CHAPTER XV

A BUSINESS VENTURE

Finances run low—A business venture—‘‘ So ungenteel "’—The late
Lady Sefton’s advice—Kindness of nglish roydities—A foreign
mightiness’ mean action—Queen Victoria’s bonnet—The Honour-
able Mrs. s returned cheque—A difficile lady—Teaching Lady
Macclesfield to tie bows—A theatrical perforrnance—Good-bye to
business—A cottage in Norfolk—Children’s pranks—A frightened
tutor—A stormed citadel—Dogs ‘‘ Only funning ”’—An uncon-
ventional chariot— Its passengers—Their experiences—A {iplo—
matic terrier—A tame jackdaw—Some tears—In my sanctuary—
A model husband—Early education and modern problems.

THERE came a time when my man and I found our
finances running low, partly from entertaining on a
somewhat large scale, and partly from some of my
man’s bad luck over racing, when he had been a little
too sanguine.

It therefore occurred to me that I had better see
if T could turn an honest penny or two. I received
two offers to go on the stage, but this did not appeal
to-me.

People having often said they liked my clothes, and
many having asked me to help them over their own,
especially about their nats and bonnets, which latter
were then the fashion, I decided to go into business.

At that time there were not many ladies who had
ventured in this line, and those who had plunged-
were looked upon as curiosities. It was then con-
sidered that usefal work ¢f any kind was derogatory,
Lady ‘ Granny’¢ Gerdon and Mrs. Pocklington, as
Madame Li'y, being the pioneers o: the movemernt,
and they were making a considerable success of it;

306



IN ‘BUSINESS 307

but they only went in for millinery, if 1 remember
Correctly.

I decided that I would break out in a new line and
make dresses as well, feeling rather frightened but
venturesome. I persuad®d the dressmaker who had
made my trousseau to come ang manage the work-
rooms for me, while I undertook the millinety. She
nearly had a fit when I told heér that I hoped to secure
some good premises with a big shop window & a
leading West End thoroughfare.

‘““A shop, madam!’’ she exclaimed in horror.
‘“Oh, so ungenteel! An upper part is what I should
recommend. All your pretty things will be. copied
if put into a window.”” But I was firm, and stuck to
my shop. I wanted chance customers as well as my
friends. My young brother, who highly disapproved
of my gowng into business, when describing my efforts
to another member of the family, said : ** She has gone
into the thing right up to her hocks”’!

Some difhculty was experienced in securing suitable
premises, as the property éwners had not much faith
in ladies’ business powers. I was rather alarmed at
the high rents asked for a venture that might not be a
success. At last I found what I wanted in a leading
West End thoroughfare.

My work-room and office, where I sat making hats
and bonnets, also attendigg to my correspondence,
opened out of the shop, and by leaving the door open
I could see and hear all that went on there. I had
one girl as assistant en the shop.

At last all was in readiness. The dressmaking
hands, engaged by Miss B., the dressmaker, who had
consented to come with me, were 2ll housed in work-
rooms upstairs. The premises hatl not been opened
more than a couple of hours when I sold my first
bonnet to a chance customer. In those days moderate
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prices were asked, and I recelved my first cash in the
shape of two golden soverelgns which I at once put
in the cash-box provided for the, purpose atud I then
walked up and down my little room rattlmg the money
in the box, feeling very ri¢h. I‘had actually made
some money.

I was'elated and encouraged. The fact that a
couple’ of sovereigns would not go far towards a rent
of~./ 800 a year and a work-room full ofjexpensive
hands did not trouble me much, for I now felt I was
going to be a success, and was glad I had decided to
‘have a shop window.

From.the first my business was a great success—an
astonishing success—thanks greatly to the good advite
and devoted services of Miss B., who made me under-
stand the necessity of keeping down overhead expenses
and stock, also the wisdom of having the.accounts
properly kept by a competent person, and so forth.

I worked very hard, doing all the millinery myself,
with the exception of a few things I bought in Paris
as patterns. I soon found*that my friends and other
customers would not be attended fo by anybody but
myself. If I happened to be too busy to attend to
them personally when they called, they went away
saymg they would come another day. This personal
attention took up a great deal of valuable time when
I had so much to do.

The work was congenial and I was very happy;
everybody was goodness and kindness itself to me.
My friends came in flocks, the street being blocked
at times by their carriages. At first whole families
came in to order thmgs and to stay laughing and
chatting, trying thmgs on for fun, until I was obliged
to tell them that; while appreciating their kind-
ness and help to the full, I must be businesslike,
and that if they did not go away when they had found
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what they wanted, tHeir ordegs would not be ready
at the promised time, alo that I was losing business

when they filled up thesshop so that other people could
not get 1n, and they must not bring their menkind
with them, ds theys did fot want either dresses, hats,
or bonnets. They were very goqd, and said they quite
understood, only it was such fun coming to fny shop.

I amh not likely to forget my first Ascot week. I
literally Irad to werk night and day, and even—fter
sitting up working all night until my bath was ready
in the morning, I found it was not possible to com-
plete all my* orders in time, and had to disappoint
some of my customers.

When many of one family came to me for things,
a little management and tact was necessary to prevent
them ordering or choosing hats, etc., like those
already -ordered by others of the same family. It
would have been disastrous if several Telations had
turned up at Ascot wearing things alike. I would
soon have been in disgrace.

I remember the ever kind and charming present
Lady Lonsdale goming to me for a hat or two for
Ascot. She selected one that had already been copied
for a relation of hers, so I had to ask her to choose
another, explaining the reason for my request. She
said: ‘I don’t mind ker having a hat the same as
mine one bit—but perhaps ske would not like 1it—so
find me another, please.”

By this time I was doing really well, and as proud
as a peacock—a peacock in full flight, with tail
feathers spread. The late Lady Sefton, daughter of
the first Baron Hylton, was a great supporter of mine,
and brought crowds of people for dresses and
millinery. She was always most charming and kind,
but was always a#lvising me to ‘‘ Keep just to a few nice
people and do not overwork yourself.”
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I fear if I had followed that advice of keepmg to only
a few nice people my business would not have been
remunerative, and though always glad,t§ see .my
friends, T did net care who bought9 my things so long
as they were satisfied apd pald {or thefn. "I had nearly
all the big-wigs apd, a good many royalties on my
books, ‘aiid was told that I should probably "have a
number of bad debts, and that certain people con-
sidered it sufficient honour for mep in their ‘coming to
my shop, without their paying for what they ordered.
I did not find this the case, though one lady hélding a

big position, and a lady-in-waiting into'the bargain,
said she. thought that I should not send in a bill to
her, considering the number of her daughters and
members of her family that she had brought to me as
customers. But I was paid in the end without harsh
words.

The English royalties were most kind, and all paid
promptly. I am sorry I cannot say the same of some
of the foreign royalties. There was one pretty little
lady with most charming ‘manners, a royalty from
another European Court, who came to me for her
things for Ascot in that first year of my business.
She paid for none of them, and added insult to
injury by ordering a toque of pink poppies and a
parasol to match, wearing ard using them at Ascot,
and then sending them back saying they were not the
right colour and she had therefore been unable to use
them. I also had been at Ascot and had seen her in
the toque and using the parasol, so I sent the articles
back saying there must have been some mistake as I
had seen the Duchess of —— wearing them, and
probably she had not recognised me among the crowd
in the enclosure.

But though “the things were sent backwards and
forwards and eventually left with the purchaser, she
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never paid one penny. F ortunately, a Yorkshire
friend of mine, who was acting’ during the Duchess’
visit in thig country as lady-in-waiting, or social bear-
leader, and’she told me not to trouble abput the
mchey, she would pay mg and try to get the money
back in course of time. *I hopt she did; but I have
my doubts.

When I was making some hats for our .young
princesses ,and for the Princess Royal’s trousseau, I
was asked if I would gd to Marlborough House=and
see that they were all right when finished, and also
would I send more on approval. This I did, and
while waiting to see the princesses, I sat with Lady
Macclesfield who was then in waiting on' Queen
Alexandra, then Princess of Wales.

We sat in a dreary, dingy room, reminding me of
a station waiting-room. Lady Macciesfield was knit-
ting garments for the poor. She was mych intrigyed
with the way I tied my bonnet under my chin, and
asked me to show her how it was done as hers never
looked so neat and nice., We spent a happy half-
hour tying bows under each other’s chins until I was
told the princesses were ready to see me.

Most of the concoctions I made were of the light
and airy order. So when good, kind Queen Viatoria
by way of helping me asked, or I should say com-
manded, me to make her a bonnet, my heart failed
me. I did not know how' tb begin. I was saved by
her thoughtfulness, for she‘had an old bonnet sent to
me as a guide.

Even then I was entirely thrown out of my stride,
for there was so much of it, it filled my lap. I found
I had to make a funny“little sill§ bag at the back to
cover and embrace her hair. Ovey this a lace arrange-
ment had to fall,gracefully. I was praud and pleased
that I should have been asked to make the bonnet,
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and mdst anxious that it should bz a success, but was
rather vague about ifs proper latitude and longitude.

I asked Lady Downe, another Yorkshire friend, if
she would come and see tfme’honnet when 1t was
finished and criticise it. She came, ard pronourfced
it all correet., Lady ‘Downe was at that time in-wait-
ing on Queen Vietbria, and, when she came to see
the bpnnet, was suffering from a bad cold,. caught,
she told me, from standing in a thorough draught,
which was lived in and enjoyed by Her Majesty. 1
am glad to say that a little later I was told.that my
masterpiece was much liked and more orders followed.

I was lucky in having only two really bad debts
amongst my enormous clientéle. One of these
accounts was for the Hon. Mrs. F , who 1
hope will read this and remember that I am still un-
paid. I hope also that she will feel ashamed of her-
self, for she ordered a number of expensive things,
for which she sent me a cheque which was returned
from the bank with ‘‘ Refer to drawer’’ written on
it. I did refer to the drawer—went to see her and
discussed the situation. She asked me to keep the
cheque and present it again in a month’s-time. This
I did, and again the cheque was returned, as there
were no funds to meet it. By this time the lady was
not to be found.

After a while I heard, through a friend, that Mrs.
F was staying at a certain hotel, so I went to
find her. After waiting Some time the page boy came
back to say he could not find the lady, she must have
gone ouf. Being observant, I gathered from one or
two little things that as a fact she was in the hotel,
and that she was not in great favour. So I waited,
and before very long she came down in the lift almost
into my arms.. She now told me she nad consulted
her solicitor, whom she named, and said he was a real
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smart man, and he had sold her that nobody could
touch her for debt as sha had not the powes to antici-
pate her income, and as she had not a penny in the
batk she cduld net*pay me, but she would,in time,
if I would wait which I would have to do as no sort
of proceedings would help i getting 'money when
there was none.

I have waited a good many years, but have not
received the money yet, but I still have the cheque,
which I keep as a trophy, though it now looks a little
carewogn, and has divided itself into two pieces.

The other_bad debt was that of an Englishwoman,
married to a\foreign prince. But I was lucky to have
sg little trouble. There was one lady, high up in the
theatrical profession, who owed me a good deal of
money, and kept saying, for one reason or another,
that she could not pay her bill, ahd told me most
pitiful tales. One day, about Christmas-time, I
was wandering down Regent Street searching for
Christmas presents for my family when I saw the lady
in question standing outsigle the Gold and Silversmith
Company’s shop talking to another woman. As I
drew near-I hedrd her say she was looking for
Christmas presents, and observed that she had a
bundle of notes in her hand held together by an
elastic band. I waited until her friend moved on and
then confronted her, saying, ‘‘Buying Christmas >
presents, I see. Perhaps you can now pay me some
of my bill.”’ She became Very red in the face, and
made lots of excuses as to why she had not already
settled her account, and then handed me ten pounds,
and said she really would send the rest before long.
And she did. It was al? very amausing.

I was a little alarmed soop after I had started my
shop on receiving an order from abroad for a thousand
pound trousseau; but, after making some inquiries



374 A BUSINESS VENTURE

amongst my- friends,” I was tovld it would be “‘all
right.”” And it was. I was’paid at once.

Few unpleasantnesses came my way. But I re-
member.a certain Lady something, I will not
mention her name as it wow'd not, beekird, especiafiy
as she came %0-a sad end. She entered the shop say-
ing she kked a bonnet she saw in the windew and
would ‘like 1t copied in-the colour of a pattern she
gave to me. This was a peculiar, shade of drab, or
dirt colour, which would be most unbecoming to her,
as 1t was much the colour of her complexioan, so I
tried to persuade her to have the bonnet made in some
more becoming colour that would go with the dress,
a pattern of which she had brought to me. But ne;
it must be dirt colour. It was made according to
order and sent home. The next day she brought 1t
back saying she'did not like it; it did not suit her.
Now she would like some green mixed with 1t. This
was done. Back came the bonnet. The green must
come out and blue replace 1it. This was done..

A day or two later Lady, brought the bonnet
back full of complaints, and put it on her head to
show me how unbecoming it was. I ventured to re-
mind her that I had prophesied as much, and offered to
let lter have the original bonnet she admired in place
of it as I had known from the first the bonnet she had
ordered would be unbecoming, and if she did not like
to have the bonnet out of the window I refused to
have anything more to do with the matter, and she had
better seek a bonnet somewhere #2lse, as the one that
had been altered so often was now only fit for the
waste-paper basket.

She turned roune suddenfy to look at me, landing
the miserable-lookirg thing on the side of her head,
looking so absurd that I nearly lasghéd. In a sur-
prised voice I was asked : ‘‘ Madam, do you usually
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speak to your custoher’ inhis yanner?’” 1 replied,
“ No, I have never had ocasion to do so before, and
I must now request yQu fo take your bonnet away, for
I will not todch it again, and in future it will be better
if you will orderayour millinery elsewhere.”

I then sailed away into my little work+rdom, leaving
my assistant to.see her off the premises. But 1 have
long ago forgiven her, for soon after this she went
out of her mind and put an end to herself.” So
probably it was a case of upset nerves.

There was one other unpleasantness that I can re-
member. A yery rich woman, married to an equally
rich man, ordered a quantity of clothes and millinery,
amongst the former a grey foulard dress and a blue
serge. All were delivered to time and were signed for.

One day the shop door burst open and in walked
the stout, bristling lady who had given the order,
followed by a ponderous footman carrying a parcel—
a_very untidy one. I hoped it was nothing to be
altered-as it would be bound to have suffered from
bad packing. The nouveau-riche lady commanded :
““John, put the parcel down.”” John dropped it on
to the floor, and the owner of the parcel gave it a good
hefty kick, sending it all across the floor of the shop.

I saw what was happening through my open door,
and now I heard a loud angry voice*say: ‘I want
to see madam. This serge shrank the first time I was
out in a few drops of rain, and the foulard is distinctly
dirty. It is a scandal, considering the price I pay.”

I went in to see the woman, examined the serge,
and could see nothing wrong with it, and it had been
guaranteed unshrinkable material, so I offered to
make another, if she wished, for tfe same money, and
I would claim compensation from the firm that had
supplied the material. So far so good. Then came
the grey foulard. This she held up to my view, and
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I was asked how I cpuld sentl a dress home in such
a dirty condition. It certéinly was very dirty down
the front, and had never left my preniises # that con-
dition because .l saw everything when finishéd before
being sent home.

T told het this, and said there must be some mistake
as we*kept no mud on the premises such as I saw on
the deess. We had quite a theatrical performance
over'this dress. I kept saying ““ didn’t’’ and she kept
saying ‘‘did.”” We parted coldly, saying all was
over between us.

The lady’s maid of this lady told my dressmaker
that the foulard was spoilt by her mistress allowing
her dogs with wet feet to sit in her lap. ‘

A few weeks later the ponderous footman came in,
carrying a large pot of giant mignonette and a basket
of peaches for me, with the card of the disgruntled
customer, asking me to accept them, and saying she
was sending a friend of hers for some clothes. Pre-
sumably this was a peace offering.

After four years of this work there was no longer
any necessity for me to continue in business, and,
thanks to the books having been properly kept, I was
able to sell the whole thing, lock, stock, and barrel.
I had liked the work, and found much joy and amuse-
ment amongst my many and varied customers—and—
I had made my little pile, but I was glad to have time
again to enjoy more of the society-of my friends.

I had first offered to let Miss B. have the business
for nothing in return for all her kind and valuable
services, but she feared the responsibility, and said
she knew the business had been entirely a personal
one, and, in consequence, might not, when I was out
of it, continue to be a success. So she went her way
and I went ntine, but we had become fast friends,
and though she shortly afterwards marrled, I still
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often see her, and slke Iskes 40 talk over what she calls
‘““those happy times.”’

Being omce more free and able to enjoy the harvest
of mYy labour$, I flew into the country with my small
boy$ who was delicate, angl rented a sweet rose-clad
cottage in Norfolk on tite coast, hoping that thére
he might perhagps grow stronger. The gargen and
grounds were a dream of loveliness in a small way.

Fearing that my boy might become spoilt 'and
selfish, with no other clfildren to share things with, I
took a dear little Irish boy of gentle birth to live with
us for a time, so that they might be educated to-
gether and shdre everything. Their pranks kept me
woadering what would happen next, but we were very
happy.

I had their governess living in the house, and a
tutor came three times a week from a neighbouring
village. I fear both had a trying time Qwing to the
combined mischief of the boys. The tutor was terri-
fied of .dogs, and as the house was full of them he
was not happy.

Among the many dogs was a fascinating pug—my
son s constant companion—an affectionate little
animal, very handsome, and adored his master. One
day when he saw me putting a poultice on my sen’s
chest, puggy flew at me thinking I was hurting his
master.

It amused the boys that a man should be frightened
of dogs, and they determined to give him a shock.
I will call my son A and his companion B. When
the tutor arrived they sat down to lessons as usual.
Puggy asleep under the table at his master’s feet.
Before the tutor had arri®ed the beys had tied a piece
of string to puggy’s tail and the other end of it to
the fire-irons in tige fender. As the lesson progressed,
A. pushed puggy with his foot, and thinking this
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was a hint that he myst move, he proceeded to do so
and found his progress impeded. He struggled to
free himself and upset the fire-irons in ¢he fender
with a crash. Meanwhile puggy, dhnoyed and
frightened, snarled, barked, and jumped about round
thé tutor’s legs. So 'frightened was he that, though
a big heavy man 0f ‘six foot three, he jumped out of
harm’s way on to the-chair on which he had been
sitting, and the whole thing collapsed with him. All
this was too much for the other dogs sleeping on the
mat before the fire, and it ended in them alk fighting
one another from sheer excitement.

The foolish tutor then took to his heéls through the
big French windows, which were open, and ran for
his life. All the dogs except puggy, who was still
tied up with string, followed him, thinking of course
the proper thing to do was to catch him.

The tutor, hotly pursued, ran into the stables and
locked himself in. The dogs, who had had many a
hunt after the boys, and thought it great fun, know-
ing the geography of the stables better than the tutor
did, popped in after him through the saddle-room
window.

I was called by the governess to come and read the
Riot Act. The first thing however to be done was
to release poor puggy and then to reproach the boys
for so alarming their instruc.or. It was hard to keep
my face, for the boys were simply hysterical with de-
light over the success of their prank.

I then went to the stables with.the boys to apologise
to the hunted man. He was. not there, neither was
there a dog in sight. One of the men working near
said that the gentlaman hatl last been seen bolting
down the drive and all_the dogs after him, full cry.

In the course of the evening I-received a note
marked “ Urgent’’ from the tutor, excusing himself
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from further attendance at she hause, as he considered
that he was in danger of hijs life among so mapy savage
dogs. He had been pursued all the way home by a
savage Fremch poedie—that had torn a hole in his
coat—three ar four fox terriers, retrievers, and other
dogs of a breed he did mot know. Taq make matters
worse, when at last he reached home—at the.risk of
his life—he had found a white mouse in his pocket,
and no pecuniary gain would be worth another such
experience.

I expressed my regret, and explained that if he had
stopped running the dogs would have done the same;
they were so Rccustomed to games of romps with the
bgys that they probably thought it was all fun, and
they had to catch him, and if he had ceased running
and spoken to them they would have thought the
game was OVer.

He was not amused ! 7

The governess also endured much, but she was
dccustomed to boys and they liked her. She entered
into all their games in a truly valiant way, and they
did not persecute her except ‘‘ by accident,”. as they
explained.

One day I was asked by the governess and the
children if I had such a thing as a big packing case
that I could spare, and, if so, might they have it, and
would I please ask no questions. As the governess
was in the know, I hoped alt was well, and I provided
what was wanted, asking n® questions.

For some weeks there was much whispering
and profound mystery. When lessons Were over
governess and boys trooped off in the direction of
the stables, from where & could kear a hammering and
much laughter.

At last, orfe day I was asked if I would go to the
front door and wait there, for they had a surprise



320 A BUSINESS VENTURE

for me. I was a little anxious, kaving already-had
a few surprises, but I hopedeI did not show my fearss

A large holly-bush hid the_stables frome.the view
of the house, and round this I saw coring* up the
little drive a wonderful chariot—caravan—or what-
ever was the- proper ndme for it. It consisted of the
packing-case percked on the wheels of an old Bath-
chair, being drawn by -Betsy, the children’s. pony;
she being harnesscd to it by pieces of rope, string,
and leather, in addition to soie of her own proper
harness. The chariot was being driven from inside .
through an aperture—calling 1itself a window—
shrouded with red curtains. Sitting ontthe floor was
the governess, with B. and several dogs on top of her.

A voice from inside said, ‘‘ Wait, mother, and seé
how beautifully I can turn round.”” The navigation
round the sweep in front of the house was carried out
sucressfully, and all went well until rounding the big
holly-bush—then—something went wrong, and the
whole show turned turtle. Out of various windows
dogs streamed and dashed for home with their tails
between. their legs. Then the boys crawled out; but
there was no sign of the governess, so I ran to see
how she had fared. Small as she was, she had been
unakle to squeeze through any of the windows, and was
wrestling with the door at the back, which had be-
come jammed, and though the leather hinges had
been carried away we could not open the door.

The boys now began ‘o look frightened, fearing
the little woman might be hurt. At last we succeeded
in opening the door and she emerged almost helpless
with laughter, but none the worse for her experience.
She was not sorry to:be on her feet again, as she said
she found it hot, and cramping, on the floor with
so much on top of her. |

The pony was the only unmoved party. Being
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accustomed to strange ltappenings, she stood patiently
with various pieces of irope, string, and: leather
danglmg amongst her [egs. The coach was clearly

top heavy, and the corner had been turmed too
quitkly. -

I could fill a book. with the experientes of those
days. The segvants were very loy4l to the boys and
seldom «gave them away, but once,I was askead to go
and look at the brougham in the coach-house. I
seldom used it, as I preferred béing with the boys in
their pomy-cart. I expected I was wanted to see some
new mischief, and I was not wrong; the jolly, happy.
bairns were aiways up to something unexpected.

At first I noticed nothing unusual about the
carriage, but when the door was opened I found
heaps of decayed and decaying apples on the seats,
the floor,.and in the pockets; also propped up in ene
corner two long-pointed sticks with apples speased
on the ends. I learned from the excited children
that the carriage had been a stormed citadel and over
it there had been figrce apple fights.

Much as I regretted spoiling sport, I had to say
some other citadel must be found to storm. As usual,
the lads when spoken to were as good as gold, and
the carriage was left severely alone.

I had some heifers in 2 paddock near the cottage.
They were being conditioned for sale. To assist
them in this the boys tied ropes to their tails, attach-
ing the other end to a big tin kitchen tray. On this
the youngsters sat, heing swished past hedges, with
briars and branches slapping their faces, while the
animals rushed madly about trying to rid themselves
of the annoyance. -~ Occasionally ®he tray was turned
completely over, the lads being “sent sprawling on
the grass. But they were soon up @nd after the
heifers, rerhounting the tray again. |

22
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Having a great objection t¢ always saying “don’t”
to children, I said nothing; but one morning they
found the heifers gone {rom the paddock. 1 had
ordered them to be removed to another ‘pasture.

The next excitement wes that the children thought
there was a-secret chamber opening out of a dark slip
of a roam which was only used by us.for hanging up
coats and dresses.. Busy days were spent bythe boys
trying to find the way into the secret chambegr. At
luncheon one day both boys looked hot and tired.
They informed me that they hoped, after lessons in
the evening, to be able to show me the secret chamber.
They were very excited.

When the hour arrived that I was to be shown ¢his
secret chamber, I was in the drawing-room writing,
having forgotten all about the surprise awaiting me.
Suddenly I heard a tremendous crash. I rushed into
the hall from where the sound came, and was just
in time to see the boys hurtle through the wall and
fall amidst the litter on the floor.

Fortunately they had not far to fall, but various
bumps-had to be attended to, and our old housekeeper
insisted on tying pieces of raw beef on their foreheads
and heads, as she said it would prevent the bumps
from becoming discoloured and also from swelling.’

As to the secret chambeg which the children had
imagined to have existed, as far as I could gather, at
one time in the long ago, there had been a window
looking into the hall from the floor above, and that
this had been fastened up and papered over, and
through this, after some hard work, the boys had
crashed.

Next, they turned their attention to painting the
kennels, ferret boxes,. and other things, including
their faces and clothes. To get the paint off, they
rubbed both clothes and faces with turpentine, and
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then went into the san to dey! The result being that
they were almost blindéd, @nd had to stay in the dark
until the bdisters healed

It was'a glorious*time with the boys and our many
pet® I must, tell ypu abeut some of the latter; so
if any of my readers do ‘not like animal stories and
natural history, I advise them to sklp the rest of this
chapter.. '

There was Betsy, the children’s pony, so confidential
that when they fell off she stood and waited until
they picked themselves up again, taking the greatest
care not to tread on them. When she had taken us
all down to the seashore, about a mile away, she
wausted for us, quite unattended, sleeping peacefully.
She and an old retriever were fast friends. Occa-
sionally the latter left her to run and see what the
boys were.doing and have a stick or sémething thrown
into the water to be retrieved, after which she returned
to Betsy, flumped down under her nose and went to
sleep. - |

All the dogs came down,with us, some in the cart,
the rest following. Animals have their characters as
well*as human beings, and they used to entertain us
considerably. Belinda the French poodle was a
‘coquette of the first order, and very mischievous.
Kid gloves were a favoyrite dish of hers, also the
children’s white mice when they escaped from their
cages, which they did not infrequently. She thought
‘that she knew more than all the rest of the dogs put to-
gether, but she madg a mistake, for Peter, a well-
bred fox terrier, knew two or three more things than
she did.

Being summer-time, the dogs were fed on the lawn
outside the dining-room windqws. From there could
be seen a small white gate leading to tite home farm.
As soon as 2ll the dogs were busy with their dinners,
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Peter used to look up suddeniy tdwards the gate and
bark angrily, as if to say, f* Here comes another ddg
to take our dinners from us.”. They all at ©nce lifted
their heads and began to protedt at ahy intrusioh,
while Peter gobbled up all the tit-bts,

Then therer was MacDougal, an Aberdeen terrier,
commomy called” Mac. He loved my Persian cat,
and she loved him. They had great romps. She
used_ to throw herself down in front ‘of him apd beg
for a game. Nothing loath, he used to seize her by
the scruff of her neck and drag her all about tke house,
‘carrying with them door-mats and other trifles of that
sort. All was well until he tried to carry her up-
stairs. To this she objected, and after a few friendly
scratches and bitings, lost her temper and we had to
interfere. She then made straight for my lap, know-
ing she was sate there, and Mac came and sat at
my feet, pahting—with his little red tongue hanging
out—waiting until pussy jumped down again, which
she was too wise to do. Then both would go to sleep;
but Mac kept one eye oper.

One‘of my most treasured pets was a tame jackdaw.
He used to sit on my shoulder while I was attending
to my household duties, sit on my work-basket while
I was sewing, and followed me about like a dog.
If by any chance he lost sight of me while busy hiding
things, his cries and carkipgs were pathetic.

He used to come down to the shore with us perched
on the rail of the Norfolk cart—by my side—full of
joy and conversation. On the shore he spent most of
his time filling my shoes with pebbles, or pulling the
hairpins out of my hair and then hiding them. If
I indulged in a srdoze, he spent his time inserting
his beak into the Boles of my open-work stockings,
making them tider and wider until ke had made some
profound embroidery, and I was ashamed to be seen.
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If T did not respend® suficiently to his affectionate
atlvances, he usedito twee&_the lobes of my ears very
gently—just little nibblesA-then he used to talk to
nfe with 'his head oh one side; but it -was in his own
lanBuage. I hawe never been so fond of any pgt as
I was of Jacky, and I think my affection was returned.
When tired, hg useq to hop into mYy lap an@ $noozle
down to sleep.

I bggught him up, ?rq.m infancy, when I had to_feed
him on the end of my little finger, which had to be
poked far down his throat, while he gurgled happily
and fluttered his wings to show his baby appreciation.

One day the pony-cart was so full of boys, shrimp-
ing nets, spades, butterfly nets, and other impedi-
menta, that I feared Jacky might be pushed off his
perch beside me, so I left him at home when we went
to bathe.. I told the gardener to hold him until we
were out of sight.

On our return, to my horror I found Jacky dead
on the front-door mat. I called the gardener to ask
him what had happgned. He knew nothing about it,
but said that the bird had gone down the driveecalling
aftet us, and so he fetched him back and gave him a
newspaper to play with, which always pleased him;
he liked tearing it into shreds and hiding the piecés.

The paper was lying beside him, but not in shreds;
it had not been touched. I have always feared that
he broke his dear little fat heart at being left behind ;
but the more prosaic gardener said he thought that
Jacky must have eaten a wasp or bee, and it had
killed him.

However, what he had died of did not matter; my
pet and delightful comp@nion w#% gone. I crept up
to my bedroom and shed a few tears. The worst of
having pets i5 ghat something always happens to
them, and then we miss them horribly.
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I am sorry for peeple®wh$ d6 not love animals,
birds, and all the dear cr /*epy-cr{twly things of the
earth, for these folk mustfever travel alon@ and miss
some of life’s greatest pleasures

Cn one side of the cottzge we were-renting ran a
long, low greenhouse, sharing the sun with a fine
magnolia-tree. My sanctuary windows opened into
this greenhouse, so that I coul% walk in and out at
my pleasure. In it I kept a largé aviary full of kappy
little birds, for it was large enough for them to fly
about and enjoy themselves. While I watclted them
‘they sang to me and made me happy.

The most delightful of these birds wre some bull-
finches, exceedingly tame and fascinating, having
no ob]ectlon to my sitting close to them with my
sewing or book, while they splashed about in their
bath and then fed out of my hand.

One day 1 noticed a couple being very affectionate
to one another, and I fancied they might build_ a
nest if I gave them suitable material. The first thing
to do was to partition off mart of.the cage for them,
'so that the other birds could not see and disturb
them. So I called the gardener to help me, and with
a lid of a ball-dress box we shut off one end of the
aviary for them by cramming the ends of the lid
through the wires.

While doing this, the, gardener, who evidently
thought I was a first-class fool, kept saying: “‘It’s
not a bit of use; them birds never breeds in confine-
ment.”” However, I thoughte I would see what
happened. Next I searched for and found a suitable
forked branch, round which I tied other smaller pieces
until I had made what I hoped was a seductive nest-
ing-place, pressedemy. hand down in the middle,
making room *for a nest. This I ted firmly in one
corner of the compartment, then threw on the floor
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what I thought they usually, built with—namely, dried
wy and bellbine rqots, hopsehair (supplied by Betsy),
some mosg, and cotton-wo)l. And sat down to watch
events,

Before "long Bully hopped down and began to
examine what I had placed.on the flogr of the ¢aye,
with his head turneq first one side and then the other;
he then flew on to ghe branch prepared for the nest
and examined that.

Meahwhile his mat® sat on a perch, looking cold
and disinterested. Presently he sidled up to her,
and was rudely pushed away. He pretended he did
nat care a bit, and flew away, taking more notes of
the situation. Still Mrs. Bully took no notice, was
silent and sulky.

Next morning, when I went as usual to feed the
birds, I found Mr. Bully hopping 1 and out of the
nesting-place, satisfying himself as to its.possibilitjes.
Having come to the conclusion that it might do, he
returned to his wife, but said nothing; he had a good
deal of method in his love affairs.

A look of cold disapproval came into Mrs. Bully’s
eyes, and she puthed him off her perch. Perhaps
she expected to be talked to and hear him explain
his views without her having to ask any questions.
He thought the best way to rouse her interest and
curiosity was to say nothing.

However, he could not *stand such coldness for
long, so 'flew down and btgan pulling the nesting
material about, and, with a long piece of fibrous root
hanging from his beak, returned and sat down beside
his wife, She pretended not to see, looking straight
in front of her.

He pretended it was not for her at all, but merely a
plaything for hipself. In his emotional and excited
state he dropped it out of his beak. Down he went,



328 A BUSINESS VENTURE

retrieved it, and returned with 1§ to her side. - Her
eyes were tight shut, she,was faést asleep. I was
curious to see Bully’s ne¥c move. Would he be in
despair at his partner’s airs and gratces® Not acbu.
He sat 1n silence and pretended to go to 'sleep o,
but \keepingothhe root ifi his beak all the time, and now
and then one brigkt kttle eye opened for a peep at his
wife to, see how the land lay. Pgzsently, without any
warnmg, she flew at him, using what in bird language
I took to be shocking swear words; chased himt round
and round the cage, pulling feathers out of his head
whenever she could get near enough.

What happened then I do not know as I was un-
able to stay with them any longer, having other dutjes
to perform elsewhere.

Next day I found all was well; both were hopping
in and out of the nesting-place. I saw Mrs. Bully
fly up with a long piece of root, and it became
entangled in the wire at the side of the cage. She.
pulled and tugged at it. for some time, and then Bully
came to help her; between them it was released. She
then began her nest. No interference from her
partner was allowed. At first notking but dry recots
were used. Bully seemed much the most excited over
the building operations; he kept carrying her all sorts
of things that she would not touch. She scorned his
help and sent him away, saying rude things, which
he never resented.

It had always been a mystery to me how birds made
their nests so symmetrical and round. I had imagined
it was dorie with the beak only; now I had an oppor-
tunity of seeing how it was done, as they had no
objection to my sittieg close to them.

The lady first poked in a piece of building material
which she hergelf had ‘chosen, thepr she crouched
down, spreading out her wings, turning her body
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round and round, while scratchmg with her feet. This
method was ado;ﬁed after each fresh piece had been
added, making.al tlght ar\ ﬁrm as well as beautifully
round.

Some days Mrs. Bully was very trying to Her mate,
but he was a lodel bf patiencerand good temper/ As
the nest was neanhg completioms agd nothing ,seemed
to satisfy the’lady! as a last resource he pulled a
feather out of his brpast and gave it to her. This she
alwa)® accepted, théwgh refusing everything else that
he offered to her. The feather from his breast was a
last effort to please, when he had been hunted about
until he was weary. There were plenty of feathers
on the floor that she pulled out of his head, but they
-‘were no use; it had to be one that he himself pulled
out of his breast for her.

In five days the nest was complets, and a beautiful
little nursery it was, made entirely of rogts, horsehair,
tiny twigs, and a few feathers; not a scrap of wool
Or moss.

Five love tokens were laid, over which Bully’s
excitement was inténse. After each occasion he used
to go and peep inio the nest when she left it. While
she was occupied with her maternal duties, Bully sat
near her on part of the big branch which formed the
framework for the nest. He sat absolutely motionless
and silent. I wondered how he could remain so
mdtionless for so long at%a ¢ime.

Later, when Mrs. Bully began to sit upon her eggs,
she was fretful no more, becoming affectionate and
confidential to her mate. When not busy feeding her,
Bully sat near, but never on the nest itself, and he
twittered to her softly xuander hig breath; she replied
in the same strain. I think she was explaining to
him all about the wonderful? and great mother-love,
for she used to sink down low in her nest, making
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plaintive murmurings, heg tail agd wings trembling
visibly.

Sometimes Bully went ﬁutiously near gnd kissed
her; she opened her beak, and lie put his init. She
was a very spoilt little lady, and ggve hetself n#®st
amusing airg and graces, which drove Bully nearly
frantic with delight. He never tired of taking her
food—little bits of groundsell, jettuce, and hemp-
seed mashed up in his powerful ﬂ{ak and then poked
into lters, bit by bit. A very Tavourite morsg) was
the buds off the fruit trees, which I used to tweek off
for them when the gardener was not looking.

I grew pensive as I watched these lovers, thinkipg
how beautiful some sides of nature are and hew
wonderful 1s hereditary instinct.

When the great day arrived that there was a family
of sons and daughters, Mrs. Bully wished to show
them to her mate; but I feel sure he knew all about
it before she told him, for he was so excited. The
lady lifted herself for a moment from her nest, resting
a foot each side of it, while Bully peeped in under her;
she then settled down again, spreading her wings in
protecting love.

Bully now, still sitting near her, sang at the top of
his sweet little voice; it was a joy to listen to him and
to see him so happy. The family grew up, strong,
beautiful, and tame. I used to let them fly about
the greenhouse with me when I was attending to the
plants. Once or twice they followed me into the rose
garden, which adjoined the greenhouse, but they came
back with*me without any trouble.

So pleased was Mrs. Bully with her great achieve-
ment that later in tke seasos she built another nest
and laid more eggs, which she hatched successfully;
but I did not kgow that I ought to have taken the first
brood away, and they killed their new brethers and
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sisters and pulled the nest ta pieces. Fortunately,
the parents d1d n@t take at to heart, as I feared they
might.

Bullfinchés are faithful birds, pamng for life, not
lik® some of, the more frivolous of their fraterpity,
who choose a fresh mate’each season.

I used to read a good deal while watching my pets,
and found plenty pf food for thought amongst the
writiggs of sorme W;II-known authors. For instance,
Ma;%e told me : ‘“All things being equal and’ taken
into comsideration, there is no God.”” Tolstoy: That
everything we wish to do is against Divine will and
Church teaching. Auberon: Disapproved of law.
John Davidson: Disapproved of life. Herbert
Spencer : Objected to government.

After all that, where are we?

After giving careful examination to certain creeds
and sciences, with a view to their adopsion and gom-
fort, we suddenly find ourselves on absolutely new
ground, and, from the study of life in Mars, find we
have become vegetarians or Bolsheviks.

Our early education does not help us with modern
problems.



