














table, nor in that chair. He was the only person I ever knew to
sit there.”

During the First World War, a Cornish land-army girl had gone
to work at a farm in Kelmscott. Weighing easily twenty stones,
having hair cut very short and wearing plus-fours, her appearance
was predominantly masculine. This was Miss Lobb, and she was
later to become Miss May’s companion, living at the Manor until
her death.

Possibly it was Miss Lobb’s style of dress, or her unfortunate
manner, that intimidated many of those who came into contact
with her. That she was devoted to Miss May is obvious to anyone
reading Sir Basil Blackwell’s account of her. Mrs. James remem-
bers her helping to organize tea after the opening of the Morris
Memorial Hall in 1934.

“It was quite an occasion. The little field that the hall is in
was full of buses that brought people. Ramsay MacDonald was a
guest at the lunch at the Manor, and Bernard Shaw. We had 300
in the house to tea, so many in the different rooms. Some people
were out in the kitchen and some in the penthouse scullery. Miss
Lobb saw to the two tea urns and kept the kettle boiling. Every-
thing was laid out and they had to help themselves”. But Miss
Morris’s day-to-day life-style was not so extravagant. Mrs. James
recalls Miss May and Miss Lobb using the kitchen as a living
room, lit by a lamp, for there was no electricity.

““She didn’t like lots of modern things; but I think that was
her way, of always having candles. She had a lamp in the kitchen.
There was a big lamp for the dining room table, but it was very
seldom lit. We used to have candles, four of those on the dining
room table. Up in the Tapestry Room we used to have candles.
There was a big chandelier on the stairs but it was never lit as I
can remember.”’

Beyond the candle-lit world of Kelmscott, the flame of war
was kindling throughout Europe. Mrs. James remembers that
Miss Morris ‘“was dreading this second World War coming. She
used to talk about that to us’

But she never lived to see the crisis break, dying quite sud-
denly in 1938. Although several years younger, Miss Lobb out-
lived her companion only a matter of months, dying the follow-
ing year.
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And so after over fifty years, Kelmscott Manor was no longer
the home of the Morris family. Hobbes and Chambers, Chartered
Surveyors and Estate Agents of Faringdon, had the task of auct-
ioning what must have been almost the entire contents of the
house with the exception of those items specifically bequeathed.
In many ways the sale catalogue for those two days in July 1939
makes pitiful reading — simple, everyday objects that must have
held an instrinsic value to their previous owners, but to the out-
side world are too common-place to care about, went ‘under the
hammer’. Janey’s gowns and jewels, Morris’s painting equipment,
hap-hazard contents of drawers, cupboards and boxes, everything,
was sold, and is now almost totally untraceable.

One thing that everyone attending the sale remémbered was the
weather, for there was almost a deluge of rain on both days. On
each day the rain began to pour as the Manor clock struck eleven-
the exact hour Hobbes and Chambers had intended the sale to
begin. As Mrs. James says,

“It seemed as if a curse had caused the rain.”
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