because The Child passes her off onto someone else instead of offering to take her bicycling himself; she is indignant that he can be so inconsiderate as to try to involve her with a man who has caused a public scandal and offended her friends. Nevertheless, she wants to go bicycling with someone—the only alternatives are Bobbie and Hilda—and she does like Mr. L., despite his behavior or perhaps even because of it.)


July 11. Mr L asked if he might show me the way if I wanted to take some bicycle rides. Certainly it is no fun going alone, but Mama seemed rather shocked.


July 12. Mr L wired to Penshurst to know what days we could see it. Very disappointed that Mama disapproved of my going today. Bicycled with Hilda to the station. Very tired of perambulator fuss etc, it’s getting so out of date and tiring. It’s so stupid too when I wanted to go bicycling. If only he hadn’t gone and got into a row just now!


Kathleen must have pleaded or sulked or otherwise moved Emily to relent, however. For, only two days later, she and Mr. L. rode over to the village of Penshurst; they got tickets at the post office which enabled them to visit Penshurst Place, the ancient home of the Sidney family and the birthplace of the Elizabethan poet. They admired the Vandykes and the Lelys in the gallery—at least, Kathleen did; Mr. L. probably regarded the sight-seeing as one of those things you had to endure if you were in sufficiently attractive company. Then they had tea at the inn. Kathleen’s account of the day ends enigmatically: “Enjoyed it very much, most invigorating in more senses than one!! Horribly shocked to hear I was supposed to have been on the stage.” Is the outing described as “invigorating” partly because of Mr. L.’s behavior? And was his behavior prompted by the belief that Kathleen had been an actress—someone you didn’t have to treat with the respect due to a starchy young lady? All that can be said with certainty is that Mr. L. didn’t displease her by word or by deed, for they went out together again on July 20 after a separation caused by Frederick, who came down from London to stay at the hotel for four days and photographed every picturesque spot for miles around. And there were three more rides after this one. On July 27 they rode twenty miles. Kathleen writes, “Last expedition, alas!” Next day, she and Emily returned home.


A curious sequel to these events took place on August 1, when Kathleen and Hilda went down to the races at Hurst Park:


The Child there and of course lectured me severely on the bicycle rides which, as I reminded him, were all brought about through him. Pretended all sorts of things which I knew were not true but made me feel a little uneasy, all the same. As to my companion being a ‘fit’ companion or not, he should have thought of that sooner! He promised to get the photos if they are there, which he says they are not. Of course they are.


The first “of course” seems to mean that Kathleen now regards The Child as a typical male hypocrite with a double standard. He quite admits that Mr. L. is “fast” and an unfit companion for Kathleen. But Mr. L. is his friend and a member of his own sex, so if Mr. L. wants to get to know Kathleen better The Child will arrange it; Kathleen is, after all, merely a girl. “Pretended all sorts of things I knew were not true” suggests that Mr. L. has been boasting to The Child about the things that went on during the bicycle outings. The Child says he is shocked, but Kathleen suspects he is just teasing her. She wishes she could believe that he is really shocked, however, because that might mean he is jealous; which is what she would like to make him, but can’t.


As for the photos, there is a clue in Kathleen’s diary, July 21: “Conversation re photograph at Old Mill House with Mr L. Hilda agreed with me.” Whatever it was that Kathleen and Hilda agreed about, this can be taken to mean that Kathleen had been photographed with Mr. L. in a pose which was mildly compromising; maybe he was standing too close to her. Kathleen, having now been made to feel uneasy about Mr. L.’s character by The Child, wants to get the photos back. The second “of course” implies that The Child knows the photos still exist and that he is lying to oblige Mr. L., who wants to keep them.


Despite all of this, Kathleen’s attitude toward the two of them remained indulgent and amused, rather than hostile. When she and Emily returned to stay at East Grinstead late in September, she resumed her expeditions with Mr. L., apparently without any objection by Emily. On October 1, she complains that Mr. L. “was faithless and did not come to take me for a ride.” On October 9, the last day of their visit:


Was sitting at tea when The Child appeared, come to see what I was up to! We sat out on the verandah when it got too damp and dark in the garden and talked till 7 in the dusk. He was returning to town that night and had brought his young brother with him, but they missed their train. Mrs D was awfully excited by the appearance of The Child and asked Mama if it would be a thing she approved of! How we laughed. Mrs D tried me a good deal. Asked my age and was very annoying and impertinent, considering The Child is my friend.


Here Kathleen takes sides, for once, against her own sex, as represented by Mrs. D., a nosy fellow guest at the hotel. If Mrs. D. was asking Emily whether or not she would approve of The Child as a possible husband for Kathleen, then “How we laughed” means that such an idea is so utterly out of the question as to seem absurd. But why?


The last half of the last entry in the 1898 diary, December 31, is written in pencil, perhaps so that it could be erased later if Kathleen wanted to forget about it:


•   •


When did they first say he had spoilt the girl’s life? Did he really confide in Mr F? Was he married time of G.N. 96? Did he ever suggest the girl was desperately in love, and what did he say about her? How meet the girl’s successor and when first?


“G.N. 96” must surely refer to the Grand National. In 1896 it was run on March 27 and Kathleen was there to watch it, wearing a “black and white shepherds plaid and scarlet toque.” She writes that she “did not see The Child till at the station on our return. Report not true, I mean it was not him but someone else.”


One more piece can be added to this jigsaw puzzle; its date is July 23, 1898, during Kathleen’s first visit to East Grinstead:


The following gave me subject for thought. W.B. a singer, sister understudy Savoy. Marriage not announced on account of money expected. Information from two women who knew the wife, both separate sources. Also one woman, Mrs C, who knows the brother?


And now, since this is anyhow only a guessing game, here is a guess, perhaps utterly wrong, at an explanation:


It was The Child who was secretly married to W.B.’s sister. They were seen together by someone at the Grand National in 1896, and this someone told Kathleen. She asked The Child about it when she met him at the station afterward; he denied the whole thing and convinced her, temporarily, that the someone had been mistaken.


However, during the first visit to East Grinstead, Kathleen found out the truth; it was vouched for by two or three witnesses. She also found out, later than this, that she was being gossiped about by The Child’s male friends; they were saying that he had allowed her to fall “desperately in love” with him without knowing that he was married or about to be, and had thus “spoilt her life.” Probably Kathleen was no longer in love with The Child but still felt a strong friendly regard for him and hated the thought that he could have bragged about her in this heartless, shameless way. She preferred to blame his friends.


Who was Mr. F.? This remains unanswered. How much did Emily know of what was going on? She may well have known about the marriage but not about the gossip; she was very careful of Kathleen’s reputation and, if she had known, would never have allowed Kathleen to see any of these men again. Who told Kathleen? Mr. L., probably—which would make him even more of a cad than he appears already. Why did Mr. L. think Kathleen had been on the stage? Could he have somehow got her confused with The Child’s wife, who had been an understudy at the Savoy Theatre?


In any case, if this explanation is even partially correct, Kathleen seems to have behaved with great generosity throughout this humiliating affair.
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October the seventh, 1898, was Kathleen’s thirtieth birthday. She gives no hint that this anniversary depresses her, beyond noting that the weather is gray. Still, thirty is thirty, even nowadays; and in the nineteenth century it made you into la femme de trente ans. Certain men might confess to a preference for you, but it was a connoisseur’s preference, backed up by the claim that you were now more mature, more capable of emotional intensity, more experienced in the arts of love.


Poor Kathleen! As the Woman of Thirty she can’t be taken seriously for a moment. Still inexperienced and immature, her charms are the charms of her early twenties. Her behavior is appropriate to her youthful looks and therefore in danger of becoming increasingly artificial.


Most of her friends would probably admit that they no longer expect to see her married. If The Child hasn’t “spoilt her life” he has undoubtedly disillusioned her. She still likes some men as individuals, but she is building up a hostility toward the sex which she will never lose. (“All men are selfish,” Richard remembers her often saying.) Also, in self-defense, against the probable future in store for her, she is cultivating a disdain of marriage. She speaks of a woman she meets at a party as an “irresponsible sort of grownup child to whom it is absolutely essential to have a man and children.” Hearing of the unexpected engagement of a cousin, she comments, with evident dismay, “Thought she meant never to marry.” The majority of her female contemporaries are, of course, married already.


Indeed, Kathleen may be thought of, at this point, as one of those unfortunate girls who somehow get themselves caught in a generation gap. On one side of her is the generation of the Martyr-Wife; on the other, the generation of the New Woman. Across the gap, Lady Burton confronts the heroines of Bernard Shaw. Kathleen’s temperament is quite alien to the grimness of Lady Burton’s marriage rules, yet in her heart she does unwillingly believe that “life is duty.” She can admire Shaw’s Vivie Warren for boycotting men and their double standard, yet her conservatism and her strong sense of womanliness are outraged by Vivie’s mannish business ambitions.
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