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and her husband, Stephen, were living in a barrack dwelling in Hoxton,
to aid and learn from their poor neighbours. She came to me offering
41 a week to pay the rent of a centre for our Federation in Hoxton. Her
husband, Stephen Hobhouse, was soon in prison as a Conscientious
Objector, though he was physically unfit and might readily have secured
exemption on that ground. In 1913 he had worked amongst the refugees
in Constantinople and Bulgaria. In August 1914 he formed an emergency
committee of members of the Society of Friends, to assist poor foreigners
of every nationality in the grievous troubles which overwhelmed them
stranded here in war time. When tried by Court Martial for refusal to
put on military uniform, he declared himself an international Socialist.

Clara Gilbert Cole was the daughter of a boot manufacturer who many
years before had suffered business misfortunes through unwillingness to
adapt himself to the harsh conditions of modern commerce, and from
refusal to produce anything save honest, hand-made all-leather wares.
Left an orphan without means, she had become a postal servant in Man-
chester and met there Herbert Cole. He was a student of the Manchester
Municipal School of Art, then, as always, a cheerful centre of the cult of
beauty in the dark ugliness of Cottonopolis. Like many other students
of his day, Cole was deeply influenced by Walter Crane, then Principal
of the Manchester School, as well as by the other Pre-Raphaelites, William
Morris, Rossetti, Holman Hunt, and Frederick Shields, the Manchester
artist, then in the height of their artistic power. The two young people
drank inspiration from the same fount. Clara Gilbert, with her unusual
slender loveliness, her deft fingers and vivid imagination, was like a caged
bird in the post office. Herbert Cole had been taken up by a Manchester
builder, and was painting saints and angels on church walls and making
cartoons for stained glass, but his ambition was to illustrate books.

Clara and Herbert were soon married, and bearded Fortune together
in London. Success came immediately. He was at once employed on
the Pall Mall Magazine, and after, in steady succession on illustrations
which became famous, for Gulliver's Travels, The Ingoldsby Legends, The
Ancient Mariner, Froissart’s Chronicles, Fairy Gold, and a host of others.
These brought great profit to his publishers, but to himself only a
modest outright payment for each set of drawings, and no further benefit
from the huge circulations his work achieved. He remained the most
unassuming and kindly of the devotees of art, cking out the modest sums
made by his rapid craftsmanship in teaching at the Camberwell School of
Art, where he gathered round him an ever-growing band of affectionate
students ; whilst Clara still did the work of their simple household, wrote
poems, and filled her mind with social causes. They had a talented son,
Philip, with a passion for architecture.

When the War came they were stunned and shocked by it. Soldiers
on their way to the Front marched through the village of Kemsing
where they lived, camped in the fields, and dug trenches on the
downs. A war hospital was opened. Clara helped to nurse the
wounded. Then one day she protested : ““ I will nurse men for life, but
not to send them back to the trenches ! She wrote and got printed a
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pamphlet : ** War won’t pay |” and distributed it broadcast amongst
soldiers and civilians. The Police went round and collected the copies
of it from all who had them. They took no proceedings against her.
“ Poor lady ! They thought her driven crazy by the sight of wounded
men.

Clara had persevered with her new hard task. She started a League
against War and Conscription, and through it got in touch with the
“ Stop the War ” Committee C. H. Norman and Scott Duckers had
founded, and with Mrs. A. Cunningham in her “ Women’s Union for
Peace.” When Conscription came Clara stood in Trafalgar Square with
a badge * Stop the War,” and a banner against Conscription. She was
arrested and brought into Court; but the charge was dropped, though
she many times repeated the demonstration. She and Herbert had seen
my articles in the Clarion years before, and now were reading the Dread-
nought. He had heard my father in the old Manchester days. Herbert
came over to see me and brought me a sheaf of her poems, and so our
friendship began. Before the War was over Philip reached military age,
and served imprisonment as a Conscientious Objector. From his cell he
sent delicate pen drawings to his parents on the blue official sheet of
paper, his sole monthly communication with the outer world.

. . . . . . .

Tragedy followed tragedy. In May the Battle of Jutland, around which
raged so many controversies in high places, sounded its knell of mourning
to wives and mothers. 5,769 British men and 328 officers were killed in
it. Of the Germans 2,385 men and 160 officers. In June the mysterious
exit of Kitchener in the Hampshire, unchronicled as the humblest Tommy
reported missing, conveyed with an impression of terrific menace the
ruthlessness of Fate. Often the vision flashed to my eyes of him, a lonely
figure, glimpsed in the lightnings of tempestuous night, drenched by the
spray of gigantic waves crashing into the vortex, buffeted by the howling
violence of the hurricane, fronting the wrack, with arms folded on his
breast, erect and stern. Rumour grew fertile : German spies had com-
passed his destruction ; he had been removed by order of the Govern-
ment for his incompetence ; he had withdrawn himself, and was still alive.




