
Editorial

M any m em bers of the Society expressed great in terest in  Jeff M eddle’s article in 
the N ovem ber 1994 issue of the Newsletter in w hich he recorded M rs Lily B rooks’ 
m em ories o f her life in service w ith John C ow per and M argaret Powys at 
B urpham . Sadly, shortly  after the  Newsletter was published, news arrived tha t 
M rs Brooks had died peacefully in h er sleep during  the n ight of Tuesday 8 
N ovem ber 1994. D espite th e ir loss, M rs B rooks’ family have m aintained their 
newly forged links w ith the Society and we hope to  be able to  publish a second 
article by Jeff M eddle, together w ith some previously unpublished photographs, 
in the July edition.

We also announced  in  N ovem ber that the Society in tended  to publish  the 
com plete correspondence o f John  Cowper Powys and H enry  M iller, in associa
tion w ith the Alyscamps Press. U nfortunately , fo r contractual reasons, we have 
been forced to  abandon this p ro jec t. However, this has m eant tha t we have been 
able to d irec t our resources elsewhere and, am ong o ther projects, we have 
devoted funds to the resto ration  of a num ber of paintings by G ertrude  Powys, 
which will appear in the exhibition at this year’s conference.

T here are tim es when we, as a Society, seem to be working alone in a largely 
unresponsive world. Yet, recently, there have been d istinct signs of an awakening 
o f in terest in the Powys family. H erbertW illiam s’ film (reviewed in this issue) was 
widely applauded , Llewelyn Powys was m entioned (albeit inaccurately) in  a 
review on the fron t page o f the  Sunday Times books section on 12  M arch  and 
the C arcanet Press and the O xford U niversity Press have bo th  brough t out 
im portan t books w hich we review in this issue. In addition , in its regular ‘I W ish 
I ’d W ritten  . . . ’ colum n The Guardian of 17 F ebruary  carried a piece abou t Wolf 
Solent by John Gray, au th o r of Beyond The New Right and Isaiah Berlin. Perhaps 
m ost remarkably, certainly m ost unexpectedly, BBC Radio 2 is to b roadcast a 
program m e devoted to  John C ow per Powys as p a r t o f a new series on Sunday 
afternoons, although fu rther details are no t available as we go to  press.

T he Society itself has, if  anything, been m ore active than  ever. M em bers will 
find details n o t only of the 1995 A nnual C onference in this issue of the Newsletter, 
b u t also o f a M ontacute w eekend, a proposed Llewelyn Powys celebration at 
T he Sailor’s R eturn , and som e very exciting news abou t the Swansea Year of 
L iterature Festival.

Following the success o f his film, H erbert W illiam s has also been  com m is
sioned to write a critical b iography of John C ow per Powys by Seren Books, as 
p a r t of their Borderlines series. H erb ert would be pleased to hear from  anyone 
who may have relevant in form ation , and can be con tacted  at: 20 A m esbury Road, 
Penylan, Cardiff, C F2 5DW .
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T he officers and com m ittee m em bers of the Society work tirelessly to prom ote 
awareness and appreciation of the Powys family and, although it is too early to 
give details yet (for m uch rem ains a t an early stage o f p lanning), m em bers should 
scan the m edia in the com ing m onths for evidence o f our work and of w hat we can 
only hope is the beginning of a new period of appreciation for the whole Powys 
family.

P aul R oberts

The 199s Powys Society Conference
Dorset College of Agriculture, Kingston Maurward 

August i9th-22nd 1995
T he conference this year is entitled Telling L ives:TheArt of Biography. One of the 
best of m odern biographers, Richard H olm es, has written: ‘T his process [of 
biography] has two m ain elem ents, or closely entw ined strands. T he first is the 
gathering of factual m aterials, the assembling in chronological order o f a m an’s 
“journey” through the world. ... T he second is the creation of a fictional or 
im aginary relationship between the b iographer and his subject. ... T here  is 
between them  a ceaseless discussion, a reviewing and questioning of m otives and 
actions and consequences . . .’.

Lives are telling; som etim es they tell lies. T his conference will a ttem pt to 
explore som e of the problem s inherent bo th  in biography and autobiography. 
W hether it is a standard  biography, a film, selections from  a diary, or letters, the 
a rt is a difficult one. Speakers will include F rank  Kibblewhite on G ertrude, 
Charles Lock on John Cowper, John W illiams on G od (and T heodore), Sven 
Erik T ackm ark on his ‘life with John C ow per Powys’, M ichael Ballin on the 
Autobiography. On a lighter note, bu t pursuing the same them e, there will be a 
viewing of the recent film The Great Powys, a reading by Oliver W ilkinson from 
JC P ’s 1939 Diary, and a celebratory evening of Sylvia Townsend W arner. A 
highlight of the conference will be the opening o f an exhibition o f G ertrude 
Powys’s paintings and drawings at the D orse t C ounty  M useum .

M em bers who have been at K ingston M aurw ard will know the charm s of the 
grounds, its excellent food and good accom m odation.T here are an inexhaustible 
num ber of Powys places to explore nearby on the free afternoon. A ltogether it 
should be another stim ulating and com panionable gathering.

It w ould be helpful if those m em bers who are in terested  in attending the 
conference would fill ou t the enclosed form . We do n o t need a definite decision or 
m oney until July. However, to save postal costs, we will send fu rther details only 
to those m em bers who express an in terest in attending by re tu rn ing  the form  by 
12 June 1995.
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U K  Year o f  L ite r a tu r e  F e s tiv a l

T he U K  Year of L iterature Festival is set to recognise the im portance o f John 
Cowper Powys w ith a day ded icated  to his works and his influence on m odern 
w riters.T he event takes place at Swansea on S aturday 24 June 1995 and is open 
to Powys Society m em bers and  the general public. I t  follows the publication of 
M orine K rissdo ttir’s selection from  the diaries o f John Cowper Powys 1929- 
!939, entitled  Petrushka and the Dancer.

T he p rogram m e for the day is:
10.30 Arrival and coffee
11.00 In troduction  by John B ayley
11.30 Iris M urdoch: ‘H ow  a m odern novelist learns from  JC P ’
12.30-1.30 Lunch
1.30 M orin e K rissdottir: ‘JC P: from A m erica to  Wales’, w ith readings 

from  Petrushka and the Dancer by R ichard  Perceval Graves
2.30 Video o f ‘T he G reat P ow ys’ as seen on H T V
3.30 Tea
4.00 R oy F isher: reading from  his own works and  talking abou t the 

influence of JC P on a m odern poet
5.00 (approx.) D epartu re

Two accom p an yin g  ex h ib itio n s are p lan n ed . T h e first is a mix of etchings 
and sculptures which spring from  reading JCP, by Powys Society m em ber 
P atr ic ia  D aw son . T he second is a display abou t the Powys family based on a 
selection from  the D orset C ounty  M useum  exhibition of 1993, ‘W riters in a 
landscape: the Powys bro thers in D orset’ m ounted  by Bev C raven and Sarah 
L inden. T here  will also be a Pow ys book sh op  for the day w ith all the latest 
publications available.

T he John C ow per Powys Day is p a rt of the year-long national festival based in 
Swansea. O ther literary events will also take place th ro u g h o u t the weekend, so 
m em bers m ay wish to extend their visit.

T ick ets, w hich include coffee, lunch and tea, are £25  each. T he organisers can 
also offer reduced-rate local accom m odation if required . Enquiries to:

U K Y ear o f L iterature Festival, Som erset P lace, Swansea SAi i s e , 
telephone 01792 480211.

A dvance N otice: C heltenham  F estiva l, O ctober
T he C heltenham  Festival, w hich takes place in O ctober, is to  host a perform ance 
o f ‘F rances and Jack’ by Oliver W ilkinson, M icheline P atton and C hristopher 
W ilkinson. T h is is the reading from  letters betw een JC P and Frances G regg, first 
perform ed at the Powys Society conference in C irencester in 1992.
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M ary Cowper Johnson

Alm ost all our im pressions of the ‘Powys M other’ are gained through the eyes and 
the writings of her children; for them , she is inevitably the m other figure. My 
purpose in  this contribution is to let you get a glimpse, through two of her own 
letters, of the young wom an who becam e engaged to  the Revd C . F. Powys in June 
1871 and m arried him  on O ctober 4th  tha t year.

M ary Barham  Johnson (now in her hundred th  year) is the family historian  of 
the Johnsons and D onnes. She gave us an article, ‘T h e  Powys M other’, in The 
Powys Review  vol 8 (1981); since then , in 1985, she com pleted her magnum opus 
entitled  Letters and Diaries o f the Norfolk families o f Donne and Johnson, 1766-1917. 
T his com prises 754 pages of m anuscript w hich have been photocopied  and 
bound  up in three volum es, w ith rather a lim ited circu lation .T he text consists of 
innum erable extracts from  the letters of the two in tertw ined  families, with 
linking text by M ary B. J. and references to  various diaries. She refers to having 
consulted some 1,800 letters, including those I now have: w hat hoarders they 
were! H er work is extrem ely valuable for my exploration of the m o th er’s side of 
the Powys ancestry.

I have now begun seriously to  look at my collection of letters and a few other 
papers which came to  me on the death of Lucy Amelia Penny, the youngest of the 
eleven children of Charles Francis and M ary C ow per Powys, in 1986. These 
papers consist o f perhaps a couple of hundred  letters to  or from  M ary Cowper 
Johnson (i.e. before her m arriage) or M ary C ow per Powys (after her m arriage) 
and to  and from her father, the Revd W illiam Cowper Johnson (1813-1893) and 
her m other, M arianne (nee Patteson, 1812-1894), including letters from the 
1830s onwards. T here are also a handful o f pocket diaries and a very small 
num ber of letters from the 1780s and 1790s, from  M ary C ow per Johnson’s great
grandfather W illiam Tasker to  his daugh ters.T he collection also contains several 
m em entos of C . F. Powys’s elder brother, L ittle ton  A lbert Powys, who died in 
India in 1879; these had  been kept by their m other, Amelia, and have come down 
to me w ith the Johnson letters.

M ary Cowper Johnson (born on D ecem ber n t h  1849, died 1914) was one o fa 
family of six sisters and an elder bro ther, W illiam  C ow per Johnson (1844-1916), 
nam ed like his father, b u t always called C ow per.W hen C ow per came down from 
C am bridge in 1868 he was engaged as a tu to r and g rand-tou r com panion for a 
rich young m an before he tried  for C am bridge, Philip H ope. T hey set off late in 
A ugust 1868, and Cowper was n o t back hom e again till February  1870; during his 
absence there was an extensive correspondence betw een him  and his parents and 
sisters. H e travelled through Germ any to the Baltic, S t Petersburg, Moscow, 
Kiev, Odessa, C onstantinople, A lexandria, the Red Sea, and finally Ind ia, where 
the young m en spent a large p art of 1869 visiting m any places; the possibility of 
going on to C hina, Japan or Australia was discussed bu t got no further, and
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Palestine, w hich w ould have been de rigueur, was given a miss because things 
were, it seem s, no t going so well betw een the two m en.

In a le tter to  M ary from  Bom bay dated  January 12th 1869 (apparently the only 
one o f his to  survive), he describes bullock carts for personal transport, enlivened 
with a sketch, the im pending train  journey to  C alcutta, a visit to the caves (i.e. the 
rock-cut tem ples) at Karli near Bombay, the varied clothes worn by the d ignitar
ies at the C onvocation of Bom bay University, d inner w ith  the G overnor whose 
band played throughout the m eal, and his loan of a steam boat to visit o ther caves, 
attendance at divine service at the C athedral, w here C ow per described the 
punkahs ( ‘I t  was very p leasant to  hear a regular good cathedral service again with 
our old T rin ity  chants. ... T he organ was good and the parson  no t being able to 
intone d id n ’t try which was a blessing.’), getting b itten  by m osquitoes (he sent 
one he had just killed in his letter: it is still in a little p ap er packet p inned  to  the 
original letter!), a Portuguese servant who ‘is a sharp fellow, and has good 
character. I suppose he w ont let anyone cheat us except h im self’, and yet more!

H ere is M ary’s next letter to  him  in its entirety; in the same envelope there is 
also a le tter from  his m other.Yaxham  was their fa ther’s parish . (I have in troduced 
paragraph breaks, b u t not attem pted  to am end the punctuation .)

April 1. 1869 
Yaxham R ectory

M y D ear Cowper
It is a long tim e since I have w ritten to you; perhaps you don t know tha t 

I have been staying in L ondon from C hristm as un til E aster at C urzon 
S treet; I was so happy there. U ncle [H enry Vaughan Johnson] very kindly 
gave m e som e drawing lessons. M r Pileau was my M aster, I used to  go to 
him  once a week, he lives in W oburn Square, and I used to get into a cab 
and go to  him . I did enjoy it so m uch, he pain ts m ost beautifully, p ictures 
for the Royal Academy. I w ent 7 tim es, I tried  to  learn  as m uch as ever I 
could, and he is a capital m aster tall and big w ith  a great beard  and 
m oustache, and has travelled a great deal in Egypt Ind ia, his sketches on 
the N ile were very beautifu l, I hope you will bring som e nice things back 
w ith you, for now as I know m ore abou t painting, it will be such a trea t to 
com pare and see what you have done; b u t it is very very difficult.

I used to  go 3 times a week w ith A unt to  the Royal In stitu tion  to a ttend  
the course of lectures th a t were going on, H am ilton* and M r C urry  used 
to  join us, they were such very interesting lectures, especially the S atu r
day ones by Professor O ddling who is such an en tertain ing  and charm ing 
lecturer, only he used to  make explosions very often and  I could no t help 
jum ping which m ade H am ilton  think m e very stupid.

I th ink  M am a w rote and told you about dear Alice,* poor dear A unt 
Anna we do feel for her so intensely as Alice was her constan t com panion,
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and she used to watch h e r so closely, th a t the great blank is very terribly 
felt by her, bu t you don t know how good Emily* is to her, b u t it has been 
a very sad tim e for them  all, she does miss darling Alice’s gentle sweet face 
dreadfully. So many letters th a t we have w ritten  to you have b rough t some 
sad news. I know you will think of them  atW elborne and feel for them . 
Emily thought of you, and how you would feel for them . To add to their 
trouble poor H enry’s* exam ination came just the week Alice died, so that 
w hen he failed again, one can’t  be surprised when he was so troubled , and 
so full o f the sorrow, b u t it is a fresh trial. I t  is undecided w hat will be 
done, b u t m ost likely he will try  again.

I used often to see the D onnes when I was in L ondon  I used to spend the 
Sundays that A unt and U ncle spent as P u ttenham , w ith them , and we 
w ent often to St Andrews where I thought o f you, for I have heard  you say 
how you enjoyed the m usic there and, it is som ething too delicious. I 
never felt so perfectly happy as when I was listening to  it, and the crowds 
o f people, it was all so new and strange.

N oth ing  opens your eyes m ore than going to  L ondon, you see and hear 
so m uch tha t is new; A unt was very sensible as you know she always is and 
did  no t m ind my going alone in a cab, you would have been am used to 
have seen me going independently  in a cab to my drawing m aster by 
Russell Square and to W eymouth S treet etc, I got at last to  know my way 
abou t although at first the streets puzzled me very much.

I d o n t think I have ever thanked you for the long delightful letter you 
w rote to me from C alcutta, inclosing the m osquito  B lanche was exceed
ingly en tertained  when I read it to her, she was rather ind ignant at the 
allusion to the wasp. You are so odd about the ou t o f the way extraordinary 
people that the new faces you see rem ind you of, b u t it is such a capital 
way of giving us an idea of the person, so please always give it to  us 
however vague; and it is very funny how one person constantly rem inds 
you o f another; one day I w ent with M r D onne to M r Haweis C hurch  in 
W estm orland S treet, and a young m an preached a very good serm on; M r 
D onne called him  a “strikingly picturesque young m an” it was odd, (or 
ra ther one m ight have expected it) b u t he strongly rem inded me and M r 
D onne of you; I don t fancy you would be flattered, for his tallness and 
thinness were som ething too dreadful, I saw one of the M iss Hopes one 
day, Miss Audrey, she called a t Curzon S t w ith M rs H . C am pbell, they all 
are very sad, Lady M ildred especially she can’t bear to have any of them  
ou t o f h er sight. How does poor Philip bear the sad news of his sister’s 
death? M rs H . Cam pbell used to  ask me often abou t you when we had  last 
heard  etc. It has been so cold so bitterly  cold this spring. I quite long

* Hamilton (father of Mary B.J.), Alice (died ofTB), Emily (future wife of Cowper) and
Henry: children of Mary’s uncle John Barham Johnson and Anna (nee Morse).
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som etim es to join you in India w hat w ould you say if you came across me 
in the Him alaya m aking m ost glorious p ictures, for I feel a longing to 
sketch, and yet when I try  I feel a horrib le dispair, it is fearfully difficult.
M r Pileau was very encouraging he said if I practised  a good deal I m ight 
one day do som ething, I long to see w hat you have done, you m ust bring 
som ething hom e for me to help me I shall reckon upon you as my second 
m aster.

I can’t tell you how en tertained  I was at C urzon S treet to  hear o f the 
different politics Every one you know are W higs or Radicals M r G ladstone 
and M r Bright are the heros, A unt w ent to the H ouse of C om m ons the 
great n ight when M r G ladstone m ade his g reat speech on the Irish 
C hurch , she came hom e delighted, whereas Papa reading the speech was 
very angry I w ent one day to the H ouse of C om m ons w ith M r H ardcastle,
(a friend o f U ncles whom  we used to  see at C rom er) and A unt Cecie, we 
sat in the ladies gallery w here one feels very m uch like a b ird  caged in, it 
was very am using seeing the m em bers giving in their petitions, although 
the subject they were debating abou t was ra ther un in teresting  being 
C ounty  C ourts.

I got very very fond of B ertie0 & Huie° & baby° they are such very dear 
children B ertie is so fond o f being read to he delights in poetry; he goes to 
school every day now, he was very m uch excited abou t the b o a t race and 
was so disappointed w hen O xford won, there seems to have been a 
division in his school G eordie Brooke being for O xford, B ertie com ing in 
w ith b righ t blue ribbons says, Oh! baby is all for C am bridge, & so are 
H uie & I

U ncle H enry  and A unt b rought me hom e & I have been staying here a 
week, they have been so kind to me I love them  all very m uch. M iss 
Cam pbell also I got quite fond of.

Your fernery is looking nicely I think at least to  my L ondon eyes it d id , 
it has n o t been kept ho t enough in  the w in ter for the gold fern and tricolor, 
they have died dow n, b u t Papa says they will come up again in the 
sum m er, you see we have only now as gardeners O ld Wagg and little 
George Eke. I do so long for the fernery to keep well until you see it again.
I read  som e nice books, “T h e  Realities of Irish L ife” , and Carlyle F rench  
Revolution, they ought n o t to  be m entioned side by side being so 
different, Carlyles was the m ost wonderful w ritten  book I ever read. M y 
hands are so cold I can n o t w rite .T he M illetts are b e tte r now I was so glad 
to  see them  again. Your letters are such a delight to us.

W ith m uch love I rem ainY r loving M ary

0 Bertie, Huie, baby: children of Mary’s uncle Henry Vaughan Johnson and Hon. Cecilia 
(nee Campbell).

7



I th ink  this is a rem arkably vivacious, urbane, hum orous, well-read and articulate 
le tter, n o t the letter of the ‘stup id  and ignorant’ girl she thinks herself in the next; 
she was less than  twenty. I t is w ritten  in language and  idiom  w hich are entirely 
fam iliar today, whereas h e r p aren ts’ letters are noticeably d ifferent from  today’s 
epistolary style. T he second letter, two years and a b it later, is addressed to her 
fu ture husband  from the coun try  hom e of her uncle H enry  Vaughan Johnson; it 
certainly could not have been w ritten today! She was still n o t 22 when she 
m arried , and bore her eleven children between the ages of 22 and 41.

Esher
June 20 [1871]

M y dear M r Powys
M y F ather has forw arded m e your letter. I am  so surprised tha t you 

should care at all for m e, if you can trust me and really th ink  tha t I will be 
a good wife to you, I will say “yes” . B ut do  rem em ber tha t I am  ignorant 
and stupid , & you are so good, I do no t feel w orthy of you I love you and 
respect you and I will try  and make you happy and your F ather and 
M other also, bu t I feel so very very unw orthy of your esteem.

I am going hom e tom orrow  I want to see my F ather and M other they 
have w ritten  to me to  give their consent. I long to  be at hom e, Esher is a 
lovely place I have been very happy here. I have prayed to G od to d irect 
m e and H e has I wish I could do som ething to deserve this goodness, 

Believe me 
Yrsaffectly.
M ary Cowper Johnson

I have already in previous new sletters quoted from  or transcribed  some of M C P ’s 
letters to Llewelyn and A. R. Powys, bu t w hen I have explored the earlier letters 
thoroughly I hope to produce a m ore telling selection of an earlier period. T he 
nam es o f several of her sisters m ay be familiar: ‘A un t K ate’ (C atherine Cowper 
Johnson (1842-1924), m arried  her cousin W illiam M owbray D onne); ‘A unt 
D o ra’ (M aria T heodora Johnson, 1845-1924); ‘A unt E tta ’ (H enrietta Cowper 
Johnson, 1856-1934); the o ther sisters were E leanor G ertrude  (w ith whom  M ary 
was very close) who d ied  o fT B  (1847-1864) and Annie E lizabeth (1854-1921) 
who m arried  the Revd Cecil Blyth. Only M ary, A nnie and C ow per had children. 
I w ould very m uch like to  hear o f references by the Powys bro thers and sisters to 
their uncle Cowper and aun t Emily, who had  six sons; one of these was Father 
H am ilton  Cowper Johnson (1877-1961) about whom  Peter Powys Grey spoke 
w ith such sympathy at the Society’s 1992 Conference (see The Powys Journal iii).

S tep h en  Pow ys M arks

8



The Three Professors

A recent addition to  my Powys collection is an unrem arkable looking copy of the 
1949 edition of John C ow per Powys’s Autobiography. However, w ritten  on both  
sides of the rear endpaper and on the rear paste-dow n endpaper in  a small, neat 
hand  is a description of a visit to JC P w hich took place on Friday 26 April 1950. 
O n this occasion the front free endpaper was inscribed by John C ow per for the 
visitor and original owner of the book. Also loosely laid into the book is a 
corrected  p ro o f copy of the address given when the honorary  degree of D octo r of 
L etters was conferred on JC P  by the University ofW ales at Swansea on 21 July 
1962, one of only two academ ic honours received by Powys.1 T he address is 
reproduced  at the end of this article, and the inscrip tion on the back cover.

T he visitor, Cecil Price, was a lec tu rer at A berystwyth U niversity at the tim e of 
his visit to JC P at Corwen. Price was accom panied by two professors on the 
afternoon o f 26 April 1950. T he first was Professor S igu rourN ordal (1886-1974), 
the Icelandic scholar and leading authority  on classical Icelandic lite ra tu re .T he  
second was Professor Gwyn Jones, the scholar, novelist and short story  w riter 
bo rn  at Blackwood, G w ent in  1907. Jones was also the translator (w ith Thom as 
Jones) o f the Mabinogion, w hich had been  published in 1948. Gwyn Jones also 
translated  a num ber of volumes of the Icelandic Sagas. H e had also been ed itor of 
TheWelsh Review. Gwyn Jones had m et Powys on previous occasions and JC P had 
been a con tribu to r to an early issue of The Welsh Review.2 F rom  1964 to  his 
retirem ent in 1975 Jones held  the C hair o f English at U niversity College, Cardiff. 
Cecil Price wrote an essay reviewing the life and work of Gwyn Jones in the 
W riters ofW ales series, published in 1976.

H ere is Price’s account o f the visit:
T he house in which JC P lives in Cae C oed, C orw en, is sem i-detached and 
placed in a quiet corner overlooking the D ee and the roads to Bala and 
R u th in .T he  ren t is twelve shillings a week.

John Cowper Powys was w aiting for us in the hall and was full of 
excitem ent at m eeting N ordal. ‘H u rrah !’ he cried and he kissed N ordal 
on the forehead three tim es. H e conducted  the two professors (he called 
them  som ething nearer ‘perfessor’) into the drawing room , sat them  in 
arm chairs and got me on the bed by his side. H e asked if I were a professor 
b u t I disclaim ed this, saying I was a lecturer and the chario teer o f the 
party .3 H e referred to this two hours later, w hen he came to sign the book.
In  appearance he is tall (about 6ft -  just a little b en t at the shoulders) with 
deep sunk eyes, red  rim m ed. His head  is covered w ith short white curls 
and his nose is beaked. H e wore old pu tty  coloured corduroys and a tweed 
jacket. H is hands were covered w ith  the buff patches o f old age. T he 
p o rtra it on the dust cover is not a b it like h im .T he frontispiece is good bu t 
misses the anim ation th a t lights up his face w hen he is talking; it makes
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him  look too severe -  should have an expression of exultation, w hether 
fierce or joyful. Gwyn said Augustus John ought to  paint h im .4

H e gets up early every m orning and goes for a walk on the m ountains 
behind  the house, before breakfast; then has his usual d ie t o f  m ilk & dry 
bread. His ulcers trouble him  whenever he gets excited or m eets people 
(same thing!) so he does no t now go to Corwen & has refused all lectures.

H is voice was strong, of m iddle pitch, and excitable. W hen Gwyn and 
N ordal said anything that m et with his approval, he clapped his hands 
and cried, ‘H urrah! Well done!’ or ‘Isn ’t that interesting!’ And he seem ed 
to exult at everything tha t was going on. C onversation tu rned  to Iceland 
& he said that when he was a child his favourite book was ‘T heodore 
the Icelander’5 by La M otte Fouque,6 which has always had  a strong 
influence on him . N ordal asked perm ission to take snuff and this roused 
JC P  to great excitem ent. H e rushed out and called Phyllis to see the 
Icelandic professor taking snuff. N ordal reacted to this w ith gusto, tapped  
the snuff on to his left w rist and sniffed it saying, ‘N ow  I will take snuff as 
my ancestors did 200 years ago.’ H e handed  round his snuff box -  a 
curious piece of ivory shaped like a small bo ttle  and bearing a peasant 
design on the front. Phyllis then showed a ham m er m ade from  Alaskan 
walrus.

Phyllis proved to be fairly tall, sallow w ith dark  eyes th a t seem ed 
m elancholy (tho’ perhaps tha t effect was given by her accent). She comes 
from  Kansas City and would ra ther live in New York than  anywhere else. 
She regarded JC P ’s excitem ent w ith serenity. She said they had  known 
m any w riters when living in the States, particularly  T heodore D reiser 
and E dgar Lee M asters. Gwyn asked how she liked Vachel L indsay’s 
poetry  and she brought out a biography ofV.L. by M asters. Said Lindsay 
received some encouragem ent in U.S.A. bu t it was very fitful & his end 
was very sad.7 She seemed m ore in terested  in poetry  than  JCP, expressed 
delight in Dylan T hom as.8 JC P  said he was afraid of the young poets 
because he was afraid of what they were going to do next.

H e took this opportun ity  to show us a little book sen t him  by an 
A m erican to be autographed. It proved to be JC P ’s first publication: 
‘C ultu re and the W ar’, 1914.9 He was then  42, quite late in  beginning.

W hen we laughed at som ething he said, he com m ented (pouring out 
the words in a rap turous kind of way), ‘Ah, you see how I draw out 
everybody. It is the fem inine side of me. I am m ore wom an than  m an . I am 
half-wom an and half-m an. I draw everyone out. I can’t help it.’T h en  he 
po in ted  to his goddess, A thene, on a postcard  on the m antlepiece.

Gwyn asked him  if he was still looking for inform ation abou t the 5th 
cen tury  figure he had enquired about when Gwyn had seen him  last. ‘N o, 
I have com pleted the novel and it is in the hands of the publishers b u t I
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had  to cu t it by a third. I t was 135,000 words bu t the Bodley H ead said 
it was too long. I cu t it down to 99,999 which seem ed to m e a good 
num ber.101 thought once o f changing my publishers and having it in full 
b u t when a w riter is as old as I am , he is wise to  stay w ith his publishers, 
subm it to their wishes.’

Gwyn asked w hat it was called & he answered ‘P orius’. I though t it 
would be a good nam e. People could ask ‘Have you read Porius?’ I t  would 
be easy to  say. ‘I have placed [it] in a period  abou t which there is no 
w ritten h istory  so th a t the critics can’t  catch  me out. I have b rough t in 
Taliesin as a scullery boy.’

N ordal said he had read  a llJC P ’s works in lce lan d . ‘H urrah !’cries JCP, 
leaping abou t & clapping his hands. ‘M y dear friend, th a t is true  fame and 
glory.’ H e w ent on to ask N ordal what he knew abou t Laplanders, since 
Phyllis had read a book abou t them  & had been delighted with them .

H e also said that he adm ired Gw yn’s Richard Savage11 & o ther work; 
though t highly of H uw  M enai b u t found him  an intolerable chairm an 
since he talked away m ost of the speaker’s tim e.

John’s account o f the visit is recorded in an unpublished letter to his b ro th er 
L ittle ton  w ritten that same evening:

... O & directly after H E R  & old B ob-D og’s departu re  there arrived for a 
very long tea-partv  3 M en ! & w hat 3 m en ????Well! vou guess ere you tu rn  
the pag e! Two Professors & I couldn’t help th ink how C .F.P. whose longer 
than  the u n cu t Porius tale of G ian t G rum ble & Fairy Sprightly was one o f 
my early inspirations perhaps the earliest! always m ade a Professor his 
B eteN oir!! & here were Two o fT h em !! and the 3rd m an a L E C T U R E R !!!
& he the lecturer was the D river & hjs was the car w hat b rough t they to 
our door!

1. P ro f. Gwyn Jones E d. o fT he Welsh Review now no more.
2. Prof. N ordal of Iceland
3. Cyril Price T he L ecturer at A bervstwvth University
And do you know w hat Book I discussed with P rof N ordal? G uess 

again! ‘T heodo lph ’ or is it T heodoric (do vou recall Which?) ‘T h e  
Icelander’ by La M otte F ouaue a Frenchy who w rote in G erm an & also 
wrote U ndine and Sin tram  who is N O W  greatly honoured  in Iceland 
where in the n o rthern  p a r t the sun never sets for a whole week!!

Seven years la ter JCP recalled the visit of the three professors in a le tte r to 
G. R. W ilson K night, although Gwyn Jones is m istakenly referred to  as Glyn 
Jones.12 Clearly, the visit m ade a lasting im pression on JC P  and one can only hope 
that it did no t inflame the Powysian ulcers during  the evening and night o f 26 
April 1950.
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Notes
1 The first academic honour was the Plaque of the Free Academy of Arts, Hamburg, 
presented in 1958 by the Academy’s Secretary, Rolf Italiaander. See also Derek 
Langridge’s John Cowper Powys, A Record of Achievement published by the Library 
Association (1966), p. 201, item 492, and p. 217, item 545, for further details.
2 The Welsh Review was published each month between February and November 1939. 
Publication was suspended during much of the war but the Review was revived as a 
quarterly from March 1944 and continued until December 1948. JCP’s essay ‘Welsh 
Culture’ first appeared in the June 1939 issue (Vol.i, N0.5, 255-262), a fact not noted by 
Langridge or Thomas. This essay was republished in Obstinate Cymric: Essays 1935-47, 
(The Druid Press Limited, July 1947) as ‘Welsh Culture -  Inclusive or Exclusive?’
3 Price subsequently became a professor.
4 Augustus John drew JCP in November 1955. See Letters To Louis Wilkinson 1935-1956, 
particularly the letter dated 8 December 1955 which reveals that Augustus John was also 
subjected to much forehead kissing! See also the letter dated 27 December 1955.
5 There is a reference to this book on page 125 of the Autobiography.
6 Friedrich Karl Fouque, Baron de la Motte, born Brandenburg 1777 (of Huguenot 
descent), died Berlin 1843. Published a series of romances based on Norse legend. Works 
included Undine (1811) and Sintram (1815).
7 Vachel (Nicholas) Lindsay born in Springfield, Illinois in 1879.The early success of his 
verse did not last and while suffering from extreme depression Lindsay returned to 
Springfield and committed suicide in 1931.
8 Dylan Thomas occasionally corresponded (and drank) with Gwyn Jones. See Dylan 
Thomas -  The Collected Letters, edited by Paul Ferris (J. M. Dent & Sons Ltd., 1985)
9 JCP’s first publication had been Odes and Other Poems (William Rider & Son Ltd., 1896) 
followed by Poems (1899) by the same publisher. The War and Culture was published by 
Arnold Shaw in New york on JCP’s birthday in 1914.The book was issued in England by 
Rider as The Menace of German Culture in February 1915.
10 Surely a gross under-estimate. Even in its reduced form the 1951 edition of Porius must 
have run to something approaching 300,000 words.
11 A novel by Gwyn Jones, published in 1935.
12 Only a small slip, but Glyn Jones (born 1905) was the poet, short story writer and 
novelist. See Powys to Knight, edited by Robert Blackmore and published by Cecil Woolf 
in 1983, letter 28, page 75, dated 23 May 1957.

The Address
Professor C. J. L. P rice, M .A ., Ph.D. (in the absence of Professor Gwyn 
Jones, M .A.) presenting M R. JO H N  CO W PER POWYS for adm ission to 
the degree o f Doctor in Litteris, honoris causa.

M R. V IC E-C H A N C ELLO R :

JO H N  Cowper Powys, patria rch  of the literatures o f these Islands, was born  at 
Shirley in D erbyshire in O ctober 1872. H is ninety years of life have been 
shared between England, Am erica andW ales, and it is in this last, a t Corwen first 

and now at Blaenau Ffestiniog, th a t he has lived as our W elsh-speaking fellow- 
countrym an for a qu arte r of a century. Welsh blood runs deep and dark  in his
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veins, and of his ancestral connection with the land  o f Powys he describes h im self 
as being at once superstitiously credulous and exultantly proud. H is eagle head 
and leonine fram e are p art o f the N o rth  Wales landscape, as his writings are p art 
o f the literary  landscape o f E urope and America.

His charted  territo ry  w ithin the world o f letters is a wide one: poet, critic, 
essayist, philosopher, novelist are some of the roles in which he has displayed his 
genius. H e has written on the M eaning of C ultu re and in Defence o f Sensuality, 
on the A rt o f  H appiness and the A rt of Growing Old. As a critic he has been drawn 
to the greatest authors o f the greatest literatures: to  H om er, D an te , C ervantes, 
Shakespeare and G oethe; and to these he w ould certainly wish to  add three 
nam es w hich possess for h im  a special attraction  and significance: Dostoievsky, 
Rabelais and the M abinogion. F u rth er, he has realised his am bition to w rite a 
‘shelf-full o f rom ances’, am ong them  Wolf Solent, A  Glastonbury Romance, and 
Owen Glendower. And he has w ritten  his wonderful Autobiography.

H e belongs to  no school and follows no fashion, and his highly individual 
achievem ent has defied im itation. He stands alone in his g randeur, like a 
m ajestic, deep-fissured m ountain . O r in the G recian fabulist’s m ighty phrase, he 
is ‘One ... b u t a L ion’. So it is w ith m uch pride and a deep sense of privilege that 
today I recom m end to you, Sir, John C ow per Powys, hum anist, sceptic, m an of 
letters, C am bro-B riton, as one we delight to  welcome into the ranks of the 
U niversity’s graduates.

po-iss or powiss

T he BBC should be congratulated  on their directions for speaking the nam e 
‘Powys’.T he B B C  Pronouncing Dictionary o f British Names (second ed ition , 1983, 
reprin ted  in paperback, Oxford U niversity Press, 1990) gives the two form s of 
pronuncia tion , ‘po-iss’ and ‘pow iss’. I t says:

The first is appropriate for the fam ily name ofLilford; also for A . R. ~, 
church architect, John Cowper ~, poet and author, Llewelyn ~, author, 
Theodore Francis ~, author, and E. ~ Mathers, author and scholar.

T he second pronunciation is the Welsh way, as in the nam e of the county, b u t the 
ancestors o f this Powys family and the related Lilfords have no t lived in Wales for 
several h u ndred  years, apart from  JC P  who m ade his hom e there for the last th irty  
years of his long life. Please rem em ber th a t it is‘po-iss’ for this family.
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From Weymouth Sands to White Nose

From  W eymouth, W hite N ose (or W hite N othe, as it is called on my O rdnance 
Survey m ap) is clearly seen on a fine day. Indeed , M agnus M uir, the L atin  teacher 
in Weymouth Sands, could see lights in the W hite N ose cottages in the deepening 
twilight!

Having the decided advantage o f good w eather, I decided to walk to W hite 
Nose (some 500 feet above sea level) via the cliff path . Leaving W eymouth with its 
‘wet and d ry  sands’, I walked past Brunsw ickTerrace, w ith a nod to Penn H ouse, 
then past G reenhill, eventually reaching the concrete sea wall, w ith L odm oor to 
one side and the pebble beach and the sea to the o ther. I thought of R ichard Gaul 
and Perdita Wane taking the very same walk and seeing ‘the whole expanse o f that 
shining bay, bu ttressed, on the east, by the m ost rem arkable stretch  o f cliffs, the 
m ost varied in geological form ation, the m ost m onum ental in the g randeur of its 
curves, that can be found anywhere round the whole coast of E ngland .T his noble 
line of cliffs, beginning to  m ount up, as Perd ita’s eyes followed it now, behind the 
black-and-w hite building familiarly spoken o f as ‘the C oast-G uards’, stretched 
away in a south-easterly direction, past the m ajestic prom ontory  of the W hite 
Nose, till it ended with St. A lban’s H ead.’1

L odm oor has been m uch built on since John C ow per was a boy, b u t there is 
enough o f it left in its wild state to rem em ber it as it used to  be, a vast unspoilt 
wilderness of bushes and bram bles and grasses. To quote Autobiography. 
‘I rem em ber how my fa ther loved to take us bo th , our weariness of the way 
forgotten ... past L odm oor H u t, past the coastguard cottages, to  the little beach 
where Preston brook ran, and I suppose still runs, into the sea.’2

In  Weymouth Sands L odm oor H u t is described as ‘a very singular little hovel. A 
hovel it was, a poor enough shelter from  the sea-storm s, b u t it p resen ted  to an eye 
accustom ed to the West C ountry  that peculiar sense o f the past which a turn-pike 
cottage, however forlorn and ramshackle, is w ont to convey. T he melancholy 
little erection, with its w hite-w ashed walls and its b lack-tarred  roof, over-topped 
by tall b ill-boards bearing w eather-stained advertisem ents, was surrounded  on 
the L odm oor side by its own private enclosure. At this date this enclosure 
contained a small vegetable garden and a good-sized strip o f grass; enough grass 
in fact to help considerably in the nourishm ent of a solitary brow n-and-w hite 
cow, who even in the w in ter when the w eather was n o t too storm y grazed 
peacefully there un troubled  by either the scream s of the gulls from the shore or 
the cries of the wildfowl from  the marshes. T h e  inhabitants of L odm oor H u t at 
this tim e were two in num ber, a woman of th irty  who w ent by the nam e of Gipsy 
May, and a half-w itted orphan-boy called L arry  Zed whom  the wom an had 
befriended.’3

One leaves Gipsy M ay and Larry Zed w ith regret, b u t I have lingered some 
while rem iniscing about L odm oor and its past, and it is tim e to get on with the
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walk.
C lim b over the road by Furzy Cliff, follow a track, and there in a field lie the 

Jordan H ill R om ano-C eltic tem ple rem ains.T his was first excavated in 1843, and 
som e coins found here indicate tha t the tem ple was used in the 4 th  century  A.D.

Llewelyn Powys had his ou tdoor shelter near here (later to be conveyed for use 
at Chydyok) and to quote from  Dorset Essays, ‘T here used to be a ru ined  cottage 
on the top of Jordan Hill and during the year im m ediately following the G reat War 
I was allowed, through the courtesy o f M r. Angus S cutt, to  sleep in its overgrown 
garden. T here was a deep well in this deserted  walled-in p lo t w ith an ash-tree 
growing by it, an ash-tree as bowed by gales from  the south-w est as a Sherborne 
alm shouse woman in her red cloak is bowed by age.’4

R em em bering John C onstab le’s Weymouth Bay, and thinking o f Llewelyn 
roughing it in his shelter, I walked dow n into Bowleaze Cove, across the pebble 
beach and over the cliff tow ards Redcliffe Bay. Steadily walking, looking back at 
W eymouth and H ardy’s ‘Isle of S lingers’ (P ortland), I finally reached O sm ington 
M ills for a rest on the pebble beach and a sandwich, with tea from  my therm os 
flask.

T he Powyses used to com e to O sm ington M ills, and Llewelyn w rote to  John 
Cowper: ‘ate lobster at the tavern w ith the sun pouring down our faces.’5

T hinking o f Llewelyn eating lobster as I m unched my bread and  cheese, I 
finished the tepid flask o f tea and set off tow ard R ingstead. Past Bran Point the 
wide expanse of Ringstead Bay appears w ith W hite N ose jutting ou t into the sea. 
A m agnificent sight! I though t ofW illiam  Pye’s fine w atercolour o f R ingstead and 
H olw orth , used as a frontispiece in Memorials of Old Dorset (Bem rose, 1907), in 
which is w ritten: ‘T he ham let of H olw orth  overlooking W eym outh Bay and 
Portland  Roads, has been well described as resting in a m ost lonely and lovely 
valley by the sea, an earthly paradise, w hich those who have discovered cherish 
and dream  about. I t  is far away from  the haun ts of m en and rem ote ... where one 
may walk along the undulating downs tha t skirt the C hannel, held  in place by 
parapets o f cliff tha t b reak dow n straight into the sea; where one may walk mile 
after mile on natural lawn and not m eet a soul.’6

T hom as H ardy knew H olw orth well and has w ritten abou t the area in Wessex 
Tales in the story ‘T he D istracted  P reacher’. Walking through R ingstead, the 
climb soon begins, and the little wooden church  o f H olw orth  is reached, w ith its 
graveyard overlooking the sea.

H ereabouts, the pathway becom es m uddy as one goes th rough  the wood and 
past H olw orth H ouse, reaching ‘B urning Cliff’, fam ous in V ictorian tim es for its 
sm ouldering bitum inous shale. Still the long clim b continues over ano ther field 
and yet another stile, until at last one sees the W hite N ose coast-guard cottages 
where, in May 1925, Llewelyn Powys and Alyse G regory m ade their hom e. Let 
Llewelyn Powys’s words speak ou t for the hom e he loved so well:

T he W hite N ose is so tall that it is no uncom m on thing to  stand  in full
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sunshine and look dow n upon clouds lying, fold upon  fold, as far as 
P ortland  Bill, as though a bed were preparing for a cloud-gathering god.
In  storm y weather, when the purp le shadows are scudding across the Bay, 
it is the best place in the w orld from which to see a rainbow, a w idespread 
arch w ith one ethereal end resting upon the crested waves, and the o ther 
upon  the vexed grass o f the downs, a trium phan t heavenly arch with 
colours as dazzling as the feathers of birds in the C aribbean islands, as 
b righ t as scales of fish in C aribbean seas, and com pelling even the m ost 
sorrow -laden to lift up  their hearts in gratitude for the rich guerdon of the 
visible w orld.7

N ear here too, at Down B arn (also known as R at’s B arn), John C ow per Powys 
lived for a short tim e in 1934, moving on to  D orchester later before going to live 
in Corw en in  N o rth  Wales in  1935.

T hus, for a tim e in the T hirties -  with T heodore Powys at Beth C ar in East 
C haldon  -  the three Powys bro thers lived w ithin walking distance o f each other.

Reaching the W hite N ose sum m it, the view across the bay is im possible to 
describe. T he phrase ‘outstanding natural beauty’ comes to m ind, b u t one 
can only gaze in w onder at the timeless chalk cliffs, B at’s H ead, Swyre H ead, 
St A lban’s H ead , stretching away into infinity. ... Below, on a calm  sea, a speed
boat rushes by.

Is it too fanciful to imagine tha t it is The Cormorant, w ith the sturdy Jobber 
Skald at the helm , ‘carved in a darker, rougher stone than  his native oolite’,8 
making his way to L ulw orth, there to collect fish, before making the re tu rn  
journey to W eymouth Sands?

Frank W arren

Notes
1 Weymouth Sands, ‘Lodmoor’, 160-61.
2 Autobiography, ‘Weymouth and Dorchester’, 49.
3 Weymouth Sands, ‘Lodmoor’, 132-3.
4 Dorset Essays, ‘Jordan Hill’, 47.
5 Letters of Llewelyn Powys, edited by Louis Wilkinson, 124.
6 Memorials of Old Dorset, edited by Thomas Perkins, M. A. and Herbert Pentin, M. A. 
(Bemrose, 1907), 109.
7 Dorset Essays, ‘The White Nose’, 4-5.
8 VPeymouth Sands, ‘Punch and Judy’, 483*
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The Great Powys 
A film by Herbert Williams

M U SIC . T IT L E . Over the crest o f a hill an  old m an QCP -  F reddie Jones). F la t 
cap, scarf, overcoat, stick. Big smile. He looks about him: dry  stone wall, slates, 
d istan t hills. H e throws ou t his arm s in sheer joy. C U T  to m em orial p laque 
outside i W aterloo, B laenau Ffestiniog. ‘John C ow per Powys, au tho r and poet, 
lived here . . . ’ Cam era pans to  w indow reflecting JCP, a street lam p, a m ountain . 
We hear voices. C U T  to an old black-and-w hite photo  o f the house. C U T  to JC P 
on the chaise longue by the window, propped  up by pillows, writing. H e hears the 
voices too. We recognise them  as voices of the presen t talking abou t him . H e is 
confused. T he last line is crystal clear: ‘M arian and John had  a very close 
relationship.’ JC P  tu rns sharply to  listen over his shoulder. ‘W ho are you? ... 
Are you from other worlds? ... O ther planets? ... W hat do you w ant of old Jack 
Powys, eh? M y brain?!’ Phyllis P layter (Suzanne Bertish) arrives back  from  the 
shops and reassures him . ‘You’ve been  working too hard  ... Pop next door to  the 
R o b ertse s .. . . ’ She tu rns back to  the kitchen. JC P  to camera: ‘I m ay talk to  you. 
And I may not. B ut if  I do , I ’ll tell you everything!’

T his am bitious fifty m inute film from  L luniau Lliw Cyf for HTV, w ritten  by 
H erbert W illiams, d irected  by Peter Edw ards, gets off to a bold start. U sing an 
interlocking patchw ork o f interview s, period photographs, dram atised excerpts 
from the novels, quotes and  reconstructions from  the Autobiography and letters, 
a m any-layered p icture o f JC P  is bu ilt up  th a t links events in his life to  his works 
and to his developing philosophy. Even if the central conceit -  the voices he hears 
in his head -  occasionally drifts in to  m elodram a (his in terrogation by a d isem 
bodied prosecutor is particu larly  strained), it is a daring device th a t allows Powys 
to address us directly, bringing him  into unusual focus and banging him  back to 
life. By establishing the old JC P  on the Welsh hills as the fulcrum , the film teases 
our notion of tim e by swinging from  the au tho r’s ‘p resen t’ (at B laenau) to  his 
‘p as t’ (childhood of young JC P  and scenes from the novels) to his ‘fu tu re ’ 
(readers and com m entators from  o u r ‘p resen t’ -  m ost of them  m em bers o f T he 
Powys Society, all on splendid  form ). T his som ehow places the w riter in  a 
contem porary setting tha t is bo th  hum orous and illum inating.

It is a rich -  som etim es over-rich -  m ixture, full o f clever cross-references: 
voice-overs from  one tim e period  cover film from  another, w ords from  the 
Autobiography b lend seamlessly w ith the words of a fictional character, them es 
from the m outh  of the au th o r are taken up by his later adm irers, as if in  an 
uncanny conversation across the years. I t is all very skilfully done, w ith different 
sound qualities that allow us to  distinguish between the d ifferent sources. 
Occasionally, as in an overcrowded m useum , we are in danger of being over
whelmed. And just occasionally the baton is dropped. F o r instance, the sho t o f 
JC P as a young boy (Ben Kenefick) supposedly staring o u t at the sun reflected on
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the sea atW eym outh, b u t from a window clearly reflecting trees in a house already 
established as M ontacute. B ut, on the whole, the resu lt is clear and assured .T he 
research has been thorough, the dressing m eticulous, the results highly detailed: 
my m outh  dropped  open, for instance, at the splendid  illustration o f a crim son- 
tongued eagle w ith an  open beak carrying in its talons a lam b -  a starting-point 
for JC P ’s discussion of sadism  in the Autobiography -  that exactly m atches the 
description in the book.

A lo t depends on Freddie Jones. A brilliant and uninhib ited  actor, he is in fine 
form  bo th  as the w riter and as his characters, particularly  good as Powys the 
lecturer (on D ickens), w ith large gestures, heavy im passioned em phases and a 
startling  vitality. H is own very distinctive face is o f course very different to 
Powys’s. W hile this allows us to distance ourselves from  some preconceptions, 
m em bers of the Society, fam iliar w ith the photographs, may find this strangely 
distracting. Som etim es he lowers his voice to  a m ellifluous actorish bass (the 
G reat Powys becom ing Powys the G rand) that sounds too self-appreciative, not 
as alive to the m om ent, no t as self-mocking as I presum e JC P to have been. But by 
any standards his perform ance is a vigorous tour-de-force.

T he problem  is tha t he is over-used.T here is justification for this: even in the 
program m e itself G len Cavaliero talks of JC P  ‘becoming the characters he 
portrays in the novels’. And there are benefits to  be gained from  seeing the w riter 
acting ou t his own fictional creations. But by the tim e we have seen him  spun like 
a TV  im personator through a series of different roles, costum es and  hair-dos -  
W olf Solent suited in a train , D u d  N o-m an pyjam aed in bed, Will Zoyland 
shirtsleeved in his garden, Porius in Rom an tun ic on a hill -  entertain ing though 
these cameos are -  there is som ething slightly ludicrous in his penultim ate 
appearance as Owen G lendow er in purple cloak and a shoulder-length wig -  like 
one of the T hree Wise M en strayed in from  a village-green pageant. I recalled 
Frances G regg’s tau n t that Powys was like a child who could only dram atise 
h im self under a thousand guises -  ‘Once there was a great m agician and his name 
was Jack, and there was a fairy and his name was Jack, too, and G od was Jack, and 
the Devil was Jack, and again St P a u l . . . ’

T he extract from Owen Glendower is, in any case, too short to  make its mark. 
T here  are m any other scenes w here the film takes m ore time and m ore care to 
create a particu lar effect -W ill Zoyland from A  Glastonbury Romance proposing to 
share his wife w ith his wife’s lover, to the wife, the lover and the lover’s bem used 
father, the Vicar of G lastonbury; John G eard, from  the same book, naked in a 
m ist-sw irled pool, m iraculously excising the cancer fro m T ittie  P etherton. Both 
these scenes (inevitably shortened and adapted), to nam e just two, are excellent 
and show w hat exciting filmic m aterial is here.

The Great Powys som etim es seems to be trying to  say too m uch in  too short a 
tim e. B ut while it will work best as an in troduction  o f the w riter to a wider 
audience, there is nevertheless m uch of great in terest to those who already know
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him . M y own favourites from  this colourful scrapbook of excerpts and im pres
sions w ould include JC P (Jones) reciting ‘T he Epiphany of the M ad ’ flat on his 
back on a slate wall as wide as a road  and as old as the R om ans;Trefor Edw ards’ 
story o f Powys pacing his room  w ith a piece of stone pressed to his forehead 
(‘Trefor! D o this! And concentrate on Troy and G reece!’); and S im one Snow as 
the young C atrin  Puw Davies staring in surprise a t the pattern  of crossed twigs 
that Powys has left ritualistically on the side o f the road. (‘I rem em ber kicking 
some o f them  as I went by and  my m other getting very excited and saying, ‘Put 
them  back exactly as you found them . Otherwise M r Powys is going to  think it’s 
som e dreadful po rten t and  tha t the end of the w orld is going to com e.’) T here are 
many m ore where these cam e from.

T he cam era-work (Dave Brice and Dave C ru te) is never less th an  superlative.
C h ris W ilkinson

Copies of the programme (plus extra un-shown footage bringing the total running time to ninety 
minutes) can be ordered from Lluniau Lliw Cyf Please see the information sheet distributed with 
this issue of the Newsletter.

Littleton Powys: A  lecture by Oliver Holt 
The Annual Montacute Lecture: November 19th 1994

John B atten  called Oliver H o lt’s talk  ‘elegant and  beautifu l’ and indeed  it was. 
H ere was a m an who had known L ittle ton  over m any years, as a schoolboy and as 
a m an, and his w holehearted  devotion and adm iration shone through his 
m easured tones and clear enuncia tion , seeming to  echo the voice o f the  m an who 
had  so greatly influenced him .

‘Rejoice! Rejoice!’ was always L ittle to n ’s m otto. Such was the verd ic t o f his old 
pupil, Louise M acN eice. H e was, indeed, a wonderfully happy m an  and we 
seem ed to  hear the voice o f Llewelyn as Oliver said to  us. ‘H e was a lover of life.To 
be b o rn  into the world, a world so full of rad ian t and m anifold beauties was 
regarded as an im m easurable privilege, and his whole life was an  unbroken  act of 
praise.’

To be bored, to  L ittle ton , was a heinous sin, to be ranked alm ost w ith  the two 
he rated  as m ost evil: cruelty and mockery.

H is second wife, E lizabeth M yers, said, ‘L ittle ton  never failed to  tell you 
som ething interesting abou t life and the world. Every conversation w ith him  
extends the horizon of your m ind .’

‘I th ink,’ Oliver said, th a t, o f all the Powys bro thers, ‘L ittle to n  could be 
described as the m ost splendid looking. H ardly sh o rt of six feet tall, he was erect, 
b road-shouldered, adm irably p roportioned .’ H e m ight have been  a soldier
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instead of a schoolm aster. ‘H is hair was w hite, making an exciting contrast with 
his highly coloured com plexion and vivid b lue eyes, set deeply beneath  rugged 
brows in true Powysian fash ion .T he whole head was strongly scu lp tured .’

W hat was he like as a schoolm aster? H e could seem fierce. T he m ajesty o f his 
presence inspired awe in his young pupils. D isobedience, rudeness, incurred  his 
keenest displeasure, b u t he could be easily and often moved to delight. H is voice 
was a lash, bold and resolute; it could roll up  and down like the waves o f the sea; 
it had  cavernous echoes, like the tones o f M oses or Elijah. H e always spoke the 
purest English, clearly articulated; no fum bled or m uddled syntax. ‘I never heard 
him  use a coarse or unseemly w ord’, O liver said, ‘T h e  worst of his expletives was 
‘C onfound!’ ‘H is reading to the boys left lasting m em ories. ‘T he characters as he 
in terp re ted  them ’, Oliver told us, ‘stride across my m em ory.’ On the last m orning 
of the term , while some of the boys were w aiting to  go hom e, he used to delight 
them  by reading the poem s o f W illiam B arnes, in  dialect. ‘We were en thralled’, 
O liver to ld  us, ‘by the transm utation  of o u r headm aster into a rustic seer.’

W hat were his religious beliefs? ‘H e certainly d id  n o t reject the g reat C hristian 
tru th s ,’ we were told, ‘and was punctilious in setting them  before us, b u t it was the 
w ord o f G od m anifested in nature to which his deepest convictions responded.To 
be aware of the riches o f G o d ’s ea rth , to praise their M aker, I feel was the be-all 
and end-all o f him .’

A zest for life was his enduring characteristic, and  he kept it to  the end, even 
when deaf and crippled by arthritis. Louis M acN eice visited him  in his old age 
and wrote:

T he sun shone through his lips and b loom ed in  his steps when first at the 
age o f ten  I w atched the wild flowers ru n  in to  his fingers and all D orset 
b u rst into birdsong round his h ead ’ and now, ‘half im m ersed in lam eness, 
deafness, blindness the heart tha t still can greet me greets me full, the 
voice strong as a gong as ever and the laugh as deeply ingrained and warm. 
Rejoice, rejoice was always his m otto. O n two sticks he repeats it, still 
confirms his choice, to  love the world he lives in.

W hat an incom parable epitaph for a m an who em bodied in him self so m uch of 
the great characters of the Powys family.

We are grateful to Oliver for his presen tation  -  which only he could have given 
us -  o f a m an who was n o t only his friend b u t his life-long inspiration.

E lizabeth  Lawrence

Jon Stalltvorthy has produced a fine portrait of Littleton Powys in his recently published 
biography of Louis MacNeice. PR
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Remembering Llewelyn

T he last will and testam ent o f Llewelyn Powys was dated  31 O ctober 1933. It is 
well known th a t in it he  m ade very specific stipulations about his burial, 
expressing ‘a deep w ish’ th a t his executors should make every possible effort to 
have him  buried  in his garden  at Chydyok, or on the open downs. H e w anted no 
coffin and his body was to be laid on its side with arm s and legs flexed. In  the event 
of his death  abroad, he w ished to be crem ated and his ashes brough t back to the 
Chydyok garden. T here is no reference to a m em orial stone or inscrip tion, bu t 
there is, am ong the bequests, one w hich, had it been attended  to , w ould have 
perpe tua ted  his m em ory in a fashion that may appeal to  som e of his adm irers. I t 
runs as follows:

I t  is also my wish tha t the sum  of £100 be invested in tru st, and the yearly 
in terest paid to the nearest public house to  Chydyok, with the provision 
th a t on 13th A ugust each year, the in terest be spent in free drinks for 
anybody who enters the tavern after seven o ’clock in the evening.

A ugust 13th was, of course, Llewelyn’s b irthday and this year will m ark  the 
h u ndred  and eleventh anniversary of the event.

I t seem s likely that, in the circum stances of his death  abroad shortly after the 
ou tb reak  of war, m oney was no t invested as he had  w ished and I can find no 
evidence that free drinks on Llewelyn Powys have ever been offered in  T he 
Sailor’s R eturn . A lthough the gesture would be som ew hat belated , I w onder 
w hether there are m em bers who feel, as I do, that we should observe the spirit 
of the bequest by m eeting in  Chydyok to drink  to  Llewelyn’s memory. T h is year 
13 A ugust falls on a Sunday and it would be practical to arrange a gathering a tT he 
Sailor’s R etu rn , perhaps preceded by a walk to the stone.

I w ould like to  hear from  anyone in terested  in partic ipating  in w hat could 
becom e an annual event, and to have their views on the form  it m ight tak e . D  etails 
of any arrangem ents m ade will appear in the July Newsletter.

John B atten

Montacute Club Day

Albert Charles Rogers was born in Montacute in 1894 and lived therefor the greater part 
of his ninety-one years. He was educated in the village school and left at fourteen to 
become a garden boy at Montacute House. His uncle was ‘Rogers’, the gardener at 
Montacute Vicarage and Charlie Rogers’memories o f the Powys fam ily were published 
in T h e  Powys Review 13. It is interesting to compare this account o f Club Day with that
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given by A . R. Powys in T he English Parish C hurch: he writes there as an observer, 
Charlie Rogers was an enthusiastic participant.

We are grateful to M r Ken Rogers for permission to publish this essay.
John B atten

In  village life, in the early days of this century, one o f the best loved days o f the 
year, especially so, I believe, in our village, was the annual C lub Day, the club 
concerned  being the m en ’s sick club -  a Provident Society of m utual help when 
illness cam e. R em em ber there was no N ational H ealth  Service in  those days, and 
by this m eans m any people were kept ou t of the workhouse and w ith som e small 
weekly sum  to buy food or pay rent.

T his G ala day, then , was an event which took place on the M onday following 
the second Sunday after W hit Sunday, usually in June.T he Rev. C. F. Powys (who 
was the fa ther of the celebrated large family o f w riters, who all becam e fam ous in 
their sphere) was the vicar of the parish, and  a non-m em ber. H e took great 
interest.

T he club would m eet at the school at abou t 9 a.m . to answer the roll call. Every 
m an in his best suit -  in m ost cases his only one -  and carrying a club pole, a tall 
b lack staff w ith the brass club insignia polished and shining at the top. All the 
stewards (com m ittee m en) wore wide blue sashes draped over one shoulder, 
adding a splash of colour and im portance.

W hen the procession fell in, ready to m arch away, they were headed by a 
celebrated character nam ed Job D unstone, w ith a long grey beard , who carried 
the great sweeping U nion  Jack on a stou t pole, and a brave m an he had  to  be on a 
breezy day. T he depth  of colour o f his beard  depended  on w hether he had  swept 
a soot-filled chim ney earlier that m orning.

And now, to com plete my picture, the thing tha t caused m ost excitem ent to  us 
boys -  the arrival of K ingsbury Band to  fill the street w ith its striden t and 
som etim es d iscordant m artial m usic, m aking the m ost of the big d rum  -  and what 
a noise they could make! T he Band M aster’s nam e was Sharpe, and over many 
years he seem ed to be an  ever-present. H e had  a nose that over-shadowed his 
o ther features, and even his fine physique -  it was like the beak o f a g reat eagle and 
after descending in an enorm ous curve seem ed to  hook around the lip of the silver 
co rnet tha t he played w ith great gusto. I t was a source of m uch am using com m ent 
w ith us.

To continue with my story -  the band ‘struck  u p ’, and the parade m arched to 
the vicarage to m eet the vicar -  all smiles -  who then  headed the procession 
behind  the band  and Joby w ith the flag, w ith M r Baldon, the schoolm aster and 
secretary, looking really very im portan t, w ith a red  face, to the church  for a short 
service. I daresay many could no t read and  d id n ’t know the Venite from  the Te 
Deum  and had not seen the inside of the church since the last C lub Day -  
providing there had been no wedding or funeral to attend. A nd here let me add
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tha t on the previous Sunday Evensong the vicar and  the organist (M r Baldon) 
always selected a hym n to be sung w hich said ‘We expect a bright tom orrow ’, ‘All 
will be well’, and  we choir-boys used the full extent o f our lungs echoing that 
sentim ent.

T h e  service over (and I w onder how m any actually got involved in it?) the ranks 
were re-form ed and the procession wended its way around to  the farm s. T he 
Abbey F arm  was always visited -  here buckets o f cider were b rough t ou t and 
bread  and cheese d ispensed, and hom e-m ade lem onade. M eanwhile the b ands
m en, after refreshing them selves, w ould play som e lively jigs and we w ould dance 
on the G reen. C om plim ents exchanged betw een the farm er’s family and  the C lub 
officials, the m archers then  proceeded  w ith an ever-growing following o f visitors, 
relations and children, and sight-seers from  all around the nearby parishes, 
through the village to W oodhouse Farm , w hich was reached by way of a steep, 
hilly lane -  w hich, aided by the cider already consum ed at several stops, on a ho t 
June day, b rough t the persp iration  stream ing from  m any red faces. I t also took 
toll of the band , who had to  rest before starting  any m ore m arches and jigs. G reat 
was the m errim ent and rustic  wit and fun, and  before the visiting and  com pli
m ents were over, som e were obliged to have an ou tdoor nap on a sunny bank, or 
go hom e to bed , drunk.

T h en , at two o ’clock, followed the d inner in  the School, a ttended  by the  local 
dignitaries including the docto r and vicar -  and com plim entary speeches were 
m ade.

Everybody slept after that, and later, led by the band , m arched to ‘D im onds 
F ie ld ’ for the evening’s dancing until dusk, w ith a great crowd in attendance.

Now I ’ll go back to the Sunday afternoon w hen the lads w ould p u t their ears to 
the h ard  m etalled road to try  and catch som e vibration from  the great traction  
engine tha t we hoped  would be com ing along some few miles away -  pulling the 
‘Shows’ as we called them , the vans, with their roundabouts, swings and ‘all the 
fun of the fair’, and we w ould speculate as to  w hether it w ould be ‘T ow nsends’ -  
or who else?

N ever were these A m usem ent C aterers ever allowed to move into the village 
before ‘church  were o u t’ in the evening. And then  a good congregation of people 
w ould gather in  the B orough to see the scram ble for ‘S tan d s’ am ongst the 
showm en and stallholders, and to watch the trac tion  engine m anoeuvre the 
m echanical vans into their positions for erecting, and to  see the heavy sledge 
ham m ers being swung, used to drive g reat pins into the stoney surfaces to 
su pport the swings and canvasses. Always there w ould be altercations betw een 
them  -  b u t never a fight. I rem em ber m ost M rs Tow nsend and h er son D ick  who 
carried on after her reign -  a big, hearty  chunk o f a m an -  with his engine’s sm uts 
on his face and neck, open-sh irted , and w ith his hands stuck in the pockets o f his 
greasy fustian trousers -  standing surveying the scene and his movable posses
sions in great satisfaction. H e did  n o t come m any tim es, I think.
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T he excitem ent over, we w ent hom e to bed , b u t n o t always to  sleep, for we 
though t o f ‘tom orrow ’, and how m any pennies we had  to spend and w hat we 
w ould buy. T he Borough w ould be a fairyland in the m orning. B oth  sides of the 
road  would be lined w ith stalls where old fam iliar regular traders w ould set out 
their rocks, ‘d u m p e rs ’, gingerbreads, liquorice sticks, com forts and alm onds, 
fairy cakes etc. etc. John and Alfie Andrews, M r and M rsV errier -  to m ention a 
few nam es tha t come to m ind. T hen  the toy stalls -  at which I always bought a 
b righ t tin  whistle -  w ith a great assortm ent o f cheap toys. All d id  good business 
th roughou t the day. In  the early afternoon the o rnate  steam  organ would churn 
ou t its popu lar choruses and m elodies w ith a great clash of cymbals and drum s, 
and the roundabouts w ould tu rn  and lure our pennies from  our pockets.

In  the evening a great concourse of people w ould block the roads and laugh 
and jostle and shout -  the stalls lit w ith naptha flares -  whilst the ‘Phelips A rm s’ 
w ould overflow with revellers and drunks.

In  those days m etal tubes were sold filled w ith w ater -  just like our tooth-paste 
tubes o f today, w ith a cap on the top -  w ith these we would chase the girls, 
squirting  the cold w ater down those m uslin or cotton blouses -  back  or fron t, in 
great glee -  w hat fun we had  (and they generally came back for m ore) .T hey  were 
known as ‘teasers’, b u t were later prohibited  after com plaints from  irate M um s 
and Dads.

Two outstanding m em ories -  one of the news of the relief of M afeking in the 
B oer War, arriving just as the band came in the m orning -  and  the o ther of a 
devastating late frost which cu t all the po ta to  p lants black and low on another 
such June m orning -  and a wag singing ‘V rost cu t the tiddies dow n’ as the band  
played T h e  Keel Row.

M any a rom ance started  on a day such as this, w ith all the lads and lasses 
m eeting from  other parishes, and many incidents tha t were to  be life-long 
m em ories to the villagers.

I t  was said of K ingsbury Band that they only knew the m usic o f two m arches -  
and th a t before they m arched off the B andm aster w ould say,’Now, m e lads, which 
shall it be?T h ic  or to ther?’

At the end o f the day, the m enfolk and visitors would besiege the stalls to buy 
‘d u m p ers  and gingerbread’ to  take hom e to absent wives and m others -  a good 
old country  custom  -  b u t also perhaps to soften the lash of a ready tongue.

Yes! H appy m em ories o f days long ago.
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Letters to the Editor
from Cecil Woolf

You have kindly invited m e on several occasions to respond to hostile o r n it
picking criticism s in the Newsletter, b u t I have no t felt it worthwhile in the past to 
‘apologise or explain’. Review after review has appeared w ith dismissive rem arks 
about our publishing John C ow per’s letters, co rresponden t by correspondent, 
volume by volum e. But w hat is it th a t these critics want? A com plete edition  o f all 
30,000 existing letters at a three- or four-figure cover price? G ood grief, this is the 
real w orld, in  w hich some m em bers o fT he Powys Society find it hard  to afford the 
price of w hat we are doing!

All this began ten  years ago w hen G erald Pollinger offered us the first two 
volumes o f letters -  Powys to Knight and  Powys to Eric the Red -  and in a ra ther less 
than ideal world it has seem ed to us sensible to adop t a pragm atic approach  and 
carry on publishing the correspondence, volume by volum e. H ad o u r sales lived 
up to our original expectations, it would n o t have been necessary to increase 
prices. But th a t is no t what I am w riting to you about.

My grievance, and I believe we have grounds for being aggrieved, concerns 
the spiteful review which rubb ished  the first volum e of your edition of JC P ’s 
Uncollected Essays. In a personal le tter, your reviewer, M r O rend, w rote to m e, 
‘I 'm  sorry to say you may be disappoin ted  w ith certain  aspects of the review in 
which I raise a kind of vaguely philosophical debate abou t w hat should be the 
priorities in publishing Powys. It is p a r t of an attem pt to have people realise that 
keeping the m ajority of m ajor work unavailable for years in affordable editions 
can be deadly to the eventual cause. I have for m any years been an adm irer o f your 
books and nothing should be dearer th an  the fact you are taking chances on books 
many w ould no t publish. ... F o r m yself I envy your Powys list’, etc. etc.

Reviewing can often be a frustra ting  occupation. Space, tim e, editors contrive 
to make it  difficult for reviewers to say w hat they want. In  this case, however, your 
reviewer appears to  have been given plenty of space (seven pages) and, as ed itor 
bo th  of the Newsletter and the book under review, you have clearly given him  
carte blanche to say w hat he  pleased. In  the event, he has adopted  a uniform ly 
negative attitude to the g reater p a r t  of John C ow per’s essays and to  our 
production  of the book. H appily  for us, we subsequently  received high tribu tes 
from distinguished m em bers of the Society who have paid the full published price 
no t only for your volume b u t tor Jack and Frances and Powys to Glyn Hughes. N o t 
a few o f them  have expressed the view that K arl O rend failed to  do justice to 
Elusive America.

I think M r O rend  makes som e valid points in places, though these are really to 
do w ith the quality of JC P ’s w riting. O ne or two of the pieces are certainly of 
m arginal interest. B ut I d o n ’t  see how M r O rend  therefore concludes tha t the 
volume is o f ‘lim ited scholarly value and very little com m ercial value.’ T here  is

25



surely a scholarly value even in recognising the m ediocrity o f some of Powys’s 
w riting, if tha t is what one believes it to  be. D oubtless, too, there was a Powys- 
D reiser-M asters ‘m utual appreciation society’, b u t such things are hardly 
unusual in the literary world at any time. Anyone com paring a list o f Booker Prize 
judges w ith Booker Prize w inners over the last twenty years will see a handful of 
nam es recurring with interesting frequency. Som e other com m ents strike m e as 
ra ther silly, such as the notion that the book is destined ‘for dusty shelves and 
piles of rem ainders’. (Incidentally, in thirty-five years o f independen t book 
publishing, we have rem aindered only one book.) R em aindering is som etim es the 
fate of m any a great work o f literature -  as adm irers of JC P  know only too well -  
and is never a reason for no t reading it. W hen M r O rend has been publishing good 
books for th ree-and-a-half decades, as I have, he may perhaps realise tha t if 
publishers allowed themselves to be unduly influenced by such a fear m any works 
o f quality would never see the light of day.

Perhaps Karl O rend’s m ost venom ous sta tem ent is tha t the book is ‘extrem ely 
shabbily p ro d u ced ’, which is an astonishing assertion, to say the least, and totally 
w ithout foundation. T he thirty-five copies o f the book at the A ugust Powys 
C onference, of which M r O rend’s review copy was one, were in unlam inated 
jackets, for the simple reason that these were advance copies prepared  specially 
for the event. I t seems regrettable th a t the fact the jacket on his copy was 
unlam inated  should have clouded his judgem ent. In  fact, Elusive America was 
designed by the same highly respected book designer, typeset by the same 
specialist typesetters, p rin ted  by the same p rin ters  on a good quality book paper 
and b ound  by the very same binders we have used for our previous Powys books 
and for Jack and Frances and Powys to Glyn Hughes.

M ay I close by quoting from  your own letter, Paul, on first seeing the three new 
Powys books: ‘W hat a trium ph! These three books that you have b rought ou t 
together really are an amazing achievem ent. I was thrilled, o f course, by my own 
Elusive America, b u t the Jack and Frances letters are w onderful and a very 
im p o rtan t contribution to the Powys works. T he Glyn Hughes book is very m uch 
w orth  having. C ongratulations!’

Such appreciation makes all of us here feel that it really is worthwhile 
continuing to publish John Cowper Powys -  and no t just publishing him  b u t 
doing him  full justice in term s of production  and , as far as possible, sales. W hat is 
often forgotten by new com ers to the scene is that publishers like ourselves 
continue to store unsold books for m any years at very considerable expense.

I t is no p a rt of a publisher’s or ed ito r’s role to forestall or d ictate  criticism , b u t 
it w ould be gratifying if fu ture reviewers of JC P  would concentrate on the books 
them selves ra ther than  ‘raising vague philosophical debates’, niggling about 
jackets and regurgitating w hat previous reviewers have said.

I like to  think th a t the true Powys enthusiast is som eone who, like you or m e, 
would w ant to read whatever John C ow per w rote simply because he w rote it,
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irrespective o f the in trinsic m erits of the piece. T he sort of person likely to be p u t 
off reading the book by a review like K arl O rend’s w ould no t be of tha t ilk.

C ould  it be tha t M r O rend’s hostile review was the result, a t least in p art, o f our 
success in ou tbidding him  for the publication rights o f the Pow ys-D orothy 
R ichardson correspondence?

C ecil W oolf

from Michael Skaife d’Ingerthorpe
I d o n ’t know w hether there is anywhere that references to  the Powyses are kept, 
some so rt of cardboard  file or com puter database. I ’ve just come across three 
such references w ithin a day, no t of overwhelming in terest, b u t it seem s a pity  th a t 
such inform ation should blow to the w ind. Some of it is no d o u b t known to o ther 
m em bers, b u t I ’m thinking of som e m ore definite co-ordinated place w here this 
inform ation can be collected.

Anyway, now to the references I ’ve just come across:
1 H . V. M orton: I  Saw  Two Englands: His last glimpse of pre-war England and 
his first impressions o f England at war (1942, re-issued w ith m odern  -  and a few 
war-tim e -  photographs accom panying the original text, M ethuen, 1989).

C hap ter T hree: ‘I arrive at C an terbu ry ’
C hesterton  m ight have w ritten  a good story about a bus-load o f trippers 
from  Ram sgate who came to C anterbury  only to find them selves involved 
in a m iracle. PerhapsT . F. Powys could do it even better. And I have the 
suspicion tha t an average band  of C anterbury  pilgrim s were m uch the 
same a few centuries ago as those today who w ander vaguely abou t the 
city on a day trip. C ould  you replace their curiosity w ith faith, or at least 
hope, I th ink you w ould have a sim ilar crowd o f people.

2 D aniel Farson: Henry: A n  Appreciation o f Henry Williamson (M ichael 
Joseph, 1982), 236.

H e [W illiamson] held his views rigidly, b u t he was far from  a narrow  m an.
H is taste in books ranged from  his beloved Jefferies, Francis T hom pson  
and John C ow per Powys, to  the prose of Shelley, the great works o f 
T rollope and the m odern  Am erican w riters Hemingway and S cott 
F itzgerald. He gained vast p leasure from m usic ...

3 Jack B arbera and W illiam  M cB rien: Stevie: A  Biography o f Stevie Sm ith  
(H einem ann, 1985).

[page 130] A few m onths earlier this magazine [Life &  Letters To-day] 
p rin ted  S tevie’s review o f Llewelyn Powys’s Love and Death, w hich she 
followed w ith two m ore reviews in  tha t journal in 1940.
[page 154] T he heroine bears the nam e Celia, w hich Stevie gave to her 
autobiographical p ro tagonist in  The Holiday, and U ncle H eber also 
appears in b o th  tales. T here  is a Cas, too  -  no t Casm ilus, though, b u t 
Casivalaunus, ‘an old spelling for this shadowy B ritish king’, according to

37



Sally Chilver, who calls him  a figure from  the realm s of John Cowper 
Powys.
[pages 204-6] A nother book Stevie read tha t sum m er or perhaps au
tum n [1956] was L ittle ton  Powys’s autobiography, Still The Joy O f It. 
Stevie had  long adm ired the writing of Llewelyn and John C ow per Powys, 
and had  w ritten enthusiastic reviews of their books. John C ow per Powys, 
in tu rn , found Stevie’s reviews of his work penetrating  and w rote to  tell 
her so in the early 1950s, and to praise The Holiday (in which he is 
praised), as well as the poem s and drawings in Harold’s Leap. W hen Not 
Waving B ut Drowning finally was published, it contained a four line 
‘H om age to John C ow per Powys’ w hich, however heartfelt, is n o t one of 
the poem s in which Stevie’s strengths as a w riter are m anifest. Ironically, 
the writing of L ittle ton  Powys, which Stevie did n o t adm ire, inspired  such 
a poem .

In  Still The Joy O f I t  L ittle ton  Powys to ld , in p a r t, of m eeting Elizabeth 
M eyers [sic] in the early ‘forties when he was a ‘lonely w idower of sixty- 
n in e’ and she ‘ a little-know n w riter aged th irty ’. They soon m arried  in 
H am pstead  and, according to L ittle ton , their m arriage was ‘like one 
prolonged honeym oon’ until E lizabeth’s death  from  tuberculosis three 
and a half years later. C ontributing to her happiness during h e r last years 
was the success of her first novel, A  Well Full O f Leaves, published about a 
m onth  before her m arriage and ‘received everywhere with acclam ation’. 
O ne of the approving reviews, in  fact, was w ritten  by Stevie who called the 
book ‘bravely unusual’. But writing to John H ayw ard, Stevie questioned 
the latter p art of the novel, and sent up a passage in which Elizabeth 
M eyers describes b lood ‘quietly’ stream ing into the handkerchief o f her 
tubercu lar protagonist.

Given her adm iration for the Powys family, and her fam iliarity with 
E lizabeth M eyers’ first novel, Stevie m ust have read L ittle ton  Powys’s 
autobiography w ith some interest. C ertainly she was fascinated by a 
sentence in  which he described the n ight o f his wedding. ‘O ur wedding 
n ight coincided w ith the m ost spirited G erm an air raid th a t had been 
experienced in L ondon for a long time; and  the confusion was increased 
by a very large fleet o f our own bom bers passing over L ondon on their way 
to G erm any at the sam e tim e.’This accoun t becam e p a rt of S tevie’s poem  
‘I R em em ber’. Perhaps only she would have in troduced  it during  poetry  
readings as ‘ a happy love poem ’. In  this spirit, in a le tter w ritten  to Sally 
Chilver on 20 N ovem ber 1956, she enclosed the poem  along w ith two 
other newly w ritten ones to show, she said, tha t if  she could n o t m anage 
a deux love, she could at least ‘have a boss shot at a general feeling of
w arm th  & affection’__ W hen D erek Parker p resen ted  a radio program m e
about Stevie Sm ith several years later, he included a recording
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of her reading ‘I R em em ber’. W riting to thank  him  for the program m e, 
Stevie confessed th a t the poem  is alm ost a transcrip t from  L ittle ton  
Powys’s descrip tion  o f his b ridal night: ‘ I altered the setting of the w ords 
slightly and  b rough t in som e rhym e, b u t w hat fascinated me abou t L.P.’s 
passage was the way the utter banality  and really do tty  pom posity  o f the 
language len t such h o rro r to the events he was describing. . . . ’ O f course, 
Stevie had m ade up  the conversation at the end o f her poem  in o rder to 
po in t up the do ttiness, and she slightly exaggerated the difference in  age 
betw een the bride and groom  for effect. ‘I hope the shade of poor L.P. d id  
no t tu rn  a pale so rt of green colour at the sound of that very nervy 
applause’, she told Parker.

M ich a el Skaife d ’In g erth o rp e

Conversation of Theodore's sisters and brethren on Theodore
by Theodore F. P.

The following manuscript, dated ‘East Chaldon, June 30 1909’ and headed as shown 
above, was recently discovered in a copy o /B lack Bryony formerly belonging to Faith 
Powys. Readers will fin d  it interesting to compare the current text with ‘Theodore 
Examined by the Brethren ’, written in the same year and published as an appendix to 
R ecollections of the Powys B rothers, edited by Belinda Humfrey and published by 
Peter Owen in 1980. The manuscript, which was clearly written in considerable haste 
and is unrevised, is here transcribed without editorial corrections. Full names o f the 
brothers and sisters included are, however, given, since the original identifies all except 
Lucy only by their initials.

Although clearly imaginary, this lively and fascinating piece gives a v iv id  impres
sion o f ju st how such a conversation might have been conducted -  at least as it seemed to 
Theodore Powys.

P R
J[o h n ] : How Excellent! we are all here.

: L ulu , move back you ass — Back 
takes up the whole room .

L l[ew ely n ]: L ittle ton  have you a cigarette?
L [ i t t le to n ] : A hun d red  in my suitcase, they are next my flask.
L l[ew elyn]: W illie just get them  will you, D ----  m ind how you tread  you

ar’n t at plough.
J[o h n ] : Lets close in m ore, we are all here, (shakes L ittle to n ’s hand)
L f i t t le to n ] : We have no t been  together for years.
G [e r tru d e ] :  T h eo d o re’s no t here.
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J[ohn]: Ho! Ho! we did no t think o f him.
W [illie ] :T here would be no room  for him.
B  [er tie ] : O r I would have to tu rn  out of my chair.
J [oh n ]: He is cheerful and happy at C haldon, quite ou t of the way o f sin.
L [ittle to n ]: I like to th ink of O ld Bob a t ... C haldon.
J [oh n ]: Lets speak m ore of him , we all know him  and we all like to th ink  o f him  at 

C haldon.
K [a tie ] : I wish he were here.
M [arion]: Jack w hat is your real opinion abou t T heodore, his w ritings and his 

religion.
J [ohn]: W hat I think about him  is this: T heodore is a p ro testan t, T heodore is a 

p ro testan t. This Babes godm other of his, seems to  have b ro u g h t him  that 
way, he makes his escape from  life by the religious back door, the light he 
says he follows is m ystic to him . It is really only the same light th a t moved 
Baxter, Knox & Fox; you see every m an tries to break a p a th  and escape 
away from  the shadow, if he is clever he obtains power, is a g reat lecturer, 
forgets, drowns him self in excitm ent. B ut these lonely ones force a way 
backwards, no t forwards, m ind you backwards.

L [ittleton] :T hink of the tim eT heodore has at C haldon, he tries to  write, he does 
no harm , I like to th ink of him  there, I d o n t th ink  he had  the chance to learn 
better, M abel and I often th ink  of him at East C haldon & th ink  of him  with 
m uch pleasure being there.

B [e r tie ] : Shut up Willie, dont shove your great foot into the fire. How the deuce 
can I feel warm.

L l[ew elyn ]: Old Bob gets so fierce when you speak of his w ritings, they are rot, 
w hat does he w ant to  get fierce about, and there is always a row abou t the 
kids, & you have to  help. S hut up Bertie !!!!

M [ar ion ]: I w ant to hear m ore w hat Jack says abou tT heodore; L ucy just go to  my 
room , u nder a le tter from M aurice, you know the one, you will find a notice 
about my lecture on lace m aking, bring it down and my little shawl.

L l[ew elyn ]: D ear Old girl do you m ind clim bing u nder the tab le , I do n t w ant to 
move.

J [ohn] : Well! Well! Well! T heodore is sincere, he believes in  a low level like 
Charlie Blake I m ight alm ost say he follows C hrist, I know he says the same 
things as the Clerk, H e could never enjoy sin, so he has gone the o ther way, 
he is original only when he curses and reviles, I wish he d id  it m ore.

L [ittle to n ] : Lets shu t up now; tell me about M argaret, Jack & the  garden.
K [a tie ] : Go on Jack abou t Bob. I have som ething to say. I th ink  you are quite 

w rong, I th inkT heodore  is nearer the soul than  you all, I feel my soul more 
w hen I am  near him .

W [illie]: Katie go ou t at once and tell M ontacute to m ind the ra t trap  in the 
stable.
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J [o h n ] : W hat does my dear sister Lucy think abou t all this.
Lucy: I feel I d o n t know enough, I can t understand  these things. I like to  hear you 

all talk. Willie! O Willie! d o n t p inch  my leg so hard .
B  [er tie ] : T heodore has his own line, he follows it, he does touch  T ru th , and  a 

great T ru th , though never can it be a popu lar one.
J[ohn] : Bertie you are right, we are really the learners, he the m aster, ignorant, 

un lettered  though he is, he touches w hat is beyond all, let us sit at his feet; 
we know, we know the em ptyness o f our lives, we know it, and he has 
touched a fullness, in the dark  way he has seen a path , a d istan t light, he 
brings it nearer to him  each day, and strange though it may be, I feel it as 
well, though my own pa th  does no t h ide it. T heodore may be com m on, 
ignorant, rough, p ro u d , b u t if he  has in any way touched the tru e  heaven he 
is greater than  we.

A Voice: And the least of all these is g reater than  he.
L [ittleton]: I am  going on H am  H ill, come on kiddie. Old Bob, I will drink his 

health , he is a dear old chap, I m ust see the old fellow soon. Com e on W ill, 
L ulu shove on your boots.

J[ohn] : A nother cigarette L ittle ton . T hanks old friend; I m ust go on with my 
book, I hope to get som e money. Well, dear M other! has Lucy eaten all the 
sugar, I w ont have any cocoa, only a glass o f milk.

Lucy: Katie I w ant you in the garden.
G fertrude] M [a rio n ]: I am  going to dress.
B [er tie ] L l[ew elyn] W [illie ] : S hu t up, do the the D ---- D ----- .
J[ohn] : Ask F ather for some foolscap.
L [ittle to n ] : Com e on, C om e on — Exit.

Walking Powys

L ast year’s W eymouth Walk was an enjoyable event and m any of those who took 
p a rt com m ented upon the im pact o f the readings in situ. In  addition to that, there 
was, o f course, the sea, the sand, the sunshine and the relationship between the 
book and the place w hich is un ique in John C ow per’s novels. T h a t is no t to 
suggest that m any other Powys places do no t lend them selves to  exploration 
through  readings and I hope th a t the Society will exploit some o f the possibilities 
in the future.

I t  is now four years since two walks were offered in the M ontacu te  area. 
T hey  were well a ttended  by Wessex m em bers, b u t there were no arrangem ents 
offered for accom m odating those from  further afield. We are therefore offering
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a M ontacute weekend on 1-2 July, with bed and breakfast accom m odation 
available in the area for those who require it.

T he walks will no t be strenuous and will take in M ontacute, E ast Stoke, H am  
Hill and P itt Pond, w ith readings from Wood and Stone, the Autobiography, Skin  for 
Skin , Love and Death, The English Parish Church, The Joy O f It and Somerset Essays. 
I t  is hoped  tha t m em bers o f the party  will contribu te selected readings. If  you are 
willing to read, please indicate on the enclose reply slip.

M ontacute is a m ore or less unspoilt and picturesque village boasting a fine 
N ational T ru st house and  surrounded by typically lush Som erset countryside. 
T he sun doesn’t always shine, b u t it will th a t weekend. If  you are interested in 
taking p art (family and friends welcome) please com plete and re tu rn  the 
enclosed form .

John B atten

Reviews
J o h n  C o w p er Pow ys: P etrushka a nd  the D ancer: The D iaries o f  Jo h n  

Cowper Powys 1929— 1939, e d ite d  by  M o rin e  K ris s d o ttir .
M anchester:T he C arcanet Press, 1995. ISBN 1 85754 096 4. 345 pp. £25.

John C ow per Powys is a m ajor figure in world literature , yet he has failed to 
achieve the wide recognition his genius deserves. W hy should th is be? O ne of the 
problem s lies in establishing the definitive canon by which he should be judged. 
In  order for an au thor to becom e known and adm ired beyond a coterie of 
specialist readers his nam e has to becom e associated w ith a specific body of work, 
to  the extent that the nam e im m ediately brings to m ind a series o f titles, no m atter 
th a t there may be a num ber of lesser known m inor works. In short, if we wish to 
have Powys recognized, we m ust first get him  read; and in order to do that it is 
useless to rhapsodise on his greatness, gesturing tow ards a shelf of sixty titles and 
hin ting  at the beauties o f the hundred  or so m ore th a t could be published. T he 
audience will m elt away in confusion. W hat is required  is w hat, in another

J C P  a n d  P h y llis  o n  th e  f r o n t  cover: see D iary entry for  5 November 1939 :

Betty arrived with those w onderful pictures o f Petrushka like Paracelsus calling 
up a ghostlyT.T. his U n d in e . W hat a trium ph for theT .T . to have done this under 
the O ak in the road & for our Betty to have taken these Photos. ... Far far the 
best P icture of the M an w ith his Bessarabian Captive ever taken! Twas only that 
D ead-G irl M ask, the G host-G irl, U ndine-Spirit, the ‘W hite Lady of Avinal’ 
M ask , tha t persuaded my Abject, my Choice, my Im m ortal Sprite to  consent to 
be photographed at all.
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context, m ight be called a ‘m arketing stategy’, n o t in  the sense that such a phrase 
usually suggests, simply in o rder to increase the profits of publishers (though that 
is im portan t too), b u t in o rder th a t a w riter whom  we believe to be o f unique 
im portance should be allowed an opportun ity  to  spread his ‘p ropaganda’ am ong 
a w ider audience.

I f  the phrase ‘m arketing strategy’ sounds hideously unPowysian we should, 
perhaps, look back m ore closely at Powys’s own career. He had no dou b t, either 
as lecturer or as au thor, o f the im portance of attracting an audience and of 
tailoring his m aterials, if necessary, to suit the dem ands of a publisher. As Robin 
Patterson  dem onstrated  in an earlier issue of the Newsletter, Powys h im self was 
an adep t and enthusiastic advertiser of the works he adm ired and he does not 
seem to have felt that they were dem eaned in the process. Are Law rence and 
Joyce less im portan t w riters because their works appear in every branch  of 
W. H . Sm ith? Anyone who believes tha t their critical and popu lar acclaim  has 
arisen spontaneously by v irtue o f the quality o f th e ir writing is surely naive. A 
work such as Sons and Lovers d oesn ’t sell m illions o f copies in paperback , or 
appear on film and audio tape sim ply because a few sage enthusiasts have passed 
on the w ord of its greatness. Shrew d m anagem ent is what has allowed Lawrence 
to do his work.

W ith an au thor such as Powys, however, whose o u tp u t is bo th  vast and various, 
the difficulties are increased. W here do we direct the atten tion  o f potential 
readers? H ere  I m ust confess my own dilem m a. As som eone whose spare time 
over the past twenty years has been alm ost entirely devoted to John C ow per 
Powys, my own inclination is to w ant everything in p rin t. Only by reading 
everything, I tell myself, can we hope to un d erstan d  this infinitely com plex m an. 
Yet, frankly, the m ore I study his published and unpublished works, the less I 
believe th a t he can ever be ‘encom passed’, the less I believe tha t we can truly 
know anyone, genius or not. Perhaps tha t is one o f Powys’s lessons -  though, at 
the same tim e, he w ould have encouraged us to go on with the quest. T he tru th  
is, I just w ant m ore Powys and  it is the inexhaustible fascination of his life and 
work tha t has led me to argue, in the Newsletter and  elsewhere, for com plete texts 
and for the publication o f every recoverable text. T h e  vital thing, I have claim ed 
again and again, is to make the texts available, the rest will take care o f itself. 
Petrushka and the Dancer has forced me to question  this view.

A ssum ing, and it is a huge assum ption, th a t it were possible to persuade a 
publisher to  issue the com plete diaries of John C ow per Powys, how accessible, 
even then , w ould they be, even to  devoted readers? Publication itself would take 
years and  the cost o f the th irty  or so large volumes w ould be prohibitive to  all bu t 
the w ealthiest Powysian. F rom  a scholarely po in t o f view we m ight argue that 
such an edition  would be desirable: desirable, b u t n o t essential, since the original 
m anuscrip ts are available for study to  those who need them . W ould such an 
edition do anything to a ttract readers to the m ajor works, or even allow the status
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of the diaries themselves as m ajor works to becom e clear? T here  are, after all, 
w hat one enthusiastic Powysian reluctantly  referred to  as ‘the boring b its’. W hat 
m ust surely clinch the argum ent is the revelation in the p resen t volume tha t both  
John Cowper and Phyllis P layter themselves in tended  to publish  a ‘selection’ 
from  the diaries.

However, once we adm it the possibility of a selected editon, we en ter a further 
realm  of difficulty, for the value and credibility o f any selection depends upon the 
skill and integrity of the editor. Every omission, every editorial decision, is an act 
o f in terp re tation  and inevitably alters the text as it will appear to , and in tu rn  be 
in terp re ted  by, the reader. T he editing of another w rite r’s work can becom e an act 
o f appropriation or of im personation. An editor can select m aterial in such a way 
as to prove his or her own points in language they could no t otherw ise produce. 
Alternatively, they m ight im pose themselves so firmly betw een au thor and 
audience by the intrusive use of rafts of explanatory notes and o ther editorial 
m atte r as virtually to claim a priority  in the m ind o f the reader, whose attention 
they w ould no t have attracted  alone. In  the p resen t case, an ed itor determ ined to 
uphold  the ‘bunch of n u tte rs ’ view of the Powys family could do so by selecting 
appropriate passages and leaving o u t others. I t  w ould also be possible to  produce 
a volum e quite as large as this devoted entirely to  ‘O ne M an and his D og’, with 
special reference to bowel disorders in both. T he question m ust therefore be 
asked, how ‘honestly’ has the presen t book been edited?

T h e m ost textually reliable o f the various parts o f the d iary  to  have been 
published to date is th a t for 1930, edited by Frederick  Davies (London: 
G reym itre Press, 1987). I f  we take as a random  example the entries for Septem 
ber 1930 and com pare the texts in  bo th  editions, we find that although they have 
been reduced from some fifteen pages to slightly less than  three, no thing essential 
has been om itted. We lose some o f John C ow per’s accounts o f the m inutiae of 
their daily lives and one or two panics with m ischievous heifers, b u t such things 
are represented elsewhere and in p roportion  to  their im portance in the ‘story’.

I use the word ‘story’ advisedly, for D r K rissdo ttir has exploited the limits 
im posed upon h er by her publisher (a single volum e o f m anagable size, w ithout 
footnotes) creatively and, rather than  attem pt to  give us ‘a b it of everything’, has 
taken the opportun ity  to reveal what was always the essential focus o f the diaries 
-  the story of Petrushka and the Dancer, the often terrifyingly fraught b u t intensely 
creative relationship betw een John Cowper Powys and Phyllis Playter. I t is a 
process sim ilar to  that by which John Cowper created his novels and the resulting 
volum e m ust now stand beside them  in im portance.

Indeed , in the m ain body of the text, D r K rissdo ttir has w orked in so m asterly 
a way as to become alm ost invisible, appearing only in succinct headnotes at the 
beginning o f each year and occasional explanatory bridging passages. Yet the tact 
and elegance of the editorial voice should n o t be allowed to  obscure her 
achievem ent. As som eone who has frequently worked w ith Powys’s m anuscripts,
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I can appreciate the vast labour involved in m erely transcribing the text (of which 
the published version represents a ten th ), added  to  w hich is the equally difficult 
task of m aking a selection w hich not only avoids d isto rtion  bu t, m ore im por
tantly, reveals the essential m aterial in a coheren t narrative form. At a simple, 
hum an level, one cannot help feeling that John C ow per w ould have been pleased 
and (m ore dem andingly?) Phyllis Playter w ould have approved.

In a long and valuable in troduction  D r K rissdo ttir establishes the biographical 
and literary  context w ithin w hich the diaries were w ritten  in such a way that 
readers new to Powys will be able to make sense of w hat follows and no t feel 
excluded by a lack o f ‘specialist’ knowledge. Indeed , one of the trium phs of 
Petrushka and the Dancer as a piece of editorial work is th a t it can be read and 
enjoyed w ithout reference to  any other book, although I suspect that it will 
inevitably lead readers on to  the m ajor works whose period of com position it 
covers.

However, D r K rissdottir goes further than  m erely setting the scene and uses 
her in troduction  as an opportun ity  to explore a num ber o f issues which even the 
m ost expert Powysian will find illum inating, issues such as the im portance of the 
act of nam ing and the creative use to which Powys p u t his physical suffering.

T here have been a num ber of ‘false daw ns’ in the effort to in troduce John 
C ow per Powys to  a wider audience, bu t at p resen t there does seem to be an 
awakening of in terest, w ith H e rb e rt W illiam s’ television film, the program m e 
devoted to John Cowper on Radio 2 and the Powys D ay at the Swansea Year of 
L iterature festival. Petrushka and the Dancer comes opportunely  onto  the scene 
and will, no d o u b t, do m uch to fu rther and enhance cu rren t interest. We m ust 
take pride in the fact that m any of the cu rren t initiatives have arisen directly or 
indirectly from  T he Powys Society and it is fitting tha t the ed itor of this splendid 
and im portan t book should be our C hairm an.

P au l R ob erts

Patrick Wright: The Village That Died For England 
London: Jonathan Cape, 1995. isbn o 224 03886 9. 436 pp. £ 17.99•

One m isty m orning  in 1954 a librarian from  R ichm ond found him self creeping 
across a shell-shocked dow n, nervously w atching the red flag alert while search
ing for a very specific landm ark. A novelist was w riting a book set in th irteen th - 
century Wessex and , always scrupulous abou t geographical details, had asked his 
friend to verify the exact position  of a particu la r tum ulus. T he librarian  was 
G ilbert T urner, the w riter was John Cowper Powys, the novel The Brazen Head, 
the no -m an’s land the tank-firing range above Lulw orth Cove, D orset. G ilbert 
told me this story in 1979. By th en  I understood  a little the vein o f obliviousness in 
John C ow per th a t would lead him  to make such a dangerous request, b u t I had 
not yet experienced the spell cast by tha t p a r t o f the coast. T urner, who shared
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Powys’s love of the D orse t downs, had gone w ithout question, as if he assum ed 
tha t som e ancient goddess still lurking in tha t place would p ro tec t him  from  being 
blown up.

Patrick W right’s latest book, The Village that Died for England, ostensibly is the 
story of the valley and the village ofT yneham , evacuated D ecem ber 1943 on the 
order o f C hurchill’s War C abinet to make way for the military. B ut the book is 
m uch m ore than the story of the collision between arm oured tanks and the 
countryside of an unspoiled p a rt of England: W right is exploring the English 
ambivalence to their landscape and past.T he m ap in the front o f the book cleverly 
and clearly states the case: in light small p rin t the ancient well-loved dem otics -  
M arley B ottom , H am buryT out, D urd le D oor, B at’s H ead ,W hite  N ose; in  heavy 
large lettering -  Bovington C am p, B indon Range, East H olm e D anger Area, 
Tyneham . H e is also postulating thatT yneham  obliterated has been ‘rebo rn  as a 
perfect English village of the m ind’ where traditional English virtues cannot be 
touched by the ‘destructive trends of m odern  life.’As a symbol he finds this both 
‘alluring and repulsive at once.’

W right is no t going to make friends w ith this book: it is as potentially  explosive 
as the gunnery  ranges themselves. Few places, people, or institu tions escape his 
ironic gaze as it moves w ith som etim es bew ildering rapidity from  butterflies to 
blue plastic sheeting; from  earnest m em bers of the D orset N atu ral H istory  and 
Archaeological Society on a botany expedition to urban trippers eating crisps in 
the cafe by the Lulw orth car-park; from the organic gardening m ovem ent of Rolf 
G ard iner to the political activism of Rodney Legg; from the great land-ow ner 
H e rb ert Weld sitting on the lawn in an elegant chair watching his castle burning 
dow n to the writer Llewelyn Powys lying m other-naked on B at’s H ead  cliff in a 
storm  w ith the sea swirling round the B lind Cow below.

T he construction of the book is com plicated, perhaps at times unnecessarily 
so, switching from one po in t of view to another, even as the story gathers more 
and m ore strands: conflicting politics, classes, ideologies. B ut asW right says, ‘the 
cult ofTyneham  is like history itself -  full of different po tentialities.’

I t begins with the story of the Weld E state at Lulw orth, m aking the po in t that 
turfing o u t helpless tenants did n o t begin at Tyneham  with the Royal Arm oured 
M ilitary Corps. Between 1785 and 1795 approxim ately half of the existing village 
of E ast Lulw orth was levelled by T hom as Weld so that he could extend his park 
and create a pleasant view. As he outlines the history of the Weld family, W right 
develops a m anoeuvre tha t he uses effectively th roughout the book: w hat begins 
as a relatively simple accoun t develops ramifying consequences. In  this case 
W right connects the hostility of the tenants m ade hom eless to the resen tm ent of 
W eld’s farm  tenants suffering in a period of agricultural depression; picks up the 
way the rancour was com plicated by religious hostilities [the Welds are C atholic]; 
and links the gradual w idening of class antagonism  to the ’30s political move
m ents in ru ral D orse t.T hose w ith long m em ories had little sym pathy for H erbert
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W eld’s opposition to  the War Office’s continuing expansion after W orld W ar II as 
it began to lap closer his estate. N o r did they give m uch support to  the various 
councils and institu tions -  w hich were dom inated by the rural aristocracy -  in 
their resistance to the expansion of Bovington C am p and the annexation of 
alm ost io o o  acres around Lulw orth Cove. Beauty spots do n o t feed hungry 
tenan t farm ers or town traders; gunnery schools do.

E ast o f Lulw orth is the Tyneham  valley and village that belonged to well- 
established m em bers o f the D orset gentry for 500 years. T he Bond fam ily’s 
paternalism  is trea ted , perhaps deservedly, w ith greater sympathy th an  W right 
extends to  the Welds. T he story of the take-over of Tyneham  by the m ilitary is 
outrageous; the Bond response funny, sad, touching in tu rns -  W right knows all 
the techniques. He portrays W illiam Bond as a benevolent d ictato r, violently 
opposed to m odern devices either for h im self or his v illagers.There is the story of 
Bond being so outraged by the G PO  installing a public telephone kiosk in the 
village in  1929, and m oreover m istakenly installing it in full view and by the pond , 
tha t he w ent hom e and had  a stroke. Ralph B ond, who succeeded, saw through 
the evacuation o f the village and the valley. D ispossessed of his hom e, as were his 
tenan ts , he w ent gently into the night, giving a lecture to the D N H & A  in 1943 on 
the length  and shape of the ears of the D orset bat.

T here  were of course o ther defenders of that beautiful landscape. F rom  the 
aristocracy W right goes to  the w riters, scientists, aesthetes who m ourned  the 
sacrifice to  mass tourism  and the m ilitary of w hat the novelist M ary B utts called 
a ‘green transparen t w orld’; a revelatory world ‘m ade o f tu rf hills, patched  with 
small trees and stones and ham m ered by the sea’. A world of lost childhood.

T here  is a long section on H . J. M assingham , well-known in the ’30s as the 
chronicler o f E ng land’s dying countryside. He could see few survivors o f a 
‘m echanized civilization’ in  which the individual was ‘drow ned’ in a centrally 
d irected  ‘m ass-m ind,’ b u t he considered Llewelyn Powys one of those whose 
‘prim eval intensity o f m ind  and sense’ was still a ttuned  to  the landscape. W right 
then gives a mainly sym pathetic account of Llewelyn Powys’s philosophy and 
personality. T he old problem  o f ‘individual freedom ’ w hich is alm ost inevitably 
achieved only at the expense of som eone else’s joy and freedom , is only lightly 
touched upon in connection w ith ‘L u lu ’, bu t the conundrum  pervades the 
entire book.

C hap ter 11 switches abruptly  and effectively from M assingham ’s vision of 
ancient m an -  sun-loving, free, in tune with the natural w orld -  to  an  account of 
p roperty  speculation in the 1980s in E ast C haldon and thence to  a discussion of 
Valentine A cland’s anti-idyllic articles about these very cottages in the 1930s -  
dam p, fireless, overcrowded, buggy hovels w hich housed Weld tenan ts -  and 
T heodore Powys’s own dark  vision o f village life. B utW right is abou t to  in troduce 
a new set of conflicting perspectives: the growth of com m unism  and  fascism  in 
the ’30s in  D orset. C hapters 11 to 14 are am ong the m ost in teresting  and
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revealing in the whole book. He contrasts the com m unistic philosophies and 
activities of Sylvia Townsend W arner and Valentine Acland w ith those of two 
other D orse t land-ow ners: Rolf G ard iner and  C aptain George Lane Fox P itt- 
Rivers. W right says that ‘for a time [Acland and Warner] were the centre of 
com m unism  in D orse t.’U nin terested  in the Guild-Socialism  ofM assingham  and 
the freedom  of individual m an, they believed tha t the only thing th a t w ould give 
English labourers a decent living was a M arxist governm ent. In  to tal opposition 
to  m echanistic state-oriented M arxism  was R olf G ard iner whose estate lay on the 
southern  edge of C ranborne Chase. G ard iner founded the Springhead Ring, a 
group which set ou t to  ‘rebuild a hill-and-vale economy along m odern  organic 
lines’. U nfortunately , G ard iner’s adm iration for the m usic, farm ing techniques 
and the youth  m ovem ent of G erm any b randed  him  as a Nazi sym pathizer. In  a 
long and carefully balanced chapter, W right discusses G ard iner’s ideas and 
differentiates them  from  those of P itt-R ivers, an avowed fascist. Pitt-R ivers is 
treated  m uch less sym pathetically than  G ard iner, butW right is concerned  always 
to suggest the ‘different poten tialities’ o f h istory  th a t make it so difficult to  assign 
labels. T he political m ovem ents in D orse t in  the ’30s are in tertw ined  with 
questions of land reform , the plight of farm  workers, the prevailing pro-English, 
an ti-‘alien’ sentim ents -  and the right of a governm ent to expropriate an ancient 
landscape for the purposes of m ilitary practise w ipi another w ar loom ing.

T he post-w ar story o f Tyneham  occupies the last sections o f W right’s book, 
and, if possible, the story becom es even m ore com plicated. In  1956 Lilian B ond, 
sister of Ralph B ond, w rote Tyneham:A Lost Heritage. W right calls it a ‘threnody 
to an idealized world gone dow n’ and then  proceeds to describe w ith glancing 
irony all the people who undertook  to make Tyneham  into ‘the valley o f lost 
English causes’. T he fate o f Tyneham  is sentim entalized by the editor o f This 
England in to  an elegiac lost England where no m otorways, industrialized cities or 
im m igrants existed; tem porarily converted in to  a plm  set by a Scottish d irector 
who w anted to score political points against T h a tch e r’s Britain; transform ed by 
the Tory historian  Sir A rthu r Bryant into ‘one o f those no-m an’s lands’ which 
‘w ith the m arch of hum an progress have becom e ... a perm anen t part of our 
landscape’; revam ped by Rodney Legg and the Tyneham  A ction G roup  into an 
environm entalist’s dream  campaign.

T here is a bewildering variety o f people in troduced  in this book, ranging from 
architects, journalists, ecologists, to politicians, parish councillors and land- 
owners -  all w ith their own vision of a revivified Dorset. L iterary  critics have 
tended to consider the Powyses as som ewhat eccentric writers; here they are 
am ong the saner and m ore conventional of the dwellers and defenders of those 
chalk downs.

Occasionally the story descends delightfully into farce, particularly  when 
Rodney Legg, like C uchulain attem pting to  restrain  the ungovernable sea, 
struggles to  keep som e order in his m otley battalion of mainly m iddle-aged
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wom en. W right can be devastating: he describes ‘a p illar of West L u lw orth ’s 
political estab lishm ent’ whose voice ‘bo th  high-pitched and sten torian , was a 
form idable in strum en t of social control w ith which she had  been obliged to
im pose civility on m any howling m obs in h e r tim e She used it to p u rsue words,
ra ther as a rogue dog m ight force sheep tow ards a tiny gap in a hedge, and then 
clip the end off them  just as they though t they had squeezed through unsca thed .’ 

PatrickW right is a social critic w ith a som bre thesis and he argues his case with 
intelligence and sensitivity. An ancient landscape is forfeited to greed and self- 
interest. T he blam e can be assigned to no one and to  everyone. U ltim ately it is 
easier to re-create in the m ind a world of glinting sum m er sunlight than  to  face 
the knowledge of a blighted, w in ter-ridden  reality; the doub le-na tu red  im plica
tions of a paradise lost. A Powysian scholar m ust listen carefully to w hat W right is 
saying, when he writes ‘extinction has gran ted  this rem ote English village a 
strange num inosity, alluring and repulsive at once.’ John C ow per came to  a no t 
dissim ilar conclusion in The Brazen Head. A com pany o f m en going through  the 
darkness of the th irteen th -cen tu ry  D orse t forest suddenly hears ‘a wild husky 
voice singing a ditty  w hich clearly was ... a howl of defiance to everything they had 
been accustom ed from infancy to  venerate’:

W here leaf do fall—there let leaf rest—
W here no Grail be there be no quest—
B e’ee good, b e ’ee bad , b e ’ee dam ned, b e ’ee b lest—
B e’ee N o rth , b e ’ee South , b e ’ee E ast, b e ’ee West 
T he whole of Existence is naught b u t a jest—

And the response of the com pany to this ditty, Powys seems to be saying in this 
late novel, is the necessary response o f the hum an being: ‘Every single one of 
them  p re tended  ... tha t he  had  heard  no th ing .’ As did  G ilbert T urner tha t m isty 
day when he ignored the artillery  and searched for an ancient, non-existent 
landm ark.

M orine K rissd ottir

The Supernatural and English Fiction, by Glen Cavaliero 
Oxford University Press, 1995. isbn  o 19 212607 5- 273pp. £18.99.

To judge from the space they occupy in bookshops, tales of ‘h o rro r and the 
supernatu ral’ rem ain as popular today as ever they were, their lurid covers, 
em blazoned w ith glaring red  eyes usually su rrounded  by hideous excrescences, 
bearing witness to the survival o f ancient fears in a w orld from w hich we like to 
im agine we have banished all th a t is n o t safely m aterial. An historical survey of 
these tales w ith w hich we need  to  terrify  ourselves would, no dou b t, be of 
enorm ous in terest, b u t such is n o t the purpose of The Supernatural and English 
Fiction, w hich sets itself the task o f exam ining ‘the im pact of m etaphysical them es 
and subject-m atter on naturalistic  fiction’. Such fiction succeeds to the extent
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th a t it convinces us of its ‘reality’. T he m ore the fictiveness of a work vanishes, the 
louder we applaud the genius of its au thor as a creator of fiction. B ut w hat is the 
nature of the ‘reality’ we seek to find reflected in our fiction? English novelists are, 
as D r Cavaliero dem onstrates th roughout this study, ‘h aun ted  by the presence of 
m ystery and strangeness’ and so, o f course, are English readers, which perhaps 
explains why so m uch of contem porary literary theory, essentially m aterialistic as 
it is, seems somehow unsatisfyingly alien. A ‘close attention to received appear
ances being an insufficient m easure of w hat hum an  life affords’, we find m any of 
our great naturalistic novelists venturing into the borderland  o f m ystery which 
encom passes the m echanics of daily life and w hich allow that life the possibility of 
m eaning, for ‘the experience of m ystery is n o t som ething departm entalized or 
eccentric: it is an essential p a rt of the awareness of being alive’.

D r Cavaliero considers that those au thors who have explored this extra
m aterial realm  have approached it from three d istinct perspectives or traditions: 
the p re ternatu ra l, the paranorm al and the supernatural. T he pre ternatu ra l 
trad ition , the source of many popular h o rro r stories, deals w ith ‘physical 
m anifestations n o t attributable to the known laws of cause and effect’ and 
portrays ‘the supernatural as being not above nature b u t contrary  to  i t ’. Based in 
superstition , such tales are essentially en tertainm ents ‘justified by the underlying 
scepticism  of their readers’.

T he second approach, which portrays the experience o f m ystery as the 
paranorm al, has its roots in the herm etic trad ition , and regards such experiences 
as ‘lying outside the range of ordinary knowledge no t as a m atter o f kind bu t as a 
m atter of degree’. M ystery becom es a problem  capable of rational explanation.

I t  is, however, the th ird  approach with w hich D r Cavaliero is concerned, that 
which ‘treats m aterial and spiritual experiences as aspects or dim ensions of each 
o th er’, a sacram ental approach which ‘does no t exploit the experience of m ystery 
or seek to  explain i t’.T he ‘reality’ we find m ost satisfying in English fiction is one 
in w hich there is a reciprocity between the natural and the supernatural, thus 
defined.

Having established the territo ry  to be explored, D r Cavaliero develops an 
historical survey from Ann Radcliffe to Peter Ackroyd which reflects a wealth of 
close and illum inating reading at which m ost o f us will only be able to stand in 
awe.

However, w hat will concern  us m ost here is the chapter devoted to John 
C ow per Powys. Powys is, D r Cavaliero claim s, ‘the suprem e m aster of indig
enous im aginative supernaturalism ’ and reveals a ‘psychic sensitivity unm atched 
since H ardy’. A lthough there is considerable discussion of Ducdame, Wolf Solent, 
Maiden Castle and Owen Glendower, the focus of the chapter is, fittingly, A  
Glastonbury Romance, in w hich Powys ‘is deliberately underm ining  the expecta
tions as to any rationally determ ined m aterialistic p lausibility’.

T he argum ents here concerning Powys’s exploration of our perception of the
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anim ate and the inanim ate, the irrational and the super-rational, and w ith the 
experience o f these as aspects of a ‘m ultiverse’ in w hich all absolutes are relative, 
will n o t be unfam iliar to those of us who have enjoyed the  experience of reading 
D r Cavaliero’s earlier studies o f Powys, or of hearing him  lecture. W hat is 
im portan t for those already convinced of Powys’s genius is th a t The Supernatural 
and English Fiction provides a context in which he m ay be understood  and 
discussed, placing him  convincingly in a trad ition  w hich includes m any of our 
m ajor earlier and contem porary  w riters. Such a con tex t has previously been 
lacking, m any critics having dealt w ith the com plexities of Powys’s work in 
iso lation .T h is has allowed those who know less o f his w ork than  they would have 
us believe to  dismiss it as eccentric and peripheral. A fter D r Cavaliero’s im por
tan t and fascinating study they will no longer be able to offer the same excuse. By 
in tegrating into his world-view both  the realm  o f m ystery and  the realm  of m atter, 
Powys provides a far m ore convincing ‘m easure of w hat h u m an  life affords’ than 
m any novelists.

O ne final word abou t the style of the book. As a teacher o f teenage pupils, I 
have som etim es fallen into the ludicrously optim istic belief that the reading of 
good w riting will enable the reader to write well. A ludicrous belief, since half an 
hour reading the work o f m ost literary critics and theorists disproves it, their 
craggy and dislocated language bringing on the sensation th a t one is trying to 
read m uesli. I t  is as if  w riting coherently and elegantly has becom e somehow 
intellectually  suspect. Reading G len Cavaliero’s work is a d ifferent experience 
altogether. H e writes w ith enorm ous skill, expressing often difficult and complex 
ideas w ith the elegance and balance o f a poet and the in tellectual rigour of a fine 
scholar.

P au l R oberts

Little Blue Books: the broader picture

I d id  quite well on the in ternal evidence in  my article ‘Powys in L ittle Blue Books’ 
in Newsletter 23: 1 th ink nothing was significantly w rong, b u t o f course there is a 
great deal m ore to  the story. Robin P atterson, a C anadian  m em ber of the Society 
who has him self con tribu ted  to the Newsletter, sent me a very appreciative letter, 
a long artic le on the L ittle  Blue Books, and o ther m aterial; I am  m ost grateful to 
him . T h e  fifty-page article by Johnson andT anselle1 is extrem ely com prehensive 
and, for my purpose of exploring Powys, answers a nu m b er o f fu rther points. I 
though t it w ould be w orth  setting ou t the bare bones of the  earlier history of the 
series, which had  alm ost settled dow n by the tim e tha t JC P  and then  Llewelyn
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were included, and some m ore general inform ation. M ost of w hat follows is taken 
from  this article or one of H aldem an-Julius’s own books.

A ccording to the w riters of the article, the series consisted principally of 
original hack writing and reprin ted  literature, b u t it did contain som e first 
editions of works by such authors as U p ton  Sinclair, B ertrand Russell and John 
C ow per Powys. T he series played an im portan t role in the m ania for self- 
im provem ent which swept the A m erican public in the twenties, and  cannot 
be ignored in any study o f mass culture of tha t period. T here are recurring 
difficulties, for example in dealers’ catalogues and in bibliographies, because of 
the different versions, titles, and substitu tions (as I indicated in my study of just 
twelve titles).T he only satisfactory solution, according to Johnson andTanselle, 
w ould be a thoroughgoing descriptive bibiography of the entire series; the article 
offers an outline of some o f the basic problem s, such as the lack of any single 
com prehensive collection, and some tentative solutions.

In  1887 Julius A. Wayland m oved to G irard, K ansas, with his socialist paper, 
Appeal to Reason. Its phenom enal success and influence m eant th a t G irard  came 
to have prin ting p lan t capable o f handling a weekly o f huge circulation. T he 
Appeal to Reason C om pany issued o ther publications, including a series of 
socialist writings, twelve ‘Appeal C lassics’ published in  early 1917 as 64-page 
pam phlets; these were the predecessors o f H aldem an-Julius’s pocket series.

In  1913, after W ayland’s dea th , Louis Kopelin from the New York Call was 
h ired  as m anaging editor, and in O ctober 1913 he brought in a fellow-writer on 
the Call, Em anuel Julius. In  June 1916 Julius m arried Anna M arcet H aldem an, of 
a p rom inen t and wealthy G irard  family, and changed his nam e to H aldem an- 
Julius. In  January 1919 K opelin and H aldem an-Julius purchased the Appeal and 
its p rin ting  plant, and in F ebruary  the series of pocket classics was bo rn  with The 
Ballad of Reading Gaol and The Rubaiyat of Omar Khayyam-, these (later Nos. 2 
and 1 respectively) were announced on February  22nd and M arch 1st 1919; by 
M ay 24th there were th irteen  titles, 52 by the end of February  1920, 140 by the 
end of O ctober, about 200 by M arch 1921, and 239 by the end o f 1921.

U ntil July 1921 the books were called ‘A ppeal’s Pocket Series’, then  till early 
1922 ‘People’s Pocket Series’, then  ‘Appeal Pocket Series’.T h en  the series took 
on the nam es I have referred to in  my article: in April 1922, ‘Ten C en t Pocket 
Series; in Septem ber 1923, ‘Five C en t Pocket Series’; in O ctober-N ovem ber 
1923, ‘Pocket Series’; and in late N ovem ber 1923, the fam iliar nam e, ‘L ittle  Blue 
Books’.2 D uring the rapid changes of nam e in 1923 there are n o t neat num erical 
change poin ts, as works were often published o u t of order. Late in 1922 the 
pub lisher’s name was officially changed from  Appeal Publishing Com pany to 
H aldem an-Julius Com pany. Johnson and Tanselle refer to the inconsistencies 
betw een series nam es on title-page and cover as one of the bibliographical 
problem s, as observed by m e.T he series reached the 700s in 1924, 900s in 1924, 
1,100s in  1926, and 1,260 by the end of 1927.
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M uch inform ation ab o u t the series is found in H aldem an-Julius’s own two 
books The First Hundred Million (1928) and M y Second 25 Years (1949). A t the 
fo rm er date H aldem an-Julius declared that the series had reached its top  num ber 
o f 1260, b u t in fact the series had  well over 1,300 num bers by the end of 1928, 
rising to  the early 1,700s in  1931 and the 1,800s in the early 1940s. A t the time of 
w riting the article (1970) there were 1,914 titles. By 1949 300,000,000 booklets 
had  been d istribu ted .T ypical p rin tings were 10,000 to  30,000 copies.

O n pages 101-2 o f M y Second 25 Years are details of the books by JC P and 
Llewelyn. JC P ’s ‘eight L ittle  Blue Books’ sold a to tal of 994,000 copies, and 
Llewelyn’s 55,ooo;3 three, N os. 112, 414 and 435 had been included in various 
H igh School sets, accounting for their exceptionally large quantities. M any o f the 
nam es are given in unfam iliar form s.4

S tep h en  Pow ys M arks
N O T E S

1 ‘The Haldeman-Julius “Little Blue Books” as a Bibliographical Problem’, by Richard 
Colies Johnson and G.ThomasTanselle, The Papers of the Bibliographical Society of America, 
64,1st Quarter 1970, 29-78.
2 These changes are set out in a table in the article. Other tables show a chronological 
chart of numbers issued from 1919 to 1932, the series names originally attached to books 
issued in late 1923, and numbers re-allocated to a different work; there is also a selective 
author index to the whole series. I would be happy to lend the article.
3 In fact, there are ten JCP titles, Nos. 449 and 452 being omitted (Essays on Rousseau, 
Balzac, Victor Hugo, and Essays on Emily Bronte and Henry James)-, these numbers were 
allocated to other works.
4 The full list as printed by Haldeman-Julius (1949) is as follows:
JCP 112 Secret of Self-Development {January 12 1927), 330,000

414 Art of Being Happy (September 5 1923), 138,000 
435 Digest of 100 Best Classics (July 11 1923), 368,000 
448 Estmates of Great Original Geniuses (October 9 1923), 30,000
450 Calls to Imaginative Conflict (October 9 1923), 30,000
451 Masters of Erotic Love (October 16 1923), 20,000
453 A Sailor (Joseph Conrad) and a Homosexual (OscarWilde)

(October 9 1923), 35,000 
1264 Art of Forgetting the Unpleasant (May 31 1928), 42,500 

LIP 534 Mystic Materialism (February 4 1924), 35,000
702 A Book of Intellectual Rowdies (March 10 1925), 20,000
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An Interview withAlyse Gregory

I have com posed the following ‘interview ’ w ith Llewelyn Powys’s widow, Alyse 
Gregory, from letters w ritten by her to Jack Rushby, a long-standing m em ber of 
T he Powys Society.

Jack first wrote to M iss Gregory early in 1965, and her final le tter of reply is 
dated  22 N ovem ber 1966, just a few weeks p rio r to her death.

In this letter M iss G regory answered a series of questions w hich Jack had 
posed h er in previous correspondence, and h e r answers prove to  be quite 
illum inating, especially to those of us who came onto  the Powysian scene too late 
to have known this rem arkable wom an.

A lthough the facts of her life have been w ell-docum ented in  Powysian 
literature and a vivid portra it of her appears in The Cry o f a Gull, this interview  by 
letter gives a valuable insight into her views and opinions.

W hat were her conclusions at the end o f her life? W hat were h e r views and 
im pressions, tem pered by tim e, as she looked back into a som etim es d istan t past 
dom inated  by vivid m em ories of the Powys family?

We owe a debt of gratitude to L iverpudlian Jack Rushby, the ‘G ran d  O ld M an 
o fG a teac re ’, a friend of the Caseys and of Lucy Amelia Penny, for perm ission to 
use this valuable letter.

Interview er: M iss Gregory, I would like to record  your views for posterity  and, 
with your perm ission, I would like to ask you a few specific questions.
A lyse G regory: I will try  to answer your questions, or some of them  -  as many as 
I can, b u t it is a great m istake to suppose because one lives to  old age th a t one has 
any great store of wisdom! I think folly and w isdom  go along side by side, 
som etim es one in the lead, som etimes the other. In age it is a chance which is 
forem ost.
I: M ay I ask to w hat you owe your longevity?
AG: M y parents and their parents I fear! Perhaps som ething to  cunning , since I 
haven’t broken any limbs by tripping up  and falling down so far, and have 
m anaged to keep out of hospitals, and m ore or less free of doctors and medicines. 
Perhaps luck -  or ill-luck whichever way you p u t it -  has som ething to  do with it. 
I d o n ’t regard it as a m atter of pride.
I: O n the subject of doctors and m edicines, and from your own experience of 
nursing your late husband , w hat advice could you give to som eone like me 
suffering from a stom ach ulcer?
AG: I ’m  sorry to hear of your stom ach u lcer -  a m ost difficult troub le to  com bat. 
I think it is largely a m atter of finding the righ t d iet and no t deviating from  it! I 
kept track  with my husband  over a long period of time o f everything he ate to see 
if the ulcer m ight be caused by some special food. I found that any fa t was bad  for 
him . I ’m  sure you m ust have been told by the docto r w hat course to  follow ...no,
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I ’m no t sure. I th ink you have to be your own docto r to  a large ex ten t in such 
m atters.
I: As a po in t of in terest, w hat is your favourite food?
AG: O h dear! M y favourite food, well I have been a vegetarian for th irty  years or 
m ore and have in recent years had  to live on a very careful diet. If  I could have the 
perfect m eal I would begin w ith caviare -  which I haven’t tasted often in  my life -  
go on to tro u t fresh b rough t in from the river and grilled, cream ed chicken, 
asparagus, salad w ith french  dressing, and at the end an Italian  ice called 
‘S pum one’, coffee, a liqueur. As it is I live on a d iet o f eggs, steam ed carrots, 
baked potatoes and brow n bread  -  this is im portant.
I: You have seen m any changes during your long life, for example the advent of 
radio, and now television. I t  seems th a t the m odern  w orld is far noisier and I have 
read th a t noise is one o f your pet hates. D o you have a television set, Miss 
Gregory?
AG: Yes, I have a television set, b u t tu rn  it on only for special program m es, 
usually very late in the evening. I sym pathise w ith anyone who hates noise. Yes, I 
once wrote an article on the subject, enum erating the kinds of noise th a t I disliked 
m ost, also nam ing m any o f the great w riters who were dependen t on quiet. 
S chopenhauer used to com plain of the snapping o f whips in the city streets, 
P roust w rote in a cork-lined room ; Carlyle had  to have a special sound-proof 
room  m ade for h im . W hat w ould they do in these days of radio and television? I 
am sure they w ould none of them  have w ritten their m asterpieces.
I:You attribu ted  your longevity to d iet, genetics, good luck and personal health  
care. Are you also one who rises at the crack o f dawn and goes for ennervating 
walks?
AG: N o indeed! I do no t get up  at five in the m orning and go for a walk, and I did 
no t do this all my life -  only during  my hu sb an d ’s long illness. B ut we both  used 
to rise early on our travels and  go for a walk before breakfast.
I: Do you smoke?
AG: No.
I: Do you still write?
AG: Rarely, b u t I have done some reviewing for A m erican publications.
I: W hat about correspondence?
AG: It is im possible for m e to  keep up with my correspondence in these later 
days. If I do no t answer a le tte r at once it m ight n o t get answered for a long time! 
M y correspondence gets quickly ou t o f hand  and the necessities do  n o t always 
correspond w ith the desire.
I: Staying on the subject o f  w riting, who are your favourite authors?
AG: In  my youth  I was m uch influenced by Em erson, W hitm an, Carlyle, 
Dostoievsky. T here  were so many. Perhaps the au tho r in my la tter years tha t I 
re tu rn  to  m ost often is M arcel P roust. Recently I have been re-reading some of 
H ardy -  Far From The M adding Crowd -  that i s o n e lc a n  recom m end to you if  you
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haven’t read it. M ontaigne is another favourite, bu t I read m ore or less vora
ciously and from all q uarte rs  and all countries, ancient and contem poraneous.
I: If I asked you to advise m e on books I m ight read, what would you recom m end? 
AG: Alas -  how can I advise you on what to read  when I am n o t sure of w hat you 
would care for? Have you read  Walden by T horeau? N either my husband  nor JC P 
really appreciated T horeau , largely I think because they had no t really read him. 
Have you read m uch o f Hardy? -  if no t I am sure he would be one you would enjoy
-  The Mayor of Casterbridge, or Return of the Native.
I: And w hat of m odern  literature?
AG: O f books w ritten today, if you can get it from  your library, I th ink M alcolm  
X would give you some insight into the plight of the negro today, som ething 
which should be brough t hom e to everybody, it is the great issue of our tim e and 
it is exciting to have lived in an era when it is alm ost, as it were, a tu rn ing  po in t in 
history.
I: Turning inevitably to Powys literature, may I ask your views on John Cowper 
Powys?
AG: My views on JCP?You m ight as well ask me my views on the universe -  they 
are so m any and diverse. I have expressed som ething o f w hat I felt in an article 
tha t appeared some years ago in a magazine now ou t of p rin t.T h e  usual adjectives 
do no t fit h im , he was unique.
I: W hat do you th ink was his best book?
AG: Im possible also to say. I go back continually to his Pleasures of Literature. His 
Autobiography is, I think, unique - 1 expect you have read this? each m ust choose 
for him self. It is a country  you enter. I also like very m uch his little book on 
solitude.
I: W hat about Theodore?
AG: I th in k T F P  appeals to  a very special reader. As a m atter o f fact his country 
people are often very true  to  life! I have usually found tha t each b ro ther has a 
different following.
I: And w hat do you think was Llewelyn’s best book?
AG: Difficult to  say. Black Laughter was his m ost popular. I p u t Cradle of God 
high. I like the leading essay in Damnable Opinions (on Africa) -  and in Swiss 
Essays the one entitled  ‘T h e  Aebi W ood’. I d o n ’t know w hether you can get Skin  
For Skin  from  the library. His readers are ap t to fall into factions.
I: Turning our atten tion  to the present, what do you enjoy m ost in life?
AG: Looking ou t of the window -  this seldom  palls. I have a view o f the 
D evonshire hills, w ith the infinite heavens above where nothing is ever the same
-  clouds form ing and re-form ing, som etimes dazzling w hite, som etim es stormy; 
rooks flying to their rookery; trees changing w ith the seasons. Perhaps next -  
music. I have a very good record player. M usic has always been my first love. 
Books, my daily d iet w ithout which I would soon give up the ghost! I am now 
confined entirely to my house except for occasional strolls in the garden. I have
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left out com panionship because I live a very solitary life now, b u t com panionship 
from friends, those who share our tastes and excitem ents, I give alm ost the 
highest m arks to.
I: Finally, M iss Gregory, w hat advice about a philosophy in life would you give? 
AG: Advice and  a philosophy in life! I hardly dare to  venture there -  b u t I w ould 
say be true to  yourself, d o n ’t m ind appearing a fool, be open to life from all 
directions -  get into o ther p eop le’s m inds, which m eans jum ping out o f your own 
altogether. W onder and curiosity should rem ain param ount. Speak out when 
possible against injustice or cruelty. I say w hen possible for there may be 
occasions w hen it will accom plish nothing and only tu rn  people against you. 
Tolerance, restrain t, trying to  see the o ther person ’s po in t o f view even when you 
consider him  w rong, good hum our, consideration for o thers -  m eet rudeness 
with indifference. I f  things go wrong wipe the slate clean and begin again. Every 
day dawns afresh. Perhaps I am  a poor one to give advice. M y husband  was a lover 
of life on all term s, I lean m ore to the m elancholy side . A study of the stars can be 
a lifelong in terest. One o f my hu sb an d ’s favourite quotations was ‘good hope lies 
at the b o tto m ’ -  that can stand  one in good stead. I th ink ardour is the key to all 
-  knowledge for understand ing  rather than for learning -  adventures come to the 
adventurous. G ood luck -  the p u rsu it is everything -  the best of all treasures in 
the world is a good wife!
I: T hank  you M iss Gregory. Is there anything you w ould wish to add?
AG: Yes, as a post-scrip t. I belong to the E uthanasia Society and I think old 
people who wish to die should be assisted in doing so. I t w ould bring liberation to 
thousands now being kept alive against their will, often suffering from incurable 
ailm ents. I never can un d erstan d  any argum ents against it yet they have been 
trying to get a bill through Parliam ent for years.

N eil Lee

Book News

Eurospan University Press G roup  of 3 H enrietta S treet, C ovent G arden, L ondon 
W C2E 8 l u , are d istributing a paperback edition o f John C ow per Powys’s novel 
Maiden Castle. T he book, published by Colgate U niversity Press at £17.95 ( i s b n  
0 912568 18 6) reprin ts the m uch shortened M acdonald  edition of 1966, no t the 
restored text, edited by Ian  H ughes and published by the U niversity ofW ales 
Press in 1990. E urospan also d istribute a paperback edition  of Autobiography and 
a hardback edition o f Rodmoor, although we have no t seen copies of these.

T he Brynm ill Press of Pockthorpe C ottage, D en ton , near H arleston, N orfolk 
IP 2 0  OAS, is soon to publish  M ock’s Curse, a collection of n ineteen new stories b y  
T. F. Powys. T hey  also in tend  to  publish a novella, The Sixpenny Strumpet, in the
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near future. F u rth er details are available from the publisher.
Anglistentag 1993 Eichstatt, Proceedings Volume X V ,  published in 1 9 9 4  by M ax 

N iem eyer Verlag, T ubingen , included an essay by Professor E lm ar Schenkel 
entitled ‘From  Powys To Pooh: Some Versions ofTaoism  in B ritish and Am erican 
L itera tu re’, which was b o th  amusing and illum inating.

Steven F erdinando ofT he Old Vicarage, Q ueen Cam el, nearYeovil, Som erset, 
has recently issued his Powys List N  um ber 21, containing a large num ber o f items 
by the Powys family and their circle.

In the N ovem ber 1 9 9 4  issue of the Newsletter we gave details of the English 
bank account of the Powys Society of N orth  Am erica. A lthough based on a leaflet 
issued by the PSNA, the account num ber was incorrect and this has caused 
difficulties for some m em bers wishing to pay subscrip tions.T hese should be paid 
into the account o fT he Powys Society of N o rth  A m erica, N ational W estm inster 
Bank, 10  Bene’t S treet, C am bridge, CB2 3 P U , account num ber 5 9 8 5 9 7 4 1 .

P aul R oberts

Another writing Powys

On the 12th December, 1867, the good ship Harkaway dropped her anchor in Colombo 
roads; and I felt heartily glad to find myself back again in the East, after five years of home 
service. Of course, on first landing, we had no time for sport, but on the 1st January I 
received an order to take a draft of 35 men down to Galle, to reinforce the company there. 
There was nothing but snipe to be shot on the road down, but on arrival there, Skinkwin, 
with whom I was staying, proposed a three days’ trip into the Wellaway jungles, as the head 
man of that place had promised to get up a beat. So we started, a party of four—Skinkwin, 
Wilson, Taylor and myself; and having sent on the kit, left Galle about four in the 
afternoon.... we arrived at the village about iop.m.Next day we beat the jungle, but it was 
no good; the head man had not got half enough beaters, and everything broke back. In the 
afternoon we shot the paddy-fields for snipe ... .Wilson had been firing awfully wild, and 
had missed 13 shots one after another; when a lot of natives came along ... right in front of 
us. I called to them “bhaito”, but being Cingalese, they did not understand Hindustani, 
and walked on. Up got a snipe, at which I blazed, and hit a native as well. Wilson had also 
fired, so I sang out, “You have done it this time!” He ran up to the man, who was rolling on 
the ground, and bellowing as if he was killed, and gave him two rupees. Of course, the chap 
got well at once .Some men came with news of an elephant, which was a rogue,... but I had 
to return to Colombo next day, so could not stop and make his acquaintance.

So starts Heavy Charges and Big Game, the 5 6 -page account of the hunting 
exploits of 1868-72 in Ceylon and India of L ittle ton  A lbert Powys, the elder 
b ro ther o f C. F. Powys. L ittle ton  A lbert was serving in the arm y in India at the 
same time as his b ro th er’s fu ture brother-in-law , W illiam C ow per Johnson, was 
travelling in India (see p. 4). I am gathering inform ation on him  and hope to  have 
som ething to p u t into p rin t soon. Any references to this uncle of the eleven 
M ontacute bro thers and sisters would be welcome. S tep h en  Powys Marks
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