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FOREWORD

I FEEL that a word of apology is due to a long-suffering public
for having yet another autobiography thrust upon them. The
idea was not my own and I must plead guilty to having succumbed
to the possible financial advantages which might be the result
of the publication of my ‘“ Memories and Base Details.” I do
not believe that anyone, however fond of advertisement, sits
down deliberately to lay bare their life for dissection by a ruthless
public, unless the consideration of L. S. D. is at all events lurking
in the background. The autobiographer’s path is beset with
pitfalls. For the book to be a seller it has to appeal to all sorts
and conditions. A heterogeneous public has to be catered for,
and one man’s meat may be another man’s poison.  Some people
enjoy the dinner-table intimate conversation, but the diners
probably become your enemies for life. The intimacies of every
day life may appeal to a certain section of the public, while
to another, domestic details are boring.

To plough the furrow of one’s memory, to unearth incidents,
long grown dim, but which the reader expects to have related in
detail, is not an easy matter. Through the mirage of time
events lose their proper proportions as one views them on the
skyline of recollection, and one is apt to exaggerate or to belittle
their relative values. Apart from this, the autobiographer
has to be candid without being caustic, and, above all, he or she
must know when to be reticent.

Should there be any merit in truthfulness then my memoirs
will go out equipped with one virtue, for I have written nothing
that I cannot verify.

ANGELA FORBES.









MEMORIES AND BASE DETAILS

I

HE very first event of importance that I can
remember with any clearness is my half-sister
Daisy’s wedding to Lord Brooke* in Westminster Abbey,
the organ pealing forth ““ O perfect Love,” and myself,
small and insignificant and rather chilly about the knees
in my ultra-short chiffon bridesmaid’s frock, hugging to
my chest a huge bouquet of Maréchal Niel roses.

I was evidently not so impressed with the importance
of the occasion as I should have been, for I spent my
time chewing off the heads of the roses, and most in-
elegantly, though dexterously, blowing them as far and
as hard as I could among the congregation. I can still
see Evie Pelly (in after years the Duchess of Connaught’s
lady-in-waiting), who walked with me, looking thoroughly
shocked at my bad manners, and Prince Leopold, who
was best man, asked me afterwards if I had enjoyed my
breakfast !

At the time of Daisy’s wedding I was just five years
old, so I think I can be forgiven if I do not remember
very much about the ceremony ; but I do know that
Daisy looked lovely and that the Abbey was crowded
with people.

From every point of view it was a most important

* Earl of Warwick.
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10 Memories and Base Details

wedding. The historical memories that clustered round
Warwick would have sufficed alone to arouse public
interest in the event; but, added to these picturesque
associations, Daisy was also a figure of no small import-
ance. She was a great heiress and beautiful, and these
“ virtues ”’ rarely walk hand in hand.

My mother, who was a Miss Fitzroy, was first married
to Colonel Maynard, who died a few weeks before his
father, leaving her with two little girls, Daisy and
Blanchie (my half-sisters). At Lord Maynard’s death
Easton and all his possessions, therefore, went auto-
matically to Daisy.

Mother’s second marriage took place a year or two
later, and I, Angela Selina Bianca, was born in 1876,
the youngest of seven, and practically an afterthought !
My entrance into this world caused a considerable amount
of excitement, as my mother had been desperately ill in
Edinburgh some weeks before, and the doctors did not
expect me to live. Contrary, however, to their expecta-
tions, I turned out to be an extraordinarily healthy
child. Millie,* my eldest real sister, was most consis-
tently snubbed as a child, and used to be called the * Ugly
Duckling.” It is amusing now to remember this, and
impossible to believe that at the gawkiest age she could
ever have deserved the epithet !

After her in quick succession came my two brothers,
Harryt and Fitzroy, of whose quarrels as small boys
I have a constant remembrance, and then my sister
Sybil} ; in after years people found it difficult to decide
which was the better-looking, she or Millie.

My arrival, five years later, put me into rather an

* Duchess of Sutherland. t Earl of Rosslyn.
1 Late Countess of Westmorland.
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isolated position, and I looked upon my brothers and
sisters, and certainly my half-sisters, as quite elderly
relations !

My thoughtful parents provided me with a wonder-
ful pair of godmothers ; even in these days, when every
other person is considered a heaven-born product of
sorts, the names of the Baroness Burdett-Coutts and
Lady Bradford cannot be dismissed with airy grace
by people who now only remember them by hoary
anecdotes.

Baroness Burdett-Coutts was a sweet-looking woman,
who always wore a quaint shawl folded across her
shoulders in Early Victorian fashion, and I have a most
vivid recollection of the beautiful presents she gave
me regularly on my birthday, on which date I dutifully
invited her to tea. She was one of the few godmothers
that I know of who took their responsibilities in the
way of present-giving seriously, and a gift of some sort
generally followed my visits to her house in Stratton
Street, or to Holly Lodge, Highgate—in those days
quite a Sabbath day’s journey. Holly Lodge is only a
dim memory to me, but I remember the big corner
house in Stratton Street well, and the Baroness’s yellow
and white china parrot, which, according to the way
its head was turned, told her callers whether she was
at home or not, and which still hangs in the round
window in Piccadilly looking for the long-vanished
mistress of the house.

Up to his death her husband mourned her loss.
A life-size picture of her hung on the wall in the dining-
room, and Mr. Burdett-Coutts told someone I knew

that he often dined at home alone to feel she was with
him once more.
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Lord and Lady Bradford were great friends of both
my parents and I used often to be taken by them to slay
at Weston. Lady B., one of Disraeli’s “ matchless
sisters,” was a typical great lady of her day, but my
memories of her are vague, and I should probably have
looked at her with more interest if I had realized that
her despatch-boxes contained Lord Beaconsfield’s flowery
effusions.

Our real home, Dysart, was in Fife, but father became
very attached to Easton, and up to the time of Daisy’s
marriage we spent a considerably greater part of the year
there than in Scotland.

Faston Lodge was a solid grey stone house of no
particular period, and the red-brick wing added by my
father gave it a somewhat lop-sided appearance from
an architectural point of view ; but the wing certainly
made luxurious nursery quarters, for we were a fairly
large family to accommodate !

My very earliest recollections hail from Easton,
but time has dimmed most of them. The wonderful ball
given there on the occasion of Daisy’s coming out was
to me only hearsay, though it is still talked of, and I
believe it was then that ‘‘ Brookie,”” the Prince Charm-
ing of the fairy tale, appeared upon the scene.

I seem to see endless people coming to Easton, but
very few are more than shadows. One of the most
tangible is the Duchess of Rutland, then Violet Lindsay.
She used to come often with her father and Mrs. Mason,
who was a sister of Lady Tree. Mrs. M. acted the part
of chaperon, and this old connection is probably the
origin of the friendship which exists between the Manners
and the Trees.
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The Duchess has changed less than most people with
the passing of time, and to-day she seems very little
older than she appeared to me then, when I used to
sit still while she did pencil sketches of me. These
sittings were great fun; but I was a most ruthless
critic, and always insisted on some alterations being
made, generally to my fringe, which had just been cut
and of which I was inordinately proud, or to my up-
turned nose—a standing joke in the family, but a joke
I did not always appreciate !

Count Montgelas, attached to one of the foreign
embassies, is another rather hazy memory, chiefly of
the fun of childhood. He used to pretend to be a tall
giant and chase me up the stairs on my way to bed, and
I was always terrified lest the giant should catch me
and pinch my legs !

My father was the most vital personality in my life
then and later, and through the years his memory,
although I was only fourteen when he died, has been
the great keynote and influence of my life.

He had an amazing individuality, with many sides
to his nature, and though he may have seemed imperious
and impetuous, there was a charm and gentleness in his
character which made him most lovable.

He was kind-hearted to a degree; few appealed to
him in vain when any instance of sorrow or suffering
was in question, and his sense of humour was supreme.
Someone has said of him, and I think without exaggera-
tion, that he knew something of everything, and it
would have been difficult to broach any subject upon
which he was not well posted. He was really more
responsible for our education than my mother, who,
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in a way, appeared as the attractive figure-head of the
household. She always maintained, however, that she
gave in over little things and got her own way in the
big ones, which, on the whole, is an arrangement to be
recommended !

Deportment played a distinct part in our curriculum,
and to hear of us learning our lessons stretched on a
backboard, or sitting with straps and what-nots on our
shoulders and our feet in stocks will probably make
the children of to-day shudder ; but we survived, and
even throve on the treatment.

Intolerant of stupidity, father would far sooner we
had done a naughty than a silly thing. Shyness, he
called ““ exaggerated self-consciousness,” and he always
affirmed that we could not be shy unless we were think-
ing of ourselves. He liked us to have our own opinions,
and encouraged us to express them, and if he asked
us at luncheon whether we would like a leg or a wing
of chicken and we replied politely that we didn’t mind,
he used to say, “ All right, then you need not have
either.”

General knowledge and common-sense were early
inculcated, and special intelligence received its just
reward, my brother Harry being tipped for looking out
cross-country journeys in the Bradshaw correctly ! But
there was another side to the medal, and I remember
once having my ears boxed at luncheon for not knowing
the Latin name for maidenhair fern !

I used to be delighted when our governesses came
under the fire of father’s questions ; though they didn’t
admit it, they dreaded the ordeal, and I was not in the
least sorry for them.

Those dreadful German governesses! How I grew
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to hate them and their horrid language! How many
miserable hours, as I grew older, I spent over those
Goéthe and Schiller recitations.

French came quite naturally to me. I really think
I spoke it before I spoke English. I had an old French
nurse whom I adored, and I can well remember now
the dreadful agony I went through saying good-bye to
her when she left me to go to the Gerards. I saw her
a few days afterwards in the Park, and I cried so loudly
that she had to bring me home herself ; the people who
heard me and who didn’t know the facts must have
thought me a much-injured or very naughty child.

I detested the governess who presided over our
destinies at this time, and I didn’t like her any better
for her treatment of me after this episode, for she in-
veigled me into her room with the promise of chocolates,
and when she got me safely there, gave me a sound
smacking. I think this legend shows that even the
most careful parents dwell often in a state of blissful
ignorance of how their precious offspring are faring
upstairs.

& * * * % *

Daisy’s wedding meant our leaving Easton, and it
must have been a great wrench for the others. For
me there was something rather thrilling in the upheaval
which the move involved. Father had sent his brood
mares to Burleigh Paddocks, which he had rented from
Lord Exeter ; he had also taken a small house, known
as Lady Anne’s House, which stood on the outskirts of
the town of Stamford and on the fringe of Burleigh
Park.
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This he had only intended to use for himself and his
stud groom, but mamma was so pleased with it when
she saw it, that she insisted on our going to live there,
and father, who loved dabbling with bricks and mortar,
little by little, not only enlarged the existing house,
but also acquired all the other houses in the block
and eventually converted them into one.

As 1 said, the move to me was full of interest : new
people, new surroundings, are things of paramount
importance at the age of five. After living in the
heart of the country, to find oneself in a house in a
street was in itself an excitement. Everyone that
passed was endowed with a possible history, and half
my days were spent hanging out of the window, won-
dering and inventing, till I had compiled in my own
imagination a perfect “ Who’s Who " of all the passers-
by. After daily walks along country roads, a town
was brimful of possible adventures. Such a lovely old
town, too, full of ancient churches, old curiosity shops and
houses, and with ever so many legends attached to it.

The old racecourse was only half a mile away, and
was now used as a training ground. Races were held
at Stamford from the seventeenth century and only
finished in 1873. There were all sorts of delicious
customs connected with these races. To begin with,
the competitors were first of all inspected by the Mayor
of the town at the Nag’s Head Inn, and another condi-
tion was that “if any of the matched horses or their
riders chance to fall in anye of the foure heats the rest
of the riders shall staye in theire places where they were
at the tyme of the fall until the rider so fallen have his
foote into the stirroppe again.” ‘

‘“ Burleigh Park by Stamford Town” is almost too



Lady Warwick’s Bridesmaids.

Sybil Millicent, Duchess of Sutherland The late Countess of
(now Lady Millicent Hawes). Westmorland.
And Self.l
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well known to need description, with its wonderful
associations and history. It was built by William Cecil,
Lord Burleigh, when he was Lord High Treasurer of
England, about the end of the sixteenth century, and it
is crammed full of wonderful pictures and treasures. I
was too young to appreciate these fully, and the Grin-
ling Gibbons, I am afraid left me cold. The two
treasures that always thrilled me most were a tiny one-
button kid glove and a wee parasol which had belonged
to Queen Victoria.

The house had gone through many vicissitudes. It
had once been besieged and stormed by Oliver Cromwell,
and the marks of cannon balls can be seen now beneath
the south windows of the banqueting hall.

The greatest Lord Burleigh was, I suppose, that
William Cecil who, having survived two previous reigns,
was for forty years chief minister to Queen Elizabeth.
The Burleigh immortalized by Lord Tennyson lived
two centuries later and in 1791 was divorced from his
wife. He returned broken-hearted to a small village
in Shropshire called Bolus Magna, where he worked
as a farm hand for the owner of the mill, and was called
by the villagers ‘ Gentleman Harry.” He fell in love
with the miller’s daughter, Sarah, and, marrying her,
lived in great content in a cottage near by, until, two
years later, he succeeded to Burleigh at the death of his
uncle, thus becoming tenth Earl of Exeter. Everyone
knows the sad story of how, amidst the grandeur of
the castle, his cottage bride pined away. ‘

‘ Three fair children first she bore him,
Then, before her time, she died.”*

I used to play with the present Lord Exeter and his
2
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cousin, Harry Vane (afterwards married to one of my
nieces), but, being a girl, they did not attach much
importance to me, and I was dreadfully hurt when they
once refused to kiss me. Lord Exeter was an only son
and rather delicate, so terrible care was taken of him.

Of Lady Exeter, his grandmother, I used to stand
in wholesome dread, in company, I may say, with her
own family, my father being one of the few people who
was not afraid of her, and I was much impressed by the
fact that the sons and daughters never called their
parents ‘“ Mother,” and ‘ Father,” but always ‘ My
Lord,” and “ My Lady.” She was a great stickler for
the conventions, and once at Milton the present George
Fitzwilliams’ father was just going to take Lady Huntly
in to dinner, when Lady Exeter pushed her firmly aside
and, in an awful voice, said, “ I think you are forgetting
the Lord Lieutenant’s wife!”

Once when my governess had been taken ill I was
sent to stay for a few days with the Exeters. The
girls, although they were grown up, were kept as strictly
as children. Not to speak until you were spoken to,
was a doctrine I did not at all appreciate, but one
rigidly enforced at Burleigh! Prayers were read daily
by Lady Exeter in the beautiful old chapel adjoining the
house, where one can still see the seat Elizabeth is
supposed to have occupied when she visited her Minister.
On one fatal occasion I giggled—and Lady Exeter
stopped dead in the middle of a sentence, looking straight
at me. ‘“ When the wicked man turneth away from his
wickedness ’—and then there was a horrid pause. No
notice was taken as we went out, but a little later a
message came that * her ladyship would like to see me.”

My outward bravado was not in the least indicative
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of my feelings as I stood in front of her listening to a
severe lecture couched in the most satirical language,
whilst her two daughters stood, dragon-like, on either
side of her.

I welcomed the day my governess recovered.

The Sunday round of the Paddocks at Stamford was
an invariable custom—as invariable as church and learn-
ing my collect—and generally ended up with a visit to
the Home Farm. The Jerseys here were descended from
the herd founded by my grandfather in 1840 at Hampton
Court.

In the Paddocks lay one of my father’s great interests,
and in addition, it was a lucrative hobby. A ‘“heaven-
born horse dealer ”’ he has been called.

There was a standing joke amongst father’s friends
that he never let anyone go away from Stamford with-
out selling them something. Going back to London
after a day at the Paddocks, Austin Mackenzie, who
had bought a yearling, asked the ‘“ Mate,”” who was
with him, what 4e had bought, and the answer was ‘“an
umbrella and a peacock.”

Astute father certainly was, and he did not believe in
giving high prices for his mares, Feronia, for instance,
the dame of Atalanta, costing only twenty-five pounds.
John Kent, trainer to Lord George Bentinck, declared
Atalanta to be the finest animal of its age that he had
ever seen. The Duke of Portland eventually bought her,
and I believe-he bought St. Simon on my father’s recom-
mendation. Father also had the distinction of breeding
Tristan, who won the Queen’s Vase at Ascot and the
Ascot Cup in 1893, Ayrshire, St. Serf, as well as many
other well known horses.

He had a few horses in training with Mathew Dawson,

2*
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and later with Tom Jennings, but I think he found that
it was far more profitable to breed horses than to race
them. He betted very little, and fifty pounds on a horse
he considered a prodigious dash. In one of his letters to
mother from Newmarket he tells her that he has done
this, adding, ‘ Racing is an absorbing subject, to be
treated with care and calmness.”

Of course any amount of people used to come down
to see the horses, and as I look back I can remember the
doyens of the racing world, such as the ““ Mate,” Captain
Machell, the Duke of Portland, with his inimitable laugh,
Sir Daniel Cooper, Lord Coventry and Baron Lucien de
Hirsch. The last-named had come over to this country
to race, and my father managed his horses. The Baron
used to bring us large boxes of Marquis chocolates from
Paris, so that we looked forward with great anticipation
to Aus visits.

Moreton Frewen is another who was often with us.
Father was devoted to him in spite of the fact that he
persuaded him to put his money into a ranch and that
it turned out a complete failure, but father always said
it was money well spent—as he had made a friend he
might otherwise never have met. Moreton Frewen was
equally attached to father—he really loved him. Only
the other day I went to see the Frewens at their lovely
place at Brede, and Moreton at once began to talk of him
—vreviving old memories and recalling anecdotes and
incidents of those far away happy days.

What an enthusiast Moreton Frewen is. He is as
keen about his garden as he was about bimetallism, and
though he had only just recovered from an operation he
was still boyishly exuberant. He is immensely proud of
his daughter, Mrs. Sheridan, and her work—justifiably
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so, and he showed me a little “statuette’ they had of
Diana Cooper by her, which was quite excellent.

It was Sir Daniel Cooper who gave me my first pony !
I only had a donkey to ride in those days, and on one
memorable occasion he ran away with me! I had no
saddle, but I didn’t fall off, so Sir Daniel, who was there
at the time, said that I deserved a pony for sticking on
so well. Zulu was his name, and his arrival meant that
I could ride over with the others to luncheon at Nor-
manton. This was where the Avelands* lived, a most
typical jolly English family ; there were sons and daugh-
ters of all ages, all unmarried at that time.

Apethorpe, the most beautiful old Elizabethan house,
belonging to Lord and Lady Westmorland, was also not
far from us. Lord Westmorland was one of the best
known and most attractive figures of his day. Lady
Westmorland possessed an equal degree of charm, and
I think it was Whyte Melville who said of her, ““ It’s like
opening the window to see her.” They only lived in a
corner of the house, but the lack of grandeur was far
more impressive than a more ostentatious display in a
less genial atmosphere would have been. The eldest
daughter, Gracie,t was grown up and as popular as her
mother ; the other, Daisy,} was in the schoolroom, and
the same age as Sybil, who eventually married the only
son, Lord Burghersh.

* * % * * *

In the autumn we generally went to Dysart, but
I never cared for living there nearly as much as at

* Afterwards Earl and Countess of Ancaster.
1 The Countess of Londesborough.
I Lady Margaret Spicer.



292 Memories and Base Details

Stamford. No paddocks, no riding, and, though we were
by the sea, we were surrounded on every other side
by coal mines and coal dust.

The Dysart coal mines were about the earliest ever
worked in Scotland. A long time ago they had caught
fire, and were supposed to have eruptions once in every
forty years. The effects can still be traced by the
calcined rocks, which go for more than a mile inland,
and the old road from the harbour was called from
this ““ Hot Pot Wynd.”

My father was probably one of the first to attempt
the alleviation of the miners’ desperately dreary exist-
ence. The squalor of the old-fashioned houses was
exchanged for more modern dwellings, and the Bore-
land, as the village was known, was built under my
father’s direction. As a child I used to wonder how
the men could bear to turn night into day, but they
seemed perfectly content to do it, and there was none
of that carping unrest which has been engendered by
modern Trade Union methods.

Dysart was a hideous, harled house, and its feature
was a big square saloon, at the further end of which
hung a portrait of my grandfather in ‘ boots and
breeches.” Opposite him was the Lord Chancellor
Loughborough in his wig and gown. He first practised
at the Bar in Scotland ; but, after an acrimonious dis-
cussion in the courts there, he laid down his gown and
said he would never grace those courts again !

From Scotland he came to England, where he made
his name. In 1801 he was created Lord Chancellor,
to which post he clung with such tenacity that, on
the fall of Pitt’s Government, he still insisted on atténding
the Cabinet Meetings when Lord Sidmouth had taken
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office, even though another Chancellor had been ap-
pointed! Finally, he had to be requested to desist
from this practice. I wonder if Lord Birkenhead
will follow his example !

There were no pictures of my grandmother, who,
from all accounts, must have been rather eccentric.
She had been very spoilt all her life, and when my
grandfather retired from public life and said he was
going to live quietly at Dysart and economize, she
went to her bed and stayed there, I think, for five
years. When the neighbours came to call she would
sometimes see them, keeping them waiting whilst she
dressed to receive them ! She was a very clever woman
and spent her time reading and writing. Volumes and
volumes of leatherbound books were in the library at
Dysart, all filled with MSS. in very fine but almost
illegible writing ; it 1is, therefore, impossible to dis-
cover, as one would like to do, what occupied her
thoughts during her self-enforced inactivity.

The people of Fife are very boastful of their origin,
and hundreds of years ago Fife was always regarded
as a separate kingdom.

.Many are the old sayings and proverbs about a
Fife man, as, for instance, *“ To be a Fifer is not far
from being a Highlander,” and ‘ They that sup with
Fife folk maun hae a lang spune,” which is scarcely
complimentary to us.

Amongst the well-known Fife figures one stands
out in my mind in very clear relief. This was Colonel
Anstruther Thomson. He was one of the great
sporting personalities, and in that world his name is
as familiar as Jorrocks. Originally Master of the
Fife Hounds, he went on to the Pytchley, and to the
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very last day of his life, though well over eighty, he
was a familiar figure in the hunting field. I can
remember him coming over to Dysart, very often
bringing George Whyte Melville with him.

The Wemyss’, our nearest neighbours, were cousins
of ours. They lived at Wemyss Castle, which, standing
on the cliff, forty feet above the sea, between Kinghorn
and Elie, is one of the most beautiful places in Scot-
land. Below the cliffs the sea has made the most fan-
tastic caves inscribed with the rude figures of mysterious
pagan symbols and gods, and also with the Christian
cross, carved by the unknown hands of some early
missionary before ever history was written, and
it was really from these caves that the name of Wemyss
originated.

In the castle itself they still show you a room called
the “ Presence Chamber,” where the ill-fated Mary
first met, and lost her heart to Darnley, thus starting
those years of misery which culminated in that final
tragedy at Fotheringay.

Mrs. Wemyss had made some most fearfully ugly
additions to the castle, adding a large hall panelled with
light oak, and an entirely modern frontage. When she
died she lay in state in this hall, and Randolph, until he
married his second wife, would allow no one to pass
through.

Sir Michael Wemyss was the first Scottish Admiral,
and when he became too old to go to sea, he had a canal
cut from his house at Largo to the parish kirk, and
every Sunday was rowed to church in the most solemn
state in an eight-oared barge.

They were a marvellously gifted and versatile family,
some of their versatility coming, no doubt, from their
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ancestress, Mrs. Jordan. The eldest son, Randolph,
had one of the most interesting personalities I have
ever met, and became in later years one of my kindest
friends.

Rosie, now Lord Wester Wemyss, has hardly changed
at all. I can remember in my youth the same cheery
smile, the same eye-glass and general air of jollity
that distinguishes him now.

There were two sisters, Mary, who became Mrs.
Cecil Paget, and Mimini, afterwards Lady Henry Gros-
venor, both most beautiful to look at. Mimini, I suppose,
was quite one of the most brilliant women of her day.
She was a great gardener, and wherever she went she
turned a wilderness into a paradise. She it was who
started the ‘“ Wemyss Work School” and also the
“ Wemyss Potteries.” Beautiful, and gifted with a
marvellous voice, she was, nevertheless, an awe-inspiring
element, and entirely ruled her family. Being so much
younger I saw very little of them, but I can remember
some of the parties at Wemyss. Lady Mary Mills
stands out still freshly in my mind with her vivid
colouring and attractive manners, and even more
particularly, Lady Claud Hamilton with her amazing
walk. She used to be held up to us as a model—she
sailed rather than walked—but, to do it as she did,
you would have needed all the gifts the gods had so
kindly bestowed on her.

* * * * * *

-

London, from May to Goodwood, broke the circle
of the year. Every spring my father and mother took
a house for the season, but to me London appeared
a very dull place indeed. The round of gaiety, which



26 Memories and Base Details

now fills the modern child’s life, was unheard of in those
days. Parties and matinées, which play a most important
part in even babies’ existence to-day, we knew little
about, and the big children’s party at Marlborough
House and one or two others were landmarks in the
summer of our schoolroom days. At one of the Marl-
borough House garden parties, when I was quite small,
I broke the elastic which kept on my shoe—the shoe
was, of course, two sizes too big, so as to allow for my
foot growing-—and any effort to retain it without was
futile. This threatened to spoil my afternoon’s amuse-
ment, and reduced me to tears till the Princess of Wales
came to console me and sent it to be mended.

A variation to the routine of daily walks and daily
lessons was playing in Hamilton Gardens, which was,
in those days—it may be still for all I know—the chic
place for children to congregate. Amongst the girls
we used to meet there were the daughters of Lord
Arran (the present Lady Salisbury, and Mabel, Lady
Airlie), the Forbes, the Cadogans, and Edith Ward, now
Lady Wolverton, who, we thought in those days, used
to give herself great airs and suffered from a very
moody temper! The games we indulged in were tinged
with monotony, and consisted generally of Flags and
Tom Tiddler’s Ground.

An alternative to this orgy in Hamilton Gardens
was going for a drive in the Park with Mamma. There
were no hurrying, hooting motors then, and how much
nicer those well-turned-out horses and carriages looked !

It is a refreshing relief now to see Lady Granard’s
stepping chestnuts, which remind one faintly of the
evening pageants in the Park of bygone days. How well
I remember the Londonderry barouche with its bewigged
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coachman and footman and Lady Londonderry’s scornful
beauty—the Cadogan steppers with their Eton blue
browbands—Lord Calthorpe in the smartest of buggies
and the most diminutive tiger in London and Lord
Shrewsbury handling his perfect team, whilst a sprinkling
of “ pretty ladies” gave variety to the scene. The
Bayswater-cum-Balham ingredients, of which the crowd
in the Park is now composed, would have had something
worth looking at in the eighties !

The Princess of Wales used generally to drive through
in the evening, and whether from loyalty or snobbish-
ness there was always a waiting crowd to see her pass.

The piebalds which we always drove used to attract
a considerable amount of attention. They were a most
perfect match and appeared to possess the gift of eternal
youth—for- they actually took me to church on the
day of my wedding !

During the season father and mother always gave
a number of dinners. My father was an admirable
host, and epicures, I believe, considered his dinners
the best in London ; he and Lord Bath, I think it was,
competed amicably for the honour of having the best
chef. Certainly my father knew all about food and was
a gourmet rather than a gourmand.

Before he was engaged to mother he went to stay
at Easton and told her rather condescendingly that
she had very nearly got a first-class cook! All the
same I don’t believe mother ever ordered dinner when
father was at home, but he used to go daily to the
kitchen to interview the chef. He was extremely critical,
but his was not merely a destructive criticism, for he
knew what was wrong, and could say how a dish had
failed. I used often to go with him, and after listening



28 Memories and Base Details

regularly to long gastronomical conversations, can I
be blamed for being thoroughly greedy now ?

Apart from the excellence of the food at father’s
dinner parties, they were socially attractive, for he had
the knack of collecting the pleasantest people around
him. Without taking any active part in politics, he
gathered to his house not only men of letters and dis-
tinction, but the heads of both parties. His aloofness
from party controversy left him with a clearer vision,
and he was therefore able to discuss a question from
both points of view.

Watching the people arrive for dinner was one of
my greatest amusements. I was generally able to slip
out of bed undetected, but one evening I was discovered
by Lord Rowton, who, seeing me hanging over the
banisters, ran upstairs and carried me into the drawing-
room in my nightgown.

Lord Rowton was a frequent visitor. He 1s better
known, I suppose, as Montagu Corry, the intimate friend
and devoted private secretary of Disraeli, while to hun-
dreds of people to-day his name has been made familiar
by the ““ working man’s hotel.”

I wish I could say that I remember Lord Beaconsfield,
but I only know from hearsay that I sat on his knee,
and of that I have no recollection.

He was one of my father’s greatest friends, and he
and mother used always to dine with him in Downing
Street, on their return each year from Holyrood, when
father was Lord High Commissioner of the Church of
Scotland. This post he held under the Administration
of 1874 and again in 1848.

There is an amusing story about him being given
this post. Beaconsfield is supposed to have said :
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““ What shall we do with Rosslyn ?

““ Make him Master of the Buck-hounds,” was the
reply, ““like his father.”

““ No, he swears far too much for that,” said Dizzy.
“We will make him Commissioner of the Church of
Scotland.”

I do not know if this is a true story any more than the
other reason given for his appointment—*‘ that he wrote
pretty verses.” Anyway he made an excellent Com-
missioner, and I do not think he shocked the Ministers
or their sometimes starchy wives too much, although
there are innumerable stories of his trying to do so. On
one occasion a message came that Mrs. —— would be
unable to dine as she was in bed with a housemaid’s
knee, to which my father promptly and cheerily replied :
“ What the devil has she done with the rest of the house-
maid ? "’

All his stories were told with the most delightful
twinkle in his eyes, and no one seemed to mind them.
If they sometimes sailed rather near the wind, they were
never vulgar. Everyone listened to him with the
keenest delight, and even Queen Victoria used to enjoy
his jokes, which is saying a great deal! Only my mother
used to cry quite vainly from her end of the table:
“ Francis, Francis, remember the children are in the
room.”

My father always claimed to have been the first person
to discover Mrs. Langtry. I rather think he met her in
a studio, where she was sitting to some celebrated painter,
I fancy Millais, but am beautifully vague about the exact
details. He came home enthusing over her beauty
and invited some of the connoisseurs of the day to meet
her. She did not go down at all well, as she was suffering
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from a bad cold, and the Jersey Lily’s nose on this
auspicious occasion resembled a healthy peony in hue—
while her clothes—well, they were not quite so wonderful
as they afterwards became, and everyone laughed at my
father, thinking that this time, at any rate, he had made
an error in his usually perfect judgment. He remained,
however, serenely confident, anticipating the verdict
of posterity. And he was justified, for before very long
my father’s enthusiasm was shared by all London,
and Mrs. Langtry had triumphantly arrived. These
were the days when real beauty was deservedly ac-
claimed, and people stood on chairs in the Park to see the
celebrities pass by. Looking back at old photographs
it seems difficult to believe that any beauty could have
emerged triumphant clad in the monstrous garments
that were then in fashion. Hair scraped back, leg of
mutton sleeves, and voluminous skirts would have
deprived the majority of the pretty women of to-day of
any chance of success.

In 1878 my father went over to Spain to attend the
marriage of Alphonso the Twelfth to the Dona Mercedes
de Bourbon—the marriage which only lasted such a few
months—Mercedes dying on the 26th of June in the same
year. It was the most tragic ending of a genuine love
affair. The King wrote to father signing himself * votre
affligé Alphonso,” and an extract from a private letter
from Madrid describes the King’s grief :

“ The poor King remains leaning on her bed, and
calling on her name: °‘Mercedes! Mercedes mia!’
To the last her eyes were turned on the King.”

Apart from his racing and his wide circle of friends
father was intensely domestic, with a very deep vein
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of sentiment, as may be seen from his sonnets. His
verse, if slight, was full of that tenderness which ran
through his whole character. His sonnets were spon-
taneous. He would get an inspiration from the merest
every-day trifle, which would be instantly transcribed
on any half sheet, sometimes even on the back of a menu.

Inspiration used to come to him whilst he was
dressing, and I would often find him sitting by the open
window writing when I went to bid him ‘““ Good-morn-
ing.” He had written a sonnet to all his children, and
one day I told him I was very hurt because I was for-

gotten, so he promptly sat down and wrote this one :

BEDTIME.

¢¢’Tis bedtime ; say your hymn, and bid ‘ Good-night
God bless Mamma, Papa, and dear ones all ; ?
Your half-shut eyes beneath your eyelids fall,
Another minute you will shut them quite.
Yes, I will carry you, put out the light,
And tuck you up, although you are so tall !
‘What will you give me, Sleepy one, and call
My wages, if I settle you all right ? **
Ilaid her golden curls upon my arm,
I drew her little feet within my hand,
Her rosy palms were joined in trustful bliss,
Her heart next mine beat gently ; soft and warm,
She nestled to me, and, by Love’s command,
Paid me my precious wages—'‘ Baby’s Kiss.”

If his verses do not rank with those of the great
Poets, they rendered, as he says himself : ‘“ Many hours
of my past life happier and better.”” Almost the last
thing he wrote was the Jubilee Lyric, ““ Love that lasts
for ever.”” The Queen was delighted with it and com-
manded him to publish it, and she was supposed to have
preferred it to the Laureate’s tribute to the occasion.
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XXIV

A wayward realm,
Yet ruled in Love for the world’s gain ;
Thou guid’st the Helm
That brings our commerce o’er the main,
And makes us rich without a stain.

XXV

The Sisters Nine

Were all thy friends ; a willing guest
IFach one was thine,

In turn to checr, or give thee rest ;

Thy choice, they knew, was always best.

XXVI

And Science came
To meet thee, and enrich thy store
With Heaven-sent flame,
To burn—Ilike Vesta’s lamp—before
A sacred altar as of yore.

XXVII

Thy welcome gave
New impulse to her, and each day,
Like a freed slave,
She worked in Love such deeds, her ray
Shed light and truth around thy way.

XXVIII

No tongue can tell

Thy peaceful triumphs; mighty War
Has his as well ;

But Peace has greater, nobler far

Than the chained victims of his Car.

XXIX

Thy Jubilee
Is marked by Love ; ’tis all thine own,
And given to thee
By all—a sweet flower fully blown,
The grace and grandeur of thy Throne.
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and they thought it would have been much more to the
point if the invitation had been sent to my half-sister,
Blanchie. DBut all the same, after some confabulation,
Millie went, on the distinct understanding that she was
not to be treated as grown-up.

Evidently her visit was a success, as we were all
invited to spend the following Christmas with the
Sutherlands at Trentham. I shall never forget that
journey. The whole family, except father, who was
joining us from London, left Dysart at dawn ; and you
must remember that there was no Forth Bridge in those
days, only a wretched ferry boat to take us across the
Forth. The journey was a cross-country one—I forget
where we changed, but it must have been at least half a
dozen times—and I think it was midnight before we
reached Trentham, with Mamma reiterating most of the
time : “ Never, never will I come to Trentham again.”

Trentham was a huge place, Italian in style, with
beautiful grounds, but although later on in my life I spent
many happy days there, it was to my mind a most un-
desirable possession. The only other people I can re-
member staying there that Christmas were Sir Frederick
and Lady Marshall and their two daughters, now Mrs.
de Winton and Lady Hamilton of Dalziel. I had caught
a bad cold on the journey, so my Christmas Day was
spent in bed, but it was enlivened by a visit from the
Duke, who was delightful to me, and afterwards he spe-
cially sent me up a glass of champagne. I think this was
the first time I had ever tasted champagne, and I can
remember at once writing a letter to my old nurse and
telling her all about it. When I woke up in the morning
I found grapes and crackers beside my bed, and an
envelope ‘“ with the Duke’s love ”” written upon it.
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When at last I was allowed to come downstairs, I
went into the drawing-room and the Duke took me on
to his knee and told me to guess a great piece of news,
to which I replied with perfect sang-froid, “ I suppose
Daisy’s had another baby.” |

The real news was, of course, that Millic was engaged
to Lord Stafford. I wasn’t particularly interested,
though at the moment I queried as to whether she was
old enough to be engaged, and I remember secretly
wondering if my half-sister Blanchie wouldn’t be very
much annoyed at Millie, still in the schoolroom, being
married before she was. Anyhow, everyone else was
hugely excited about it all, especially as Millie was only
just sixteen, a fact that was not lost sight of, and I
believe she was made to go on doing lessons after she
was engaged. Even in those days, before the Northcliffe
Press was in being, the papers were full of the wonderful
romance of a Marquis and a schoolgirl !

There was a curious coincidence relating to the
houses from which my two sisters had been married,
7, Carlton Gardens, where Daisy’s wedding took place,
belonged to the Warwicks, whilst our house in Hamilton
Place, from which Millie was married, had belonged
to the Staffords and was full of Sutherland furniture
with the coat-of-arms.

Millie’s wedding was at St. Paul’'s, Knightsbridge,
and she had a huge retinue of bridesmaids, of whom
Sybil and I were two. We wore white frocks with
“Cherry Ripe” caps and long mittens, and carried
baskets of Parma violets, and it makes one smile now
to think that Millie went away clad in a green velvet
skirt with a crimson velvet bodice and bonnet, and was,
I assure you, in the height of fashion !
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After Millie’s wedding, life fell back into its normal
round. ‘There were few excitements beyong migrating,
according to the seasons, between Stamford, Dysart
and London.

We were kept very much in the background, parti-
cularly so in London. At luncheon we had to sit at
a separate table when people were there ; this, I suppose,
was really to prevent our hearing things we were not
meant to, but I sometimes think the old adage about
‘““little pitchers”” was proved in our case, and I rather
fancy we managed to hear anything that specially
interested us. I am sure it would have been very
good for us to have listened to some of the conversations,
as among the people who used to be there, were such
interesting Victorian notabilities as Alfred Montgomery,
the best-looking man of his day, Maria Marchioness
of Aylesbury, almost universally known as ‘“ Lady A,”
who went everywhere and knew everything. A quaint
figure with her bunches of obviously dyed side curls,
of whom it was said, in no unkind spirit, let it be owned,
that it was rare indeed for her to lunch or dine in her
own home; but she was always a welcome guest by
reason of her very worldly versatility.

Then there was Frederick Locker Lampson, the
poet, a very regular habitué of the house, and versatile
Lady Dorothy Nevill, that brilliant eighteenth-century
aristocrat who had known the great Duke of Welling-
ton, and could recall the famous Count d’Orsay, had
met Prince Louis Napoleon in the days of his exile,
and whose long and close friendship with Dizzy by no
means prevented her enjoving an intimate acquaintance
with Gladstone. As a matter of fact, she was the
friend and confidante of most of the celebrated men
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and women of her day, and the versatility of her mind
can be appreciated when one hears that her regular
Sunday luncheon parties included as her guests, amongst
others, King Edward, Samuel Wilberforce, Lord Justice
Cockburn, Richard Cobden, John Bright and Matthew
Arnold.

When we were in London we generally rode in the
mornings, but the fashionable time for riding in those
days was in the evenings, between tea and dinner. Then
everyone wore top-hats and very tightly fitting habits
with a little tail behind—a fashion, by the way, that
Mrs. Henry Molyneux still followed quite twenty years
later in Leicestershire. If father took us himself we
were sometimes allowed to go out in the evenings,
and on a few rare occasions Colonel Brocklehurst (the
late Lord Ranksborough) and ILord Ribblesdale were
allowed to chaperon us. Lord Ribblesdale always
dressed in the same picturesque fashion as he does
now, with his square hat and butterfly tie. How well
he looked on a horse, too !

Blanchie, of course, always rode at the fashionable
time! She was so much older than Sybil and myself
that we saw very little of her. I think we used to
watch her rather jealously when she was dressed for
a party, and she certainly had the knack of knowing
how to put on her clothes, and ¢ Society Papers” have
called her the best dressed woman in London, whilst
someone (I believe the late Sir Arthur Ellis) said of
her, ““ If she was undressed she’d still look overdressed ! ”’

Blanchie’s marriage to Lord Algernon Gordon-
Lennox, second son of the Duke of Richmond, which
took place two years later than Millie’s, made no differ-
ence to the rather even tenor of our way. It was a
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very quiet affair compared to the wedding of my other
two sisters, and took place at Easton at the end of
August, and my sister Sybil and I, with Lord March’s
two girls, Evelyn and Violet Gordon-Lennox, were the
only bridesmaids.

I had become rather blasé about being a bridesmaid,
always excepting the present, and the frock, incidental
to the occasion. I think I appreciated the latter most,
as one of the distinct disadvantages of being the youngest
of a family is having to wear one’s sister’s frocks cut
down, instead of having one’s clothes made for one !

* * * * * *

The following summer was Queen Victoria’s Jubilee,
and we had a house that year in St. James’s Square.
Father was Captain of the Gentlemen-at-Arms, and
as he had to attend all the functions at the Palace,
was really terribly hard worked.

We went, of course, to see the procession, and had
seats on the stand just outside Buckingham Palace,
It is dreadful to think that I have nearly forgotten all
about the Jubilee rejoicings, and I can only see a dream
picture of the little Queen, wonderfully dignified,
driving through the flag-bedecked streets thronged with
the thousands of people over whom she ruled. Her
popularity was then at its height.

The cream-coloured ponies that drew Queen Victoria’s
carriage I felt were intimate friends of mine, as Sir
George Maude, my uncle, was Master of the Horse;
and very often on Sundays when we were in London
we used to go round the Royal Mews and give them their
Sunday feed of carrots. '
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Going to see Uncle Maude at the Stud House, Hamp-
ton Court, was also one of our outings from London,
and I was there when the Queen’s stud of race-horses
was finally disposed of.

In spite of all the gaietv going on around, father
used to strike me vaguely as being not quite in his
usual spirits. He used to be so tired after some of
the functions were over, and I often used to find him
resting when I went to say ‘‘ Good-night’ to him ;
but no real premonition of the coming tragedy dawned
upon me.

We were all up at Dysart when the first sorrow
of my life came with overwhelming suddenness. Father
had been to Harrogate, and had gone south for a few
days to see his horses. Evelyn Fairfax was staying
with him, when a wire came from her to say that tather
had been taken seriously ill, and for mother to come
at once. I remember the hustle and bustle for her
to catch the train, and then the suspense of waiting
for news. In a day or two we also were sent for.

I shall never forget arriving at Stamford. There
was a thunderstorm brewing; the air was hot and
thick, with occasional growls of thunder and flashes
of lightning. An indescribably desolate feeling came
over me. It was as if the end of the world had come,
for to me my father was my world.

We were not allowed to see him. Over the house
hung a kind of hushed silence, and that dreadful atmo-
sphere of serious illness. Specialists from London came
to and fro, leaving us still in the throes of uncertainty
and mental suspense. Then one day father asked to
see me.

I was taken to his bedroom, and was standing by
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his bedside, when he suddenlv startled me by saying,
in a perfectly normal voice: ‘ You can ride White-
lock to-morrow.” I had not been allowed to ride my
own pony, Zulu, as he had reared over on the stud
groom. My father had evidently remembered this.
From that moment he seemed to rally; but it was
only rallying. For two years he suffered with that
fortitude and patience so characteristic of him.

Evelyn Fairfax stayed on with us for a time, and
she was a godsend to us children in those days, as she
took us out riding, and distracted our thoughts in a
hundred different ways. She was quite a character,
and known to everyone in Yorkshire. When she wasn’t
hunting she rode all day—even out to dinner, with
her evening frock in a little bag !

As father gradually gained strength the question of
a change arose, and from then on until he died, life
became a pilgrimage in search of health, never to be
granted to him.

Our first move was to Gunnersbury, lent us by the
Rothschilds, and we were there for a few weeks. Being
so near London it was within easy reach of doctors,
and all father’s friends used to come and see him. It
was while we were at Gunnersbury that father sold
his entire racing stud. He had what in those days
was a record sale, and the Prince of Wales drove down
to Gunnersbury to congratulate him personally. The
sale meant a complete break with the old life, and
must have caused father the most infinite sorrow—it
meant, too, that he must have realized that he was
doomed to remain a permanent invalid.

I think it was at the instigation of Moreton Frewen,
Lord Houghton (now Lord Crewe) and Frederick Locker
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Lampson that he began to rearrange and compile his
second book of sonnets, and this gave him some
occupation.

From Gunnersbury we drifted to the Solent and
took a house on the Hamble river, and the Prince of
Wales lent father his yacht Aline, on which we used
to sail most days, sometimes cruising round the island.
The sea, however rough, suited my father, so that
later he chartered the Miranda, a large steam yacht
which belonged to Sir George Lampson, and we started
off to spend the winter in the Mediterranean.

I think father was the only one of us who enjoyed
the passage through the Bay; unless one has been
through it in a yacht one has no conception of the
immense size of the waves. Our crossing was far from
smooth, and at every moment I expected the yacht
to be smashed up as the sea came crashing against the
bulwarks, so it was with great relief that we put into
Lisbon, an evil-smelling port !

The next point we touched was Gibraltar, where
we were entertained to a picnic by some of the garrison
staff, and explored the rock and its fortifications, which
were very interesting.

I shall never forget my sensations when I first saw
the ““ Rock ; ” it looms up so solitary and grand, guard-
ing that narrow passage of the seas, and it gives one
a fearful thrill to realize that it belongs to England. I
should hate to be there long, though, you do seem so
dreadfully out of everything. The world ‘“go down
to the sea in ships” and you are left there—just
watching.

From Gibraltar we toured the coast of Spain, cross-
ing later to Algiers and Tunis. I suppose I was really
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too young to appreciate all I saw, and I often wish now,
that I had inwardly stored a better recollection of every-
thing we did, instead of which I resented sight-seeing
when it savoured of knowledge to be acquired.

Looking back the whole of our time in Spain seems
to have been passed under a haze redolent of goat’s milk
and red mullet, which greeted us at every port.

The trip was entirely spoilt for me by my governess
being generally too ill to do lessons when we were under
weigh, and being made to make up for her lost time
when we were in harbour. All the same the story
that I made a heap of all my lesson books and threw
them overboard is quite untrue !

Sir Gerald Strickland was Governor of Malta at the
time, and we had rather fun there, and went to tea on
one of the battleships, where we made the acquaintance
of Mark Kerr.

Father’s health showed no permanent improvement.
He was better one day and worse the next. It must
have been dreadful for anyone whose body and mind
were as active as his, to be obliged to lie still all day.
His nature must have been stronger and finer than we
any of us knew, for him to have borne it as he did.

Always the naughty one of the family, my punish-
ments usually consisted of being shut up in my room
without anything to do. This led to disastrous results
once, for I found a pair of scissors and cut off all my
eyebrows and eyelashes. I hoped that this would
conduce to some more lively form of retribution in the
future. But it didn’t.

Once, when this special form of punishment had
been meted out to me, and all the others had gone ashore,
father rescued me from exilee. When I came on deck
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to see him, anticipating a scolding, he just begged me to
be good, because he said if I was shut up in my cabin,
he was equally punished by not seeing me. After
that I made a huge effort to avoid rows with my much
hated governess.

Dr. Charcot had seen father, and wanted him to be
under his care in order to try a new treatment ; so from
Marseilles we went to Paris and settled down there for a
few weeks. I much preferred being there, compared to
London ; the bustle of people coming and going to and
from the hotel was a change I thoroughly appreciated.
The Paris shops were far more attractive than the Lon-
don ones, and even at that age I discovered how very
much better dressed the French women were than the
English.

We saw a good deal of the Hirsch’s, the father and
mother of Lucien Hirsch, who used to race with my father.
Baron de Forest was then quite a little boy, and he
and his brother lived with them. No one ever quite
solved the relationship, but when Lucien died, Touti,
as he was called, became the Baron’s heir. The Hirsch’s
were very hospitable and kept open house in their
lovely ““ hétel,” and all the English and Americans used
to go there when they came to Paris. Among them I
can remember the famous Yznaga sisters, who included
the Duchess of Manchester and Lady Lister Kaye,
whilst of the English contingent, the most frequently
to be met there were Gwen Lowther, Lady Georgina
Curzon and her sister Lady Sarah Wilson.

But it was not only in Paris that the Baron was
well-known.  He entertained considerably at Bath
House, and invitations to shoot with him in Austria
were angled for with more brazenness than was always
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compatible with dignity! It was amusing to hear
the remarks made by some people who had not been
invited anent the more fortunate ones, and equally
amusing to hear the same people’s excuses for accepting
an invitation if it eventually came !

My uncle by marriage, Count Miinster, was at the
Embassy at that time. He was really a dear old man
and was always very kind to us. We had stayed with
him many times in the old days at the German Embassy
in London, when as children we came up for dentists
and doctors. I believe he was moved from London
as being too pro-English.

He had married my father’s sister, Lady Harriet St.
Clair, and never, I believe, really got over her death,
and her room at Dernebourg was left untouched with
her books and things about exactly as she had always
used 1t. She died long before I was born; in fact, I
think before my father was married. She must have
been a most remarkable woman, having lived at leasta
generation before her time. She shot—a thing un-
heard of in those days for a woman to do—she was a
good horsewoman, a really clever artist, and she cer-
tainly possessed the courage of a lion. When there
was an outbreak of smallpox among the colliers at
Dysart she went down and nursed them herself; and
when she had her fatal accident she held her own leg,
and refused to have an anasthetic while it was “fired.”
She was a most excellent cook too, and her book ‘‘ Dainty
Dishes ”’ is still one of the best cookery books going.

There is a story about my aunt that when she was
going to be married, the wedding was to take place in
the drawing-room at Dysart, and when they told her
everyone was waiting, she refused to move until she had
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finished turning the heel of a sock that she was
knitting !

There is a window in Rosslyn Chapel to her memory,
but during the war the brass plate with the Miinster
name was left unpolished—so bitter were people’s feel-
ings at that time, there was a fear that a tourist seeing
the German name might damage the window.

Count Miinster’s son by his first wife, Zander, like his
father, was going to marry an Englishwoman, and was
engaged to Lady Muriel Hay, and as they were both in
Paris at that time we saw a good deal of them.

Prince Henry of Pless, who was one of the secretaries
at the German Embassy, was very good about lending
us his horses, which Sybil and I rode every morning in
the Bois. He generally used to come with us, and I
think there was some idea that he might marry Sybil,
who was just grown up ; but this did not happen, and
the following year his marriage to Miss Cornwallis West
was one of the season’s sensations. I confess I had
not looked forward to him as a brother-in-law.

I was very sorry when we eventually left Paris, but
father was getting restless, and though fairly well, he
did not seem to be making the headway that was
expected under the Charcot treatment. So we once
more made tracks for England. Sybil was to ‘ come
out,” and I was to be banished to Dysart to settle down
to regular lessons.

My brother Harry’s wedding to Miss Vyner made an
excuse for me td emerge from exile, in order that I might
take my part as a bridesmaid. I think that Harry’s
marriage was in some ways a disappointment to my
family. He was only twenty-one, and had just gone
into the Blues, and as the Colonel refused to have married

4
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subalterns in the regiment, it meant an abrupt termina-
tion of his military career. His future mother-in-law,
Mrs. Vyner, was one of the most fascinating women I
have ever met ; and I've always been told that she and
Mrs. Sloane-Stanley had more successes than any other
women, but neither of them ever made an enemy—a
record to envy. Their charm did not lie in good looks,
but in their personality, and they both had one point
in common—a charming voice.

I heard a lot about Mrs. Sloane-Stanley later when I
went to Leicestershire. She was immensely attractive,
and all the men, young and old, at Melton were in love
with her; but so well did she manage her love affairs
that each thought himself the only favoured one.

* * * * * *

Almost immediately after Harry’s wedding, father
expressed a wish to go back to Dysart. He had bought
a yacht and was by way of going up by sea; but he
was taken much worse suddenly, so this was not prac-
ticable, and he was hurried North by train. I think he
must have had some sort of premonition of his death
and wanted to be at home, for during his two years of
illness he had expressed no desire to go to Dysart.

I had gone with Millie to their shooting lodge at
Stack, in Sutherland, and I was still there when we were
wired for to come back at once. I can remember %0
well that forty-mile drive to Lairg Station, miserable
with anxiety about my father, wondering if we should
be in time, dreading and hardly daring to imagine the
future without him, and haunted by the fear that I
might never see him alive again.

We had the most marvellous weather during that
first week of September, and I can see myself sitting
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crouched on the sill by the open window in mother’s
boudoir, which had been turned into a bedroom for
father, looking out towards the sea, and listening to
those last gasps for breath. Then came the end, the
last drawn out sigh, and the horrible silence that followed,
when the truth dawned on me that we should never
again see the twinkling smile, or hear his cheery voice.

The funeral was at Rosslyn Chapel. No more
beautiful spot can be imagined as a last resting-place.
It stands, a gem, the most perfect piece of Gothic
architecture in Scotland, overlooking Hawthorn Den,
and under the shadow of the ruins of the Castle. The
““ Pocket Cathedral” as the chapel has been called, was
built in 1446, and was restored by my father—an abiding
memorial to his memory.

My father’s ancestors were for many generations
buried in the chapel in their armour without any coffin :

Each baron for a sable shroud
Sheathed in his iron panoply.

The soil is so dry that bodies have been found in
perfect condition more than eighty years after they
were interred. In some old family memoirs we read
that “ the late Baron Rosslyn was the first who was
buried in a coffin, contrary to the sentiments of James
the Seventh, who was then in Scotland, and of several
other persons well versed in antiquity, and to whom
my mother would not hearken, thinking it beggarly to
be buried in that manner.”

The grave of the founder of the family, William St.
Clair, is marked by a sculptured stone representing the
knight trampling two dogs. The story connected with
the stone is that in a hasty moment St. Clair staked his

4*
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head in a wager with the King that the dogs would pull
down a certain stag before it reached the March burn ;
but the dogs only barely succeeded in accomplishing
the feat, so they were sacrificed in this way that their
master might not be led to risk his life a second time on
such a venture.

The legend of the “ prentice pillar ’ is too well known
to need relating, but, as a child, I was never tired of
slipping in amongst the tourists and hearing the old
verger repeating it, to each successive party, in the most
parrot-like fashion. I used to hope he would alter his
phraseology, but it was always the same story, told in
the same words, and in the same monotonous voice.

Attached to the chapel is a queer legend immortalized
by Sir Walter Scott in ‘ Rosabelle,” telling of the red
light that is supposed to glow through the windows of
the chapel when a St. Clair dies. This is said to have
been verified the night father died, and again years later
when my brother and sister died. Whether this is
imagination or coincidence I cannot say.

* * * * * *

I remember those days after father’s death so well,
and it seemed to me that the world had come to an
abrupt end. Nothing seemed very much to matter,
and I heard without any enthusiasm that mother con-
templated taking Sybil and me to winter abroad. It was
thought that a complete change would be good for
mother, and as my brother Fitzroy was going to South
Africa we went with him as far as Madeira.

I had travelled so much already for my age that
there was no novelty about it ; and I should have pre-
ferred staying at Stamford.
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We had an abominably rough passage through the
Bay ; though it is a very different thing in a liner than in
a medium-sized yacht, I was all the same very glad to
arrive at Funchal. The bullock-carts I found amusing ;
being carried about in a hammock was much nicer than
going for a constitutional, and it used to be great fun
going up the hills in this lazy fashion and then toboggan-
ing home down the cobbled streets.

The climate was wonderful and the wvegetation
superb, with wisteria and bougainvillia growing like a
weed all over the houses. In those days, I suppose,
Madeira was very different from what it is now, and at
that time there were only a few houses and not more
than one hotel. The hotel was crowded with invalids,
which was very depressing, and every week an empty
chair would be seen ; this meant that its occupant was
too ill to come out, and the next you heard of was a death.

As a race the Portuguese are not attractive, and
their language, which I picked up out there, seemed a
mixture of bad Italian and Spanish. Languages was
one of the few subjects I did not jib at during lessons.
I suppose I inherited this gift from my father. Many of
the poems in his book were translations, and there seemed
no language that he had not been able to transcribe
with ease into English.

Life at Madeira was already beginning to pall when
we started home. It was returning to Stamford that
made one feel anew the immense gap that father’s death
had made, and the sense of loss which has always clung
to me throughout the vicissitudes of my life. There
was no one to rush to meet, as I used to do, when he came
home ; no one to hang over as I watched him finish a
sonnet.
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I think that mother, too, felt life unbearable at
Stamford without father. She decided that in future our
life would be spent more in London, and she also hoped
to get a little house at Rosslyn with the object of being
near the chapel.

Harry was to live at Stamford and his horses were
already in the paddocks. He had started his racing
on very different lines from those followed by my
father. The gambling instinct was strong in him and
wise people shook their heads; whilst others wondered
if he would stop in time. Alas! the good things in life
had come to him too young and in unexpected quantity ;
and if you have the gambling fever in your blood it is a
disease that is almost incurable.

He started with phenomenal luck, but it seems that
this was the worst thing that could have happened to
him, as he was afterwards buoyed up with the conviction
that his bad luck was only temporary. The inevitable
crash came only two years after he had succeeded, and I
think the ““last straw” was when Buccaneer failed to
win the Manchester Cup.

The love of gambling, imbued by some dead ancestor,
lurked around me too; and my first bet at the age of
fourteen was on Father O’Flynn when he won the Grand
National. Roddy Owen, who rode him, used to
go with his mother regularly to church and sat in the
pew behind us at St. Michael’s, Chester Square. I had
met him first staying with Millie, and we renewed our
friendship over a hymn book which he gave me, and
into which many a surreptitious note was slipped !
(What a horribly precocious child I must have been.)

Poor Roddy! He had got into deep water and he
came to see me one day to say good-bye. He was, he
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said, determined to win the National and then to leave
the country, and he told me to be sure and back Father
O’Flynn. As he started at 40 to 1 I commenced my
betting career fairly successfully.

Sybil’s engagement to Tony Westmorland was at
last announced. They had, of course, known each other
for years—since the days we had all played together
at Apethorpe; but the question of marriage had met with
stern opposition on both sides, for financial reasons.
The opposition had, through circumstances, broken down.
Sybil was nearly twenty-one, and the death of Tony’s
father had made him his own master. It seemed, there-
fore, better to accept the inevitable with good grace and
they were married from Millie’s house in Berkeley Square.
Our own house was let and we were spending the summer
at Combe.

Sybil’'s love for Apethorpe was one of her strongest
affections, and when the place had to be sold it really
broke up her life. Few people had a brighter personality
than Sybil, and no one had more loyal friends. She was
one of those rare individuals who are forgiven every-
thing for the sake of a charm that is peculiarly their own.

Combe saw the arrival of a French governess for me.
As she had been with Mouche Duncombe, who was dread-
fully clever and going to Girton, it appeared rather a
doubtful proposition from my point of view ; but the
change of nationality was welcome !

I started her off well and put her thoroughly through
her paces. I took her out in my pony cart and drove
her straight across country, shaving gate-posts and
generally giving her a mauvais quart d heure. Mlle.
Schott never turned a hair, and we became fast friends
and are to this day, whilst my opinion of the French
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race rose to a height from which it has never dropped.
Yet Mlle. Schott never inspired me with the desire to
follow in the footsteps of Mouche Duncombe and go to
Girton, and in spite of her good influence I was still
rather an enfant terrible, and my betting transactions
continued, mostly in shillings and half-crowns, and were
carried on surreptitiously with the butler. I used to
find the evening paper with the starting prices tucked
under my pillow when I went to bed. I think I knew
more about form than fractions !

Lord Bradford won the Derby that year with Sir
Hugo. He had come down to Combe as he often did to
luncheon, and the conversation turned a good deal on
racing and on the Derby in particular. Both my brothers
were there, and they laughed when Lord Bradford said
that Sir Hugo had a good chance of winning. La Fléche
that year seemed such a certainty—but I was tempted
by the long odds and it was then my turn to laugh!

I remember, too, how once when the Prince of Wales
came to dinner, I knew Mamma had taken a great deal
of trouble about the dinner and the wine and had got
out some very good Perrier Jouet. When I saw the
Prince refusing the champagne I called out to him :

“ Do drink it, Sir, it’s Mamma's best P.]. '74, specially
got out for you.”

King Edward rose to the occasion and followed my
advice. '

* * * * * *

After Sybil’s marriage, mother and I went to live
at Rose Bank, the little house she had taken near Roslin
Chapel, and I hated this period of my life more than any
I can remember.



King Edward, 1895.
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Certainly Dysart was not far off, and I went over
there a good deal, but I seemed to miss father more
every day.

On one occasion when I went over to spend a day or
two at Dysart, Harry, Fitzroy, and I went out hunting.
It was an amusing episode and worthy of a Punch artist
being present.

H. had a pack of harriers—which he took round
Fife, but whether he ever caught a hare is extremely
doubtful. The stud consisted of three old crocks who
had seen better days. One of them, Oakstick by name,
had been well known in Leicestershire and he was to be
my mount ; as he was 16-3, I took some hoisting into
the saddle, and as neither Harry nor Fitzroy were experts,
I remained poised half way for some time before finally
reaching my destination!

The meet was just outside Dunfermline and we went
by special train. On the journey Fitzroy, immaculately
dressed in pink, white apron complete, but his spurs in
his hand, was asked by Harry why these were not already
adjusted, to which Fitzroy blandly replied that no
gentleman put his spurs on until he arrived at the meet.
Of course it ended in my having to put them on for him !

The procession started through the town, and I
wondered why Harry persisted in wandering through so
many side streets, until I discovered he was looking for
a plate glass window in which he could see himself and
his hounds reflected! By the time the window was
reached the hounds had vanished, and were only found
after some difficulty, regaling themselves in the various
butchers’ shops in the town. Sport was nil and a hunt
after the only hare in the vicinity came to an abrupt
termination with the arrival of the luncheon cart.



IT

I SUPPOSE my coming out really dates from a
cotillon given by Lady Kilmorey at the “ Savoy,”
although in those days coming out meant curtseying
to the Queen, and before that event one was definitely
and irrevocably in the schoolroom. My début might
have been hastened had I agreed to finishing my educa-
tion in Germany ; but having escaped from German
governesses I had no desire to see their country or
eat their food. At the last moment, though the cab
to take me to the station was actually at the door, I
jibbed, finally and firmly ; so my boxes were unloaded
and as an alternative I was kept for another six months
in the schoolroom in Scotland.
But to return to the cotillon. Blanchie took me.
It was quite small and a “ married woman’s’ ball,
which meant that very few girls were asked. Gerald
Paget led it—I can’t remember who with, but I can
distinctly recollect one figure, a Noah’s Ark with pairs
of all the animals that Noah had ever seen—and more
besides! The man had to find the woman with the
corresponding animal ; an enormous number of animals
came my way and I was introduced to so many people
that evening that my brain positively reeled.
The Drawing-room was a week later. I had alovely
white frock made by Mrs. Mason. She was ‘it ” in the
58
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dressmaker line; all her models came direct from Jean
Worth, and everyone who had any pretension to
dressing well in those days bought their frocks from her.
She was a most perfect old lady and might have been a
duchess instead of a dressmaker. She lived in Old
Burlington Street and always wore a black cashmere or
taffeta frock herself, with a folded white fichu. She it
was who revived the “ picture gown,” and she took
her models for these from Romney and Gainsborough.
Her prices were supposed to be exorbitant, but com-
pared to those of to-day they were almost insignificant !

I was terrified of tumbling over my train, and I
didn’t like the feathers in my hair at all. We had the
entrée, so there was none of that waiting about incidental
to most Drawing-rooms. I had been -carefully in-
structed to kiss the Queen’s hand, and that she would
kiss my cheek, but when it came to the point I quite
forgot all my instructions and I kissed %er on both
cheeks. I realized too late what I had done, and felt
distinctly foolish, but the Queen didn’t seem to mind a
bit. The Prince of Wales, who saw my dilemma, of
course chaffed me about it, which added to my discom-
fiture ; but I went on bobbing to the other Royalties
until I suddenly found my train flung over my arm by
a gentleman-in-waiting, and I was out of the room.

It was all over so quickly that it seemed a fearful
waste of time to have dressed up for those few minutes.

After that I was properly launched into the vortex
of the London season, and the days were filled up with
the usual entertainments and other events which were
crowded in between Easter and Goodwood. 1 went, of
course, to Ascot, and enjoyed this almost more than any
other part of the summer. Having been brought up in
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an atmosphere of racehorses, it was only natural that I
should enjoy racing.

Lord Coventry was Master of the Buckhounds that
year, and the Royal procession driving up the course on
Cup Day was a lovely sight, but the procession was even
more picturesque when Lord Ribblesdale was in office—
his own appearance in the green coat giving an additional
‘““ old-world "’ touch.

After the races I rode in Windsor Park, on a big
black charger belonging to Lord Tullibardine. Queen
Anne’s ride was the most fashionable rendezvous, and
it was certainly a pleasanter place for seeing your friends
than the crowded enclosure.

I had enjoyed myself so much at the Kilmoreys’
dance that I had expected to do the same wherever I
went, and at first I wanted to go to every lighted candle;
but I soon found out that there were balls and balls,
and that what were known as the ‘‘ married women’s
balls”’ were the only amusing ones, and in a very few
weeks I became amazingly discriminating before ac-
cepting invitations! Balls began much later in those
days, and I found staying up trying to keep awake a
most tedious performance, which took the gilt off the
ginger-bread of the evening. Mamma had a great idea
that an hour or two’s sleep beforehand made one fresher,
but I found that when I indulged in a siesta I had no
inclination to get up, so that I very often used to turn
over and go to sleep again and not go to the ball at all.
I suppose I did not care enough about dancing, but the
ordinary London ball-room is so small that the crowd
would have spoilt it for even the enthusiasts. There
were, of course, exceptions—Devonshire House, Stafford
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House and Grosvenor House were the houses par excel-
lence, and where one could not complain of a crush,
however many people were there.

As I look back on that first season, there seems to me
so very little of any importance to remember. I had
looked forward to coming out so much that when it
actually happened it fell rather flat. There was no
such thing as liberty for a girl in those days, and I could
not even walk across the street without my maid, though
I never discovered what could have happened to me
if I had done so in broad daylight. On the whole, I
do not think I was really sorry when the season came to
an end, and I went down to Easton to stay with Daisy
for a fortnight, which included two week-end parties
and a cricket week. Out of the big party there, I can
remember Lord Houghton* who, of course, I had known
as a child, and Prince Pless—he had grown fat and podgy
since the days when I rode his horses in Paris, and the
Asquiths—Margot impressive and generally hatless,
but full of life and importance.

I was sorry for Daisy P., she was so young and so
pretty that I was sure she could not have much in common
with her German husband, and some years afterwards
she told me how much she had suffered in her early
married life. Before her first baby was born, *“ Hans
Heinrich ” used to drive her on his coach at breakneck
speed down the very steep hill outside Baggrave, on
purpose to frighten her. Isn’t that typical of the German
mentality 2,

From Easton I went on to Cowes to stay with
Blanchie, who had taken Egypt House for the summer.

* Marquis of Crewe.
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The Kaiser had come over to Cowes that year, and
his presence was responsible for an unusually gay
week.

The races between the Kaiser’'s Meteor and the
Prince of Wales’s Britannia aroused, of course, much
interest. Herky Langrishe and Philip Perceval were
respectively in charge of them. Herky Langrishe was
the wildest Irishman, up to all sorts of mad pranks, and
he talked with a brogue so marked that I suspected
it to be assumed. He was very good-looking in those
days, and I should think, like the proverbial sailor,
he had ““ a wife in every port.” I was very lucky and
got a good deal of racing one way and another, and
I went out on both the Britannia and the Meteor. The
Kaiser was on board his boat the day I sailed on her,
and the party included Lady Ormonde and Lady Lon-
donderry.

There is no gainsaying the glamour which was attached
to the Kaiser in those days, and I confess that I was
certainly one of those who fell under the charm of his
personality. He was so wide-awake and interested in
everything ; he was delightful to me, put me at my
ease at once, and gave me the comforting feeling that
he enjoyed talking to me. That gift of concentrating
on the person he was talking to was shared with the
Prince of Wales, and it was perhaps part of the secret
why both were so popular. As I look back now, it seems
to me as if there may have been a little jealousy between
them, and I believe more fuss was made of the Kaiser
at this time than of our own Prince. There was a certain
picturesqueness about him, and though he did not strike
one as catering for popularity, he had a well-managed
press. Oddly enough, after this time at Cowes, I did
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not see the Kaiser again until I met him at a party the
Londesboroughs gave at St. Dunstans, on his last visit
to this country, and then I wondered if this could be the
same man. He wore an ill-fitting grey suit, and seemed
to have shrunk into an uninteresting old man with no
sign of the War Lord about him. The withered arm,
which I had never noticed before, seemed glaringly ap-
parent. That he still remained a dominant figure in the
minds of his own people may mean that he has some
virtue ; or is it a proof of German sentimentality, for
Mark Twain avers that no matter how cracked a voice
may become with age, a once-famous singer still remains
a hero in the eyes of the faithful German public.

I saw a great deal of Lord Dunraven at Cowes, and
of his two daughters, who were both charming, Rachel,
now dead, and Eileen, who is now Lady Ardee and as
delightful as ever. We used to sail together in the
smaller boats, besides amusing ourselves in many
other ways. For Cowes week was a small edition of the
London season and the Squadron Gardens were the
scene of many revels.

- From Cowes I went up to Scotland to Dunrobin and
stayed with Millie. Dunrobin during the autumn was
more like an hotel to which everybody came and went,
with the result that the most incongruous parties would
often be assembled there. Millie’s interests were wide.
She took life and things probably more seriously than
other people, and while thoroughly appreciative of all
the good things of life, she had an almost overwhelming
sense of responsibility. She took a very real interest
in the crofters in Sutherland and in the potteries in
Staffordshire, whilst the silk industry at Leek was most
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successfully revived by her. She allowed everyone to
propose themselves to Dunrobin, and was most in-
discriminate in her invitations, so it would be no un-
common thing to find a Cabinet Minister, a poet, a parson
and a social reformer sitting down to dinner together
in perfect harmony.

I remember Lord Rosebery up there that year,
particularly because I wanted him to write his name
in my Visitors’ Book before he left. But instead of
doing this he made Mr. Reggie Brett do it for him, as
for some reason or other he strongly objected to giving
his autograph. I was very angry when I discovered
this forgery, too late to get it remedied, as he had left
by the morning mail, but I made him sign it at a later
date, even then under protest !

I have never seen anyone so spoilt as Lord Rosebery
at Dunrobin. Everyone was kept waiting about until
he had made up his mind if he wanted to go stalking or
not, and by that time it was generally too late for any-
body else to go out. I believe when he did go out he
shot a stag under the recognized weight, but this
mistake of his was officially concealed.

In the evenings we used to play the race game,and
there was one horse we called Cicero, and if this horse
did not win, Lord Rosebery was almost peevish, as he
thought it was a bad omen for his chances for the St.
Leger ! :

Roddy Owen, home for a few weeks from East Africa,
was one of those who had found their way North that
year. I had not seen him since he had said good-bye
to me just before winning the National. The childish
romance attached to Roddy had vanished, but he still
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retained the hard, clean-looking appearance that had
seemed to me at that romantic age so attractive.

Of all the people I had met I liked Lord Hardwicke—
then Lord Royston—better than anyone. ‘‘ Tommy
Dodd,” as he was nicknamed, was one in many thou-
sands. He possessed good looks, which even a smashed
nose, the result of a fall steeplechasing, did not spoil,
and a nature as near perfection as could be found in a
mortal.

When he gave up steeplechasing, he settled down to
politics and became rather inaccessible. He lived with
his mother in York Terrace, and though inundated with
invitations he much preferred dining with her at home.
LLady Hardwicke was very sweet to me, and I was
always sure of a welcome from both of them.

October 1st, 1894.
Shooting party at Houghton.

How one hates to see these bald figures and dates in
black and white, and one realizes suddenly that half
the people one is writing about are dead, not killed in
the war—just dead. Lord Grey de Wilton, my host,
is one of these. He rented Houghton from Lord
Cholmondeley, and as one of the gay bachelors of the
day, his parties were very amusing, and he generally had
his sister, Lady Bettine Taylor, to do hostess. She,
Daisy and I were, I think, the only women there that
week. The Houghton shooting is proverbially good,
and all Lord Grey’s guests were really first-class shots.
Tom Kennard, the big-game shooter, Evan Charteris
and Buck Barclay were amongst them that week.

As the Prince of Wales was going to Easton on his

5
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way to Newmarket, Daisy had to hurry back there
before the end of the week, and I went with her.

With the Prince came Sir Donald Mackenzie Wallace,
M. de Soveral, the Portuguese Minister—I suppose no
foreigner has ever been so popular in this country—
Henry Chaplin and the late Lord and Lady Cork; the
latter, a most interesting old lady of the old school, was
always very nice to me, and used to ask me to tea with
her in London.

Daisy and I drove down to the station on her coach
to meet the party. D. was a very good whip, and I
believe it was Lord Charlie Beresford who originally
taught her to drive. She always had a beautiful team,
and her love of animals was one of her marked charac-
teristics. The best of horses filled the stables at Easton
and Warwick, but she did not confine her attention nor
her affections to horses, for almost every breed of dog
was represented in her house. Now I believe she has a
collection of monkeys almost as varied as those at the
Zoo, and the question of their diet plays a most important
part amongst the household arrangements !

The Prince of Wales was a most easy guest to enter-
tain, one of his many charms being his interest in every-
thing and everybody. Whether the strictress of his
upbringing had anything to do with it I don’t know,
but I should think few people had more joie de vivre.
He enjoyed himself with the infectious gaiety of a school-
boy. That indefinable, but undeniable, gift of youth
remained with him all his life, yet no man took up his
responsibilities more definitely when they came to him.

I persuaded Brookie and Willie Lowe to take me to
see the Cambridgeshire run. It was quite an easy
journey from Easton, as the train used always to stop at
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Elsenham Station to pick up a very large contingent of
the Gilbey family. Old Sir Walter Gilbey looked just as
if he had stepped out of an old sporting picture, in his
funny, snuff-coloured clothes, most quaintly cut. This
was my first visit to Newmarket. The attendance in
those days consisted of a more or less family party of
the racing set, everyone in the plainest of tailor-mades—
very different from now, when thestand is full of a rather
overdressed medley of females.

The late Duchess of Devonshire, Lady Cadogan and
Lady Londonderry, with a few of their particular friends,
occupied a corner of the stand nearest the paddock
(Cadogan Place, I think it was called), and gave cold
looks to intruders who dared to trespass.

Newmarket is the Mecca of the racing world, and is
the most pleasant spot : that is, if you care about racing.
The visitor from London does not know its joys, for
besides the day’s racing there is the morning work of
the horses to watch, and riding over the almost bound-
less heath in the evening is yet another of its charms
for habitués. Later, I used to go regularly to New-
market, staying either with Lord Durham at Exning,
or with Sir Charles Rose, and I remember being nearly
knocked down one morning by Cyllene when he was
doing a gallop on the heath!

As I look back now I realize what a tremendous
difference it made having so many sisters, not only to
take me out in London, but to stay with in the country ;
what with Easton, Warwick, Trentham and Dunrobin,
the year was nearly filled up. I have the happiest
recollections of all of them, but particularly of Trentham
and Warwick, as here I hunted, which was the thing
of all others that I loved.

5*
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My brother-in-law, Strath, was Master of the North
Staffordshire Hounds. Before they succeeded he and
Millie used to hunt from a little house at Market Dray-
ton, and their return to Trentham had been joyfully
welcomed after the régime of the ‘“ Mrs. Blair Duchess.”
The late Duke had married Mrs. Blair immediately
on the death of the Duchess, Strath’s mother, and this
had caused a complete breach with his family. I never
saw Mrs. Blair, but it is a matter of history that she
spent some weeks in prison, for throwing a document
in the fire in the very face of the lawyer.

The North Stafford was a rather rough country, but
with a very jolly bit round Market Drayton, and on the
other side it adjoined the Meynell. We used to hunt
on Tuesdays with the Cheshire, where there was a more
amusing field but also a very rough crowd from Man-
chester.

Mr. Corbet, the Master, was a dear old man, and he
hunted the hounds himself. We used sometimes to go
over to Adderley, where they lived, for a meet on the far
side. Mrs. Corbet, an austere old lady (she is still alive),
was very different from her husband, but they had a
mutual adoration for their son Bertie—who became one
of my best friends and one of my most constant partners.

It was in Cheshire that the wonderful Empress of
Austria, piloted by Bay Middleton, did most of her
hunting.

Besides the hunt horses which I had to ride, I had
one horse of my own. He came from Ralph Sneyd with
a big reputation as a timber jumper. He had, however,
a very hard mouth, and was not altogether the horse
you would have chosen for a beginner, and I had to
ride him in a segunder bridle ; but he was a marvellous
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hunter and never gave me a fall. The first day I rode
him in an ordinary double bridle, and from start to finish
he took me just where he liked. Luckily hounds ran
without a check, and I think we were first into the field
just as they had bowled their fox over in the open. Here
Royalist stopped dead, which was lucky, as I should have
been soundly abused by Mr. Corbet if I had galloped
into the middle of the hounds. He was a dear old horse,
and years after, when he had broken down and was
turned out, he used to jump over the gate of his paddock
every Sunday morning and come into the stable-yard
for his carrots.

As bad luck would have it, my first winter’s hunting
was hopelessly curtailed by frost, which lasted for endless
weeks, and skating and tobogganing were a very poor
substitute.

At Trentham there was always a big schoolroom and
nursery party, for besides Millie’s own children, the
Chaplins practically lived there; their mother, Lady
Florence, Strath’s sister, had died when her youngest
child was born. Not only did the children make their
home with Millie and Strath, but their father, Harry
Chaplin, also had his own rooms at Stafford House, and
used to hunt from Trentham. In spite of his great
weight, he still went well, and from all accounts he must
have been a wonderful man across country in his younger
days. He had that rare gift of galloping a horse. Some-
one had said any fool can jump fences, but that getting
over the ground between them is the test of horseman-
ship. How true—particularly on the Leicestershire
ridge and furrow. The sensation of floundering over
the fields is so often attributed to a faulty action on the
horse’s part, but it is more often the rider’s. Even then
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the Squire of Blankney used to go as well as anyone,
and I have never seen anyone enjoy it more—I am never
quite sure if he enjoyed his food or his hunting most !
Besides giving me my first lessons in hunting, he en-
couraged my already prematurely developed taste for
the good things of the table. As Milly and Strath were
both rather indifferent as to what they ate, the kitchen
arrangements generally devolved on Harry Chaplin ;
he was consequently a most useful lodger !

Restaurants were very little frequented, and, in fact,
hardly existed in those days. The ‘ Amphytrion” in
Albemarle Street was one of the first to be fashionable.
It was not a long-lived venture, but it was patronized
by the gourmets of London, and here at two o’clock
you might be sure to find the Blankney Squire, dis-
cussing the latest dish with Emile, the presiding genius.
Amongst the other habitués of this select and expensive
rendezvous may be mentioned Monsieur de Soveral,
Lord de Grey, and Major Wynne-Finch. Later Willis’s
rooms were reopened under the auspices of Algy Bourke
and Edouard became an almost historical personage.
Willie Lowe used to have a table reserved for him every
day, with covers laid for twelve people. One day he,
and I think Austin Mackenzie, were lunching together,
when Willie thought he would ask for his bill. I bélieve

it came to £1,200, but Edouard was quite pleased to
accept half !

* * * * * *

The New Year still saw me at Trentham. The
Willie Grenfells*, Cardrossest and Major Wynne-Finch
(supposed to be one of the best looking men of his day)

* Lord and Lady Desborough. t Lord and Lady Buchan.
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were all staying there. I remember being enormously
impressed by the vast amount of letters which Ettie
Grenfell wrote every day. I suppose this is one of the
secrets of her having more friends than anyone else ;
though, after all, it is only a very small factor, for her
other qualities alone would make her what she is—the
most popular woman !

Who does not like getting letters !-—but how very
few people are ready to gratify their friends’ likes in
this direction! I think to write a daily letter is far
easier than an occasional budget. King Edward was,
I believe, a wonderful correspondent; but how few
people have been taught, or have the gift of writing
interesting letters ! Those that had it certainly belonged
to the Victorian era, or earlier, and in these days it is
as rare as the blue bird.

Later Ettie was immensely good to me. Her
apparently boundless capacity for showing sympathy
1s never tinged with pity !

A local ball and the bicycle craze added to our dis-
tractions while the frost still continued. The bicycle
craze was just beginning and I have got some old photo-
graphs of some of the party practising round the
Ttalian Gardens; one of Millie in a voluminous skirt,
being held up by a footman. How funny to look back
on that bicycling craze, and how universal it became !
Everyone had their bicycle painted a different colour ;
bicycle stables were built and bicycles became a part
of everyonels luggage. There were bicycle parties for
breakfast in Battersea Park—bicycle parties by moon-
light, to say nothing of trick bicycling. I wonder if
bicycling was a prelude to rather more reasonable clothes
being worn in the country ?
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The event of the winter of 1895 was the big fancy
dress ball at Warwick which Daisy was giving as a sort
of house-warming. She was having the most enormous
party—enormous even for Warwick—which was saying a
good deal. Daisy herself looked too lovely as a Marie
Antoinette, Féo Sturt was gorgeous beyond words as
Madame de Maintenon ; Daisy Pless with at least three
tiaras on her head and her sister, Sheila Cornwallis West,
a complete contrast to the other’s fairness, were some
of the people there. The men’s clothes were, if possible,
even more gorgeous than the women’s. Humphrey
Sturt made a marvellous Abbé; the Neville brothers,
Dick and Lord Bill, were splendid in brocades ; Count
Deym, the Austrian Ambassador, was picturesque and
stately ; Lord Lonsdale, thorough in everything he
undertakes, had completely disguised himself by plas-
tering down his side whiskers, and it must have taken
some tons of grease paint to remove them, judging by
the remains which I found left in the bathroom next
morning.

Of course everybody for miles round brought parties,
and no more perfect spot for such an entertainment
could have been found. The snow was on the ground,
and as one stood in the old hall, with its coats of arms
and the men in armour, looking out across the river,
the countryside decked in its glistening white mantle,
the rich colours and fantastic costumes of the guests
seemed enhanced by the romantic setting. It was a
picture that no one who saw it was ever likely to forget.

In spite of the frost Millie and I went on to Leicester-
shire to stay with Doods Naylor for the Melton Ball.

My palpitating excitement over my first visit to
Melton can be surely understood. I had been nurtured
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on tales of Melton—had not Whyte Melville been a
childish hero, ‘“ Big Brock ”’* an ideal, by which one
gauged other men—had I not heard of the wonders of
the Skeffington Vale and listened to the stories of the
great ‘ Chicken Hartopp ™’ and of the * wicked Earl.”’t
Hadn’t my imagination been stirred by the picture of
Lord Waterford jumping his horse over a five-barred
gate in the dining-room at Loseby, and of the gallant
deeds of Lord Dupplin, in spite of the fact that he never
went to bed! Hadn’t Lindsay Gordon’s poems been the
very easlest to learn and wasn’t there a ring about
Bromley Davenport’s verse that had made one long
for the * sublimest of ecstasies ”’ under the sun ? Melton
seemed teeming with romantic legends, and though
most of the heroes of these reminiscences had passed
the “ unjumpable Styx "’ there were still a few of those
amazing individuals left, for me to admire, whose deeds
of daring were historical facts. Doggie Smith was still
a past master ; Arthur Coventry, with his funny wrinkled
face, went as well as ever ; Custance, not such a thruster
as he used to be, for his mount was generally for sale,
and must be nursed ; Sam Hames always in that little
crowd that showed the way to the still younger genera-
tion. But alas! the frost was so far in the ground that,
even had an immediate thaw set in, the most sanguine
could not have hoped to have a hunt.

The Plesses were hunting from Baggrave that winter,
and had a large party for the ball, which, by the way.
was excellent.

Daisy Pless was most proverbially casual over all
arrangements, and some of her party were left stranded
at the station, no sort of conveyance being available,

* Late Lord Ranksborough. t Earl of Wilton.
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and I believe one woman had eventually to drive the
eight miles in a baker’s cart. To make up for my
disappointment about the hunting, Doods insisted that
we should go to her for as long as we liked the following
year.

But all the same I did have one day with the Quorn
that season, for as soon as the frost broke up, Millie and I
actually went all the way by train from Trentham to
Leicester. Naturally I was immensely impressed with
the pageant. Lord Lonsdale was Master, and it would
be difficult to have seen a meet in Leicestershire for
the first time under better auspices. The chestnut
horses, the yellow carriages with their postilions made
it a most spectacular affair. The Yellow-man, as he
was familiarly nicknamed, was a picturesque figure.
His eye for a country was only equalled by his sense
of the dramatic, and his love of a picturesque setting,
and his facile imagination, that resulted in super Hans
Andersen tales, had always been a source of childish
delight to me. The ladies all, or nearly all, wore top
hats, but I do not think I liked the blue facings which
Lady Lonsdale had revived, as much as the Pytchley
white. '

We only had a moderate day’s sport—I think we
spent more hours in the train than actually hunting—
but I felt that none of them were wasted hours, and
I can well understand anyone who has hunted in
Leicestershire being spoilt for most other counties.

My diary is a Visitors’ Book, full only of autographs
and old photographs, but it suffices to tell me where I
went and who I saw during the next twelve months.
However good a memory one possesses, dates are apt to
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get confused, and though events may remain quite
vivid, there is a difficulty in sequelizing and sorting them
out ; but this picture diary not only brings them into
chronological order, but reminds one of quarrels made
and mended, of friendships formed and broken, and the
wells of memory are stirred anew with ripples—not so
faint and foggy as might be expected when one remem-
bers the years that have elapsed.

I have deplored before that so many of the people
one wrote about are dead, and as I look at my book now
the fact strikes me with renewed force. I came just
now upon Charty Ribblesdale’s name and I remember
the fun that we had together at Dunrobin. She and I
and Lord Ribblesdale had the most delightful days on
the Brora golf links. What a perfect companion she was !
so full of exuberant spirits that she made the world seem
a jollier and better place. She had a more subtle, though
not a less pungent, sense of humour than her sister Mar-
got. She once called Margot the ‘“ Governess of the
world,” and used to laugh, though always with the
greatest kindness and affection, at her busy ‘‘ interest ”’
in other people’s lives. Through all her illness she still
retained the same cheerful hopefulness, and no one is
surer of a place in Heaven. She was not at Gisburne
the only time I went up there. Her two youngest
children—the Dolls, as they were called—Laura and
Diana, were the most delightful couple : Laura,* with
her brilliant looks, and Diana,} a perfect picture, either
coursing with the greyhounds or riding over the country
in her brown habit, with her flaxen hair tied back with a
large black bow. They have remained indelibly printed
on my memory.

* Lady Lovat. t Hon. Mrs. Capel.
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Laura, at the time I was at Gisburne, was the wor-
shipper of Augustus John. I ought to have known his
name, but it was from Laura that I first heard of it and
of his marvellous technique. She looked very lovely
in her blue sweater, and could not be torn from palette
and easel to join Diana, her father and myself on our
hunting expeditions. Lord Ribblesdale’s buck-hounds
were an innovation and the country they hunted over
was big and wild, with a beautiful grass vale. The
rivers were rather disconcerting, and I did not at all
relish fording them. We had a day with—I think—
the Bramham Moor—‘ some expedition,” and we ended
up by having tea at Leeds. One does not, somehow,
associate Leeds with hunting !

Bertie Tempest, so tragically killed in the Welsh
train disaster, is a personality who will be sadly missed.
He was certainly the life and soul of every party. Then
Lord Chesham, the most perfect type of English sports-
man and gentleman, is another who has passed into the
ranks of the remembered. Roddy and Hughie Owen
have left us too—Hughie was killed out hunting, the
death he would have chosen—and Roddy had died of
fever in Fast Africa. Curiously enough, I had a letter
from him written in the best of spirits, congratulating
me on my marriage the very morning I opened the paper
and saw the news of his death. These names appear
again and again on the pages of my book, and they are
only a few, taken at random !

At that time, such books were the fashion, and it was
no uncommon thing at a country house to sign your
name at least a dozen times before catching your train
in the morning, but that old life is already so far away—
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that life that seemed to consist of a visitor’s book full of
autographs! Though it tells me where I went and whom
I saw, it is such a continuous repetition of people and
places that I am struck with the narrowness of the circle
in which we moved.

Looking back, the social life of the late Victorian and
Edwardian era seems to have consisted of a round of
amusements which went to make up the rather futile
existence of the bulk of society. What a wrong im-
pression of our latent capabilities the public would have
if they were to judge them by looking at this Visitors’
Book! But the war proved most conclusively that
these butterflies were really made of sterner stuff, and
with hardly one exception, they rose to the most unex-
pected heights of capability. When I went to France
I could hardly make a cup of tea, and in three months
I felt I could run Lyons’!

* * * * * *

The Yeomanry week at Warwick was an annual affair,
and the park was converted into a miniature Aldershot
for the time being : tents, horses, orderlies and all the
rest of the military panoply, with Lord Roberts and
Sir Evelyn Wood staying there. No two men could be
more of a contrast. Lord Roberts was so gentle, yet he
gave the impression of the wonderful strength of mind
and purpose that we know was his. Sir Evelyn, full of
good dinner, and good stories which he whispered into
his neighbour’s ear over the coffee—generally audible to all.
Daisy’s cats had all to be safely shut up during Lord
Roberts’s visits ; for it was no myth that he hated them.

Lord R. and Sir Evelyn were still there when the
Prince of Wales arrived and the castle accommodation
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was taxed to the uttermost with over thirty people in
the house.

Mr. Balfour is in tennis kit in my picture diary, and
so is Lord Curzon (now Lord Howe), so we must infer
that tennis formed part of our week-end diversions ; but
many of the other guests in the group are armed with
croquet mallets, for it was about then that the game of
crinolines and coquetry once more became fashionable,
only a scientific element had been attached to its revival,
and people took to going about with their own croquet
mallets. Lord Cairns made one for me. He was most
ingenious and clever with a lathe, and the mallet he made
for me was elaborately turned out of ivory. It was not
a very satisfactory implement to play with, and I dis-
carded it when Evie Miller Mundy and I played our
famous croquet match at Ranelagh. We were both
supposed to be rather good and we were heavily backed
by our respective admirers. I think she won one match
and I the other.

A band was a sine gua non at all Daisy’s parties, and
no device which contributed to her guests’ comfort or
amusement was neglected. She had not developed her
socialistic tendencies in those days, but entertained as
thoroughly as, later on, she imbibed the doctrines of
‘“ the Comrades.”

* * * * * *

It was at Easton that Elinor Glyn made her first
appearance on the social horizon. She and her husband
lived at Harlow and had driven over to watch the cricket.
I can see her now, coming across to the tent where we
were sitting, with her very red hair glistening in the
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sun ; her frock (I must say it was only made of the very
cheapest material) made her look as if she had stepped
out of La Vie Parisienne ; we were all so thrilled over
her appearance that we got Daisy to ask her to come
and stay. The ‘‘creation’ in which she appeared for
dinner was another marvel, and after dinner she did the
most wonderful imitations, for a select few, of Sarah
Bernhardt !

Mrs. Glyn had not yet blossomed into an authoress,
but the ‘ Visits of Elizabeth’ were, I fancy, in the
making. I am not sure whether I should have been
inordinately proud, or a little bit ashamed, of my
photograph being used as the prototype of Elizabeth.
Ewnfant terrible 1 may have been ; but I do not think I
ever found myself in exactly the same exciting situations
as Mrs. Glyn’s heroine, though I believe I once made
a terrible gaffe, rather on the lines of Elizabeth and the
Ghost. On the other hand, it was head-turning to have
had such an attractive heroine built upon what Mrs.
Glyn imagined to be my characteristics.

I personally was very grateful to her because she gave
me the address of her sister, Mrs. Wallace—‘‘ Lucille ”
of to-day’s fame. I cannot remember where she lived,
but it certainly was not in the present fashionable
locality, and she made the most lovely frocks for £8!!
I really think she did a great deal to revolutionize dress
in London : all her frocks, in those days even, were
recognizable by her finishing touches, which generally
consisted of minute buttons and little frills of lace and
ribbon. She had a wonderful collection of old embroi-
dered collars which she used to adapt, and she gave me
a lovely one which she put on my going-away coat !

Another authoress I met at Easton, of a very different
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type, was Marie Corelli. With her flaxen tousled hair,
the sage green garments and the beads she wore, she
put me instantly in mind of a very cheap doll. My
father always said if you liked a book, you should never
try to discover the author. He made this remark, having
read “ Coming through the Rye,” then being bitterly
disappointed when he encountered Helen Mathers,
having taken endless trouble to make her acquaintance.
I am inclined to agree with him. The few real authors
I have met (I am not talking of the amateur memoir
writers) have not inspired me with enthusiasm.
Hitchens made me feel positively uncomfortable—in
spite of his brilliance—or perhaps because of it. There
are, of course, exceptions.

Well’s personality grows on one tremendously. I
met him first at Stanway, and again not long ago at
dinner ; he was not sure whether he ought to be sorry
or sad when I told him that his books were published in
too small type for me to enjoy them! We had great fun
after that; he has promised to convert me, and I am
expecting a van load of his works to arrive any day—
but of course I was only pulling his leg! We discussed
the “movies,” and here we failed to agree, as Wells
thinks Charlie Chaplin the greatest artiste and he bores
me to extinction. We found, however, one great point
in common, Wells refuses to eat haddock for breakfast
without mustard, and I so agree with him !

* * % % * *

My second season was spent on theriver. I persuaded
mother to let the house in London and to take one at
Windsor, but I came up for any good balls and enter-
tainments that I wanted to go to.
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Against the rather blurred background of the summer,
my second winter’s hunting stands out in pleasantly
bold relief, and I was really delighted to be back at
Trentham for the New Year. Jim Forbes, whom I after-
wards married, was there. Millie had wired me to get
a man who would dance at the local ball, and he was the
first person I met as I went out for a walk. By such small
things are the big events in one’s life decided.

From Trentham, some of our party, including Jim
Forbes and myself, went on to Warwick. I stayed on
there, and Cecil Grenfell and Lord Kenyon, who were
both hunting from Warwick, used to be very good to me.
““Good hunting, little sister,”” was their morning greeting,
and away we would go on some delicious expedition.

The Warwickshire Field included a good many inter-
esting and amusing people, among them the Southamp-
tons—Dboth fine riders, Lord S. very silent but very good-
looking and never far from hounds, and his wife, Lord
Zetland’s daughter, though too short-sighted to ride her
own line, was beautifully mounted on horses well over
her weight, and she followed closely on her husband’s
heels. The Greville Verneys were at Kineton—he even-
tually succeeded his father, Lord Willoughby de Broke,
as Master of the Warwickshire. I always liked him,
and his rather theatrical manners were more amusing
than annoying. Then there was the much-run-after
Mrs. Tree, née Field, who so sensationally became what
she now is, Lady Beatty. Her father-in-law lived at
Rugby, and what he did not know about horses was not
worth knowing ! He was a great character in Warwick-
shire, and not to know David Beatty was to admit your
ignorance of who is famous in the equine world.

Lord Beatty was, of course, often out hunting, and

6
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when he 1s held up to us as one of the few sailors who
look as much at home on a horse as on a ship, people
forget his parentage. He was almost born in the saddle.
After he married Mrs. Tree, they came to Leicestershire,
and I always thought she looked her best on a horse ;
they -were both light weights, and they rode a very
perfect stamp of blood horse. Apart from being a
fine horseman, Lord Beatty had those qualities of
quickness and decision essential to the good man to
hounds.

Millie and I were at last to spend that long looked
forward to fortnight with Doods Naylor at Melton, and
this time we had no fear of a frost as the weather was
ideal for hunting. I had now got two horses of my own
which I was taking with me. Besides Royalist, I had
a little bay mare which Will Boxall, the North Stafford-
shire huntsman, had bought for me from a farmer.
She was only 15.2, and I thought I should feel rather
lost on her in the big Leicestershire fields. We had
tried her over some rails at Trentham, and had found
her a perfect timber jumper, and she proved her extra-
ordinary stamina the day Lord Lonsdale had a bye day
at Thorpe Satchville. This bye day had been kept
very quiet—we only heard of it at the last moment
and nearly everyone had gone to London. Amongst the
people that I can remember out were Buck Barclay,
Mr. Biddulph, Arthur Coventry, Joe Laycock, Lancelot
Lowther and the Hatfield Harters—surely no woman
looked smarter than she in her * swallow tail” coat,
and how well she used to go—but no woman ever had a
better pilot than she had in her husband. We found
a fox almost immediately at Ashby Folville ; he made
straight for Adam’s Gorse, and from there we ran over
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the cream of the Cottesmore Country with a satisfactory
conclusion in Lady Lonsdale’s garden at Cottesmore, as
good a hunt as anyone could wish for. Most people’s
horses were dead beat, but when I started to ride home,
after a most excellent luncheon with Lady Lonsdale,
La Gloria, as the little mare was called, was as fresh
as when she went out.

Melton was very full that winter. The Barclays
were at Sysonby, or, to be accurate, he was there en
gar¢on and Aggie was wintering abroad ; the Lawsons
were at the Manor House, the de Wintons at the Old Club,
and the Manners’ were as usual at Cold Overton, whilst
the Henry Bentincks were somewhere in the neighbour-
hood. Tony Markham, Jim Forbes and Dick Fenwick
had a small house in the town, and so had Joe Laycock
and Max de Tuyll.

It seemed as if everyone was trying to give us a
good time, and to make our visit especially amusing,
and though I had only two horses I managed to get
out hunting every day that I was there! The event
of our visit was the ball Sir Ernest Cassel gave at Dalby.
I have never seen so many lilies of the valley. They
completely covered the walls and staircases. Sir Ernest
had started hunting a year or two before in Warwick-
shire from Lord Willoughby de Broke’s place, and he
had only just migrated to Leicestershire. He was
amazingly brave and seemed quite oblivious to the
number of falls he took—and he was no light weight
either. He Kept open house at Dalby and it was amusing
to watch the methods of his would-be exploiters !

Our farewell party was given by Buck Barclay and
consisted of a huge dinner followed by fireworks. It
was only marred by the fact that we were leaving the

C*
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next day. How sorry I was to go! A lot of us, how-
ever, were going on to Warwick for more hunting, which
was some recompense.

The Warwickshire meet at Shuckborough is famous,
and the country round, I think, is the biggest—some of
it, indeed, is practically unjumpable. They had a most
wonderful hunt, but I did not enjoy myself, as not only
was I hopelessly left, but I did not like the horse I was
riding. It wasn’t fit, so I gave up all attempt at pursuit
and returned to the village inn and gloomily awaited the
arrival of the rest of our party. They came in one by
one all full of this marvellous day and found me morose
and unsympathetic! The next day things were better
and I had a perfect ride on Jim Forbes’ horse—Pilot.

I suppose that sealed my fate, for when J. asked
me that evening to marry him, I said: “ Yes! if I may
have your chestnut horse.” (I shudder to think of my
own callousness !) Lord Willoughby de Broke, when
he heard of my engagement, said he ‘“ hoped I would
surmount life’s obstacles as easily as I had sailed over
those in the Ladbroke Vale that day.”

There is not much to write about the next few weeks ;
they were taken up almost entirely with trousseau-
buying in Paris. I went over with Mamma and we
stayed at the Hotel Bristol. I don’t think I had been
to Paris since father’s illness and I found suddenly how
badly I needed him at this juncture of my life—buying
frocks and a pearl necklace from Boucheron was amusing
enough, but I can’t describe my state of mind as happy.
The Marlboroughs were in Paris on their way back to
England, and I dined with them one night. Consuelo
very pale, and rather shy, and with only the promise of
the good looks which she afterwards developed. I
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came back in time for Melton Races to see Pilot, after
refusing the water jump twice, win the Ladies’ Purse.
Jim also rode another winner that day, which pleased
him considerably.

I was married on the 28th April, from Stafford House,
at St. Paul’s, Knightsbridge, and was driven to church
with the old piebald horses which father had always
been so proud of. My wedding dress, made by Mrs.
Mason, was lovely. I wrestled successfully against
the conventional satin frock, and she had designed me
a dress of white chiffon with a very long satin train
embroidered with sprays of lilies of the valley.

Geordie and Alistair, Millie’s two boys, were my
pages, and I had only two grown-up bridesmaids, Muriel
Wilson and Helen Keith-Fraser ; the others were all
children and included my two nieces, Marjorie Greville
and Ivy Gordon-Lennox, Edie Chaplin, Muriel Erskine
and Diana Sturt.

I had rebelled against the conventional bridesmaids’
dresses and had hit on the idea of their wearing red
velvet capes slung over their white satin frocks. Every-
one was sceptical about the result at first, but when it
came to the point, they all said that the note of colour
in the church, if it was an innovation, was a success.

The big glass doors of Stafford House had been
thrown open for the occasion and the whole of London
seemed to have turned up. I had forbidden rice and
slippers, but the Prince of Wales was determined that
I should not "be allowed to forego this orthodox custom,
and I can still see him chuckling delightedly at having
outwitted me, as he hurled a slipper full after the
departing carriage.



II1

ALMOST directly after I was married I went to
Warwick for the Yeomanry week. Jim, in a fit
of temper, because he couldn’t get leave when he wanted
it, had sent in his papers and left the gth Lancers and
gone into the Warwickshire Yeomanry. I remember
being blamed for this step of his, but I knew nothing
about it till it was a fadt accompls. Naturally I should
have opposed it, for, on principle, I believe that any
man without an occupation is, to say the least of it,
bound to be very difficult to live with.

Warwick was, of course, crowded as usual. Major
Douglas Haig was staying there. I believe Daisy had
met him out hunting, and we were told then that he
was supposed to be a rising soldier, but certainly no
one guessed what his ultimate future would be, and I
am afraid we were not as impressed by him as we ought
to have been. It was some years after this that he
met and married Miss Vivian, Queen Alexandra’s Maid
of Honour, and from that time his advancement began.
Though not so pretty as her sister Violet, she has proved
an admirable wife for him—in fact, one might say that
in the matter of his marriage Lord Haig first showed
his generalship.

We were eventually going to have a house in Leicester-
shire, but in the meanwhile we spent the summer at

86
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Stafford House. Were there ever two people so kind
and hospitable as Millie and Strath, and I wonder how
many houseless members of their family, to say nothing
of their friends, found a welcome with them—surely
Stafford House was well named ‘‘ The Stafford Arms!”’

We went to stay with the Marlboroughs for Ascot
and the party included the Churchills* and Lady Ran-
dolph. I mnever remember her as the brilliant beauty
she is described by those who saw her when she first
came to this country. Her eyes were the most arresting
feature of her face.

The Churchills seemed so absurdly happy in those
days and for years after, and I certainly had plenty of
opportunity of judging, for later, when they went to live
at Rolleston, I used to see a lot of them, and their
dependence on each other must have struck the most
casual observer.

This was Consuelo Marlborough’s first Ascot, really
almost her first appearance in England. She had a
great success, and looked quite un-American with that
very small refined head on that very long neck. She
had, of course, the most wonderful frocks—an array
to choose from every day, suitable for all possible
weathers and emergencies. She was quite the thinnest
person I have ever seen, and she used to wear her pearls
sewn up in a horsehair bag as a bustle tied round her
waist—this was partly to insure their safety and partly
to make her look fatter.

* * % * * *

' Finding a house in Leicestershire was not as easy as
we thought, and we made several fruitless pilgrimages

* Viscount and Viscountess Churchill.
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before we eventually took Kirby Hall. It was a horrible
looking barrack of a house, standing on the road close
to Kirby Gate and three miles from Melton, so we had,
at any rate, the compensation of being excellently
situated for hunting with the Quorn. There was also
good stabling for sixteen horses, and, in spite of being
quite unable to afford it, we very seldom had an empty
stall.

Our nearest neighbours at Asfordby, only a mile
away, were the Lancelot Lowthers and the Max
de Tuylls. As Mrs. Bunbury, Baroness de Tuyll was
well known in Cheshire, Ireland and Leicestershire, as
one of the finest women to hounds that had ever been
seen. She had not long been married to Max, and at
first sight they seemed a rather ill-assorted couple, but,
as a matter of fact, no two people could have got on
better. Max really liked the social side of hunting, and
seldom left the hard high road ; but how well she used to
go, and not always on the best of horses.

Years later, when her health had suffered so much
from her many falls that she was obliged to give up
hunting entirely, I asked her if she missed it ; her eyes
filled with tears, and her reply was: ‘“If I could only
have one more winter’s hunting I would gladly die.”
Sometimes I feel like that myself !

It was at the De Tuyll’s that I first saw Eva Wellesley,
who became one of my best friends. She came down to
Asfordby to hunt several times not very long before she
was engaged to Randolph Wemyss. Though not really
good looking, she had wonderful red hair, and a delight-
ful voice and smile, and I think looked most attractive
in the Beaufort blue and buff.

Gettin into one’s own house for the first time must
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be an interest and amusement to everyone, and I used
to go for long shopping expeditions with Caryl Craven,
who had just taken up decorating and furnishing
people’s houses for them. I think he was the first
gentleman to make this a profession, but amusing as
was the choosing of carpets and curtains and the search-
ing of old curiosity shops for bargains, the getting
together of a stud of horses was an even more enthralling
occupation, and a great part of our time that summer
was spent at Tattersall’s,at the Repository at Leicester,
as well as in visiting the dealers’ yards.

Almost the best horse I ever had was one that Jim
bought at Daisy’s sale and gave me as a birthday present.
I had never ridden him, but I had seen Lord Timmy
Paulet* on him often in Warwickshire the year before,
and knew what a wonderful jumper he was. He was
rather inclined to be impetuous, but it was the im-
petuosity of youth, and though there was some doubt
as to whether I should be able to ride him, I found
him perfectly easy, and he only gave me one fall in ten
years.

In order to get rid of some of his old horses, Jim had
a sale at Leicester. I hated to see his new owner sailing
over the country on Pilot, instead of being on him myself,
but there were compensations, as another very good
horse was returned after the sale as having navicular,
which I appropriated. He certainly used to come out
a bit stiff in the mornings, but after a short time he would
be quite sound, and there was no better hunter. One
hunt I remember particularly on him was in the Quorn
Monday country ; the meet was at Lodge-on-the-Wold,
a rather unfashionable rendezvous, and no one was

* Marquis of Winchester.
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anticipating much sport—indeed, when the fox went
away, most of the field were having lunch. I was on the
left of the wood with two or three others, among them
Lord Lonsdale and Lady Gerard, and I can see the fox
now, stealing away from the covert, with only a few
couple of hounds—the body of the pack were, I think,
hunting another fox in the wood—then a few more hounds,
a blast of the horn from Lord Lonsdale and away we
sailled! The field, including Tom Firr, had not heard
the horn, and were hopelessly left. In all the years I
hunted I think I enjoyed that day as much as any I have
had—all over Monday Quorn country to Asfordby Osier
beds—not a bad point, and the most perfect country to
ride over, but I think it was such fun because there was
no crushing, crowding field to compete with !

I confess the crowds in Leicestershire were distracting,
to say the least of it, and generally proved a difficulty
to the new-comers, for to slip through a crowd is an art
in itself. In the Pytchley and North Warwickshire
country they were infinitely rougher, and one really had
to struggle, and not mind being knocked about. I can
remember one day when a lot of us went from Melton
to have a day in the Pytchley Wednesday country, I
was riding a horse of Joe Laycock’s. Oh! the banging
and scrambling that took place at the small bridle gates.
I had given up all hope of seeing any sport, and I think
I was the last to get away from Crick. Hounds checked
a field or so ahead, and the crowd were scattered in every
direction. By this time I discovered I couldn’t hold
my horse, and that I should have to be either in front
or else probably kill someone. My horse settled the
question for me, and conveyed me, a mere passenger,
in front ; but I can remember nearly jumping on Georgie
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Curzon,* who was floundering on one side of a brook
with her horse on the other. I wasn’t altogether sorry
to change on to my second horse, and there is a sequel
to my story. Not long after I saw a lady having a most
unpleasant ride, and I recognized a friend, who was
trying the same horse with a view to purchase, because
it had carried me so well! I may say she did not buy
the horse !

The Quorn field had been wheeled into line by Lord
Lonsdale. He ruled them with an iron hand in a velvet
glove—not that he didn’t have some contretemps, and one
day I believe he took hounds home at one o’clock
because of someone’s misdemeanour—rather hard on
the rest of the field! But I think all good M.F.H.’s
must lose their temper occasionally, and considering the
ignorance of some people who go out hunting, it is
really wonderful that they do not do so oftener. I
remember Lord Willoughby de Broke once being furious
with Lord Timmy Paulet for going on down a ride
whilst he was drawing the covert. ‘ Come back, you
moon-faced man on a white-faced horse!”’ yelled Lord
Willoughby, but still Lord Timmy went on, and when
asked if he hadn’t heard, he said he was riding a hireling
and hadn’t looked at its face. Both Lord Willoughby and
Lord Lonsdale were such past-masters of the art of
hunting, that no one should have felt any resentment
at being reprimanded by them. They both taught me
a lot about hunting, for which I cannot be sufficiently
grateful, as" I soon found out that the man or woman
who only thinks of the ride misses half the joy of hunting.

There is nothing so boring or so alarming as follow-
ing a straggling crowd a couple of miles behind hounds.

* Late Countess Howe.
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Gaps on these occasions seem to me more frightening
obstacles than a post and rails when hounds are only a
field or so ahead of you, but one cannot hope always
to get a start, and a little attention to hounds and a
little intelligence will often enable one, when one has
been left behind, to make a fortunate turn, and nick
into a good place again.

It is curious, though, how the same people could
almost always be seen in the first flight ; Jock Trotter,
utterly oblivious of the number of falls he took; the
veteran Doggie Smith, Sam Hames, Buck Barclay—as
quick as anyone for a fast twenty minutes, Johnnie
McKie, who was always there, no matter the horse, and
Walter de Winton are a few that leap instantly to my
mind. Year after year they were in the front rank,
and the younger generation never seemed to take their
place.

The sportsmen of to-day will probably think it is
heresy of me to say so, but I always feel that about that
time there was a small coterie of men who stood out
as a wonderful type of the best that England could
produce. They stood as an almost unique group. There
are others who have followed them, wholly as brave,
whose morals and whose brains may have been superior,
but whose personality seemed to lack something which
that little gang most undoubtedly possessed. They
were not a very small group either, and their names
have lived, like Bay Middleton’s and Peter Flower’s, not
actually by their deeds of valour, but by their personal
magnetism which radiated.

When we hear of the days of hunting being over, I
cannot imagine a greater calamity for the country
than for ““ the sport of kings, the image of war with half
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its guilt and only ten per cent. of its danger ”’ (one per
cent. would be nearer the mark now) to cease. Hunting
is, apart from anything else, a great character former ;
it teaches you decision, presence of mind and unselfish-
ness. Just think of hounds streaming in front of you,
a man falls—he’s either hurt or not, but his horse passes
you—it does require unselfishness to stop and lose your
place, and take it back; yet I affirm that there is no
man worthy of the name who would not perform this
act for friend or foe in the hunting-field.

* * * * * *

We spent Easter that year at Monte Carlo. I had
been to the Riviera as a child during our yachting trip,
but Monte was quite different to anything I had ever
seen. I took to Roulette and Trente-et-Quarante like
a duck to water, and was almost compensated by this
new recreation for missing the last weeks of the season’s
hunting. It seemed difficult to associate that lovely
garden looking across the bluest of blue bays with the
stories of suicides, but I suppose everyone feels like that
on their first visit to the gambler’s paradise. I was told
a rather charming story the other day of how Monte
Carlo was supposed to have started its present notoriety.
In the old days it was a quiet little place, and chiefly
famous for the monastery that stood on the hill, over-
looking the sleepy little town. This monastery got
rather heavily into debt, and one of the monks, clever
at astrological calculations, invented a combination of
““ chances ”’ which seemed to ensure success, but which
was not applicable to any card game then known. He
therefore set his wits to work and planned a new game,
which he called “ Roulette,” and with this he set about
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to repair the fortunes of his monastery. He went down
to the little inn and explained his game to the innkeeper,
M. Blanc. They arranged that the game of roulette
should be played at the inn, and there at that game
the monk won large sums from the soldiers and inhabi-
tants of the neighbourhood every week. When he died,
he handed over the secret of the combination to another
monk, who went down the hill, as his predecessor
had done, to exploit the system. This man, however,
was younger than his instructor, and, as ill-luck would
have it, he sat down to the tables next to a charming
lady, with whom he entered into conversation, and with
whom he at once fell in love !

He struggled with his conscience, but found the
temptation too great for him. The relaxation from
monastic rule implied by his visits to the tables had
weakened his asceticism, and he succumbed to the
snares of the world and the flesh. He returned once
more to the monastery to lay before the Abbot the
proceeds of his gaming, and then he escaped from the
monastery to journey across the mountains, with the
object of rejoining his love.

That night a terrific snowstorm came on, and the
monk sank under the snow. He was never seen again.
Not only was his life lost on the mountains, but also
his knowledge. Though he had taken the money
to the Abbot before setting out on his fateful journey,
he had not confided to anyone the secret of the system,
for he had not divulged his intention of escape. There-
fore, on his death, the secret perished, and never again
were the monks able to take advantage of the dis-
covery of the founder of roulette.

Yet the game continued to be played, and the fame
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of the roulette tables at Monte Carlo is now known
from end to end of the world.

* * * * * *

We spent the summer with Madame de Falbe, in
Grosvenor Square. She was by far the most human
of all my near in-law relations, and I think she saw
already that my marriage was not going to be a very
successful one. I was realizing this myself, but as I
had embarked so lightly on the sea of matrimony I felt
it was my own fault, and that there was nothing for
it but to try and make the best of it.

Madame de Falbe’s own life had not always run
on smooth lines, a fact which she herself confided to
me. She had been separated from my husband’s
grandfather, Dudley Ward, owing to his very violent
temper, and I remember her giving me a bit of advice,
which was, that separated women were always at a
disadvantage. I almost think that she must have
anticipated something of the sort happening to me, or
why should she have dwelt on this, for eventually her
own life had altered to one of complete prosperity.
When Dudley Ward died she had married Gerard Leigh,
who had left her all his money, as well as Luton for
her life, and she had settled herself happily for the third
time, with M. de Falbe, the Danish Minister. As her
tact was proverbial she made an ideal wife for a diplomat.

Madame de Falbe died in 1899. I wish I had seen
more of her in later years, but family troubles inter-
vened. I had some charming letters from her to the
end, and I look back with deep gratitude on her kind-
ness to me.

Gerard Leigh, who inherited Luton, died just a
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fortnight after he succeeded. His wife, Smikie, was one
of the nicest of women. I had known her well before
I married. I think one never forgets the people who
were nice to one as a girl. When I came out the young
married women were not always too amiable to girls.
I can look back, though, on several notable exceptions,
amongst them Lady Alington and Mrs. Hwfa Williams.
Mrs. Hwfa is one of the Social Landmarks of the Vic-
torian and Edwardian reigns. Even now few people
many years younger possess her charm, her vitality and
her energy. She has god-mothered many of the new
social celebrities, and has been the very centre of the
jolliest parties, whilst the youngest can still feel they
are talking to a contemporary. I found her one day
only last year playing tennis with Gerald Paget’s grand-
child. Her house at Combe bears testimony to her
artistic skill, for she has herself painted most of the rooms.

Hwfa is another most perfect friend. The years
may pass by but he seems just the same—frailer, per-
haps, but with that dry humour which always made
him such a delightful companion.

His sister, the Duchess of Wellington, possessed
much of his charm—I spent many happy days at Strath-
fieldsaye, the home of practical jokes and nicknames.
Strathfieldsaye is an ugly house and interesting only
from its associations with the Iron Duke. The Duchess
had always been lame and could only walk on crutches,
but she rode everywhere, quite alone, surrounded by
her pack of deerhounds. The Duke was the {fattest
man I have ever seen, and went by the nickname of
‘“ Spurgeon.”
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The Jubilee season was, of course, wonderful, and
characterized by Queen’s weather, but mingled with
all the rejoicings was the thought that it must be the
last national thanksgiving of a woman who had meant
so much and for so long. Queen Victoria was probably
idealized by me. The very close friendship, and the
many letters from her to my father, had surrounded
her with an atmosphere and a rather particular glamour.

There were balls and parties every night, but the
biggest social event of a most crowded season was the
Devonshire House Fancy Dress Ball. To be invited
to Devonshire House in those days, or not to be invited,
was a question of burning importance. The old Duchess
of Devonshire was a personality neither preceded nor
succeeded. Her approbation counted for success, and
her approval secured perquisites, in the way of invita-
tions, for many who might otherwise have remained
in comparative obscurity. She had the strength of
an eagle, the wisdom of the serpent and an intimate
knowledge of the frailties of human nature.

The Devonshire House Ball was almost a repetition
of the Warwick one, but as an actual spectacle it missed
the historic setting. Most people were bedecked with
jewels, many of them hired and borrowed for the occasion,
but my two sisters, Millie and Sybil, were a striking
contrast in their simplicity, relying for their success
entirely on their own beauty. Millie, as Charlotte
Corday, in a perfectly plain scarlet crépe-de-chine frock,
and a mob cap, looked delicious, and I never saw Sybil
look more beautiful than she did that evening as Hebe,
in white draperies, with a huge eagle poised on her shoul-
der, its outstretched wings forming a background to her
head. There were, of course, period quadrilles, and the

7
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most fantastic display of dresses. Muriel Wilson and
Helena Keith Fraser both looked quite dazzling among
the crowd of Orientals. After this pageant the rest of
the season’s entertainments seemed comparatively flat.

* * * * * *

My eldest child, Marigold, was born that August,
while I was still in Grosvenor Square, and we went on
to Luton to stay with Madame de Falbe for her christen-
ing. There we found a family party, including the
Dudleys, Lord Dudley being one of Marigold’s god-
fathers. i

I always thought Luton a rather dreary place,
and better fitted for a hydropathic establishment than
a private house. It was in the winter garden there,
by the way, that Prince Eddie proposed to Princess
May.

From Luton we went to Scotland for a round ot
visits—to Dunrobin, where the usual autumn crowd
were assembled, and on to Invermark, the shooting
lodge which the Dudleys and Hmdhps took together,
a deliciously wild place.

I didn’t go out stalking personally, as it is a sport
which does not appeal to me immensely. I am not
fond of walking, and I think crawling on one’s tummy
through bog and heather, to be almost murdered if
you breathe, is not the happiest way of spending a day.
I never can understand why people are so keen about
it—unless, of course, you do your own stalking—but
that is an exception, and the day is spent following
a gillie, who first chooses your stag, and then, without
further explanation, expects you to trail after him blindly
till you are within shooting distance. It is curious
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how many stags are missed in the season: they seem
such a big target. I suppose it is a form of stage fright,
or else the uncomfortable position you find yourself
in at the last moment. I was lucky, and killed the
only stag I have ever shot at. I was so surprised to
find the rifle did not kick at all, whereas practising at
the target I had bruised my shoulder horribly. I
believe this is quite an ordinary experience, but the
reason for it has never been explained to me.

We came back to Leicestershire in time for Kirby
Gate, the opening meet of the Quorn. The horses had
summered well, and I looked forward to the season’s
hunting more than I can say. The daily irritabilities
of life are so enormously accentuated in the rather
stifling atmosphere of London; with hounds stream-
ing in front of you and with a good horse on which to
sail over the country one recovers one’s sense of pro-
portion, and incidents, which might be tragedies,
become almost farcical instead, and the worst row
is forgotten in the joys of a good hunt. The Dudleys
and Jock Trotter stayed with us a good deal that winter,
and Sandy Fraser, just back from India, was the very
kindest of cousins-in-law. I had got a new chestnut
horse called Merrymaker, that we bought from Lord
Cowley. He was one of the very best, with only one
crab—that of kicking badly in gateways. It kept one
always on the alert, but he was such a perfect fencer
that I jumped fences on him to escape the crowd that
I should never have dreamt of doing on any other horse.

I stayed on at Kirby as long as possible, as we were
to spend the summer in my mother-in-law’s house,
which quite frankly I was not looking forward to.
Domestic troubles are trying enough in any circum-

7*
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stances, but particularly so in other people’s houses.
Jim had inherited his grandfather’s temper, and lost
it over such unexpected trifles. I remember once his
being absolutely furious with me because I forgot to
order any visiting cards, and then when I had retrieved
that error I forgot to leave them !

Though Mrs. Forbes was a charming woman she
was without much sense of humour, and with an
intensely narrow point of view, and my sister-in-law,
Ida Edmonstone, told me that until she married—and
she was well over twenty when she did—she had never
been allowed to write a letter or read a book without
first showing it to her mother. If Mrs. Forbes did not
actually disapprove of me, I think she disapproved of
all my friends.- When I was first engaged to Jim, and
she heard we were dining somewhere, she came to me
quite seriously, and begged me not to let Jim get into a
fast racing set. At the age of eighteen I did not quite
know what the fast racing set consisted of !

Just as things were reaching an impasse in our joint
establishment Madame de Falbe came to our rescue,
and took me off to stay with her in Grosvenor Square,
and she eventually gave us a flat of our own in Mount
Street. :

Another year of Kirby and then Jim went to India.
I remember suggesting going too, but to my secret relief
my offer was not accepted. We let Kirby for the
season, and I was left with a small house at Melton, and
three horses of my own.

I got any number of mounts and on off-days I amused
myself driving a pair of mules tandem, in a coster cart.
I hadn’t driven a tandem since the long ago days at
Dysart, when I had surreptitiously borrowed two ponies,
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one from the butcher and one from the blacksmith, and
harnessed them together with the assistance of ropes.
All had gone well until the leader fell down and broke
its knees. After that further concealment was impossible,
as my exchequer could not meet the amount required by
the blacksmith for damages !

Max Angus, a farmer-dealer, was particularly kind
about mounting me. He said I brought him luck and
that he always sold the horse afterwards. I know that
I very seldom rode the same animal twice, which I
regretted when it was a good one. The variety in my
mounts gave me lots of experience.

* * % * % %

I was revelling in my newly-found freedom, and it
would have been a very jolly winter but for the South
African war. French’s victory at Elandslaagte filled
us all with our British optimism, but it was followed so
soon by a reverse, and the fact of our troops being
concentrated in Ladysmith was depressing. Our re-
verses at Magersfontein and Colenso had quickly wiped
out Lord Methuen'’s victory at Belmont.

In December came a cry for more men; practically
everyone one knew at once volunteered, particularly
amongst the hunting men. The Yeomanry were all
going out under Lord Chesham, and Jim had to join the
Warwickshire direct from India; but apart from the
regular Yeomanry Alwyne Compton had raised
“ Compton’s Horse,” and amongst the people who went
out with him from Leicestershire I can remember Lord
Cowley, Lord Hamilton of Dalziel and one of Lord
Derby’s brothers.
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Leicestershire was becoming deserted, the field con-
sisting very largely of women. The Brocklehursts
were at the Spinney; Alfred B. was a host in himself,
and much run after by the ladies, and he always rode
home surrounded by a party of ‘“ fairies.”” Lady Wilton,
the Quecen of Melton, and Mr. Prior, were, of course, at
Ifgerton Lodge, and gave their usual dinner parties ; it
would have taken more than an earthquake to disturb
the Fgerton Lodge routine.

Hilda de Winton was another grass widow with a
house in Melton—her sense of humour contributed to-
wards keeping us in as checrful a frame of mind as
possible—Walter was in South Africa, but we still had
Lord Cholmondeley and dear ‘ Pickles’” Lambton to
keep us cheery. Alas! he is one of those who have
gone for ever. What fun he was that winter! He always
used to chaff me for never getting tired! Once he and
I rode fifteen miles home together and I had been keeping
up a rather one-sided conversation, but failing to get
much response had dropped into silence. As we jogged
along the road I was startled by ‘ Pickles” suddenly
calling out to me: ‘ Angela, I don’t believe you could
be killed with a hatchet ! ”

A new arrival at Melton about this time was a
foreigner, Rodakowski by name; he had married Lady
Dora Carnegie, who did not hunt. He, however, made
up for it by never missing a day and jumping all the
most impossible places, so much so that when someone
complained of being unable to pronounce his name
Hughie Owen declared it wouldn't matter, as he would
break his neck in a week.

Another Melton personality was Lady Cardigan.
She used to come to the meet in a brougham, her saddle
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on the top, a leopard skin coat over her habit and a tiny
billycock perched on her yellow curls. She used to ask
everyone if they had seen her horse, but the horse, of
course, was a myth—she had not been on one for
years !

I had known her in the old days at Deane, as we used
to go over to luncheon there from Apethorpe, and the
first thing you saw there on going into the hall was
“My Lord’s charger ” that he rode at Balaclava—she
had had it stuffed! Then she used to take everyone to
see her bridal chamber, which contained a bed surrounded
with looking-glasses and draped with white net, roses
and satin! Her feet were supposed to be the smallest
in the world and she made a point of exhibiting these,
calling for the butler to change her boots for her in the
drawing-room. Most people thought her an oddity,
not in the least appreciating her humour and reminis-
cences. At Melton she led a most lonely life, but occa-
sionally she would be asked out to dinner, and nothing
pleased her more than being asked to dance afterwards.

Lady Cunard, by the way, made her first appear-
ance in this country under Lady Cardigan’s chaperonage,
and it was Lady Cardigan who arranged her marriage
with Sir Bache.

The season that year in London somehow dragged
itself through. Nobody was feeling very cheerful—the
long list of casualties ‘included Lord Airlie, whilst Lord
Roberts and Lord Chesham had both lost their sons.

Lady Chesham and Lady Georgina Curzon’s Hospital
was the only recognized Unit of the kind, but a few
venturesome spirits had found their way over to the
Cape, and Randolph Wemyss and Sir Samuel Scott
were amongst those who had their yachts out there.
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Scandals galore drifted home, and there were plenty
of stories of the “goings on’ at the Mount Nelson
Hotel, mostly centred round a few important per-
sonages.

No real balls were being given in London, but there
were a few dances for the boys and girls. The girls were
gradually coming into their own and having the time of
their lives. Whether this emancipation tends to the
ultimate good of the individual is a question open to
doubt ; the very tight Victorian rein under which I
suffered obviously needed relaxing, but the flinging
away of all restraint has become almost too emphatic.

Chaperons were beginning to see the end of their career
in sight, but there were a few mothers who still clung
tenaciously to their office. In many cases, though, they
were glad to escape, and I have always felt a profound
pity for those unfortunate middle—or past middle—aged
ladies leaning uncomfortably against the wall of a ball
room in a drowsy condition in the small hours of the
morning. Many of them were probably hungry too, no
one having even asked them to go to supper.

The Westminster wedding was causing a good deal
of stir—to be or not to be was the question; but when
it did come off as a ‘“show” it was quite ordinary.

“Bend Or” was very young and very charming—he
was obviously marked out as one of the victims or
favourites of fortune. His happy-go-lucky character
made him able to appreciate his luck and come up smiling
through all vicissitudes.

I was very little in London myself during the South
African war, but spent a delightful six weeks with the
Londesboroughs on the river. Glancing back over the
past years I can think of few people who have shown
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I SHIFTED my headquarters during the South African

war from the Melton side of Leicestershire to the
Cottesmore country. They were only ten miles apart,
but one felt immediately the difference in the atmo-
sphere of Melton and Oakham. The Oakhamites looked
rather sourly on the Meltonites, whilst the Quornites
rather rudely called their sisters on the other side
“ Cottesmore Cats.” When asked why, they said it
was because they were such ‘‘stay-at-home tabbies,”
and the “Cats” retaliated by dubbing the Quornites
“Quorn Kittens.”

Certainly the ‘“Cats” seldom invaded the Quorn
territory and were mostly content to hunt with their
own pack, and if they had any scandals, they kept them
in their family circle. The majority of them had been
established in the district for many years, but the Melton
crowd, on the other hand, were an ever-changing popula-
tion who took their hunting-boxes for the season, and
departed as soon as Melton Races were over. Most
of the scandals emanated from Melton, or were supposed
to do so—I wonder whether a psychologist could explain
why Leicestershire was responsible for so many. A
visitor to Melton once said: ‘“I hear there are only
two things to do in Leicestershire—and I don’t hunt!”
It is certainly difficult to think of many couples who
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really survived more than two or three seasons. A good
many ended in the divorce court, though I can remember
one notable case when a reconciliation after much nego-
tiation was effected. But all the same, if the tales one
hears are true, our grandfathers and grandmothers had
no right to look askance at us! They had pretty good
times themselves, but perhaps their methods were more
circumspect. They must have had a lot of harmless fun
too in the old days at Melton, and I always think that the
moonlight steeple-chase, when all the hard riders at Melton
set out attired in their nightgowns, must have been a
great joke. I have got a copy of the original pictures
that Angus McNeill did of this event.

As for situation, from Melton you could hunt with the
Quorn, Cottesmore, Belvoir and Mr. Fernie in their best
country without having more than a few miles to go to
the meet. This probably accounted for the extra
popularity enjoyed by Melton as a centre.

Personally I liked my new surroundings. It was
rather a respite from the constant crowd to have a
comparatively small field on two days in the week, and
this we got on Mondays and Thursdays, but even on
these days the fields began to grow in dimensions when
the new huntsman, Thatcher, arrived. His reputation
of being almost a second Tom Firr, spread like light-
ning, and the Cottesmore soon became the most fashion-
able pack.

Barley Thorpe, the Lonsdales place, was only a mile
from Oakham. Lord Lonsdale’s individuality is entirely
apart from his intellectual abilities. A picturesque
sense of imagination is strongly developed. If somebody
once said to him that he suffered from constitutional
inaccuracy, his inventions were generally arresting and
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without the smallest tinge of ill-nature. His organiz-
ing powers and attention to detail are almost super-
humanly developed.

The tour of the stables on Sunday afternoon was
performed with much pomp and ritual. No stables were
better kept or contained a more perfect collection of
weight-carrying hunters. A basket of carrots awaited
Lord Lonsdale’s arrival and was handed him at each
stable door.

Sometimes we would see a horse put into the school
and it would obey Lord Lonsdale’s voice, almost like
his dogs did, which is saying a good deal, as they in their
turn are as well disciplined as a Guards’ Battalion. On
one occasion a young horse from Ireland was put in the
school for the edification of Lord Ribblesdale and myself.
We watched Lord L.’s methods of making hypnotic
passes, and saw the rebellious animal become gradually
docile, though I confess I shared Lord R.’s scepticism as
to this being the horse’s initiation into the ring !

All animals love him, and he has undoubtedly a
mysterious power over them. I think it has something
to do with his voice, which is one of the most charming
I have ever heard.

A description of Barley Thorpe would not be com-
plete without mentioning the custom of sitting round
the horseshoe table in the dining-room in front of the
fire after dinner, when the toasts of ‘ The King,” “ The
Ladies ” and ‘ Fox-hunting ”’ are always drunk.

The Bairds, Blairs and Calandars were a much
inter-married clan. Mr. Baird, who hailed from Fife,
had been master of the Cottesmores for years, and his
sisters and their husbands had been established round
Oakham for an equally long period. They were sup-
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posed to look on all new comers with suspicion, and I
was rather frightened of them when I first migrated,
but they were all very nice to me.

The Noels seemed to be interned behind the walls of
Catmose. I used to hear of their ultra-Victorian régime
from their pretty daughter-in-law, who divided her
year between Catmose and foreign travels; I think
she was surprised herself that her intelligence survived
her milien.

Two members of the Brocklehurst family, Lord
Ranksborough and Annie Fitzwilliam,* had built houses
in the neighbourhood. Lord R. had built his under
the shadow of the famous covert. He will be one of
the most missed figures in that part of the world. Im-
mensely tall, one’s ideal of a cavalry officer, he had the
gentlest and sweetest disposition, and he seems to have
been almost the last link between the present and my
childhood. The Fitzwilliams were at Barnsdale—a
house where I have spent many happy days. It is not
often that the charm characterizing one member should
run through an entire family, but in the case of the
Brocklehursts each one of them seemed to possess it.

- The Guy Fenwicks had established themselves on
the further side of the country. Elsie Fenwick was dis-
tinctly social and filled her house with all the youth of
the countryside. She was the soul of cheerfulness,
while he was quite unexpectedly intelligent on a variety
of subjects. A very large contingent of Fenwicks were
dotted rouhd Leicestershire, some of them having been
rather unflatteringly nicknamed—one of them rejoicing
under the appellation of Foul Fenwick !

Two of the very few gentlemen riders who have won

* Hon. Lady Fitzwilliam.
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the Grand National both hunted with the Cottesmore
—Lord Manners and Mr. Maunsel Richardson. The
Manners’ came regularly every year to Cold Overton,
and Mr. Richardson and Victoria Lady Yarborough
had given up the Brocklesby hounds and taken Edmond-
thorpe—a few miles from Oakham.

Two more different types of riders to have won
the National it would be difficult to conceive. The
‘“Cat,” as Mr. Richardson was called, was one of the
finest horsemen, and he really lived for horses and
hunting. Though by no means a young man when I
knew him, he always preferred making a four-year-old
himself to buying the finished article. He took an
enormous amount of trouble about his horses, and
spent his spare time schooling them—he was a great
believer in driving them on the long reins over fences.
I rode several of his horses, and though they were not
of outstanding merit, they had been so perfectly made
by him, that one was sure that they would take off on
the right spot. Mr. Richardson was a very great friend
of Lord Minto’s, and the story goes that they both loved
Lady Yarborough—and in order to decide which of the
two should propose to her, they took off their coats and
settled the question then and there.

* * * * * *

The house I had taken was at Manton, and I was
living there when Jim returned from South Africa.

The return of husbands from South Africa and the
consequent re-adjustment of life was, of course, not only
felt by me, but one’s own circumstances, in one’s own
eyes, are generally assumed to be more difficult than
other people’s.
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But life jogged on as it has a way of doing in the same
accustomed groove, and I found myself once more doing
the same monotonous round.

The summer of 1902 I spent in London. Jim was
very little there, as he was doing galloper to Lord Ches-
ham, who had been given a Staff appointment connected
with the Yeomanry. With the exception of a week at
Ascot, I hardly went away at all, as my mother was
dangerously ill.

Mrs. Forbes had a house at Englefield Green, and I
went to stay with her. I did not go tb the races, but
amused myself riding in Windsor Park and playing golf
with those of the party who were staying with Lord
Grimthorpe, next door, and who were also not inclined
for the crowd of the Enclosure. He had, I remember,
a large party there that year, including Lord Lonsdale
and Lord Elcho, the Islingtons and Lady Gerard.

The arrangements for the Coronation fixed for June
were all cancelled at the eleventh hour owing to King
Edward’s illness. No end of foreigners had come over,
and there was a boom in London houses; we had let
our flat for £250 for the fortnight of festivities that were
to take place, but our tenants only stayed two days.
I offered it to them for nothing (the least I could do)
when the Coronation eventually took place, but they
could not come back, so I stayed on and went to it
myself !

Even a Coronation suffers from postponement, and
it was shorn of much glory, but all the same it was a most
impressive sight. I had got a seat in the Abbey and
Lady Maud Ramsden and I sallied forth at about 8 a.m.,
as we had to be in our places at a very early hour.
Imagine some of the jaded faces in full evening dress
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and tiaras at that hour of the morning! The Queen
of Roumania stood out on that occasion—not only for
her good looks, but because she was so much better dressed
than any one else. It was a long, weary wait, and we
were very thankful that we had brought a provision of
sandwiches and biscuits. We were rather ashamed of
taking them, but found that we were in the fashion;
all the same, a picnic in Westminster Abbey does sound
a little incongruous, if not exactly profane !

* *® * * * *

My daughter Flavia was born that winter. Jim was
very much disturbed at her not being a son, as in his
heart I think he imagined that he would one day be Sir
James Forbes of Newe, but that idea has since been
knocked on the head by the certainly belated arrival
of several sons into his cousin Charlie Forbes’ family.

I had lent my house at Manton to Margot Asquith
for the winter. Jim was going abroad, and I was to join
Margot as soon as I could. She usually hunted from
Cold Overton, but this year the Manners’ had given it
up and gone into a small house at Oakham. I think,
too, Margot wanted to have the children with her ; Eliza-
beth was then about six, and Anthony only a month or
two old.

Our joint ménage was the greatest fun. Barbara
Lister* and Lord Ribblesdale were down there a great
deal, and who could want better company ! Rib was
delightful anywhere, and in that hunting mailien he
excelled. His superb sense of the ridiculous made the
most trivial episode into a fantastic adventure. Barbara

* Hon. Lady Wilson.
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had a combination of her mother and father’s wit. She
was waspish one moment and mellow the next. I think
her criticisms of people and things were tinged by her
personal feelings towards them, but they never failed
to be entertaining.

Margot has been blamed for hunting so much. Her
friends were inclined to be critical of her, and said she
was not doing her duty to her husband, which meant
she was not entertaining his party!  Peter has been
my love ; Asquith is to be my life,”” was her method of
announcing her engagement to a mutual friend.

I don’t think Margot was ever so happy as when she
was hunting, and she would probably have made a
much better M.F.H.’s wife than a Prime Minister’s—it
possible. She still went well, and if there was any sign
of her nerve going it was imperceptible, except possibly
that she rode a little too fast at her fences ; that is as a
rule such a tell-tale signal.

Margot is always kindness itself to her servants, and
Barbara and I used to be quite annoyed because she
would insist on our letting our maids go out for the day
before we were dressed ourselves. She thought her
servants liked hunting as much as she did, and used to
pack them all off to the meet in a wagonette. How we
all fitted into my tiny house I don’t know, but Margot
has the art of making a small house expand to her re-
quirements. She was good nature personified, and
when (as we generally did) Barbara and I used to take all
the hot water, she went bathless without a murmur !

Marigold and Elizabeth did lessons together and
were most amusing. They used to have many arguments,
and Elizabeth was overheard in the train telling Mari-

gold that Mr. Asquith was very superior to her father
8
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as he “ spoke in the House ”” ; to which Marigold replied :
““ You should hear mine speak in the house ! ”’

There is not much more that one can say about
Margot. She has said almost too much about herself ;
but then, Margot is superbly tactless, and in her memoirs
she has been even more tactless about herself than
about her friends, and with an almost unpardonable
lack of reticence she has written about things which
most people would hesitate to discuss with their nearest
and dearest. I am sure she was never immoral in the
accepted sense of the word ; she is one of those people who
might smile at indecency, but who would scowl on im-
morality. I have seen nothing of her in the last few
years, but remembering her genuine wit, her book dis-
appointed me terribly. Like a good cook giving you a
badly ordered dinner, she has chosen the dullest stories
and selected the most unattractive episodes of her life ;
she has concealed the most interesting details and has
given place and prominence to domestic anecdotes which
would have been most happily ignored. '

Mr. Asquith came down for week-ends and I used to
wonder if he was bored by the luncheons and dinners
that Margot hurried him off to on Sundays, or if he
enjoyed them as a relaxation. He never talked his shop,
but listened to our description of a day’s sport, and asked
endless questions on the subject, and he was apparently
as interested in the doings of the ‘‘tally-hos!” as in
the annals of the Kit-Cat club. He didn’t know one
end of a horse from the other, so it must have been pure
kindness on his part.

* * * * %* *

Instead of going to Scotland for the autumn, I went
to America to stay with Bridget Guinness in August,
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1903. I was really to have gone earlier, but Flavia
was ill and I could not possibly leave her. The Shaftes-
burys and Lilah Paget were the only people I lknew on
board. Lilah was on her way out to see some of her
American relations, but seemed quite vague as to where
they lived or what they looked like. The Shaftesburys
were going to stay with Sir Thomas Lipton on the Erin
for the Cup Races. Cuckoo S. took a sentimental interest
in the fortunes of the Shamrock, as she had apparently
christened her in Belfast.

Robin Grey met me in New York, and took me on to
Long Island, where Bridget’s house was. Her mother,
Lady Bulkeley, Lady Charlie Beresford and Prince
Troubetskoy (Amelie Rives’ husband and a very fine
looking man) were staying there, as well as Hugo Baring.

Bridget had already made herself very popular on
the other side, though at first I think they did not quite
understand her Bohemian ideas, which were the antithesis
- of the rather conventional New Yorkers. Her house was
of course delightfully comfortable; you could trust
Bridget to see to that, and also to have most excellent
food.

~The heat and the mosquitoes were our great trial,
and the minimum of clothes was the order of the day.
Our first expedition was to Sheepshead Bay to see the
Futurity Stakes (the big American two-year-old
race).

Here I met the great Mr. W. C. Whitney—the most
hospitable man in America, which is saying a good deal.
I could quite understand his popularity, for he had great
charm, and he certainly seemed to be adored by his
entire entourage. He amused me with his rather
caustic criticism of Englishwomen who had gone to

8*
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America. He thought they were more interested in
finance than in anything else.

Mr. Whitney’s entourage included, amongst many
amusing people, Peter Dunn, of ‘“ Mr. Dooley ”’ fame.
Some of his stories are inimitable, and I loved the com-
parison he drew between the American and English
accent, ‘‘though we speak in the same language it is
through different organs of the face.”

Mr. Whitney talked with pride of his son Harry, who
was already a polo enthusiast, and eventually came to
Leicestershire and took the Burns-Hartopps’ place, Dalby,
joining the ranks of the other Americans who were already
established at Melton, and who were making hunting
very difficult for the individual of moderate means.

The power of money was making itself forcibly
felt. No sum was too high to be paid for a good horse
by these new comers, and the prices of horses, good
or bad, went up automatically. Owners were tempted
to part with the best out of their studs, dealers began
to overrate the quality of their horses, and I expect
that the visitors from over the water were occasionally
badly stuck. In the same way rents went up, and the
local tradesmen reaped a golden harvest, whilst the
poor man was left lamenting.

The racing in America was quite different from that
in this country. One missed the grass, and the dust from
the dirt track often completely hid the horses from view.
I had never seen the starting-gate before ; no one could
understand why we hadn’t got it in this country. All
the jockeys rode d la Tod Sloan and looked just like
monkeys. Their methods seemed different from ours ;
there was no question of riding a waiting race or of any
particular horse making the running, but just what
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looked like a wild scramble to be first to get the inside
berth on the rails. They discussed the form of the horses
by the stop-watch as much as anything else. The
Futurity that year was won by Sidney Paget’s Hamburg
Belle and we were all on !

Mr. Whitney asked us all over to stay at his “ Cot-
tage.” Anything less like a cottage it would be difficult
to imagine. Everything was done in the most wonderful
way and diversions planned for every hour of the
day.

The Hitchcocks lived not far off and were mad about
horses and riding. Mrs. H. rode astride. They asked
me if I rode, so, of course, I said yes. Had I ever
hunted ? Yes. Had I a habit? Yes. Would I ride
to-morrow ? Yes. So out I started on a horse of Mr.
Whitney’s that had won the ‘high jump’ at the New
York Show. I had a rather uncomfortable saddle,
but as I presumed we were only going for an ordinary
ride, I didn’t think it mattered much.

I was soon disillusioned and found that nothing so
dull was contemplated. There are no hedges bounding
the dusty roads, but slat timber fences that we should
have thought a fair size in Leicestershire and should nof
have selected to “lark ” over, but before we had gone
many yards someone quite calmly turned and jumped
one of these palings out of the road. We were a biggish
party, and I watched them all jump, realizing that
whatever my feelings there was no evading, and I must
follow suit.- But the worst was yet to come. One after
another came these gruesome obstacles, all of which
had to be jumped, and if there had been a gate no one
would have condescended to open it! As the only
Englishwoman I could not disgrace myself by even
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showing surprise, but I thought myself rather lucky
to get home safely.

My horse bad been schooled for high jumping and
got right “under” the timber, bucking over without
touching it, but all the horses did not jump in this way.
The Hitchcocks’ horses went rather fast and stood away
like Leicestershire hunters. Most of their hunters were
thoroughbreds, too slow for racing, which they schooled
themselves. This they do most thoroughly, taking them
loose into an enclosed ring with a movable bar, that
they have to go over at different heights. As they do
this regularly one would have thought the horses would
have got stale, but apparently they don’t. When I
asked if they didn’t get a lot of falls when they went out
with the drag, Mr. H. told me not many, but he also told
me of several people that had been killed !

When I got back to England I felt a curious affection
for a post and rails, and I am not sure that on a good
horse it isn’t safer than a fence you can see through.

I went on to stay with the Hitchcocks, and their house
was more like a home than the so-called cottages of New
York Society. The ways and customs of the Hitchcock
household were those of the South, and the food was
characteristically Southern, and, to my mind, delicious.
Sweet potatoes and corn on the cob are fare for the gods,
to my thinking, and I remember, too, a wonderful little
bird, something like a quail, the name of which I have
forgotten, but whose flavour is an abiding memory.

I met Lady Astor for the first time in America. She
was then Mrs. Bobbie Shaw, very pretty and full of fun.
When she came over here later with her sister she had a
great reputation for wit, and sometimes I thought it
was almost a nuisance to her, as she had to live up to it !



Memories and Base Details 119

I remember her on one occasion asking a man who wore
the red, black and orange Zingaree ribbon why he wore
such bright colours. He told her what it was. ‘“ What’s
that ?”’ she said. “ Some kind of marmalade?”
Within half an hour she repeated the same remark, having
led up to it with the same question to someone else !
But even the gods are caught napping sometimes, and
there is no doubt she was a great success here. Both
she and her sister looked awfully nice on a horse, and
the number of men who wanted to marry ‘ Mrs. Bobbie
Shaw ”’ were legion. She took a house at Market Har-
borough, and the eligible members of the Pytchley field
were all supposed to have succumbed, but apparently
she preferred to marry a fellow-countryman, even if he
is a naturalized Englishman.

I have not seen her lately, but, judging from the
reports of the House of Commons, I can’t help thinking
that she has changed a good deal since the days of my
trip to America.

I certainly think she showed a dog-in-the-manger
spirit over the Divorce Bill. She need not have grudged
her English sisters their freedom, having herself benefited
to no small extent by the American law !

Of course I saw the yacht racing, but it was not very
amusing and it meant a long, tedious day. I spent the
night before in New York, and Hugo Baring and I started
at a very early hour in the morning. We lunched on the
Erin. Sir Thomas Lipton had a huge party, with cham-
pagne and speeches. The water was thick with excursion
launches, and the lack of any breeze made the race a
fiasco. Personally I was content to read about the
others, and one could be sure that the minutest descrip-
tion would be given in the papers.
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The Sunday papers were the most amusing things
I have ever seen. Eighteen years ago the English news-
papers were very much more restrained than they are
now, but the American papers gave such details and
said such things that I cannot think how anybody dare
breathe in New York !

Winter is the New York season, and when I was there
American society was scattered and Newport was the
social centre of the moment.

A little colony had been formed round Roslyn on
Long Island. One of the show places (but equally en-
joying the name of cottage) was the Clarence Mackay’s ;
Mrs. C. M. considered herself an intellectual and was very
exclusive and admitted very few into her circle of friends.
Her children’s nurseries were decorated like a Mayfair
drawing-room, there were very few toys about, and they
were all en suite, whilst silk and lace abounded. What
an atmosphere to grow up in!

The hen luncheon parties, whilst the men were
working, were most depressing affairs. The average
American husband struck one as the most tolerant
money-making machine ever invented. It was a case
of men working and women spending—not weeping !

Burke Cochrane was a curiously arresting personality,
who seemed a primeval in that rarefied atmosphere. He
was an idealist and a fine talker, and whatever his
politics there was something about his rugged appearance
that stamped him at once as an individualist, and he
made the rest of the community look puny.

I returned to England in the autumn just in time for
the Newmarket Meetings and found Flavia busy cutting
her teeth and grown large enough to have got a prize
at a baby show.
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I should hate to live permanently in America, but
I had enjoyed myself so much and everyone had been
so kind that I was genuinely sorry to leave. I came back
on a German boat; Mr. Drextl was on board, and 1
thought him rather blatant over the insinuations of
his successes in England !

An unfortunate comtrefemps occurred to me on my
way home. I rang the bell for my maid and a fat German
stewardess appeared, telling me that she was not
available, as she had produced a “ fine boy ”’ during the
night ! Tableau! Naturally I was entirely oblivious
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