
Editorial

T his is the twenty-fifth issue o f the Newsletter tha t I have edited since M arch 1989 
and, sadly, it will be my last. I t is tim e now for new ideas and fresh perspectives, 
and who b e tte r to  provide these than  John B atten , who has already dem onstrated  
his devotion to bo th  the Powys family and the Society over m any years? John will 
be standing down from  his position as H onorary  Secretary at this year’s A nnual 
G eneral M eeting and I was delighted when the Society’s C om m ittee took the 
opportun ity  to invite him  to edit the Newsletter- and m ore delighted still when he 
accepted.

It is only when I look back at my first Newsletter, a pale w raith of a thing 
com pared to  the sturdy creature it has becom e, that I realise quite how far the 
Society and its publications have developed since the 1980s. T hose seventeen 
typew ritten pages, containing probably a quarte r o f the cu rren t conten t, re
corded our efforts to achieve charitable status, the first Society Walk at East 
C haldon and N aom i M itch ison’s L ondon lecture on her friendship w ith the 
Powys bro thers. T here  were also details o f tha t year’s conference, which was held 
at Sussex U niversity and had the title The Powyses in the 90s. Indeed , it was at that 
conference tha t I proposed the establishm ent of a Powys collection and research 
centre, a developm ent which has come im m easurably closer over the past year or 
two and which will take another huge step forward w ith the opening o f the 
L iterary  G allery at the D orse t C ounty  M useum  on July 17th this year.

I t does, indeed , seem the right tim e to  hand  over the final floppy disk.
I am  p roud  to  have been p art o f the growth and developm ent of the Newsletter, 

b u t it could n o t have becom e w hat it is today w ithout the encouragem ent and
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support o f those who have so generously given up their tim e to  w rite the articles. 
M ost especially, I m ust thank  S tephen Powys M arks, who is entirely responsible 
for the technical developm ents and has also saved m e on m any occasions from  
blunders w hich ought to m ake an English teacher blush! B ut S tephen has also 
been an active con tribu to r, as his work in the cu rren t issue dem onstrates. I have 
particularly  enjoyed reading S tephen’s account o f the Victoria family m agazine 
and look forward to  his fu tu re explorations of the relationship  betw een Alfred de 
Kantzow and the Powys family.

T here  are m any others I should thank, bu t special m ention  m ust also be m ade 
of Griffin Beale and Robin P atterson , who have m ade so m uch fascinating archive 
m aterial available to the Society and have enriched  the N ew sletter im measurably.

Finally, a word of thanks to  all those who have taken the trouble over the years 
to write to m e abou t the Newsletter. T h eir encouragem ent has been sustaining.

Now I can hardly  wait for the N ovem ber issue!
P au l R ob erts

Leslie Harrison, Eve Batten, John Batten, John Cornelius, Phyllis Warr, RegWarr 
Where are they, and what are they doing? See page 6
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Kingston Maurward College of Agriculture, Dorchester 
August 23rd-26th

We regret that there have had to be changes in the outline programme published in the 
April Newsletter. It is still not too late to book for all or any part o f the programme, so 
long as you do not require accommodation at the College.

Conference Programme
Saturday, 23 A ugust

12.30 Officers’ M eeting
2.00 C om m ittee M eeting
4.00 onwards Arrival of partic ipants
5.45 D inner
7.30 R oger P eers The Flavour o f Dorchester 1934-1935

R ecep tion  and launch of The Dorset Year (A coach will be available 
to and  from  the D orse t C ounty M useum  for this event.)

Sunday, 24 A ugust
9.15 Jerem y H ooker Writers in a Landscape

11.00 C harles Lock On T. F. Powys’s Fables
12.30 Lunch

2.00 H arald  Faw kner, P ia  P osti and P eter  S am u elsson
-4 .3 0  Phenomenological Commentary on the Fiction o f John Cowper Powys 

(A tea interval will be provided during  this session.)
6.30 D inner
8.00 O liver and C h ris W ilk inson , Kate and  P. J. K avanagh

The Powys Clowns: A  Reading 
M onday, 25 A u gu st

9.15 M orine K rissd ottir  The Diary o f a M an Who Walks
11.00 Jacq u eline and M ax P eltier,T on y  H a lle tt and  C hris G ostick

Powys on the Internet
12.30 Lunch

Free afternoon Judith  S tin ton  will be available to guide m em bers 
around the Powys bay o f the new L iterary  Gallery

4.00 T he A nnual G en eral M eetin g  o f  T he Pow ys S o c ie ty  (p.t.o.)
5.45 D inner
7.00 Coach departs for E ast C haldon  W alk-A bout

C hurch , Sailor’s R etu rn , Llewelyn’s Stone (if you wish), 
a belated  b irthday  toast to Llewelyn and some readings 

Tuesday, 26 A ugust
Breakfast and departu re

The Powys Society Conference 1997

3



to be held at Kingston Maurward College of Agriculture, Dorchester 
on Monday August 25th 1997 at 4 pm

AGENDA
1 M inutes of the last A .G .M . (1996)
2 M atters arising from  the m inutes
3 S ecretary’s report
4 T reasu re r’s report
5 C h airm an ’s rem arks
6 A ppoin tm ent of Officers (no other nom inations received)

Chairman Paul R oberts
Vice-Chairman Griffin Beale 
Secretary C hris G ostick
Treasurer S tephen Powys M arks

7 A ppoin tm ent of C om m ittee M em bers (no other nom inations received)
Bev Craven 
John B atten 
C hristopher W ilkinson 
Jud ith  S tin ton 
T im othy  H ym an 
John Powys 
JohnW illiam s

8 A ppoin tm ent of A uditor
S tephen Allen

9 T h e  setting  up o f a T ru st for T h e  Powys C ollection
10 T h e  tim e and place o f the next Conference
11 Any o ther business

The Annual General Meeting of The Powys Society

T h ere w ill be th e  u su a l B O O K  SA LE at th e C on feren ce. 
P L E A SE  b rin g  as m an y  books as you can  to  g ive us, 
preferab ly  w ith  Pow ys co n n ectio n s or a sso c ia tio n s.

Subscriptions
M ost m em bers have now paid their subscrip tions, as a result first, of the good 
num ber who, very helpfully, pay by standing order, and secondly as a result of the 
response to  rem inders which went ou t with the last Newsletter. T hank  you !

Just a rem inder: the annual subscrip tion, covering the calendar year, is £13.50 
for U K  m em bers and £16 for those overseas, with a studen t rate of £6.
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Chairman’s Report 
for the CalendarYear 1996

In  February  1996 I told the C om m ittee th a t is was my in ten tion  to stand down as 
C hairm an after the 1997 A .G .M . T h is is therefore my last report as required  
w ithin the term s of the Society’s charitable status. T h e  Officers and C om m ittee 
are constantly  seeking new ways of serving our m em bers and the cultural and 
educational aims o f T h e  Powys Society. 1996 saw several new initiatives u nder
taken, some of which did  no t come to fruition un til the following year.

T he Executive C om m ittee m et four tim es, and the Publications C om m ittee 
twice, sitting for one of these m eetings with the Executive C om m ittee. D uring 
the year Louise de B ruin, Peter Foss and F rank K ibblew hite stood down from  the 
C om m ittee, to which they had given distinguished service, Peter and Louise 
editing The Powys Journal w ith distinction, and F rank  making a m ajor con tribu
tion to the Society’s exhibitions. T hey  were replaced by Chris G ostick, Judith  
S tin ton and John Powys.

D uring the year John W illiams was appointed E d ito r of The Powys Journal and 
Charles Lock C ontribu ting  Editor. Newsletters, edited  by Paul R oberts, were 
published in April, July and N ovem ber, and The Powys Journal vol.vi in August. 
A revised edition o f the Powys Checklist and Readers’ Guide was published by the 
Society, as was The Ideal Ringmaster, an essay by Paul R oberts on A rnold Shaw. 
T h e  C om m ittee also agreed, in principle, to publish  John C ow per Powys’s 1934- 
35 Diary, edited and  anno tated  by M orine K rissdo ttir and Roger Peers, u nder the 
im prin t o fT he Powys P ress.T his is a m ajor publishing event in which the editors, 
supported  by Bev Craven, Sarah L inden and S tephen Powys M arks, are breaking 
new ground for the Society.

At the end of 1995 an overwhelming m ajority o f those m em bers who voted by 
postal ballo t, opted to adopt a new constitu tion  w hich would offer all m em bers a 
voice in the election of Officers and C om m ittee. T h e  fram ing and im plem enta
tion of the new provisions has involved a great deal o f work by the C om m ittee, 
and I am particularly  grateful to S tephen Powys M arks for his contribu tion . We 
have also endeavoured to enable m em bers of the Society to organise their own 
form al and inform al groups at a regional or local level. C hris G ostick has been 
willing to coordinate these activities, b u t it has been difficult to find local 
organisers. We have, however, published a list o f m em bers, by regions, which we 
hope will lead to m ore inform al contacts across the Society. T h e  C om m ittee has 
for som e tim e been aware of the po tential of the In te rn e t as a global m eans of 
publicising the achievem ents o f the Powys family and the activities of the Society. 
By Novem ber there were at least five In tern e t pages carrying Powys inform ation, 
several of which were con tribu ted  by individual m em bers of our Society. T he 
C om m ittee, wishing to add fu rther weight to this good work, agreed tha t Chris 
Gostick would set up  an ‘official’ Powys Society web-site. It is hoped  tha t these
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developm ents will increase bo th  the scope of the Society and the partic ipation  of 
its m em bership.

T h e  Powys C ollection has continued to occupy a great deal of my time. I have 
liaised with Jud ith  S tin ton in ensuring that m aterial has been available from  the 
C ollection to m ake the Powys bay of the new L iterary  G allery at the D orset 
C ounty  M useum  interesting and attractive to bo th  the cognoscenti and the casual 
visitor. D uring  the year an appeal to m em bers, supplem ented by a sum  from 
Society funds, enabled us to m ake a donation o f £1 ,000  towards the cost of the 
Gallery. M ore recently m uch tim e has been spent on applications for grants 
tow ard the cost of conserving the m ore fragile m anuscrip t m aterial in the 
C ollection. We have yet to see w hether these are successful. T h e  Society is 
grateful to  the D orset C ounty  M useum  for m aking expertise and resources 
available to fu rther the care o f the Collection.

Finally, I w ould like to thank  the Officers and C om m ittee and a great many 
other m em bers who have encouraged and supported  the work o f the Society 
during  w hat I have found to be a challenging, bu t I hope constructive, ten-year 
period.

M orine K rissdottir

Members Visit the Amoco Rig

Early in M ay the Am oco Project D irector invited m e to organise a small party  of 
Society m em bers to visit the West C haldon site. O n the day o f the G eneral 
E lection half-a-dozen of us dined together at T h e  Sailor’s R eturn  and were taken 
from  there by m ini-bus to  D ow n Barn. At the security check-point we were 
carefully counted  and our nam es noted. Having disem barked w ithin the com 
pound  we were ushered to a small cabin where we were briefed by Neil Carson, 
the P roject D irector, b u t before tha t began there was a questionnaire for each of 
us to  com plete. I found this a little disconcerting, because Name, Address, N ext of 
K in, were followed by: Destination? Being too tim id to tem pt Providence with 
false optim ism  I w rote ‘U n certa in ’.

Having had  the background of the exploration explained we were invited to 
ask questions, all of w hich, one has to say, were answered with great tac t and 
apparen t frankness. Readers may be in terested  in a b rie f account o f some of this 
dialogue.

Q. W hy have you sited your rig on the top of a hill?
A. T his was no t the cheapest option, bu t it was the one recom m ended by the 

environm ental groups consulted. A site in a valley will always be visible from 
surrounding  hills, bu t if oil is found, once the rig is d ism antled  the com pound will 
be com pletely h idden  behind  its high earth  em bankm ent.
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Q. Is there no t an underw ater natu re  reserve off this stretch  of coast?
A. Yes, and this was the reason for no t drilling from  a p latform  off shore. T he 

drill is at this m om ent about h a lf a mile below the surface and a mile out to sea. 
T he technology involved m akes it im possible for any oil to be spilled at sea.

Q. If  you find oil, where will it be processed?
A. We do no t know, bu t there is absolutely no question of it being processed 

anywhere w ithin m any miles o f this locality. Existing planning regulations would
no t allow it.T h is  is no t an urgent issue. 
If  com m ercially viable quantities of oil 
are discovered the well can be plugged 
and left until provision for transporta
tion and processing has been made.

Q. Is it a fact tha t if circum stances 
justify it, several wells could be sunk 
from within your com pound and that 
each would involve the use of a derrick? 
If  that is the case, m ight the rig no t be 
offending the landscape for years to 
come?

A. We may drill up to seven wells 
and each drilling operation would be 
sim ilar to the present one.

O ur discussion over, we were asked 
to dress up in hard  hats, safety glasses 
and non-slip boots before beginning 
the tour. Having clim bed a steep ladder 
onto the platform  we w atched a gang of 
G erm an engineers coupling lengths of 
pipe into the line at the end of which a 
d iam ond-toothed  b it was grinding its 

way towards the oil-bearing rock. We were told how it is possible to guide its 
course and visited the cabin where core sam ples are analysed.

It was an interesting visit. I only hope Amoco will take as m uch care of the 
environm ent as it does of its visitors, o f which there have already been m ore than 
five hundred .

Early in June I went back to West C haldon and walked past the drilling site in 
the direction of R ingstead. T here  was the crane, still feeding great lengths of pipe 
into the maw of the m onolith and I w ondered at w hat po in t the pipeline actually 
passed beneath  my feet. W hen I reached East C haldon the news was that the 
latest Am oco bulletin  said tha t som e difficulties had been encountered and 
drilling would no t be com pleted until the end of June.
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The Confessions of a Sceptic

[The following review o f C onfessions ofTwo B rothers was published in T h e  O ccult 
Review in M ay 1916 (pp. 278-84) and is the work o f its editor, Ralph Shirley, who was, 
of course, cousin to John Cowper and Llewelyn Powys. Contemporary reviews o f the 
book have proved extremely elusive and, having appeared in an English magazine, this 
piece must surely be unique. The fam ily connection gives an added interest and will more 
than justify its publication in the N ew sletter. Those not familiar with Confessions of 
Two B rothers will, perhaps, be surprised at some o f the philosophical opinions quoted 
in the review, since they appear to fla tly contradict all that we have come to understand 
by the term Powysian. Perhaps that only indicates the need for more extensive study of 
this dark and fascinating book, the original manuscript o f which forms part o f The 
Powys Society Collection at the Dorset County Museum. I t  is also interesting to wonder 
whether the title o f Ralph Shirley’s review might have influenced John Cowper Powys in 
choosing T h e  Religion o f a Sceptic as the title of a later book.]

T here  are, perhaps, n o t m ore th an  seven or eight books of confessions that are 
w orth reading. T h e  reason o f this I take to be that, whereas a person who writes 
his confessions should presum ably be an egoist, in the large m ajority o f cases the 
egoist is an intolerable bore. In  fact, so boring is the average egoist, th a t one is 
driven ra ther to wonder how it is tha t confessions (or books of self-revelation) 
are no t inevitably and invariably tedious. But this is certainly n o t the case in 
the p resen t, n o r in a num ber o f o ther notew orthy instances. Some may find 
St. A ugustine’s tedious, b u t they will hardly find R ousseau’s otherw ise than 
absorbing. T h en  again, there are the confessions o f Pepys. H alf the charm  of 
these doubtless lies in the fact th a t Pepys was a m an o f transparen t candour, and 
that he w rote w ithout any view to publication. H ad he w ritten  deliberately for the 
public, Pepys’ D iary could never have been o f half the in terest that it actually is. 
O f the o ther books o f in tim ate self-revelation which have found perm anen t place 
in the w orld’s literature, it is sufficient to m ention G oethe’s Wahrheit und 
Dichtung, the. Journal Intime o f Amiel, and the Journal of M arie Bashkirtseff. Last, 
b u t no t least, there is the case of S trindberg  and his Confession o f a Fool, and other 
autobiographical works. T here  are, of course, m any beside these, such as the 
autobiography of M m e de G uyon, which appeal to a lim ited circle and from  a 
certain  standpoin t; b u t I am now alluding to those which have com m anded a 
w orld-w ide audience. I t is tru e  tha t m any w riters have m ade confessions in 
an ind irect so rt of way. T hey  have half revealed and half concealed themselves 
u nder the guise of fiction, b u t the definite attem pt to lay bare a m an ’s funda
m ental characteristics is quite another m atter. T he book before me is entitled 
The Confessions ofTwo Brothers, b u t it is n o t really this at all; it is the confessions 
of John C ow per Powys, and a b rie f d iary by his b ro th er which hardly seems as 
if it should  have found a place w ithin the same binding. T he title of the
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book, in fact, rem inds one ra ther of the old joke abou t Liddell and S co tt’s 
Lexicon -

Two m en w rote a dictionary, Liddell and Scott.
S cott w rote a dictionary, L iddell did not.

T h e  confessions of John C ow per Powys are in the nature o f a subtle intellectual 
self-dissection. T he fascination of them  lies in the fact tha t they are, as far as it is 
possible for the au thor to m ake them  so, the candid self-revelation of a singularly 
brillian t though wayward in tellect -  an intellect tha t is in essential revolt against 
the world as at present constitu ted , and of a judgm ent dom inated to an 
extraordinary  extent by tem peram ent ra ther than  by reason. Sceptic though he 
is, M r Powys differs in toto from  the ordinary sceptic, through the very fact th a t in 
his final decision in m atters o f  opinion he never allows h im self to  be guided by his 
reason. In  all the vital issues o f life, where any definite conclusion in reached, 
we feel th a t the deciding factor in his opinion, if opinion we can call it, is 
tem peram ent, and tem peram ent alone. We feel instinctively tha t if a tru th  were 
disagreeable to him  he w ould reject it unhesitatingly, in spite of the evidence in 
its favour. H e dem ands for his beliefs an elem ent o f the p icturesque, and the 
dram atic, and where this is lacking he will repudiate  all proofs, however 
scientific, and all revelations, however divine. And yet his receptivity and open- 
m indedness incline him  to toy w ith the beliefs tha t his tem peram ent will 
ultim ately com pel him  to reject. W hat appeals to  him  in life is its m ysterious 
background -  the fact th a t it is an insoluble riddle -  a riddle which he resents all 
efforts alike o f religion or o f science to a ttem pt to solve. H e congratulates h im self 
that religion and science are in  this alike foredoom ed to failure.

At the bo ttom  of my m ind  [he says] I discern a destructive and inevitable 
assum ption that no theory  of the universe which anybody has ever had or 
will conceivably ever have, can possibly be true. As for the popular 
H egelian idea of progressive evolutionary tru th , I despise and deride it.
T h e  ultim ate secret is as far off now as it was in the  tim e o f H erakleitos, 
and I have a suspicion th a t all who do no t confess th is are either knaves or 
fools.

H e sees the grim  figure o f Destiny, unalterable and im placable, beh ind  all the 
phenom ena o f existence. ‘I do no t [he says] think th a t I can possibly exaggerate 
the constan t presence w ith m e of a steady, invincible, m echanic force, pushing 
me forward from po in t to  po in t, from  stage to stage, and  giving me no loophole of 
escape.’

H e feels th a t he is h im self just p a r t of the eternal m echanism , and his ‘arrogant 
heart no m ore than  a small clockwork fragm ent o f the great tim epiece of 
everlasting necessity.’ ‘T h is huge mill-wheel of irreversible, inevitable order,’ 
as he again describes it, appears to him  neither ben ignan t nor m align. H ere, as 
usual, our au tho r’s tem peram ent dom inates his reason. H e, in fact, adm its it 
himself. ‘“Why not benignant?” my reader may exclaim. Well, there we touch
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again tha t inveterate prejudice I feel against a world ru led  by Providence. I f  I 
could get to the bo ttom  of this prejudice I should indeed get to the bo ttom  of 
myself.’ A nd he adds, in a so rt of a ttem pt at self-justification, ‘there is tha t in me 
-  and it is no m ere superficial perversity -  which dem ands an elem ent of cold, 
unconscious, sublim e fatality in the texture o f things.’ H ere, as elsewhere, we get 
the appeal of the dram atic sense vitiating judgm ents which should obviously be 
founded on som e m ore evidential basis. M r Powys does no t say so in so many 
words, b u t he practically adm its that, as he views it, a rt, the suprem est art, 
dem ands this gaunt, grim  figure of Destiny in the background .T his a rt is p a rt and 
parcel o f his tem peram ent, and dem ands satisfaction, even if, in obtaining it, he 
m ust do violence to his reason .T hus, when he wishes to prove to us that death is, 
in all hum an  probability, the end of all things, he does no t, as m ost people would 
do, a ttem pt to dem olish the evidence of an after life, he does n o t attack the 
accum ulated facts of the Psychical Research Society or hold up to  ridicule the 
conclusions arrived at in F rederick  M yers’ great work on H um an Personality. All 
such evidence is contem ptuously  brushed  aside. H e appeals instead to his own 
literary sense, and his appreciation of w hat is poetically fitting. ‘T h e  dignity of 
death [he says], is absolutely spoiled for me by easy, arrogant hopes o f joyful 
resurrections. Even the great B uddhistic theory  of successive incarnations seems 
to me less poetical than  the finality touched  with the rem ote, just articulated  
chance o f som ething else, o f the tragic Pagan, Ave atqueValeV It is characteristic 
of Powys, though his a ttitude towards the o ther life is entirely sceptical, tha t he 
will never quite shu t the door. T h a t rem ote possibility o f ‘som ething else’, what 
vague, indefinite vistas it suggests to  the im agination! A nd yet there lurks behind 
the p icture the old grim  figure of Destiny, unm istakably h inting th a t whatever 
fond hopes we may cherish on the subject, are, after all, nothing b u t illusion.

O ur au tho r adm its tha t he him self once doubted  this eternal reign of order in 
the universe; b u t he has been forced to recognize the absurdity  o f the alternative 
of cosm ic anarchy. All N atu re, indeed, cries out against it.

P luralism  is a pleasant theory  to  play w ith, and perhaps has its place, bu t 
I m ust confess that the indissoluble unity of the world o f which we form  a 
p art is b o rne  in upon me as an axiom atic necessity o f my consciousness.
T he universe may have all m anner of layers and levels of divergent life; its 
fluctuating waves of being may ebb and flow through incredibly varied 
spheres; bu t one cannot form ulate in thought any gaps or blank spaces 
there, n o t connected by some sort o f delicate ethereal m edium . T he 
universe m ust rem ain a universe while our m ind rem ains our m ind. To 
call it a ‘m ultiverse’ is to use language which m akes language im possible.

In  the sam e m anner he confesses to a belief in the rationality  of the cosmic 
scheme. ‘T here  m ust [he says] be processes, sequences, harm onics, and laws in 
nature b ind ing  all things together. O therw ise no kind of science would be 
possible.’ But, we ask in some bew ilderm ent, if this is the case, how can it be that
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there is no such thing as purpose in the universe? I t seems, in fact, alm ost like a 
contradiction in term s to talk o f processes, sequences, and laws, in an  aimless and 
purposeless scheme. Are we to take it tha t these laws are accidents inheren t in 
m atter and lead no whither? A pparently we m ust assum e this if we agree with 
M r Powys; b u t if they are accidents, how can they be laws? T h e  fact is, as it 
seems to m e, our au thor has advanced half way from  his original s tandpo in t as 
an intellectual A narchist. H e has got as far as to adm it the absurdity  of denying 
the reign o f law and order th roughout the cosm os, b u t he has n o t gone far 
enough to realise all that his altered standpo in t involves. It is open to him , if he 
likes, from  his m aterialistic position, to deny the beneficent purpose of the 
universe; b u t he cannot deny purpose o f som e sort w ithout contradicting his 
own premises.

I have called M r Powys’ standpoin t m aterialistic, b u t even here he shows a 
desire to qualify his confession of faith. H is ben t is, he says, tow ards w hat is 
roughly called M aterialism . ‘I say [he adds] “roughly” because I am  not ignorant 
of the m etaphysical and psychological dilem m as im plicit in any rigidly m onothe
istic system .’ H e will, indeed, g rant us, if we like, th a t the m aterialistic hypothesis 
which he adopts tentatively and with qualifications, may be a delusion as 
com plete as his own previous faith in the gospel o f anarchy; ‘b u t [he observe 
this does no t in the least im ply tha t we shall have a life after death , or th a t there is 
a G od, w hether personal or im m anent, in the least concerned w ith us.’ ‘T here  are 
[he adds, this tim e with quite b la tan t cynicism ], very likely gods and  dem i-gods 
innum erable, in life’s teem ing planes of existence; b u t their own pleasures and 
their own annoyances are quite sufficient to fill up their tim e.’ A nd this, in fact, we 
shall find, if we are sufficiently in terested  in M r Powys’ self-revelations, to pursue 
the study of his self-analysis, is precisely the case with M r Powys him self. O ur 
au thor has, in fact, followed a tim e-honoured  exam ple .T he witty cynic observed 
that m an had m ade his G od after his own likeness. But M r Powys has been the 
first to po in t ou t to us tha t w hat has been done h itherto  in a single instance, can 
equally well be effected in the gross, and instead o f being con ten t to m ake one god 
after his own image, he has created for us gods and dem i-gods innum erable, and 
every one of them  w ithout exception a replica of John C ow per Powys.

O ur au thor, then , to sum  up, as already stated , is dom inated by his tem pera
m ent, and his tem peram ent im pels him  irresistibly, according to his own 
adm issions, towards fatalism  on the one hand , and scepticism  on the other. By 
scepticism , I m ean a tendency to disbelieve in all the spiritual side o f life, and, as 
a consequence, in any other existence beyond the present. In his subtle self- 
analysis he m akes a great po in t o f the fact tha t the spiritual side does no t en ter at 
all into the com position o f his individuality. ‘I do no t feel [he says] as though I had 
perm itted  such instincts to perish in m e th rough lack o f cultivation. I do n o t feel 
as though they had atrophied from  disuse. I feel as though they had never been 
there. I certainly cannot rem em ber them , though I can rem em ber very vividly
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certain  disgustingly hypocritical attem pts I m ade at various times to p re tend  to 
m yself tha t they were there .’

O n the o ther side we have, as already stated , our au th o r’s frank avowal of his 
belief in w hat appears to me the very baldest and falsest form  of fatalism.

We m ay use what, in our necessary illusion, we call our “ free will” to  the 
u tm ost extent. We may struggle, we have a right to struggle passionately, 
to  change our nature; b u t our nature will never really be moved one h a ir’s 
b read th  from  what has been determ ined for it, and every one of our 
vaunted new thoughts and new em otions has really been inevitable from  
the beginning. If  we struggle desperately to “im prove” or change, tha t 
very “will to struggle” was w hat the universal destiny im plied in us; and if 
we do not struggle, th a t atrophy and inertia also was what the universe 
in tended.

It is scarcely necessary to po in t ou t what this attitude o f m ind m ust eventually 
lead to on the p art of its votaries. We have only to consider the case of the nations 
which have adopted  it as their creed. We have only to look at the present condition 
of the crum bling T urkish Em pire to realize the u ltim ate issues im plicit in that 
single w ord of doom  “K ism et!” It m eans, in short, retrogression and dissipation 
of energy. For the individual, in its u ltim ate im plications, it is the “back to  the 
b ru te ” philosophy of life. F o r the world, if  universally adopted, it would involve 
the re tu rn  to chaos and anarchy. H olding these views (or would it no t be m ore 
correct to say, experiencing these emotions?) it is no t unnatu ra l that our au thor 
should realize their narrow ing outlook on the aims and objects o f life. ‘W hy make 
a fuss [he asks] when all at the last is equal?’ In  a so rt o f half-hearted  way he 
professes h im self a H edonist. ‘I suppose [he says] that ultim ately I pursue 
pleasure, and pleasure alone, as the chief end of my cults and activities.’ 
‘According to  my philosophy [he adds] it were wisdom  to balance one sensation 
against another, and to connect them  all reasonably and intelligently, like 
precious beads upon  the silver cord of my self-consciousness. M y doctrine is th a t 
I should let nothing pass, and abstract the lovely quintessence and delicate 
pungen t flavour from every single one of my com m on hours.’ H e adm its, 
however, tha t he is not successful in achieving this.

M r Powys, indeed -  and it is characteristic of his entire a ttitude -  regards every 
other hum an being as equally a pleasure-seeker with himself. ‘I suspect them  all 
[he says] o f living ultim ately for nothing bu t p leasure, even as I do. T hey m ay talk 
of duty, and self-culture, and the service of hum anity, and the Will of God. I seem 
to wave aside all of that, and perceive under every m ask the old eternal pressure 
of the life-lust.’

B ut if M r Powys is a pleasure-seeker, he is certainly no t so in the m ost usual 
acceptation of the term . H e states, in fact, th a t he is the very opposite o f a 
sybarite. ‘I am naturally [he says] an ingrained ascetic, w ith lapses into luxurious
ness. W hat is called “com fort” has very little claim upon  me. M any of my m ost
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exquisite sensations dem and discom fort as their appropriate accom panim ent.’A 
m an, in reality, finds his greatest happiness (not pleasure) in pursuing those aims 
and objects in which his greatest in terest lies. In  short, ‘where the treasure is, 
there will the heart be also.’T his happiness may be spiritual, it may be em otional, 
it may be m aterial. T he m iser’s happiness is to accum ulate money: the spend
th rift’s to  spend it; and, in despite of our au th o r’s scepticism , the greatest 
happiness o f a certain  few is found in the service o f hum anity. M r Powys, even in 
the pursu it of the aims of his life, is no t oblivious of the fact that, according to  his 
own philosophy, nothing really is of anything bu t tem porary  consequence, and 
therefore he is prone frequently  to take the line of least resistance, even if  this 
involves the sacrifice of the objects which he pursues. T here  is no thing o f the 
zealot about him . In  the pu rsu it of sensations he is the d ilettante. H e advocates an 
epicurianism  which he does no t practise. H e loves, in his own words, ‘to dally 
with the m ore gracious aspects o f religion.’ H e experiences a ‘curious thrill at the 
idea of the person of our Saviour.’W hat appeals to him  in N atu re  is the m agic of 
her fleeting and evasive charm , ‘the whole w onder and beauty  o f which is on the 
surface.’ H e ‘believes everything and -  no th ing , and passes from  sensation to 
sensation like a m oth from  bush to bush .’

T he tru th  is tha t M r Powys’ outlook on the deeper problem s of life is o f a 
purely negative character. H is m ental a ttitude is founded, no t on any definite 
convictions tha t he possesses, b u t on a revolt against beliefs to w hich, in early life, 
he was taught to subscribe. O thers who have been b rought up like him  have 
sought and found a m ore satisfactory basis for their theory  of existence. Unlike 
them , our au thor has never stepped outside the wreck and ru in  o f his ch ildhood’s 
faiths. F rom  the m idst of the shattered  rem nants and debris o f w hat was once a 
life-giving religion, he looks forth  and watches, with an am used sardonic smile, 
the busy builders of the tem ples destined to enshrine the faiths o f the N ew T im e; 
faiths bu ilt on a sounder foundation than  trad ition , or than  tem peram ent alone, 
b u t which find the justification of their existence in their appeal alike to the 
reason and the em otions, and in their capacity for m inistering to  the spiritual 
needs o f a race of m an which has outgrow n the swaddling clothes o f the 
anthropom orphic age.

T h e  riddle o f life is to be solved neither by the intellect nor by the em otions 
independently  of each other. Life is the g reat In itia tor, and the key to the m ystery 
lies w ithin m an him self. Spiritual insight into the natu re  o f things com es only to 
the soul which, neither eager for pleasure nor resentful of pain , steps boldly 
forward and em braces life, w ith all it has to bring  of joy or sorrow, and by the aid 
of the awakened spiritual will pierces the veil o f illusion which isolates the 
individuality from  the o ther ‘Divine fragm ents’ that, like him self, are seeking to 
break the bonds which hold  them  bound  w ithin the prison house of self.

R alph  S h irley
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The Society’s Publications

O ur publication program m e for 1997 includes, of course, The Powys Journal, 
under the editorship of our new E ditor, John W illiam s.The seventh volum e is well 
in hand  and will have gone to the p rin ter before you get this Newsletter. It 
includes, as usual, several papers which were given at last year’s C onference, bu t 
m uch m ore besides, with a wealth o f illustrations; several of these, early sketches 
of M on tacu te  and other places by A. R. Powys, have no t been seen before. It will 
be ready in tim e for d istribution at the C onference, bu t those who are no t paid up 
will need to pay their subscriptions to get it.

O ur m ost am bitious publishing project, The Dorset Year, has occupied m any of 
us for a great deal of time. I t is very m uch hoped  tha t it will be ready to give ou t at 
the C onference to those who have ordered copies (those who have paid for 
postage will get a refund). If  you have no t ordered one, you will still be able to 
purchase a copy at the full price o f £25, and there may be a few specials at £55.

O ur list of publications is getting so long tha t we are now preparing a new 
larger com bined list and order form , which should also be ready at the C onfer
ence; this will be sent out with the new  Journal and with The Dorset Year.

The Henry Williamson Society

H enry W illiam son (1895-1977) was a soldier, naturalist, journalist, broadcaster, 
farm er, visionary and, above all, a writer.

H e was the au thor o f over fifty books and m any articles, including: The Flax of 
Dream tetralogy, Tarka the Otter, Salar the Salmon, The Patriot’s Progress, A  
Chronicle o f Ancient Sunlight (fifteen volum es).

The Henry Williamson Society was form ed in 1980 and has an ever widening 
m em bership  th roughout the world. Its stated aim is:

to encourage in terest in, and a deeper understand ing  of, the life and work 
of H enry  W illiamson.

M eetings are held twice a year in the spring and au tum n, whilst the Society’s 
Journal publishes articles and correspondence on a wide variety of aspects of 
H enry  W illiam son’s life and work. T h e  Society also has a thriving publication 
program m e.

For fu rth e r inform ation please contact the M em bership Secretary:
M rs M argaret M urphy, 16 D oran Drive, Redhill, Surrey R H i 6AX

This piece is published as part o f a reciprocal arrangement w ith T h e  H enry  W illam son 
Society, which will publish details o /T h e  Powys Society in its Journal.
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First Encounters

Following the contributions from  C hristiane Poussier and S tephen C arroll in 
Newsletter 30, we continue our series in which m em bers o f the Society describe 
their in troductions to the world of the Powyses. We begin with an evocative piece 
from the novelist and poet Penelope Shuttle, w inner of bo th  the G reenw ood Prize 
and the Eric G regory Award, whose work includes collections such as Adventures 
With M y Horse (1986) and Taxing the Rain (1992).T his is followed by a piece from 
C hristopher T hom as, which dem onstrates th a t the power of Powysian magic 
extends far beyond this hem isphere.

John Cowper Powys
As a child of about seven or eight, I used to walk hom e from  school via two quiet 
tree-lined roads, Rookery Road and Acacia Avenue, in Staines, M iddlesex. I 
would select fallen leaves th a t particularly  in terested  m e -  leaves of a special 
exuberance or silvan m elancholy -  and place them  in tribu te  at the feet of various 
trees. T his gave me deep satisfaction, a feeling of connection w ith and com m uni
cation w ith nature. It is th a t same instinctively-sacram ental feeling which recurs 
to me now, in contact with natu re  over forty years later, and has all through my 
life. Often it happens, if I am  lucky, when I ’m  writing. It is a particularly  deep- 
sourced and abundan t sensation -  when self and world m erge and transcend  their 
usual unrem arked m oods and routines. I t is, I think, w hat J. C . Powys called, in 
his novel Wolf Solent, his mythology. I t was and is my mythology. I ’d also call it 
Powysian Zen.

I suppose I was about 14 or 15 when I came upon  Wolf Solent in the old library 
at Staines opposite the Regal C inem a, on the Staines side o f the  bridge, and only 
a step away from  the street where my grandfather had  his first shop, a bike shop, 
no t long before the first w orld war. In Wolf Solent I discovered validation for tha t 
ra ther odd childhood act. By then  I had forgotten  my leaf worship. B ut reading 
this revelatory novel by J. C. Powys re tu rned  it to  m e as a special m em ory and 
gave shape to my instinctive act, when I celebrated release from  social order at 
school and a re tu rn  to one’s real self in the safe custody of nature. I felt 
understood!

In  th a t library I found three o ther books which helped m e through difficult 
adolescent tim es. Like Wolf Solent these books acted as bridges for m e to cross into 
a life where I too would be a w riter also, at least able to add my own stitch to the 
tapestry  of all-books. T hese books were poem s by W itter Bynner, A m erican poet 
and translator from  the C hinese, the long novel sequence Pilgrimage by D orothy 
R ichardson, and The Time of the Assassins, essays (on R im baud etc.) by H enry  
M iller. T h e  last two of these w riters were connected to  J. C. Powys. H e greatly 
adm ired and w rote a sho rt book on D orothy R ichardson, and was a strong 
adheren t of her work. H e was a correspondent of M iller’s. A nd though W itter
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B ynner’s poetry  is very different to Powys’s own poem s, there seems to me to be 
an affinity betw een these two w riters, in that they so powerfully seek out, define 
and transm it the reality of being as they experience it. A nd it seem ed to m e, in the 
old library in Staines, tha t these o ther w riters had been conjured up for m e by 
J. C. Powys.

B ut o f these four w riters, it was Powys who directly affected the course of my 
life.

In  Wolf Solent I found a response to landscape and  nature and life so close to my 
own experience tha t it m ade me w ant to live in the West C ountry. A short holiday 
w ith my aun t in N o rth  D evon em phasized my strong feelings of affinity for the 
place. W hen I was 22, 1 moved to From e in Som erset. A t tha t tim e, with its steep 
streets and m ysterious houses, its surrounding  hills, its river and its inns, it was a 
very Powysian town. Does it still rem ain so? T here , in 1969 I felt I was living in 
one of his novels. Soon after I moved to From e I visited a friend in West Penwith 
in Cornw all where I m et my husband-to-be, Peter Redgrove. Soon I moved to 
Falm outh  in Cornwall to be with Peter, fu rther west than J. C. Powys’s native 
territo ry , b u t with an atm osphere and a power o f locale that m ake it very m uch a 
cousin o f D orse t and even m ore so a cousin o f the Wales of Powys. So I th ink of 
J. C. Powys as a m atch-m aker, by drawing me to the West Country.

I regret very m uch tha t I never tried  to m ake contact with J. C. Powys. He 
seem ed far beyond such a sim ple and m undane process as a fan letter. Now of 
course I realize tha t I should have m ade contact, tha t all w riters welcome (m ore 
or less!) contact and feedback. Recently I read Petrushka and the Dancer, extracts 
from  Powys’ journals. And I felt even closer to this extraordinary  sensibility. I 
adm ire him  saying th a t he w rote a diary because doing so was so difficult! Yes, it is 
a big regret that I invented, ou t of my own inhibition, a Powys who was 
unapproachable , for I ’m  sure he was not.

It is sad tha t his novels are still n o t adequately appreciated , and tha t he has no t 
been accorded the notice he m erits. His novels are regional b u t universal. He is 
like a m ountain  so huge and high that paradoxically he becom es invisible to 
the literary  world. H is bigness is perhaps the reason th a t our cu rren t culture of 
popular conservatism  has no t been  able to deal with his vast and redem ptive 
con tribu tion  to our cen tu ry’s struggle to give articulation to w hat it m eans to be 
hum an.

My childhood offerings of leaves at the base of tree trunks, in the little mossy 
green hollows o f the roots, re tu rn  to my m ental landscape again and again; and it 
is John C ow per Powys who presides over this deepening in m em ory of an 
enduring  sensuous reality.

H e is a writer, a troubled , ecstatic and profound enactor of hum an dram a, of 
such energy tha t to read him  is reason enough to have been alive.

P en elop e  S hu ttle
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A Quest for John Cowper Powys in New Zealand

Discovering John C ow per Powys has been a un ique experience. I can th ink o f no 
other w riter who has had such a profound influence on me. Reflecting on this I 
can easily un d erstan d  w hy.The reasons are all associated with nostalgia and ‘the 
spirit of p lace’.

I moved to New Zealand in the early 1960s b u t found it difficult to assim ilate 
with my new surroundings because, in my m ind, I was always re tu rn ing  to certain  
favourite English scenes and landscapes. I could find little consolation for the 
sense of isolation I felt in a strange and alien landscape. T h a t is un til I discovered 
J.C.P!

Q uite by chance I came across a b rie f reference to  ‘the sweep, the power, the 
im pact’, o f the best novels o f John C ow per Powys, in the preface to C olinW ilson’s 
M an Without A  Shadow. W ilson’s passing rem arks suggested a w riter o f som e 
significance and great in terest and I w ondered therefore why I had never heard  of 
him  and why my English teacher at school seem ed to be so vague abou t his work 
and reputation . (It was clear in fact that he had  probably  never read  any o f his 
books.) W ilson’s allusion was enough to ignite a passion in me to read  everything 
I could by this unknow n w riter. T his was to prove no t such an easy task in 1960s 
New Zealand where in Auckland there were few second-hand book dealers. At 
about the sam e tim e I also found another o f W ilson’s novels, The Glass Cage, 
which has a dedication to J.C.P. and which also encouraged m e to continue the 
search.

As an im pressionable teenager, reading Powys for the first tim e, I was 
awestruck by the power o f the w riting and astonished by his ecstatic and 
rhapsodic prose style. M oreover I felt an im m ediate sense o f em pathy and 
identification and was deeply moved by Powys’s descrip tion o f Wolf Solent as ‘a 
book of nostalgia, w ritten in a foreign country, w ith the pen of a traveller and  the 
inkblood o f his hom e’. F u rtherm ore when he says tha t living in the U.S.A . m ade 
him  ‘m ore and m ore intensely aware of the hills and valleys, the trees and various 
flowers, the lanes and hedges and ponds and ditches o f the coun try  around 
S herborne’, I instinctively knew exactly w hat he m eant. Powys’s vertig inous mix 
of rich, rom antic prose and his philosophy of sensuality and elem entalism  both  
em ancipated and sustained me. All this I now realize had a ca thartic  and 
therapeutic effect on me and helped to transfo rm  my childish neuroses and 
anxieties into a m ore creative and im aginative way o f life.

J.C .P.’s novels becam e the catalyst o f my longing to re tu rn  to Europe. My 
favourite books w ere A  Glastonbury Romance, Wolf Solent and the Autobiography. 
I carried copies of them  with me everywhere, even to  school and read them  at 
every available m om ent. T here  were m any tim es when I w ould ru n  hom e from 
school, eager to en ter again the world of Blacksod and Ram sgard, w hich seem ed 
so m uch m ore real than  my own hom e inT akapuna and the dreary  daily grind  of
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lessons, games and N .Z. history! I used to take A  Glastonbury Romance with me 
to the beach and whilst my contem poraries were busy riding the su rf I would, 
perversely, sit by m yself in the ho t sun and pro ject myself back to Powys’s 
England. I w ould pathetically trace with my finger in a m ap all the places he 
m entions, repeating their nam es silently to m yself like magical incantations as 
though trying to conjure them  into existence on the o ther side of the world!

I re tu rned  to England in 1973 and prom ised m yself two pilgrimages. T he first 
seem ed to be the fulfilm ent of a dream  -  to relive W olf’s journey by train  to 
Sherborne. T h e  second would be a visit to B laenau Ffestiniog. In fact I ’d been 
there several tim es before as a child in the 1950s w ith my father to visit family 
friends (a nice synchronistic link). O ur friends were now living in Anglesey and 
o f course the first thing I w anted to know was if they had ever m et J.C.P. 
As Raym ond G arlick has observed, very few people at tha t tim e in the town were 
aware o f his achievem ent. Sure enough our friends had  never heard  of Powys bu t 
they told m e they did rem em ber frequently observing a very striking and elderly 
gentlem an with a heavy walking stick, who they assum ed m ight have been a poet, 
because he looked so unusual. O f course this had to be J.C.P.! I told them  all 
about the Powys family and they agreed to drive m e down to B laenau the next day 
so I could see J.C .P.’s house. T hey  knew exactly w here to find Waterloo.

As I stood outside No. 1 W aterloo, I wondered if  Phyllis Playter still lived there 
or if I m ight sum m on the courage to knock on the door and in troduce myself. In 
retrospect I ’m som ew hat am azed at my presum ption. But I was in the grip o f an 
obsession and having come half way across the world on a pilgrimage I was driven 
by a hunger to get closer to the real J.C.P. I could no t do otherwise! As it was I 
need n ’t have w orried. M s Playter warmly welcom ed us and set abou t m aking tea. 
Once inside the house I noticed the floor was everywhere scattered with copies of 
the T. L. S. and other literary papers and magazines. I w ondered how the presence 
and character o f J.C.P. m ust have filled the tiny space of this little house. As we 
talked M s Playter would periodically dart upstairs to retrieve copies o f J.C .P.’s 
books which she gave me to examine. I will never forget tha t warm  spring 
afternoon and the great courtesy M s Playter extended to th ree com plete stran
gers. I left W aterloo in a daze, aware that som ehow I had touched  som ething of 
the spirit of H enry  M iller’s ‘Im m ortal B ard’ in his den.

Over th irty  years ago Providence led me to the work of John C ow per Powys and 
still today he is my inspiration and  m entor.

18

C h ristop h er T hom as



Reviews

‘I Am Myself Alone’: Solitude and Transcendence in John Cowper Powys
by Janina Nordius.

G o teb o rg , Sw eden: A cta U n iversita tis  G o th o b u rg en sis , 1997. 
pp. 243. P aperback , ISBN 91 7346 304 3. P rice  unknow n .

Janina N o rd iu s’ study of John C ow per Powys is Volume 67 in the distinguished 
G othenburg  S tudies in English series founded in 1952 by F rank  Behre to publish 
the work o f the m em bers of the English D epartm ent of G othenburg  University.

N ord ius begins her book by stating tha t the ‘aim  o f this study is to examine 
John C ow per Powys’s fictional inquiry  into solitude and to show Ik  this inquiry 
constitu tes an integral s tructu re  in all his m ajor novels.’ In particu lar, she 
examines Wolf Solent, A  Glastonbury Romance, Weymouth Sands, M aiden Castle, 
Owen Glendower and Porius in the context of the philosophy which Powys 
developed in the writing of In Defence o f Sensuality and A  Philosophy o f Solitude, 
bo th  o f w hich were w ritten in the period  of his m ost intense artistic developm ent 
betw een 1930 and 1933, just before re tu rn ing  to Britain.

‘So litude’ in the sense that N ord ius and Powys use it, is, or can be m ade to  be, 
a source of happiness. Being alone is no t the negative experience it is convention
ally assum ed to be; it is, as Powys tells us again and again, bo th  in the works 
already m entioned  and in books such as The A r t o f Happiness, the natural and 
norm al state o f hum an experience and  the ‘I Am I’ can be the source o f happiness 
once we accept this and develop the art o f ‘transcendental so litude’, which Janina 
N ordius describes as ‘an experience of being transported  o u t o f ordinary, 
quotid ian  reality’. T his is a state w hich can be achieved (it has to be actively 
sought) w hen the individual, or the Powys character in a novel, is absorbed in 
solitary contem plation.

Yet such a philosophy brings w ith it that m oral dilem m a with which Powys 
struggled in the first of his great novels: to w hat extent is the individual en titled  to 
enjoy such happiness, when it is obtained by such self-absorption? Is it selfish to 
find happiness in solitude? And, if it is, can such happiness be justified?

But perhaps such questions can only be asked by the neophyte of Powysian 
solitude, since in m astering the a rt the very ‘se lf’ is transcended , as Powys 
him self describes it in his essay ‘M y Philosophy U p-T o-D ate, As Influenced By 
Living in W ales’ in Obstinate Cymric:

I ’ve found th a t the wisest way is to regard m yself in the depths of my heart 
as a very small and weak insect or a very unassum ing and harm less worm. 
You can fall no lower in w hat I call your life-illusion if you take [this] line ...

T h e  grand beauty  of this life-illusion of being weak and small and 
insignificant is tha t it saves you from  wasting your tim e in am bition, in the 
rid iculous folly of a career, in the absurd struggle to be heard  of, to  be
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known, to be fam ous, to arrive at becom ing tha t sw ollen-headed and 
idiotic m onster whom  the new spapers call “a great m an ” ...

[I] m ake a fairly constan t practice of living in the y im  place for my own 
pleasurable sensations and in the second place ... for the pleasurable 
sensations o f o ther people. (Obstinate Cymric, 138)

B ut th a t was Powys in the m id 1940s. Janina N ordius considers him  either side 
of that po in t in 1934 when he described in Autobiography ‘the two m ain currents 
of his life as “ first the gradual discovering and the gradual strengthening of my 
inm ost id e n tity ... and second the m agic trick  o f losing m yself in the continuity  of 
the hum an  generations” .’ (Autobiography, 651-2)

T his is a m ajor contribu tion  to Powys scholarship, one which tackles issues 
central to the im portance of John C ow per Powys as a re in terp reter o f hum an 
experience. Each of the novels referred  to  has a chapter devoted to  it and is 
explored w ith penetrating  insight.

R eaders w ithout access to a university library may find the book difficult to 
obtain, b u t they should n o t be p u t off from  trying, for it is a book which no serious 
studen t o f John C ow per Powys can afford to ignore.

P aul R oberts

Steeple On A Hill, poems by Glen Cavaliero
H o ram : T arta ru s  P ress, 1997. pp. 57.
H ard b ack , isb n  i  872621 23 6. £ 8 .9 9

A lthough we are generally m ore fam iliar with G len Cavaliero the critic, through 
his books on the rural and the supernatural trad itions in English fiction and his 
studies o f John C ow per Powys, E. M. F o rster and Charles W illiams, he is also an 
accom plished poet and Steeple On A  Hill is his fou rth  collection.

W ritten  over a period o f th irty  years, the poem s focus on the p o e t’s reactions to 
the landscapes he knows m ost intim ately from  the Lake D istrict to Ireland, and 
especially those in which he has experienced that quality of the num inous which, 
when it arises, tells us that we are in a place o f special significance. T h a t Cavaliero 
acknowledges the influence of A rthu r M achen, John C ow per Powys and David 
Jones will give an indication o f the spiritual territo ry  covered here, or ra ther the 
perspective from  which this territo ry  is viewed: yet he is no m ere disciple.

T his is poetry  in which the reader ‘earns his view with sweat’ (‘W etherlam  
W ork’) ; poetry  with which the reader has to grapple, just as the poet has struggled 
for a vision o f m eaningful in teraction  betw een landscape and m an through the 
palim psest of scenery. Yet, intellectually dem anding though it is, Cavaliero’s 
expression of spiritual awareness is roo ted  in the concrete, in boots on tu rf, hands 
on stone and a harebell nodding ‘beside twelve tons of rock’ (‘D eluge’).

T hese are poem s to re tu rn  to, to live w ith, and to ponder.
(Copies will be on sale at the Society’s Conference.')

20
P.R.



Two Unrecorded Poems

T h e following two poem s by John Cowper Powys do n o t appear in any of the 
Powys bibliographies and we therefore take pleasure in publishing them  in the 
Newsletter as p art of our continuing effort to bring unknow n or forgotten works to 
the atten tion  of enthusiasts and scholars. I am  grateful to Griffin Beale and Robin 
Patterson for sending me copies of the poems. P.R.

The Soul’s Protest
D rag on O Life thy labour’d chariot wheels!
C lutch close thy victims, O rem orseless D eath:
Sleep on ye Gods! the S pirit’s glorious breath  
T h at once w rought soul from clay unbrid led  reels 
T h ro ’ the dead spaces o f the hom eless sky —
Old tim e hath  now his trium ph; and Decay 
Reigns as D eath ’s regent. N ight do th  follow Day —
Year leads to year — there is no voice will cry 
T h e  new w orld’s prelude — yet in D ea th ’s despite 
In face of m adness and black cowled despair 
I still assert G o d ’s Love and T ru th  and Beauty 
I still can see th ro ’ darkness a great light.
Feel th ro ’ e a rth ’s clouds freedom  o f H eaven’s air 
See H eav’n itself in m ight o f hum an duty.
[published in The Shirburnian xvii, no clxxxi, July 1896, p. 27]

Stoke Wood
W O ODS are life’s roots. N o m inute tendril here 
B ut holds the cisterns of the world in fee;
As weeds, in shore-caves, im perturbably  
W atch, till the punctual tide do th  re -appear —
W ho in this place bu t m eets delicious Fear 
P an’s herald? H ere we sink, as in a Sea,
In to  ea rth ’s inm ost wells of mystery,
Gulfs perilous and un p lu m b ’d fathom s sheer.
In to  ea rth ’s wells we sink; where life breeds death.
D eath  life. T h e  hum id stillness o f this spot,
Its lichens and its leaves, its moss and m ould.
Its holiness, its indraw n beathless breath ,
W hisper the key-word of the cosm ic plot;
T hough m en pass by, and m ust no t hear it told.
[published in The Occult Review, September 1911, p.148]
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To Miss Dorothy Powys
On her Likeness 

to the Poet Shelley

WHAT is th is Ariel face
O f pure ethereal grace?

In  M em ory’s cave I trace 
A P o et’s phantom  mien;

And Shelley is fulfilled,
R estored and re-instilled,
So occult N atu re  willed,

In  features fem inine.

She cam e a transien t gleam,
An evanescent dream ;
Yet she to  m e did seem 

A spirit ray’d and s ta r’d —
As filmy as the cloud 
By Shelley’s spells endowed 
A nd so to  her I bowed 

As if she were the bard.

And I can not forget,
A nd it pursues me yet,
T h a t in her fram e are set 

T h e  opals faded long,
T h a t som ewhere ’neath  the skies 
O n earth  do th  re-arise 
In  new and sweet disguise 

O ur N ightingale of song!

Alfred de Kantzozv

‘N obody else has ever spoken to m e of Alfred de K antzow ! of whom I do think 
with enorm ous reverence and who was just as you say the first friend I m ade after 
I left hom e to earn my living.The second friend was your D ad Annesley who gave 
me the wisest advice Ive ever had in my life — to go and lecture in A m erica.’

John Cowper Powys to Evelyn Powys, sister of Dorothy Powys, December iyth 1958

Alfred de Kantzow (b.?i820s, d.?) published two collections of poetry, Ultima 
Verba (1902) and Noctis Susurri (1906); bo th  contained this poem  addressed to 
D orothy Powys, whose ‘V ictoria’ m agazine is the subject of the following article.
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The ‘Victoria3

From  1897 till 1905, D orothy M ary Powys (August 2nd 1882-1956), edited  and 
circulated (see left) a m agazine called the ‘V ictoria’. Two num bers are known to 

? exist: the earlier is entitled ‘C hristm as N um ber 1902’ ( n o  pp., cover i i " x 8V2"),
« the latter ‘Finis M ar 1897-------O ct 1905’ (65 pp., cover io W 'x  9V2").These were

entirely handw ritten  by herself and the num erous con tribu to rs, who w rote u nder 
noms de plume; there are several paintings and drawings, and decorative covers 
(see page 23). T h e  pages vary considerably in shape and type, being, presum ably, 
whatever the individual con tribu to rs had available. T here  was just one copy of 
each issue. O ne painting con tribu ted  by A. R. Powys has also survived on its own.

In  the fron t o f each of the two surviving issues there is a list o f nine or ten 
nam es and addresses; bo th  lists s ta rt with ‘M rs Powys’, tha t is D oro thy’s m other, 
Jessie Powys (nee M apleton), M eanw ood Vicarage, Leeds, and  include Jessie’s 
m other, M rs [Mary] M apleton  (nee Sparrow ), of Shillingthorpe H all, S tam 
ford, Lines. Also on one or o ther of the lists are J. C. Powys Esq. (at Bankside 
C ottage, B urpham ), A. R. Powys Esq. (d o  ofT. H . Lyon E sq., 118 H igh S treet, 
K ensington, L ondon), M iss M. [M arian] Powys (M ontacute Vicarage), and 
L. [Llewelyn] Powys Esq. (C orpus College [sic], C am bridge).

In  M arch 1897 D orothy was fourteen and a half years o ld ,1 and we can only 
speculate as to the nature o f the early num bers, who con tribu ted  to them , to 
whom  they were circulated, and indeed how the m agazine started . I t is certain , 
however, th a t the inclusion o f M ontacute Powyses can have occurred  only after 
D oro thy’s father, Revd Annesley Powys, Vicar o f M eanw ood, had  noticed that 
John C ow per Powys was lecturing  in Leeds and invited him  to M eanw ood (then 
a village outside Leeds), thus first establishing a link betw een two distan t 
branches o f the Powys family; J.C.P. had given a course of six lectures for 
C am bridge U niversity in Leeds in the L en t term  (i.e. the E aster term ) 1902.2 
From  this invitation sprang the m eeting and eventual m arriage o f D orothy and 
A. R. Powys, fifth cousins (no t sixth or seventh, as is som etim es sta ted3), on M ay 
20th 1905.4 T hus, D orothy com pleted the last num ber after her m arriage; her 
editorial ‘Farew ell’ is reproduced  below.

How often the m agazine was prepared and sent round  is unknow n, b u t the 
labour of procuring  and assem bling the contribu tions m ust have been consider
able, and is witness to a rem arkable initiative. In  an earlier notice o f the 
m agazine,5 my m other has suggested that it was a m onthly, b u t I do not believe 
this can have been so.

T he two m ost significant, and by far the m ost sophisticated , contribu tions in 
the surviving issues are a sh o rt story by R oderick M aw r [J.C.P.] en titled  ‘T he 
H am adryad and the D em on’, and a shorter story  by H eraclitus [T.F.P.] entitled  
‘T he Child Q ueen’. T he first of these stories is illustra ted  with th ree sketches by 
J.C.P. Both are in the num ber for C hristm as 1902. J.C.P. has chosen his nom
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de plume no doub t to recall the n in th -cen tu ry  king of n o rth  Wales, R hodri 
M awr [the G reat], from  whom  his father used to say the family was descended.

A lthough bo th  stories have been p rin ted  in The Powys Newsletter from  Colgate 
University, no apology is m ade for m aking a new (and m ore accurate) transcrip 
tion of one of them  for the m em bers of this Society, since m ore than  twenty-five 
years have passed, and there m ust be very few m em bers of this Society who even 
then  had  an opportun ity  to read it. Readers will recognise the elem ents of ritual 
which becam e such a feature o f J.C .P.’s own way of life, and will be en tertained  by 
his own com m ents, signed ‘R .M .’, p rin ted  on  the back cover of this Newsletter. 
One can well understand  the som ewhat startled  reactions o f ‘C ordelia’, ‘P.P.’, 
‘T he G riffin’, and ‘O .H .S .’ to  this ‘strange’ story in a family magazine.

T he text, alm ost devoid o f divisions into paragraphs, has had these added, and 
a few m inor corrections o f spelling and punctuation  have also been made.

But first, D oro thy’s own Envoi, signed w ith her own nom de plume:
“E dito r of the V ictoria” / (Sir Roger) / Nov: 1905

Farewell
Invisible, came Time and Memory through a wood 
Silent beneath the autumn trees they stood 
Watching three children toss the leaves in play — 
Pastime, Pleasure, M irth were they 
A n d  old Time sa id . . .
. .  . “Even as those leaves shall they be soon 
Unrecollected, dead.” . . .
B ut Memory laughed —
. . . “A h  no, it is not so.
The friendship their union has brought 
Will live &  glow.” . . .

In friendship from these 
many pages caught, 
Farewell my friends in work 
B ut not in thought.

D orothy was presented w ith a ‘beautiful little striking clock in recognition of 
her faithful and able work as E ditor for eight & a half years. ...W e rem em ber with 
affection the early efforts o f the contribu tors to  the Victoria .The E ditor has always 
been a leading spirit in all childish plays & games. We feel regret in parting with 
the “V ictoria”, b u t we know changes m ust com e, & we look with courage and 
hopefulness to the future, rem em bering tha t we are all children still, under a 
G uiding H and. ...’
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1 Dorothy was the eldest of the six children of Annesley and Jessie Powys; the others 
were Evelyn (1884-1963), M arjorie (d. 1964), Sylvia (d. i9 6 0 ), Davie (?i 89 i - I9 6 8 ) , and 
Geoffrey (1897-1917), a casualty of the First World War. Dorothy’s only child was Isobel, 
my mother; of the others, only M arjorie married (William Best) and had four children.
2 John Cowper Powys, A  Record of Achievement, by Derek Langridge (London:The Library 
Association, 1966), 22.
3 For example, in my own article in The Powys Review 10 (1981/82),‘A. R. Powys: A sketch 
of his life and work’, 51.
4 In September 1902 John Cowper Powys wrote an entertaining and teasing letter to 
A. R. Powys on the rapidity of the latter’s approaches to Dorothy, when he had been 
staying with D orothy’s grandm other at Shillingthorpe Hall. Their engagement was 
announced in September 1904; there are letters about it from his father, from his brother 
Littleton, himself just recently m arried, and from Louis Wilkinson, a family friend.

These, and many other letters to and from A.R.P., were read at the Society’s Conference 
in 1988 and were published for the Society in 1990 in a 32-page booklet entitled In Honour 
of Isobel: A  Reading of Family Letters. Another letter quoted in this collection is one from 
J.C.P. in 1958; this refers to Alfred de Kantzow, the author of the poem dedicated to 
Dorothy and printed earlier in this Newsletter. (This booklet is available from theTreasurer 
for £2.35 UK, £2.70 abroad, postfree, payable to The Powys Society).
5 ‘The Powys Family M agazine’, by Isobel Powys Marks, The Powys Newsletter 1, ed. 
R. L. Blackmore (Hamilton, New York, USA: Colgate University Press, 1970), [4]. This 
issue includes a transcript o f ‘The Hamadryad and the Dem on’. Issue 2 (1971) includes 
‘The Child Q ueen’.

The Hama Dryad and The Demon *

Once upon  a tim e a young m an called by the good nam e o f R ichard  Lovel lived in 
an ancient C athedral city. H e was a R om an C atholic b u t he lived in a strange 
dark-brow ed house of m ost curious appearance called the Jew’s H ouse, over the 
dusky en trance o f which weird hieroglyphics, sym bolic o f the m ysterious rites of 
forgotten creeds, or drawn from  the ru ined  porticoes o f buried  tem ples, tw ined 
and tw isted them selves like dark  serpents. Shadowy steps, like those leading into 
the m outh  o f a sepulchre, led u n d er this sin ister archway, to whose corners heavy 
cobwebs and  dust adhered in accum ulated  layers o f uncleanness, darkening the 
sm oke-stains darker yet with a webbed and fibrous gloom; un til (where the eye 
was lost in th ick  obscurity) the im agination p ictu red  m oving, am id bats and  owls, 
shapes, form s and lineam ents no m ore hum an or norm al th an  the abode they 
lived in was clear to the  light o f day. By the side o f this archway, ju tting  ou t upon  
the street, was a low narrow  window full o f bric-a-brac and ancien t china; for (to 
confess the tru th ) the C hristian  inhab itan ts o f this H ebrew  dwelling m ade their 
living by selling curios and antiquities.
* ‘O f Hamadryads, trees, and D ruids’: see note on page 40.
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T h e  town in which this house was situated  was bu ilt upon  the side o f a hill on 
the sum m it of which rose the towers of the C athedral. Far and wide round  the 
outskirts o f  the tow n stretched  a desolate and level plain, its vast expanse 
unbroken  to the horizon, save where solitary poplars, rising out of the m ist like 
m asts o f subm erged ships, waved and beckoned to one another w ith phan tom  
gestures. Along the silent hedges o f this vast plain creep at tw ilight and  dawn 
m ysterious processions of pale ghosts — feeble shades, bodiless wraiths form ing 
and re-form ing in perpetual flux and clinging to drooping  willows and  weedy 
stakes and the  tall reeds tha t sway there by the stagnan t brooks. W hen the sun  is 
up these evanescent vapours vanish and are forgotten  only to gather together 
again their d ispersed hosts, when once m ore the m ists rise from  the ea rth  and the 
shadows o f evening fall.

T h e  town itself is a world o f toil and smoke. B itter tears m ight be shed there 
and no-one see them , brigh t cheeks m ight grow th in  there and no-one heed them , 
young children m ight pine, die and be buried  there and only the w ind from  the 
fens wail for them  and only the m ist from  the fens visit their graves. G reat 
chim neys p o u r o u t volum es of swarthy sm oke over the low er-built roofs, furnaces 
roar and  sm oulder like gasping m onsters and, ro u n d  the iron forges they feed 
with m olten  m etal, b ound  Ixion-like to revolving wheels hundreds o f hum an  
beings work, until the fire scorches their b ra in  and the iron enters into th e ir soul. 
And over all this, calm  and still — its bu ttresses and pinnacles its arches, 
battlem ents, and towers, bare to the pure sky —  rises the G oth ic C hurch .

O n a certain  Saturday afternoon the youth whose h isto ry  we are concerned  w ith 
was standing  at the door o f the Jew’s H ouse gazing in ten tly  at a tree which 
overhung the opposite wall. P resently  his fa ther the bric-a-b rac  shopm an cam e 
up to him . “N ow  R ichard I w ant you to help m e w ith my accounts.” “Presently , 
Father; I m ust watch the sun  upon  the branches o f th a t tree  a little longer first.” 
T h en  his elder b ro th er came up  to him . “C om e R ichard I w ant you to  go w ith me 
to the Town H all. T h e  Bishop o f Tam m any is going to speak on the E ducation  
Bill.” “Presently, b ro ther. I m ust watch the sun upon  the branches o f th a t tree  a 
little longer first.” T h en  his younger b ro th er cam e up  to  him . “ C om e R ichard  I 
want you to come ra t-catch ing  w ith me in B eggar’s F ie ld .” “Presently, b ro ther. I 
m ust watch the sun upon  the branches o f th a t tree a little  longer first.’’W hen the 
F ather and  B rothers were together they said to one ano ther, “H e is growing sillier 
and m ore rid iculous every day. H e stares at every tree he passes. We saw h im  the 
o ther m orning  throw  his arm s round  the young ash at the bo ttom  o f the garden 
and if he did no t kiss the senseless thing — H eaven knows w hat he did  do! H e is 
certainly going crazy. We shall soon have to su p p o rt a crazy re lation.”

As soon as they were gone, R ichard approached the tree at which he had  been  
gazing and reaching dow n a handful o f cool leaves pressed them  together in  the 
palm s o f his hands, so gently, however, as no t to  break or tear a single leaf. T his
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ritual over, he com posed his features which had  for the m om ent w orn alm ost an 
ecstatic look, and began slowly to descend the narrow  street and m ake his way in 
the d irec tion  o f the open country. H e soon left the tow n behind  him  and following 
a lonely lane overgrown with grass, where the ca rt ru ts  looked so ancient that they 
m ight have been caused by the passing o f the chariots o f the legionaries of Caesar. 
T h ere  was a stagnant d itch  on one side o f the lane overhung w ith weeping willows 
whose silvery branches bowed their foreheads into the m uddy w ater as though 
they had  been  waiting hundreds o f years for som e deliverer who never came. At 
length the path  led to the verge of a wood and  there abruptly  term inated . T he 
youth  however did no t pause. O pening a heavy m oss-covered gate am d heeding 
no t the  cries of m agpies and jays who flapped round him  as th o ’ they had  never 
seen m an before, he passed into the undergrow th. H e had  notadvanced far, ere, 
w ith a wild exclam ation o f excitem ent, he leapt forward into an open clearing and 
fell dow n at the foot of a great Beech Tree, em bracing with this arm s its mossy 
roots. P rone and still he lay while over his head the b irds tw ittered  and the 
squirrels full o f whimsical w rath, hissed, gurgled and chattered  down at him  with 
a noise resem bling a fairy-carriage crackling over dry  twigs, while little sparks 
flash from  its wheels. T im id  w ood-m ice m oved to and  fro u n d er the dead leaves 
and peeped  ou t at him  with b righ t brow n eyes. R abbits em erging from  the 
brushw ood, stood quaintly  up on their h ind  legs to look at him  and scam pered on 
with a knowing thud  upon  the ground. T h u s several hours passed away until the 
golden light, flung in long level rays through the tawny tracery  o f hazels, proved 
the approach  of sunset. G radually  this golden light faded and soft purp le  hues 
fell on the silver tru n k  o f the Beech while the red  rim  o f the sun glared like a 
b lood-stained  eyelid th rough the branches. T h e  b ird s’ tw ittering began to die 
down am id the leafy shadows and the cool b reath  o f night like a deep re-assuring 
w hisper floated over the world.

Suddenly, swift as a dream , som ething glided fo rth  from  the  tree above him  
and slid down upon  the g round at his side. W hat can this be this strange beautiful 
being, w ith so brow n a skin and such delicately slender limbs? Is it a m ortal 
m aiden? Ah no! Som ething weird about the look it casts upon  its lover proves it a 
creature no t b o rn  of wom an. S trange indeed is the expression in its eyes. I t m ight 
alm ost have seem ed as though, only h a lf conscious and w eighted with the listless 
apathy o f centuries o f b lind vegetable life it still groped blindly forward through 
obscure aeons o f past growth tow ards the full realization of the presen t hour. Its 
look had  the pathos o f the inarticu late , the tragic desire o f the soulless. I t seems 
as though  its spirit were looking ou t through an im m ense avenue of past 
experiences, in the entanglem ents of which it had  been caught and could not 
escape.

W hen she stood by his side and stretched ou t her arm s towards him  this 
creature o f the woods was indeed a w onder to see. H er skin was of a rich am ber 
brow n, as though layer upon  layer of the su n ’s w arm  m ystic w riting had been
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im prin ted  upon  her delicate flesh, purified for the reception o f such sweet 
im presses by a thousand  rains and dews. H er body had come to be a kind of 
palim psest o f the ways o f N atu re  scored over and over with the finger m arks of 
S torm  and Silence, of N ight and Day, and wearing in every line curve and 
con tou r the p atien t signature of the earth-gods. H er arm s and legs, noticeably 
long in p roportion  to the size of her body, and  in them  som ething alm ost 
pathetically  slender, and their outline, though m oulded  into a grace w hich gave a 
sensitive un b o u n d ed  pleasure, suggested, w hen seen in certain  lights and  shades, 
the boughs of the tree from  which she came. Just as a golden tin t m ingled w ith the 
brow n o f her body, so a rem iniscence of soft green shadow lurked abou t the 
waving of her hazel-coloured hair. H er lips red  as au tum n berries and  full o f the 
drowsy w arm th o f ra in-scented w oodland banks, her eyes like shadowy pools of 
am ber-tin ted  water, her low forehead and sm all oval chin, all partook  of the 
freedom  and  purity  of the u n tro d d en  woods — all in all, from  the crown of her 
bare head  to  the sole o f her bare foot she was a b ride fit for the gods.

“Have you been  happy, my own, since last I saw you?” said R ichard when their 
long em brace was over. A little m urm uring  sigh, like a small breeze am ong the 
blossom s o f a wild rose, shook the breast of the  ham adryad. “Is love happiness, 
then , w ith you?” she asked. H e glanced enquiringly into her shadowy face. “You 
have m ade my life w orth living to m e” he said. “W hen I am  dreary  or hopeless and 
the grey streets and  com m onplace weariness o f hum an beings and  the bru tal 
flippancy of convention grow intolerable — th en  I th ink suddenly of you and 
behold! all is different. T h e  grey becom es gold and the flatness of things seems 
perforated  w ith profound gulfs and  broken w ith long avenues o f feeling.” “Ah! 
b u t w ith m e it is d ifferent,” the poor ham adryad answered, sighing a deep sigh, 
“Your life is active — m ine is passive. Year after year I have grown w ith my sister- 
tree, feeling its sorrow s and joying in its joys; b u t now, since this new thing 
hascom e to m e, my peace of m ind is gone and the quietness has flown away from 
my h eart like a fledged b ird  tha t leaves its nest.” Speaking thus, the gentle 
creature pressed h er hands to her bosom , as though to ease the pain of a void there 
which noth ing  could  fill.

T h en  R ichard knew for the first time w hat he had done in m aking the 
ham adryad love him . “O Sw eetheart,” he said, “ perhaps, after all, it w ould have 
been  b e tte r if we had never m et!” “N o t so,” she answered kissing his forehead, 
“Love to the hum an  being is Spirit. Love to the anim als and birds is Satisfaction 
of desire. Love to  the Tree is D eath . But though I die and pass w here last year’s 
leaves are gathered and last year’s blossom s are treasured up —  th a t is to say, 
though  I pass into absolute oblivion and entire forgetfulness it is w orth  while to 
have loved! O p lan ts and m osses!” (here she broke into a strange chan t, such [as] 
we hear w hen the w ind is low) “O deep-rooted trees and silent under-grow th  of 
b riar and hazel! O lichens and ferns, O rushes and feathery grasses! T his is the 
m essage I bring  you — “It is w orth while to love even though ye die for it!” ”
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R ichard bowed his head. H e felt sham ed and unw orthy in the presence of this 
elem ental passion. W hen at length he dared to look again into her face its wild 
beauty  terrified him . “T his beau ty” he though t “ is no t the beauty  o f hum an 
goodness. I t is som e thing so far down into the roo t of things th a t it has passed 
beyond G ood and Evil. I can neither understand  its m eaning n o r rew ard its 
devotion.”

T h e  ham adryad  laid a gentle hand  on his arm  — a less wild beauty  inspired  her 
— her large eyes were dim  w ith tears. “O my love” w hispered R ichard  “ I would 
keep you w ith m e always.” “T h a t canno t b e” said she m ournfully  “for I have no 
soul.” “B ut I have prayed to the Blessed Virgin to in tercede to G od for you. G od 
is om nipotent. H e can give you a Soul.” “G od?” said the poor T ree Dweller; 
“God? W ho is God? I know the w ind and the rain; I know the cool dews and the 
sweet Sun; I know the floating clouds and the b righ t silver m oon — b u t I know no t 
God. I have seen — though it is long ago now — I have seen Satyrs dancing in this 
wood. T h e  bark  o f my tree has been stained w ith the wine of their feasts — they 
have fed upon  its beech-nuts and  slept in its shade. A nd I have seen H im ” —  here 
she lowered her voice to a w hisper — “T h e great one, the wise one, the dreaded  
one, the god of all the woods! I saw him  pass one night in the m oonligh t, ho rned  
and hoofed like a G oat and bearded  like a Satyr, b u t playing, O! so sweetly and 
sadly on his flute, tha t I wept to  hear h im .” “ M y god has been  called the great Pan 
and he has called us his Sheep,” answered her Lover. B ut she only repeated  “I 
know him  no t — I have no soul — I know him  n o t — ”

For a long while the two poor creatures — the youth  and the T ree-D w eller — 
stood side by side w ith clasped h an d s.T h en  w ith a sudden  im pulse, possessed by 
the irresistible violence o f love, they folded one ano ther in their arm s and  clung 
together as though neither heaven nor earth  could separate them . T h e  last 
rem nants o f sunset died out in the sky, the owls began to hoo t in  the far-off 
valleys, the bats began to circle from  glade to glade, little queru lous sounds and 
stirrings in the dark  told where small creatures gathered  them selves to sleep or 
awoke frightened, and above all n ight like a great black sea rolled its waves over 
their heads and swallowed them  up  — trees, b irds, beasts and lovers — in a 
transito ry  b u t com plete oblivion.

N o t only ancient woods b u t ancien t cities have their supernatu ral inhabitan ts. In 
the roof of the C athedral C hoir o f this town, above a w onderfully carved pillar 
and no t far from  the high altar, lived a D em on. W ar carried on w ith the easily 
trium phan t angels and saints — a thousand  against one — who su rro u n d ed  him , 
had for the last six hundred  years soured his d isposition  and m ade m ockery of his 
second nature , so th a t even w hen he loved he could  no t help m ocking. H e knew 
that his soul was lost and nothing th a t he could do could m ake any difference and 
this idea m ade him  reckless, defiant and desperate — b u t som etim es he rem em 
bered the pure celestial delights o f the heavenly palace from  w hich he fell; and, of
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all the delights, w hat he rem em bered with m ost b itte r and anguished wistfulness, 
were his gam es w ith thelittle  angels in the nursery  o f Heaven.

In  a certain  street no t so far from  the C athedral lived a little girl called Rachel 
Rye. H er m other was neither poor nor rich and belonged to  the Sect called T h e  
Only O nes and used to take R achel to a chapel in a suburban  row built of grey 
stones and yellow brick. N ow  Rachel was a little girl w ith certain  peculiarities and 
she preferred  playing with a very curious doll she possessed, to going to the 
chapel o fT h e  Only Ones.

O n the sam e afternoon when the events happened  which I have just narrated  
Rachel was sitting on the stone step at the door o f her house playing w ith her doll. 
T h e  peculiarity  abou t this doll was tha t instead o f wearing clothes in the ordinary 
m anner it had a hard  leather skin draw n over it and its ears and eyes and m outh  
were the ears and eyes and m outh  o f a D em on . L ittle Rachel hugged and petted  
this peculiar toy, stroking its long Satyr ears, following the creases of its puckered 
forehead and m aking pretence o f pu tting  her dainty fingers into its open m outh. 
“M ine is a good D em on” she used to say to herself. “His naughtiness is nicer 
th an  o ther peop le’s goodness. Besides; he has nobody b u t m e to love h im , and he 
m ust feel lonely, sitting up there in the C hoir w ith the angels.” (For this D em on 
was indeed  the fam ous D em on of the C athedral and  one o f the  sights of the 
tow n.)

Presently  R achel’s m other looked ou t of the door and called to her, “ Com e in, 
com e in , you naughty child and help me getting your fa th e r’s tea .” “Presently, 
m other! Only first I m ust give Dolly his afternoon sleep.” T h en  her elder sister 
looked ou t, “ I say! Rachel! I w ant you to  ru n  down to the shop for me and get 
som e caram els.” “Presently, sister! Only first I m ust give Dolly his afternoon 
sleep.”T h en  her younger sister looked out, “W hy w ont you play houses w ith me, 
Rachel? I am  so tired  o f playing by myself.” “Presently, sister! Only first I m ust 
give Dolly his afternoon sleep.” Inside the house the M other and sisters said 
am ong them selves “She grows m ore naughty and queer every day. H er head is 
certainly tu rn ed . She will com e to no good, L ord  bless us! and we shall all die in 
the W ork H ouse!” But when she was quite alone the little girl kissed and hugged 
the D em on m ore passionately than  ever. “W hat dear little ears he h as” she said to 
herself.

After a little while she jum ped to  her feet, looked cautiously round  to see that 
no one was observing her and ran  off at full pace in the d irection  o f the C athedral. 
A rrived at the West G ate o f the great building she pushed  the massive oak door 
inw ards w ith all her little strength  and en tered  the nave. W arm  red light fell 
th rough  the  pain ted  windows, and , high up  above her head, clerestorey and 
trifo rium  threw  down upon  the carved colum ns and arches soft opalescent 
glim m erings like those throw n by the sun upon  the shell-strew n floor o f some 
deep ocean cavern. T h e  child paused when she reached the im m ense oak screen 
above which towered the organ — a w ondrous th rone o f m usic — and tried
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nervously w ith her little hand  to unlock the gate into the choir. I t  refused her 
adm ittance. In  vain she pushed  and pulled with all h er little m ight. T h e  door was 
obdurately fastened. She looked despairingly to  the  right. A great round  window, 
red as a rose, glared down angrily on her. She looked despairingly to  the left. A 
great rond window blue as a tu rquo ise glared angrily dow n on her. Every m om ent 
she expected the organ above her head to th u n d er ou t an ind ignant question  as to 
w hat she did  in this holy place.

Suddenly she observed a tall th in  gentlem an in black em erging from  a sim ilar 
door to the one she stood by. She ran  up  to him . “O Sir! please let m e through. I 
have no m oney b u t I do w ant to  see the Angel C hoir!’’T h e  tall gentlem an, who 
was indeed a great D ivine, and was very fond o f little girls, patted  her head  and 
sm iled at her. “C om e with m e” he said.

She followed him  and soon found herself beneath  the im m ense pillar and 
carved roof which overshadow the high altar. “T h is hole was m ade” her 
conductor said, po in ting  to a curious inden t in  the m asonry of the floor, “by 
pilgrim s’ knees; and th a t odd-looking and fiendish Im p —  M y dear Child! w hat is 
the m atter w ith you? Are you ill?” L ittle  Rachel certainly seem ed ill for she sank 
down on the stone floor and was seized w ith a fit o f violent shuddering  — 
“D ear me! D ear me! w hat shall I do?” exclaim ed the poor Ecclesiastic, “this is 
a very awkward p red icam en t.T h is is a m ost u n fo rtu n a te  event — L et m e see — let 
me see — Lie qu iet my dear a little longer and I will fetch som e w ater — some 
water.” So saying and with a vague idea of Vestry w ater-bottles in his head he 
hurried  off tow ards a side aisle.

As soon as he was ou t of sight Rachel rose upon  her knees just w here the piety 
of so m any generations had w orn the stones; she clasped her hands together and 
looked up tow ards the capital o f the pillar above her w ith an appealing longing 
glance in her hazel eyes. T h ere  — looking dow n upon  his votary, w ith one leg 
clasped across the o ther and a hideous leer of trium ph  in his eyes — was the living 
original of the D em on Doll. T h ere  he was — draw ing the child tow ards him  with 
exulting enchan tm ent, m ocking even as he drew  her, as he had m ocked so often 
so m any w orshippers at th a t holy shrine. “Poor D em on” Rachel w hispered, 
“Com e down and  love m e.” She had  hardly spoken when a change cam e over the 
m arble figure. Its form  dilated —  its eyes rolled — its face becam e convulsed — 
G ood Heavens! W hat is th is?T he L incoln D em on is com ing down from  his pillar!

W hen the d ignitary  re tu rn ed  he found the little girl p rostra te  on the pavem ent 
& quite unconscious. H e em ptied  the vestry w ater-bottle on her face. I t p roduced  
no effect. H e chafed her hands and patted  her cheeks b u t she did  n o t move. At 
length he lifted her in  his arm s and carried  her, past the shrine o f the little Saint 
H ugh, to the door by which they had  entered.

A bout three weeks after the events I have narra ted  the young m an R ichard  Lovel 
and the young girl Rachel Rye were engaged in deep conversation on the steps
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outside the  Town Hall. For several days had these two been  friends. T hey  had 
been b rough t together by a happy chance and the sim ilarity o f their fate m ade 
them  sym pathetic. “M y fa ther is going to send m e to L ondon unless I give up 
going to the W ood” said R ichard. “M y m other is going to send m e to  E dinburgh 
unless I give up  going to  the C athed ra l” said Rachel. “W hat shall we do?” T he 
poor things looked piteously at one another. T h e  strange obsessions that 
possessed their lives seem ed too dear to be given up and yet they shrank horror- 
struck  from  the  idea of exile.

Suddenly Rachel spoke “We will go to  the M in iste r” she said, “H e may help 
us.” T h e  Reverend T hom as had  n o t h itherto  presen ted  him self to  her m ind 
exactly in  the light of a sym pathetic consoler b u t she felt h erself growing 
desperate. “B u t I am  a C atho lic” said R ichard. “N ever m ind; if I go, you m ust 
com e.” So they w ent together. T hey  found the Rev T hom as in  his study w riting a 
serm on.

“W hat do you want?” he enquired. T h e  two young creatures tried  to explain 
th a t one o f them  was in love w ith a D em on and the  o ther w ith a H am adryad. T he 
M inister laughed outright. “C om e, com e, young people” he said “this will no t 
do. I am  n o t going to believe th a t — But seriously,” he con tinued  “ I m ust warn 
you against Superstition . In  the Bible we have revealed to us all we need to know 
abou t the invisible world and to give way to Superstition  is a sin. We m ust use our 
reason in  these things and our Reason tells us th a t w hat we canno t see probably 
does no t exist — tha t is, I m ean, unless it is m en tioned  in the Bible — and of the 
Bible everyone has a right to his private judgem ent. In  old days people were very 
superstitious: they let them selves be ru led  by Priests — now we are wiser — ” 
H ere the M in iste r rang the bell. “ Show these young people dow nstairs, M aria ,” 
he said “ and if you like (this was addressed to Rachel) you can com e to my Sunday 
afternoon class; and if vou like (this was addressed to R ichard) you can com e to 
my T hursday  Evening serm on.”

T h e  next tim e the friends m et they again discussed their terrib le  dilem ma. 
“Life is becom ing in to lerab le” said he. “I canno t bear it any longer” said she. “I 
see my H am ad ry ad ’s form  in every tree the wind blows u p o n ” , said Richard. 
“ I see my D em o n ’s face in every window in the stree t”, said Rachel. “To love as 
we do is very b itte r” they cried together. “ I canno t bear to th ink  tha t my poor 
D em on has a lost soul” sighed Rachel. “T hey  say my H am adryad  has never had a 
soul at all” groaned R ichard. “W hat shall we do?”

“G ood H eavens!” exclaim ed the young m an suddenly, “W hat a fool I am! 
We m ust go to the P riest.” “B ut I am  a P ro te s tan t” said she. “N ever m ind, I 
cannot go w ithout you.” And so they w ent together.T hey  found F ather Boniface 
reading his Breviary by the fire. “Pax Vobiscum  my ch ild ren” said he gravely, 
rising to his feet and offering them  each a chair. T h en , going to a small ebony 
cupboard  b eh ind  an ivory Crucifix, he p resen ted  them  with a piece o f cake and a 
glass o f wine. “Take your tim e and speak quietly” he said “and be sure to tell me
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everything. T h e  C hurch is very stern  to those who keep back p art when they 
ought to give the whole.”

And so as well as they could  they told him  the story of the D em on and the 
H am adryad. Father Boniface looked very grave indeed. “T his is a serious th ing” 
he said “It seems to me tha t your souls are in danger. T h e  C hurch  teaches that 
such things exist and we know from  the Lives of the Saints th a t m any holy m en 
have been assaulted by evil spirits who have attacked them  in D eserts, in Caves, 
by the sea shore, as well as in holy buildings and som etim es, as in your case my 
daughter, in the C hurch  itself.”T h en  he m ade them  tell him  the story again very 
slowly. W hen they had finished he m ade a long pause. At last he said speaking 
solem nly and  gravely “M eet m e my son in your wood at half past five tom orrow  — 
and m eet m e, my daughter, in your C athedral at h a lf past six on the sam e evening. 
Now farewell and may the Blessed St A nthony o f Padua p ro tec t us all!” H e took 
them  him self to the door and so dism issed them .

At a q u arte r past five R ichard  was in the well known wood. H e rushed  to his 
beloved tree and flung h im self beneath  it. A p resen tim ent of evil cam e upon  him  
and he w ished now tha t he had  no t m ade the appo in tm ent w ith.the P riest. “T hey  
are going to  separate u s” he cried, “ they are going to separate us — b u t I shall love 
no one all my life as I have loved you.” T h e  P riest came while he was still 
m uttering  to  him self beneath  the tree. “T h e  Pagan gods are n o t yet quite d ead ” 
F ather B oniface thought, “n o t yet qu ite  dead — b u t the w ord has gone forth , and 
the C hurch  will destroy them .” T h u s thinking and w ithout perm itting  the young 
m an to see w hat he was abou t to  do he suddenly m ade the sign o f the Cross and 
sprinkled the tree with holy w ater from  a small philtre.

R ichard gave a piteous cry, “my love! my love! you have killed my love!” 
D esperately he broke from  the p riest who tried  to restrain  him  and  flung his arms 
round the tru n k  of the tree. “ Give h er back to m e, O give her back to  m e!” he 
m oaned. B ut the only answer he got was the sighing of the w ind as it shook the 
leaves and the plaintive cry o f som e far away bird . “ She was an evil sp irit” said the 
P riest raising his hand  as though he were abou t to u tte r  a curse. “ She was an evil 
spirit and I have sen t her to her own place. I have already exorcised the fairies and 
pixies the hobgoblins gnom es and elves — and may my soul be forgotten  if I do 
no t exorcise the D em on o f the C athedral himself! Weep on! Weep on! my son. 
T his paroxysm  will soon pass and  you will bless m e for w hat I have done.” Saying 
this the P riest tu rned  slowly from  the tree and walked away.

“O my love! my love “ cried the poor youth w hen he was alone. “You were to me 
all the w arm th o f the earth  and all the  coolness o f her dews; the wild desire o f the 
forest found a voice in you —  you were the silent unfolding o f h idden  m osses — 
you were the w hispering o f reeds by rem ote w aters — you were the falling o f the 
golden foliage into the brow n m ould  and the rising o f the sap w hen the year is 
young. N o stir of unseen winds in shadowy places, b u t your glance expressed its 
secret and the wavering co lour o f your eyes caught its perilous charm . M en and
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wom en talk of love, bu t, ah! you alone knew the m adness of it and the sweetness, 
the glory o f it and the desperate pain! Your love was the storm  sobbing in the 
darkness — your love was the silver M oon floating cloudless th rough  the open 
sky. At your touch the life of p lants and m osses and w ondrous-coloured lichen 
flowed through my blood. H um an  love is a household  thing, cabined and 
confined; b u t the wild blood-stains upon  the leaves of the w ood-orchis are the 
tokens of your passion and the dark  m oisture o f the  roots of the wood anem ones 
is the rem nan t o f your tears. O my love, my love; I have lost you; I feel tha t I have 
lost you! B ut the day th a t re tu rns my body to the  m ould will be the day th a t I 
forget your kisses and the night when you are n o t w ith me in my dream s will be the 
night when all dream s are over!”

A little while later and the p riest was standing in the C athedral Choir. S traight 
to the D em on’s P illar he walked, little Rachel clinging to his arm . S traight 
towards the D em on he walked carrying a silver philtre carved with precious 
symbols and full o f holy water. T h en  with a wave o f his hand  he flung into the air 
the water from  his chalice so tha t som e drops should  fall upon  the D em o n ’s foot. 
As soon as the holy water had  touched the stone figure bo th  the p riest and the 
child were aware o f a strange m ocking laugh high up am ong the shadows. “G ood 
God! this child is indeed lost!” exclaimed the P riest involuntarily, “ this m ust have 
been Apollyon him self!”

T hen  did  a voice answer from  the recesses o f the  roof such as no living being is 
likely to hear again nor those two likely to forget, “ She alone of all creatures on the 
earth , above the earth  or u n d er the earth , has had  pity on the lost!’’T h en  the little 
Rachel began lam entably to cry “O you have driven away my dem on! he is gone 
for ever — I know he is gone — and my doll will be dead, dead, dead! O my h eart 
is broken!” “Farewell dau g h ter” said the P riest in a grave sad tone “It were sin in 
me any longer to listen to such lam ents. I greatly fear for your unhappy soul. Pray 
Heaven you m ay live to bless me for w hat I have done.”

W hen he had  left her the child m oaned still, “T hey  called my dem on wicked 
b u t I know he was no t wicked, he was only very, very unhappy. M y poor dem on! 
I was the only one who loved him . Even G od did  n o t love him. T h e  thoughts he 
p u t into m e were no t wicked thoughts b u t wild, sweet, exciting thoughts. O how 
dreary seems now to m e the grey and yellow chapel and the voice o f M r Thom as! 
I shall no t be able to bear it, I know I shall n o t — O! O! O! I wish I were dead!”

For m any weeks after these events the w orthy B ric-a-brac Shopkeeper was kept in 
terro r for his so n ’s sanity and  little R achel’s m other prayed fervently in the 
Chapel o f T h e  O nly O nes for her d augh ter’s life.

At length the  two friends — bo th  pale and  th in  with suffering (for each had 
cried in their delirium  “bring  Rachel to m e” — “bring R ichard to m e” — “he (or 
she) alone u n d erstan d s”) — m et on the steps o f theT ow n Hall. “T hey  have killed 
my H am adryad” said R ichard — “T hey have driven away my d em on” said Rachel
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— “Life w ithout Love is like D eath  to m e,” groaned R ichard — “I have nobody to 
hug and  kiss m e now,” sobbed Rachel — “ O what shall we do? W hat shall we do?” 
they cried together.

Suddenly  R ichard rose to his feet. T h e  sm oke of the town floated round  them  
and w rapt them  in its dense fumes. T h e  roar o f the street — its wagons and 
carriages, its workm en and fops, its sm iling tradesm en and stern  m echanics, its 
good and  its evil rum ours — rolled by them  with reverberations and m onotones 
and d iscordan t hum  — far below them  they could see the great level fens 
stretch ing  away to  the horizon — grey — vast — and desolate — and above them , 
beyond the  roofs, rose the towers of the C athedral. But neither o f the two saw or 
heard  these things.

“You are no t like the re st” he cried “you have daring  and desire and pity — you 
have a wild, free heart. You m ust be my H am adryad  now!” and he leant down to 
her little u p tu rn ed  face and kissed her on the lips. “You are no t like the re st” she 
answered “you have daring  and desire and pity; you have a wild, free heart. You 
m ust be my D em on now!” And they sank into one an o th er’s arm s and wept in 
silence.

‘H a m a d r y a d ’ (sp e lle d  b y  J .C .R  as tw o  w ord s in  h is t it le , b u t e lsew h ere  as o n e ) is th e  
n y m p h  or sp ir it o f  a tree  w h ic h  d ies  w h en  th e  tree  d ies . It is a G reek  w ord , 'A}ia8pva8eq, 
w ith  tw o  c o m p o n e n ts:  a}ia  an d  8pvq . ayia  m ea n s ‘at th e  sa m e t im e ’ or ‘to g e th er  w ith ’; 
8 p vq , 8 p vo q , m ea n s o r ig in a lly  ‘tr e e ’, th en  p articu lar  k in d s o f  tree , th en  c o m m o n ly  th e  oak; 
it is c o g n a te  w ith  a n o th er  G reek  w ord  8 o p v , a lso  m ea n in g  ‘tr e e ’ (a n d  o th er  d erived  
m ea n in g s  su ch  as ‘s te m ’, ‘sp e a r ’) . Spvq  is re la ted  to  th e  San sk rit stem  d r u - ,  and  8opu  to  the  
San sk rit d a ru , ‘p ie c e  o f  w o o d ’, a n d  ta ru , ‘tr e e ’; a ll, in c lu d in g  ‘tr e e ’ it se lf , are rela ted  form s.

T h e  sp e c ia l in terest o f  th e  tw o -sy lla b le  fo rm s is  th at th ere  is a W elsh  w ord  ‘d erw ’ 
w h ich  m ea n s  ‘o a k ’; th e  W elsh  an d  th e  C la ss ica l form s are d er ived  from  th e  sam e  
In d o -E u r o p e a n  ro o t-w o rd . ‘D e r w ’ is  a c o lle c tiv e  n o u n  (like ‘sh e e p ’ in  E n g lish ), w ith  a 
s in g u la tiv e  form  ‘d erw en ’ ( ‘oak  tr e e ’) , fo rm ed  from  ‘d e r w ’ an d  th e  su ffix  ‘- e n ’ (=  ‘u n ’, 
‘o n e ’ in  W elsh , p r o n o u n c e d  ‘e e n ’) . (A  ‘s in g u la tiv e ’ is  a sin gu lar  n o u n  fo rm ed  from  th e  
plu ral, a fea tu re o f  several C e ltic  la n g u a g es .)  A n o th er  c o lle c tiv e  w ord  o f  in terest to  us 
is ‘c o e d ’, ‘w o o d ’ as in  a c o lle c t io n  o f  trees , w ith  a s in g u la tiv e  ‘c o e d e n ’, ‘tr e e ’; so  w e have  
‘7 C ae C o e d ’ (J .C .P ’s a d d ress in  C o rw en ), th a t is  ‘fie ld  o f  /b y /n ear  th e  w o o d ’. Several 
o th er  W elsh  w ord s form  th e ir  s in g u la tiv e  w ith  th e  suffix  - y n  (a lso  =  ‘u n ’) ,  for ex a m p le  
‘p la n t’ ( ‘c h ild r e n ’) ,  ‘p le n ty n ’ ( ‘ch ild ’).

A n o th e r  in tr ig u in g  p o ss ib le  c o n n e c tio n  is th e  n a m e ‘D r u id ’, for w h ich  th e  W elsh  w ord  is 
‘d erw y d d ’; th e  te r m in a tio n  -y d d  sig n ifies  th e  p erso n  c o n n e c te d  w ith  so m e th in g , so  it 
seem s th a t th e  D r u id s  m ay  b e  ‘tree  p e o p le ’ or ‘oak  p e o p le ’; th ey  cer ta in ly  h ad  sacred  
groves w h ere  th ey  p erfo rm ed  th eir  r ites , in c lu d in g  h u m a n  sa crifice . ?? D ru id  = D ry a d  !!

T h e End.

O f Hamadryads, trees, and Druids
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Treasurer’s Report for 1 9 9 6

T h e accounts for 1996 are set ou t on the next two pages, and have been  approved 
by the Society’s A uditor, S tephen Allen; once again I am  m ost grateful to h im  for 
his advice and his work.

T here  has been a very small d rop in our paid-up  m em bership to 287 (1995, 
295); 160 subscrip tions were paid by standing order and 31 of these were paid 
u nder deeds o f covenant, which b rough t in £172. O ur to tal subscrip tion  incom e, 
including the tax refunds on the covenants and subscrip tions for 1995 paid  in 
1996, am ounted  to £4,346 (1995, £4 ,424); this represents 66% o f our to tal 
incom e of £6,546. N e t incom e from  our own publications was £885 (£884), 
which was usefully supplem ented by com m ission received on sales of o ther 
publishers’ books at the C onference (£243). D onations, which included  sum s 
received (£707) for passing on to the D orse t C ounty  M useum  for the new 
L iterary  Gallery, am ounted  to £1,014 (£1,077).

As before, the largest p a r t o f ou t expenditure has gone on our regular 
publications. The Powys Journal and three num bers o f the Newsletter, the  net cost 
of p roducing these, including d istribu tion , was £3 ,908  (£4 ,183).T h is represents 
89.9% of our subscrip tion incom e, just w ithin our target o f 90% . O ur to tal 
expenditure on publication  work, including copies o f The Powys Journal added  
to stock, the second edition o f the Powys Checklist, The Ideal Ringmaster and 
the cassette of ‘G hosts on the R oof’, b u t excluding postage costs, was £4,377 
(£4 ,200). O ur largest o ther single item  of expenditure was our own donation  of 
£1 ,000  to the D orse t C ounty  M useum , to w hich m em bers had con tribu ted  
£707. As in previous years, the value o f stock p re-dating  the year has been  w ritten  
down by £664  (£817); the effect of this is th a t while we had a reasonable excess of 
incom e over expenditure (£397; 1995, £ 4 4 2 ), there  was a paper loss o f £267 
(£379) which has been  carried  into the S ta tem ent o f Funds. O ur n e t w orth  at the 
end of the year was £6,981 (£7 ,249), of which £ 2 ,7 9 0  (£2,657) was represen ted  
by the value of stock at the end of the year. T h ere  has, therefore, been  a sm all drop 
(entirely due to the w riting dow n of stock) in our net w orth of £268  and  in  our 
cash resources of £401. In  spite o f these the Society’s financial hea lth  at the end 
o f 1996 was, in my opinion, good.

S tep h en  P ow ys M arks

A u dito r's  R ep o rt to the M em bers  o f  The P ow ys S oc ie ty
I have a u d ited  th e  f in a n c ia l s ta te m e n ts  in  a c c o r d a n c e  w ith  a p p roved  A u d itin g  S tan d ard s. 
In  m y o p in io n  th e  f in a n c ia l s ta te m e n ts  g ive  a tru e  a n d  fa ir v iew  o f  th e  ch a r ity ’s affa irs at 
31st D e c e m b e r  1 9 9 6  a n d  o f  th e  d e fic it for  th e  year th e n  e n d e d  and  c o m p ly  w ith  th e  
C o m p a n ies  A c t 1985. J. S . A llen , C h a rtered  A cco u n ta n t,!6 th  M a y  1997
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THE POWYS SOCIETY
INCOM E AND EXPENDITURE ACCOUNT 

FOR THE YEAR ENDED 31 DECEM BER 1996

In co m e  1 £ £ 1995
subscriptions for 1996 (287) 2 4,050.15

tax refund on covenants, 1996 171.51
for 1995 paid in 1996 (9) 121.50 4,343.16 4,424

donations Conference book sale (donated books) 111.25
for Dorset County Museum Literary Gallery 706.71
other 3 195.90 1,013.86 1,077

publication sales stock publications 1,287.85
(excluding less cost of publications sold 402.70 885.15
postage) commission on sales (Cecil Woolf books) 243.03

Montacute gazebo sales IL56
net income 1139.74 1,139.74 884

Conference fees received 2,743.40
expenses 2 ,88.7 ,8 9
deficit (5.2%; 1995: surplus) -144.49 -1 4 4 .4 9 216

Grey Powys Books, sales in 1995 - 1,357
interest on bank accounts (paid gross) 193.85 250

£ 6.546.12 £ 8,208

E x p e n d itu re  1 £ £ 1995
The Powys Journal VI (1996),4 cost of 296 members’,

complimentary and copyright copies 5 2,027.41
cost of distribution 318.89 2,346.30 2,578

The Powys Journal IV & V, cost of supplying 12 copies to late subscribers 49.22 28
newsletters (3 in 1996), including cost of distribution (£448.19)5 1,561.42 1,605
Powys Checklist, complimentary copies to new members 7.00 8
restoration of G.M.P. mask of Katie Powys (1995: restoration of pictures) 202.44 1,872
donation to Dorset County Museum for Literary Gallery (1995: G.M.P. exhib.) 1,000.00 797
Powys Collection at Dorset County Museum 90.00 25
stationery and photocopying (including Newsletter offprint at Conference) 122.63 214
tape recorder repair (1995) - 37
computer supplies (1995: repair) 58.75 42
advertisement in TLS (1995) - 114
Dorset Year advance expenditure (1995: general publication expenditure) 124.12 41
card and flowers for 100th birthday of Mary Barham Johnson (1995) - 27
overestimate in 1994 accounts of tax refund due for 1994 (1995) - 9
bank charge (1995) - 1
officers’ expenses and committee travel 587,01 368

6,148.89 7,766
excess of income over expenditure 397.23 397.23 442

writing down of stock 6 - 664 ,35 £ 6,546.12 £ 8.208
excess of income less writing down of stock -267.12

carried to Statement of Funds Auditor’s report — see previous page
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THE POWYS SOCIETY
STATEMENT OF FUNDS

I G e n e ra l f u n d 7 £ £ 1995
funds at January 1st 1996 3,880.11 4,255
excess of income over expenditure less writing down of stock -2 6 7 .1 2 -375
funds at December 31st 1996 3.612.99 3,880
represented by:

stock of The Powys Journal, The Powys Review,
and books at cost at January 1st 1996 2,657.41 3,267

add cost of stock publications, including
The Powys Journal VI surplus to distribution8 1,236.44 500

less cost of publications sold 402.70
The Powys Journal IV/V to late subscribers 30.00
complimentary Checklist to new members 7.00
writing down of stock 6 664,3? -1.104.05 -i.no

value of stock at December 31st 1996 9 2.789.80 2,789.80 2,657
cash at bank at December 31st 1996 10 1,640.67 1,003
sums due to the Society (1995) 330

4,430.47 3,990
less subscriptions received in advance (30; 1995,7) -433 .81 -110

creditors -3 83 .67
£ 3,612.99 £ 3,880

II The W ilson  K n ig h t b e n e fa c to rs ’f u n d  7-11 £ 1,995
funds at January 1st 1996 3,368.49 3,368
transfers to/from General fund _-

funds at December 31 st 1996 £ 3,368.49 £ 3,368
represented by cash in deposit account £ 3.368.49 £ 3.368

NOTES
1 Cash turnover: total receipts, £11,514.72; total payments, £10,876.69, of which £1,236.44, relating to the cost of 

publications (see note 8), is carried forward in the General Fund. Other adjustments, relating to cost of publications sold 
etc., subscriptions paid in advance for 1997, and sums owing to or owed by the Society, give excess of Income over 
Expenditure for the year (before writing down of stock) of £397.23, all as shown in the accounts.

2 This figure comprises 280 (160 by standing order) paid in 1996 (£3,940.55) and 7 paid in advance in 1995 (£109.60).
3 ‘Other donations’ includes the cost of Newsletter offprint at the Conference and computer toner cartridges.
4 Gross cost £2,537.41, less advertisement fee £60 = net cost £2,477.41, less cost of copies taken into stock at run-on cost 

£450 = £2027.41.
5 Total net cost of producing and supplying The Powys Journal VI (£2,346.30) & 3 newletters (£1,581.42 less £20 fee for 

insert = £1,561.42): £3,907.72 = 89.97% of 1996 subscriptions, including arrears for 1995 and tax refund for 1996.
6 This is arrived at by writing down the value of stock at January 1st 1996 by 25%; new stock in 1996 is not affected.
7 General fund £3,612.99 + Benefactors’ fund £3,368.49 = Society’s net worth at December 31st 1996 £6981.48 (1995: 

£7,249).
8 Undistributed copies of The Powys Journal VI, £450; Powys Checklist 2nd ed., £199.77; The Ideal Ringmaster 277.65; 

‘Ghosts on the Roof’, £309.02 = £1,236.44.
9 No value is attached to stock which has not involved cost to the Society.
10 Current account £49.26 + deposit account £4,959.90 = £5,009.16, less Benefactors’ fund £3,368.49 = £1,640.67.
11 All interest has been retained in the General fund.
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Book and M edia News

H erb ert W illiam s’ eagerly aw aited biography John Cowper Powys is to be pu b 
lished by Seren Books in their B order Lines series at the beginning of August. 
C opies will be available for sale at the Society’s A nnual C onference.

H e rb e rt is also due to b roadcast a radio program m e abou t John C ow per Powys 
on BBC Radio Wales on July 29th. T he program m e, to  be called ‘T h e  Lonely 
G ian t’, will be broadcast from  7.03 to 7.33 pm  and will include bo th  readings 
and interview s w ith those who knew J.C .P., including Oliver W ilkinson, G len 
Cavaliero and Isobel Powys M arks, who recalls h er first visit to  the M ontacute 
Vicarage as a child. T his is definitely a program m e no t to be missed.

★ ★★★★

Fram ew orks M ultim edia L im ited , a B ristol-based p roduction  com pany, plans to 
m ake a sh o rt film for HTV, based on John C ow per Powys’s relationship with 
landscape. T h e  film will focus on A  Glastonbury Romance and fu rther details 
will be published as they becom e available.

★ ★★★★

Following a successful local exhibition, Neil Lee has sold ou t of copies of his 
poetry  collection Derbyshire Born and Bred, which we reviewed in the April 
Newsletter. N eil has now been invited, as C hairm an  o f the D erbyshire W riters’ 
G uild , to  organise an exhibition in O ctober to celebrate locally bo rn  poets. 
N aturally , J.C .P. will be a m ajor presence.

★ ★★★★

Robin P atterson , th a t indefatigable explorer o f the dustier recesses of microfilm 
stores, has un earth ed  a science fiction sho rt story  by Gam el Woolsey. Called 
‘T h e  S tar o f  D ouble D arkness’, this strange tale appeared in the 18 June 1955 
issue o f The Saturday Evening Post on pages 34-5 and 125-7. I t has been suggested 
thatW oolsey’s late science fiction was an influence on J.C .P.’s later work, b u t it 
had  always been  assum ed th a t the stories were unpublished.

Sic! (Again)
It was w ith great in terest th a t I recently read a photocopy o f a review entitled  ‘A 
Successor To H ard y ’ in the M ay 1930 issue o f the m agazine The Reflex (pages 7 9 - 
80), w hich R obin P atterson  had  sent me. I t was all abou t a book called Wolf Silent. 
T h a t is, I suppose, m arginally be tte r than  the o ther possibility, W ilf Solentl

P.R.

A . R. Powys 
sketch, 1899

Montacute Abbey 
a doorway


