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This book, like its subtitle, is divided into three parts. In Part One I offer an account of the life and work of Charles Eamer Kempe (1837– 1907); but it is impossible to explain his work without also focusing on the people who worked so closely both with him and for him – the Kempe Studio and its leading members: Wyndham Hughes, John Carter and John Lisle. These three, together with Alfred Tombleson, Kempe’s master glazier and the manager of the Studio’s glassworks, were instrumental in creating what came to be recognised as the Kempe style. The loyalty and affection of Kempe’s closest friends and associates is an important part of this story. Inevitably, the history of Kempe’s career must concentrate on his stained glass, but his contributions to other spheres of church decoration – wall-painting, furnishings, vestments and embroidery – matter too, and not least because they are less durable and more easily lost or overlooked. The same is true of Kempe’s work in garden design.


Part Two presents a small number of case studies, examining the design and significance of particular windows, as seen not only in large Cathedrals but also in small towns and country villages across Britain. The purpose of such close-up analysis is both to draw attention to key themes and evolving features in Kempe’s work and to explore the extraordinary and intricate networks of family and friends, patrons, clients, and influences, within which he moved skilfully and profitably.


A second volume, Espying Heaven, is due shortly to follow Kempe. This larger-format full-colour book will complement and supplement the present volume. It will provide opportunities, through commentary and illustration, for further detailed description and analysis of Kempe’s style and techniques across an extensive range of examples.


Part Three focuses on Kempe’s legacy. I have approached this through three chapters. The first focuses on Old Place, the Sussex home he created consciously to be both a Palace of Art and the work of art by which he hoped to be judged after his lifetime. The efforts he made to ensure that Old Place should survive as his own best memorial are described in the succeeding chapter. This deals with Walter Tower, his young cousin whom he appointed his heir and groomed to take on both Old Place itself and the business he had built up into a brand sought after worldwide. He fully intended Tower to become the guardian of this Kempe legacy. The final chapter, ‘Kempe’s Reputation’, traces the growing ambivalence to Kempe from the years immediately before his death up to the present day, reappraising the judgements passed on him by critics such as Ninian Comper, John Betjeman, and Nikolaus Pevsner.


Anyone writing about Kempe today owes a great debt to Margaret Stavridi, the daughter of his close friend and chief draughtsman, John Lisle. Her research over many years produced much of the rich archive collection later acquired by the Victoria and Albert Museum (the V&A) and formed the basis of her pioneering study of Kempe and the Kempe Studio, Master of Glass (1988). Subsequent research, however, and the appearance of primary material not available to Mrs Stavridi when she was preparing her book, have meant that some of her facts and conclusions now need to be corrected or revised. Wherever possible, I have attempted to do this in the Notes and References at the end of the book, but occasionally I have been obliged to explain such corrections more formally in the body of the text.


There is one key aspect of Margaret Stavridi’s book with which I take issue. Master of Glass was written primarily and quite reasonably to highlight the achievements of her father, John Lisle, whose contribution to the success of the Kempe enterprise she believed had been unfairly obscured. The chief culprit, in her eyes, was Walter Tower, who took over as chairman of the firm, in accordance with Kempe’s wishes. Much of Mrs Stavridi’s animus against Tower is, I believe, misplaced; consequently, in Part Three, where I discuss Walter Tower and his relationship with Kempe and with Kempe’s loyal colleagues, I have attempted to redress the balance. Readers of both Master of Glass and of this book will be able to form their own judgement.


My own commitment to Kempe goes back more than thirty years; I have been actively preparing and writing this book for four years, and this short period has produced more new evidence about Kempe than had emerged in the previous forty. Until recently the accepted belief was that Tower, a disillusioned man, had destroyed at the start of the Second World War nearly all the surviving cartoons and records of Kempe & Co. Some remaining documents were subsequently recovered and collected by Margaret Stavridi and a few others, including John Betjeman. What was not now housed in the Victoria & Albert Museum archives formed the nucleus of Mrs Stavridi’s own archive, particularly material relating to her father; this she later donated in the 1970s and 1980s to the newly-formed Kempe Society. There were, and are, of course documents relating to particular Kempe commissions lodged in diocesan, county and other archives all over Britain; but, in general, such items tend to be scanty, and often not well catalogued. Cathedrals and churches frequently did not keep correspondence and other records of gifts such as stained glass or vestments donated by others, rather than commissioned by themselves.


In 2015, however, a small but important new archive of material surfaced and was purchased by the Kempe Trust, the registered charity founded in 1992 to protect, conserve and promote the Kempe legacy. This archive contained important photographic and documentary material about the Eamer family (from which Kempe’s mother had come), about Old Place – including, invaluably, Kempe’s personal Visitors’ Book covering 1892 to 1910 – and about Walter Tower. Then, in 2017, an unexpected and very generous gift to the Kempe Trust produced the entire collection of diaries kept by Wyndham Hope Hughes during the nine years he had worked for Kempe as an artist and draughtsman. For the first time, it is now possible to read these systematically and they have greatly added to our existing knowledge of the Kempe Studio’s early years. Again in 2017, as this book was in the late stages of revision, a large cache of drawings from the Studio, including many annotated and signed by Kempe himself, unexpectedly came up for auction. These, too, greatly enhance understanding of the Studio’s working methods. It is hoped that ultimately all the currently disparate portions of the Kempe archive can be brought together under the guardianship of the V&A.


The continuing emergence of such documentary material raises the tantalising question, what else remains? Walter Tower’s daughter believed her father had destroyed all Kempe’s personal papers, including his diaries. These are known to have been still in existence after his death, but it has been assumed until now that they too must have been destroyed in or around 1940. Now, whenever some new Kempe material surfaces, the possibility that the diaries may have also been spared increases. Their importance, if they have survived, cannot be overestimated. I discuss this further in Part Three.


I have tried, throughout this book, to avoid speculation as far as possible; for this reason I have chosen to be reticent about Kempe’s private life. Any discussion, for instance, about his sexuality would be only speculative. What evidence there is to indicate his interests, inclinations and friendships I have provided; readers may form their own opinions. What is not in doubt, of course, is that professionally and artistically Kempe was closely involved with the Aesthetic Movement of the 1870s and 1880s, and the perceived effeminacy of that movement can be read into some aspects of High Church ‘Anglo-Aestheticism’. Michael Hall, in George Frederick Bodley (2014) has dealt scrupulously with this subject in relation to the ‘refinement’ of George Frederick Bodley’s architectural and artistic principles and practice, and I have tried to follow his example in writing about Kempe.


My use of the name Kempe throughout the book needs comment. The family name was Kemp, and it was Charles himself who added the final ‘e’ while still a schoolboy at Rugby. To avoid spelling his name in different ways at different stages of this book, however, I have chosen to call him ‘Kempe’ from the start. It must also be understood that when I refer to ‘Kempe stained glass’, I mean stained glass produced by the Kempe Studio or (after Kempe’s death) by C.E. Kempe & Co., and recognisable as such. However, where it has been possible and helpful to identify the artist of the original cartoon, this I have done.


In writing this book, I have incurred many debts of gratitude. The first of these is to Philip Collins, who founded the Kempe Society and is the current Secretary of the Kempe Trust; he has also been the custodian of the Trust’s archive ever since Margaret Stavridi bequeathed her remaining family papers to the Kempe Society. He edited the Corpus of Kempe Stained Glass, published by the Kempe Trust in 2000, and his contribution to Kempe studies generally, and to the writing of this book, in particular, has been incalculable. Other friends and colleagues in the Kempe Trust have also been of great assistance: early on, Ruth Ward taught me much about Kempe’s work in Oxford; more recently, Jennifer Caunt prompted and assisted much of the research into Lichfield and Cumbria for Part Two of Kempe. I have to thank Tom Kemp-Evans for much invaluable family background and for kindly supplying images of Kemp and Eamer portraits. I have greatly appreciated the support of my fellow Trustees, Elizabeth Simon, John Shaw and Nicholas Rowe, and am also grateful to Nicholas for information about Kempe’s early and later work at Cuckfield.


My interest in Kempe (indeed my awareness of his work) began while I was living in South Wales. My first Kempe publication was a 1985 guide to the windows of St Mary’s Priory Church, Monmouth, and I owe a debt of friendship and encouragement to the man who commissioned that guide, the late Canon James Coutts – a debt I regret not repaying adequately. Later, while living and teaching in Cambridge, I was lucky to meet several people who deserve my thanks. To Tim Cockerill I owe much, especially for the early history of All Saints, Jesus Lane, Cambridge – one of the key locations in Kempe’s early career; to Tim’s wife, Chloë, I am indebted for advice on heraldry in stained glass. Another friend, Michael Pearson, gave me early opportunities to lecture on Kempe at a time when audiences for talks on stained glass were not always easy to find. Among the first people to encourage my interest in Kempe was the late Carola Hicks, art historian, author and formerly Curator of the Stained Glass Museum at Ely Cathedral; I was honoured to write her entry for the Oxford Dictionary of National Biography. One of her successors as Curator of the Museum, Dr Jasmine Allen, has also been a great help with technical aspects of my research; to her and to Michael Hall, whose book on Bodley has been open at my side all the time I have been writing my own, I offer sincere thanks. I am grateful, too, to Dr Jane Hughes (Pepys Librarian at Magdalene College, Cambridge), for allowing me access to the diaries of A.C. Benson, housed in the College Library, and to the Master and Fellows of Magdalene, for permission to quote from them. To Mrs Katharine Simson and her family, for presenting the diaries of Wyndham Hope Hughes to the Kempe Trust Archive, special thanks are due.


I have met many people who have been generous with their time and knowledge as I have travelled across the British Isles, and further afield, in search of Kempe. I wish to acknowledge the following clergy, churchwardens, custodians, administrators, and archivists: at Lichfield Cathedral, Michael Diamond and David Wallington, Jason Dyer, and Ian Ratchford-Smith (Dean’s Verger); and at Winchester Cathedral, Simon Barwood and Dickon Kelly (Deputy Head Verger), also David Rymill of the Hampshire County Archives, for his research into the re-ordering of the Ladye Chapel. Special thanks are also due to the Rev. Petra Beresford-Webb (All Saints, Newbridge-on-Wye); Janet and John Chapman (Much Marcle); Sheila and David Brown (Holy Trinity, Stirling); in Essex, to Alan Cox (Copped Hall) and Nicola Munday (Wood House); Janet Fairweather (St Peter-in-Ely); Canon Andrew Grace (St Mary, Tenby); Val Howells (Monmouth Priory Church); Philip Kendall (Springbank Arts Centre, New Mills); Gemma Lewis (Durham Castle); Keith Lister, my host and guide to the Kempe locations at Horbury (West Yorkshire); Jane Spittlehouse (St Peter, Clayworth) and Noel Simpson (All Hallows, Woolbeding). I owe special thanks to Jackie Parry for photographing the impressive Kempe glass at Salve Regina College (formerly Wakehurst) at Newport, Rhode Island.


Alastair Carew-Cox, one of the leading professional photographers of stained glass at work today, was introduced to me by Michael Tiley, a long-standing member of the Kempe Society. Alastair’s contribution both to this book and, especially, to the forthcoming companion volume, Espying Heaven, has been invaluable. He has travelled from Stirling to East Anglia, from mid-Wales to Cornwall, photographing Kempe glass for these two books and I cannot speak too highly of his professionalism and commitment to this project. Steve Jones, too, of Palm Photographic Processing Laboratories, Birmingham, has devoted many hours to ensuring the high-quality definition of the colour images prepared for this book and for Espying Heaven. Here I must also thank all those in the cathedrals and churches Alastair Carew-Cox has visited for going out of their way to grant him access and assistance, and for giving their permission to publish the photographs he has taken. One of the key locations in Britain for studying Kempe’s work in a private, domestic, setting is Wightwick Manor (Staffordshire), and I am grateful to the National Trust for their permission to photograph and illustrate the glass there. In a similar context, I acknowledge with thanks permission kindly granted by the Howard family to illustrate details of the paintings by Wyndham Hope Hughes in the Chapel of Castle Howard.


There are two other debts to be acknowledged. Adrian Brink and the editorial team at Lutterworth Press have supported my Kempe project enthusiastically from its inception. I hope this book repays their confidence in me. Finally, my wife, Christine, has travelled with me to see most of the Kempe glass that I have seen during the past twenty years; on our travels we have made some exciting discoveries and shared some scary moments. Our early expedition to the Royal Mausoleum at Darmstadt was one such occasion. It began at Edinburgh airport, ended at Frankfurt, and involved four flights, one aborted take-off and one emergency landing. We were rewarded, however, by being able to find and photograph one of the most significant, least seen, Kempe windows in the world. And only this year, in a storeroom piled high with old chairs, Christine discovered a fine and unrecorded early reredos painted for Kempe by Wyndham Hope Hughes. To her this book is dedicated.


Adrian Barlow


All Saints Day, 2017





Prologue


The Wheatsheaf and the Pelican
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Charles Eamer Kempe, though a shy man with a lifelong stammer, has a talent for friendship and enjoys playing the host. In July 1885, he announces a grand garden party (a ‘Festa’ he calls it) at Old Place in Lindfield, his Sussex home, to raise money for the local church. Old Place is his passion: he has restored and enlarged it, laying out what is already a spectacular garden with borders, hedges, vistas, pavilions and lawns large enough for entertaining on a grand scale. In another ten years, he will have extended the house again, filling it with an astonishing collection of furniture, art, stained glass, books and treasures of all kinds. Yet he lives here alone, except for a small team of servants. Now in his fifties, he has never married.


Though he stays in London during the week, Old Place is his constant point of return. He has spent a fortune already on creating not just a home but one of the most admired country houses in England. Here Kempe entertains archbishops and aristocrats, architects, artists and writers, as well as a close circle of friends and family. Each summer he invites his staff from London down to Lindfield; he is photographed in the garden surrounded by them, looking like a benevolent patriarch. Some of them have no doubt been conscripted to help run his ‘Church Restoration Festa’. The entertainment is to be on a lavish scale.


The poster advertising the event has a banner heading: ‘OYEZ! OYEZ! OYEZ!’ Kempe wants to recreate a sense of Merrie England, and the familiar town crier’s call strikes the desired note at once. He addresses:


All lovers of music


All students in Antiquities


All skilled in the Art of Needlework


All who seek Refection or Trifles


All who would see the England of their Forefathers.


Kempe is appealing to an audience whose tastes match his own: music, antiquities, tapestries and needlework, the architecture, decoration and furnishings of Old Place itself – with all these he offers a glimpse of that England in which he feels peculiarly at home. He has cajoled his staff and friends into putting on Elizabethan costume: a photograph taken for the occasion shows them looking, rather self-consciously, like the cast of The Merry Wives of Windsor. Kempe may well have donned doublet and hose himself – he enjoys dressing up.


This ‘Festa’ is much more than a fundraising jamboree. It is the moment at which Kempe will open his gates to welcome the world. In offering to show his guests the England of their forefathers, he is really offering to present the world of his own forefathers. This might not be evident to the visitors, but the more observant may notice an inn-sign hanging over a thatched and half-timbered alehouse Kempe has erected in the garden. The name of the alehouse, as depicted in its inn-sign, is The Wheatsheaf and Pelican, and these two emblems together embody everything that matters most to Kempe. It is his family crest: a golden pelican picking at a sheaf of wheat.


Kempe has always been fascinated by his family, its history and its heraldry. He started painting his family arms while still a schoolboy. His earliest major solo project, the redecoration of the family church (St Wulfran, Ovingdean near Brighton) has the Kemp arms in a hatchment over the inner doorway, in memory of his father whom he hardly remembered. Here too, the wheatsheaf appears for the first time as a single image in some window quarries; in future years it will become his own identifying mark. He treats it both as a personal signature – when sending letters, he stamps the wax with a wheatsheaf seal – and as a badge proclaiming him a member of a distinguished family with strong ecclesiastical roots. As with the ‘e’ appended to his surname, it links him back to the fifteenth century Archbishop of Canterbury, Cardinal Kempe, whose emblem was also a wheatsheaf. Being a Kempe matters to him greatly.


But the wheatsheaf is not his only emblem. In one particular window at Ovingdean, wheatsheaves alternate with a less familiar image: the Pelican in her Piety, symbolic of Christ’s sacrifice for mankind on the Cross. Alongside each pelican, a text: ‘Ihs Pelicanus Noster’ [‘Jesus our pelican’]. Hereafter, whenever the pelican appears in Kempe’s windows, this Augustinian inscription asserting Christ’s loving care for all will accompany it. As for Kempe, the pelican is a talisman. As he lies in bed he sees it emblazoned on his walls; from his bedroom window he can gaze down on it, wings spread, nesting on the sundial below. Above the garden door, another pelican holds in its beak a scroll containing his family motto: ‘Qui seminant in lacrymis in exultatione metent’ (‘They that sow in tears shall reap in joy’).


Kempe believes that this verse from Psalm 126 speaks directly to him and about him. He had originally hoped to be ordained a priest, but his stammer destroyed such hopes. So, reluctantly, he had to choose a different career. In later life he will describe – a trifle sententiously, perhaps – how on leaving Oxford he decided that, since he could not pursue his vocation to serve God in His Sanctuary (‘They that sow in tears’), he would serve Him by adorning His Sanctuary. And now, this unplanned career in religious art has enabled him to ‘reap in joy’: it has brought him prosperity – prosperity represented by the wheatsheaf, symbol of good harvest. Thus, to find the course of his life foreshadowed in his own family heraldry is a further affirmation of God’s providence, as he sees it – ‘Jesus our pelican’ picking at the wheatsheaf.
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Handbill advertising the Old Place Garden Party, July 1885.





Whether many of Kempe’s friends at the garden party understood the significance of the inn-sign is doubtful. In 1885 a few may have guessed in part. But understanding Kempe fully today requires us to remember how these interconnected elements – family and faith, sacrifice and service, prosperity and providence – were embodied for him in the Kempe crest itself, the wheatsheaf and the pelican.





Part One



Life
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Charles Eamer (1787-1805) after whom Charles Eamer Kempe was named.








Chapter 1


Sussex – School – Oxford
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Charles Kempe – he added the final ‘e’ to his name while still at school – was six when his father died, at the age of 84. The Kemps were long established in Sussex and Kent; throughout the eighteenth century they had prospered, making money out of wool stapling and marrying, generation by generation, into wealthier families. Thomas Kemp, Charles’s uncle, owned land in Brighton and was associated with the Prince of Wales, later to be the Prince Regent. In 1786 Thomas had leased a house, described as a ‘farmhouse’, to the Prince for three years. During that time the building of Brighton Pavilion was begun – incorporating the farmhouse that the Prince was occupying.1


Bringing the Kemps within the Prince’s circle of acquaintance was to have important consequences. Thomas had married an heiress, Ann Read, in 1771. In the next eleven years they had five children. Meanwhile, by contrast, Thomas’s younger brother Nathaniel had had a childless first marriage; and it was not until, as a widower, he married a second time that he began at the age of 65 to produce a family of two daughters and five sons. Nathaniel’s wife (thirty-six years younger) was Augusta Caroline Eamer, daughter of Sir John Eamer, a former Lord Mayor of London (1801–2) who had retired to Brighton to be close to his good friend and patron the Prince Regent. Augusta named her youngest son, born in 1837, after her own brother, Charles Eamer, who had been sent out to India at the age of sixteen and died there, less than two years later.


It is hard to imagine the impact on a child’s sense of family when he is born to a father who is nearly eighty, when all his grandparents and virtually all his aunts and uncles on his father’s side have died before he was born,2 and when his cousins belong to an entirely different generation. Charles was a first cousin of the Thomas Read Kemp who gave his name to Kemp Town, but there were fifty-five years between them. His other living Kemp first cousin, Ann, was sixty-two when he was born. These differences in age matter because the family members who were Charles’s contemporaries were not therefore his first cousins but really his first cousins twice or even thrice removed. One might assume that a person is unlikely to be close to a first cousin two or three times removed, treating such a cousin as merely a distant and far younger relation, but in Kempe’s case this was not so: he grew up in a wide but closely-knit and mainly local family circle. This was a family circle centred on Brighton, and inevitably at first the Brighton family Charles knew belonged to his mother’s side more than to his late father’s. There was no mystery about the Sussex Kemps; everyone knew the Kemps who had grown prosperous in the area of West Sussex between Lewes and the sea, and whose children had married into other respected and wealthy Sussex families. Of the Eamers, however, much less was known.


Father and Mother:
 the Kemps and the Eamers



Charles’ father Nathaniel was, like his elder brother Thomas, a man of property. Nathaniel had inherited land both in Brighton and outside, near Lewes. He later sold some of this real estate, for he himself was never an active developer.3 He was a local Justice of the Peace and a keen evangelical Anglican. In 1810 he had given land in Brighton for the building of a new chapel called St James’s. As a result of a dispute over who should be its first priest in charge, the chapel was taken over by members of a dissenting sect; therefore Nathaniel felt compelled to buy the chapel himself to ensure it would be properly consecrated as an Anglican church. It remained his property and was specifically listed in his will as part of his estate: ‘My chapel called Saint James’s Chapel with the Chapel house and ground adjoining thereto’.4 His evangelical leanings are confirmed by his patronage of several missionary societies. He was a member of the Sussex branch of the British and Foreign Bible Society and later Vice-President of the Lewes Deanery Joint Meeting of the Society for the Promotion of Christian Knowledge and the Society for the Propagation of the Gospel. In a portrait of him painted in 1823, he is shown reading The Nineteenth Report of the British and Foreign Bible Society.5
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Nathaniel Kemp (1759-1843), father of Charles Eamer Kempe.





By 1783 Nathaniel owned nearly 350 acres of land in Ovingdean, but it would be another ten years before he built Ovingdean Hall as a home for himself and his first wife, Martha Fielde.6 Married for thirty-six years, but having no children, must have been a growing anxiety to Nathaniel, and the urgency of producing an heir to inherit his estates prompted him to remarry two years after Martha’s death. That his new bride, Augusta Eamer, was so much younger than him, and that they were married less than two months after the death of her father,7 suggests how impatient he had become. Conventional etiquette expected children to observe up to a year of deep mourning for a parent. Going ahead with the wedding during this period indicates either that Sir John had previously given his blessing to the engagement or that his daughter and the rest of the family were scandalously indifferent both to convention and to the memory of Sir John. The latter can be discounted for Augusta Eamer and her sisters had a pious sense of loyalty to their father. As one of the prominent families in Brighton at that time, the Eamers would not have wanted to attract censure, and the wedding took place out of the way at Ovingdean. Lady Eamer certainly seems to have had no objection to her future son-inlaw (who was almost the same age as she was): one supposes that in any case it was a relief that at least one of her daughters had found a husband. In 1823, when Sir John died, none of his daughters was yet married, and the eldest, Charlotte, at thirty-eight, seemed certain to remain a spinster.
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Sir John Eamer, Kempe’s grandfather. Lord Mayor of London (1801-1802).





Lady Eamer’s letters to her daughters Louisa and Charlotte often contain information about family events at Ovingdean, usually related to her by ‘Mr Kemp’. The two families certainly seem to have become well integrated and to have been frequently on the move between each other’s homes. Writing in July 1839 to Louisa in Tunbridge Wells, where her son-in-law had paid a brief visit, Lady Eamer says:


I hope Mr Kemp arrived agreeably to expectation last evening – and had embraced every advantage such a short tour could give. Pray mention us to him in the most acceptable manner, and say how very much we are obliged by the great indulgence we have received from his attention to us. I fear from the circumstance of his late arrival at the Wells, we shall not have the pleasure of seeing him, before our departure, to thank him for our Country treat but will hope for an early opportunity to do so on his return home.8


It is worth reflecting on the kind of home that Nathaniel and Augusta Kemp created for their children. Ovingdean Hall was a gentleman’s country residence: a late Georgian building, imposing but not ostentatious. It was designed as a family home, not as a house for entertaining on a lavish scale. Mr Kemp attended to his public duties and charitable activities in Brighton, while Mrs Kemp was occupied with rearing children: her two daughters, Louisa and Augusta, were born in 1824 and 1825; Nathaniel junior, the long-awaited son and heir, duly carrying the name of his father, was born in 1826. Three more sons quickly followed, and by the time Charles was born, Augusta’s oldest daughter was already thirteen, while her youngest four were all under ten. A letter from Augusta’s mother, Lady Eamer, to her sister on 2 August 1837, when Charles was only five weeks old, suggests that daily life at Ovingdean was rather regimented: she refers to it as ‘head quarters’ and wishes that Augusta would take the baby to her sister’s home in Tunbridge Wells:


I have not heard from Ovingdean since Monday, and then Mr Kemp told me that Baby was unwell in his Bowels, so that the nurse was not to leave on that day. Surely it would do both Augusta and the Babies [sic] good to occupy the spare Beds in your Mansion. Propose it to her; I shall do so, if an opportunity offers.9
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Ovingdean Hall.





As Charles was growing up, his mother was very much the centre of the family circle. Within this circle, Charles was known as Charlie, his brother as Willie and his mother’s sister Charlotte was ‘Aunt Char’. Nathaniel was known as Pet by his mother, and as Nat by his brothers and sisters. He was his mother’s favourite while the children were all at home. John, the second son, was the scholar of the family, going to Winchester and Balliol before becoming a schoolmaster. In 1841, when Charles was only four, Mrs Kemp took her four eldest children (Louisa, Augusta, Nathaniel and John) on a five-week tour of the continent: together they visited Paris, Rouen, Brussels and Antwerp.10 On this occasion Charles was left at home, along with his brothers Arthur and William; but when he was older, travels with his mother to Scotland, France and the Low Countries introduced him to the cities and cathedrals that enlarged his sense of history and engaged his creative imagination.


Back at home, the atmosphere of the household, presided over by Charles’s now 80-year-old father, was sober but it was certainly not puritan: in his will Nathaniel listed his wines, pictures, engravings and musical instruments among the personal effects to be left to his wife. Nevertheless, what Charles experienced was an evangelical upbringing: family prayers and daily bible reading ensured that from a very early age he started to gain his exceptional knowledge of Old and New Testament prophets, patriarchs, apostles and scriptural texts – all of which later provided source material and subject matter for his window designs. He was particularly close to his brother Willie and to his sister Augusta, even though she was twelve years older than him. He was a shy child, though not – at Ovingdean – a lonely one. His first six years at least were secure and happy.


The death of his father in 1843 brought change and disruption. Suddenly, Charles’s mother was responsible for the management of a house and estate but had no control over the income needed to do so. Mr Kemp’s will had been drawn up with the intention of providing a comfortable and secure future for his wife and children. In fact, it did neither. Ovingdean Hall needed to be sold, but selling the estate proved troublesome and protracted. Mrs Kemp became preoccupied and irritable with the executors of the will, who were pressing her to sell in order to fund the Trust intended to support her children until all of them had reached their majority or found husbands. She, however, refused to allow the Hall to be sold, believing its current valuation was too low and wanting to stay there until her daughters were both married. Moreover, her eldest son Nat, who had effectively left home, was running up debts she could not afford to cover from the modest annuity granted to her on her husband’s death. Once her daughters were married (Louisa in 1844 and Augusta in 1845), she let the Hall and went to live near her sister Louisa in Tunbridge Wells. Charles was sent away to boarding school, where he was miserably homesick and developed a stammer that was to plague him for years to come. It would be another thirty years before he had a home he could call his own.


Writing Home:
 Kempe’s Schooldays, from his Letters



Charles was ten years old when he followed his elder brothers to Twyford Preparatory School, in Hampshire; Willie was still there,11 though shortly to leave, while John was at Winchester, preparing to go up to Oxford, and Arthur had also left. Nat had joined the army. Some of Charles’s weekly letters to his family have survived, and these are often revealing. The first one, dated 13 August 1846 and addressed to his sister Augusta, has all the hallmarks of having been written under the careful eye of a teacher. Pencil lines have been ruled to ensure the ten-year-old’s copperplate handwriting stays on the lines, and the first page shows signs of spelling being corrected and even of sentences being dictated for the benefit of anxious parents at home. ‘You cannot think how happy I am and like my school very much’ sounds almost too good to be true, especially when contrasted with the next letter that has survived:


I am very unhappy as it is so long to Easter. I thought of you on Friday night and cryed but the time will soon pass I hope. [. . .] There will be a week at Easter, so I suppose we will come home and see dear Tunbridge Wells again. [. . .] I hope Nat will come and see us it will be a great pity if he does not for we shan’t see him for an immense time. [. . .] O dear, dear, dear mamma how I long to see you and your little parlour again and not only that but all Tunbridge Wells. Write to me soon. [. . .] Willy unites with me in kind love etc. to all and everything.


Believe me


dear dear Mamma


your affectionate son,


C Kemp12


To this Charles adds a PS: ‘Write as soon as you can. Excuse my indistinct writing as the ink is so bad.’ Pens, pencil cases, and requests for more pen nibs feature frequently in his weekly letters home. The experience of having to write so regularly turned Kempe into a thoughtful and observant correspondent, anxious for news of his family, but eager to tell his mother what his life at Twyford was really like.


Twyford School was typical of many small boarding establishments of the nineteenth and twentieth centuries: the curriculum was heavily weighted to the classics, and pupils were even required on occasion to show off their fluency in languages by writing home in Latin or French. Science was not taught at all, though Charles does record in one letter that a visiting lecturer came and demonstrated a series of chemistry experiments. It is interesting, however, that his hobbies at this time were more practical than artistic or literary. He was not a bookish child; he became keenly interested in moths and butterflies, collecting caterpillars and making cages to hold the emerging butterfly. In letters to his mother he wrote regularly about his latest finds and asked her to confirm his identifications of different species by looking them up in reference books at home. He developed a similar interest in astronomy, describing his excitement at the predicted forthcoming sighting of a comet:


You cannot think what boiling weather we have had, and the trees have all there [sic] leaves, it is jolly. I really began to think that the great comet that is to appear this summer was coming. I hope I shall see it it is to be a very fine one and the descenters [dissenters] say it will burn the earth. (8 April 1848)


Alas for the young astronomer, the predicted ‘Great Comet’ failed to reappear on schedule,13 but Charles continued to be excited by the sky – in one letter home actually drawing a detailed diagram to explain eclipses to his mother. Later, when at Rugby School, he was the first boy to spot a subsequent comet, and gained respect and kudos for his knowledge of astronomy. Another hobby that he was able to develop at Twyford was gardening, and his letters kept the family back in Ovingdean up to date with the plants he was growing in the patch of ground he was allowed to cultivate as his own; these he was careful to list by their botanical names.


Such letters must have been reassuring to Mrs Kemp, for not all were so cheerful. After two years at Twyford, he wrote a letter that today would cause great alarm. The headmaster when Charles first arrived there had left, and his successor was a man called Roberts:


I must tell you that I am truly miserable, & am perfectly sick of Twyford. I hate Roberts he is such a changeable wretch he can’t leave you alone at any time, he bullies you in school & plagues you out of school & in fact bed is the only place where you have any peace, & then only if you are asleep, for he is forever sneaking through the rooms & must needs come & poke his great thumb in your face & in fact I hate him. Then there are not more than five boys in the school that I care a fig about & all the rest are such stupid little boys & such babies that they aren’t worth thinking about. [. . .] Then my stammering is so much worse & I do all I can to get better, read to myself practising Hunts rules but I cannot do myself any good. One blessing there is no sergeant now as our old one had been here for 25 years & was so old that he has not reappeared. [. . .] I am tired of the half [sc. term] already & I don’t know what I shall be at the end as there are fourteen weeks to day. I know you will call this a very complaining epistle but as I am so very miserable I can not help writting [sic] it. With love to Augusta and Arthur if at home


I remain


your very affectionate son


Charles Kemp


(12 September 1850)


This letter was clearly written by a child under considerable pressure. It is important not only for the light it sheds on the school and the headmaster – from his perspective at least – but also because it contains Charles’ first reference to the severe stammer that was to play a decisive part in his later life. He comes across as a child (just turned thirteen) who has few friends and is growing intolerant of those for whom he feels no sympathy. He is clearly wrestling with his speech impediment: ‘Hunt’s rules’ refers to a speech therapy regime devised by Dr Thomas Hunt of Cambridge and strongly endorsed by the novelist Charles Kingsley.14 His frustration at failing to control or overcome the stammer only adds to the vicious cycle of loneliness and acute homesickness. Fourteen weeks of separation lie ahead – there was no half-term, and he would not be able to go home until Thursday, 19 December (‘there are fourteen weeks to day’).


One can imagine how Kempe’s mother must have felt on receiving such a letter. Certainly, it precipitated an urgent discussion between Mrs Kemp and her elder son John (now at Oxford) about where Charles should go next, and Charles himself had strong views:


I myself expect to have great trouble at a public school, & I know a boy (the son of that Mr French we met at Archdeacon Hoar’s) who had a dirty habit, which he really could not help. So his father determined not to send him to a public school until he was cured of it, so he has been every morning to a Mr Bishop who lives about 12 miles from here, & now he is going to Rugby. I think I could do better at a place like that than at a public school under my circumstances.


(15 December 1850)


It was finally settled that Charles too should go to Rugby. In his last term at Twyford, he seemed to be coping better with his stammer: ‘Roberts congratulated me the other day when I said grace because I hardly stammered at all, but I hope the diet of school will not bring it on again.’ (8 May 1851)


Charles’s feelings on leaving Twyford were entirely of relief: he had outgrown the place, and was ready to move on. If he was anxious how he would fare in the more daunting environment of Rugby, his anxieties seemed to fade as soon as he arrived. On the whole he thrived there and in his first letter home he was able to tell his mother: ‘I get on a great deal better than I expected to, as I find not too much difficulty in my stammering, as I am not so nervous as I was afraid I should be.’ Reassuring his mother became a preoccupation, and a sign of his growing awareness of the difficulties of her own life. It was as if he now knew that he must not add to her anxieties: ‘Be assured,’ he ended that first letter, ‘that I am at present very happy and I hope to continue so. Give my love to Willie and John.’ (23 August 1851) His second letter went even further:


I will say that if every week, whilst I am at Rugby, passes as this last week has, I never have been so happy, nor will ever be so happy in all my life. I think that is a great thing to say of your first week at a public school.


(30 August 1851)


Charles was lucky to get on well with his housemaster. Charles Evans, a classical scholar, recognised his new pupil had been well grounded in Latin and was pleased to see him working hard: ‘I am much pleased with his docility, and attention to studies,’ he wrote to Mrs Kemp after a month, ‘and have little doubt of his doing well under God’s blessing.’15 Evans had been warned about Charles’ stammer by his former headmaster from Twyford; in a testimonial Roberts had written that Charles ‘labours under a nervous defect in speaking, so as to require a good deal of care and patience in teaching, but this has decreased greatly of late’.16


Fortunately his teachers, Evans and Dr Bradley, seem to have been eminently patient and sympathetic all through his time at the school, for the problem got worse, not better. When he was seventeen he reported to his mother that his stammer had been


so much worse of late, than usual. Bradley says it is difficult to ‘mark’ me fairly in ‘form’ for he can so little judge of what I do know & what I do not. But I am fortunate in having such men as Bradley and Evans to deal with, they are so kind on the subject. (22 November 1853)


His housemaster recommended that he try a little ‘English wine’ every day and, with his mother’s permission, he embarked on this treatment, but without success. He was anxious to see if mesmerism would work, but his mother was reluctant to consent; Charles and friends in his house tried it secretly, nevertheless. The problem was sometimes worse, sometimes less bad. The pressure of school life (despite his assurances to his mother that he was always happy) clearly had an impact: he had to pay extra to the school servants ‘for extreme civility, & extra trouble about washing every morning’ (6 June 1854) – which suggests he was still wetting his bed, even though nearly eighteen. He started to personify the source of these troubles as a kind of personal demon: ‘As long as I take good exercise, & regular diet, I think I can keep him under till I get home, & and then it always gets better.’


This hadn’t always been so. Earlier that year, his stammering had become so bad that he was unable to return to school, and went to stay with his Aunt Louisa, now living in Brighton. By the end of the first week of February he was still fearful of returning – ‘I don’t think myself fit to go back to Rugby next week’ – and he began to fear that he might have to abandon school altogether, and give up any expectation of going on to university. His mother had moved to Cheltenham, much to Charles’s dismay: ‘How does Cheltenham look in the rain, wind, cold, damp &c, &c? I am very much surprised at your idea of settling there,’ he had exclaimed to her on hearing the news. So now he wrote to her about an important conversation he had had with his godfather, Colonel John Paine. This John Paine was another of Kempe’s first cousins, though being forty-seven years older than him, he was very much a father figure:


I have seen a good deal of Col. Paine & one day I opened my heart to him. He has been very kind in regarding my case. He says that Lord Chandos has nothing now to give away but a few paltry railway appointments but he had no doubt that when his party is in office he will be able [sic] of doing something for me. I think Col. Paine will not forget me & as I told Augusta, I think he seems especially to remember that I am his godson. [. . .] There is nothing like hope. It is the anchor on which we rest.


(8 February 1854)


There is no evidence from his letters thus far to suggest that Kempe had started to consider ordination as a vocation and career; but, even if he had, this account of the conversation with his godfather suggests he was already casting around for possible work in some sphere that Col. Paine’s political contacts might be able to arrange for him. Nevertheless, his interest in church ritual and architecture was beginning to emerge: he attended the foundation stone laying (‘a very interesting ceremony’) of a new local church in Rugby, noting that Archdeacon Sandford of Coventry had ‘delivered a speech that was very emphatic and Anti-Romanism’. Shortly afterwards, he was able to report:


I have just seen a piece of Roman Catholic pageantry. Today is their Trinity Sunday, which is a great Festival. They made an altar outside the church, of calico, painted with various ornaments, and a large canopy and curtains of red and gold around it. [. . .] Last year they went so far as to preach in the open air, but the weather not being even as favourable as today, one heavy gust of wind carried altar canopy, candles and all away.


(13 June 1852)


According to the custom of the time, Rugby did not take account of Easter in arranging its school holidays. Easter Day 1854 fell on 16 April and the previous day, Charles wrote to his Aunt Louisa:


All this week has been very easy; chapel being our chief employment, but I shall never complain of too much chapel as long as Goulburn holds the pulpit. Every lecture makes me admire him more.


(15 April 1854)


The Rev. Meyrick Goulburn, the headmaster, was a man he much admired, and Kempe was able (in 1898) to design a window for the Rugby School Chapel in memory of him. This window, ‘The Blessing of the Children’, replaced one depicting the same subject and inserted during his own time at the school, about which he had commented, ‘The new window is magnificent, the subject is Christ blessing the children, & the colouring is splendid, & the background wonderful in execution.’ (27 August 1854) This is the earliest known comment by Kempe about a stained glass window.


By 1854, when Kempe was eighteen, his spirits must have lifted and perhaps his stammering had improved; at any rate, he had abandoned the idea of leaving school early and was once again looking forward to applying to university. But the question was, to which one, and to which college? He told his mother that he hoped she was not ‘still hankering for Cambridge’, for he was bent on following his brother John to Oxford, even if not to Balliol. Discussions between his housemaster Evans and his mother were carried on by post, and Charles was frustrated by the unwillingness of these two to consult his wishes during these negotiations:


I suppose this morning you received a letter from Evans, again upsetting all our plans, which we thought settled for ever. Dearest Mother, I will not blame you for it, as I know it must vex you as much as it does me; but what measures to take now, I am at a loss to conceive. Evans told me that now I must choose some other coll: but I have had no conversation with him on the subject; but we had better both think of it more, and let each other know in course of time.


(20 September 1854)


It appears that the plans he had thought settled forever had centred on University College, Oxford. In his next letter to his mother he tells her that his friend from Twyford, John Troutbeck (with whom he kept in close touch throughout his time at Rugby)


by no means gives up the idea of Univ: Coll: for he himself slipt in, although they told him there would be no room for three years [. . .] so he wishes me to wait till he gets back to Oxford, & he will consult Plumptre (Master of Univ:) himself, & ascertain the fact. He then mentions Queens Coll: if the new law opens it to all the world, but here I think he is wrong; Queens is a very bad college now, but very rich, but I doubt if it can ever be styled a good college [. . .]


(1 October 1854)


The ‘new law’ was the University Reform Act of 1854, which changed the way in which Oxford University was governed. It abolished the theological test and the obligation for all students to swear the Oath of Supremacy, thereby opening the gates to students who were not members of the Church of England. At the same time, dons no longer needed to be bachelors and ordained. Kempe would be arriving at a critical moment when the grip of conservative Anglicanism was about to be loosened for good. And at last the choice of college for him could be settled: to his mother he wrote that Troutbeck now recommended


Pembroke College and, failing that Corpus – Pemb: Coll: has been recommended to me before by Evans, & I know it is thought by all a ‘rising college’. Evans wishes me to say, that he should be quite satisfied by my going to Pembroke, that he knows the Master very well,[17] & thinks him the best in Oxford, & with your consent he will be very happy to put my name down there.


(5 November 1854)


Thus, Kempe was duly entered for Pembroke College. As if to signal the end of his childhood and the beginning of his independent adult life, the next letter he wrote to his mother was the first in which he added a final ‘e’ to ‘Kemp’ when signing his name – and this was his invariable practice from then on, though for the sake of consistency, he retained the spelling ‘Kemp’ when he matriculated:


My dear Mother


First know, that I am at last a member of the University of Oxford, & am in a transition state between a Rugby boy and an Oxford Man. I went up on Wednesday evening, getting to Pembroke soon after nine, and at 10 o’clock on Thursday went in for the Exam: which was nothing particularly hard; indeed I was told that we were passed before the Exam; I suppose upon Goulburn’s and Evans’ testimonials.


(24 February 1856)


Kempe ended this letter by assuring his mother he would write to his brother Willie, then encamped in Ireland with his regiment and about to set off for the Crimea. He promised to tell Willie ‘all the architectural wonders I have seen, & hope one day to show him’. It was perhaps inevitable that, even before he had left Rugby, he should have succumbed to the lure of Oxford’s architecture.


* * *


Taken as a whole, Kempe’s schoolboy letters to his family – his mother, brother and sister, and to his aunts Charlotte and Louisa – show how closely he kept in touch with them all, and indeed how he often acted as the messenger, passing on information from one to the others. He comes across as a fluent, observant and witty writer – better at communicating with a pen in his hand than when trying to hold a conversation face to face. His letters to his mother usually suggest he is trying to cheer her up, and to make her at least smile even when sending her yet another request for money (he was always short, both at Rugby and at Oxford), or asking her tactfully for a food parcel:


Don’t you think, Mother, that Easter is a very appropriate season to give a son a hamper? Especially when a cove has not had one for a year and a half? I really think I should like one – & I believe Cheltenham is a cheap place for victuals, is it not?


(9 April 1854)


Reading between the lines of the thirty surviving letters Kempe sent from Rugby, one senses his anxiety about his mother, who seemed always to be changing her lodgings, outstaying her welcome when she went to visit her married daughters, or planning to move elsewhere in Cheltenham. He acknowledged, when writing to ask her for more pocket money, that she had ‘woes’ to which he did not wish to add, especially since Pet (his brother Nat) was causing her so much financial difficulty and her late husband’s estate was still not finally settled. This had become an apparently endless saga, and Charles shared his mother’s unhappiness at having had to leave Ovingdean. Indeed, it had been a wrench for all her children. He had once written to her with news of his elder brother Arthur, who had run away to America. ‘At one time,’ Charles reported, ‘he talks of coming home soon, & another time he proposes going to California (or Calliforny as he calls it) to get a piece of gold to buy Ovingdean with. I am sure he is loosing [sic] his senses.’ (2 May 1852)


Charles was not alone in worrying about his mother’s well-being. When he was on the point of saying goodbye to Rugby and moving to Oxford, he had received a letter from his brother Willie: ‘I am sorry to hear of mamma’s not being happy at home [i.e. now in Cheltenham], but I always feared it would be so.’ (15 February 1856) Charles himself had done his best to keep her spirits up by his regular letters, even if some of them would have given his mother no little anxiety or distress. He had generally been happy at Rugby – or had made a very good show of pretending to be so – and now that he was heading for Oxford, he looked forward to being happier still.


Kempe at Oxford


Kempe’s career at Oxford began with high hopes but in a squalid attic. Leaving Rugby at the end of the Lent Term 1856, he had not gone home but straight to Oxford, spending his first night at the Mitre Inn. The next morning he went to Pembroke and arranged to spend his first term in some rooms that were temporarily unoccupied. ‘They are in the roof, & very dirty,’ he reported to his mother in a letter written after he had spent his first night in them, ‘but still they do very well for me for a few weeks. The walls are like tapestry, & gently flap about in the wind.’18 None of this troubled him, for he was determined to enjoy Oxford. He went on the river, coxing a college four, and declared, ‘I did not half like it.’ He looked forward to meeting old Rugby friends, particularly John Hawkins, later to be the Rev. Sir John Hawkins (Bt), a biblical scholar. Indeed, it could be said that during his three years at Oxford, Kempe learned more from, and with his friends, than he did from his teachers. Athelstan Riley, who wrote Kempe’s obituary, described his Oxford career as


academically undistinguished – reading for ‘the Schools’ seems to have had little interest for him, and he showed no desire to excel at any form of sport. His delight was to take long archaeological walks in the country round Oxford, rubbing brasses and explaining to his chosen friends the history and principles of architecture – a subject which by this time he had made his own.19


This delight he also shared with his brother Willie, even if only by letter. In February 1857, during Kempe’s second term at Pembroke, Willie reacted to something his brother had said in a previous letter, about visiting Kidlington Church and climbing the tower:


Were you hunting for inscriptions in Kidlington belfry? I wish I had been with you. I intend setting up a small portfolio for pictures of churches, as they are so very like as Aunt Char said, when she remarked that the photograph man had given her the mouth of a toad.


(Willie Kemp to CEK, 13 February 1857)


This letter was sent from the Curragh in Ireland, where Willie was encamped with his regiment. It gives a rare glimpse of the shared interests of the two brothers, and of the affection they had for each other (‘Goodbye, Charlie, and [I] always look forward to your letters’ is how this letter ended). The shared family joke about their Aunt Charlotte combines warmth and humour. The photograph itself has survived: it shows her dressed in Elizabethan costume as Lady Audley. As to her mouth, she is perhaps a little hard on herself.20


Kempe’s time as an undergraduate (1856–9) coincided with a particularly fertile period for anyone at Oxford interested in architecture and new directions in English art. The Oxford Society for the Promotion of Gothic Art was well established and attracted prominent architects as speakers. Among these was George Edmund Street, then the Oxford Diocesan Architect, who had established his office in the city. In 1856, William Morris became for a brief time Street’s pupil. It was Morris who designed the decoration of the newly-built Oxford Union Library. Here, together with Edward Burne-Jones, Dante Gabriel Rossetti and other young artists of their circle, Morris was responsible for the celebrated murals, painted between 1857 and 1859 and based on subjects from the Arthurian legends. There was plenty for Kempe to see in the way of new architecture, too. Sir Gilbert Scott’s Martyrs’ Memorial in St Giles had been erected in the previous decade, and as Nikolaus Pevsner notes, Scott had ‘seen the light of Gothic perfection revived by strict archaeological accuracy’,21 and this would later become Kempe’s precept too. The University Museum in Parks Road, indebted in design and decoration to John Ruskin, was under construction between 1855–60. Butterfield’s controversial new chapel at Balliol, where Charles’s brother had recently completed his undergraduate studies, was built in 1857.


At Pembroke, the Hall had only been built in 1848. This was a lofty essay in Perpendicular revival, an ambitious building indeed for a small college that housed no more than 80 members when Kempe was an undergraduate. Describing his first impressions of the place, he had told his mother that Pembroke possessed ‘a splendid Hall, though a new one’,22 and never before had he felt at home in a place where late Gothic (albeit Gothic revival) was everywhere around him. It would soon be to the late Gothic of the fifteenth and sixteenth centuries – European as well as English – that he was drawn. His expeditions from Oxford took him as far as Fairford, just over the county boundary into Gloucestershire, and here the stained glass of 1500–15 made a formative impression upon him. But without straying from Oxford at all, he could see the fifteenth-century glass in the windows of All Souls Chapel and in the east window of Merton. The latter was a window he would have enjoyed showing to his friends, because it contained the arms of Kempe, displayed not once but twice in recognition of two alumni, Cardinal John Kempe and his nephew Thomas, Bishop of London.


These extramural expeditions were his real education at Oxford, and they were not confined to architecture and stained glass. He still loved gardens, and the Fellows’ gardens of the colleges, as well as the Botanical Gardens of the University, taught him much about garden design and landscape architecture that he later made use of when designing the gardens of Old Place, of Copped Hall, in Essex, and elsewhere. He was prepared to take risks, too: in March 1857, he had ‘a splendid day’ at Blenheim Palace where ‘moreover, taking advantage of open gates’, he told his mother, he had


walked all through the private gardens, which no man or woman is allowed to see; & I was informed afterwards that I was precious fortunate in not having met the Duke [of Marlborough]! His Grace, I believe, is kind enough to allow any Crowned Head to see his gardens, or perhaps the Queen if she desired it. But this kindness does not extend to a subject.23


Few of Kempe’s letters from Oxford have survived, and indeed the correspondence between him and his mother seems to have faltered from time to time:


My dearest Mother, I had almost made up my mind to advertise for a new mother, or at least have recourse to the romantic columns of the Times to enquire for ‘a Lady, last heard of at 60 Lansdowne Place, Brighton’ &c. &c., when your letter saved me the trouble and expense.


(9 March 1857)


In fact, Mrs Kemp was, once again, having difficulty deciding where to live. She had for the time being abandoned her lodgings in Cheltenham and returned to Brighton; but even staying with her sister, she complained of being lonely. She had been trying to stop Charles devoting most of the long vacation during the summer of 1857 to an expedition to Norway with some newly-made Oxford friends. His letter of 18 June begins,


Your forlorn letter wakes my warmest sympathies, & I hasten to use my efforts to break the monotony of tomorrow by a letter. I fear you have worked yourself into a high state of nervousness, which exhibits itself in the mighty mountain which you raise in my path.


His mother was demanding that he should come from Oxford to Brighton and stay with her before travelling north to take ship from Hull to Bergen. Kempe was not at all keen:


You see a journey down to Brighton is very much out of my way – so of course would add to my expense which is a matter of consideration at the outset of my travels. But still I can consider about it, & perhaps let you know.


It is surprising that no further mention of Norway is made in Kempe’s letters, and his own sketching album (used while he was at Rugby and Oxford) contains no images of the fjords. However, later that year, Mr W.C. Crump, the father-in-law of Kempe’s sister Augusta, had written to him to forward news of Augusta’s life in India, where she had gone to be with her husband, Lieut. Charles Crump. It is evident that the Crump and the Kemp families had established friendly communications. Mr Crump ended his letter, ‘I shall delight in hearing your Norwegian adventures, they will have braced you up for the next twelvemonth.’24


The question of money was starting to preoccupy Kempe. In the letter to his mother of 18 June, he explained:


My Batels [sc. college bills for accommodation, food and drink, and services such as laundry] had to be paid to day, & so I was obliged to write for the money – I drew £25, and G Whitfield told me, what I fully knew that I had exceeded my account by £15. He also said that all my future demands must be through you; so I suppose I must get you to send me my remaining £35 next week. If you cannot send it before Tuesday, you had better wait for further instructions, but I must get a letter of credit in London for most of it.25
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