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Women in Print  
 

“Frankie’s Hair obliterates Trump” pictured on the opposite page and “Less Waste 

more Seed” in the current museum exhibition at Burgh House are works from my 

“Financial Times” series.  

The series originated as a means of recycling paper and for reasons of economy 

on a day when I had no drawing paper in the studio and decided to use the old 

newspapers that I brought in to protect the $oor from dripping paint when I am 

working. But I soon became excited by the aesthetic and symbolic possibilities 

they o%ered. There was an element of discovery through apparently random 

juxtapositions but also when I selected from among the pile of newspapers in a 

more conscious way, choosing particular headlines, articles or photos and 

painting over and around them instinctively. 

All the works feature a woman, painted in black ink on the pink paper: here, it is 

Frankie, my long-time collaborator and friend, professional model, performer, 

weaver of stories. I have been working with the female body as both motivation 

and subject for over 30 years, alone in my studio or with my collaborator. The 

woman I depict is a strong questioning presence: my alter ego. 

Drawing and painting the naked female body originated from my own sense of 

my body in space. I have worked as a model in life classes and also drawn myself 

naked at various times, in pregnancy and, more recently, studying my more 

mature self. The subject of the female gaze is a central concern. When I started to 

work one to one with another woman, I chose women who were also dancers, 

who could convey the qualities that I felt within me: grace, strength, vulnerability, 

anger, fear. The work becomes a collaboration as I try not to impose, but am 

interested in the individual. In Frankie’s case, a distinctive feature which she uses 

to convey many di%erent moods and “stories” is her $oor length hair. Sometimes 

it rains down as it did serendipitously over the photograph of Donald Trump. In 

the “Less Waste..” image it is piled up as in a classical statue but with a $ower that 

echoes the $owers in the newspaper image and draws our attention to ecological 

and environmental concerns. The fact that the newspaper in question is the 

preeminent international paper of the 1nancial and business world gives it 

additional resonance.  

These images of women painted in black on the faded pink paper recall the 

narratives of Greek black 1gure vases and shift “the news” from the momentary to 

the enduring. 

I paint on the FT, but I also draw upon its content, buying the Weekend edition 

for its varied articles on gardening, the Arts, culture and its perspectives on 

national and international news. My various letters published in the FT, including 

the most recent: “Rewriting our Myths about women”* and “Not “women artists” - 

simply “women””** re$ect my credo as an artist and a woman. 

 

© Rea Stavropoulos, 14 October 2018 

 



 Missing Grandmother 
 

There are no images of her.  

I want to say too poor, too long ago. 

But there are photographs of men  

she fed, gave birth to, saw into the ground.  

 

Perhaps she was bent double at a stream,  

beating hand-me-downs against the rocks;  

cooking on the open 1re, snug beside  

the crooked headstones in the family yard.  

 

When the shutter snapped, smoke obscured  

her face. It has never been described to me.  

I want to say that’s immaterial. The past  

is more concerned with monumental qualities.  

 

But surely all the children that she had –  

eight lived, four died without too many words –  

could muster a description of her eyes, her nose.  

Her mouth won’t ever say my name.  

 

She’ll never stroke my hair, or me, her skin.  

Perhaps it was burnt-curling by the stark  

Jamaican sun – her photograph, I mean. 

Abandoned in a broken chest of drawers. 

 

There might have been some trace of tenderness  

captured on her long-lost, paper face. 

We have the same complexion I’ve been told.  

So that is what remains: her shade walks with me. 
 

 

 

Jenny Mitchell 



Violet Van Der Elst 

Violet was born  Violet Anne Dodge  in 1882 to a coal porter father 

and washerwoman mother. Violet herself worked as a scullery maid 

until she married Henry Arthur Nathan in 1903. Violet became an 

entrepreneur and struck gold when she developed Shavex shaving 

soap, which required no water, and became an excellent business 

woman. After Henry died, Violet married Jean Julian Romaine Van 

der Elst. With her enormous fortune she had made from cosmetics, 

Violet bought Harlaxton Manor and began 1ghting for social justice. 

Violet passionately opposed the death penalty, not only for being 

inhumane, but also for its increased use on those with a background 

in poverty. Violet poured money into her campaigns, running for MP 

multiple times but never being elected. Violet would protest at 

hangings and had multiple run-ins with police. During the protests, 

she would lead the crowds in song and deliberately encourage 

them to cross police cordons. These 

tactics were not only for rallying the 

crowd, but also attracting the attention of 

the press. As part of her e%orts in 

abolishing the death penalty, Violet wrote 

a novel, On the Gallows. Violet took an 

interest in writing and also published a 

volume of collected ghost stories. Violet 

poured most of her money and life into 

the abolishion of the death penalty, and 

1nally, in 1965, the year before Violet 

died, she 1nally saw the end of the death 

penalty.  



Made in Patriarchy 

The experience of being a woman is not the same for all women. 

Our age, our social status, our skin colour, our sexuality means that 

the experience of being a woman is lived within the borders of its 

own peculiarities. And yet, we, women, stand - sit, kneel or lay- 

under the umbrella of the patriarchal system.  Griselda Pollock, in 

Vision, Voice and Power (1982) re$ects upon patriarchy and states 

that "patriarchy does not refer to the static, oppressive domination 

of one sex over another, but a web of psycho-social relationships 

which institute a socially signi1cant di%erence on the axis of sex,  

which is so deeply located in our very sense of lived, sexual identity 

that it appears to us as natural and unalterable’.  

Kate Manne, in her book Down Girl (2018) interrogates misogyny 

as the police force that guards the patriarchal system. This is, the 

social sanctions that anyone that challenges the norm is likely to 

su%er at certain degree. Misogyny exists, says Manne, to make sure 

patriarchy is not challenged and to make it challenging to anyone 

who dares not abide. And yet, throughout history, women decide 

to raise their voice: In the form of art, of literature, of science, of 

citizens of the world. Woman just like the ones that this exhibition 

celebrates: Helen Allingham, Dorothy Bohm and Gluck, Katherine 

Mans1eld, Eleanor Farjeon, Glenda Jackson, Tulip Saddiq, Marie 

Stopes, Esther Roper and Eva Gore Booth.  

Linda Nochlin’s question Why there have not been great women 

artists? (1971) is still relevant 47 years after it was published as it 

still challenges ‘traditional divisions of intellectual 

inquiry’ (Nochlin, 1971: 2). Nochlin argued that the demands and 

expectations that society put on women – as well as other social 



groups - became challenges for whoever tries to deviate from the 

social expectations as members of a particular group. Nochlin’s 

re$ection becomes stronger when it is read next to Manne’s 

understanding of misogyny as a police force that ensures the 

permanence of the status quo. To recuperate Nochlin’s voice:  

*The title, borrowed from Cheryl Buckley´s own Made in Patriarchy: Toward a 

Feminist Analysis of Women and Design (1986) seems appropriate to the context 

of this text and the exhibition it accompanies. But most importantly, the title 

wants to include the voice of Buckley who in her own Made in Patriarchy asserts 

that ‘Without recourse to feminist theory to delineate the operation of patriarchy, 

and to feminist history to map out women's past, it is impossible to understand 

fully the way women interact with design [art, science, or any other discipline] and 

the way historians have recorded that interaction’ (1986: 14).  

The fault lies not in our stars, our hormones, our 

menstrual cycles, or our empty internal spaces, but in our 

institutions and our education. […] The miracle is, in fact, 

that given the overwhelming odds against women, or 

blacks, so many of both have managed to achieve so 

much excellence—if not towering grandeur—in those 

bailiwicks of white masculine prerogative like science, 

politics, or the arts. (1971: 6) 

Solange Gulizzi 



 Remnants of the Remembrance Parade in Trafalgar Square 
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Debted to You 
 

 

Looking back through your life 

You’ve been a Mother and a Wife  

So much you’ve coped with through these years  

Weaker women would have been brought to tears  

Its true the strength you have inside 

Is something you prefer to hide 

I guess its right to say 

You did not let life get in your way 

No doubt this debt I owe to you  

Is really somewhat overdue  

I’ll never pay you back in kind  

For giving me the strength of mind  

So take this cheque I’m handing you  

The 1gure’s love for all you do.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Michele Wolf 



STRANGLED BY A SONG 

 

You said I didn’t know how to talk – you didn’t talk 

Holding words like cards to your chest  

You played your hand not looking in my eyes 

 

I tried to make you talk by talking 

I said too much. I must have hurt that deeper space 

The place you keep locked no one could access 

 

Somewhere in that labyrinth you guarded a feeling 

Only you visited from time to time  

On those dark days you played your songs 

Someone else’s words giving shape to your thoughts 

 

I laughed – mind only lovingly at the choice 

Of your sad songs. Why? I said why? Now I know 

They were telling words only I couldn’t see 

 

Sitting on our front room .oor 

You were Tom Jones Ray Charles and Elvis Presley 

Never once looking in my direction as I stood 

By the kitchen door – suspended 

 

I also found an inner sanctum of my own 

A new secret I guarded so I came out to play 

While you were away. You were never here anyway 

 

Busy I am busy you said always with wings attached 

California China Rome California California 

I was loosing count  

 

You were slowly slipping like grains of sand 



Out of my cupped hands. I was grains in your hand 

Did you see? Or were you too busy? 

 

What fun you were having you said  

The places the restaurants the people 

‘Hello are you there? Hello Hello?’ 

 

You were too excited telling me all 

Forgot your wife at home looking at me bewildered 

When you arrive with the suitcase  

That I was still there 

 

Words came out of you that Sunday 

You said I had changed 

I changed you changed time changed 

Forced change 

 

Then one day I didn’t speak 

My words stopped on track 

I couldn’t tell you how ice water 

Ran through my veins 

 

On the day you spoke it rang true 

‘We must get on with our lives now’ you said 

Then the needle touching on the 4nal melody 

Take these chains o5 my heart and set me free 

 

Your borrowed words have 4nally stopped my words 

The alphabets around my throat like hands  

No more questions no more answers 

 

 

 

© Ranee Barr 



“Beyond Watercolour Gardens: Helen Allingham Revisited” 

 

Success can impose limitations on an artist’s work and on how they are perceived. 

Helen Allingham’s name will forever be associated with the cottage garden 

watercolours which were so popular during her long and active life as a painter. 

Through this work she was the 1rst woman to be elected as a full member of the 

Royal Watercolour Society in 1890, continuing to exhibit with the Society regularly 

until her death in 1926. Her in$uence went far beyond her own life to give us a 

certain enduring image of an English garden: tranquil scenes of domesticated 

nature with colourful herbaceous borders acting as frames for pretty women and 

children. Even in her own lifetime they were comforting illusions of a “Happy 

England” - the title of one of her books of paintings - that was fast disappearing 

through increasing urbanisation and industrialisation. So the lawyers, 

stockbrokers and judges who bought her paintings were embracing a myth of 

vanished Englishness that could possibly be equated with the Arthurian romances 

of her Pre Raphaelite contemporaries. I myself was inspired by memories of 

Allingham’s paintings to create a garden on a Tuscan hillside when I felt a certain 

nostalgia for England while living in Italy! 

 

But the facts of Allingham’s life challenge preconceptions. I co-curated the 

exhibition “Beyond Watercolour Gardens: Helen Allingham Revisited” at Burgh 

House & Hampstead Museum in 2016*, exhibiting my own work alongside 

Allingham’s to provide a fresh perspective to her life and work. I became 

increasingly interested in her, both as an artist and in the woman behind the work 

when I discovered that as a young woman she was also a successful illustrator 

admired by Van Gogh. I amended her Wikipedia entry to include this overlooked 

fact, corroborated in Van Gogh’s letters. 

 

Helen Allingham (née Paterson) was born in 1848, the eldest of seven children. 

Her father died when she was fourteen. Her talent for art was encouraged, and she 

followed her aunt Laura  as a student at the Royal Academy Schools, only the 

second woman to be accepted. She began to work as a professional illustrator in 

London almost immediately, going out and about to sketch $ower shows, theatre 

performances, sporting events and scenes of street life for various illustrated 

journals, including “The Graphic”, for which she became a full time salaried 

employee, thus able to support her siblings, though still in her early twenties. To 

understand just how signi1cant this publication was for the society and art of the 

time, it is enough to say that when he was teaching himself to draw by studying 

English illustrated magazines, Van Gogh bought volumes covering 10 years of 

“The Graphic”. On a recent visit to a library in Florence frequented by expatriates 

since the 19th century, I saw shelves full of “The Graphic” and could estimate that 

10 years of bound volumes covered several feet. Helen Paterson illustrated 

Thomas Hardy’s “Far from the Madding Crowd”, his 1rst novel to be serialised in 



the “Cornhill” magazine and he described her as his best illustrator.  

 

When Helen Paterson married William Allingham, poet and editor of “Fraser’s 

Magazine”, a man nearly twice her age, she became Helen Allingham. The 

illustration work ceased and her watercolour career began. There is evidence that 

she was still highly regarded as an an artist and illustrator: George Eliot wrote to 

William asking if “Mrs A” would consider illustrating her novel “Romola” in its next 

edition as she did not much care for Leighton’s illustrations. Lord Leighton was 

the celebrated painter and President of the Royal Academy. We do not know why 

Eliot did not contact Allingham directly. She never did illustrate “Romola”. In 

marrying an older man who was a founding member of the Pre Raphaelites, 

highly respected by the artistic and literary world of the time, she frequented a 

circle of people older than herself: Tennyson, Carlyle, Julia Margaret Cameron, and 

she was now a married women who proceeded to have three children. Her 

watercolour career 1tted more easily with the duties of running a household, 

caring for husband and children. But it is obvious that she retained her own 

ambitions for her work in continuing to paint and exhibit throughout her life. As 

well as joining the RWS, she was represented by the Fine Art Society in Bond 

Street and continued to exhibit there. 

 

She moved home several times, moving to Hampstead in 1888 for the children’s 

education and her husband’s health and lived there in Eldon House until her 

death. William died in 1889 and Helen never married again. Perhaps she had 

greater personal freedom after that. She was still well liked by his friends and a 

frequent visitor to the Tennysons’ various homes. She was commissioned by 

Tennyson to produce a series of paintings of these homes and their gardens for 

another popular book. 

 

Together with her friend Kate Greenaway, they would take the train from London 

and set out on sketching expeditions in the Surrey countryside, and I like to think 

of these two women sharing their mutual pleasure in painting outdoors, enjoying 

the sense of freedom that it gave them. In continuing to work as a painter 

throughout her life, able to paint and sell what she enjoyed, while remaining 

closely involved with children and grandchildren, Allingham displayed the 

insistence, persistence, resilience and strength required for an artist and remains 

an inspiration for women in the twenty-1rst century. 

 

 

* See You Tube video “Rea Stavropoulos introduces “Beyond Watercolour 

Gardens: Helen Allingham Revisited”” for a 15 minute gallery talk and tour of the 

exhibition 

 

©Rea Stavropoulos  14 October 2018 



Lydia Joy Fleishcmann  



Sun sets on another day, 

Caught with my thoughts, can I keep them at bay? 

Such a beautiful world but am I blind, 

If I looked into the shadows, what would I 1nd? 

So 1ckle, so gullible, these human beings 

In this world people work so hard to impress, 

Leave that stress behind, liberate your mind 

 

Rise above. 

 

What did you think I’d do? 

Fall down in front of you… 

That’s not part of my plan 

Doesn’t matter who you think I am 

Cos the truths right here in my hands 

 

Rise Above. 

 

 

Kitty Whitelock  



As a contemporary jeweller and object maker I am captivated by colour and 

its ability to change the appearance and value of an object. I have found 

myself increasingly fascinated by the e%ect colour has on the human 

condition, in particular the emotional quality colour holds and its ability to 

provide an element of self-expression and individuality when worn on the 

body. I was 1rst introduced to the process of aluminium anodising during a 

studio project at university. It opened up the possibility for surface colour 

within my studio work and now the process dominates much of my jewellery 

practice. 

         Kate Ruby Hutchinson  



Hampstead Life  
 

8th September 1988 – I arrived in Belsize Park, alone. My destination was 

Bartram’s Hostel, Rowland Hill Street. A convent come student hostel 

headed by Sister Patricia, it would be my place of abode for the next 

academic year. It was an all-female house; small single bedrooms with 

purple curtains that had hung there in1nitum, no electric plugs, communal 

bathrooms, a large smoking lounge and a kitchen that served up very, very 

bland food. It became home though, very quickly.  

The next day, 5 of us from Bartram’s took the walk to nearby Lyndhurst 

Gardens to start Montessori College (the A.M.I) to learn about the 

development and education of children aged 6 and under. One of the best 

years of our lives ensued and, time permitting, my friends and I started to 

discover the local area – Hampstead, Belsize Park, Camden Town…  

College was enormous fun, although nerves were felt by all prior to our 

teaching practice! On average I worked 70 hours a week but thrived on it. 

And so began my love a%air with NW3 that has lasted 30 years to date.  

The next couple of years were spent part-time nursery teaching and part-

time nannying in the area; then I left for a while to travel and study more. I 

would always come back to Hampstead though and my latest stay has 

been the last 15 years.  

It is well known that this locale has inspired many creative people. Writers, 

actors, artists, musicians, photographers… After a couple of decades 

working with small children, I am now a writer and have published some 

anthologies. Hampstead Heath has both extensive views and hidden 

pathways. It has always been a place of peace yet adventure to me and has 

created a wonderful green desk for me to write.  

The past 6 years have also found me volunteering at Burgh House – what a 

1nd! Its peaceful and welcoming atmosphere calms just about all who 

enter. It is a lovely, supportive environment to volunteer in and has 

become a second family. Often after an afternoon shift here I have gone 

home, fully able to spend the next few hours writing creatively.  

In short, Hampstead and all of NW3 has long since become my home and 

always is a lovely place to work in too.  

 

 

       Madeleine Kingston (2018) 



SEE-THRO’ 

 

A stalker I am  

Following your every move 

Caressing other women 

With your slanting eyes 

As you parade shoulders high 

With perfume rippling 

The air from your mane 

In waves 

Moving with rhythm your muscles 

Like thousand serpents 

 

Yet: to me you are transparent 

I follow you in my dreams 

 

 

 

©©© Ranee Barr 



Laura Beaumont 





All that I am capable of Becoming 

This zine is produced by Burgh House and Hampstead Museum in 

conjunction with their exhibition: 

Women of Hampstead 

Featured in this zine:  

 

Cover - Thea Stallwood - theastallwood.com 

 

Rea Stavropoulos -  artist - www.reastavropoulos.com 

 

Becky Lodge - @beckyjanelodge 

 

Jenny Mitchell -  poet - jmatalchemy@yahoo.co.uk 

 

Solange Gulizzi - PhD student at Kingston University -

solange.gulizzi@gmail.com 

 

 Jess Swift - @jessnswift 

 

Ranee Barr - Writer, poet, artist 

 

Joy Fleischmann - artist  

 

Kate Ruby Hutchinson - jewellery designer 
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Michele Wolf - poet  

 

Kitty Whitelock - singer songwriter - @kittywhitelock 
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For more contact information, please get in touch with the museum.  
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