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Introduction: Edith was my great grandmother. She wrote a 69-page memoir at the end of her life and most of 
this quotes directly from that. Catherine Putz. 

I was lucky in my life; I’m now in my 80s and writing this in my home in Jordans surrounded by piles of 
journals and mementos. I’ve loved, been inspired and inspired others. I’ve had passion and hope for the 
future. I’ve lived through two world wars and seen many changes. 

‘I remember, I remember the house where I was born, the little window where the sun came peeping in at 
morn’. Yes I do. It was the little room that I shared with Nanny. How I loved that window and looking out of it 
to the garden. We lived in Stamford Hill. We were a Quaker family. My uncle Thomas Hanbury collected 
plants from all over the world and I went to his house, La Mortola between Menton and Ventimiglia, when I 
was 10. I met Louis Pasteur there. I had a good education: French, Latin, sketching, spelling and gained a love 
for travelling. My mother said to travel as much as we could when young. 

In 1886 I sailed to Egypt; we had a glorious time and hired a dahabia on the Nile. The well-known coloured 
parson Frederick Douglass [a black American abolitionist, orator, who escaped slavery] and his wife were also 
on the boat.  

I went with my brother Henry to America. Our trip included a cruise up Alaskan coasts to Muir Glacier. (Little 
did we know that 130 years later the glaciers would have retreated 30 km.) In Yellowstone Park, we hired two 
ponies and travelled at night to the geysers. I always took my sketch book on every trip. 

Percy and I met at a party when I was 26. He was an artist. He came to Westminster Meeting. [Yes that 
Quaker meeting. You're not allowed to speak. It's very intense. It's very quiet. It's very, very erotic.] I 
persuaded my mother that he was lonely and she invited him to lunch, thyme in greenhouse, scent of orange 
blossom. At first visits were chaperoned; I have a fond remembrance of the studio owing to the good times we 
had there during our engagement. He painted me many times. Our wedding day was June 8th 1892 at 
Westminster Friends’ Meeting House where my mother had married and later my daughter in 1918. It wasn’t 
very Quakerly; I had a long train and four bridesmaids.  

Percy’s famous painting of a Quaker Wedding was exhibited in Royal Academy. [The dress was from the 
wedding of Rachel Christie in 1820, and great granddaughter Catherine wore it at her wedding in 1983.]  

We lived in Tite St. Chelsea with many artists as neighbours including John Singer Sargeant. There were open 
studios, musical parties and talks by people like Bertrand Russell and Baden Powell. Ranulph was born in 
1895 and Griselda in 1898. (Griselda said her mother was very beautiful. She was a suffragist; she worked 
hard for women to have the vote and in girls’ clubs. Her granddaughter Penelope says she was an activist, 
campaigner, full of initiative and a house full of clutter.) 

I worked with girls in two factories in East end; some were friends for life. Nanny Kate was devoted to me and 
to the children. During First World War we were involved with Quakers working for peace. In the winter of 
1914 we discussed the possibility of a Society of nations to promote peaceful settlements of international 
disputes. The League was established soon after the Armistice and Percy and I went to Paris to meet the 
French who were interested. The result was that the Covenant of the League was at the forefront of the Treaty 
of Versailles.  

During the war Griselda drove a van with medicines for Hanbury and Allen, once mending an axle in middle 
of Piccadilly. Ranulph was in the Friends Ambulance Unit. There was a constant stream of visitors to our 
house during the war. There was so much desolation. On our visit to France in January 1919 we met up with 
Ranulph; we sat on fallen columns of the cathedral at Soissons to eat our sandwiches and saw the clothes of 
former inhabitants swinging in the wind in ruins of houses. I remember a family with all their possessions in a 
handcart searching for their homes, wrecked bridges.  

I was honorary secretary of the Criminal law Amendment Committee. I promoted police work for women and 
the concept of a probation service, and was on a committee for moral and social hygiene carrying on the work 
of Josephine Butler. I became so busy with my committees that Griselda said once, ‘If that means another 
committee, Mother, you are to say no.’ 



During the struggle for women’s suffrage I was a member of Mrs. Fawcett’s Committee which stood for change 
by constitutional methods. I was present in the Ladies Gallery of the House the night the measure granting 
franchise to women was passed. I remember how the doors were flung open and members trooped in after 
having voted in the ‘Aye’ lobby. One day I marched with many women in London along muddy roads, and an 
omnibus conductor called out to us ‘Why don’t you all go back to your wash tubs?’ A friend of mine knocked 
off a policemen’s hat; they both ended up in a flowerbed, and others spent time in prison. 

We went to League of Nations meetings every year in Geneva: ‘glorious days’. I was also a member of the 
International Council of Women. In 1925 we went to India for several months as part of a deputation. It was 
exhausting and exhilarating: formal talks, visits to the Taj Mahal, sunlight and moonlight sticky with honey of 
wild bees, jackals in Delhi, Percy painting colour and smells, garlanded flowers.  

My husband was taken ill a few days after we returned from India and died in April 1926. Since then I’ve kept 
busy with my committees, writing letters, family and travels. Second World War brought more distress, and 
refugees especially from Germany and Czechoslovakia lived here. This house is home for anyone who needs 
one. 

I have attempted to trace a pattern along which my husband and I strove to live. When the bluebell wood 
comes into flower again I may write more. This will depend upon the turn world matters are taking, interested 
and enthusiastic as I have always been in any possible movement that may find a road to understanding 
among the peoples of the earth.  

May the leaders of these peoples be given the vision to find this road and may it lead at long last to the so 
urgently needed goodwill and peace on earth. 


