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			  Introduction and Acknowledgements

				Eleanor Hudson died in March 2011 shortly after her 99th birthday. I was subsequently asked by her nieces Virginia Da Costa and Myrth Russell and her nephews Alan Hudson and Hugh Hudson to write the story of their aunt whose life they felt they had never fully known. They had visited her lovely houses but had scarcely been aware, as young adults, of her career as an artist or her involvement in the world of ballet. I am grateful to them for making available to me family papers and for all their help, guidance and hospitality. 

				I first met Eleanor in 1998 when I was working for the Royal Watercolour Society and saw the name Erlund Hudson (her artistic pseudonym) appear regularly in lists of Honorary Retired Members. Out of curiosity I wrote to her. Although Eleanor had had no contact with the Society since 1960 she replied and invited me to go and see her at her house in Hammersmith Terrace on the bank of the Thames. We sat in her studio and she showed me drawers full of watercolours and sketches which she had scarcely looked at for nearly forty years. I found Eleanor wonderful company, one of the most fascinating people I had ever met. From that first meeting we became friends and our friendship lasted until she died.

				Research for this book has been a tremendous pleasure in itself. It has involved travelling north to Argyllshire and as far south as Paris, west to Torquay in Devon where Eleanor was born, and east to the Norfolk coast. However I began in London by talking to Eleanor Garcia, Eleanor’s carer and companion for the last years of her life, and I am grateful for her help and suggestions – not least in telling me who I needed to talk to next. I wish also to thank the following: Lazarus Bacchus; Andreas Basler; Jill-Anne Bowden; Peter Bradford; Christine and Lewis Burden; Clare Calder; the late Yvonne Cartier; Magdalen Evans; Betty Eskinazy; Ross Fuller; Patrick Goodison; Roland Goslett; William Griffin; Katherine Hall; Hugh Hamrick; Norman Higgins; Stephen Hudson; Steven and Susanna Levrant; Trata Mahoney; Kim Mendez; Laura Pocock; Prue Seward; Sarah Seymour; Father Julian Shurgold; Andrew Sim; John and Sheila Stenhouse; Father Gideon Wagay; and Ian Whiteman.

				I am particularly grateful too to Annette Courtenay-Mayers and Pat Feltham for advice and information on the Gurdjieff Society; and to Anthony Dyson for guidance with regard to printing techniques.

				In addition I have been assisted by Hannah Hudson of the Royal Watercolour Society; Mark Pool of Torquay Library; Andrew Potter of the Royal Academy Library; Kari Moodie of Dudley Museums Service; and Patrick Murphy of the Museum of Fine Arts, Boston, Massachusetts.

				I also wish to thank my publisher Peridot Press for both their help and patience.

				Simon Fenwick, London, April 2014

			

		

	
		
			
				

			

			
				Preface

				I was working in Grays Inn as understudy to my senior law partner when I met Eleanor, who would have been 50 at that time. A working relationship matured to one of trust and friendship.

				Simon’s book gives insights into Eleanor’s sister and four elder brothers and her relations, close and not so close, with them and their families. Her father died when she was eleven and her widowed mother educated them from her income.

				In 1934 Eleanor, uninvited, with her drawings arrived at the Royal School of Art seeking admission, which she gained. Later she won a travelling scholarship which she spent in Italy until the outbreak of war.

				In 1948 Eleanor’s American or more accurately Norwegian-American mother died.
Interestingly her mother, a widow living in Devon for many years, never returned to live in the States, her old home and the source of the fortune made by Eleanor’s grandfather.

				Eleanor was an artist. She had limited interest in world affairs and home in a burgeoning social life. At a Brooking Ballet School meeting Nesta presented apologies for absence adding, and these words could easily have come from Eleanor, the explanation that she had gone to wherever it was that people went in late June.

				When Eleanor was a few years short of 40 she received her share of her grandfather’s fortune and her share of her mother’s property. Eleanor’s aim was to help others in small or not so small ways. Her London home became 6 Hammersmith Terrace and later she bought at auction the site on the Trippet at Bosham, where with her architect friend she built her dream home, which she and her friends enjoyed almost to the end of her days.

				Eleanor kept these homes for 50 years or longer. She died in Camden Street, Nesta’s home, which she bought from her.

				Christopher Wright

			

		

	
		
			
				

			

			
				Chapter One – 

			    St Marychurch

				Eleanor Hudson lived most of her life close to the water’s edge. The sea or the bank of the river was just a short walk or a bike ride away, or at the bottom of her garden

				Eleanor Erlund Hudson was born on the 18th of February 1912 in a house called Weston in St Marychurch on the outskirts of Torquay in Devon. She did not begin to call herself ‘Erlund Hudson’ until she was in her twenties and had started to exhibit as an artist but to her family and friends she was always known as Eleanor. From Massachusetts her parents received congratulations from Nellie Blood, her grandmother’s former secretary: ‘At last the cable has come and brought us the glad tidings that you have a little daughter and that all was well!’ After a succession of five brothers, the youngest of whom had died only a few months earlier, Eleanor was a welcome second daughter to Harold Hudson and his wife Helen. Unlike some of her elder brothers, she was a healthy baby, but over the years the problem of her health was to be a constant in her own story, and she grew up surrounded by family conversations about her own strength and by the various sicknesses of her father and her brothers. Eleanor was also born into a country where there was fear of war with Germany, demands for Home Rule for Ireland, strikes and suffragettes (in another of her letters Nellie said she thought the suffragettes were worse than the strikers because they threw stones and smashed windows). Many feared their world was falling apart. Then in April a few weeks after Eleanor’s birth the Titanic sank.

			   

				[image: p2.jpg]

			   

				It was remarkable that Eleanor’s parents should ever have met at all. Harold was the son of a surgeon who had run a hydropathic clinic in the Lake District. He worked in Liverpool in the export trade but severe rheumatic pain forced Harold to retire and in 1898 he set out to travel around the Mediterranean in search of relief and a cure. At the beginning of December 1899 he arrived in Menton on the Riviera which at the time was not so much a resort as a colony for the sick. A Scottish doctor had declared the town ideal for patients suffering from lung problems – which it was not – and its numerous villas and hotels filled with ailing guests gave Menton a peculiarly depressing atmosphere. Harold had booked to stay at the Belle-Vue Hotel which was supposedly the best hotel in town. He was 41, a short man and slightly built with a high forehead, blue eyes, brown hair and a red moustache, and temperamentally rather dry and unsentimental.
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				Helen’s background was very different. She came from a large family network of intermarrying Norwegian-American emigré cousins. Her father Peder Olsen left Norway in 1852 when he was sixteen and penniless but by hard work and study he had become Treasurer of the Bliss Fabyan Corporation, the largest cotton goods manufacturer in the world, and a leading industrialist in Boston, Massachusetts. In 1861 he had married his cousin Ingeborg Anderson but as she had grown older osteo-arthritis had made her a bed-ridden invalid. They had three daughters, Anna, Grace and Helen. Anna was already married but her sisters Grace, who was sickly, and Helen still lived with their parents in their large Scandinavian-style mansion in Brookline on the outskirts of Boston. Their father thought that his two younger daughters should go to Europe in order to gain some culture. They were to be accompanied by their mother’s cousin, Rebecca Erlund, ‘Aunt Becca’, as chaperone. ‘Aunt Becca’ was very much part of the family. Before her marriage Ingeborg had been engaged to Becca’s elder brother, Carl, but he died when he was young. Eleanor and all her family always saw their Norwegian-American roots as part of their identity.

				Becca, Helen and Grace sailed from New York to Europe on the SS Augusta-Victoria and arrived at the Belle-Vue Hotel in Menton on November 30th 1899 on the day before Harold. Helen was 27. She was pretty with large, bright eyes and soft, wavy hair with a plait tied up in a bun. She was also a determined young woman who knew her own mind. For Harold it was love at first sight. Years later, in an untypical moment, he reminisced: ‘One day, sitting in the hotel lounge in my bath chair, I looked up and saw a very beautiful young American lady come into the lounge.’ Both he and Grace looked for sheltered places in which to sit and, as Helen joined her ailing sister, she and Harold were often in one another’s company. They also went for walks together. As they grew to know one another better so Harold’s health, according to family legend, improved rapidly and he felt able to abandon his cure. ‘It just grew,’ Helen said of her relationship. On February 15th 1900, less than three months after she met Harold, she wrote home to Ingeborg:

				My own dearest Mamma

In one of your recent letters you asked me to write and tell you what I had been doing and thinking, but I'm afraid you never dreamt what I would answer, and you must be a good, dear lady and please be very indulgent to your "baby" when she "fesses". For it's a big confession this baby has to make to you and to Papa, and one which will trouble and surprise you very much, yet is one which has come to pass and "come to stay", that your minor child (that was) has been and gone and fallen in love with the very dearest Englishman in the world - indeed he is, Englishman or no Englishman - the very dearest man in all the world except my own Papa who can never be equalled but you see as I have him for a father I don't need him for a husband, and I do need Harold Hudson very badly.

				She was set on marrying him, pointing out that England was only five days sail from America whereas ‘California or Seattle or some such place... would be ever so much worse’. Even better, ‘he himself is more like an American than any Englishman I’ve ever met, with a very keen sense of humor and a bright way of looking at things’.

				Aunt Becca reassured Helen’s parents that Harold was acceptable and by April he and Helen were engaged. Harold himself would have been unable to provide for his new wife in a way to which she had become accustomed and, whatever Peder Olsen thought of his son-in-law, he drew up a marriage settlement which ensured that his daughter kept control of her own money. In August 1900 Harold and Helen were married in Brookline. Ingeborg was brought early to the church, lifted from her carriage, and placed behind a screen so that the congregation could not see her but she was able to follow the service. A few weeks later the newly married couple sailed to Sorrento, only returning to America in July the following year when they settled in Pinehurst in North Carolina. In a tiny red diary in an entry for March 13th 1902 Harold wrote that he had enjoyed a good game of golf, then at the very bottom of the page, he squeezed in, ‘Elizabeth was born’. In September, Harold, Helen and their new baby all sailed back across the Atlantic, and stayed at the Grand Hotel de Nice in San Remo for six months. They finally arrived in England in March 1903 and in May their eldest son, Edmund Peder, was born at Temple Cowley outside Oxford.
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				In August the following year Harold and Helen at last found somewhere permanent to settle, finding their future home in St Marychurch, an old village which had been absorbed into the northern edge of Torquay. Harold had relations in south Devon so it is possible that he may already have known the area. The 1910 Baedeker guide described Torquay as:

				a town of modern growth, with 33,625 inhab., beautifully situated on the N.W. angle of Tor Bay, [it] is a favourite resort of persons with delicate chests, on account of its mild and equable climate; and it contests with Brighton and Scarborough the title of Queen of English watering - places. In winter the thermometer seldom descends to 36° Fahr., while in summer the maximum heat is about 77°. The town, seen to greatest advantage from a boat in the bay, is spread over a number of small hills, which rise in terraces above the sea, and are dotted with well-built villas embosomed in a luxuriant semi-typical vegetation scarcely paralleled elsewhere in England. “It reminds one of Newport”, says an American writer, “in the luxuriousness of its foliage, the elasticity of its lawns, and its masses of flowers”. The bathing and boating are excellent, and the environs abound in charming walks and drives. Torquay is an important yachting station, and an annual regatta is held in Aug. or Sept., while packs of harriers and fox-hounds are within easy reach. Golf is played at Babbacombe Down.

				It must have seemed ideal.

				Number 26 Church Street – Weston – was one of a row of houses clustered around the large medieval parish church which gave St Marychurch its name. This was the church the Hudson family attended, and where two of Eleanor’s brothers played the organ and sang in the choir with the village boys who wore patched clothes under their cassocks. Nearby there was a pub called the Cary Castle and a large Roman Catholic church. Fore Street, a long, narrow street lined with shops, ran downhill into Babbacombe while other roads and paths led into fields, back to Torquay, or down the cliffs to Oddicombe Beach on the edge of Babbacombe Bay. Weston itself was a substantial Victorian villa built in the 1860s. The house had always been called Weston although by chance ‘Weston’ was also the name of the village in Massachusetts where Helen’s sister Grace lived after her own marriage. The kitchens, the basement and the servants’ quarters as well as the garage for Harold’s much-loved car and the sheds for garden equipment all faced onto Church Street which made the house seem the wrong way round. The dark-panelled main rooms looked out over the garden where the extensive lawns were used for tennis and croquet, and beyond the kitchen garden was full of fruit trees and vegetable beds. At the time of Eleanor’s birth there was an indoors staff of four: a nursemaid, a cook, a parlour-maid, and a second maid in the nursery. There was also a gardener and handyman called Joseph Padden who worked at Weston for many years. Much later in life Eleanor commented on how difficult it had become to find staff to live in: it was what she was used to. There was always a certain accepted standard of living, and the silver tableware – the soup tureens, vegetable dishes, gravy boats dutifully polished by the maids – was always used for Sunday and Christmas lunch.
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				After Elizabeth and Edmund, four more boys were born in succession: Harold Paige in March 1905; Laurence Whitmarsh in June 1906; Merivale Lord in July 1908; and Anders Roy in September 1910 (the four eldest children were all christened in America). The younger brothers became increasingly sickly. Laurence suffered from bouts of pneumonia and Merivale was weak and small. Harold believed that there were problems with the Weston drains and when Anders died at only six months he insisted the council dig up the drains and rebuild them. Before long Helen was pregnant again and Eleanor was born only five months after the death of Anders. Eleanor’s second name emphasised her Norwegian heritage. There were several Erlunds on Helen’s side. Helen spoke Norwegian as a second language, and in time she had a Norwegian daughter-in-law to whom she could speak Norwegian. And it was also by her distinctive, Norwegian, second name that her daughter, Eleanor Erlund Hudson later chose to be known by the art world.
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				When the First World War broke out Harold joined the Home Guard. For several months from December 1915, when Eleanor was almost three, he was billeted at Mullion on the Lizard Peninsula in the far west of Cornwall in order to guard the remote Poldhu Wireless Station, the station from where in 1901 Marconi had made the first ever Trans-Atlantic wireless signals. Helen and he sent frequent letters to one another and the children travelled by Newton Abbott via Truro to Helston to stay with him for short periods. They exchanged news about the children and about their own lives separated from one another, and Harold also wrote a little about his work:

				A body came up into Poldhu beach last night & it was on the shore all morning covered with a tarpaulin. Most of our men went down and inspected it. They say it was a young man, dreadfully damaged and he had nothing left on but his boots. This with the body at Gunwalloe & another reported at Mullion Cove makes three which have been washed up. I have kept things dark from the children.

				It was a close, loving family with anxious parents, a strict, Victorian father and a more indulgent mother. On the same day Helen wrote back:

				Paige is in bed with a cold but it's practically well now. Merivale rode out on the pony this afternoon and Edmund had a fine game of hockey coming back very brisk this afternoon & pleased with things. He seemed like a lost chord without Elizabeth and Paige and has amused himself with The Bluebells of Scotland, which has emanated from the dining room at all sorts of odd hours... Eleanor is deep in "The Army" the book I gave Edmund full of pictures of soldiers, guns & things. She likes it better than Mother Goose.

				The following Sunday they all went to church – despite Helen’s absence of teeth following a recent visit to the dentist – for a service of intercession. ‘I thought of you all through and I wished you were there... everybody felt it all intensely. I saw handkerchiefs all over the church as well as my own,’ she wrote.

				On December 30 the SS Persia was sunk in the Mediterranean south of Crete by a German U-boat. It was the first passenger ship in WWI to be sunk without warning. ‘Those bloody Huns must still be feeling confident or else they would hardly continue sinking passenger ships and murdering helpless civilians,’ fulminated Harold. It brought matters closer to home. Among the hundreds of dead and missing was the husband of someone they knew, and Helen wrote of her own personal anxieties:

				The thought of Mary Wrey kept going on in my mind too for they think the first report [that he had been rescued] was not true & now they can't find any trace or get any news and she has gone to London in case of being able to investigate any reports but all things point to the fear that her husband has been lost. Only one more of many thousands of wives left alone for good & all but the thought of being always alone and having to go on living and "carrying on" is so awful, I don't know how it would be possible to carry the burden and not faint and fail.

				Eleanor, who despite being nearly three was still known as ‘Baby’ begins to make her presence felt. Helen describes Paige’s return from Mullion on 11 January:

				Perhaps you can imagine the enthusiasm at the meeting, Paige, Laurence & Baby all shouting & jumping up & down at once. I heard Paige describing at great length a pudding with yellow layers & bananas & other glories.

				And in a letter written the following day we hear, briefly, Eleanor’s own voice:

				Dearie, Baby wants to write a letter to Father. Dear Father Dear (all the family enumerated) did go to Mullion and dear Mother writing a letter. Dear Baby says her prayers at night and doesn't suck her thumb. Dear people come and have a party and Baby woke up Ida [the nursemaid]. Miss Robertson she's coming to my house sometime and see Baby in bed. Dear Hetty takes the dinner in the dining room & the breakfast in the dining room. Father is to Mullion and Paige come back from Mullion. Dear Mother is werry well; once she didn't have any breakfast. And say dear Father and dear Father twice. (Ida calls and off flies the correspondent.)

				Eleanor could always tell a story.

				Harold was a strict, rather distant, and typically Victorian figure. He was the man who used to come into Eleanor’s small bedroom in the morning to wet shave behind a screen. He liked and expected promptness in everyone, including the maid who had to bring him coffee in his study at precisely 11.00 every morning. Corporal punishment was used to instil punctuality as well as for misdemeanour. He wrote to Helen:

				I think you make a mistake to tell Laurence to practise [the piano] after tea. It is better to have a stated time... At 6 he is bound to hear the clock & you also. Then if the clock finishes striking before he starts, cane him well each and every night it happens.

				Eleanor’s early memories of her brothers were of ‘an enchantingly interesting rough and tumble in the house and garden of four creatures known to me and to my brother and big sister as ‘the BOYS’’.1 Elizabeth was given the thankless task by her father to instil into them their ‘spontaneous pleasures into something known as good behaviour’. Her success was limited ­– a neighbour once witnessed the sight of her vain attempts at control when all four boys decided that the way to descend from the tram in Market Street was via the outside of the front end rather than the staircase at the back.

				Eleanor felt closest to her brother Merivale who was only four years older than her. He was not bookish but he was happy at home and outdoors wandering round the garden with his father who was not generally given to playing with his children. Merivale was rather small from childhood – Eleanor said that he reminded her of Pooh Bear – and Harold called him his ‘Little Button’. The three elder sons had grown tall and Harold wondered if the Doctor should be asked about Mémé’s [Merivale’s] appearance. Perhaps there was something stuck in the back of his throat which prevented him from getting proper nourishment and growing? As a result of his general weakness Merivale’s small misdemeanours were tolerated far more than those of his brothers who suffered regular beatings. One Christmas however he lied about some lost keys, an offence considered so unforgiveable that as a punishment he was forbidden by his father to hang up his Christmas stocking. In his distress he crept into a cupboard to cry. Eleanor, who was about six, squeezed in after him and let Merivale weep on her shoulder. She told him she would marry him.

				Edmund and Paige were educated at Marlborough College in Wiltshire where they both thrived in the school’s sporting and academic atmosphere. Because of his health Laurence half-boarded: he went to school in Newton Abbott during the week and came home at the weekends. He loved books and poetry and, as Eleanor put it, ‘diverse occupations such as the taking-to-pieces with ease the workings of household clocks – and the non-solutions of putting them together – to the chagrin of the home.’2 Merivale followed Edmund and Paige to Marlborough but his time in the school was much less successful – he was not in any way academic, just ‘adequate’, a fact which his teachers cruelly pointed out – and he could not compete with his older brothers’ outstanding careers. Eventually he was taken out of school and sent to a distant cousin of Helen in Arizona. Here he had his own horse and spent eighteen months with other horsemen and when at last he came back Merivale was a different man, both physically and mentally.

				As she grew older Eleanor too was frequently ill, her poor health being blamed on the fact that she was born during Helen’s menopause. Her first school was St Winifred’s in Abbey Road in Torquay but she was frequently absent. While romping with some big children in a field she fell face down onto the ground and a bigger, thirteen-year old girl jumped onto her spine. Although she was hurt she managed to stand up but two or three days later she could not get out of bed and she began to miss so much school work that the school wrote and asked for her to be withdrawn. A weak heart was diagnosed and the doctors said she must rest. In all Eleanor spent about a year in bed. Like many children she loved to draw and so, encouraged by her mother, she passed the hours sitting in bed drawing and over time her very real talent began to develop. ‘Eleanor will be an artist,’ everyone said, and Eleanor herself believed this too. But the year in bed also determined the course of her life in another way. Because she was encouraged to rest and lacked exercise for so long a time she did not develop physically as she should have done; her back was never strong and throughout her life it caused her great, and eventually disabling, pain. Although she received help in later years with the help of an osteopath she had already abused her back by thinking she could do too much. All this was to play a significant part of her future.
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				Asked what she remembered of her father, Eleanor said simply that Harold was ‘always ill’. In the summer of 1923 Elizabeth and Laurence accompanied him to Harrogate where he went for treatment but in October, shortly after his return, he died of emphysema. He was 65. He was buried in the far corner of the cemetery at Barton, close to the boundary wall, where the afternoon sun catches the gravestone. Edmund, who was studying Natural Sciences at King’s College, Cambridge, took on many of the family’s responsibilities. The following year he sailed to America to see the trustees of the estate of Peder Olsen (who had died sixteen years earlier) in order to secure the family’s future financial arrangements. In September Helen wrote to him about the arrangements for his return. The letter was also much concerned about domestic matters (‘I have got one eye on the Linoleum man in the other room and with another one on you or the landing stage, so to speak’), Beatrice the cook (who ‘is to go as she is getting quite impossible’) and the carpenters who were putting asbestos in the attic. She also wrote about her worries:

				The various illnesses take it out of one, and Eleanor is a weight on my heart, as it is so sad that she cannot be well and strong, everything about her being so well and healthy. I had a heart-to-heart talk with Dr. Catford yesterday about her and he is inclined to think she should not go to school this winter. He says everything is a question of what amount of strain the heart will stand - i.e. it is all a matter of what will be over-strain and it may take a long time before quite ordinary things will not be too much tax on the heart. He considers that that was what happened in that Sunday afternoon walk; although she seemed so well, she was not well enough for the heart to do that amount. So one can only give her rest and as much fresh air as possible and sun, and feel one's way for the rest. She was to sit up for a little while, not dressed, yesterday and slowly increase till he comes again on Tuesday.3

				All in all Eleanor had very little formal education. Her doctors were of the opinion that she could not cope with the pressure of attending a normal school where she would be expected to sit examinations. Instead she was sent for a couple of years to a boarding school in Dorking in Surrey which was more like a finishing school than an ordinary school and there were a lot of foreign girls taking English classes. Pupils received a proper music education but art classes were particularly uninspiring, mere pencil exercises in still-life drawing: a jug, a bar of soap, a step-ladder. Although the girls were taken up to London to visit the galleries everything else was old-fashioned and completely lacking in stimulation. And then at the end of term she recalled how she used sit with her nose pressed against the train windows as she travelled across country looking out for the sea-breakers and the cliffs of the south Devon coast on her journey home.

				In 1925 on her thirteenth birthday Edmund wrote to Eleanor from King’s:

				I hope that you have a very pleasant holiday and lots of nice presents. Only, you must not grow too fast, just because you are thirteen. And you will have to be careful all through the year, not to break mirrors or to walk under ladders, etc, because 13 is an unlucky number; it is mine. The unluckiest people in the world were those born on Friday, the 13th day of the 13th month of 1313, that is, on Friday, Decembruary 13th, 1313. They put in an extra month then, especially for the benefit of these people.
I suppose you have been hard at work at school, learning all about Geography and Geometry, and that various colds have quite mended. I wonder if you've been playing any games or going for any walks in crocodiles. The other day, when I got up, I smelt Spring for the first time this year. Have you smelt her yet? There are hundreds of crocuses racing up above the grass near my rooms, and the buds on one tree just outside my window are growing fast. And I saw some almond blossom the other day. It will soon be summer. I don't like winter. But if some summer comes soon, then winter follows and you will be 14. Don't be 14. Stay young; stay 13 always.

Much love
Edmund4
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				So far Eleanor had no ideas other than to be an artist but at the end of her school years when she returned home to look after Helen, who was unwell, she felt dispirited and wondered if a career in art was going to be a realistic possibility after all.

				By 1928 Merivale was studying at Sidney Sussex College, Cambridge and enjoying a succession of girlfriends. Eleanor made sure that she attended the summer ball. She was 16, still young for her age and rather plump. She wore round-framed spectacles, her hair was short and parted down the middle. Not long afterwards her sister Elizabeth married Raymond Ashley, a widower whom she had met when visiting relations in America. His late wife Hilda had been Elizabeth’s cousin. She had died in childbirth leaving three young boys. Ray Ashley was a businessman, friendly, sporty and open, always ready with a joke. (His brother Clifford Ashley was a recognised marine artist and had also written the standard book on knots.) To everyone he seemed like a typical American whereas Elizabeth although good-humoured was rather bossy. She returned often to England but began to speak with a strong American accent.

				Paige made a cine film of the wedding party gathered on the front lawn at Weston. In the jerky black and white film the men stand around smoking and laughing. Ray plays a mouth-organ and another man, despite wearing morning dress, does a cartwheel over the grass. The women do not smoke but they sit together and chat. They all wear preposterous hats. Violet Hindle Baker, a cousin on the Hudson side and famous in the family for her wonderful stories, is as tall and thin and angular as a crane and she stands in her furs and long beads. Eleanor appears from time to time cheerful and smiling. In another shot Padden the gardener comes into sight, as if indifferent to everything, and walks in front of the conservatory. Paige – who loved ships as well as cine cameras – also filmed the wedding party as they gathered together a few days later at Southampton docks, and the Americans made ready to sail on the SS Pennland of the Red Star Line. They watch as Ray’s car hovers overhead before being lowered onto the ship.

				Helen had invested her money in land and property and in her widowhood she developed these interests, particularly in planning and building developments. She became an active – and no doubt formidable – figure in both the St Marychurch Traders’ Association and the National Playing Fields Association. She had a long controversy with Torquay Town Council regarding the acquisition of some of her land for use as a housing estate which finally had to be bought from her by compulsory purchase. Another of her hobbies was architecture and she renovated and restyled several small properties. Her plans for Barton Parsonage were largely adopted; the first woman to enter the completed parsonage was said to have commented on ‘the obvious feminine influence in design’5. It was also well known that she was prepared to spend an inordinate amount of time and money writing letters trying to get back paltry amounts – as little as a penny – which she felt she had been overcharged. But her children always adored her.

				Helen suggested that Eleanor go for lessons at the Torquay School of Arts and Crafts which, for £3 a term, offered courses in architecture, design, drawing, painting or crafts. The School was in a small, red brick, chapel-like building which had been given to the town by a local philanthropist at the end of the previous century. The activities took place in one very large studio. In one part of the room a group of old ladies sat painting flowers and around the stove another group were drawing a life model who posed respectably clad in a bathing suit. Eleanor’s early drawings were remarkably strong and confident. They showed that despite a lack of training she was a natural draughtsman and could hold a line confidently. Of even more interest to Eleanor was another little group who worked in the kitchen where an enthusiastic teacher called Mr Pollard encouraged her to etch on copper plates with acid. The more she worked, the more her belief returned that she must be an artist.
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