
Editorial

In order to  m ark the recent appearance of M ock’s Curse, a collection of n ineteen 
previously unpublished stories, the focus of this issue of the Newsletter is very 
m uch on T. F. Powys. T his in itself is pleasing, since we try, over tim e, to ensure 
that the Newsletter presents a balanced view of all m em bers of the Powys family, 
bu t it has also given us the opportun ity  to  welcome several new contribu tors, 
including E laine and Barrie M encher, d irectors of T h e  Brynmill Press, and 
David G ervais, H onorary Fellow in English at the U niversity of Reading. 
D r Gervais will, incidentally, be publishing a m uch longer essay onT . F. Powys 
in the journal English during 1996.

A lthough T heodore may, on this occasion, stand  at the front of our atten tion , 
we have n o t neglected the o ther m em bers o f the family. T heodora S cutt has 
followed h er earlier piece on Katie Powys w ith a beautiful and illum inating essay 
on G ertru d e , an  essay which m akes a fitting prelude to  the exhibition o f her 
paintings w hich is to be shown at this year’s C onference. T he exhibition (which 
includes some recently restored works) has been arranged by F rank  K ibblewhite, 
who is also giving a lecture on G ertrude  at its opening.

S tephen Powys M arks, drawing upon his own collection of family papers, has 
assem bled a fascinating account of Charles Francis Powys, his elder b ro ther 
L ittle ton A lbert Powys, and their elder half-sister Philippa K night in their 
infancy w hich, am ong other things, shows how early in  life some of the abiding 
characteristics o f ‘T he Powys F a th e r’ were established.

In  addition , we have an interview  with Frances K ingshott, who recalls the 
Powys household  in Burpham  (extracts from a previously unpublished Blank 
Verse Autobiography w ritten by John C ow per Powys in his twenties will be p rin ted  
soon). One thing which makes the study of the Powys family so rewarding, apart 
from the in trinsic value of their work, is the wealth of m aterial which rem ains to 
be explored, published and discussed -  enough to keep bo th  the Journal and the 
Newsletter am ply supplied for m any years to come.

Also published with this edition o f the Newsletter is an index to the first tw enty- 
five issues. T his valuable aid has been com piled w ith infinite patience and 
m eticulous care by S tephen Powys M arks, to whom  we offer sincere thanks.

Beyond the Newsletter, the activities of the Society are thriving. The Powys 
Journal volum e v is now in the final stages o f p roduction  and prom ises to equal 
the rem arkable achievem ents of the first four issues.T hat a society such as ours is 
able to produce an annual journal of this quality and stature is surely som ething 
in which we can all take pride.

Details of the Annual C onference, published in this issue, prom ise an exciting 
event, and rem em ber, it is still n o t too late to  book your place for the whole
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conference, a single lecture or any com bination o f events. Bookings should be 
m ade with John Batten, whose address appears inside the fron t cover.

Sadly, the John Cowper Powys Day at Swansea had  to  be postponed  until a 
date in N ovem ber yet to be announced. Details will be sent to m em bers when 
available and we would urge everyone to attend.

T he im portance of the Powys family is gradually being recognised outside the 
Society too. N o t only did the Times Literary Supplement of 19 M ay 1995 devote 
its front cover to a portra it of John Cowper Powys, b u t Professor John Bayley gave 
a long and stim ulating review of Petrushka and the Dancer and the volume of 
letters to Frances Gregg published last year by Cecil Woolf. A slightly m ore 
obscure publication, Report: The Journal of the Association o f Teachers and Lecturers 
devoted a page in its April 1995 issue to an interview  w ith Chris W oodhead, the 
C hief Inspector of Schools and head of the Office for S tandards in E ducation 
(O fsted), in which he described at length the im portance of Wolf Solent in his 
intellectual developm ent. It was, he says, the book which ‘fired [his] life-long love 
of literature .’ He goes on to say that:

I do th ink English teachers should recognise tha t great literature should 
be m ade accessible to all young people. Books do n o t have to be directly 
relevant to children’s lives. Cowper Powys had  no real connection with 
the life I was leading as a boy b u t I was still captivated by his work.

W hat a pity, then, that he did  n o t take the opportun ity , when head of the 
Schools C urricu lum  and Assessm ent A uthority, to in troduce Wolf Solent in to  the 
lists of N ational C urriculum  texts.

O urs is an active, dynamic society, its m em bership higher than it has ever 
been. Larger p rin t-runs of our publications are required , m ore m em bers wish to 
take p a rt in activities. T hat, in tu rn , of course, m eans m ore work for everyone, 
b u t it is exciting work. Why no t becom e involved?

P au l R oberts

Petrushka and the Dancer

T he editor of Petrushka and the Dancer, D r M orine K rissdottir, would like 
overseas m em bers to know tha t the diary selections, as well as being published by 
T he C arcanet Press in England, have also been published by T he Alyscamps 
Press in Europe (35 rue de l ’Esperance, 75013 Paris, F rance); by S t M artin ’s 
Press in Am erica (Scholarly and Reference Division, 257 Park Avenue South, 
New York, NY 10010); and are d istribu ted  in C anada by M cC lelland & Stewart 
Publishers, Toronto.
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T. F. Powys
‘A Medium Clearer Than Water or Crystal’

Why isn ’tT . F. Powys m ore widely known than he is?The question is w orth  asking 
because it is rare to m eet anyone who has read him  who does no t think of h im  as 
a com plete original, b u t com m on to come across readers who have not read him  
at all. He has this m uch in com m on with his best known character, M r W eston.

T he Powys family them selves were in no doub t abou tT heodore from the start. 
In  John C ow per’s generous words:

In  our family we have long known him  as the m ost form idable and m ost 
original am ong us and have been accustom ed to no te every one of his 
peculiarities w ith curiosity and awe. ‘He w rites’, says one o f his Irish 
reviewers, ‘as if no one had  ever w ritten before’, and it is easy to see how 
little the cu rren t tricks and affectations of m odern  literature have affected 
h im .1

T his is unequivocal and m ight seem to suggest w hyT. F. Powys is no t b etter 
known than  he is. He kept his own tim es at arm s’ length. But this is negative and 
John C ow per’s view o f his b ro ther is nothing if n o t positive:

... the startling  purity  of his style -  like a m edium  clearer than  w ater or 
crystal -  makes it possible for him  to deal with those bed-rock ‘essential 
candours’ of the hum an Tragi-Com edy, with their grim  hum our and 
terrible pity, which the sophisticated rhetoric  of m ost of us covers with 
‘words, words, w ords’.2

W riters whose language is this pure often take years to come into their own. 
W itness W illiam Blake. Powys him self, right from the Soliloquies of a H erm it, 
w rote consciously against the grain of his times (what else was his choice of living 
in a D orset village?) and, perhaps, against the grain of literature itself. In  an early 
letter (26 January 1906), he quotes D r Johnson’s surm ise tha t ‘m ankind may 
com e, in tim e, to write all aphoristically’ and remarks:

I cannot see the use of m any w ords, nothing [?] should be used except in 
narrative only to begin though t. I t is m an’s conceit that has m ade him  
explain so m uch.3

H ence the untram m elled nakedness o f his own prose. But the first p o in t to 
make is tha t he was never sim ply a sport, a lusus naturae am ong w riters, for all his 
apparent oddity. Yeats too though t that there was ‘cred it in walking n aked’, 
Lawrence sought for a ‘hard , rocky directness of sta tem en t’ and Eliot for a 
‘condition o f com plete sim plicity’. If  Powys differed from  his great contem porar
ies he also resem bled them .

In some ways Powys was one of the m ost accessible w riters o f the 1920s. H e 
m ight be com pared with E. M . Forster, except that, unlike him , Forster was 
obviously trying to be engaging, tipping us the wink, keeping us in the know. 
M r W ilcox, for instance, is ironised into cardboard . We see F orster pulling the
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strings. He is half-novelist bu t half-essayist, a so rt of M odern ist Charles Lam b. 
Powys is quite different. We are all the tim e conscious that there is a narra to r in his 
work -  his stories are all beautifully told -  bu t it is a m uch m ore form idable 
narra to r whose charm  has b ite, aloof and quizzical, slyly assum ing the functions 
of an unpredictable G od, a G od we can never really understand . Powys would 
have known very well w hat George E lio t m eant when she said how hard  it was to 
have to p re tend  to be om niscient. In  his later years Powys regularly attended  his 
M appow der church b u t none of his family or friends could offer a full explanation 
of why he d id  so.4 I believe that he liked to savour the suspense of wondering 
w hether G od was present there or not. It is this suspense which makes his fiction 
so compelling: a source o f m editation bu t also a generator of excitem ent. Unlike 
F o rste r’s donnish narrator, Powys’s has no existence outside the tale being told. 
His com m ents on characters ( ‘naughty’, ‘p ious’, and so on) are so tongue-in- 
cheek th a t they seem even more quizzical than  are the passages where he refrains 
from com m ent. Always, he retreats into tha t flickering sense of am usem ent at 
hum an nature . If he had to depict a M r C asaubon (and the unworldly vicar is one 
of his stock characters) he would have found him funnier than  George E liot d id, 
though no less serious. He may be drawn to characters who are drawn to God but 
we never forget that two of his favourite w riters (less unlike one another than 
m eets the eye) were Rabelais and Jane A usten. H is metaphysics did no t exclude 
comedy.

T he last thing this deep vein of irony encourages in us is any sense of 
knowingness about Powys’s characters. It points instead to the w onder and 
m ystery of hum an (and divine) behaviour, to the things we can never know. This 
is why we m ust never patronise his characters as country  bum pkins. As with the 
mystic, his language, even at its m ost im pish, plays on the edge of language, 
focused on silence. Personality is only ever a m eans to this. H ence his sudden 
tu rns and escapes from the dogm atic, the way his fiction keeps us on the alert. 
T here is never any simple transaction of m eaning from  narra to r to reader; we can 
never say w hat M r Weston is, even when we suspect it. M eaning is a floating, 
polyvalent thing. As Nietzsche would have said, ‘all facts are in terp re ta tions’.

All this m ight well be said of Joyce too, of course, bu t there is a further 
dim ension to  Powys’s world, the way it guides us through a (fairly constant) range 
of quotations and allusions, m ost of them  religious or Biblical in  character. In 
having M r W eston keep a lion in his Ford van Powys makes his world continuous 
with the world of the Bible in a way that Leopold B loom ’s world is no t continuous 
with H o m er’s Greece. This is w hat I m ean by its being accessible: there is 
som ething, however transm ogrified, for it to be accessible to. Before we have 
consulted our copy of T h o rn to n ’s Allusions in ‘Ulysses’ w hat strikes us is ra ther a 
sort of poetry  of the inaccessible: the myth short-circuits itself. Powys, on the 
other hand , has no need of a scholarly midwife. Even when we miss a Biblical 
allusion we pick up the Biblical cadence.T his does no t m ean that he relied inertly
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on a conventional body o f C hristian  myth. H e was as ready to re-w rite it as 
Law rence was in The M an Who Died. Christianity, for him , was bo th  present and 
rem ote; he  partook  of it w ithout exactly partic ipating in it. M r W eston has never 
been inside a church  and his creato r’s religion owed as m uch to w hat he learned 
inside the village inn. Both places offered him  a way of talking abou t the eternal 
verities, b o th  provided a kind of im aginative clay for him  to play w ith and shape as 
he saw fit. I f  he w ants to tu rn  D eath  in to  a character the fables are there to enable 
him  to do so. T h e  accent, however, falls on dea th  ra ther than  on the fables 
themselves.

I t is possible, therefore, to see Powys as som ething of a m odern ist him self, 
with som ething in him  of the Joyce who made use of H om er and the E liot who 
drew on F razer and  the Vedas. B ut Powys’s fram e o f reference is also the index of 
a continuity  in English culture w hich, for these o ther m odernists, is broken and 
fragm ented. Take the figure of the country  parson which was as im portan t to him  
as it was to  G eorge E liot or, even, George H erbert. H ardy had  removed it from  his 
Wessex b u t Powys reinstated  it.T h ro u g h  this constan t figure, as through Bunyan 
or W illiam  Law or the num erous Biblical echoes, Powys im plies a continuous 
cultural p resen t in which the narra to r assumes that the reader still lives, in  spite of 
the tw entieth  century .T hough religious doubt may still be a strong feature of this 
world it is n o t the specific, h istorical doub t of the V ictorians b u t som ething m ore 
timeless, as appropriate to the T hebaid  as to m odern D orset. G od was as 
interesting to Powys if He d id n ’t exist as if He did. I t was no t for nothing tha t he 
read N ietzsche so closely.5 T his is why he has no need of notions like E lio t’s 
‘dissociation of sensibility’ -  notions variously echoed in Yeats and Law rence too 
-  to explain his predicam ent. T here is simply the Fall tha t governs the terrestrial 
world as it has always done.

We th ink  of Powys’s world as tim eless in spite o f the fact that it is clearly rooted 
in the ru ral D orse t of the tu rn  of the century. Life sub specie aeternitatis ra ther than  
as h istorical process.To say this is n o t to play down his powers of observation, one 
of the m ost obvious things to celebrate him  for. A sense o f eschatology d id  n o t, for 
instance, preclude a keen sense of class. F or the poor in his work life is always 
hard , subject to the same unchanging evils: Fate, the w eather and the rich. Few 
w riters are so devastating on the subject of the desire for p roperty  ( The M arket 
Bell, The Left Lege  tc .). This is why we should never sentim entalise Powys’s world 
as a cosy refuge from  the so-called ‘real w orld’. Few of its denizens are safe from 
predators. W hen Dylan Thom as tried  to pre tend  the contrary, in Early One 
Morning, he simply revealed his own sentim entality  in Under M ilk Wood. M adder 
and D odder are n o t p icture villages like Llareggub. If  their world is pastoral it is 
also ‘red  in tooth  and claw’ (e.g. Mr. Tasker’s Gods). Its real function is n o t th a t of 
idyll b u t to  reveal the basic rhythm s of life and death  which the civilisation o f the 
com bustion engine has tried to hide. I t  is possible, though ironical, to see how his 
fictional w orld m ight all the same seem open to the charge of fostering in  its
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readers a certain  nostalgia, as if that m odern world either did no t exist or could be 
reduced to  the relatively un threatening form  of Lord B ullm an’s m otor car. A ren’t 
Luke Bird and Tam ar G robe deliberately conceived at a tangent to the tw entieth 
century? W here do they fit in the world of G erald C rich or E lio t’s ‘young m an 
carbuncu lar’ or the sex-obsessed Leopold B loom ?These questions seem to me to 
be off the point. In asking them , one at once sees th a t Powys’s inviting accessibil
ity is a kind of trap. W hat it seems to evade is really there all the tim e, boiled down 
to its essentials and stripped o f adventitious realism. F ar from offering an escape, 
Powys’s world is often a way of exposing us to terrors (as in his great story The 
Only Penitent). I can think of nothing in Joyce which expresses the terro r of evil as 
powerfully as M r Bromby in The M arket Bell. T he pastoral merely serves to 
tighten the screw s.The sim plistic may also be frightening. If  Bunyan and Law are 
there too, tha t is because they are so badly needed to console us for w hat happens.

One can describe Mr. Weston’s GoodWine as a g reat novel because the novel is 
such a flexible, capacious form  bu t it perhaps m akes m ore sense to  group it with 
Gulliver’s Travels or Candide than  with Jane Eyre and Middlemarch. Realism, 
though there , is less essential to its effects. N either is it really a novel of character, 
though there are vivid characters in it. We do no t follow so curiously the shapes 
the characters’ lives take, as we do Jane’s or D oro thea’s, because, in a sense, we 
already foresee w hat they will be.T hey  are each o f them  exemplary. We know that 
the M um bys are bullies, th a t the drinkers and talkers will d rink  and talk, that 
Luke B ird is innocent. W hat we are asked to think abou t is n o t character but 
bullying, talking, drinking and innocence. T his does n o t make the people mere 
sticks, as Powys’s brilliant im personation of rustic speech, his feel for the 
fantasies behind  it, go to show. B ut psychology is no t an end in  itself. M editation 
m atters as m uch as im personation. As with Jane A usten, character always 
em bodies some more general thought. T his in itself may explain whyT. F. Powys 
has never been as popular as D. H . Lawrence or even his b ro ther John Cowper. 
He is no t interested in personality and it has som etim es seem ed as if the m odern 
reader were interested in little else.

One sign of this is that Powys never attem pts to do things which lie outside his 
range, unlike bo th  the o ther novelists just m entioned. He always has his own 
m easure. H e knows where he stands and he stands there four-square. (One 
understands his love of D r Johnson). H ence the sim plicity w ith which he lays out 
the hum an  h eart in his fiction: there is none o f w hat Lawrence called 
‘H am letizing’. In this he differs from John Cowper, which explains why readers 
who like one of the brothers often fail to take to the other. John Cowper, as his 
great Autobiography makes so clear, was driven to self-exam ination by an appalled 
fascination with self, never quite sure w hat he would discover in  his own psyche 
nex t.T hus his characters often feel like im prom ptu self-explanations, speculative 
probings into som ething tha t eluded him . H e invented them  in order to under
stand him self better. One thinks back to M ontaigne and Rousseau. Turgenev
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once said tha t the h eart of m an is like ‘a dark fo rest’ and it is for his uncanny 
feeling for tha t darkness th a t we value John Cowper. H is people are dark  even to 
them selves, in  their m ost secret thoughts. To such darkness T heodore  brings a 
light, albeit an  equivocal one, w ith the jesting of John D eath , the tolling of the 
m arket bell and, of course, M r W eston who him self carries a lamp. John C ow per 
sees in to , T heodore sees through. T he form er derives from  D ostoievski o u t of 
T hom as H ardy, the la tter from  Jane A usten.

Anyone who has taught the n ineteen th  century  novel will have been to ld  by 
students th a t certain  novels are good because one can ‘identify’ w ith their 
characters -  especially w ith characters like Jane Eyre, Tess and Fabrice del 
D ongo. T h a t is how we would like to  see ourselves in adversity and we have a 
craving to  get inside another perso n ’s skin. To H enry  Jam es this was o f the very 
essence o f fiction and it was exemplified by Balzac:

H e at all events robustly loved the sense of ano ther explored, assum ed, 
assim ilated identity  -  enjoyed it as the hand  enjoys the glove w hen the 
glove ideally fits. M y image indeed  is loose; for w hat he liked was 
absolutely to get into the constitu ted  consciousness, in to  all the clothes, 
gloves and whatever else, into the very skin and bones, of the habited , 
featured , coloured, articu la ted  form  o f life tha t he desired  to p resen t.6

T h a t is how we m ost often think o f the novelist and it clearly fails to cover the 
case ofT . F. Powys. We cannot ‘identify’ w ith his characters as we can, in  one way 
or ano ther, w ith Paul M orel and S tephen D edalus, M rs Ramsay and M arcel. He 
never pu ts  h im self directly into his novels as the creators o f these characters do, 
no t even in to  the narra to r o f them . Identifying simply isn ’t  the point.

John C ow per him self was well aware of this as he makes clear in a long, 
unpublished letter in the Bissell C ollection sent from  M ilwaukee on 28 F ebruary  
1928 -  congratulating T heodore on Mr. Weston’s Good Wine:

I th ink  the whole book is m ore u n d er control than  som e of your o ther 
works: m ore at a d istance from  your actual sufferings and m iseries and 
m ore mellow. In fact it has n o t go t so m uch o f the kind of thing in it that 
has a tendency  to excite my own p articu lar wickedness!

‘C on tro l’ is an apt word and one th a t we w ould be unlikely to  apply to  John 
C ow per him self. I t  is, though, a p a r t o f  his own genius th a t he sees so quickly and 
finely the im portance of his b ro th e r’s m asterpiece, foreign as it m ust have felt to 
him , and it would be wrong to  repay this generosity w ith invidious com parisons 
between the two o f them .z l Glastonbury Romance was as m uch beyond T heodore  
as Mr. Weston was beyond John. N onetheless, it is im portan t to dispose o f the old 
canard th a t John is a ‘m ajor’ w riter who shows T heodore  to be a ‘m in o r’ one (a 
view often expressed by R ichard Perceval Graves7). N o one could call a w riter as 
volum inous as John C ow per ‘m inor’ b u t th a t is hardly the po int. I t depends on 
w hat one wants. A  Glastonbury Romance is perhaps a great book w ithou t being a 
great novel. Jam es, for one, would have thought it a ‘loose, baggy m o n ster’,
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spilling over in all d irections at once. W hen the vessel is full, John goes on 
pouring. T heodore fills his fictions to the brim  b u t then  he always knows when to 
stop: no th ing  is spilt. In  his work, his conception finds its perfect shape. T his is 
why he is a g reat short-story  w riter. H e knew how to say everything in eight pages, 
which m ay som etim es be hard er to do than  to say it in eight hundred . John 
Cowper can w rite superbly well b u t som etim es even his finest descriptions tu rn  
into red u n d an t words. H e can add bu t no t cu t.T heodore , by con trast, knows just 
how m any words his m edium  will stand. T his is ra rer am ong our best novelists 
than one m ight suppose, perhaps because the novel form  naturally  runs m ore to 
elaboration than  concision. Scott, Dickens, George E liot and H ardy all ou t-run  
them selves as John C ow per does.T his is why I believe that, in the end, the case for 
T heodore’s uniqueness should rest on the aesthetic quality  of his fiction.

It will be apparen t that, in this context, ‘aesthetic’ refers to w hat is said and no t 
just to  the clarity w ith which it is said. N o r do I wish to  im ply that form  in his 
novels is m erely a m atter o f literary m echanics, som ething painstakingly con
structed . Jam es found th a t M adame Bovary was redeem ed by its form al perfec
tion and this is no doub t tru e , though we can now see from  F lau b ert’s drafts how 
that form  could be far from spontaneous and natu ra l.8 I t was Jane A usten, no t 
F laubert, who seem ed to him  to write as a b ird  sings, w ith ‘her narrow  
unconscious perfection o f fo rm ’. Powys may seem the same to us though that is 
partly because his drafts, his ‘visions and revisions’, rem ain unpublished. Even 
so, he is a different sort o f w riter from the F laubert of the Trois Contes. W here 
F laubert, and  m any another novelist, tends naturally  tow ards descrip tion  T. F. 
Powys always concentrates his atten tion  (and his form ) on the developm ent of an 
action. T h is  explains why he can dispense with psychology.

In  so far as his fiction concerns psychology it is through em bodying it as a 
series o f actions. T his comes ou t again and again in the very welcome addition to 
the canon of M ock’s Curse.9 In  each story, once the chain of events has been 
unravelled, everything has been said. N o elaboration is possible. W hether we see 
this as a concentration  of though t or a perfection of form  scarcely m atters. We are 
struck, either way, by a bracing freedom  from the usual endless speculativeness of 
fiction as a form .T ake ‘M ock’s C urse’ itself, a simple rural anecdote yet a work of 
Blakean penetra tion . T he tale hinges on the d isturbing fact that the last word of 
the O ldT estam ent is the w ord ‘curse’.Two bro thers who live together fall ou t over 
the same w om an. As James M ock leads the wom an away his b ro ther John curses 
him ‘ in the nam e of G o d ’. In  tim e John pulls his house dow n and sets off as a 
beggar w ith  only one possession, his spade. H e longs for Jam es’s forgiveness. 
G radually his sorrow  eats away at him  until, one day, he com es to a p leasan t 
farm house:

John M ock looked into the garden. T he garden had  never been dug.
T hough  the house was so tidy the garden was utterly  neglected. John
M ock trem bled. He knew the garden was his b ro th er’s. H e w ent in to  dig.
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H e m ade the m otions of digging, b u t when he looked at the earth  he had 
n o t m oved it. So John M ock laughed. T he fa rm er heard  the laugh, and 
com ing into the garden he found a dying m an lying there.

T h e  farm er was James M ock. H e carried John in to  the house, and  laid 
him  upon  a couch.

John looked earnestly at his b ro th er.T h en  he sm iled. M ock’s curse was 
n o t w ritten  there. H e begged for his spade, and  in  it he saw his own face.

M ock’s C urse was gone.
T here  is a Tolstoyan sim plicity abou t this m om en t o f recognition, as well as a 

h in t of B lake’s poem  ‘A P o isonT ree’.To explain the m eaning one has to confront 
the action and the effect of the action depends up o n  how it is to ld .T h e  tale, in its 
unpretending  way, concentrates on action in the way g reat d ram atists like Racine 
and Ibsen  do. Like Phedre crying ‘Dieux! que ne suis-je assise a l ’om bre des 
forets’ John M ock comes face to  face with his own dark  heart. Only when pared 
down to such bare essentials can th a t heart be redeem ed .T h is is a r t b u t we need 
no t call it psychology.

I f  I had  to choose a single example to clinch this argum ent, after so many 
generalities, it would be the late novella The Only Penitent. I t is one of Powys’s 
m ost powerful pieces of w riting, though one hardly  expects th a t from  the 
leisurely, hum orous way in w hich it begins. M r H ayhoe, the vicar of M aids 
M adder and one o f Powys’s innocents, feels oppressed by all the sin in the world 
that no one seems to repent of. H e decides to offer the solace of a confessional in 
his church, after Sunday services. Predictably, no one com es to it, though there is 
m uch village gossip about its unorthodoxy. So far the tone is com ic, even 
whim sical, sustained with the fam iliar Powys jokes ab o u t God. D espite the grim 
subject, the m ood is relaxed and genial.T hen, after several weeks, a pen iten t does 
come to M r H ayhoe, the itineran t tinker M r Jar, so often seen in silhouette on 
M adder H ill. M r Jar is one of Powys’s God-figures and  he has come to confess 
nothing less than  his creation of the world. H e asks the p ries t’s forgiveness for 
having done this to  m an.T o call this a parable m ight suggest that it is schem atic -  
a m etaphysical paradox -  bu t in fact the final scene is worked ou t in  loving detail. 
In  this process, the tale changes dram atically, from  the nearly facetious to the 
solem n and awesome. Yet we are aware of no join o r seam  as the one tone changes 
into the other. Sublim ity seems a natural consequence o f the deceptive simplicity 
of the opening. T he im port of M r Jar slowly dawns on us b u t there is no feeling of 
Powys gearing him self up for a big effect. I d o u b t w hether b rie f quotation  can 
illustrate this b u t I will try, even so, because the achievem ent is essentially tha t of 
a great prose style and rem inds us how crucial the control of language is to any 
successful fiction. I quote from the final pages:

W ho are you?’ asked M r. H ayhoe, whose own voice sounded  strange to 
him .

‘I am  the Only P eniten t,’ replied Jar. ‘I have com e to confess my sin to you.’
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‘C an I give you absolution?’ asked M r. Hayhoe, in a low tone.
‘You can,’ replied Jar, ‘for only by the forgiveness o f m an can I be saved.’
‘C an tha t be so?’ asked M r. Hayhoe.
‘H e who forgives a sin, loves the sinner,’ answered Jar. ‘By love, all is 

forgiven.’
‘D are I love you?’ asked M r. Hayhoe.
Jar bowed his head.
‘I crucified my son,’ he  said. M r. Hayhoe was silent.
"Tw as I who created  every terro r in the earth , the rack, the plague, all 

despair, all to rm ent. I am the one who rips up the wom en w ith child, 
every foul rape is m ine act, all pain and all evil are created by me. C an you 
love me now?’

M r. Hayhoe looked through the open vestry door, and saw Priscilla still 
kneeling.

‘You have no t told all,’ he said. ‘You have n o t spoken of the joy and love 
th a t a wom an can give ....’

‘I destroy all m en w ith a sword,’ said Jar. ‘I cast them  down into the p it, 
they becom e nothing.’

‘H o ld !’ cried M r. Hayhoe. ‘Is tha t last w ord true?’
‘I t  is,’ answered Jar.
‘T h en , in the nam e o f M an,’ said M r. Hayhoe boldly, ‘I forgive your sin; 

pardon  and deliver you from  all your evil; confirm  and  strengthen you in 
all goodness, and bring you to everlasting dea th .’

As ever, Powys has an instinct for the right end ing .T he tale leaves us in single- 
m inded contem plation of its final m om ent.

One last w ord. I have tried  to show w hyT. F. Powys ought to be m ore widely 
known b u t, in the pages of this Newsletter, I may hope to be speaking to the 
converted. I should therefore make it plain th a t my case ultim ately depends on a 
m ore general assent. I t has been the fate o f bo th  John Cowper and T heodore 
Powys to  have seem ed to  appeal to a coterie or chapelle o f sym pathetic hearers. I 
do no t know w hether there really is such a thing as a Powys cult (or two cults) b u t 
I am n o t w riting for one. If  either b ro ther u ltim ately m atters it is because he 
belongs to a long trad ition , just as D ickens or H ardy  do, and no t merely as literary 
phoenixes. We see this, in T h eo d o re’s case, when we see his work, for all its 
originality, as an integral p a r t of the English literature of his times.

D avid  G erva is

Notes
1 From the ‘Foreword’ by J. C. Powys to an unidentified work byT. F. Powys, a copy of 
which is in the Dorchester library. For this and other quotations from unpublished 
materials I am indebted to Mrs Elaine Mencher for access to theT. F. Powys archive which 
she has collected on behalf ofThe Brynmill Press Ltd.
2 ibid.
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3 From a covering letter fromT. F. Powys to Mrs Stracey, accompanying an exercise book 
containing seven poems.This letter forms part of the Bissell Collection.
4 See H. Coombes, T. F. Powys (Barrie and Rockliff, i960).
5 Powys had a copy of Also Sprach Zarathrustra in his library. He also possessed The 
Brothers Karamazov. I am grateful to Mrs Elaine Mencher for a list of Powys’s books in 
the Bissell Collection. The books are now part of The Powys Society Collection in the 
Dorset County Museum.
6 Henry James, The Critical Muse: Selected Literary Criticism (Penguin, 1987), 425.
7 See Graves’s The Brothers Powys (Oxford University Press, 1984), passim.
8 See Madame Bovary: Nouvelle Version Precedee des Scenarios Inedits, ed. Jean Pommier & 
Gabrielle Leleu (1949). In this connection it should be stressed that Powys too made 
several drafts before arriving at his final text. It is only the absence of full editions of his 
work that makes us overlook this. See, for instance, The Only Penitent, which is discussed 
later.
9 Mock’s Curse: Nineteen Stories, ed. Elaine & Barrie Mencher (Brynmill, 1995). The 
ongoing Brynmill edition of T. F. Powys is playing a vital part in making his work 
better known.

The Brynmill Press

T he Brynm ill Press was founded in 1970 by Ian R obinson and David Sims, then 
lecturers at the University College of Swansea, to publish  books of high 
intellectual quality b u t w ritten  in non-specialist language -  the thought being 
that the national culture had  splintered into a Babel of m utually 
uncom prehending jargons and  th a t each of these had  lost its relation to the 
hum ane centre. T he books published included, for instance, Rush R hees’s 
edition of Ludwig W ittgenstein’s rem arks on F razer’s The Golden Bough. Difficult 
as some o f W ittgenstein’s thoughts may be, they are n o t couched in some 
herm etic jargon, b u t represent the workings of a d istinguished  m ind on and 
through the com m on language.

By the 1990s the Brynm ill list contained some fifty titles, including pam phlets, 
poetry, fiction, literary criticism , theology and philosophy by known, well- 
known and virtually unknow n w riters.

T he presen t w riter had read Mr. Weston’s GoodWine while at school in the early 
’50s and enjoyed the hum our, vitality and, above all, the surprising  presence of 
G od in a novel so full o f tw entieth-century  paradox and ironic subtlety. B ut it was 
w ith the general policy of the Press that he was involved for som e years before its 
m anagerial restructu ring  in 1993.

T he policy on fu ture publications rem ains, fo r the p resen t, focused on T. F. 
Powys. N aturally, as an established w riter it is easier for such an under-m anned  
and under-financed firm  as ours no t to  lose, in this way, w hat few assets it has, 
w hilst at the sam e tim e redeem ing to som e extent the relative neglect into which
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such a great w riter has fallen since the ’20s; yet it m ust be said tha t th roughou t his 
long career as a university teacher, the critic F. R. Leavis continued  to recom 
m end the works ofT. F. Powys to his students.

T h e  joint editorship of M ock’s Curse expresses the com bined effort o f the two 
rem aining Brynm ill directors; b u t the direction of my own editorial energy and 
skill (such as it is) is certainly due to the drive, conviction and  extensive 
T heodorian  knowledge of Ian  Robinson and o f my wife.

M . B . M encher

Publishing T. F. Powys

Paul R oberts has kindly asked us to  tell you how we, T he Brynm ill Press, first 
becam e in terested  in T. F. Powys, w hat he m eans to us and how we came to 
publish  his work.

Speaking for myself, it all began in 1974 when we were spending a week with 
our friend Ian  Robinson at his house in Brynmill Road, Swansea. M y favourite 
au thor at the tim e was D. H . Lawrence. O n Ia n ’s bookshelves I noticed the lovely 
title G od’s Eyes A-Twinkle byT . F. Powys and, deeply intrigued by the very first 
words in the book, I began to  read voraciously. T h is  anthology o f stories bo th  long 
and sho rt changed my life forever; for I began to see the world th rough  the 
au th o r’s eyes. I was over-joyed, moved, deeply am used, bew ildered -  terrified. 
H ere was w riting which, like the finest m usic, spoke directly to the soul. It filled 
the h ea rt w ith love and catapulted the soul heavenwards. W hat m ore could a 
creator do for hum anity!

To quo te from T. F. P ’s novel Unclay: ‘In every good book a light shines that 
com pels the reader to be joyful.’

H ere was a m ajor au tho r of rare genius, absolutely unique and o f whom  the 
English trad ition  could be truly proud . B ut how dare anyone w rite ab o u t Godlike 
that! G od eaten by a m ouse, as a crum b in ‘M r. Pim  and the Holy C ru m b ’; G od 
brough t to everlasting death  by the angelic clergym an in The Only Penitent; yet 
G od the m erciful, the loving and the lovable in ‘T he Key o f the F ie ld ’, and God 
the awesom e, avenging punisher-of-the-w icked in ‘T he Left L eg’. Such honesty 
about m an ’s varying feelings towards his C rea to r was terrifying indeed.

T. F. P. becam e my favourite au tho r and I plunged joyfully into all the 
published works I could lay hands on: his writing is such a w onderful com bina
tion o f love for hum anity and a deeply am using irony d irected  against its evil 
doings. H is language com bines apparently sim ple, courteous w ords w hich shock 
and delight by the irony they spring on one w ithout w arning, and the language of 
sheer poetry. Take, for instance, this b it from ‘Only the D evil’:

M r. D o tte ry  was busy reading a h istory  book he had w ritten  him self. H e

12



wished to  refresh his m em ory as to w hat the kings o f England did when 
they were short o f money. H e inform ed h im self that they robbed, 
m urdered , taxed unjustly, and seized from  the fatherless and the widows 
their last farthing.

Or, as a sam ple of the so rt of prose w hich I find hard  to distinguish from 
poetry, take this quotation  from ‘D arkness and N ath an ie l’:

N athaniel sat upon a low stool; he stretched  ou t his arm s over the bare 
table and laid his forehead against the cold wood. N athaniel shivered in 
the darkness.

In this ill h o u r despair came to him , creeping like a snake along the 
m uddy lanes, and, entering the cottage by a crack in the wall, coiled itself 
around the h eart of N athaniel as he leaned over the table. N athaniel saw 
him self now as an old m an, entirely foresaken and m iserable, who had all 
his life cheated him self into believing that L ight was his friend.

As soon as N athaniel Crew knew h im self and knew w hat he was, a 
presence entered the room . D arkness was com e.

N athaniel travailed in spirit. H e sadly lam ented his case in moving 
words; his soul leaned upon dea th  and his h eart floated in a pool of the 
blackest melancholy.

Now, I w on’t m aintain thatT . F. P. always makes com fortable reading. H e has 
a way of expressing hum an sin w hich makes me, at least, feel p re tty  guilty. I try  to 
improve, b u t ...

I t w asn’t until 1983, w hen I read the new ly-published Graves biography o f the 
Powys b ro thers, tha t I becam e aware that several novels by T. F. P. rem ained 
unpublished. Such a situation seem ed intolerable.

T he next year, opportunely, I suddenly received a ’phone call from K enneth  
H opkins, offering to reply to som e queries o f m ine w hich the Secretary o fT h e  
Powys Society had  passed on to him  to deal w ith .T h is led  to a delightful series of 
visits to tea in  the N o rth  W alsham bungalow, w here K enneth  told us all about the 
Powyses and T h e  Powys Society. He talked enthusiastically  about his wonderful 
collection o f books and would send me hom e each tim e w ith  a bund le  of precious 
volumes, some on loan and some as gifts. H e also len t me photocopies o f a 
num ber of m anuscrip ts of then unpublished stories byT . F. P., som e of w hich are 
am ong the finest he w rote and  are contained in the new B rynm ill volum e, M ock’s 
Curse. Som e o f those photocopies were faulty, w ith the odd  page m issing, bottom  
lines cut off, or the right or left m argins m issing, b u t in la ter years Francis 
Feather, who owned the original m anuscrip ts, m ost generously provided us with 
com plete copies, for which we shall be everlastingly grateful.

In 1986, hoping to be able to read unpublishedT . F. P. m anuscrip ts, I told Ian 
Robinson I was going to visit Francis Powys and T heodora  S cu tt in D orset. He 
said (having som e time ago had  sight o f the novel for one day while examining a 
doctoral d issertation , and finding it good) ‘Ask Francis Powys where The Market
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Bell is’, and told me it had  always been his d ream  to publish a com plete T. F. 
Powys ed ition .T hus began no t only rewarding friendships with Francis and Sally 
Powys andT heodora , b u t the Brynm ill Powys Series itself. In 1987 Francis, w ith 
John Powys’s help, found the typescrip t of The M arket Bell at ‘Restfield’ and 
posted it to  me with perm ission to publish  w hatever we wished that was free of 
o ther pub lishers’ rights. A few m onths later the typescript of Cottage Shadows 
arrived in the post, sent by Francis -  I had never even heard  o f it befo re.T h is is a 
ra ther sim plified version of w hat actually happened , and it is in  this fashion that 
I m ust continue, otherwise I ’d have to write a book -  and I am incapable of that, 
being no so rt of w riter whatsoever.

I t was during  1989, w hen we were still working on The Market Bell, that 
M r E. E. Bissell m ost generously allowed us to  borrow  and photocopy his large 
collection o f unpublished T. F. P. m aterial, including tha t superb drawing o f the 
au thor by W illiam Roberts which I though t would make a fine frontispiece, bu t 
which becam e p art of the dustjacket of B rynm ill’s first tw oT. F. P. publications. 
I had no peace of m ind till the precious cargo was re tu rned  by Securicor to 
M r Bissell.

Reading through this new m aterial led to my contacting the H arry  Ransom  
H um anities Research C en ter in Texas, because the first page -  and therefore the 
title -  o f one of the finest item s in the Bissell Collection, a short story  in 
m anuscrip t, was missing. Ian  had  given me a rough list of the Texas items m ade by 
a research s tuden t of his and I checked through  just in case one of the titles m ight 
be a likely one.Yes, surely this m ust be it: a typescrip t o f‘T heT w o C hairs’.T he H . 
R. C. very kindly provided a copy o f the first page -  and it tallied. O h, joy! T hey 
even, la ter on, sent me photocopies of all their T. F. P. catalogue index-cards.

T he only unpublished item s w hich M r Bissell d id  no t let me take away the first 
time were a num ber of rough drafts, because he though t they were quite illegible. 
Having glim psed one of them  and been able to read a little I m anaged to persuade 
him  to let m e borrow  them  later on. W hen they arrived I set abou t deciphering 
those of w hich I had no other version. As my norm al daily work was done at the 
piano, this task could only be done during m eals. It was no t ideal for the 
digestion, for there were times w hen I w ould get quite breathless as Powys’s very 
original ideas came surfacing through to the light. Over the m onths I m anaged to 
identify som e items w ithout titles and to decipher ninety-odd per cent of each of 
the unpublished item s, and M r Bissell filled in the rem aining gaps for m e. I 
w asn’t always sure I was reading correctly, yet I knew such rem arkable notions 
could no t possibly be com ing out of my head, and it was a w onderful experience 
to be in contact with such an am azing fertility of original ideas. Perhaps you will 
understand  my doubts as to the correctness of my readings when I explain that 
no t only does the handw riting at first glance look illegible b u t, because it was 
m eant only for the au tho r’s use, m any of the words are incom plete and m any of 
the plural s’s are om itted.
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You probably  know th a t T. F. P. usually w rote several versions of a story or 
novel. Som etim es a sho rt story w ould becom e a novel, o r  a long story a sho rt one. 
I t w ould be revised so th a t every w ord, like every no te in fine m usic, is m eaningful 
and perfectly placed. I t is m arvellous to see how even odd w ords or phrases, 
altered here and there, change the m ere ordinary in to  living art.

Take, for example, just the first sentence of tha t poem  o f a story  ‘T h e  M other 
of the W orld’ in the volume M ock’s Curse, which s tarts w ith  an old m an on the way 
to his w ife’s funeral.T he rough draft begins: ‘On the way to  the C hurch  John Topp 
felt tha t she was still near to  h im .’

T h a t sounds quite ord inary  and m atter-of-fact; b u t the later m anuscrip t 
changes the first w ord ‘O n ’ to  ‘All’, and we have: ‘All the way to the C hurch  John 
Topp felt th a t she was still near to h im .’You see how the first version has a pert, 
skipping rhythm : ‘On the wav/to  the C hurch/ TohnTopp/ ...’ w hereas the second 
one, w ith the natural stress on All, slows down the pace to  one o f qu iet, m ournful 
sadness, th a t seems to isolate John Topp in his new state of grief. Typically, 
T. F. P. m anages to state the m ain them e of the story in  the first sentence, and 
the sadness is felt as directly  as though  heard in a m inor key in m usic.

T hrough  tim e I ob tained  copies o f the early novels, b u t they were d isappo in t
ing. You would never believe how, in an effort to be clear,T . F. P. was, in one novel, 
repetitive, long-w inded and tiresom e, and in o thers he was rhapsodic, and 
another reads m ore like a stage-setting for a play. T he irony had  no t yet 
developed, nor the econom y o f expression, though som e of his preoccupations 
were there. Only years of h ard  work, perseverance and  creative self-criticism  
could have produced  theT. F. Powys we know and love .Yet am ong his early works, 
obviously experim enting w ith d ifferent forms before finding his tru e  m eans of 
expression, there are short rhapsodic pieces about G od and  natu re  and hum anity 
which are quite moving. T h e  earlier genres also include essays, plays, poem s, 
sem i-autobiographical works and dialogues about every book in  the Bible.

I t w asn’t until I could get to Texas th a t we could begin  to publish  any volumes 
of sho rt stories, because n o t only were there m any new titles in the H . R. C ., bu t 
the various versions o f T. F. P.’s works were scattered  through  the different 
collections and com parison and selection of final versions was needed . In  April 
1994 Barrie and I spent a m onth  in the H . R. C .W hile B arrie collated our Bissell 
and F eather versions w ith  the Texas ones, I surveyed the com plete collection 
except for the Bible dialogues, for w hich no tim e rem ained. T his yielded forty- 
five new stories for our collection and m ore to com e. M any titles on the Texas list 
were deceptive. For instance I found that a sho rt story  was a play, or an 
unpublished one was an early version of a published one w ith a changed title. I 
was also able to identify a num ber of un titled  item s and some fragm ents. I found 
that two plays, one in E ngland and one in Texas, b o th  though t to  be com plete, 
were two parts of the sam e play. F urtherm ore , the version o f one o f the early 
novels o f which we had  been  sent a copy was the w rong one.Tw o versions had got
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m ixed up at some tim e, so that only the last three exercise books of the fifteen 
were the latest version. We await the arrival o f the correct one.

Well, I found so m any things, so I had be tte r stop here. Finally, I had to teach 
m yself to use a com puter, in  order to p u t everything onto a p roper database. I 
m ust confess that at one po in t I took the thing back to  the suppliers and asked 
them  to take it back because it was ruling my life!

B rynm ill’s next publication will be The Sixpenny Strumpet.'We are sorry it has 
been so long arriving, bu t Ian  Robinson has been working on it and his work is 
well w orth  waiting for.

O ur deeply felt thanks go to Francis Pow ys,T heodora S cutt, M r E. E. Bissell, 
F rancis Feather, G erald Pollinger and the H arry  Ransom  H um anities Research 
C enter, Texas.

E la in e  M encher

Review
Mock's Curse: Nineteen Stories by T. F. Powys.

The Brynmill Press, Denton. 1995. 213pp. Casebound. 
isb n  0 907839 58 4. £16.00

Mock's Curse is a collection of nineteen h itherto  unpublished  stories by T. F. 
Powys. T he book provides a characteristic range of T heodorian  m oods, from 
som bre reflections upon m ortality  and the general unpleasantness of people in a 
world obsessed by m aterial possessions, to light com edy and even near farce. 
T here  are no fresh insights to be gained into Powys from  this collection, though 
in a num ber of cases there is fu rther evidence of his consum m ate artistry  as an 
exponent o f the short story genre. H e was able to  pace his tale-telling w ith such a 
sure touch , and he does so to particu lar effect here in ‘Two C hairs’ and ‘the 
W idow ’. Powys’s dialect writing invariably gives rise to argum ent over its 
accuracy and effectiveness, b u t in the following exam ple from ‘Two C hairs’, it is 
possible to see how the rhythm s established carry  the passage forw ard, and how it 
is then  held back by a near repetition  as Jacob M oss tires in his search for his wife, 
‘she do  walk tired ’:

‘H as a wom an been seen hereabouts, who do w ear one o f they dresses 
w ith little spots and flowers and whose shoes be sixes?’And then  he w ould 
add w ith a deep sigh, ‘I do n o t m ind the h a t she d id  wear.’ Even if the one 
he stopped was in a hurry , Jacob would always say, ‘She d id  leave a poor 
d runken  m an for his wicked ways and d id  go a-travelling, and she do walk 
tired .’

Well she m ight have walked tired, for ten  years were now gone since 
Jacob M oss passed this way and that, always moving on. (98)
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T hese stories contain a fine array of vintage Powysian nam es. N am es were 
always of great im portance to  Powys, and even in a story  as slight as ‘D ora P ine’, 
he m anages to create an aura around  the nam e in  question. D ora is a saintly 
housekeeper abused by those she works for. At the beginning of the story she 
stands her ground against a robber who duly prom ises to m end his ways. D ora 
eventually becom es too old and ill to  work and is d ispatched  to  the workhouse. 
I t is the sim plicity w ith w hich Powys juxtaposes ‘p au p e r’ and ‘P in e’ in the last two 
sentences th a t establishes the dram atic effect w ith such a characteristically light 
touch.

W hen the carriage stopped at the workhouse gates, the m an whom  Jacky 
had  thought so easy to  gull, rode by. B ut, upon  seeing D ora, he reined in 
his horse and looked at h er curiously.

‘Is your nam e D ora Pine?’ he asked.
‘Yes,’ she answered.
‘I have kept my prom ise,’ he said, in a low tone, and  then  tu rn ing  to M r. 

Biles, he asked, ‘W hat are you doing with her here?’
‘M y duty ,’ replied M r. Biles, in  his surly m anner. ‘I am  taking her to the 

house; she is a pauper.’
‘Excuse m e,’ said the stranger. ‘She is D ora P ine .’ (68)

T. F. Powys stories frequently  indicate their au th o r’s deb t to his reading, and 
the stories in M ock’s Curse have their fair share o f literary allusions, used 
generally to establish an ironic gap betw een the world of learned , literary 
reflection, and  the rural m anners recorded in the stories. M r Pompey, a lowly 
dissenting preacher, sets his h ea rt upon becom ing the new Parish Clerk. T he 
sum m oning up of Boswell and D r Johnson is thus a w onderfully resonant way of 
beginning the tale:

Dr. Johnson lowered his head , his m outh  opened  widely, and he looked 
glum , when Boswell observed slyly, ‘Sir, if  you h ad  taken to the law, you 
m ight have been Lord C hancellor!’ (17)

Powys’s asides are always in teresting, and we have two particularly  im portan t 
instances in M ock’s Curse. T he first is at the beginning o f the title story, the second 
comes at the beginning o f ‘T he W idow ’. ‘M ock’s C u rse ’ is a w onderfully weird 
Powysian tale which charts the changing relationship  betw een two bro thers after 
their m other dies. T he prologue o f it highlights Powys’s refusal to com prom ise; at 
issue for him  is the m eans whereby life, judged in the O ld Testam ent as a ‘cu rse’, 
may be transform ed into a blessing. For Powys, the O ld T estam ent view o f life 
may only be redeem ed if the N ew T estam ent is read  and understood  properly; 
and for Powys that will never happen  while ‘the polite language o f m odern tim es’ 
predom inates. M odernity  is g reed, egoism and selfishness, ‘T h e  blessed hope of 
the N ew T estam ent lies n o t in the will to power, bu t in  the u tte r renunciation of all 
vaunted selfhood’. (9)

In  this we see w hat Powys’s am bitions for his stories were, a stark con trast to
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the lim itations of the stage upon which he chose to work, yet n o t (especially no t 
for a devotee of Jane Austen) a contradiction. At the beginning o f ‘T h e  W idow ’he 
writes:

In  story  telling everything is perm itted , one may creep like a fly along the 
ceiling o f a bedroom  and see all that goes on below ... A star n inety-nine 
light years away can be heard  telling droll stories about its creator. Even 
the little  dog Trap cannot h u n t rats in a dream  w ithout som e lousy 
m um per of a story telling th ief hearing all that he is up to. (169)

Light as m any of these stories are, read together they confirm  by the way their 
them es overlap and m ingle, the profound seriousness of Powys’s in ten t.

I t is, I th ink, unfortunate that the editors appear to have decided to  be utterly  
loyal to  the m anuscrip ts they have transferred  into p rin t. Som e tidying up  of 
Powys’s punctuation , some m inor editing to correct the occasionally unpolished 
sentence, an editorial decision on w hat to do with the rogue u pper case th a t hops 
disconcertingly through the drafts, all this would have been taken care o f in the 
norm al ru n  of things had the stories been published in T heodore Powys’s 
lifetime. So why no t now? H ad the appropriate action been taken here the reader 
w ould have been better served, as would the repu tation  ofT. F. Powys.

John W illiam s

Remembering Llewelyn

T here  has been  a good deal of in terest in the suggestion tha t m em bers m ight m eet 
at the Sailor’s R eturn  and drink to Llewelyn on his birthday. It seems sensible to 
keep arrangem ents as simple and flexible as possible and  I hope the following will 
fit in w ith everybody’s plans.

M eet a t the S a ilo r’s R eturn , E ast C h aldon , b etw een  12.00 and 12.30 on  
S un d ay  13 A ugust.

We will drink  a toast to Llewelyn’s m em ory at 1 o ’clock, after w hich, those who 
wish to walk to the stone will do so. Jane t Pollock has very kindly offered to 
welcome us as we pass Chydyok and there will be an opportun ity  to  peep inside. 
As it happens, M rs Cobb, at B eth C ar, is selling tea and coffee in aid of the village 
hall in the m orning between eleven and twelve. So there is an opportun ity  to  pay 
hom age to  Llewelyn and visit two Powys hom es. I hope you will join us.

John B atten
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The Powys Society AnnualWeekend Conference
Kingston M aurward, Dorchester, August 19-22 1995

‘Telling Lives’: The Art of Biography
Saturday 19 A u gu st Arrival from  2pm

5.45 D inner
7.00  P r iv a te  v iew  of the  G ertrude  Powys Exhibition,

D orse t C ounty  M useum
7.30 Frank K ibble w h ite  Gertrude Powys: Pillar and Painter
8.30 R ecep tion  

Sunday 20 A u gu st
8.00 Breakfast
9.15 M ich ael B a llin  The Multi-Layered Self: Technique o f Self Represen

tation in the Autobiography
10.30 Coffee
11.00 John W illiam s T. F. Powys: A  Strengthening Antidote
12.45 L unch
2.00  M orine K rissd o ttir  Design and Truth
3.15 Tea
4.00 Sven  E rik  T ackm ark  M y Life With John Cowper Powys
6.30 D inner
7.45 O liver and C h risto p h er  W ilk inson  Ghosts on the Roof: Readings

from  the 1939 D iary of John Cowper Powys 
M onday 21 A u gu st

8.00 Breakfast
9.15 C harles Lock The End o f Evidence: Literary Biography and the

Rhetoric of Revelation
10.30 Coffee
11.00  H erb ert W illiam s Film as Biography
12.45 Lunch

F ree A ftern oon  and C o m m ittee  M eetin g
5.00  A n n u al G en era l M eetin g
6.30 D inner
7.45 S y lv ia  T ow nsend W arner: A  C eleb ratory  E ven ing  

T uesday 22 A u gu st
8.00 B reakfast and  D eparture .

T here  will be a book sa le  at the C onference, so please bring as m any 
books as you can (preferably w ith Powys connections) to  donate.

It is s t ill n o t too  late to  book  a p lace for the w h ole or any p art o f  th is  
C on feren ce  p ro g ra m m e. Write to John Batten for details.
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Chairman’s Report

T he C harity  Com m ission requires a repo rt by the C hairm an for each calendar 
year. T he following is a sum m ary of the activities o f the Society for 1994. T he 
C hair’s rep o rt at the 1995 A nnual General M eeting in  A ugust will include an up
date of events in 1995.

T he A nnual General M eeting was held in A ugust 1994, and the officers and 
C om m ittee re-elected by a unanim ous vote. As well as m any inform al m eetings of 
the officers, the C om m ittee o f the Society m et th ree tim es, in  F ebruary , A ugust 
and D ecem ber. T he Publication C om m ittee also m et three tim es. T he following 
initiatives were discussed, approved and carried  out.
1 A m em bership  survey and questionnaire was devised, d istribu ted  and ana
lysed. A satisfactory response from  m em bers elicited m uch useful inform ation. 
T he results were discussed at the 1994 C onference and a sum m ary published in 
the N ovem ber Newsletter.T his tim e-consum ing task was carried through prim a
rily by the Secretary, John B atten  and the Vice C hairm an, Paul R oberts.
2 T he Peter Powys Grey C ollection of G ertrude Powys paintings was bough t by 
the Society as the foundation o f a G ertrude Powys Collection. Professional 
conservation was carried o u t and a public exhibition has been arranged at the 
D orset C ounty  M useum , opening in A ugust 1995.
3 T he Peter Powys Grey Collection of Powys books was also purchased. 
Som e were retained for the Powys C entre, bu t the C om m ittee decided that since 
m em bers often find it difficult to obtain ou t-o f-p rin t Powys books, they would be 
p u t to best use by being sold to m em bers. T he response was enthusiastic.
4 T he Bissell G ift was transported  to and deposited  in the Powys Room  at the 
D orse t C ounty  M useum . Sorting and prelim inary cataloguing was carried on 
th roughout 1994 by volunteers, although m uch rem ains to  be done .T he m useum  
is installing a data-base system and eventually a m ore detailed catalogue will be 
available on this, with possible in terne t connections w ith o ther collections 
around the world.
5 Also in connection with the Powys C entre, the Advisory C om m ittee on Gifts 
and B equests m et on 23 A ugust to discuss new acquisitions, fu tu re plans for the 
housing o f literary collections, possible grants for archival preservation and 
storage etc.
6 T he D orse t C ounty M useum  is planning a new ‘L iterary  G allery’ and the 
officers and Com m ittee have spent considerable tim e and effort insuring tha t the 
Powyses and their circle are appropriately represented. T he G allery presen ts an 
im p o rtan t opportun ity  for public education in regard to the Powys family.
7 T he Publication C om m ittee was also busy in 1994. As well as overseeing the 
publication o f the annual Journal, edited by Peter Foss and Louise de B ruin and 
the tri-annual Newsletter, edited  by Paul R oberts, they published The Quiet M an of 
Dorset by Francis Powys and A  N et InWater: A  Selection from the Journals of M ary
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Casey, ed ited  by Judith  Lang and Louise de B ru in .T he expert typographical work 
on these publications is done by S tephen Powys M arks, the Society’s Treasurer. 
T he Publications C om m ittee also approved an Advisory Board and refereed 
status for The Powys Journal.

E ach year m ore events are arranged and carried th rough  w ith great success by 
the h ard  w ork of many. As well as the annual three-day C onference, there were:
8 A W eym outh-Portland weekend in June, of walks and readings arranged by 
John and  Eve B atten. It attracted  m any newer m em bers, as well as enthusiastic 
long-standing  m em bers.
9 T h e  A nnual M ontacute L ecture was held on 19 N ovem ber, w ith a talk by 
Oliver H o lt abou t L ittle ton  Charles Powys. T his event is always well a ttended  by 
local people and fills an im portan t public educative function.
10 T h e  perm anen t small exhibition and pam phlets abou t the Powys family, 
designed by Bev Craven and m aintained by John B atten , in the gazebo of 
M ontacu te  H ouse gives an initial in troduction  to the m any visitors of this 
N ational T ru s t property.

T h e  day-to-day duties of the C hairm an, Vice C hairm an, Secretary and 
T reasurer are too num erous to m ention. Suffice to  say their voluntary  labours 
are in the service of the prim ary object of the Society: the public education and 
recognition o f the Powyses and their circle.

M orine K rissd ottir

The Election of Officers and Committee Members

At the A nnual G eneral M eeting during the forthcom ing A nnual C onference I 
shall as usual be pu tting  forward the nam es o f those Society m em bers who are 
offering their services for the com ing year, to act as its officers and to  serve on the 
com m ittee. I am  happy to rep o rt tha t all the curren t serving m em bers have 
declared their willingness to  stand for a fu rther year. I do  so in association with 
John B atten , Cicely Hill and M ary W arden, to all o f whom  my thanks.

Chairman  M orine K rissdottir
Vice-Chairman Paul R oberts 
Secretary John B atten
Treasurer S tephen Powys M arks
Committee Griffin Beale, Louise de B ruin, Bev Craven, Peter Foss,

T im othy H ym an, F rank  K ibblew hite, John W illiams
I take this opportunity  also to pay a heartfe lt and adm iring tribute to the 

dedication w hich the officers and com m ittee bring both  individually and collec
tively to  the Society.The work they do is varied, and frequently  arduous and tim e- 
consum ing. F o r example -  organising the conference program m e and organising 
the accom m odation; editing the Journal and the Newsletter, arranging exhibi-
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tions, walks and other activities; overseeing the publications o fT he Powys Press; 
contacting m em bers and non-m em bers on Society business; organising public
ity; eliciting ideas and following them  up; attending meetings. T his work is no t 
confined to com m ittee m em bers alone; the Society depends on all its m em bers, 
since it is no t possible in the natu re  of things th a t the same people can be expected 
to do the same jobs, year in and year out. T he rem arkable expansion of the 
Society’s undertakings in recent years has engendered an increase in m em ber
ship, and I w ould urge others to  consider w hat they may have to contribute in the 
coming years to the activities set in train . I m ight add that, having been engaged 
in the Society’s affairs for the past twenty-five years, I can testify to the 
enrichm ent of one’s life such involvement can bring , bo th  in friendship and  in 
m ental stim ulus. H ard w ork it may be, bu t the rew ard is there.

G len C avaliero, P re s id en t o fT h e  Pow ys S o c ie ty

Gertrude

It seems to m e, looking back across the years, th a t b o th  G ertrude  and her younger 
sister K atie, whom  she cared for, led deeply tragic lives -  perhaps no t so m uch 
Katie, for so passionate and bew ildered a soul was bound  to make heavy w eather 
of the voyage of life; bu t certainly G ertru d e , who, w ithout K atie, would certainly 
have m ade a m uch greater m ark as an artist, m ight well have m arried  and would 
have enjoyed a full social life. I d o n ’t for one m om ent think that she considered 
herself a tragic figure -  she had chosen her own course, the course of sisterly duty, 
love and com passion. B ut som eone had to keep an eye on Katie, to say the least, 
and no one else was suitable or even offering, except Willie in Kenya. However, 
no t only could K atie no t cope w ith his way o f life (the very lively social side, I 
believe, no t the farm ing) b u t she was very hom esick indeed and only too thankful 
to get hom e to D orse t -  Kenya isn’t  everyone’s cup of tea. And th a t b rough t her 
back to  G ertru d e  at Chydyok, whence she’d started .

Chydyok is a very long m ile from East C haldon village, up  a track that to this 
day isn’t m uch fun, being bo th  steep and stony for m ost of its length; having then 
no electricity and  no telephone and no neighbours at all. I believe the w ater 
supply, save for the rainw ater barrels, was im perfect also. G ertru d e  had  spent 
m ost of her life either at M ontacute Vicarage w here, as h er fa ther’s ‘right- 
hand m an ’, she m ust have been very far from  idle, or at G reenhill Terrace 
in W eym outh where taking care of an active b u t senile father m ust also have 
kept her pre tty  busy. In b o th  places she was too busy to learn m uch of housew ork 
even had the necessity been there. She was used to  servants, and good ones. 
Chydyok farm house, now surplus to  the requirem ents of the estate, was a 
com plete contrast. T he lack of electricity and ho t-and-co ld  running  w ater was
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no t likely to  trouble G ertru d e , who had  never know n either. B ut n o t m any 
people like housew ork and if one genuinely doesn ’t know how to go abou t it, 
one likes it a great deal less and  it is even m ore tiring. In  addition , it is to rtu re  
to be forced by dire necessity to  do one thing when o n e’s soul is aching w ith  the 
need to do another; and G ertru d e  was only less com m itted  to h er pain ting  than  
she was to  her sister. I d o n ’t  know how long it took h er to find som eone in  East 
C haldon who would go up  twice a week or so to do the rough w ork and the 
washing, b u t until she did life m ust have been very difficu lt.lt m ust have resolved 
itself fairly soon, however, fo rT heodore  knew and was m uch  liked by everyone in 
the village, and G ertrude  h erself rapidly becam e very well-liked and respected. 
T hen , too, work m eant m oney, w hich m ost families in the village were m uch 
in need of.

G ertru d e  had none too m uch o f it herself .W hen she m ade a b lue hooded  cloak 
to keep off the rain  (causing h e r sister-in-law  to nicknam e h er ‘T h e  W ise Old 
G oa t’ from  M aryT ourte l’s ch ild ren ’s strip story abou t R upert B ear in the cu rren t 
Daily M ail) she d id  so because she could n o t spare the m oney for a good raincoat. 
W hen she wore her skirts to the knee and called dow n m ore snorts from  Violet, 
who wore hers to the ankle, it was for the same reason: she co u ld n ’t afford the 
extra three or four yards of m aterial -  a t least, it was certainly for tha t reason to 
sta rt w ith, b u t G ertrude  quickly realised how practical i t  was to w ear skirts that 
d id n ’t drag in  the long grass and  m ire of the track. She never wore trousers, the 
u ltim ate in practicality, save w hen working with her bees. N early everything the 
sisters w ore was hom e-m ade. G ertru d e  knitted as lo t (and I believe she ha ted  it) 
and knitted  well, even at one tim e experim enting w ith a knitting m achine. K atie, 
m ost fortunately, was an absolutely first-class gardener, and m ade w hat m ust 
have been a fairly hopeless slope of chalk into a very fertile vegetab le-and-fru it 
garden. I d o n ’t th ink they ever needed to buy vegetables or soft fru it. K atie’s few 
apple trees were her only failure, b u t apples are no t hard  to come by. T hey  d id  not 
have fowls because of the heavy population of foxes, b u t V iolet and T heodore  
always had  m ore eggs than  we needed. I t was only after we left for M appow der, I 
fancy, tha t Chydyok needed to  buy eggs. T here was always a p len itude o f wild 
fruit and m ushroom s on the Dow ns. G ertrude m ade jam s and jellies, she dried 
and pickled m ushroom s, and even walked to  Lulw orth for sam phire for pickling. 
She gave us some once, and V iolet said, ‘Silly nonsense!’ and threw  it o u t after 
one taste. I m ust adm it tha t pickled sam phire isn’t  a patch  on fresh, b u t i t ’s no t at 
all bad , and  fresh sam phire sim ply doesn’t travel. She w ould m ake m ead too, 
from  the residue of the honey; although neither G ertru d e  nor anyone else could 
m atch Joyce G ill,T h eo d o re’s friend, in making m ead.

T he bees m ust have been a g reat consolation to G ertru d e . She was intensely 
in terested  in them  and though t and felt about them  as I would feel ab o u t a herd  of 
cows -  all individuals, yet all p a r t  o f the beloved, valued and valuable m ain herd . 
Some of them  m ade a nest in the fram ework of the house itself, betw een the
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ceiling o f the larder and the floor of G e rtru d e ’s bedroom . O f course she knew 
they were there , because o f the sound and the smell o f the honey; b u t she only 
realised how  m any there were and  how long they had  been in residence when the 
weight o f the honey brough t the larder ceiling dow n, making an incredible mess 
and breaking valuable china as well as jars of preserves. G ertrude, I fancy, paid 
for the repair herself, partly  because she needed it done b e tte r and m ore 
prom ptly than  her landlord  w ould have done it, b u t mainly from  a sense of 
honour -  they were her bees. Also she d id n ’t w ant them  killed, and w ithout the 
whole fron t and p a r t of the east wall of the house being re-poin ted , which the 
estate was m ost unlikely to  do, they couldn’t be stopped  from com ing in. T he 
estate w ould have insisted on having them  poisoned  to  prevent fu rther dam age. 
G ertru d e  and her friend the local bee-m aster (and  sweep and carpenter), M r 
M iller, p u t their heads together and one o f them  cam e up with the idea of a glass 
and wood hive directly above the old nest, which brough t it beside G e rtru d e ’s 
bed. I t was a splendid  idea; she used the flat glass top  as a bedside table, the bees 
took no notice at all o f her books and m orning cups o f tea, and she said tha t their 
soft continual m u rm u r soothed her off to sleep as no th ing  else ever had  or could. 
T here was usually a bee or two wandering around  the room , bu t this troubled  
G ertrude  n o t at all. I d o n ’t d o u b t that she considered them  as friendly presences 
and talked, perhaps even discussed, with them . She was a countryw om an and 
knew all abou t ‘telling the bees’, a custom  that I guess is still in use in places where 
one w ould hardly  expect it.

G e rtru d e , too, was som ewhat lonely, I fear; com pany of the so rt that she was 
used to ‘seldom  came abune the pass’. And although h er favourite b ro ther lived 
w ithin easy walking distance, I d o n ’t think she had any illusions as to the sincerity 
of the welcom e her sister-in-law would give her, n o r any in tention of trying that 
welcome too far. I believe she was on excellent term s w ith her o ther sister-in-law, 
Alyse Gregory, who was next door, bu t Alyse, poor lady, had sorrows of h e r own 
and was ra ther needing support than able to give it. G ertru d e , for m ost o f her life, 
stood alone.

I forget how m any beehives she had. I d o u b t if  it was m ore than half a dozen 
and I d o n ’t th ink  she ever sold any honey; bu t the com bs m ade welcome presents 
tha t she d id n ’t have to  buy, and such honey as she could  extract or have extracted 
saved m oney on sugar. She always insisted that ano th er bonus was their stings -  
w hich, she said, were very good for her rheum atism . I believe this is true, 
although why G ertrude  o f all people should have rheum atism  I can ’t imagine. 
She was healthy, active, and ate sensibly. However, she was less than  happy, and 
tha t always does harm .

A nother econom y she practised  drew  m ore snorts of derision from T heodore’s 
wife. She baked a good deal of her own bread. H om e-m ade is always cheaper than 
boughten , b u t in this case economy was n o t the p o in t, and V iolet really should 
have been  able to  see that. T he baker doesn’t  exist who is going to drive up to
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Chydyok. Bread certainly did  arrive, I believe, on the gallant old shoulders o f the 
postw om an, M rs Lucas, b u t n o t enough o f it, and n o t all the time. I t was simply 
not feasible for G ertrude  to  walk every day to  the village, because of the w eather 
and sheer lack o f time. Som e weeks she was lucky to  get to church on Sundays. 
She had  to have the m eans and the skill to make h er own bread or they m ight be 
w ithout for some days. I m ust say th a t the idea o f carrying from C haldon to 
Chydyok enough flour for a w orthw hile baking is appalling. Yet many fairly heavy 
or large goods arrived at Chydyok that I never troubled to find ou t about -  coal for 
instance; and  oil for the lam ps; K atie’s seed potatoes; the pea- and bean-sticks; 
faggots and logs for the fire. O f course, a great m any o f these things travelled up 
in M r B rodie’s carts, beh ind  his horses. Indeed while horses were the norm al 
m eans of conveyance G e rtru d e  was no t in m uch trouble. D oubtless, she had  to 
pay for the carriage b u t it w ould certainly be less th an  the h ire, today, of a Land 
Rover or a trac to r and trailer. B ut ‘every mickle m akes a m uckle’, and on top of 
that w ould come the ren t, little enough, I dare say, by today’s standard , bu t a 
considerable sum by prices as they then were. After m any years the landlord  was 
persuaded  to bring electricity to the hom estead, b u t I ra ther think that when the 
telephone was installed G e rtru d e  paid for that herself -  possibly with help from 
her b ro th ers.T h e  telephone really was a necessity, as the sisters had no transport 
and no neighbours, and an accident m ight always happen. T hen  too, after 
D addy’s illness, she w anted to  be m ore readily accessible to him , and we had a 
telephone at Beth Car. We never had  one at M appow der, b u t G ertrude could ring 
the shop or the Rectory, bo th  close to us there and in daily touch, for news if she 
feared things were not quite right.

B ut for a pain ter and a lover o f beauty  Chydyok did have, and still w ould have, 
its com pensations. It has a m agnificent view to the n o rth  and east -  G ertrude  said 
that every night she would look over the th irty  miles to B ulbarrow  lights, the red 
lights on the huge radio m asts, now long gone, and wish us ‘G oodnigh t’ as we 
slept below the hill. T he continual m ovem ent o f light and  shadow and the 
changing of the seasons make Chydyok valley itself a lovely sight. One only has to 
walk up onto  the W arren, beh ind  the house, to see a view from  H engistbury  H ead 
to G olden Cap that can’t be surpassed. G ertrude asserted  th a t in clear w eather 
she could see France. M ost o f the Powyses, the blue-eyed ones especially, had 
m agnificent long sight, b u t I suspect that w hat she really saw was a m irage in the 
sky -  w hich would be F rance righ t enough, just as the reflection in the m irro r is 
one’s own face. O f course the C hannel Islands m ight ‘rise u p ’ before rain. Alas, I 
never knew Chydyok well enough to find out. One thing G ertrude  certainly did 
see -  even though she was n o t believed -  was the fire and smoke on the day 
S tudland Bay was set afire to  find out if  an invasion from  G erm any could be 
stopped by setting the sea alight w ith burn ing  oil. T he village was nearly burned  
down, for the fools (and th a t was m ost o f the generals involved) h ad n ’t taken 
account o f the strong south-w est breeze. T he oil b u rned  very nicely, thank  you,
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on the w ater -  and the w ind carried  the flames and smoke in lan d . I believe it was 
an outgoing tide that prevented disaster.

G ertru d e  did  no t need to look far for beauty; she only had  to  w atch the 
seasons. M ost of the Downs in her day were grass and gorse, grass for all the soft 
shades o f yellow-green, and gorse for dark, dark green, spangled over w ith gold 
for m ost of the year. ‘W hen gorse is out o f flower’, said Alyse, quoting Llewelyn, 
who had  been repeating a very old country  saying, ‘kissing is ou t of season’. T he 
bushes were so solid with golden bloom s that the gorse coverts looked like great 
heaps of new  guineas and scent hung  on the air for miles. Foxes, badgers, rabbits 
and hares abounded and were often seen; skylarks rose and fell continually as if 
using their song as a thread to clim b up  and dow n on. In the dew and after fog, the 
Downs shim m ered with silver sp iders’ webs, and ships, m ostly in my recollection 
the great, grim , grey destroyers, passed in the C hannel. A bout every five years, 
the gorse was ‘fired’ to prevent its getting ou t of hand , and vast blackened acres 
lay waste. D ead  sheep and o ther anim als were no t an uncom m on sight. As 
tran sp o rt to  the nearest pack o f hounds was all bu t im possible, and as p e ts ’ food 
m anufactu rers did no t exist, if a farm er lost a beast he wTould have his m en h itch  
it to trace-harness and a horse would pull it to the nearest disused chalkpit. 
T here, in tim e, the foxes, crows and ravens (Chydyok had  two pairs nearby) 
would dispose of it, w hich was at least a natural way o f doing things, better, 
G ertrude  w ould say, than  today’s unrealistic over-cleanliness. She would take h er 
sketchbook out onto Bats H ead , and sit there with the gulls for com pany, while 
she sketched the eastern coastline. I t is odd , now I come to th ink of it, th a t she 
either never made or tha t I have never seen a painting of h e r’s facing west -  
tow ards P ortland. And yet tha t view is beautifu l too. I t m ight be at its best in the 
early m orning  though, and in the early m orning  G ertrude  had precious little tim e 
to spare.

To a horsem an, or the driver of a L and  Rover, there is no thing in the least 
alarm ing abou t the Chydyok track. B ut G ertrude  d id  no t care for horses and  even 
if she had been able to drive, could n o t possibly have afforded a vehicle. Som e of 
the track is extremely steep, and  m ost of it is rough and very flinty, with little or no 
shelter on a windy day. B ut G ertru d e  really enjoyed walking -  and I rem em ber 
when I was a little kid seeing h e r com ing, swinging dow n the ‘sho rt cu t’ to  Beth 
C ar, w ith h er long, slow-seeming stride -  and up to a po in t this was well enough. 
M r B rodie, the farm ing ten an t for at least half the tim e o f the sisters’ lives at 
Chydyok, ran  H ighland cattle on the Downs. H e usually kept them  on the 
W arren, betw een Chydyok and  the sea, w ith the sheep in the valley betw een 
Chydyok and the village. W hen he changed them  abou t it d id n ’t m atter, as he ran  
an A berdeen Angus bull w ith the cows. I t  is difficult to find a nasty Angus, and  M r 
B rodie’s were especially friendly. G ertrude  usually stopped to speak to them , and 
I think she gave one of them  the occasional toffee. B ut then  M r Brodie retired , 
and M r M ackintosh took over the tenancy. M r M ackintosh preferred  H erefords,
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and, like o ther m istaken people, he tended to b reed  for looks and beef only, 
forgetting the tem peram ent. T he day of the trac to r and car had arrived. People no 
longer needed to walk the countryside, and so, to som e extent, tem peram ent in a 
bull did  n o t m atte r so m uch. G ertru d e , walking down to the village, found herself 
on several occasions, confronted by some very ugly custom ers. W hen, at 
M appow der, the Kelly’s little S h ortho rn  bull got loose, G ertrude told Violet that 
if necessary she w ould have stopped  him  by opening her parasol in his face. 
A lthough she said it with (as near as possible for a tall and dignified elderly 
w om an) the flippancy and grin o f a boastful schoolboy, so thatV iolet though t she 
was -  well, telling tall tales -  she was m erely describing w hat she had  recently, and 
successfully, done with a m uch bigger and nastier bull. N o t tha t the S horthorn  
w asn’t nasty  enough, w ith his sh o rt po in ted  little horns. B ut in those days 
H erefords of bo th  sexes had long, gracefully curved, very po in ted  white horns. 
T he b reed  generally is no t nasty, b u t the splendid beast M r M ackintosh had 
proudly  bough t was, and he m ade G e rtru d e ’s life nasty too. She always carried  a 
parasol, an um brella or a walking stick, b u t she very often had  some heavy 
shopping on her o ther arm . She was courageous, cool and resourceful, b u t even 
had she been  tw enty years younger and a good ru n n e r (which good walkers 
seldom  are) the situation was neither pleasant nor safe. T he bull was only too 
often betw een her and the village. And as she loved to walk on the W arren, things 
were n o t all tha t m uch be tte r when he was p u t on that. T his sorry state o f affairs 
w ent on for quite a tim e -  at least a year, I fancy. B ut G ertrude w asn’t the only 
person th a t bull had  it in for; he was busy m aking poor old M rs L ucas’s life a 
m isery too. I never knew the old post w om an’s extra round , b u t I im agine she 
came up past Chydyok and then  walked along the W arren to  the W hite Nose 
cottages. Som ew here along her rou te that bull always caught up w ith her. She was 
every b it as brave as G ertrude  and she would have been asham ed, as would 
G ertru d e , to com plain. Eventually, I believe, one of her custom ers in the W hite 
N ose cottages did it for her, w ith some force. T he bull was rem oved. In all 
fairness, one could n o t too m uch blam e M r M ackintosh who, after all, was a 
stockm an and had  simply bough t the finest bull he could afford. T he b ru te  was 
perfect save in his tem per. H e had  to be replaced, naturally. T h e  new beast, 
although no t friendly, was a t least n o t aggressive. G ertru d e  Powys and M rs Lucas 
w ent their ways unm olested.

I never heard  w hat Katie thought of M r M ackin tosh’s bulls. As she d id n ’t do 
the shopping and she always had m ore tim e than  her elder sister, I suspect she 
may have been qu ite  pleased to have a good reason to  walk a longer way round on 
her visits to the village.

In  looks, I have never seen G e rtru d e ’s equal. She was surprisingly 
unphotogenic, although I have seen one snapshot o f a young G ertru d e , standing 
in one o f the valleys near Chydyok w ith Bernie O ’N eill, facing the sun and the 
wind, w ith her head  high, and laughter and courage in her eyes. B ut it is no t usual
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for a camera to catch expression, and  people who have only seen G e rtru d e ’s 
photograph probably think o f her face as ‘icily regular, splendidly null.’ But it was 
no t so. G ertrude  was tall and big-boned, she stood straight as a lance in rest and 
walked w ith the long steady step o f a natural walker -  or of a Rom an legionary, 
perhaps. She had a great deal of long, thick, silky hair, which I can only recollect 
as silver-white; and she usually wore it in an enorm ous flat ring on the crown of 
her head. O ften she d idn’t wear a h a t, and then the dow nland w ind would blow 
some of this lovely hair loose about her face, which had good regular features and 
a very clear, surprisingly unlined skin, som ewhat tanned by the w eather and 
never with m uch colour. H er eyebrows were grey and level, and her eyes were 
light blue, d irect and clear and fearless. Like her b ro ther T heodore, she seldom  
laughed, b u t unlike him she smiled genuinely fairly often, and now and then  she 
would give a quite devilish grin com m on to them  both . In terest, anxiety, 
enthusiasm , and, alas! at tim es, resignation and resolve, as well as hum our, all in 
tu rns lit and shadowed the face tha t in photographs looks so classic and so dull. 
One could, as a caption to one of those photos, write ‘S tern  D aughter of the Voice 
of G o d ’! But a small child, watching the living face and with its head stuffed full 
of G reek mythology, thought tha t A unt G ertrude  looked ra ther like Pallas 
Athene.

One did no t m ention tha t to Violet, of course; she would have been instantly 
and lastingly angry. It took m e years to realise th a t my adoptive m other’s deep 
dislike o fT heodore’s family was caused by jealousy; and years m ore still to realise 
the sorrow tha t this m ust have caused the b ro ther and sister who had  always 
been and still were so m uch to each other. Chydyok, by the ‘short cu t’, is a scant 
mile from Beth Car, and a good walker such as G ertrude could have visited 
us easily and often. But no t only was she no fool. She had in full those extra 
powers th a t come inevitably from a solitary life, and she knew well tha t the 
fulsome welcome always given by h er sister-in-law  was false -  ‘p u t o n ’, Violet 
herself would say. So, w eather perm itting , she only came to tea on Sundays. 
U nfortunately  G ertru d e’s genuine dislike of very small children and especially 
spoilt ones, such as I was, gave V iolet an equally genuine reason for objecting to 
the Sunday visits, although she never succeeded in stopping them . Som etim es 
T heodore would walk up to Chydyok, and very occasionally we would m eet 
G ertrude on the Downs, bu t it was unnecessarily awkward, and cannot have 
increased G e rtru d e ’s happiness.

I have often thought tha t that happiness m ust have hung on a th read  -  the 
thread of the very considerable beauty all around her spun up w ith K atie’s equally 
fragile happiness. For K atie’s success with tha t awkward garden undoubtedly  did 
give her m uch happiness for b rie f b u t frequent m om ents. G ertrude achieved 
som ething of the same kind with the house, w hich, n o rth  facing and rather dark 
(back-sunded, as we say in D orse t), p resented a pretty  problem  to som eone 
needing a house that com bined practicality w ith graciousness and beauty  -  and
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yet she contrived it. T he kitchen, which faced roughly south east and was quite 
light, becam e a kitchen-living room .T he sisters w ould have had  to be rich indeed, 
even in those days, to  afford the enorm ous am ount o f coal that the range, if used 
for cooking, would consum e, so G ertrude cooked on a paraffin stove and lit the 
range in the evenings to sit by .T here was no sink; she washed up in a bowl on the 
kitchen table, bu t did it so m atter-of-factly tha t one d id n ’t realise the awkward
ness of it. T here was a dresser and some very p re tty  china, books and a rocking 
chair, and quite often one of G e rtru d e ’s seven-toed cats. T he cooking stove kept 
the room  warm  during  the day, and the view across the track to the big b a rto n  of 
brick and flint, abou t a s tone’s throw  away, w asn’t the w orst in the world by any 
m eans.T he other room  G ertru d e  m ade into a sitting room . It had two windows, 
bu t one faced n o rth  east. T he view from that was incom parable b u t there was 
never any su n .T h e  other faced south and the hillside was w ithin ten  feet. I have 
never seen the sun through it. But by the tim e G ertrude  had finished w ith the 
room , it was m ost pleasant: light, elegant and com fortable. U pstairs there were 
two big bedroom s, G e rtru d e’s and K atie’s, and two very small ones.T hey  all gave 
the im pression o f light, although only K atie’s room  actually saw any sun. 
G e rtru d e ’s room  was bare, spare, entirely elegant and smelled, as the whole 
house did, o f honey and potpourri. I t looked very rem iniscent of its owner, giving 
one the strong im pression tha t behind the m ask of im personal elegance som e
thing was h idden -  a maze? a M inotaur? a goddess? K atie’s room  was lined with 
books, the carpet was red, the hangings of the four-poster were red, the H am m er 
and Sickle of K atie’s m istaken belief hung over the bed and there was a good 
fireplace. T his was just as well, as Katie, when she was occasionally ill, gave way 
entirely and m ight be in bed, or at least unable to go downstairs, for m any days, 
poor G ertru d e  clim bing those same stairs a hundred  times a day w ith  food, firing, 
slop buckets and cups of tea. It was absolutely K atie’s room : I d o u b t if G ertrude 
had m uch hand  in it. But Katie had an instinctive elegance of her own. H er room  
did no t let the others down. T he two small room s were totally functional, the 
guest room s, b u t they too had elegance and charm , even the very dark  one, which 
was partly  used as a store room . T he house did  G ertrude  great credit and she 
m ust have taken pleasure from  her achievem ent. I hope so; I hope so.

T he joke about the bees and her rheum atism  is the nearest I have ever known 
G ertrude come to com plaining of illness. She may have said m ore to T heodore -  
only T heodore and her G od ever really knew G ertru d e . W ithout a d o u b t she m ust 
often have been very tired, m entally as well as physically. B ut she never said so. 
Only one day she said som ething to m e tha t stayed in my m ind, and  after a long 
while form ed a p icture of a soul in chains, m aking w hat happiness it could ou t of 
such m aterial as came its way. A wom an had throw n herself to death  off Swyre 
H ead. Som e tim e after this, looking away into the d istance beyond m e, G ertrude 
said:

‘H er nam e was the same as mine: G ertrude M ary. I felt, you know, Susie, that
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as th a t G ertrude  M ary threw  herself off the cliff, perhaps in some way she has 
saved this one from doing so.’

I was in my teens then, on one o f my short visits to  Chydyok from M appow der, 
and neither sensitive nor caring m uch about the hum an race. B ut I knew that 
those were no t the words o f a happy or contented person. G e rtru d e’s b ro ther 
L ittle ton  was a great one for the po et Adam Lindsay G ordon:

Life is m ostly froth and bubble;
Two things stand like stone:
K indness in ano ther’s trouble 
Courage in one’s own.

After our move to M appow der, there was a tim e when it was im possible for 
G ertrude  and Theodore to m eet. M appow der had  no bus service and  neither 
G ertru d e  nor Theodore could afford a taxi for her from C haldon, or even 
D orchester. Now and then a visiting friend w ould drive G ertrude  to M appow der 
for lunch or tea, and once Katie came. Violet had  given her such a ‘bad  p ress’ that 
I stayed all day on one half or the o ther o f Styles Farm , making myself m ore or less 
useful, and d id n ’t see her at all. Luckily, this was exactly w hat Katie would have 
done in  my place, so her feelings were n o t h u rt. I m ust adm it that her wild, 
extravagant gestures and expressions, coupled w ith her d iscordant voice, were 
very em barrassing to a child used m ostly to the graceful m otions and pleasing 
sounds m ade by cattle and horses.

After the w ar the bus service to D orchester was resum ed, and so about twice a 
year G ertrude  would come to stay for a few days at M appow der -  no t w ith us, of 
course, for we only had two bedroom s. T heodore, using Violet as his no t very 
willing agent, would hire a room  in the Kellys’ quite large farm house about a 
hundred  yards down the road. I fancy M rs Kelly gave G ertrude  her breakfast, bu t 
she had  all her o ther meals w ith us, and accom panied T heodore on his m orning 
and evening walks, while I kept m ore or less ou t of the way. Violet, dressed in her 
best and very stiff and starched up, acted exactly like the superior parlour-m aid 
tha t she in tended  not to be. She and G ertrude  had absolutely nothing in 
com m on, and, alas! as G ertrude  had  no in terest in livestock and I was deeply 
in terested  in th a t and little else save history, I h ad n ’t m uch in com m on with her 
either. B ut I doub t if this troubled  her; she had come to see her b ro ther, after all, 
no tV io let or me.

She was always very kind towards me, and usually brought me som e small 
p resen t -  drawing paper or a second-hand book. Once, on a stay a little longer 
than  usual, she said she would show me how to m ake a Bushes H om e like the one 
D addy had  when a child. We w ent three days running  to M r F isher’s Cockrow 
Copse and she did  make one, ra ther a good one, in a clum p o f hazel bushes. O f 
course, I never used it; I was m uch too busy playing at being a real farm  labourer, 
and also, as a child, I was too frightened of the supernatural to go alone to that 
strange copse. B ut G ertrude, I hope, never knew this, and I honestly appreciated
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her efforts to  am use and befriend a lonely child.
She died very suddenly when I was in my late teens, leaving m e a gold and 

diam ond ring th a t I had often seen her wear, and a small paper bag full of 
beautiful and  quite valuable lace. ‘C ou ldn ’t  she have left you som ething b e tte r 
than  that!’ said Violet. But on that bag, into w hich she had packed the lace in a 
hurry , knowing tha t her time was running  unexpectedly ou t, she had  w ritten  in a 
scrawling, failing hand, ‘Keep. Susie’ She had  rem em bered a girl who was 
nothing to her, no kin and scarcely known; and I rem em ber this and shall 
rem em ber.

T heodora  G. S cu tt

To Winter
from a letter to Mother 

from Lulu at his Prep, aged 11
M erry it is in good P itt w ood
W hen the Blackbird & th ru sh  are singing
And the skaters clinck by
And the voices reply
And the w oodcu tter’s axe is ringing.

Sad it is when it rains all day
And nobody knows quite w hat to say.
And we all feel angry we d o n t know why 
And you have too often a m ournful eye.

These lines by Llewelyn Powys were copied into T he 
Caddisworm , a Montacute miscellany which was started 
in 1897 and maintained by Gertrude Powys.

An Interview with Frances Kingshott

On Sunday 16 O ctober 1994, M r and M rs Brooks once again invited m e to tea in 
order to m eet F rances, daughter of Fan, the o lder sister from  w hom  Lily Brooks 
took over du ties in the Powys household w hen F an  left to  get m arried. D espite 
F rances’ insistence that she d id n ’t think she could  tell m e anything very useful, 
I spent a very enjoyable and inform ative couple o f hours taking notes: her 
com m ents were sharp, lively and showed a very wry wit.
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Frances M argaret K ingshott was born  in B urpham  21 M arch 1915, being the 
daugh ter o f Fanny and W illiam Kingshott, who had  worked at nearby W epham 
F arm . W hen old enough, Frances worked locally in service for a M rs H are for 
m any years, bu t during the war was in  the L and  Army. A fterwards, she re tu rned  
and w orked again for M rs H are and then as a cook for a m atern ity  hospital in 
R ustington, before leaving B urpham  finally in 1956.

She has m any childhood m em ories of B urpham  and m em bers of the Powys 
family, b u t h er first clear m em ory is of rolling dow n the station steps in  A rundel 
as her fa ther, dressed in army uniform , tried  to  save her. She attended  the 
village school, which building (long gone) was divided into two room s, the 
‘In fan ts’ and the ‘Big R oom ’, the easier to accom m odate the th irty  pupils aged 
betw een five and fourteen. After school, she was free to roam  and play in the 
village, b u t the town of A rundel, just three m iles away, was reserved for special 
outings.

Living in B urpham , as described by John C ow per Powys in his Autobiography, 
does appear to have been very m uch an idyllic retreat, and Frances doesn’t 
con trad ict this, com m enting that, because it was som ewhat isolated from the 
outside w orld, people tended  to be healthy and there were no serious epidemics. 
Frances recalls only outbreaks ofw hooping cough and chicken-pox in the school.

Margaret Powys &  Littleton Alfred Margaret Powys &  Littleton Alfred
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However, she does rem em ber being very upset and frightened when a cousin died 
o f appendicitis in 1921.

T here was a happier occasion in 1926, w hen h er au n t and two cousins came to 
visit from  C anada (you may recall from  my previous article tha t this was Lily’s 
sister M ary, or ‘Poll’) and they stayed through spring and sum m er, M ay until 
Septem ber. Frances was am azed to learn th a t a railway journey eastwards from 
Saskatchewan could take three days.

Local celebrities recalled by Frances include the well-known vicar and au thor, 
T ickner Edwardes,* who prepared  h e r for confirm ation, and Lady Johnston, a 
friend o f the Powyses, always accom panied by her p e t dog.

M rs Powys herself occasionally asked h er and her b ro ther B ert (who was to 
becom e a well-known m em ber of two local councils in  later years) to tea and 
would draw pictures to en tertain  and am use them  b o th  in the dining-room . 
Afterwards they were allowed to play in the garden, w here there was a peach tree. 
M argaret Powys was always very kind and looked cheerful w ith her hair drawn 
back and accom panied by h er dog, W hiskers. She also had  a pony nam ed Punch, 
b u t h er first pony had been called Billy. F rances loved to stay in the house 
because of the atm osphere and once or 
twice John Cowper Powys him self,
‘Jack’, was hom e. She rem em bers him  
as a flam boyant character, waving his 
arms around and reciting Shakespeare!
She also rem em bers when Arnold 
B ennett came to visit, b u t has no recol
lection of any visit by T hom as Hardy.

Having already understood  that 
Burpham  was off the beaten track, I was 
no t surprised to learn that there was 
just one car, belonging to Peppering 
F arm , and one telephone at the village 
shop. T he car would double as a taxi 
when required  and Frances rem em bers 
earning a penny occasionally for deliv
ering telephone messages. However, 
the quiet, rustic picture changed once 
m ore when Frances said that she had  a 
bicycle from the age of eight or nine -  
‘Everyone did!’ -  and used to pedal it 
rapidly all over the village and its ou t
skirts, unsupervised. F urtherm ore , in 
our safety-conscious age, it is strange to 
p icture Frances as a young child going
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upstairs to bed holding a candle -  again, as everyone did -  there being no lighting 
or heating in the upstairs room s of houses in those days.

Frances then told of a very special Powys connection. It was agreed that 
L ittle ton  Alfred Powys, despite being only fourteen or so, would be her godfa
ther. H e took the role very seriously, and in later years always came to  visit her 
when he was at hom e. ‘H e was a good-looking young m an and very popu lar in the 
village, very friendly, and always the same, giving presents at C hristm as and 
birthdays. He was very kind and close to his m other.’T he last tim e Frances saw 
L ittle ton  was on a trip  to  B ath, at which time he looked very ill and was in a 
wheelchair. He couldn’t do very m uch, no t even smoke. He said to Frances, 
‘T here m ust be som ething the m atter with m e, I can’t get my hand  up to my face.’ 
Sadly, this was no t long before he died.

After m ore general discussion, I thanked Frances for the interview and then 
left, feeling pleased to have m et a lady of such forthrigh t character. T hanks m ust 
also be given once again to M r and M rs C. R. Brooks for kindly arranging this 
interview.

Jeff M eddle

* Revd.Tickner Edwardes was vicar of Burpham from 1 9 2 7  to 1 9 3 5 , although he had lived 
in the village for many years before taking holy orders. His novel Tansy was made into a 
popular film starring AlmaTaylor in 1921  and was filmed partly on location on the Downs 
near Burpham. In addition to several novels, he wrote T he Lore o f  the H o n ey  B ee, which 
remains a minor classic. J. C. P. writes in his A u to b io g ra p h y , ‘I always liked Mr Edwardes 
uncommonly well.’ A photograph of Tickner Edwardes, together with a number of 
interesting photographs of Burpham, appears in A r u n d e l a n d  the A r u n  Valley in  O ld  
P hotographs, edited by John Godfrey and published by Alan Sutton, Stroud, 1 9 9 0 . P.R.

The Selected Letters of Dorothy Richardson

A copy o f Windows on Modernism: Selected Letters of Dorothy Richardson, edited by 
D r G loria From m  and published by the prestigious U niversity o f Georgia Press, 
was received too late to review in this issue of the Newsletter, b u t we hope to  review 
it in the Novem ber issue. A prelim inary reading reveals that this huge book of 
letters, w ith its w ide-ranging, erudite in troduction  by From m , the world au thor
ity on R ichardson, will be one of great in terest to Powys Society m em bers. It 
includes R ichardson’s letters to John Cowper Powys and to Phyllis Playter, 
beginning in June 1929, when J. C. P. first contacted  her. T he last b rief card to 
him  in 1952 was one of the last le tters she w rote. Included also are some of 
John C ow per Powys’s best letters to her. Together with the photocopies which 
D r F rom m  left m e, this book constitutes the essential correspondence between 
two rem arkable w riters.
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The Faun 
John Cowper Powys

W ith wistful face, as though forlorn 
O f som ething dimly understood  
T h ro ’ the wet bushes rose the Faun 
and issued from the underw ood —

“ You’ve lost” cried all the leaves and m ould 
W hen round he tu rn ed  his troub led  gaze —

“ You’ve lost the secret, sure and old,
“ You’ve lost the clue to N a tu re ’s ways —

“ T he feel of rain , the sense of light 
“ T he m otions of the dusk and dawn 
“ T hese only m itigate the night 
“ To which all things at last are b o rne —

“ M an has some cause to leave behind 
“ Freedom  and Pleasure, rain & dew —
“ W ith G od and F u tu re  Life to find —
“ B ut no such hope can com fort you —

“ W hat can you have in place of E arth  ?
“ W hat can you gain to m atch the Sun ?
“ R eturn  O wandering child of m irth  !
“ Back to the woods, O wistful one ! ”

At this the poor Faun answered slow 
“ All these I leave and ask for naugh t —
“ L et sun and rain and pleasure go —
“ L et God be still beyond my though t —

“ T he thing I faintly feel is such 
“ I can afford all else to lose —
“ T he Pleasures of the E arth  are m uch —
“ G od may be m ore — ’T is Love I choose — ”

This poem, with the same title as one printed in Poems 1899 but quite 
different from  it, has recently come to light among papers which 
belonged to A .R . Powys, and appears not to have been printed before.
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Recollections of Little Children 
Amelia Powys

Am ong the papers of Amelia Powys* in my possession are ‘A C hristian  
R em em brancer’ for 1842 and  a la ter notebook, bo th  w ith writings in her hand. 
T hese have, I believe, passed dow n from Amelia to her son, Revd C. F. Powys, to 
G ertru d e  M . Powys, and then  to Lucy Penny (nee Powys), w ith o ther m aterial 
kept by M ary Cowper Powys b o th  before and after her m arriage.

T he notebook is a small ord inary  stiff-bound pocket notebook, 7 by 4 1/2 inches, 
and has been started  at b o th  ends; in each case the heading (shown below in 
italics) is inside the cover. F rom  the front, on 21 pages, are recollections of her 
three children when very young, while at the back (3 pages) are notes mainly 
relating to the adult L ittle ton  A lbert Powys (27.7.1840-1879; ‘L.A .P.’ or ‘L .A .’ in 
A m elia’s notes). ‘P.’ is Philippa K night, later Shirley (4.8.1829-1902), and 
‘C .’ is Charles Francis Powys (1.2.1843-1923).

‘A C hristian  R em em brancer’ is a sm aller book, 4% by 3 inches, and com prises 
a m ain section, originally consisting of daily texts interleaved w ith blank pages, 
preceded and followed by m issionary accounts and other religious m aterial and 
references. T he daily texts have been removed, together with the dates, b u t the 
blank leaves rem ain, and on several of them  are a few diary entries, short 
observations, and sketches o f L ittle ton  A lbert which appear to  be contem porary, 
unlike the notebook which is a la ter com pilation, in some p a rt drawing on the 
‘R em em brancer’, so tha t there is a little duplication. Tentative dates can be 
supplied by noting the location o f the writing w ithin the section of blank leaves. 
A small page pasted into the notebook is identical in size and kind to the blank 
leaves o f the ‘R em em brancer’; it refers to  C. F. Powys and comes either from the 
volume no ted  here or from some later sim ilar one w hich I have no t seen.

T he whole of the w riting in the notebook and the relevant entries on the diary 
pages of the ‘R em em brancer’ are reproduced below. P unctuation  and spelling 
have no t been altered.

S tep h en  Powys M arks

The notebook

[front] Private
Family dates &c. Recollections o f little children

1833 Jany 20th
L ittle P. beginning to learn to  read -  Looking at P ictures on Sunday, first of 
O ur Saviour receiving little children then o f a Lam b w ith these words from

* A m e lia  P ow ys ‘Emily’ (1 8 0 2 - 1 8 9 0 ), nee Moilliet, m. 1 8 2 8  Samuel Knight (d. 1 8 2 9 ), 
m. 1 8 3 8  Littleton Charles Powys (1 7 9 0 - 1 8 7 2 ), Rector of Stalbridge (1 8 3 7 - 6 7 ).
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Isaiah -  “H e was brough t as a Lam b to the slaughter” She seemed m uch 
touched & said “M am a If  the soldiers came to kill m e, I would let them  & I 
would no t ru n  away” - 1 believe the dear child m ean t th a t she wished to im itate 
the conduct o f Jesus to  be like H im .
Jany 29th
T he nurse w ent to  the Lecture -  Before her little prayer she said to  me “M am a 
Jesus calls good little children lam bs” -  “Yes do you wish to be one of His 
lambs & to love H im ” T he child looking up w ith a sweet expression said “Yes 
dear M am a”
O n C hristm as Day -  Several o f the poor people had d inner -  O f her own 
accord she came and asked leave to give them  each a shilling of her own m oney 
given her by her G randpapa - 1 asked if she preferred  this to buying herself 
playthings. She said so, & each poor wom an came in to  h er nursery  to receive 
her little gift w hich m ade the dear child very happy -

M ay 1841 .T he  dear child had a fever from w hich she m ercifully recovered

1837. Sunday Jany 8th C lifton
She was taken to hear M r H en sm an ’s Serm on to children and was m uch in ter
ested, spoke of it after she was in bed  to m e, repeating p a rt of it & then  asked if 
I had  observed a ray of sunshine w hich came in at the C hurch window shining 
over the C lergym an’s head  & seem ed to rest upon the C om m andm ents & 
L o rd ’s Prayer upon the wall of the C hurch , she said she thought G od had m ade 
the brigh t light shine on purpose on the clergym an’s head  & upon His C om 
m andm ents & H is Prayer, in order to po in t to them  to make us good -  She had 
endeavoured during p art of the service to call my atten tion  to  this light (with
out speaking) b u t I had n o t understood  her signs.
Jany 1834. Began to learn to  write could count to 100 w ithout a m istake when 
5 years old -
Little P. was observed to go u n d er the table before dinner. It was found out at 
last tha t the reason was in order to  say a little grace of her own she had  learn t 
out of one o f h er books.
She loved the Evening hym n & likes M . to repeat it 3 times over w hen she is in 
bed. O ne night M im m y left her to  find another hym n book on h er re tu rn  she 
said “M im m y I have been saying the L o rd ’s Prayer & I th ink I said it w ith my 
h eart for all the time is was so full o f love.”

1840 At Stalbridge Rectory
Feby 23d C hurch  on fire - seen first from  G allery w indow on Saturday 22d Feby 
Gallery & O rgan b u rn t. F ire p u t out by 2 o’clock in the m orning by great 
exertions of Revd John Patteson C urate , the R ector from  hom e -  
17th April. H ouse on fire G old S treet (M r M orris) on G ood Friday during the 
m orning Service, fire extended to 3 houses, thatched  roofs -  all the Pum ps
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drained -  Service stopped help needed.
M ay Ist. Fire opposite R ectory at Mr Davis C hem ist shop -  P u t ou t soon -  
June 29th. Fam ily left the R ectory to go to H am stead  in the H andsw orth Parish 
[near Birm ingham ]
July 27th L.A.P. born  at 10 o ’clock m orning -  B aptised at hom e by 
L. C. P. [father] Afterwards C hristened in H andsw orth  C hurch by Revd 
D. N . W alton Sept 10th?
W ent to Clevedon on way hom e 
17th S eptem ber arrived at Clevedon 
21, 22, 23, 24. L.A.P. very ill
26 D r P ritchard  for him , in great danger, very little hope of life.
Jane H askett nurse came, b etter
O ct 16th Left Clevedon for Stalbridge R ectory C hurch  bells ringing 
Novr 21st L.A. noticing & adm iring flowers 

27th F irst tooth appeared.
1841. L.A. pointing ou t le tter O in books at 10 m onths. D elights in looking at 
p ictures, always laughs at one of a M onkey -
July 27th 1841. Could call his father D ad C ould  stand up against a chair 
im itates the attitude of the infant Samuel when looking at the p icture or the 
sound o f anim als in looking at their p ictures always lovingly rem em bers his 
N urse Jane though he seldom  sees her -  H is b irth -day  kept by the first School 
treat a t S talbridge R ectory and a little Bazaar in the G arden for the C hurch 
M issionary Society, which gained about £12. -
H e knows his fathers step in  the passage & calls D ad & when told said 
Papa A ugust 3.
Aug1 Walks pushing a chair before him  & says up , up to be taken up. Likes to 
look at the m inute hand  of the watch moving -  & brings ou t his top  to make 
believe the top looks at it.
Walked alone at 16 m onths -  when he wants his S ister to blow soap bubbles for 
him , he goes to the place where the Pipe &c is kept & says to herT a Ta He 
calls her T itte r, ta ,T itte r  for thank you Sister -W h e n  he w ent ou t with Donkey, 
he w anted me to notice his long ears, by pulling his own. D ecr 1841.
M akes believe to read the letters outside the N ational School when passing it. 
W hen wishing to come in to  the room  he taps w ith  his b ru sh  saying “M am a 
ope”
Very affectionate to m e, holds his dear little arm s tight round  my neck then 
touches my face & says M am a M ama in a sweet tone o f voice, & shows great 
delight in seeing me again if absent o u t of the room  longer than  usual. At times 
he looks very thoughtful -  T his Evening Sunday D ecr 26 he was looking very 
thoughtfully at the M oon -  I wished he could speak to  tell m e his thoughts - 1 
said to  him  I w onder w hat you are thinking of W ho do you think p u t the 
M oon up  there. He answered “T itte r” for S ister, [several lines
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obliterated] looks up to his dear S ister & sees her blow soap bubbles and do 
things which appear very w onderful to  him .
L.A. A bout four years old seeing his little B ro ther who called him self Ba for 
Baby, looking at the M oon before going to bed  the child a little m ore than 
two years old said, “Tell Ba w hat m an did m ake M oon”? After being told of 
the C reation L.A . was asked to  repeat to his B ro ther the first Baby Hym n 
beginning

G od m ade the flowers , the M oon the trees 
and H e m ade me 
W hen I am  good H e always sees 
And he loves me &c &c 

L.A. changed it o f his own accord & putting  his arm s round  his little B ro ther & 
kissing him  H e said “And G od loves Ba.” instead o f saying “A nd H e loves m e.” 
His little B ro ther was crawling on the carpet one Evening & picked up som e
thing which was making him  cough & uneasy -  L.A. & I tried to  find out w hat it 
was as there were little bits o f cork left on the carpet & L.A picked up a b it - 1 
said I hoped  he had  no t swallowed th a t -  L.A. sat thinking a few m inutes very 
still -T h e n  b u rst into tears T h e  children were called to  supper b u t nothing 
could appease L.A .’s grief, the tears rolled dow n his cheeks, he in treated  his 
nurse to go for the D octor & ask him  to bring a S tom ach Pum p for fear the 
cork should h u r t  his B rother - 1 tried  to com fort him  by thinking it was only a 
crum b of b read  he m ight have swallowed b u t the poor little boy was in great 
distress for his B rother who was eating his supper quite unconscious why he 
cried, when a t last a thought seem ed to strike the dear Boy and he said stop
ping his crying “B ut G od can make Charley well, G od can take care of 
Charley” and the thought qu ieted  & com forted him  -  H is love for his Brother, 
his earnestness to have every thing possible done for him , and then  his tru s t in 
his Heavenly F ather, all gives the greatest H ope for the dear Boy’s future good 
-  L.A. nearly th ree years old begged to  have the window shutters opened when 
he was going to  say his Evening Prayer with his M other -  Why? because he 
thought G od w ould not hear him  so well -  H e said he wished I could show him  
G od, I w ant to  see G od” -  Being told that after death  those who are very good 
m ight see G od, H e answered “T h en  let us all die together & go to H eaven” -  
He had four pence a week allowed him  when older, & he p u t it by to help to 
rebuild the tow er of Abberley C hurch  which w anted repair “lest it should fall & 
h u rt his S iste r” he said -
L ittle C. his B rother was very fond o f building C hurches with his little wooden 
bricks in the nursery, and after taking great pains over one, when he found his 
B rother was re tu rn ing  from school & in his high spirits would knock it down, 
he pulled it dow n him self before he came th a t he  m ight no t be tem pted to be 
angry w ith his b ro ther -  He always loved hym ns & Bible stories and very early 
began to collect for the C hurch  M issionary Society he am used his nurse by
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wanting to  talk to a poor m an to persuade him  to go to  the night school to  learn 
to read w hat was good.
H e had  great delight in flowers & brought the first violets prim roses & wild 
flowers ou t o f the lanes in his walks -  H is little h ea rt seemed full of thankful
ness to  the G iver o f these sim ple blessings -  H e was allowed four pence a week 
and one day it was proposed th a t he should get som ething he would like to 
have, bu t he held his little piece of money tight in  his hand  & w hen I asked him  
he told m e he had determ ined  to give it to the C hurch  M issionary Collections. 
H e early  beg an-to collect for this Society with much interest [words crossed 
out] he was a m ost faithful trustw orthy child -  W hen his B rother was away he 
would no t m eddle w ith his playthings, as he could no t ask his leave -  H e was 
no t quick in learning, bu t liked to understand  w hat he had  to learn -  
W hen he was quite young he wished he m ight be a Clergym an if he lived, 
particularly  one day he expressed the wish after reading our Saviours words 
M atthew  IX .37.38.
This child has been & is, a great Blessing to his M other and to many many 
others. H e saved his m oney often to give to the poor old people who came now 
& then to  have a d inner at the Rectory.
L.A had  as a Baby a N o ah ’s ark given to  him , he liked to  com pare the animals 
with the p ictures in Bewick -  he broke one of the arm s of N oahs wife & always 
said “poor poor” when he saw it, he was asked who broke it, & touched his own 
cheek m eaning he d id  it for he touched his cheek w hen wishing to speak of 
him self before he could speak -  W hen he saw a p ictu re of a C hurch he m ade a 
pretty  little sound im itating the bells, to  show he knew w hat the picture was -  
L ittle C always loved good & heavenly thoughts, Bible stories, & hymns -  
W hen his M other was ill & unable to attend to him  one G ood Friday his nurse 
found him  alone in the nursery  praying a little hym n kneeling at a chair, some 
of the w ords were “D earest Jesus make me thine 

Bid T hey  Spirit on me shine 
Take my weak & sinful heart 
L et it n o t from T hee dep art.”

[blank page, followed by text in a different hand]

Copy
“ C harley at 3 years old, does n o t speak plain, is very very affectionate -  delights 
to give -  is eager & earnest in w hat he does -  he loves flowers & sheep & lam bs 
& w hat belongs to  the country; his favourite plays are, im agining him self a 
sheep & having two little lam bs to take care of -  Im agining him self a p lan t of 
m ignim ette [sic],* being p lan ted , watered etc. M aking & baking bread, cakes 
etc.
* The word ‘mignonette’ evidently appealed to C.F.P.: there is a small crayon sketch, with 
a note on the back in Amelia’s hand: ‘The Mignonette / Charley’s Ship / April 9 th 1 8 5 1’.
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H e is im aginative & full o f fun -  dearly loves his b ro th er & all his friends -  only 
knows 2 or 3 of his letters. H e can repeat very indistinctly  verses of hym ns -  & 
calls h im self still Ba, for Baby. H e says in his hym n instead o f ‘I will love G od 
who is so good, H e gives m e life & clothes etc “Ba will love G od who is so good, 
He gives Ba life & clothes & food.” H e delighted to give the poor wom en each a 
little packet o f cocoa on his birthday.
L ittle ton  A lbert thinks m ore o f the fu ture Charley enjoys the present m om ent.” 

[small sheet o f text in A P’s han d  pasted  in]

Charley at four years old canno t speak plain, knows his letters -  can repeat a 
few little hym ns -  when first waking often says one, & his nurse heard  him  say it 
in his sleep, he seems to wish to  be good -  he to ld  m e one day that he loved 
Jesus -  he likes to give away -  & to d istribu te his sugar plum s -  he is a happy 
little fellow & shows his pleasure w ith his hands & jum ps for joy

[at back of notebook] Dates, fam ily  remembrances

[page i] L .A .P  first sailed for India W hitsunday June 12th no t quite 
19 years old [i.e. 1859]
Psalm CX X I,
C.F.P. was eighth Senior O ptim e at C am bridge on [1866]

[bracketing indicates these lines from  page 3 to be read  next]
August 22d 1875
Received H oly C om m union w ith my dearest L.A.P. in S t John’s C hurch  

[page 2] Jany 28th 1879
H eard from  Colonel Lake tha t dear L.A.P. is gazetted Brevet M ajor -  
W rite to him  L.A.P. “Q uetta F ield Force” 
his le tter came in  4 weeks
Feby 22d letter from L.A.P. on his first arriving at C andahar -  
This day last year, sad parting  w ith dearest L.A.P.
He generally w rote hom e every week 
14th Jany 1879 -  59th R egim ent en tered  C andahar -  
On their way had  a days m arch o f 32 miles -  
The sad sad news came by Telegram
W hile in  charge o f Cholera C am p, doing all in his pow er in self denial & kind
ness for the Sufferers he was taken h im self to  his H om e above, A ugust 6th 1879 
D ear touching letters received from  him  for som e tim e afterwards

[page 3] T hough  taken from  our loving sight 
He lives in Heavenly G lory bright,
His warm  brave h eart enlarged & clear
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In  Jesu’s likeness to appear,
N o sin n o r sorrow to destroy 
T he calm  o f tha t m ost holy joy -

from ‘A Christian Remembrancer’ (1842)

[? January] Baby m uch pleased w ith his N o ah ’s Ark & likes to com pare the 
anim als w ith the p ictures in  Bewick -  He saw a p icture of a C hurch & m ade me 
understand  tha t he knew w hat it was by im itating the bells -  he does n o t like 
strangers & cries at them  b u t very affecte to his friends took him  in the D on
key C hair which he likes, & when at M rs Bridges he was carried by his nurse to 
see the C hurch  & had the pleasure of hearing the clock strike -  he likes to 
examine all over w hat is shown to him  -  he broke one of the arm s from  N o ah ’s 
wife & always says poor poor when he sees it -  & if I ask who broke it he 
touches his cheek -  he always touches his cheek when he wishes to speak of 
h im self as he has no t yet called him self by any nam e he says M am m a with a 
touching tone o f voice -  he calls his Papa “Pa -  & for sister he says “T itte r’, for 
Betsy “D attie” for M ary “T at” which is his nam e for sewing -  Miss Scott “Pop” 
the housem aid som ething like “Sweep” on account o f h er brushes -  Sometim es 
he looks very thoughtful & at others is extremely m erry -  H e delights in bells,
& im itates the sound o f the church bells on Sunday M rg.
[? early M arch] Baby’s g reat fancy now is for Baskets he takes his little 
Basket & m akes believe it is a K ettle wh he calls Cook & pretends to pour water 
saying Cook, cook, pour, pou r -  he has shells for tea cups & points ou t which 
cup is for Papa, M am m a,T itte r, Pop.
[? late April] for the first tim e this m orning his throatlike C roup, anxious 
M r Fookes said it proceeded from teething 
Baby had  a be tte r night
with m e, learns some new word alm ost every day -
[? beginning of May] Baby lies down on the floor & says “Pick up Babee” 
he likes to play at pu tting  a chessm an in a dessert basin  of w ater & calls him  
C apn Cook, sailing -
[? early May] Baby’s great in terest now is in pum ps, he takes the dining room  
sofa pillow & makes believe it is a pum p & am uses him self a long tim e with it 
by m aking believe to pum p & to pour the w ater -  there is a pum p being m ade in 
the garden.
[? mid-M ay] Baby som etim es calls him self “itty  boy bue” for little boy blue -
knew all his large letters at one year & 9 m onths
[? late July -  sketch of standing baby, reproduced opposite]
[? end of July] Baby boy has little boots p u t on when he walks ou t so he said 
to me “M am m a cant walk ou t, M am m a no boo ts” -
[? m id-Septem ber -  unfinished sketch of baby’s head , reproduced opposite]
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[? late Septem ber] Baby Boy d id  no t like m uch to ride the donkeys at first b u t 
going w ith his sister soon reconciled him  -  & he enjoys them  now -W h e n  the 
tide was com ing in  he called ou t very loud to the sea “pour, pour, p o u r” , a fat 
lady stopped to  look at him , so he ran  up  to her w ith a stick in his han d  & said 
“Pop” to m ake believe to shoot her w hich m ade her laugh -  he was riding in  my 
D onkey chair & we m et a Q uaker lady riding in  ano ther he called ou t to me 
“th a t funny G irl!” -  his sister has taught him  to say ‘m ercie’ for thank  you & 
“s’il vous p la it” W hen he sees a crab on the shore he says all the signs of the 
Zodiac to it “ the ram  the bull the heavenly twins &c &c because the crab is 
m entioned in those lines -
[? end of D ecem ber -  half-length sketch of small boy, reproduced  below]

The sketch of Littleton Albert Powys reproduced on the back of the Newsletter is also by 
Amelia Powys, and shows him aged perhaps four or five.
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Letters to the Editor 
from Jonathan Wood

I am prom pted  to write to you by the piece in the latest Newsletter by M ichael 
Skaife d ’Ingerthorpe about references to the Powys circle.

I have recently found one w hich may possibly be new to people, taken from  the 
pages of The Henry Williamson Society Journal N o .3, M ay 1981. A now leading 
m em ber of the W illiam son Society wrote an article ‘A F irst M eeting w ith  H enry 
W illiam son’, recounting the occasion which took place at Georgeham  O x’s Cross 
in N o rth  D evon in 1968. On page nine of the article there is a reference to John 
C ow per Powys, (reproduced below) and the esteem  th a t W illiamson held  him  in 
as a novelist. ‘He died abou t three weeks ago’, is clearly wrong by some five years 
(is it W illiam son’s m istake or that of John G regory’s m em ory?), bu t nevertheless 
it is a nice little com plim entary aside from another unusual, powerful and  under
rated  novelist.

T he passage reads as follows:
‘N o t even Francis T hom pson’s essay on Shelley?’ he persisted. He got up 
and looked through the bookcase over the bed. ‘N o , I haven’t got it here. 
H ow  abou t John Cowper Powys?’

N o again.
‘H e d ied  about three weeks ago, one of the m ost under-rated  and finest 

w riters in the country. H e was a genius, b u t the critics ignored him . T hey 
go for people like Iris M urdoch, all the m odern  stuff.’

Jonathan  Wood

from Jeremy Robinson
On a recen t trip  to one o f the meccas for all things to  do with the Powys family, 
D orset, I  visited L ongm an’s bookshop in D orchester. H ere one finds one of the 
greatest concentrations o f works in p rin t and on sale by the Powys family. To take 
one o f the Powyses, John C ow per Powys, I was struck  by the lack o f fiction 
available. T here is only Wolf Solent, in the Penguin Twentieth C entury  Classics 
edition, b u t no others. T rue, there is Porius, from  Colgate U niversity Press, bu t 
this is £43 .00 . And there is Maiden Castle, by the U niversity ofW ales Press, bu t 
this is £29 .95 . T here were some books of poetry, som e essays, b u t hardly any of 
the m ajor works. I f  one walks up H igh S treet West, to D orset C ounty Library, one 
finds shelves full of Powys’s fiction and m ajor works. I t’s a treasure trove of 
Powysiana -  but nearly every major work by J. C. Powys is out of print.

W hat John Cowper Powys really needs to m ake him  popular and widely read 
and widely discussed is to  have his novels published by a m ainstream  publisher, 
so they are readily -  and cheaply -  available in bookshops th roughout the world. 
I t ’s no good having J. C. Powys’s m ajor fiction published in expensive academ ic
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editions. A nother central John C ow per Powys book, the amazing Autobiography, 
has come ou t in a new edition (1994) from  Colgate U niversity Press. A handsom e 
reprin t o f the 1967 M acdonald  edition , the Colgate Autobiography is p riced 
ridiculously high for a paperback at £19.95.

If  one looks at T he Powys Society’s Powys Checklist (1991) one sees that after 
the M acdonald  editions of the 50s and 60s, Powys’s fiction has only been 
reprin ted  by T he Village Press in 1974-5. Since then , despite the welcome 
interventions o f Picador, there have been too few editions o f Powys’s fiction: the 
fiction rem ains ou t of p rin t. I t  is n o t enough to rely on finding Powys in second
hand and specialist shops. I do n o t advocate m arketing Powys in the same way as 
a b lockbuster or ‘airport fiction’ brand  nam e -  although Powys does contain 
some of the ‘epic sweep’, large cast and sense of m elodram a of this so rt o f fiction.

D ickens did no t becom e popu lar through expensive hardback editions o f his 
fiction. John C ow per Powys needs to be vastly com m ercialised. H e needs to  be 
widely read , and it is the fiction th a t is central to the reputations o f authors such 
as D ickens, Hardy, Joyce, W oolf, Lawrence. I t  is the m ajor fiction o f w riters that 
m ost critics discuss, that becom es the foundation o f critical and popular success. 
W hat the leading fans in the U .K ., Am erica and elsewhere need to do, if they do 
anything, is to get the m ajor fiction o f John C ow per and the o ther Powyses 
published by a big-nam e publisher. T here should be, at least, Wolf Solent, A  
Glastonbury Romance, Weymouth Sands, Maiden Castle, Owen Glendower, Porius, 
Wood and Stone, Ducdame, The Brazen Head  and others continuously in p rin t, 
continually on the bookshelves.

Jerem y R obinson

[W hilst agreeing w ith many o f Jeremy R obinson’s sentim ents, I do feel th a t it is a 
little unfair to refer to the efforts of P icador merely as an ‘in terven tion’. A lthough 
we all regret the fact that the P icador editions are now out-of-prin t, th e ir’s really 
was a ra ther heroic effort, reprin ting  alm ost all of the m ajor works and publishing 
After M y Fashion for the first tim e. W hilst we m ight wish for the Powyses to be 
taken on by a m ajor publisher, w ishing is no t enough. In  a recent letter, T im  
Bates, C om m issioning E ditor for the various Penguin Classics series po in ted  out 
that fewer than five hundred  copies o f Wolf Solent were sold every year. Against 
that background we need to come up w ith a clear strategy to a ttract the large 
publishers and their large audiences. Perhaps o ther m em bers may have concrete 
suggestions as to how this m ight be achieved. P.R.]
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New Publications in 1995

Volume v of The Powys Journal is well in hand  and on course to be ready for 
d istribu tion  at the AGM late in  A ugust and will be given or sent ou t to all paid-up 
m em bers o f the Society (see the note on subscriptions on page 56), as full of good 
things as ever. An index has been prepared for the five volum es, and will be given 
away w ith all copies o f the  latest volume.

We have one other publication ready for prin ting  which will also be available at 
the AGM. I t  is an index prepared  by our P resident, G len Cavaliero, to the Letters of 
John Cowper Powys to his Brother Llewelyn, published by the Village Press in 1975 
in two volum es covering the years 1902-1939.T he index will provide the vital key 
to this m ost im portan t collection of letters of J. C. P. Copies will cost £1 .50, and 
can be purchased post free from Stephen Powys M arks.

T he list of publications on the inside cover o f the Newsletter will be revised.

Book News

New catalogues o f books by and about the Powys family and their circle are now 
available from bo th  Joan Stevens, of ‘Rosslyn H ouse’, H igh S treet, Yoxford, 
Suffolk IP 17  3EP, and T he New Age Poetry Press at 6 Chapel C roft, E lton, 
D erbyshire (send s.a.e). ★  ★ ★
H enry Bristow of Ringwood have recently published their Catalogue 3x9 of 
m anuscrip ts, autograph letters and historical docum ents. T he catalogue con
tains a nu m b er o f letters and other autograph m aterials by John C ow per Powys 
and Phyllis Playter, including a postcard sent jointly by Powys and H enry  M iller 
(£120). C opies o f the catalogue can be obtained from H enry  Bristow, 2 L inden
G ardens, Ringwood, H ants B H 24 IH G.

★ ★★

Raym ond G arlick has published a fine essay, ‘M r Powys and M iss P layter’ in the 
A pril/M ay 1995  issue of Planet :TheWelsh Internationalist. Copies may be obtained 
from  P.O. Box 44, Aberystwyth, Dyfed SY23 5BS.

Frances G regg’s autobiographical book The Mystic Leeway, edited by Ben Jones, 
is very shortly  to be published by the C arleton U niversity Press. Copies may be 
ordered for $29.95 (casebound) and $19.95 (paperback) from C arleton U niver
sity Press, 160 Paterson H all, C arleton University, 1125 Colonel By Drive, 
O ttaw a, O ntario  k i6 5b6, Canada. T here will be a U nited  K ingdom  and 
E uropean d istribu to r and details of these, together w ith appropriate price 
details, will be published as soon as they are available. I t  is hoped to review the 
book in the next issue of the Newsletter.
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Treasurer’s Report for 1994

T he accounts for 1994, shown on the next two pages, have been approved by the 
Society’s A uditor. Once m ore, our paid-up  m em bership  has increased, though 
m odestly, to  289 (1993, 281), o f whom  alm ost half (141) paid  by standing order. 
Including the tax refund on covenants due for the year and the paym ent of 1993 
subscriptions, our subscrip tion incom e comes to the record  figure of £4,183 
( I 993s £3,299); this represents 63% of our m uch increased incom e of £6,648 
(£5,399), with net incom e from  sales o f our own publications am ounting to 
£1,188 (£1,293). We also had valuable incom e from  the sale o f E lizabeth M u n tz’ 
sketch o fT . F. P. and books donated  for the book sale, a small surplus on the 
C onference, and a small net contribu tion  from the sale o f those Grey Powys 
Books which were paid for in 1994 (a considerable am oun t has come in this y ear). 
D onations, including the value of copies of A  N et in Water given to us, am ounted 
to £1,311 (£2,012).

As usual, the largest p a rt o f our expenditure w ent on our regular publications, 
The Powys Journal and three num bers of the Newsletter, the net cost o f providing 
these to m em bers, including distribu tion , was £3,577 (£3,073), representing 
85.5% of the total subscription incom e (target 90% ). T he cost o f undistribu ted  
copies of the Journal and the cost of producing The Quiet M an o f Dorset, together 
£533, is no t shown under expenditure b u t added to  the value o f stock in the 
General F und , so that total expenditure on publications, excluding all d istribu
tion costs, is in  the region of £ 3 ,4 0 0 .T he largest o ther item  o f expenditure was 
the purchase and transport from  Am erica o f pictures by G. M . Powys w hich had 
belonged to Peter Powys Grey (£1,278); these have been added  to the Society’s 
collection housed in the D orse t C ounty M useum . B earing in m ind the lower 
proportion  of sales to stock than  in the previous year, I have w ritten  down the 
value o f Society’s stock dating from before 1994 to give it a m ore realistic 
p roportion  o f the Society’s w orth. T he effect o f this is th a t while we have a 
significant excess of income over expenditure as shown (£579; 1993, £432), the 
writing down tu rns this in to  a paper loss of £457, w hich is carried into the 
S tatem ent of Funds which shows our w orth at the year-end as £4,255 (£4,712).

N otw ithstanding the drop in our w orth from last year, which reflects a more 
realistic value of the stock, I am satisfied that we are in good financial health . I 
would like to thank  our A uditor, S tephen Allen, for his advice on the m atter of 
determ ining a value for our publications, and for his help to the Society in 
carrying out his audit. S tep h en  Pow ys M arks

A u d ito r ’s  R eport to  the M em b ers o f  th e  P ow ys Society  
I have audited the financial statements in accordance with approved Auditing Standards. 
In my opinion the financial statements give a true and fair view of the charity’s affairs at 
3 1st December 1 9 9 4  and of the surplus for the year then ended and comply with the 
Companies Acts 1 9 8 5 . J. S . A lle n , C h a rtered  A c c o u n ta n t, j t h  A p r il  1 9 9 s
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THE POWYS SOCIETY
INCOME AND EXPENDITURE ACCOUNT 

FOR THE YEAR ENDED 31 DECEMBER 1994

In co m e  1 £ £ 1993

subscriptions for 1994 (289) 2 3,991.39
tax refund due for 1994 3 135.50

for 1993 paid in 1994 (5) 56.00 4,182.89 3,299
donations 4 conference auction sale (donated books) 243.05

sale of donated T. F. Powys portrait 261.02
other 116.89 620.96 479

publication sales stock publications 1,531.85
(excluding less cost of publications sold 344-30 1,187.55
postage) commission on sales 217.27

Montacute gazebo leaflets etc. 52.91
net income 1.457.73 1,457.73 1,383

conference fees received 5,480.10
expenses 5.301.94
surplus (3.25%) 178.16 178.16 176

Grey Powys Books, sales in 1994 (excluding postage) 5 2,451.71
less purchase, transport from USA, etc. 6 2.376.34
net income m i 75.37 -

interest(gross) 133.39 162
£ 6,648.50 £  5,499

Expenditure 1 £ £ 1992

The Powys Journal IV (1994),7 cost of 317 members’
& complimentary copies 8 1,893.02

cost of distribution 28.3-61 2,176.63 1,894
The Powys Journal III (1993), cost of supplying 7 copies to late subscribers 24.10 42
newsletters (3 in 1994), including distribution 8 1,400.01 1,179
P owys Checklist, complimentary copies to new members 17.50 16
purchase of G. M. Powys pictures formerly belonging to Peter Powys Grey 9 1,278.40 -
Powys Collection at Dorset County Museum (shelving etc.) 274.43 -
stationery and photocopying (1993: bookmark) 228.78 103
recording equipment (1993: cassettes) 46.55 9
questionnaire expenses 71.60 -
general publication expenditure 29.28 -
Feather Collection, expenses of repatriation from Zimbabwe, less donation - 503
‘Writers in a Landscape’ exhibition at Dorset County Museum - 957
subscription to Alliance of Literary Societies - 10
officers’ expenses and committee travel $21.97 354

6,069.25 5,067
excess of income over expenditure 579.25 579.25 432

writing down of stock 10 -1.036.75 £ 6,648.50 £  5,499
excess of income less writing down -457.50

carried to  Statement o f  Funds
Auditor s report -  see previous page
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THE POWYS SOCIETY
STATEMENT OF FUNDS

I General fund  11 £ £ 1993

funds at January 1st 1994 4,712.42 4,280
excess of income over expenditure less writing down -457.50 432
funds at December 31st 1994 4,254.92 4,712

represented by:
stock of The Powys Journal, The Powys Review,

and books at cost at January 1st 1994 4,147.01 2,681
add  cost of purchases and publications, including

The Powys Journal IV surplus to distribution 12 532.83 2,336
less cost of publications sold 344.30

The Powys Journal III to late subscribers 14.00
complimentary C hecklist to new members 17.50
writing down of stock 10 1.036.75 -l.4I2.ff

value of stock at December 31 st 1994 13 L267.29 3,267.29 4,147
cash at bank at December 31st 1994 14 1,132.64 694
sums due to the Society, including tax refund due 185.50 16

4,585.43 4,857
less creditors 137.27

subscriptions received in advance 11994. 14: 1993. 101 193.24 -330.51 = m
£ 4.254.92 £ 4.712

II The Wilson Knight benefactors’fu n d  ’*•15 £ 1,993

funds at January 1st 1994 3,368.49 3,368
transfers to/from General fund - -

funds at December 31st 1994 £ 3,368.49 £ 3,368

represented by cash in deposit account £ 3.368.49 £ 3,368

NOTES
1 Cash turnover: total receipts, £20,039.71; total payments, £19,709.68, of which £532.83, relating to the cost of pur

chases and publications (see note 10), is carried forward in the General Fund. Other adjustments, relating to cost of 
publications sold etc., subscriptions paid in advance for 1994 and 1995, creditors, and sums owing to the Society, give 
excess of Income over Expenditure for the year of £443.75, all as shown in the accounts.

2 This figure comprises 279 (141 by standing order) paid in 1994 (£3861.43) and 10 paid in advance in 1993 (£129.96).
3 Tax on covenanted subscriptions paid in 1994 will be reclaimed in 1995.
4 Total donations: £620.96 (as listed) unallocated + cost of part stock of A Net in Water, £690 = £1,310.96 (1993, £2,012).
5 This income represents about two-thirds of the value of invoices sent out, the remainder to be paid in 1995.
6 This includes purchase of books, £2,000, and printing of catalogue issued with Newsletter 23, £157.77.
7 Gross cost £2,343.02, less advertisement fee £50 = net cost £2,293.02, less cost of copies taken into stock at run-on cost 

£400 = £1,893.02.
8 Total net cost of producing and supplying The Powys Journal IV (£2,176.63) & 3 newletters (£1,400.01): £3,576.64 

= 89.6% of 1994 subscriptions or 85.5% of 1994 subscriptions with arrears for 1993 and tax refund for 1994.
9 Purchase, £1,000; transport from USA and insurance, £278.40.
10 This is arrived at by writing down the value of stock at January 1st 1994 by 25%; new stock in 1994 is not affected.
11 General fund £4,119.42 + Benefactors’ fund £3,368.49 = Society’s net worth at December 31st 1994 £7,487.91.
12 Undistributed copies of The Powys Journal IV, £400; The Quiet Man o f Dorset, £132.83; = £532.83.
13 No value is attached to stock which has not involved cost to the Society.
14 Current account £191.85 + deposit account £4,309.28 = £4,501.13, less Benefactors’ fund £3,368.49 =£1,132.64.
15 Interest has been retained in the General fund.
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