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Paris Leary
Welsh Poem*

(for a friend going blind)
I
Stone dragon wall, inert and lithe
from hill to hill,
what valley hides its head?
It protects the sheer wind from the rough
sheep
and makes wild the cultivated fields.
This is all desolation because the hand of
man only
has shaped it. Nothing is desolate
without the human touch. This is like death,
which defines endlessly and mindlessly
the life we plant and plunder.
II
My eyes like Snowdon veil with mist
for I am ashamed that I do not love these
hills for the hills' sake
like the friend who stands beside me
in absolute union with perspective—
but only because they furnish stone for you,
I can sing stone for you
and make stone sing for you.
Through a rowan-lyre the rock wind comes
and with it I make, six counties
and an invisible border away,
this stone, stone, sing in rowan air,
and I sing this stone for you.
Ill
In a plum-doored cottage towered over
by shape of water, sound of crag,
in the slate-bright Vale of Ffestiniog,
there is a woman with a sense of the planet,
*Editor's note. Four lines from this poem were
quoted in one of the tributes to Phyllis Playter
printed in The Powys Review, Number Ten (p. 7). At
the request of readers, and with thanks to Carcanet
Press who published it in Paris Leary's The Snake at
Saffron Walden, 1973, we are pleased to produce the
whole poem.

whose hands cared—nursed for forty years
Saturnian greatness. Forty years older than
my thirty,
she wears black, but not as weeds,
rather with the air of a calm nun on a happy
Easter Day,
and dulled silver at her throat.
Her old hands make new poems.
Her eyes, ancient as a wise young girl's
and hooded, seem half-dozing into sleep—
but that is the top edge of her smile.
She listens to what a young man says.
In this night I sang her your songs in my
voice.
Were you here and she heard your songs in
your voice,
I think if you bent your head,
knowing all she would with those hands
bestow upon it some sort of sacrament
more like succession than initiation.
IV
From the River Dovey to the Long Mynd
I am gathering a great quiet for you.
Here people do what they do,
and houses are built because they house
the necessary people who watch
the necessary fields. There are sheep
just enough, and I am keeping in mind
a field of mustard for you
because it is yellow.
The air is to breathe,
and the roads to get to places on.
Or one may walk in paths; and there
is sufficient beer and cheese.
I am gathering this great quiet for you
from the sounds of people doing what they
do
and the sound of wind in very common
grasses.

Paris Leary: Welsh Poem
V
I am coming into Ludlow out of Cambria,
come from under Cader Idris.
I did not see giants,
but I watched the Marches turn into
England
and I have brought along with the quiet,
Wales in my eyes for you—
and I shall give it you;
and Cambria in a music
which I give to you now,
coming as to a fair into Ludlow,
out of Cambria under Cader Idris.

VI
May those dark Welsh saints
who were unpronounceable before
canonization was new,
who did strange Christian things
we should not understand,
give you the bright sleep
that the young Merlin slept
when the world was young and magic
invocation, not forbidden knowledge.

John Cowper Powys, a portrait by a New York
photographer ("Underhill, 239 Broadway"), 1913.
Mrs Lucy Penny, who kindly supplied this photograph, suggests that Powys acted the part of a monk
in one of Shakespeare's plays (Romeo and Juliet or
Measure for Measure?) in a Chicago theatre.

Penny Smith
"seeking . . . the line of escape33:
Freedom and Free Will in John Cowper Powys's
Early Novels*
For Samuel Johnson free will presented no
problem. "Sir, we know our will is free", he
informed Boswell, "and there's an end
on't".l
Powys's admired Remy de
Gourmont found it enough to simply assert
that "Nothing wounds a civilized man so
much as the denial of his free will". 2 But
Powys, always in danger of self-inflicted
injury, did harbour doubts about such
freedom and these doubts were a major
influence on the themes and forms of his
early fiction. Wood and Stone and
Rodmoor in particular are constricted by
the relentlessness of fate and environment
and the resulting atmosphere is one of
gloom and depression even though some
years earlier, in 1907, he had attempted to
convince Llewelyn that:
Even if we insist upon facing the fact that we
probably have no free will, that is no reason
why we shouldn't be moralists and exert
ourselves to look on the cheerful side of
things and be as brave as we can manage to be
under adverse circumstances, for after all we
don't know and nobody knows what fate has
destined for us, and we at [sic] perfect liberty
to make as great efforts to be as cheerful as we
can and as moral as we can etc. etc., knowing
well that nothing we can do will be really
outside what has been destined for us to do
since the beginning.
"[N]o one" he continues, sounding less
than cheerful himself, "is really responsible
for their character . . . we are all of us
condemned". 3 And it is this pessimistic
mood which permeates Confessions of Two
Brothers, published nine years later, where
it is argued that it is impossible to avoid fate
*A paper read to the Powys Society, 1982.

for it is "the great Truism, the eternal
Axiom". " I do not", Powys writes:
think that I can possibly exaggerate the
constant presence within me of a steady
invincible mechanic force, pushing me
forward from point to point, from stage to
stage, and giving me no loophole of escape.4
He calls this force " F a t e " and believes that
it is impossible to change one's own nature
in " a world fatally, and rigidly determined". 5 In view of this he does not get
angry with others because: " T o get angry
implies that you believe in free-will,—/ do
not believe in such freedom".6 And with this
disbelief there comes a sickening consciousness of "the thud-thud-thud of the great
universal engines . . . the throbs of that
hope-murdering World-Pump". 7
This is Powys at his gloomiest, brother to
the young man in his poem Lucifer (written
1905, published 1956), who despairs that it is
possible "To alter anything":
Where the room
For freedom, where for cursing? all is closed;
A ring of iron. There is only Fate;
Fate the sole Cause, sole Sovran, sole Event.
And it is Lucifer, sounding remarkably like
William James, who argues against this outlook and claims that:
. . . scarce an hour
Passes, but wrestling passionately with
Chance,
Some living will changes the Multiverse!
"Be thyself a God" he urges, "Creating and
destroying''. And his argument is liberating:
. . . The youth heard him; heard and rose;
And rising leapt like a young deer whom men
Have caged but some bold damsel pitying him
Pushing his bars hath freed.8
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Lucifer frees the young man; a damsel
frees a caged deer. Powys too would be a
liberator but a decade after writing Lucifer
he was still engaged in a lacerating internal
debate. "I long for things to change" he
asserts in Confessions, "but to change
things, one has to have the energetic willpower of a demiurge; and there is absolutely
nothing demiurgic about me**.9
It always seems a little unfair to quote
from the Confessions because it was a work
written during what was certainly a breakdown of nerve, even if it could not clinically
be labelled a nervous breakdown. The Confessions does undoubtedly capture something of Powys's extremes of feeling; however when he paints himself as "a figure
fleeing across an interminable desert to
escape from the shadow of itself" Powys is
offering not only the portrait of a depressed
author, but also the likeness of many of
those anonymous figures who were then
dotting the European landscape and taking
part in that horror we now know as the First
World War. The figure Powys portrays is:
half-dead and atrophied, yet responsive as a
reed to celestial harmonies; a figure driven
forward by Fate, yet pathetically seeking to
love the Fate that drives it; a figure fettered
and bound by sensual infirmity, yet mocking
with subtle derision every ideal that would
liberate it; a figure struggling beneath the
burden of its wretched contradictions, yet
looking for no issue from its dilemma, save in
the narcotic power of critical analysis,
and
the obliterating power of death.l0
And in this picture of a solitary figure
seeking to escape itself and fleeing towards
death we have the pattern for the movement
of all the early Powys heroes. As Adrian
Sorio says in Rodmoor, "What we're
seeking is the line of escape . . • The line of
escape from outselves" (327).* Adrian's
quest for self-escape concludes with him
running "wildly, desperately", "as though
the whole of humanity . . . were pursuing
him" (457) until he collapses on the beach;
in Wood and Stone James Andersen's madness prompts him into flight across the
countryside and he falls to his death in a

quarry; Richard Storm, in After My
Fashion, runs from Nell's room in a "mad
flight" (278) and dies of a heart attack while
Ducdame's Rook Ashover runs from his
house and is murdered by William Hastings.
The phrase "free among the dead" constantly appears in these novels—and will
reappear in later ones—and these deaths
often take place in or near water, an element
which usually symbolises freedom for
Powys.
As Jeremy Hooker says, "when the soul
of the protagonist has completed its straggle
for liberation, the novel ends". 11 In these
novels then, Powys appears to be saying that
freedom is only possible through death.
Lacrima, in Wood and Stone, feels that
James hasn't really died but "in some
strange way... had merely escaped from the
evil powers of Nevilton, and that in the
power of his new strength he was the cause
of her own emancipation" (704). Richard
Storm dies discovering relief and happiness
in the knowledge that Nell loves him
(AMF9 287) while in Ducdame Rook feels
free immediately before his death (see
432-433). As Adrian Sorio collapses on the
beach he has a vision of "Nothingness; and
yet in the Nothingness there was a relief, an
escape, a refuge, a beyond-hope . . . which
set the soul completely free (J?» 456). But,
as D. H. Lawrence argues in Apocalypse
(1931), true freedom "is an escape to somewhere, not an escape to nowhere" n and it is
this realisation that Powys and his running
figures gradually come to, the slowing of the
flight's momentum beginning as Powys
overcame his doubts about the existence of
free will.
Writing to Llewelyn in 1910 Powys declares, "Everyone has got into some bloody
trap or other"13 and in most of his novels
images of the trap reoccur in some form.
This fascination with imprisonment may
well be related to those sadistic fantasies
mentioned in his letters and Autobiography\
for the sadist's pleasure must partly come
from the thought that one's victim can't get
away. In the later novels the theme of en-
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trapment is developed into the idea of
voluntary imprisonment: Geard has himself
locked in Merlin's room; Sylvanus has
himself confined in Hell's Museum and
Myrddin Wyllt enters his own tomb. It is
another type of voluntary imprisonment
which is displayed by Lacrima when James
Andersen finds it difficult to make her
accept his offer of freedom in the form of
economic independence which will save her
from an unwanted marriage. "It is not yet
too late. You are still free", he says. "I beg
and implore you, by everything you hold
scared, to stop and escape" {WAS, 422). He
regards her unwillingness to accept as
"madness" and "folly"; "It is monstrous.
It is ridiculous. You are free to go, they have
no hold upon you" he tells her (423), not
realizing that she is actually trapped by a
"passion of submission" (427).
And the freedom that Lacrima finally
achieves is ironic to say the least. She flees
Nevilton with Quincunx and the child
Dolores, thinking, "what an emancipation
it was!" (704). "[Tlhings thrilled her with a
sense of freedom and escape" (705). But
although she might feel "like one actually
liberated from the tomb" (704) we are aware
that her lover's fantasies include her
catching "a fever in some foreign city" (701)
so that he and the child Dolores are left
"quite . . . alone" (701). Lacrima's sense of
freedom and escape * 'overbrimmed her
heart with hapiness" (705), a happiness
which, Powys appears to be saying, is the
result of a delusion.
Nell, in After My Fashion, is similarly
trapped, not by her own feelings but by her
society:
The trap she had so innocently, step by step,
walked into, narrowed upon her at that
moment with what seemed like iron bands.
She felt almost afraid of making the least
movement of resistance lest the thing's
remorseless teeth should close with a snap.
And yet, resist she must! A way of escape in
some direction there must be. Life couldn't
intend to crush her with a stone before she
had even begun to live (50).
The trap Nell has stumbled into is her proposed marriage with Canyot and in her effort
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to escape she marries Richard instead, only
to finish up wondering: "Had she got out of
her trap, broken its iron teeth, tossed it away
from her, only to find herself regretting her
freedom?" (71). "One cries aloud for freedom, and strikes down this or that barrier",
Powys wrote in his Confessions, "only to
fall into some devilish gin far more
murderous than the last". H
Yet there is the feeling in After My
Fashion that things are changing and the
brief appearance of Olive Shelter helps
provide this novel with a sense of beckoning
horizons, horizons that are only a mirage in
Wood and Stone and unimaginable in
Rodmoor. Olive holds the promise of a new
world, she is "a new type . . . of what
England could produce" (155), an individual who does not feel the need for a traditional love relationship and is instead
planning independence on a poultry farm
where she'll wear "gaiters and knickers"
and live as she pleases (154). Olive represents
a breakaway from the majority who are not
free and is evidence in favour of Richard's
observation that:
The war had left its impress . . . old rigid
conventions were breaking down. Human
beings were learning to be more generous to
one another, less tenacious of their legal
rights, more flexible, more reasonable (165).
And, we might add, more likely to exhibit
freewill, for where After My Fashion differs
from the earlier novels is in identifying
social factors as the prime cause of individuals being trapped. Written during the First
World War, Wood and Stone and Rodmoor
do not mention contemporary events yet
they are 'war novels' in that they reflect a
world in which horror and death abound
and individual choice is of little consequence. After My Fashion, however, is
post-war and reflects Powys's growing
optimism, an optimism very evident in The
Complex Vision which strongly contradicts
the tone of the Confessions by arguing for,
amongst other things, a belief in the freedom of the will:
when the moment of choice arrives in the
realm of action, we are always conscious of
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the will as free . . . a will with only an illusion
of freedom is not a will at all. In that case it
were better to eliminate the will and regard
the soul as a thing which acts and reacts under
the stimuli of motives like a helpless automaton endowed with consciousness.15
Gone are the doubts about free will, to be
supplanted by the very different question as
to: "how much freedom the will has or how
far it is limited". "An absolutely free will is
unthinkable*% Powys argues, "[for the]
very nature of the will implies a struggle with
some sort of resistance". 16 This then is an
argument for 'degrees of freedom', or what
W. J. Harvey, in Character and the Novel,
describes as a "commonsensical" feeling,
namely that "we live in a world of the
conditional, a world of relative freedom". I7
Within this "commonsensical" world the
themes of escape and death assume a new
perspective and from Ducdame on Powys's
changing viewpoint is reflected in an
improved quality of writing. Once he could
believe in free will he found it possible to
explore deeper meanings of personal
freedom and seems to have also developed a
greater confidence in his own freedom as an
artist. From Ducdame the form of the
novels also undergoes a change from what
Alan Friedman, in The Turn of the Novel\
defines as a "closed" to an " o p e n " form.
Or to put it simply, the novels no longer
conclude with what Friedman calls " a
limiting moral situation". 18 Whereas
Rodmoor definitely comes to an end with
Adrian's and Philippa's deaths, there is the
feeling of ongoing life in Ducdame, even
after Rook's murder. (And it is also
important that Rook is murdered—that his
death is the result of external rather than
internal events.)
Powys's belief in the existence of free will
becomes most evident of course in Wolf
Solent where it is a sign of the mental crisis
that Wolf is going through that he can
harbour the sort of doubts Powys expressed
in Confessions. Tortured by indecision
over Gerda and Christie, Wolf has a
terrible vision of himself as a huge head
"emerging from a monstrous agglomeration of all repulsiveness" and he is torn by
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an inner debate on "the insoluble problem
of free will" (428-429; 292). The important
thing about this is that the problem is seen
as "insoluble"—Wolf doesn't solve it but
simply circumnavigates it: "with a
crouching-wild-animal movement of his
consciousness, he flung a savage defiance to
all these doubts". "And then, in a second,
. . . there came flowing in upon him . . . a
greater flood of liberating peace than he had
ever known before!" (429; 292). Wolf's
belief in free will is largely an act of faith
and this is probably an accurate portrayal
of Powys's own position. As he argues in
In Defence of Sensuality: "Every mental
adjustment depends on one's faith that one
can make such an adjustment! The will will
be found to be free—and not only free, but
freer and freer—in cumulative proportion
as one has greater faith it is free!" 19 This
leaves the question of just what is the extent
of such freedom, a guestion which both
Wolf and Rook Ashover must solve.
Like all the Powys heroes Rook desires to
be free. Wolf craves what he calls "liberation" (217; 151), Richard Storm expresses
a yearning "for space, for large and flowing .movements, for unbounded horizons"
(AMF, 10) and Adrian Sorio just knows it is
"escape he craved" (R3 108). Similarly,
Rook in Ducdame desires liberty and we are
told that: "What he craved, with all the desperation of a fox caught by wire netting in a
fowl run, was just to be free" (302). Unfortunately however, Rook's efforts to preserve
his freedom are far from consistent and he
soon finds himself married to Lady Ann.
His problem, as he himself realises, is that:
"Something very deep in his nature had
always preserved an absurd faith in his
power of extricating himself from any trap"
(303), Reflecting on his predicament:
Rook would have felt less sad if he could have
regarded the impasse in which he was caught
as a matter of blind destiny. The poison
which rankled in him came from the thought
that he could have escaped from the whole
thing if he had only been sensible . . . and
had not just rue headlong upon the shoals,
like a ship with a mad pilot (300).
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Rook simply hasn't been watching where
he's going: he is attempting to escape with
no clear idea of where he's escaping to
although he does have a sense of a place
"dim and vague and wonderful" (15) which
he recognises in Betsy Cooper's description
of Cimmery Land:
some unearthly Limbo—some Elysian
Fourth Dimension—out of Space and out of
Time—where everything was, as it were,
painted with grey upon grey; and where large
and liberating thoughts moved to and fro
over cool, wet grass like enormous swallows,
easily, naturally, without any effort (264).
By identifying this place as death, Rook is
guilty of an error in geography, for the
Odyssey tells us not that Cimmery is the land
of the dead but that it is a near neighbour.
For Rook's purposes however this imaginary land may as well be death for what he is
envisaging is a world in which there is
unlimited freedom of movement, in which
there are no limits on the will, and such
things are an impossibility in a lifetime in
which space, time, and the wills of others
must be taken into account. When Rook
happily imagines himself "dead—dead—
dead", it is because he sees the benefits in
terms of: "No more responsibilities, no
more decisions, no more miserable
remorse!" (426). But to express free will
means that one must make decisions, accept
responsibility and risk remorse and this is
something that the later Powys heroes must
come to terms with.
Immediately before his death Rook
experiences an insight into freedom—
suitably presented in sea-images:
the knots of the nerves that were jangled . . .
unloosened themselves and expanded freely;
expanded like the floating tendrils of dry
seaweed when the twilight tide covers it, after
a hot day! (432).
The important thing here is that, unlike
Adrian Sorio, Rook's new sense of freedom
is not dependent on death and, if it were not
for the combination of William Hastings
and a garden rake, we have every right to
believe this frame of mind would have
continued. It is a frame of mind that Rook

has gradually developed and the first stage
in this growing awareness takes the form of
the recognition that self-awareness is
preferable to self-escape; Rook has a vision
of his future son and briefly becomes aware
that " a man has to accept himself for what
he is; or if he can't do that just kill himself
and end it!" (308).
The second stage occurs immediately
before his death and involves the acceptance
of others. Earlier in the book Nell explains
that: "Things are only half real to Rook;
and people, t o o " (155). It is this "emotional
detachment" (303) which is responsible for
much of the pain he causes himself and
others, but as he experiences his final freedom he also ceases to feel removed from the
people in his life, and rather than seeing
them as a source of confinement, he
becomes conscious of "their dignity, their
beauty, their originality, their human
worth" (432). Rook himself expands as a
character and he acquires for us what Iris
Murdoch refers to as ' 'virtue'' when she says
that virtue is "concerned with really apprehending that other people exist". "This
too", she goes on to say, "is what freedom
really is . . . Freedom is knowing and
respecting things quite other than
ourselves". 20
Rook achieves an inner balance, "an
escape to somewhere", and we can now see
the interior destination described in The
Complex Vision when Powys says that it is
"the soul" which is:
and always has been, the rallying-ground of
heroic and sensitive personalities, struggling
with the demons of circumstance and chance.
This is the great unconquerable "mindwithin-themselves" into which the great
Stoics of Antiquity withdrew at their will, and
were "happy" beyond the reach of hope and
fear. This is the citadel from the security of
which all the martyrs for human liberty have
mocked their tormentors.21
Freedom is here depicted as a state of mind
and it is this state of stoical endurance which
is the freedom Wolf will achieve. Wolf
Solent is Powys's first major novel and it is
no coincidence that as his ideas about the
existence of free will changed so did the
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quality of his writing. Wolf is also the first
of Powys's truly modern characters and in
keeping with this he suffers from that contemporary condition we know as "angst",
that dread: "occasioned by man's
realisation that his existence is open towards
an undetermined future, the emptiness of
which must be filled by his freely chosen
actions".22
The enormity of this encourages within
Wolf the feeling which was later to lead
Sartre to announce: "Liberty is Terror'5.23
"Freedom", says Sartre, "is nothing other
than a choice which creates for itself its own
possibilities".24 Possibilities of course
which include those of happiness or unhappiness, success or failure, even life or
death. And faced with this Wolf comes to
curse what he recognizes as:
the misery the human mind can go through
because of this wretched necessity for action,
for decision, for using what is called 'the
will' (674; 452).
He curses the problems involved with
having a free will yet at the same time Wolf
seems to desire a will which is absolutely
free. His "mythology", his secret fantasy
world, suggests that he desires an absolute
freedom where he will not be bounded by
those two great limiters of human aspirations, space and time. In Wolfs "mythology" he is a giant capable of picking
Christie up and whirling her away to another
dimension and this inner reality—or, rather,
unreality—clashes with the world in which
he is middle-aged schoolteacher and
secretary.
The result is that Wolf suffers a complete
inner collapse and soon follows the trend of
the previous heroes in wishing that, like
Redfern, he could be "'free among the
dead'" (950; 633). He gets as far as running
to the edge of Lenty Pond but the death he
then experiences is a spiritual death and the
novel's conclusion has him undergo a
spiritual rebirth. We see him wading
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through a sea of buttercups, a glistening
symbol of freedom, where he comes to the
important realisation that: "There is no
limit to the power of my w i l l . . . as long as
I use it for two uses only . . . to forget and
to enjoy!" (961; 640). Wolf no longer
thinks of the will as totally unlimited, he no
longer wishes to thwart time and space, and
in this new understanding exists the key to
the liberation he has been seeking: "Henceforth he was going to take as the talisman
of his days the phrase endure or escape"
(965; 643). Wolf finds this liberation in
endurance rather than flight, though this
path is certainly left open for others while
he himself follows the route of the Stoics,
those "martyrs for human liberty" referred
to in The Complex Vision.
"The Stoic", writes William James in the
book Powys much admired, The Varieties
of Religious Experience, "said: 'The only
genuine good that life can yield a man is the
free possession of his own soul; all other
goods are lies'". 25 There is freedom in
endurance which is stoical and there is also
freedom in endurance as described by
another philosopher Powys respected,
Henri Bergson, who says that: "under the
influence of the same external conditions I
do not behave today as I behaved yesterday
. . . because I change, because I endure' *.26
And that we do "endure" proves for
Bergson our freedom: "the fact that
things do not endure as we do, invites us to
regard the soul which is subject to duration
as a free force".21 Wolf has shown that he is
able to adapt and change and this also shows
that for Powys freedom is not now located
in death but in survival, in life. Finally then
Powys would have agreed with Lawrence's
definition of freedom as "an escape to
somewhere, not an escape to nowhere" and
again with Lawrence when the latter said
that freedom is "no more, and can be no
more, than the possibility of living fully and
satisfactorily".28
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John Cowper Powys
*'Remembrances1': Weymouth Sands

(TheModern Thinker, November 1933)

The dominant purpose of this book is to
show how there is something in human life
that by slow degrees creates a reciprocity
between itself and any particular scene
where it has existed, and lived and moved
and been happy and sad, for a considerable
number of years. The book deals in fact with
the psychic interplay of spiritual and
chemical forces, between nature and men
and women, in one particular spot. There
has been for me a peculiar interest in writing
this book in view of the fact that
Weymouth, is of all places, whether of town
or country, the one most constantly familiar
to me from my earliest infancy.
I was not born there; and I probably—
though one never knows—shall not die
there; and I have never lived there
continuously for more than a few months;
but all the same, from earliest infancy to the
present day I have always been going there,
so that the place—Its bay, its salt marshes,
its old fort, its breakwater, its chalk Downs,
its ancient harbour, its eighteenth century
houses, its early Victorian church and above
all its noble expanse of sand—have come to
be more dear to me from an accumulation of
memories than any other spot in England or
anywhere else. There are also deeply
imprinted on my mind certain astounding
terrestial phenomena that exist near Weymouth, both to East and to the West. I
allude to the noble stretch of cliffs from the
White Nose to St. Aldhelm's Head on the
one side, and to the vast Oolite promontory
known as the "Island11 of Portland, on the
other, together with the seven-mile-long
escarpment of rounded terraces of pebblestones, unique on the surface of the earth,
called Chesil Beach.
Between these astounding natural phenomena, Weymouth, a peaceful, old-fash-

ioned eighteenth-century place, patronized
by King George the Third, lies in what
seems to me, summer and winter, to be
an enchanted mist of exciting memories.
Weymouth is not really—as towns in
Wessex go—an old town; and one of the
things that have put me on my mettle in
writing this book is the challenge offered by
a comparatively un-historic past. For I
wanted to see how far a church that was only
Early Victorian and houses, forts, and
bridges that were only Eighteenth-Century
—no older in fact than many erections in
this country—could lend themselves, just
as well as more picturesque and more
ancient buildings, to these subtle interpenetrations, psychic, chemic, vital, that pass
backwards and forwards between human
beings and their environment.
To this purpose I have very carefully
searched, in the most elaborately minute
manner, my own memories, seeking for
every trace, fragment, wisp and straw, on
the tide of the years, that should help me to
get a real understanding of this great
mystery of human life—how exactly, not
merely in the vague, but how exactly and to a
nicety, these interpenetrating influences
between men and things, and between things
and men, really work.
It has been natural in connection with
such a problem that I should project a group
of characters drawn from my own consciousness, who feel and think and desire, if
they do not always act, as the various
dominant aspects of -my own spirit, if
clothed upon with fleshand blood, would
feel, think, desire, and sometimes even,
when they became the master-motive of my
being, act too, under the pressure of events.
Weymouth Sands will always be personally one of my favourite books, because I
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have risked, through the medium of two of
my men-characters, namely Magnus Muir
and Sylvanus Cobbold, the left and the right
rib so to speak of my own skeleton, to the
expression of certain personal feelings and
opinions which are so shockingly out of tune
with the trend of the age that save in fiction I
would have small hope of winning a single
convert. One of these opinions is a rooted
hostility to the practice of vivisection; and
another, intimately connected with this and
indeed underlying it, is a profound distrust
of almost every aspect of modern science.
Driven, as I meditate upon the subtle
interpenetration of human personality and
Nature, to regard modern science as a
menace to so much that is noble, subtle,
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powerful and original in individual
character, I have taken the opportunity of
having projected myself on this stage—these
Weymouth Sands—of my life's dominant
background, to indicate how much more
important for the happiness of the world is
personal character than any scientific knowledge. And finally—as becomes a work
painted, so to say, in water-colours under
the influence of Aquarius, the WaterCarrier, into whose Zodiacal Sign mankind
is about to enter—I have indicated in Mr.
Gaul's Philosophy of Representation a
rough clue to a way of taking Religious
Tradition, which, while frankly sceptical
and unscientific, approaches upon its own
line some of the basic secrets of the cosmos.

Margaret Moran
The Vision and Revision of John Cowper Powys's
Weymouth Sands
Of all the conditions ever imposed by a
publishing house upon a writer, those given
to John Cowper Powys by his press, John
Lane, had results that must surely be among
the most extreme on record. The requirement was that he expunge from Weymouth
Sands all references to actual places. So
stringent was the stipulation that even the
title had to be changed to Jobber Skald.1
Since Powys was a writer of great imagination who had grown dependent on
authentic settings to enclose his romances in
reality, the imposition was a serious one.
Nevertheless, he complied, however reluctantly.The work had already been published
in America in 1934 by Simon and Schuster2
without any unpleasant provisos of this sort.
However, the Lane house had good reasons
of its own to be nervous about presenting an
unexpurgated edition to the British public.
Powys's most recent work of fiction, A
Glastonbury Romance (1933), had inspired
a costly libel suit when Wing Commander
Gerard Hodgkinson, the real-life owner of
the Wookey Hole caves, had taken umbrage
at the portrait of his fictional equivalent,
Philip Crow. To avoid a similar incident
with the new book, the publishing firm was
adamant that the location be masked. The
alternative method of toning down any
potentially dangerous portraits was
presumably not considered seriously except
for two very minor characters. Probably,
the reasoning was that it would be
impossible to anticipate with absolute
certainty which of the many people in the
book might be judged to be insulting by any
living analogue. Instead, the safer, comprehensive measure of concealing the
geography was required.
The alterations were more extensive and
significant than has been fully recognized.

In A Bibliography of the Writings of John
Cowper Powys 1872-1963,3 Dante Thomas
provides a partial list of the variants.
Thomas offers a "good sampling" of the
changes in names of places and characters,
the deletions, and the other revisions. To
supplement this information, a study of the
effects of the changes on the artistic
intentions of the book is a useful critical
undertaking. By this approach, the degree
to which Powys relied upon authenticating
details becomes dramatically apparent.
Moreover, although the vast majority of the
modifications were made to conceal the
locale and a few to remove any possibly
dangerous elements from two portraits, a
small number were undertaken for artistic
reasons. In these quite unusual and unpleasant circumstances, Powys had a special
opportunity to think again about his story.
This situation presented a state of affairs
that went counter to his natural inclination,
for he claimed never to wish to alter a work
once it had been printed. In his
characteristically exaggerating and selfridiculing manner, he wrote of his habitual
reluctance to revise:
I can never bear opening any book of mine. I
always run away from myself. 'Myself when
young' with 4Spiders's legs running after me
still!— Bolt!
Although Jobber Skald is a distortion of
Powys's work, it still provides a valuable
source in print for clues about his method of
composition. While the changes made for
the sake of literary improvement are
minimal, they do deserve attention.
As a preliminary to a discussion of these
matters, some explanation for Powys's
assent to the wishes of his press is in order.
Judged harshly in retrospect, his co-
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operation could be interpreted as a
surrender of artistic integrity, but it could
not have seemed so to him at the time. His
suggestibility arose, in part, from his view of
himself as a voluble and spontaneous writer
who benefitted from the imposition of
external controls. Because he was so unpretentious about his claims for his own craft,
he was on several occasions less resistant to
editorial intervention than most writers
would have felt reasonable. When, for
instance, he was asked to reduce Maiden
Castle (1937) by "only" two hundred
pages5 he complied with alacrity (and there
are reasons to suspect that in this particular
case he was not ill-advised).
By 1934, Powys had published five works
of fiction. For all except the last of these
books, he had used invented names for his
English settings (with occasional exceptions
for a few references to Dorset, the WestCountry, and the like). In adopting this
practice, he was deliberately following the
example of one of his great literary models,
Thomas Hardy. By placing the action of all
except Rodmoor (1916) in Hardy's Wessex,
Powys saw himself modestly as a "wayward
nomad, lighting a bivouac-fire, for a brief
moment, in the heart of a land that is not
his". 6 The description of the Wessex landscape especially in Wood and Stone (1915)
and in Wolf Solent (1929) was so precise that
the actual places can be immediately
discerned behind their made-up labels. But
only in A Glastonbury Romance had Powys
ventured to use actual names. The decision
to do so helped to make this book a masterful achievement in which concrete reality
intersects convincingly with the invisible and
mysterious realm. Though on a more
modest scale, the same conflation between
the everyday and the wonderful was
intended for Weymouth Sands. Powys must
have felt sure that this aim would not be
jeopardized seriously by the use of
imaginary designations. Weymouth would
be transparently recognizable in its disguise
as Sea-Sands just as the locales for the
earlier fiction had been immediately identifiable. And in a sense, this assumption about
the perspicacity of his British readership was
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warranted. What is glossed over in this
rationalization, however, is that geography
assumed greater importance in Weymouth
Sands than ever before. Elsewhere other
techniques besides the regional associations
were employed for the creation of wonderment. But in Weymouth Sands, the effects
for the romance were exclusively focused
on the place itself. In Powys's private
mythology, Weymouth had a special aura of
natural magic because of his childhood
experiences. To pay tribute to the lasting
impact of the region on his young sensibilities, he wrote in Autobiography:
Every aspect of the Weymouth coast sunk
into my mind with such a transubstantiating
magic that it might be said that when I think
now of certain things I think with St. John's
spire and the Nothe, and the old Backwater,
and the Harbour Bridge, and the stone
groins, and the green pier-posts and the dead
seaweed and the windrow-flotsam, and the
stranded star-fish! Yes, it is through the
medium of these things that I envisage all the
experiences of my life; and so it will be to the
end.7
Composing a work set in the Weymouth
area must therefore have been the realization of a long-cherished ambition and an
act almost of piety. The private anguish
involved in the subsequent removal of the
beloved place names must have been
intense.
There were altogether approximately
seventy different actual names that had to
be altered to sham ones. Many of these
appeared with a very high frequency indeed.
Some indication of the extent to which the
book in its original state was dependent on
geographical notation may be suggested by
the fact that in the first chapter alone over
sixty different names were used or reused.
Throughout the book, these places were
presented with the factual accuracy expected of cartography or photography. The
vraisemblance was of crucial importance to
Powys because he wished to demonstrate
that the real world gives access to the
mystical plane. By disguising his landscape
with inauthentic labels, he sacrificed a great
deal. His reluctance to undertake the task

Sands

of substitution is evident in the generally
unimaginative way equivalents were
offered. So long as the replacements were
not incongruous to the Wessex world, he
perfunctorily made them. But he showed
no interest in drawing witty associations or
in creating a delightful parallel world. With
Shell-back Harbour pressed into service for
Portland Harbour, or Shingle Beach for
Chesil Beach, the camouflage was readily
penetrable, but uninspired. And the same
rather pedestrian quality must surely be felt
about the transformation of Lodmoor into
Peat Bog, or White Nose into White Horn.
None of the many changes are arresting ones
demonstrating any pleasure in the exercise
of fabrication.
The effortful and disheartening experience of making these substitutions must have
been suffered in some haste. A few were
replaced inconsistently by two different
made-up names. Another group escaped
detection to emerge always in their proper
form. Salisbury, the Scilly Isles and Southampton avoided metamorphoses; and in
Weymouth itself, High Street (which is, of
course, especially common to many towns)
and Trigonia House remained intact.
However, none of the places treated in these
irregular ways were mentioned often
enough to distract any reader. The
impression of speed is reinforced, however,
by a stylistic infelicity that resulted when the
Upwey Wishing Well was supplanted by the
Priory Moat. When, in Weymouth Sands,
Magnus finds that Curly is not at their place
of rendezvous, he is so overcome with
thoughts about her that he becomes
temporarily oblivious to his physical
surroundings.
For one beat of a half-second of time, as he
crumpled up this paper, the Wishing Well
re-filled its place in space; but only for the
purpose of reflecting in its sacred water the
image of Curly (114).
In Jobber Skald, this sentence was adapted
so that the "sacred stones" of the ruin are
made to reflect Curly's image (115). Rationalizing that for mental visions, though not
for literal reflections, stones are as effective
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Weymouth Sands, late 19th century.

as water, Powys used this makeshift alternative. Language that had been natural
became strained as a result.
Although the use of fictional nomenclature was applied so often as to transform the
very texture of the romance, this expedient
was not appropriate for every circumstance.
Two additional measures were adopted: the
complete omission of certain passages8 and
the exchange of specific references for vague
ones. In the original version of his story,
Powys depended on the repetition of landmarks to run like a litany through the book.
The names of local features like the Jubilee
Clock, St. John's spire, the Nothe and the
White Horse recur in the consciousness of
Magnus Muir as he reverently contemplates
his surroundings. In Jobber Skald, these
solemn catalogues are omitted with the
result that the sense of ritualized awe is
diminished.
In some instances, the sharp particularity
of the Wessex world is blurred by the

substitutions of descriptive adjectives. This
is the case, for instance, in the replacement
of "St. John's spire" with "a distant
spire'', "West Country rain'' with
"straight-blowing rain" and ''the West
Bay" with "the deep bay". A variety of
similar methods were used to change unique
regional features to neutral, general ones.
Thus, references to the Chalk Downs were
transformed to "lonely hills" (72), "bare
slope" (158) or "uplands" (113). Some of
the replacements of this sort betray Powys's
irritation with the process of revision. By
changing all references to the Atlantic to the
sea, for example, he was reducing to the
absurd the demand to conceal the setting.
Presumably, he found some relief in
mocking the timidity of his publishers and
his own vulnerability to their pressures by
refusing to take the procedure with
complete gravity.
Whether through substitution or
omission, the geographical location was
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concealed so that no one in Weymouth
could complain that his reputation had been
maligned. The obliqueness of the method
chosen by his publishers as a preventative
against libel put Powys in an ironical
situation. He was forced to obscure the
accuracy of his setting, the only aspect of his
fiction that required verisimilitude, in order
to protect himself against allegations of too
much realism in characterization, an aspect
that had never been intended to attain literal
fidelity to fact. As in the case with all his
fiction, the characters in Weymouth Sands
are not so much replications of particular
men as they are created beings with universal
validity. Generally, Powys was much less
impressed by the supposed uniqueness of an
individual than by his reenactment of the
timeless aspects of human experience. Thus,
a study of the characters' relationship to
figures in myth or literature is a much more
profitable field of investigation than the
search for any parallels among Powys's
friends or acquaintances. If his characters
sometimes derived their initial inspiration
from real people, they usually underwent
such an extensive transformation in their
fictional rendering that source-hunting for
the originals would be a pointless exercise.
Although Powys's books are as remote
from the roman a clef&s any fiction can be,
he was nevertheless obliged to take special
measures to protect himself from litigation
in the description of two minor characters.
This extra caution involved some slight
adjustments to the original presentation of
Sippy Ballard and that of Gipsy May. The
need for a surfeit of prudence in the case of
the career assigned to Sippy Ballard is
understandable. Instead of being allowed to
remain directly associated with the government of the borough of Weymouth, he was
made an Estate Agent for his uncle, Dog
Cattistock. Any insinuation that the ruthlessness of Sippy's methods arose from a
compulsion to satisfy the greed of his superiors in the municipal office must have
seemed particularly inflammatory to John
Lane.
While the perceived need for those
accommodations is not beyond compre-

hension, the ones associated with Gipsy
May are harder to justify. Care was taken to
ensure that passages hinting at the possibility of sexual relations between Gipsy
May and Sylvanus Cobbold were removed.
Since the original version had made clear
that Sylvanus usually indulged in only
Platonic love, these modifications seem
superfluous. The motivation could not have
been fear of censorship since other passages
of greater erotic suggestiveness were allowed
to remain as they were. Rather a specific
attempt to eliminate all innuendoes about
the Gipsy's past involvement with Sylvanus
must have caused changes in three short
passages. In each case, Gipsy May's role was
altered from sleeping companion (131, 386,
386) to devoted nurse (132, 396, 396). Small
adjustments to the treatment of an individual character, even when they are entirely
gratuitous as in this instance, did no harm to
the overall integrity of the book.
While these emendations are innocuous,
there is another category of revisions that
can be declared entirely beneficial. The outstanding example of a significant literary
improvement occurs in the description of a
moment of crisis in the life of Sylvanus
Cobbold. After finding himself in Hell's
Museum, that amalgam of the horrors of
psychiatric abuse and vivisection that
combines the worst of Powys's nightmares,
the half-mad mystic had thought in
Weymouth Sands: "and what / say, to the
Spirit that has landed me here, is—'Lama
Sabachthani?'" (540). In Jobber Skald, his
inner thoughts were changed to: "and what
/ say, to the Spirit that has landed me here,
is—'Anus thee wone self!'" (554). In this
rare instance, the opportunity to think again
about a character's reaction resulted in a
superior rendering of Sylvanus's state of
mind, perfectly consistent with his
characterization. Powys's first presentation
of CobbokTs feelings suffered from the fact
that while Cobbold was indeed a Christ
figure eventually destined to harrow and
redeem HelPs Museum, he was also a comic
grotesque engagingly unaware of his godlike
dimension. In his own mouth the Biblical
allusion sounds self-pitying and un-
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characteristically self-conscious, and it has
the further disadvantage of forcing the
parallel too obtrusively. In contrast the
revision strikes the comic note that is exactly
in keeping with his role as a blend of
visionary and ridiculous clown, that
character type that is^one of the most
arresting of the recurring figures in Powys's
books. What may also have influenced the
revision is that Evans had uttered Christ's
words in A Glastonbury Romance at a
moment of soul-shattering drama far more
intense than the situation in Weymouth
Sands. In a second passage, another Biblical
allusion was removed from Jobber Skald.
The sentence: "All women, since they carry
within them a portion of that primordial
womb of darkness wherein creation once
slept undisturbed, convey something of 'this
peace that passeth understanding'" (547)
was revised so that the quotation was
replaced by "these aboriginal waters" (561).
While the gain derived from this change is
more equivocal than the previous one and
the sentence is certainly less important to
any of the novel's themes, the revision
shows Powys concerned about the consistency of his imagery.
Elsewhere, Powys shows a concern for
clarity in the pattern of his revisions. At the
end of Chapter 5, Perdita Wane was seen
bending her head over a piece of seaweed,
"as if enjoying its pungent sea-smell, but in
reality to hide from young Zed the fact that
her eyes had suddenly filled with tears"
(169). Perhaps thinking as he revised that
the meaning of her tears might be too
ambiguous, Powys made the significance of
the episode in Larry Zed's bedroom clear by
writing: "as if enjoying its pungent seasmell, and she thought, 'if that man [Jobber
Skald] does think of me at all, and if I meet
him again, I can go on enduring High House
and Mrs. CobbokT" (172). Powys must
have felt that in preparation for the
dramatic situation that arises when Jobber
jeopardizes their love by his rash resolve to
kill Dog Cattistock, Perdita's total commitment to Skald must be stated emphatically.
Greater explicitness, in this case about the
total depravity of Lucinda Cobbold, was
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also achieved in the change of:
that forehead upon which when she was
confirmed at Salisbury the great Bishop of
South Wessex had laid so unusually a
sympathetic hand, appeared to him one of the
most shameless objects he had ever beheld!
(146)
to:
that forehead upon which when she was
confirmed and hid more deeply than ever her
baleful thoughts, the bishop had laid so
unusually a sympathetic hand, appeared to
him one of the most shameless objects he had
ever beheld. (148)
A change of much lesser significance than
any of these previously cited examples might
also be mentioned, for although it does not
seriously affect the novel, it does make consistent what had been misleading. Powys
had said of the two dancers nicknamed
Tissty and Tossty, "Their real names were
Gloria and Pansy Clive" (223). In the
revision, he said, "Their stage names" (228).
Since later in the novel when their parents
appear their real names are revealed to be
Glory and Pansy Rugg (W.S., 466), the use
of the word "stage" is preferable. Similarly,
a desire for greater logic probably inspired
the change of "and always be reminded of
what those other, those non-human necks
must have looked like, at this hour,
hundreds of millions of years ago" (386-7)
to "ignorant though she might be of what
those other, those non-human necks must
have looked like, at this hour, hundreds of
millions of years ago" (396).
Unfortunately, the comparatively minor
improvements that resulted from Powys's
reworking of his material are more than
offset by the grave disadvantages that arose
from the need to cloud the location of
Jobber Skald. In all of his fiction, Powys
insisted upon the intimate connection
between the geography of a man's world
and the map of his mental life. But even
more than the other books, Weymouth
Sands presented man as a passive receptacle
of emotions evoked by his surroundings.
Instead of providing a quiescent backdrop
for the story, the geography actually was
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made to define character and determine
plots.
Weymouth Sands can be seen as an
attempt to fulfil a requirement Powys had
set forth in Suspended Judgments: "We
need an imaginative realism. We need a
romanticism which has its roots in the solid
earth". 9 This endeavour required the
imposition of more restraint than he had
expected of himself in his recent monumental achievement, A Glastonbury Romance*
By aspiring to capture the emotional climate
of the Weymouth resort, he forced himself
to subdue much of his interest in the long
ago or in the patterns of eternal recurrence
that he always delighted in observing in
human experience. These restrictions
followed as corollaries of his choice of
setting because the history of the seaside
town was relatively short, extending over
two centuries that Powys considered so
recent as to be rather pedestrian. Since
Weymouth lacked the immediate supernatural associations that had awaited him in
Glastonbury, he was also constrained in
assigning mythical analogues to his
characters. The result was that he became
even more dependent than usual on the
power of the physical nature of the place
itself to provide access to the mysterious
realm he wanted invariably to reach.
Whether or not these self-imposed restrictions were entirely beneficial is open to
debate. But what must be stressed is that he
made the geographical features of the actual
setting predominant in a new and special
way. The solid earth of the real Weymouth
had to be clearly visible if the artistic aims
for this book were to be fully accomplished.
Deprived to a great extent of the romance of
past ages and of ready alignment with heroic
archetypes, his characters gained access to
the magical realms exclusively through their
locale. When their setting became disguised,
their sole method of passage to the sphere of
enchantment suffered obstruction. Actual
scenes had to be there to give entry to ' 'aerial
landscapes of other and much happier incarnations" (S&S. 177,7.S., 181,Macdonald,
183).
Since the setting was given an importance

that transcended every other aspect of the
fiction, the alterations and deletions
associated with specific landmarks had a
far-reaching effect on the book. A
particularly unfortunate example may be
cited concerning Perdita Wane. Originally
geography was meant to play a direct role in
arousing her love for the Jobber. His
attraction was based on his resemblance to
the merman of her dreams, an adolescent
fantasy lover who was called into being by
the proximity of the sea to her Guernsey
home. In the face of necessity, Powys
changed Perdita's homeland to Brussels in
Jobber Skald. Although at first glance, the
transformation would appear to be of negligible significance since the Channel Isles
were mentioned only occasionally and the
romance never left its Dorset setting to go
there, in fact, the modification had serious
results. The alteration of Guernsey to
Brussels upset the typical Powysian
harmony between private fantasies and
natural domain. Hence, a good deal was lost
when the passage: "She had always associated whatever romantic sensations she had
with the presence of the sea" (166) was
distorted to "obscure ideas about the sea"
(168). Similarly, the reference to the effect
on her dream-life "when the wild Channel
Island tides were riding high" (166) was
muted into "when the wild imaginary tides
were riding high" (168). To the mention of
"that vague sea-presence which had thrilled
her childhood" (166) was added the qualification ''in her inland city'' (169). In
general, changes that at first sight might
appear minor enough turn out to have
significant ramifications because setting was
given the exclusive power to initiate
individuals into the wonder of existence.
Again and again places were perceived as
hallowed for this reason.
Because topynomy was so important for
the effects of Weymouth Sands, its absence
made Jobber Skald an unsatisfactory book.
For twenty-eight years, the novel was available in England only in this distorted form.
Finally in 1963, the Macdonald publishing
house offered a restored version based on
the original American publication. The
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recovery of the genuine text was needed, in
the words of the editor E. R. H. Harvey,
because Jobber Skald was "almost as free
from any identity as a remote Norwegian
fiord" (10). After the passage of so much
time, the original disclaimer alone was considered adequate protection against legal
suits.
All the events and characters in this book are
pure invention, except in the case of Magnus
Muir and of Sylvanus Cobbold, where certain
characteristics and peculiarities have been
taken from the nature of the author himself.
There is, to the author's knowledge, no such
Institution as *'Hell's Museum" anywhere in
Dorset, certainly not near Weymouth, and if
the author has used any well-known Wessex
names for his imaginary persons, it was
purely in order to enhance the verisimilitude
of his tale (15).
The reference to the poetic licence taken
with Hell's Museum may require some
explanation. The placement of this insane
asylum in a remote valley of the Chalk
Downs was the single breach of realism in
the original treatment of Weymouth and its
environs. For this one exceptional case,
Powys had allowed himself to rely on an
association of ideas rather than on literal
validity. The issues of madness, sanity and
the tenuous distinction between the two
states are not irrelevant to Weymouth
because of the well-known story of the
town's royal patron. Popularly referred to
as "Mad King George", this late eighteenth
century monarch was the victim of recurring
periods of mental torment. Efforts to cure
his delusions exposed him to tortures at least
as severe as those practised in the fictional
asylum. The Weymouth area was never the
scene for the performance of these cruel
measures. Instead, it was the site where the
king always chose to convalesce, as much
from his treatments as his disease. Thus,
while undeniably a fictional liberty, the
presence of Hell's Museum in Dorset is not
altogether without some justification.
The Macdonald text faithfully followed
the American edition except for what the
editor, E. R. H. Harvey, referred to in his
prefatory note as "one slight descriptive
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change" (10). Presumably, he was alluding
to the partial expurgation of the location of
the sordid dwelling of the abortionist, Dr.
Girodel. In the following descriptions, the
italicised passages found in the First Edition
were deleted from the Macdonald edition.
a notorious quack, empiric, and abortionprocurer, whose house in Ranelagh Road was
a famous resort of a certain group of
unconventional philosophers and their fair
friends (S & S, 216, Macdonald, 220).
his large dingy mansion, between the station
and the old Backwater, was always referred
to as "Lucky's" (S & S, 216, Macdonald,
220).
The passage in the First Edition "as he
hurried down King's Street and skirted the
yard of the railway-station" (216) was
reduced to "as he hurried on his way" in the
Macdonald text' (221). Once the word
"abortionist" (220) was replaced by the
word "host" (224). The Macdonald edition
made only a half-hearted effort to expunge
the references to the locale of the infamous
house. The specific description "in this ramshackle quarter at the back of the station"
(Macdonald, 221) was retained as was the
mention on two occasions of Ranelagh
Road. Also, the editor did not scruple to
allow Dr. Girodel to be referred to as an
abortionist after having once neutralized the
word to "host".
Although comically inessential and
inconsistent, these changes were very
minute ones that could not impair the story
in any way. At long last, a restored version
was provided for Powys's British readership
to challenge the exclusive position that the
gravely flawed Jobber Skald had held. Until
the day when a critical text can be made incorporating the preferred alternatives from
Jobber Skald, the Macdonald text will
continue to serve Powys's interests very
well. The fact that the appearance of the
restored text coincided with a fresh appraisal
of Powys's art cannot be entirely accidental. Jobber Skald may have given some
excuse for the otherwise unwarranted
neglect his works had suffered too long.
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NOTES
l
Jobber Skald, John Lane, 1935. Subsequent
references to this text give the page numbers in
parentheses.
2
Unless otherwise indicated, all subsequent
citations from Weymouth Sands refer to this 1934
New York edition. The page numbers are given in
parentheses.
3
Dante Thomas, A Bibliography of the Writings of
John Cowper Powys 1872-1963. Foreword by G.
Wilson Knight, Mamaroneck, New York, Paul P.
Appel, 1975, pp. 49-52.
4
Quoted in the editor's Preface to Letters of John
Cowper Powys to Louis Wilkinson, ed. Louis
Wilkinson, Macdonald, 1958, p. 9.
5
Letters to Wilkinson, p. 26.

6
Preface to Wood and Stone, Village Press, 1974,
p. XL
7
Autobiography, Introduction by J. B. Priestley,
Macdonald, 1967, p. 151.
8
Although E. R. H. Harvey, in the Prefatory Note
to the Macdonald edition of Weymouth Sands, 1963,
is technically accurate in speaking of Jobber Skald as
"a shortened version'* (9) the total amount deleted is
really no more than about two pages. The impression
that the loss is much greater is, however, entirely valid.
In particular, the lists of landmarks had been made so
memorable through repetition that their absence is
quite noticeable.
9
Suspended Judgments, G. Arnold Shaw, New
York, 1916, p. 122.

APPENDIX: Jobber Skald: table of alterations
(a) PLACE-NAME SUBSTITUTIONS
Weymouth Sands
Weymouth and
Melcombe Regis
Jubilee Clock
Guernsey
Upwey Wishing Well
Redcliffe Bay
St. John's Church
Brunswick Terrace
St. Mary's Street
Preston
Kimmeridge House
Burdon House
Penn House
Upwey
Regent Theatre
Greenhill
Portland Harbour
Portland Bill
Chesil Beach
Chesilton
George the Third's statue
St. Thomas Street
Lulworth
Cove House
Old Castle Road
Chickerel
Sandsfoot Castle
Abbotsbury Road
Trinity Church
Rodwell
Rodwell Road
Franchise Road
Wyke Road
Gipsy Lane
Newstead Road

Jobber Skald
Sea-Sands1
Council Clock2
Brussels3
Priory TeashopVruin
Vorcliffe Bay
St. Mark's Church
Albany Terrace
St. Martin's Street3
Salt Marsh*
Lias House*
Nelson House
Port House
Curdwell
Royal Theatre
Crystal Hill
Shell-back Harbour
Shell-back Point
Shingle Beach
Shingleton
Queen Anne's statue6
Andrew's Street
Gossland
Windrow House
Old Baron Road
Witterel
Oolicombe Castle
Bishopston Road
Borough Church
Westhill
Fair Hill Road
Oolicombe Road
Wind Road
Berry Lane*
Blistery Road

Weymouth Sands
Radipole Lake
Palladium Cinema
Westham Bridge
St. Alban's Lane
North Quay
Sidney Hall
Granville Road
Ilchester Road
West Bay
Maiden Castle
Dorchester
Lodmoor
White Nose
White Horse
Belvedere Crescent
St. Alban's Head
Tinkleton Heath
the Nothe, the Nothe Fort
Nothe Ferry
Belle Vue Road
Bincleaves
Fleet
Fleet Bridge
Hardy's Monument
Ranelagh Road
King's Street
Weston
Isle of Portland
Isle of Slingers
Underbarn Path
Easton, town of Easton
Ringstead Bay
Sherborne
Preston Brook
Brighton

Jobber Skald
Tallimarsh Lake
Elysium Cinema
Folbury Bridge
St. David's Lane
Quayside
By-Ends Hall
Turnville Road
Western Road
Shingle Bay
Arthur's Circle7
Durn-Mangle8 (or Mangel)
Peat Bog9
White Horn
White Giant or Stone Giant
Wellington Crescent10
Biscop's Head
Tudderley Heath
the Fort, the Ancient Fort
Fort Ferry
Datchery Terrace
Beachover
Silt
Silt Bridge
Edgar's Monument
Tilbury Road
Anne Street*
Ool

Isle of Shell-Back
Oolicombe Path
Teel, township of Teel
Tingering Bay
Greylands
Carlin Brook
Cromer
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'Once "at Weymouth*' (131) is replaced by "on the SeaSands Esplanade*' (132) and once Weymouth is called "the
Queen's town" (195). Since Sea-Sands is forced to do double
duty as the substitute for both Weymouth and Melcombe
Regis, the Melcombe Regis newspaper becomes by extension
the Sea-Sands Daily Circular. However, the Melcombe Regis
streets become Queen Anne streets.
2
The Jubilee Clock proved especially troublesome. In its
stead, Powys used variously "the Bandstand*' (2),' 'a clock"
(18), the "Council Clock** (used most frequently), the
"bowling green" (392), and sometimes the reference to the
Clock was omitted altogether.
3
This change necessitated a number of other revisions.
Regularly throughout Weymouth Sands, Perdita is spoken
of as a spinster of French extraction. In Jobber Skald, she is
referred to as having Belgian origins. On page 16 of
Weymouth Sands, the statement is made: "Guernsey was
very much out of the world*'. Since simple substitution
would make no sense, Powys was required to say instead:
"Sea-Sands was probably unknown in Belgium" (15).
Elsewhere, "the Channel Isles" (39) is substituted by "the
Rue de Marmontel" (38). "Conditions of life in the little
Guernsey town" (48) becomes "Conditions of life in the
Belgian capital" (48). In Larry Zed's dialect, Perdita is
spoken of as "thik girl from the Far Isles** (196). In Jobber
Skald, he refers to her as "thik girl from Contining" (200).
The boats spoken of in Weymouth Sands as "red-funnelled
Channel Island steamers (222) become "majestic, trim,
continental steamers** (227). Elsewhere, the "Channel
Island Boat" (562) becomes the "steamer from Europe"
(576).
4
On one occasion (J. S. 559) the Wishing Well becomes the
Priory Moat. Sometimes the Wishing Well Retreat is
replaced by the Priory teabooth.
The following further changes are impelled by the transformation of the Well into a ruin:
As he followed the little lane
that led to the famous
fountain—one of the most
popular Wishing Wells in
the West of England—(112)

As he followed the little lane
that led to the famous priory
—one of the most popular
Lovers' Lanes in the whole
of England—(113)

at the Well as he came up
(113)

at the place as he came up
(114)

these waters (113)

these ruins (114)

The Well was no longer
there. Through a space
peopled by no Well, but by
the rough (113)

The stones were no longer
there. Through a space
peopled by nothing by the
rough (114)

he sat on the edge of the
Well—(114)

he sat by the edge of the gate
-(114)

waters (114)

stone saints (115)

5

St. Mary's Street and those in the list marked by an
asterisk are among the places treated in an imprecise fashion.
Although the original substitution for St. Mary's Street was
St. Martin's Street, St. Mostyn was given on p. 567. Preston
was normally replaced by Salt Marsh, but on p. 161, Floxton
was used. For Kimmeridge House, Lias House was the
favoured alternative; yet on p. 424 Last House was given.
Sometimes the original Gipsy Lane was allowed to stand
instead of being changed to Berry Lane. King*s Street was
changed to Prince's Street once (511).
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6
The elimination of references to George the Third was
required by the fact that he was the patron of Weymouth.
"Monarch*' (53) is replaced by "princess** (52), "the days of
George the Third" (372) by "the days of the blameless
Anne" (381) and "this old Georgian resort" (465) by "this
old Queen Anne resort" (477).
7
"The prehistoric, grass-covered earth-works called
Maiden Castle, whose turfy ramparts rose u p " (109)
becomes "the ancient earthworks called Arthur's Circle
whose ramparts rose up** (109). Once "Maiden** (119) is
replaced by "Durn-Mangle Road** (115).
8
By extension, Dorsetshire becomes Mangelshire, and in
dialect "Darset" (432) is replaced by "Mangel" (443). The
"Dorset hills'* (460) become the "barren hills" (472),
"Dorset villages" (463) become "English villages" (475) and
"a South Dorset shepherd" (468) is changed to " a true
English shepherd" (480). Elsewhere "Mid-Dorset" (561) is
changed to "the county" (575).
9
" A wide expanse of salt marshes that had acquired the
name of Lodmoor" (124) becomes " a wide expanse of
brackish mud that had acquired the name of "Peat Bog"
(125). This change causes the title of Chapter 5 to require
alteration,
10
In Larry Zed's dialect (Jobber Skald, 200) Belvedere
Crescent is not transformed into Wellington, but the original
is allowed to stand. Later, it is substituted by "the Crescent"
(379). In Weymouth Sands, the word is once spelled
Belvidere in both versions (370).

(b) OMISSIONS
The following passages are omitted from Jobber Skald:
the Jubilee Clock, the Nothe, the statue of George the
Third, (12)
the King's statue, the Jubilee Clock, (14)
passing the desolate closed doors of the summer Theatre,
(15)
beyond which, further up the harbour, she could detect the
dim shape of a massive stone bridge stretched across the
water from quay to quay. (28)
picturesque . . . time mellowed (30)
Above the roofs of these houses rose the grassy promontory
known locally as the Nothe; but there was no one to explain
to the newcomer that just as everything on this Nothe side of
the harbour lay in the ancient borough of Weymouth, so
everything in the lively resort now behind her back,
belonged, in strict historic continuity, to the ancient sister
borough of Melcome Regis. (30)
Greenhill (32)
near the Burdon Hotel (35)
passing the Parish Church and the Guildhall, (55)
by leasing what were left of the old Prison Works (58),
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,by Henry the Eighth (71)

"Wet Sand . . . Dry Sand . . . Wet Sand . . . Dry Sand."
(572)

past Rodwell Railway Station, (72)
,after she had crossed the Harbour Bridge, (79)
transformed into an ornamental b a s i n , . . . a couple of miles
from the old Harbour Bridge, (81)
atUpwey(106)
Tudor (186)
"That Clock you pass on the esplanade, near the turn to the
station.'* (214)
Yes; those sacred hieroglyphs of the place, the White Horse,
Hardy's Monument, the Coast-Guards, St. John's Spire, the
Nothe, the Old King's Statue, the Harbour Bridge, as he told
her about seeing them, or not seeing them in his walks, were
the mystical links between his true-love and his father. (291).
the Nothe, . . . the King's Statue, St. John's Spire, (303)
fishing (323)
,upon the Jubilee Clock, upon St. John's Spire (335)
He showed her the White Horse and the White Nose
the outline of the Nothe (343)

and

"and I know the old Nothe isn't anything... just a f o r t . . . a
deserted fort . . . with turf over it . . . " (344)
Guildhall (393)
the old Portland Prison (396)
the Nothe, . . . the White Horse, the old King's Statue (426)
which itself was opposite the short crowded street to the
railway station (461)
west of the Clock (461)
the turf-covered Nothe-Fort, . . . and the White Nose (463)
and Nothe and Breakwater (465)
the Bridge, the F o r t . . . the Bridge, the Fort (498-9)
in the great Queen's honour and in the interests of
Weymouth Sands...—three o'clock in the afternoon of the
twenty-third of November, and the first act of Jerry's
fantastical fooling at the Regent's was at an end. (565)
at the Jubilee Clock, (567)
through the old King's Statue, through the Spire of St.
John's, (571)
The old King's Statue murmured to its movement:
"Honour your Father and your Mother that your days
may be long by Weymouth Sands!"
The Harbour Bridge murmured to its movement:
"The tide rises, the tide falls;" while the clock itself, as its
bowels rumbled with its effort at articulation, ticked out the
words:

(c) SUBSTITUTIONS: From SPECIFIC To VAGUE

Weymouth Sands

Jobber Skald

Cherbourg steamer (10)

steamer from abroad (8)

Weymouth College (20)

a local School (18)

old Portlanders (50)

old islanders (49)

St. John's spire (51)

a distant spire (50)

hilly suburb (65)

neat suburb (65)

the bare Downs (72)

the lonely hills (72)

the Downs (108)

moors (109)

The Downs (109)

the bare hills (110)

Downs (110)

slopes (111)

Chalk Downs (110)

high uplands (111)

a white Chalk lane through
the heart of the Downs
(112)

a deeply cut lane through
the heart of the hills (113)

Downs (112)

uplands (113)

the Chalk Downs (155)

the bare slope (158)

until, beyond Cornwall and
the Scilly Isles, it led him
into the desolate wastes of
the North Atlantic (96).

until, beyond unimaginable
shores and isles, it led him
into the desolate wastes of
the ocean. (97)

the Atlantic (109)

the deep sea (110)

from across the Western
Bay (115)
a fragment of the sea
reaching away to St.
Alban's Head. (116)

from across the ocean floor
(116)
a fragment of the sea
reaching away to the
infinite. (117)

far-off glimpse of St.
Alban's Head (120)

far-off glimpse of the
infinite. (121)

not yet sunk into the
Atlantic (121)

not yet sunk into the ocean
(122)

began its long and stately
approach to Winfrith and
Wareham and Corfe Castle
andPoole(124)

began its long and stately
march to London (125)

to an eye accustomed to the
West-Country (124)

to an eye accustomed to
life in those places (125)

for Victoria's Grandfather
(156)

for the men of antiquity
(159)

deep Atlantic (247)

deep ocean (253)
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Weymouth Sands

Jobber Skald

Weymouth Sands

Jobber Skald

Wessex Gibraltar (247)

English Gibraltar (254)

West Country's historic
chivalry (298)

old country's historic
chivalry (305)

train for Yeovil, or
Sherborne, or Dorchester,
or even Salisbury (497)

train for all the small towns
towards the west and the
north-east (510)

the whole level expanse of
the West Bay, stretching
off towards Cornwall and
the Atlantic. (354)

the whole expanse of
Shingle Bay stretching off
towards what seemed like
the encounter of two
eternities. (363)

West-Country rain (516)

straight-blowing rain (529)

the West Bay (560)

the deep bay (575)

the South Coast (561)

the enclosed bay (575)

from which the West Bay
was visible (435)

from which the deep sea
was visible (446)

the Atlantic (561)

the open sea (576)

Regent's office (569)

theatre office (584)

West-Country exclusiveness
about Weymouth Sands
(463)

countrified exclusiveness
about the ancient town
(475)

There is one example of greater particularity to be found in
Jobber Skald. What had been "the loose untidiness of a thin
black overcoat, whose tails flapped in the wind" is specified
as "his Norfolk jacket, whose belt flapped in the wind" (4).

(d) SIPPY and MAY
SIPPY BALLARD
Weymouth Sands

Jobber Skald

Macdonald

the new Town Clerk (passim)

the new Estate Agent (passim)

the new officer (passim)

Secretary to the Council (87)

Cattistock's Estate Agent (87)

an official of the Council (97)

municipal honours (91)

a land-agent's honours (91)

municipal honours (101)

While thus cursing the new Town
Clerk, who was carrying the
Township's rights where no official
had ever before thought of carrying
them (126)

While thus cursing the Estate
Agent, who was carrying the rights of
the Cattistock property to such
lengths (127)

While thus cursing the new official,
who was carrying the rights of
Authority where no official had ever
before thought of carrying them (J34)

They keep me busy, our city-fathers!
(153)

They keep me busy, our tenants!
(155)

They keep me busy, our city-fathers!
(160)

if the Town really did try to evict
them (195)

if the landlord really did try to evict
them (199)

if the Town really did try to evict
them (200)

Town Council be skeered of he (195)

Town Sheriff be skeered of he (199)

Council be skeered of he (200)

when Town Clerk put King's Writ on
we (195)

when thik agent put King's Writ on
we (200)

when Sippy Ballard put King's Writ
on we (200)

But with young Ballard's accession to
municipal authority (271)

But with certain important changes in
municipal authority (278)

But with young Ballard's accession to
municipal authority (273)

They went down St. Mary's Street,
and he led her slowly along the
pavement in front of the Guildhall,
stopping to make her admire the
Queen Anne carving above the
entrance.
"That's where Sippy Ballard, our
new town clerk, works", said the
Jobber. "In just about an hour he'll
be coming down those steps to go to
lunch". (319)

They went down St. Martin's Street,
and he led her very slowly along the
pavement in front of several very old
shops, stopping to make her admire
the Queen Anne carving above a
small chop house.
"That's where Sippy Ballard, our
Estate Agent, eats," said the Jobber.
"In just about an hour he'll be
coming out of there in fine
spirits." (327)

They went down St. Mary's Street,
and he led her very slowly along the
pavement in front of the Guildhall,
stopping to make her admire the
Queen Anne carving above the
entrance.
"That's where Sippy Ballard
works", said the Jobber. "In just
about an hour he'll be coming down
those steps to go to lunch . . . (319)

the Town Clerk has something to
announce(421)

the Estate Agent has something to
announce(432)

we have something to announce (416)
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"My uncle telephoned to me at the
Guildhall," Sippy was saying now;
"He says they're off this morning.
He says he's taking her to Italy."
(556)

"My uncle telegraphed me from
Southampton," Sippy was saying
now; "he says they're off this
morning. He says this morning, (sic)
He says he's taking her to Italy."
(570)

"My uncle telephoned to me at the
Guildhall", Sippy was saying now;
"He says they're off this morning.
He says he's taking her to Italy."
(545)

the rate-payers at the Guildhall, for
his uncle's sherry (558)

the tenants of the Cattistock estate,
for his uncle's wine (573)

the rate-payers at the Guildhall, for
his uncle's sherry (548)

back to the Guildhall (559)

back to your office (573)

back to the Guildhall (548)

(f) ADDITIONAL OBSERVATIONS: ERRORS

GIPSY MAY
Weymouth Sands
Popular report, indeed,
accused her "of having
carried her mania for
Sylvanus so far as to have
domiciled herself with him
for a time, in his house on
Portland, surrendering to
him a good deal more than
her instinct for roaming.
(131)

Jobber Skald
Popular report, indeed,
accused her of having carried
her mania for Sylvanus so far
as to have nursed him when he
caught fever in his house at
Shell-Back, sacrificing for his
sake her instinct for
roaming. (132)

Gipsy May, of course,
whose slumbers were
lighter than those of a
squirrel, had often been
disconcerted . . . (386)

Gipsy May, of course,
whose attentions as his
nurse were those of a
squirrel, had often been
disconcerted . . . (396)
The sense of this passage is
reduced.)

But to Gipsy May, when
she would wake up in that
final watch of the night to
find her companion in that
queer position . . . (386)

But to Gipsy May, when
she would wake up in her
chair by his side always to
find her companion in that
queer position . . . (396)

(e) CHARACTERS' NAMES
In an attempt to avoid surnames commonly found in
Dorset, the following substitutions were undertaken in
Jobber Skald:
Miss Guppy
Captain Poxwell
Old Miss Burt
Peg Frampton
Earl of Ilchester
George Pounce

Miss Gower
Captain Bartram
Old Miss Start
Peg Grimstone
Earl of Los Gatos
George Protty

If a critical text were ever undertaken, the accidental
variants (too numerous to be reported here) would create a
challenge to editorial judgement. Such a text would allow for
the correction of one notable error in both versions of
Weymouth Sands. The following passage is clearly garbled:
Then would have become more emphatic, as she raised
her head, a certain proud curve in her nose, not to speak
of a thoughtful dignity in her clear-cut brow, above
which, beneath the rim of her hat, her brown waves,
"that this is a winter sea and not a summer sea?" (29)
In Jobber Skald, the passage is offered correctly:
. . . above which, beneath the rim of her hat, her brown
hair wavered (29).
The error must have been caused by typesetter's haste. A few
paragraphs later comes the following:
"Would anyone know," she pondered idly, as she
watched new circles and oblongs and pentagons of seascum carried up and down on the waves, "that this is a
winter sea and not a summer sea?" (WS, 30, JS, 29)
Clearly, the reference within a few paragraphs to two sorts of
waves has resulted in this mistake.
Jobber Skald has the following typographical errors:
p. 51—"state" for statue
p. 89—"supervision" for "super-vision".
p. 104—"Dr. Brush" is called "Dr. Bush" once
p. 200— "stupped" (in dialect) becomes "stopped"
p, 566—"Mr. Gaul" appears as "Mrs. Gaul"
p. 589—"The Man with Three Staves" emerges as "The
Man with Two Staves"
The rendering of "the Breakwater" as "the Backwater"
may be a mistake (288).
The word "Hubris" is given in Greek in Jobber Skald
(376). In a passage of dialect, "diagnose" is changed to
"diag-know" (441). These are probably purposeful changes.
The following variants occur which appear to be the result of
whimsy:
Curly's small head in its
cloud of dusky hair (25)

Curly's small head in its
cloud of lovely hair (24)

It will as lief (545)

It will as soon (559)

tatterdemalion menage (565)

tatterdemalion room (580)

the locality of his bed and
board (565)

the locality of his residence
(580)
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Additions to Jobber Skald:
p. 7—and would have to be met
p. 36—whose nepotism was so notable
p. 475—beyond the smoke of our confusions

Woodcut by Gertrude Powys, illustration to "A
Grave in Dorset" in Llewelyn Powys's Earth
Memories, Bodley Head, 1934.
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Susan Huxtable-Selly
Mysticism, Trivia and Sensations:
Observations on Weymouth Sands*
Weymouth Sands was written between
February and July 1933, in Hillsdale, Upper
New York State, where John Cowper Powys
lived from 1930 to 1934. In his Autobiography, which was started a month after the
completion of Weymouth Sands, he writes
of his childhood that * 'every aspect of the
Weymouth Coast sunk into my mind with
such a transubstantiating magic . . . [that] it
is through the medium of these things that I
envisage all the experiences of my life."* In
Weymouth Sands we find, therefore, a
marriage between the maturing philosophy
and the "gleaming mysteries" of childhood.
In his attempts to regain that childlike
simplicity through which the "ecstasy of the
unbounded'' he had first known at
Weymouth could be attained, Powys notes
how "when . . . I let my inmost impulses
have their free swing . . . my nature craves
for palpable symbols, even from the most
disembodied regions." 2 These impulses led
to complicated mental rituals of the kind in
which Sylvanus Cobbold is seen to indulge
whenever he is by himself. Powys tells us
that at Phudd's Bottom,
I have never passed that much-enduring
apple-tree that I call 'Polutlas', in my early
morning disposals of my garbage, without
uttering a prayer for the 'rising to immortality and intense happiness' of that Grandfather of mine on the distaff side whose
possession of so much loose silver in his
trouser pockets impressed me as a child. And
every day when I put my head in the basin . . .
I pray for my Father's father . . .
'May Old L. C. P.' I burble and splutter
from under the water,'rise to immortality and
intense happiness!'4
*A shortened and revised version of a paper read to
the Powys Society in 1974.

As Sylvanus buries his refuse in the
garden of Last House, he observes each day
a similar ritual:
'Rise to life, Human Beings!' he repeated in a
perfunctory and mechanical chant. 'Rise to
life, Animals!' And then, after a while as he
stamped down the earth on that buried
refuse: 'Rise to life all other Souls of the
Dead!'(400)5
Not only is such behaviour an important
aspect of The Art of Happiness, but it is, in
Sylvanus, a 'rising to life' of the '"eternal
recurrence' of the poetic mystery of the
little-great ritual, the daily acts by which we
all must live". 6
The ' 'palpable symbols'' for which
Powys craves are to be found throughout
Weymouth Sands. They are on one level the
"rainbow-viaducts" thrown across the
chasm that looms for its characters, as for
Faust, between "the visible world of the
senses, and . . . the invisible world beyond
the senses". 7 On another level they reisde in
certain atmospheres and objects. Magnus
Muir, like most Powysian heroes, carries a
walking-stick:
This stick had been his father's. It was of
some hard, heavy, foreign wood, of a dusky
colour, and possessed a smooth curved
handle upon which Magnus loved to lean his
full weight until he felt he was leaning upon
the undying strength of the formidable old
man. (11)
Powys's own oak-cudgel was so powerful
that it seemed as if it "were stalking along of
its own volition, dragging a nervous 'Rural
Dean' in tow". 8
It is a power that stems by association
from the laurel-wood axe which his father
had cut for him in early childhood at
Shirley:
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To get back that laurel-axe. . . would now be
to get back the full magic power of that timeless fetish worship by the strength of which
the quaintest, most ordinary object . . . can
become an Ark of the Covenant, evocative of
the music of the spheres!9
While the walking-stick symbolises human
continuity and a certain personal magic, it is
connected in Weymouth Sands with the
mystical wand or stave of the Tarot, symbol
of the Guardian and possessed of the secret
powers of Nature.
Powys tells us that his "most obstinate
cult [is] the conscious drinking up of all the
various sense impressions which the Self
receives as it embraces the Not-Self." 10
Such a procedure inevitably leads to some
form of mystical consciousness, as when
Perdita listens to Jerry's piano music in one
of the most sublime passages of the novel:
An immense flood of happiness lifted her up
and carried her away . . . Her loneliness, her
anxiety, her pessimism, all were submerged.
She was herself, and yet not herself! She
became a disembodied spirit that floated in,
and over, this quivering flood . . . till she felt
as if she were drifting through the liquid ether
of a substance that resembled mother-ofpearl. But when all that had ever thrilled her,
whether of taste, or touch, or sight, or smell,
was transformed into a super-ether, this ether
itself melted into that sound-sea, that rolled
and rippled and towered and toppled and
carried her along... It was an Absolute, selfexistent, self-generated, self-complete. Only
it kept breaking up into innumerable waves of
darkness and light, that fell and rose, rose
and fell, till they were an eternal oneness in
their manifold, and an eternal manifold in
their oneness . . .(212-213).
The most relevant definition of mysticism
is that of William James. He puts forward
four marks as characteristic of mystical
states of consciousness: ineffability, out of
which grows the necessity for symbolism; a
poetic quality which affects "thoughtreality";
transiency—for
"ecstasies,
whether spiritual or physical, after dipping
their possessed into Eternity, toss them back
all too soon into Time" (171); and
passivity.11 Although mystical ecstasy is all
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too transient for Larry Zed as he watches
Perdita, ineffability is probably the most
important of these qualities in Weymouth
Sands, for there is little poetic abstraction in
the poor Jobber's experience:
'By Dum/ he cried, 'I can't tell what it is
about this view that stirs me up s o ! ' . . . [but]
as he stared at his own land and his own sea,
under that glimmering haze, they both
became to him something unutterable,
something written upon over and over and
over with the hieroglyphs of the spirit, and he
felt as if he were offering up to them at that
moment the very flesh and blood of his love
(352).
The populace of Powys's Weymouth, and
no doubt his readers too, can be roughly
divided into those who experience mystical
sensations and those who do not. William
James notes that,
One must have musical ears to know the value
of a symphony; one must have been in love to
understand a lover's state of mind. Lacking
the heart or ear, we cannot interpret the
musician or the lover justly, and are even
likely to consider him weak-minded or
absurd. The mystic finds that most of us
accord to his experiences an equally
incompetent treatment.12
In the same way that Powys himself has in
the past been attacked as a "ninny" and a
"zany", the latter group in Weymouth
Sands tends to militate against the former:
Magnus is considered "not quite all there9'
by Mrs. Wix; the Jobber is nicknamed
"Dummy*'; Larry Zed is supposed by Sippy
Ballard and Dr. Brush "to be out of his
wits"; Perdita is a "funny little thing" to
Jerry, while Sylvanus disturbs the status quo
to such an extent that he is banished to
"Hell's Museum".
This conflict, to which Jeremy Hooker
has referred as the "conflict between
different versions of reality", 13 takes place
not only between characters but within the
individual consciousness, as when Larry
Zed experiences a conflict between his
"Nothing-girl" and a "real proper girl"
(166) in the shape of Perdita Wane.
The principal theme of Weymouth Sands
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is the struggle of the individual soul to come
to terms with the cosmos. This struggle
involves the resolution of impeding
dualities: the duality of masculine and
feminine, of elemental and etherial, of
scientific and philosophical truth, of love
and lust, of fantasy and reality. For the
major characters, in search of that "eternal
onesness" Perdita finds, as we have seen, in
a mystical response to music, progression is
through a series of "contradictory
passions", or differing states of consciousness, torwards some kind of resolution,
wherein the combined powers of the will and
the imagination achieve a creative
transcendence of dualities perceived
through the ' 'destructive' * process of
human analysis. Nietzsche says that/'When
a tree grows up to heaven its roots reach
down to hell", yet, above as below, it is still
the same tree. H This atonement, or at-onement, is the correspondent of Powys's
"ecstasy".
Magnus Muir is typical in thought and
appearance of the Powysian anti-hero. He is
dominated by memories of his dead father,
has a philosophy of the "inmost self' that is
comparable with Wolf Solent's "mythology", and is attracted to a beautiful girl of
the lower class. This relationship, he feels,
"is in tune with my whole nature" . . .
"What I want out of life is poetry; and I'm
like my father in t h a t . . . I know he considered that the social fussiness of our middleclass women destroyed all the enjoyment
and dignity of life" (8-9).
When Curly allows him to caress her he is
enraptured:
That it should be himself, Magnus Muir, or
rather that nameless hidden self, that was the
self of all his secretest feelings, who was now
holding this incredibly lovely being in his
hands, seemed to him too exciting to be true.
What a miracle! What a mystery! That these
soft curves which he pressed under the grey
jacket were in very truth a young girl's
breasts, such as he was always reading about
in his classical poets (120).
But at the same time, his feeling for her,
which is entirely sensual, represents a threat

to the "concentrated essence of all that life
meant" that is centred around his father.
'Father, father/ his thoughts ran on . . . 'this
new feeling shall never interfere with you,
never come between you and me, never spoil
those things that we have shared and always
shall share together.' (120)
The resolution of these opposing passions is
taken out of Magnus's hands when Curly,
having deceived him with Sippy Ballard,
eventually runs off with Cattistock.
Throughout the novel Magnus is preoccupied with poetry and with the sea. In
the opening paragraph he notes the individual character of the waves:
Each wave, as it rolled in upon the highpebble beach was an epitome of the whole
body of the sea, and carried with it all the
vast mysterious quality of the earth's ancient
antagonist . . . if he had been a priest,
occupied with the rendering of some
complicated fragment of ancient liturgy, he
could not have appeared more gravely
concentrated.(1)
As he struggles to overcome the conflict
between his father's influence and his
passion for Curly, he thinks to himself:
'Everything I feel is connected with the sea
and with father. And now this girl is mixed
up with the sea and with him. Those cowrie
shells he used to tell me were used as money
among the savages, those shells, what did he
call them, that were so transparent and
brittle and made of mother-of-pearl? . . .
it's all these things that I'm feeling now as I
hold Curly like this, and her hair's exactly
like that light on the sea . . .' (122)
It is in fact as if Curly, with her passive,
"shell-transparent face", has been washed
up to Magnus on the great sea-tide of Fate.
During the storm, in terror that something
might happen to her, he rushes to the
beach:
'Oh, my lovely, my lovely!* his spirit called
out into that swirling chaos, 'if Fate will only
give you to me, if Fate will only let nothing
happen, you shall find what I can be! You
shall rest on me as on a rock!' (283)
As he and the Jobber visualize the faces of
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their women in the waves, Magnus feels
"as if the shell-like face of Curly might
dissolve at any moment, and be lost to him
forever/' (287)
When Curly has disappeared, returned to
the sea from which she was metaphorically
born, on her way to Italy with Cattistock,
the numbness that Magnus feels turns into
"a woman-shell\ of a certain lovely
tortuous conch of circles, a certain
Ammonite with divine curves!" (571)
Later when Perdita sees Magnus she
detects in him,
. . . a heart that had a fossil in it, a hidden
petrification, of nine hours eternity, a very
ancient stone, shaped like an Ammonite,
and yet it could shoot forth now and again,
from where it lay, arrows of hurting that
were tipped with mother-of-pearl! (588)
So it is brought about by Fate that Curly
does indeed rest on Magnus "as a rock". In
the first edition of Weymouth Sands, published under the title of Jobber Skald,
Magnus lives not in "Kimmeridge" but in
"Lias House" (47). Powys tells us in the
Autobiography of an enormous stone fossil
he found as a boy beyond the Coastguard
Cottages at Weymouth, an Ammonite
embedded in "blue Lias". Magnus,
bearing the image of Curly, like an
"ancient stone" in his heart, remains at
Lias House and is thus symbolically
embedded himself in the still more ancient
stone of his birthplace. 15
He sees on the beach " a condensation of
the divergent experiences of his life".
While the "dry sands . . . received the
imprint of those mature glosses of life that
went crying and weeping by . . . the wet
sands were imprinted by the 'printless* feet,
light, immortal, bare, of what might easily
have been the purer spirits of an eternal
classical childhood." (474-475)
Though he teaches a dead language
Magnus continus to derive pleasure from
the memory of a magical childhood and
from "the subtler and more primitive
language" of Greek, "that language which
had come to form a sort of invisible barrier
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for him between his interior world and the
outer world of reality." (19)
When he sees a boat named "Calypso",
Magnus is swept away "to the far-off
realms he loved", but "the self of all his
secretest feelings" is not left unmarked by
the other sea-nymph, who has also been
swept away. The "ancient litany" of the
opening chapter is renewed in the last when
Sue persuades Magnus to read an old
ballad with which he has been previously
unfamiliar:
When cockle shells turn silver bells,
And mussels grow on every tree,
When frost and snaw sail warm us aw'
Then sail my love prove true to me. (593)
Throughout the novel Magnus's role has
been that of a Choric figure, introducing
and commenting upon characters and
actions. Now, as "At the last line the unfortunate man's voice broke in spite of all he
could d o " , it is little Sue who becomes "the
mouthpiece of that motiveless, causeless,
non-human grief in the world, that comes as
the wind, that rises and sinks on the sea, and
that seems older and more tragic than all our
human agitations" (593). u
Throughout Weymouth Sands one is
constantly aware of the sea. For Magnus it
takes on the character of the Homeric River
Ocean. For Sylvanus it is a "Divine, eternal,
mysterious Sea" towards which he has a
clearly religious obligation, as if it were
some altar of the Absolute. For Jerry, with
his Protean facility for change, it is a source
of constancy: " ' I t ' s always the same sea';
I've often thought of that when life's got me
by the hair" (336).
The sea may at times resemble the waters
of the womb, for as Perdita listens to it "she
could return to that unconscious state in
which twenty-six years ago she lay, an
embryo-mite, before she was born into a
world like this" (48); but it is essentially
Chaos, the primordial ocean in which,
before the creation, lay the germs of all
things and all beings.
In Weymouth Sands, where "the long
saurian neck of St. Biscop's Head, like some
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antediluvian sea-serpent, manifested itself
on the horizon" (130), the Homeric idea of a
deep and mighty flood, encircling land and
sea, like a serpent with its tail in its mouth, a
universal symbol of eternity, is particularly
appropriate as the source of all.
Perdita, like her namesake in A Winter's
Tale, arrives from the sea. Despite Bum
Trot's assertion that "The only 'ooman my
skipper'll ever love be the salt sea'' (205), the
Jobber sees her like a provocative nymph
through the swirling mass of the waves. He
is also sea-born, "his nostrils quivering like
a gigantic sea-horse, snuffing his native
element" (253). For Perdita he calls up the
"half-mythic image" of "an enamoured
sea-god" (168), that has dominated her
romantic sensations since childhood. Gipsy
May, whose feminine ways inhabit "a
bottomless ocean" (134), calls Larry Zed
"Fisherman", an apellation "which had for
both of them a vague, dim, mystical
implication" (131). When he enters the
cowshed in the wet dawn Larry bears with
him " a strange, almost mystical fragrance
from the wide-stretching salt-marsh mud, as
if in the night the silent daughters of the Old
Man of the Sea had been sleeping upon it",
while his own figure has' 'an almost mystical
remoteness" (588).
We have seen that Curly is symbolised by
a shell. Her sea-birth is connected with one
of the most striking mythological symbols
of the novel. Before Curly's image has
assumed the larger proportions of a
fossilized ammonite, albeit "with divine
curves" (571), the shell with which Magnus
first associates her is the cowry, Trivia
Europaea, 17 which old Captain Poxwell
also collects.
As I have hinted, Trivia has an important
symbolic value in the novel. It is the name
which Sylvanus gives to the sunbeam which
"he had come to endow with a definite
personality":
Trivia, Trivia, Trivia! . . . He was so intense
and so mystical a worshipper of young
women that whenever he saw Trivia dancing
on the wall he was ravished with pleasure.
That shivering dance of reflected light from
the heart of our planetary universe had a

more mystical effect on him than any pheno
menon between earth and sky (406).
Trivia is more to him than a feminine form
She assumes the importance of a deity, fo
"he supplicated her to have pity on him'
(405).
On the one hand the word "trivia" i
often substituted in modern usage fo
"trivialities", referring to the commonplao
or trifling. This is a fairly apt description o
girls like Curly, to whom Powys was wont t<
refer as "sweet baggages". In the same wa;
it is appropriate to the manias of th
Captain, Magnus and Sylvanus, with hi
"baby-bunting sunbeams". On the othe
hand, however, Trivia is the cult-title of th
goddess Diana, or Artemis. In reference t<
such things as "sea-sand castles" or "blu
beads on a string", Powys tells us tha
"from one point of view these things ar
child's play; but from another point of vie\
they are the sublime and mystical 'Gleichnis
of our whole Faustian Quest". 1 8
I cannot, I think, be a coincidence tha
the Tarot card representing the universe, L
Monde, pictures a nude figure dancing in ;
ring of leaves. Its allocation is the Tai
Cross, which in the earlier form of th
swastika represented the sun. In a book oi
the Tarot by Mayananda the card is desc
ribed as " a Virgin Point of Inner Fire
fusing the elemental four." 19 The design
which has its source in Egyptian mytholog;
and the dance of Shiva, indicates that onl;
through spiritual movement can the eterna
universe be symbolised. Sylvanus obviousl;
feels this, for he asks Tossty:
"When you're dancing at your best—at you
very best I mean!—and strike one of thos
wonderful balances that everyone tells m
about. . . don't you feel as if you were float
ing on something beyond life and death
Don't you feel so, Miss Clive?" (336)
The connection with Trivia is evident.
Diana was originally a spirit of the wood
and wild nature and is therefore a peculiar!
fitting deity for Sylvanus.20 She wa
supposed to promote the union of commun
ities and was worshipped at the crossroads
Her name is the feminine of the Latii

Susan Huxtable-Selly: Observations on Weymouth Sands
trivium, derived from A tres via, the meeting
of the three ways. It is significant that as a
symbol she unites the destinies of three men,
Magnus, Poxwell and Sylvanus, all of
whom are punished for their relationships
with young women.
"Artemis of the golden arrows", with
whom Diana is identified, despised the
weakness of love and imposed upon her
nymphs vows of perpetual maindenhood,
any violation of which she was swift to
punish. Certainly she takes it upon herself to
come between Sylvanus and Marret. In the
scene where Marret is angry with him,
Sylvanus caught sight of a dancing shape on
the floor. Had his wanton elf resolved to
follow him everywhere?
'Trivia! Trivia! Trivia!' . . . his superstitious imperatives had got such a hold on
him, that he could not resist uttering Trivia's
name aloud. This brought down on his head
the first outburst of real anger that he had
ever seen in Marret . . .
'That's it. That's the way/ she cried. 'Play,
play, play, play! You're just like your
brother] You've no real feeling. The whole of
your life is a game, and now you whistle up
sunbeams when they're coming to take you to
Hell's Museum!'(411)
It is not until Marret leaves him that
Sylvanus discovers that he "had played the
platonic nympholept a bit too far!" (417)
He had been a nympholept in the sense of
one inspired by a great enthusiasm to reach
the unattainable through the joint psychic
powers of male and female, but now he is a
nympholept in the literal sense of "caught
by nymphs".
Artemis, with her "bow of pearl" and
"crystal-shining quiver", is also directly
responsible for the punishment of Magnus,
and explains how the fossil-shell in his heart
"could shoot forth . . . arrows of hurting
that were tipped with mother-of-pearl"
(587-588).
Captain Poxwell is obsessed by the idea
that he "had got his eldest daughter with
child" (310). Whether he has or not he is
prepared to give up all his precious Trivia
shells to avoid the punishment of "that

37

mystical horror and shuddering guilt" that
lies in his conscience:
Til give you all my shell-boxes and all my
cowries, Doctor, if you'll only make her
swear by her mother's womb to leave me
alone!'(466)
Women, he confides, have "got a sting in
them", though "It takes a man who's sailed
the deep seas to know it" (465).
The "island" of Portland is associated
with Delos, the birth-place of Artemis,
through a remarkable ' 'transubstantiation". Latona, the mother of Artemis,
besought one after another of the islands of
the Aegean to offer her a place to rest, but
they feared her power. Delos alone
consented to be the birthplace of the future
deities. Since the island was floating and
unstable it was fastened by Zeus with
adamantine chains to the bottom of the sea,
that it might be a secure resting-place for his
beloved.
As the Jobber contemplates the "unique
character" of the island it "seemed to be
tugging at its tether in that luminous and
liquid haze, seemed to be straining at this
gigantic rope of transparent stones, agates
and cornelians, which bound it to the mainland. This huge limestone rock seemed to
have no roots, under this enchanted light, in
any solid earth . . . It seemed to be riding
. . . upon a liquid abyss of opalescent water
that sank down to the antipodes" (350).
Perhaps it is because the Jobber was born
on the island, with "its long history lost in
aeons of time", that he is both a sea-god and
as stubborn as the stone which is his symbol.
Perdita sums it up when she says:
I think it's this element in him, just as if he
had a vein of oolite in his disposition, that
makes him so far-off from everybody and yet
so familiar with everybody (350).
And perhaps it is because he tries to defend
the island against Cattistock, whom he sees
as an enemy of the stone itself, that he is
rewarded at last with the love of Perdita.
Certainly he receives from it the blessing
of two mystical "omens of the way", the
Sea-Holly and the "Clipping Stone", one
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for each part of his dual being. As he walks
on the island with Perdita he suddenly stops:
'By DumF he exclaimed, and stooping down
he picked up a small glaucous-leafed plant at
the edge of the path (362).
In Greek mythology Glaucus, whose underwater home lies off the coast of Delos, is a
god of the sea. Originally a fisherman, he
became immortal through eating a marvellous herb.
Holding the plant in his hand Jobber
leads Perdita into the presence of a great
"stone Idol, if such it were" on a cliff-ledge
above the sea:
'Can you see what it is?' he asked her. And
then the girl did see that in the slow process of
aeons of time this stone had been carved into
a tremendous torso of love. Man's nakedness
and woman's nakedness locked together in
the primordial creation of life were suggested
here by the straining together of godlike
flanks and thighs . . . And yet the effect of this
huge organic work of art was neither base,
nor gross, nor bestial, but godlike, cosmogonic, life-creating (364).
When these two "children of Nature", a
phrase with Powys hastens to remind us
' 'applies very rarely to any civilized
individuals", have climbed up onto the
stone they share the astringent leaves of the
plant. The combined magic of the two
omens results in them losing their balance
and falling down into each other's arms on
the grass below:
'Well!' he panted, 'that proves it's true!'. . .
'What proves what?' she gasped . . .
'Why, didn't 'ee really know what the plant
was?' he returned. 'It's Sea-holly! "Pilgrims
of Love" and "Brides of Quietness" used to
come to Portland and Chesil Beach from all
over England in old days. Old wives in my
memory used to make a concotion out of this
that brides would put into their tea. You're
mine now altogether, Perdie, since we've
swallowed Sea-Holly under the "Clipping
Stone"!'21
But despite the signs of stone-god and seagod, the Jobber is driven by his other great
passion, the god of his life-illusion, to
murder Cattistock with a pebble he carries in

his pocket, and he leaves Perdita early next
morning. This is something that she has
already predicted:
'I feel in my bones that this affair of ours will
not run smoothly. He's not a man for quiet
established things. But it won't be our love
that will end' (354).
Her feminine intuition is correct. They
suffer as no ot^her lovers in the novel do, but
the Jobber's love for Perdita is neither
merely sensual, as Magnus's is for Curly,
nor mystical, as Sylvanus's is at first for
Marret: he loves her with his whole being
until it seems, even as he imagines striking
"the Dog", that it is " a double personality,
made up of some incredible fusion of their
bodies", 22 which strikes.
When he looks at the island, strewn with
blocks of oolite, he sees "limestone lying
upon limestone, as human bones lie upon
human bones" (255). It is as if, by this
vision, he is forewarned to sublimate his
hatred into love, as decreed by the gods.
When they are reunited,
It was as if they were not just human lovers,
not just sweethearts finding each other again.
It was as if they were animals, old, weak,
long-hunted animals, whose love was literally
the love of bone for bone, skeleton for
skeleton, not any mere spiritual affinity, not
any mere spiritual passion (592).
The Jobber's surname, Skald, dates back to
' 'the far-off Viking invasion that had landed
the Skald family amongst these Celtic stoneslingers" (58), but his first name, Adam,
denotes a more potent and remote antiquity.
In Edenic myth Adam was created as a single
being, both male and female. Upon the
separate creation of Eve from one of his ribs
Adam was "split", as implied in the word
"sex", which simply means "division".
When Perdita says, "It's as if something of
him were inside me and something of me
were inside him", 2 3 she echoes the words of
the Edenic Adam:
This is now bone of my bones,
and flesh of my flesh.
In the act of giving himself up unreservedly
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to Perdita, whose name means "the lost",
Adam Skald restores his original wholeness,
so resolving one of the dualities of the novel.
Their union is in accord with the creative,
rather than destructive, principle of the
stone god.
Sylvanus Cobbold is another character
whose name implies a fundamental duality.
Silvanus in Roman religion is a spirit of the
woods. In Greek mythology the Sylvans
were lesser gods of the earth. A cobold is an
elemental that lives beneath the earth, an
ethereal that shares in the characteristics of
the element it inhabits. Thus it is that
Sylvanus, "Like Orion", lives "an
ambiguous
double-life
between
the
Kamontes, the * worn-out underground
ones', and the eternal children of the
ether" (56).
Even alter his banishment to "Dr.
Brush's Summer House" (338), Sylvanus,
"Like Orion . . . still strove towards his God
through the loves of the daughters of God"
(336).
Orion, a son of Poseidon and Gaea, to
whom Sylvanus is compared, was loved by
Eos and accepted an invitation to her couch
in the holy island of Delos. He afterwards
hunted with Artemis and it is even suggested
that she loved him. But fearing that his sister
might prove as susceptible as Eos, Apollo
tricked her into killing Orion. Observing the
hunter as he waded through the sea, with his
head just above the water, Apollo pointed
out the black object to his sister and
challenged her to hit it. The goddess discharged an arrow with fatal aim and the
waves rolled the dead body of Orion to the
land, while his shade descended into Hades.
Bewailing her fatal error with many tears,
Artemis placed him among the stars where
he is still to be seen pursuing her nymphs, the
Pleiades.
So "the daughters of God" refers in this
passage to Gaea, 24 the earth-mother, of
whom Sylvanus and Orion were born; to
Persephone, to whom they must return; to
Eos, heavenly goddess of light, whom they
love; and to the etherial Pleiades, originally
nymphs of the water, to whom they aspire.
Sylvanus has also a mania "for such
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mysterious inanimates as air, earth, water,
fire . . . he seemed to worship not poetically
but reallyy the sun, the sea and the sky"
(276). This he sees as a matter of common
sense:
By reducing the sensations of consciousness
to the most primitive elements he had at last
arrived at the point of a certain rapport
between himself and the cosmos which gave
him a deeper sense of power and a deeper
feeling of satisfaction than most people
experience all their lives (276).25
Sylvanus might have been quite happy
with this "rapport" and worshipping Trivia
had he not been a cobold, for an elemental
has no soul and can acquire one only
through liaison with a human being. He
therefore seeks his God in three ways (atres
via): through the daughters of God, the
elements they inhabit, and the daughters of
men, that is, through the more-and-less
than human and through humanity itself.
Always a rebel, always dwelling in a mystical
borderland of his own, Sylvanus was one of
those beings who seem to draw from Nature
the power of escaping the ways and customs
and habits of his own race (275).
Yet he is driven more and more obstinately
by "some secret urge within him" to seek
the mystery of the Absolute through "the
more receptive souls of women" (277).
The power of this "born prophet" to
attract young girls is made evident at his first
appearance in the novel:
There was the Punch-and-Judy girl, standing
close to Sylvanus now, and gazing at him with
shameless adoration! (4)
Although Marret understands little of what
he says,
. . . it gave her a physical sensation of
ineffable peace to hear him talking and know
he was talking to her. Virtue came out of the
sound, and the meaning of his words reached
her through the aura of this virtue, like the cry
of sea-birds through a sunlit mist (397).
For Peg Frampton,
. . . this mysterious Absolute about which the
man talked seemed to gather to itself
everything lovely and sweet and satisfying
that she had missed in life (341).
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What Sylvanus seeks in these girls is " a
latent passion to offer up their amorous life,
as mystics offer up their souls, to some
object of spiritual idolatry" (274).
Virginity he holds especially sacred, for as
he tells 'Melia, Celia and Sue,
'Virginity has something about it . . . that
melts and dissolves into "the common
element" and is porous to the "common
element" .. .by which, you must understand,
I mean what lies at the bottom of life and
death.' (266)
This idea of Sylvanus has associations not
only with the Vestal Virgins of the sacred
fire that is kindled by the rays of the sun, but
with a long folkloric and occult history, a
glimpse of which we have seen in the "inner
fire" of theTarot virgin. 'She', like AdamEve, is androgyne or hermaphroditic. The
word virgin, having its root in "virgyne",
"man-woman", means "wholeness" and is
associated in folklore with the dominion
over nature of Adam before the Fall.
Sylvanus does not make love to these girls
or even talk of lpve:
Their passion was for him; but his passion
was for the Eternal Being; only he had found
his masculine reason so much of a hindrance
in his struggle to attain what he called the
Absolute that he was forever seeking to learn
from the souls of women, attuned as they
were to strings and chords which were hidden
from him, some secret entrance to the Deathless and Immortal, which as a hermit and a
solitary he had been unable to reach for
himself (277).
Far from indulging in the "wicked craziness" (279) of which Lucinda accuses him,
Sylvanus is in fact a religious ascetic for the
reason clearly expressed by Powys in A
Glastonbury Romance, that "the strongest
of all psychic forces in the world is unsatisfied desire". 26 When Marret goes to live
with Sylvanus he "uses her young warmth"
as he lies awake in the pre-dawn darkness
"to strengthen his colloquy with the mystery
of the cosmos" (393).
The subj ect of this particular colloquy, as
he lay there "thrilled through and through
by a diffused sensuality'', is * 'the struggle to

reconcile his Absolute with the cruelty of
things . . . to make it include the Gross, the
Repulsive, the Disgusting" (395), in other
words to come to terms with the dual nature
of what Powys elsewhere refers to as the
First Cause. In talking to his God, Sylvanus
finds it necessary, since the Absolute is
Everything, "to place the lowest function of
his body side by side with the highest" and
has chosen for himself the fantastical name
of Caput-anus:
'Show yourself to Caput-anus! Oh, God, Oh
God, show yourself, show yourself, to
Caput-anus!' (395)
Again, one has to beware of dismissing
offhand the "suck fist gibberish" of
Sylvanus as mere childishness or foolishness, for both have their wisdom. Powys
tells us in Autobiography\
. . . that words, the magic of words, is a deep
and occult part of the mystery of life. Gibberish—the invention of nonsense—is an irrepressible tendency of mine, and to me it is
never comic or facetious or amusing. It is
more tragic, more grave, more religious than
intelligilibity is (60).
"Caput-anus" is, literally, an hermetic
symbol. Sylvanus's invocation is both
magical and mystical, and the magical view
of life, argues Powys, "has as much right to
'rise again' as the Lord Himself". 27 As
Magnus carries a walking-stick, Sylvanus
carries a cane. According to young Witchit
(named after the Maryland Warbler!),
'They say he be a conjurer . . . and that he
breaks his canes like Moses and Aaron broke
their rods, for to conjure over his enemies.'
(249-250)
This is unlikely, but Sylvanus's cane, likened here to the serpent-rod of Aaron, belongs
to the tradition of the Caduceus and again to
the wands or staves of the Tarot. 28
The Caduceus is, of course, a herald's
wand, especially the wand carried by
Hermes, messenger of the gods. Two
serpents are twined around a central column
in a head-to-tail arrangement (Caput-toanus). While there is an immediate association with the Homeric serpent, this
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arrangement, with its implication of duality,
is read in the symbolism of the Tarot as
Involution-Evolution.
The word Tarot in its complete form,
Tarota or Tara-Rota, means the Wheel of
the Law and the Law of the Wheel. In the
East the "wheel" is Samsara which,
according to Mayananda,
may be indicated as the dual movement
inseparable from consciousness when embroiled in the manifest condition. In the
unmanifest there is unity, but on entering the
manifest this unity is split into opposite but
complementary phases as of poles of an axis;
such as positive and negative, electric and
magnetic, male and female, involution and
evolution and so forth. Every true duality
bears such an interpretation.29
This description is extremely relevant to the
central philosophy of Weymouth Sands and
particularly to the struggle of Sylvanus to
unify the dualities of male and female, of
creative and destructive forces, in an apprehension of the Absolute. But the Tarot
symbol extends much further.
The centre of the wheel is the symbol of
beginning and vice versa, all manifestation
being in polarity. In Eastern philosophy the
centre is the "bindu", drop, or the element
ether, which signifies Tao, The Way.
Sylvanus's presence is described as Taoistic,
for besides his philosophy he is in part
etherial. If ether is considered the first
element, the duality between etherial and
elemental is immediately resolved.
The centre of the wheel is considered as
degenerating into air, fire, water and finally
earth, the lowest vibrational density of the
same thing, which must surely be "the
common element" to which Sylvanus refers
with such conviction. This degeneration or
slowing down is Involution and its regeneration back out of such a condition is
Evolution. Sylvanus sees his half-mystical,
half-sensual contemplation of the four
Western elements as a direct and categorical
way of living, as indeed it is, since the
Absolute resides in all things. In the
gibberish with which he tries to comfort
himself when Marret has gone Sylvanus
discovers " a new clue": 'Caput-anus!'
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Was it by some abysmal Pythagorean magic
of sound that these blind nonsense-syllables
lapped up and soaked up the sharp-smelling
fishy life-sweat of the sea-serpent of truth?
Sylvanus received a final revelation then of
what he had always suspected, namely that
the Absolute was to be found in the concrete
and not in the abstract, in thought dipped in
the life-juice, and not thought gasping in
vacuo (416-417).
Despite this revelation, without Marret,
Sylvanus, who is still in the process of
evolution, is incomplete:
. . . it was as if his great Being, whose Centre
was everywhere and his Circumference
nowhere, had an infinitesimal fragment of his
rounded completeness chipped off, leaving a
tiny gap, a gap of too-sweet, too-dear Time in
the bosom of the Eternal! (524)30
It is not until she returns to him briefly that
Sylvanus's vision can be restored in full.
Unity depends for him upon the contribution of the feminine principle and upon the
principle of light. In the symbolism of the
Tarot arrangement, from the earth (into
which his thighs sink like "the thighs of a
colossus"), the etherial Absolute can be
glimpsed only through the evolving elements of water, fire and air:
Sunlight and water . . . always struck
Sylvanus as being the nearest revelation of
the Ultimate Being that man could attain
(406).
He had held Marret to him *'during the
lowest pulse of Time's great Mill-Wheel",
that is, in the early hours when darkness still
prevailed. The "profound and immaterial"
effect of Trivia's dance, on the other hand,
could be achieved only during the day.
At Tup's Fold at dawn conditions are
perfect:
On and on Sylvanus led his girl, and on and
on she led him, for no one . . . could have
separated and divided the impulse that held
them, that drove them. Suddenly he stopped
. . . and snuffed at the air.
'It's coming,' he whispered in a low vibrant
voice.
And he was right. Like the first flicker in
the eyelids of a dead man restored to life, a
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wan indescribable lifting of darkness took
place in the far-off horizon, over the southeastern waters, close to St. Biscop's Head
(538).

It is here as if he and Marret, with her
"earth-forgetting eyelids" (140), are being
lifted up from the "tragic half-life" (265) of
the Homeric realm of darkness.
Minutes and minutes flowed over them, and
the link between them became like another
dawn, whiter, ghostlier, more inscrutable
still, mounting up through a yet deeper dark.
Then came a time when the whole wide
stretch of waters threw open its tremulous
dawn porches to their intense gaze . . . [and]
the sea unrolled its leagues of shivering
expanse. It grew whiter and ever whiter, and
its whiteness was not the whiteness of death,
nor yet the whiteness of light or of life. It was
the whiteness of the spirit. It was the
whiteness of that mysterious act of creation
that came even before the word (538).
As in all mystical states, the experience is
transient, but,
It lasted long enough to add something to its
own immortal nature to the mortal weakness
of their human feeling . . . And what now
took its place was the natural, the secular
diffusion of ordinary daylight, of the
accustomed, the familiar, the common day,
one more day, just one more, among all the
other days that had spread themselves out
over two human lives (539).
What then are we to make of Sylvanus as
he returns to Hell's Museum to kiss the
prongs of the dung-fork in gratitude? Is he,
as Ellen Gadget wonders, a prophet or a
madman? Or is he, as he appears to Magnus,
"the eternal recurrence of some undying
'gleichnis'" (497) Obviously my feeling is
that Powys intended him to be a prophetic
figure. He is a spiritual solitary who has
lived the life of a hermit. If he is a symbolic
figure we are referred again to Hermes,
Hermes Trismegistus, thrice-greatest, and
to the Egyptian god Thoth, founder of
occult science, with whom the Greek
Hermes is identified.
The traditional sub-title of The Hermit in
the Tarot is "The Magus or Voice of
Power". Sylvanus is both a messenger and,

for girls like Peg, a conductor of souls, for
his voice is possessed of the magnetism of
the ineffable.
Although the word Hermit has its root in
the Greek word "desert", in the Tarot it is a
compound of HERM(es) and IT, " the going
or movement of", the Law of Magic, as in
Orbit,' 'the going of the Orb". The hermit is
the "eternal recurrence" of the Herald of
the gods.
This figure portrayed on the cards holds
the familiar wand or staff, is covered by a
cloak and bears a lamp. The cloak is selfpossession but has also, I think, much in
common with the proverbial "cloak of
mystery". The lamp is the principle of light
but has its magical source in the wisdom of
Isis, Egyptian goddess and mother of
Horus, who is reborn each day on the
horizon, to which he gives his name. These
imply threefold initiation into the Cycle of
Nature, the Cycle of Humanity and the
Cycle of Super-man. Their relevance to
Sylvanus is therefore exact.
Through the threefold path the centre or
Absolute is reached. The cypher O symbolises the centre and in the Tarot is the
nought or no-number of the Fool. I have
no doubt that Powys would agree wholeheartedly with Israel Regardie's comment
that "The Fool must represent that pure
state of wisdom, the divine folly of St.
Paul, that spiritual innocence which we, in
our worldly innocence, consider foolishness". 31
Sylvanus is then a projection of Powys's
"less human" wisdom, in which the simplicity of the child, the saint and the Tibetan
mystic are gathered together. He may
appear a madman, but the Absolute
"played tunes that taught Sylvanus, even as
the Spirit taught Faust:
'Alles vergangliche
1st nur ein gleichnis.'
'All appearance is but a symbol'." (497)
Unfortunately for Sylvanus "the music of
the spheres" is not generally appreciated in
Weymouth and his fate is accurately predicted in those "upturned images of fantastic doom" that have been inherited by Gipsy
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May. The Hanged Man, who has the alternative title of The Sacrifice, according to
Grimaud's "Ancient Tarot de Marseille"
(the pack mostly used by gipsies) means:
Persecution. Patience. Bravery. Daring.
Unconventionality. Apparent perversity.
The image-card of spiritual man crucified in
matter.
The psychologist Allport defines a person as
"the sum-total of his departures from the
average". Not only does this explain the
extraordinary power of the character of
Sylvanus, but also the reasons for which he
is persecuted by the "ordinary'' (rather than
"magical") laws of the people.
Powys says in Autobiography
that
personality "underlies all the criss-cross
currents of the world" (331). At the
opposite pole from Sylvanus is his brother
Jerry. Ironically, he is a professional clown
and famous for his performances, while
Sylvanus, the Holy Fool, is condemned to
infamy. Though Jerry is a clever man and
his language excremental enough, he has no
vision beyond the act of'' Arsiversy''. Like a
true madman, his only comfort is to rail:
'Behind . . . behind .. . behind—that's where
you tricky mystics always put the secret, as if
life had a rainbow-coloured rump like a pet
baboon . . . Your baboon's arse may be an
Aurora Borealis for all I care, since we shall
never see it!' (337)
And indeed he does not, for all his psychic
power is employed in a "curious Atlas-like
tendency to hold up the status-quo" (342).
The nature of Jerry's "status-quo" is
reflected in his companions. His wife,
Lucinda, in contrast with the symbolism of
Sylvanus, is "convoluted", recalling
Milton's lines in Paradise Lost:
Then Satan first knew pain,
And writh'd him to and fro convolved.
(VI, 329)
The image of the evil serpent is extended to
include Tissty's "serpentine sinuosity"
(229) and the Jobber's association of
Hortensia with Medusa. Tossty to Marret is
"the scarlet lady'' (335) and clearly belongs,
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like Scarletta, to that darker tradition of
Crowley's magic.
Powys's treatment of these characters is
not unsympathetic, for Perdita recognises
that Lucinda is "wrestling all the while with
some dark and terrible fatality" (145). She is
a tragic figure, bearing that
Spirit of hate, whose strong curse weighs
Hard on the house and heirs of Tantalus. n
But we are left in no doubt that her fate is
earned. As the Chorus in Agamemnon sees
Clytemnestra "Standing like a crow on
carrion"," Powys describes how Lucinda's
mind, "as if it were a vulture carrying off a
morsel of carrion to devour at leisure,
pounced on a certain scene in her fatal past
and dug sharp, spiritual talons into it, with a
self-tormenting ferocity" (146).
When Tissty and Tossty appear with their
parents they are natural and charming as
Gloria and Pansy, daughters of Shepherd
Rugg; but when they exchange their rural
simplicity for the "metropolitan superiorities" of a society brooded over by the
"painted . . . figurehead" of the incestuous
Lucinda, their calling is mocked in the
"brazen, goatish ramish cry" of Punch:
"Judy! Judy! Judy! Judy!" (486) Even as
Lucinda discovers that Jerry has turned
from his dancing-girl to her own sister, St.
John's Spire murmurs to the Jubilee Clock
that "'Piety and Respectability will never
perish from Weymouth Sands while I point
upwards!'" (560) This is a superb example
of Powys's irony, for if Queen Victoria's
statue represents matriarchal guardianship
the "elderly spire" is a father-figure.
While the would-be sophisticated dancers
are blind to their very real seduction, the
innocent Marret immediately associates
Jerry's outburst at The Weeping Woman
"in some natural and mysteriously intimate
way, with the paternal performance" (339).
Although this refers to the Punch-and-Judy
show, there is also an indirect implication of
misguided sexuality. Jerry's friend Dr.
Girodel, the abortionist, lectures Peg, as he
tries to seduce her, about "the silly nonsense
that virginity creates". He calls it "the
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parthenogenesis of illusion" (235). If Dr.
Mabon, like the Fisher Kings of which Owen
Evans speaks in A Glastonbury Romance,
embodies the idea of Parthenogenesis and
the Self-Birth of Psyche, as Jeremy Hooker
has suggested, then he is the antithesis both
of Dr. Brush and Dr. Girodel.
Dr. Brush, director of "Hell's Museum",
admits to himself: "I am a madman with a
vice for which I'd vivisect Jesus Christ"
(456). Psyche, Christ and Mabon, Son of
Modron, The Mother, are respectively the
Greek, Hebraic and Welsh versions of the
virgin-birth for which Powys has a mystical
reverence.
When Magnus meets Dr. Mabon on the
beach it seems that the new physician is, in
himself, a Fisher King of no mean importance for "he looks like a Harpooner" and
"sees far . . . like the Pilot of the Argo"
(515-516). To Mabon Weymouth Sands
behaviour is "antediluvian" and the
people's ethics "barbarous" (517). Magnus
experiences "a fantastic sensation of
unreality as if this man were a specimen of a
new type of personality in the world" (515).
Certainly he is needed. Magnus has washed
his hands like Pilate after accompanying
Jerry to the police-station. Sylvanus has
been arrested and will be lucky to escape
with being committed as mentally unsound
to the hands of Dr. Brush. The status quo,
now that Jerry has lost his old interest in
Lucinda's "convoluted morbidity", is
symbolised for him in the obscene eye of a
dead fish (520). If Wolf's is a "vivisected
frog's-belly of a world'' then Weymouth's is
a self-rending, anti-Christian society.
But Sylvanus too has uttered an oracle, to
Marret, whose name must be, I think, a
diminutive of Mary: "'Mr. Cobbold says
Summat New be come into world . . . He do

say this summat be the Holy Ghost'" (142).
As Peg questions Marret about her relationship with Sylvanus, Marret's face has "a
far-away, passive infinitely mysterious look
. . . [a] strange annunciation-look" (344).
The feeling of this "little Mary" who had
shared with Sylvanus "the whiteness of the
Spirit" near the excavated tumulus, "had
indeed the very chastity of devotion in it. If
Sylvanus had wanted to cut off her hair as
well as to possess her, her heart would only
have murmured: 'Be it unto me as my lord
wishes!'" (345)
Despite the prevalence of unhappy omens
and personal misfortunes towards the end
of the novel there is then a message of hope,
a spiritual "rising to life" in the persons of
Dr. Mabon and Marret, for the visitation of
the Holy Ghost accords with the mythic
belief that creation, at whatever cosmic
level, can occur only as a result of divine
intervention. The Light, like the Sea, can we
but perceive it, is both within us and
without.
The conclusion of the final chapter,
"Lost and Found", when the Jobber and
Perdita are physically united, as Sylvanus
and Marret have been spiritually united, in a
relationship blessed by the gods, recalls the
words of Rimbaud:
Elle est retrouvee.
Quoi? L'eternite.
C'est la mer allee
Avec le soleil.36
But, as always, Powys must have the last
word. We are reminded through Perdita of
the power of the age-old stone, albeit of the
lowest vibrational density, to keep Mr.
Gaul's Powysian Philosophy of Representation "from blowing away" (594).
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Elizabeth Tombs
Women in Weymouth Sands
One feels that among all the lessons which
men require for carrying on the struggle
against the inevitable imperfections of their
lot on earth, there is no lesson which they
more need, than not to add to the evils which
nature inflicts, by their jealous and
prejudiced restrictions on one another.'
As Powys's third major novel, Weymouth Sands represents an important stage
in the process of distancing from feminine
power which only emerges fully in the
perfect fictional scheme of Porius. Weymouth Sands is governed by a disillusionment as to conventional values; the catharisis of breakdown however also involves a
growth of endurance power, and an effort
to cultivate immunity to the 'reality'
represented by alien femininity. In Weymouth Sands, we are presented with an
impressionistic survey of a society that is
about to dissolve. There are a number
of characters with diverging values whose
disconnected relations to each other reveal a
fundamental loneliness. The atmosphere of
Weymouth is sunny and life-giving, but
there is still a sense of incompleteness, and
women function as uncertain tokens of the
life seen to be alien but fascinating to man.
Man is distracted from his main quest and
woman is alternately either the reminder of
another beatific dimension, or a diversion
that leads to loss of integrity. It is symbolic
that the sea in its "abominable motions and
reversions . . . has nowhere to go"; 2 a sense
of anguish prevails.
When we come to consider the relationships of Powys's work to his life, and its
value as an indication of his psychological
preoccupations, it is instructive to consider
his statement that "the essence of every
writer's imaginative world is the mythologizing of one's own identity and its projection

onto reality". 3 He himself authorised "the
most shameless undermining operations
into a person's life-illusion", 4 but it is
perhaps more useful to approach the
problem from the other end and to examine
the way in which the books reveal the underlying evolution of a trend of thought,
especially as all mention of women is
excluded from the Autobiography:.
In Weymouth Sands, there is a gap
between the idea of women and women as
they are. This uneasiness reflects philosophical and psychological uncertainty as to how
the quest for peace can be best pursued. The
women fall on both sides of the line; they
belong to the "Rabelaisian mortality" of
the mothers and elder sisters on the dry
sand, and equally to the young girls on the
wet sand whose "eternal classical childhood" exists in "some divine limbo of
unassailable play time" (457). They are
differentiated, but this is significant only in
so far as the distinctions exhibit the various
ideas of their male beholders, the subjects
viewing the object according to their
differing capacities.
Powys is still allied to the conventional
world; he has "neither joined in, nor
heroically absconded". 5 The mood of
detachment from, yet fascination with, the
raw edges of "reality" which governs the
evasions and intimate revelations of the
Autobiography,
prevails in
Weymouth
Sands in fictionalised form: there is a dual
tension. Thus Gaul's asides as to "the parts
played in the history of mythology by the
masculine and feminine principle" (469),
and his idea that "it is wisest to conceal. . .
from the feminine mind its superb value as
an illustration of philosophic truth" (294),
are portrayed ambivalently. Gaul is
confined by his incomplete knowledge and
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John Cowper Powys, a photograph portrait by Shevrill Schell which appeared in the dustjacket of the 1963
first English edition (Macdonald) of Weymouth Sands. (It was probably first published on the dustjacket of
the Simon and Schuster Wolf Solent, 1929, and frequently used thereafter.)
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his idealism is flawed, but although Powys
may be ironic, Gaul is still a mouthpiece. It
is a process of experimentation; some
women escape the bounds of his ideas, but
there is a concerted effort to find another
world in which they do answer male expectations. The tone is wistful; we-have yet to
witness the regression to abysmal pessimism
in Maiden Castle and the purging of the
world that has been reduced by science to
"an itch of the blood and a weariness of
the will" (472) is still to be experienced.
There are awkward contingencies when
objective reality proves intransigent, and
the breakthrough that Weymouth Sands
attempts to hasten is incomplete.
There is too much emphatic protestation,
without sufficient conviction or demonstration. Material objects are declared to be
"unimportant compared with the mental
atmosphere in which they float" (162) and
there is a sense that while reality is only
"what appears, Truth is what our reason
assures us.lies behind appearances".6 This
Truth is fluctuating in Weymouth Sands
because there is no one character strong
enough to hold firm to it. Gaul's Representative Philosophy is a tentative formulation
of that which will be worked out fictionally
in Porius. Here, the yearning for the "supervision" of some comprehensive imaginative
reason which synchronises "intuition,
instinct, emotion and imagination" (99) is
overlaid on a world that belies the theory.
Nature is seen in fleeting moments of
despair as simply "a fragment of a derelict
and deserted world" (553). Beauty is a
redemptive possibility, and in Gaul's theorising we have the explanation of Powys's
own fictional devices as regards the male
vision of women: "for what was beauty if
not a manifestation in the midst of objective
reality of something half created and half
discovered by the craving of our human
organism?" (100).
The concepts of religion, mythology and
metaphysics, which Powys variously
appropriates, are acknowledged as "not
literally true'', but' 'behind each lies a definite human craving . . . purely emotional and
often quite irrational, apparently springing
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from something ineradicable in human
nature" (98). Gaul, while he would like
to avoid unpleasant events, seeks to leap
over life and to "put these cravings into a
mental crucible and extract their purest
essence" (158). It is the purest essence of
Powys's own cravings that we can discern
beneath the complex web of the novel.
There is seen to be something horrible about
truth, and to create one's own truth is wiser,
but not everyone can do this. Bush's pursuit
of this horrible "truth created by God"
(439) is a madman's voice, but in contrast to
this, Jerry is also an arch-disillusionist (466)
who declaims forcefully: "Behind . . .
behind . . . behind . . . that's where you
tricky mystics always put the secret" (328).
Organic flexibility often intrudes into
logical abstraction. While Powys is aware
that sometimes one had best not dare to
defend one's well-rounded theories,
advising other men to "undermine women's
attempt to prick the bubble of your illusions
with the bodkin of her reality",7 he is aware
that his own scheme excludes too much.
Until the new sense of "some secret
continuity in experience" (496) with the new
peace and new values heralded by Dr Mabon
can emerge, the characters of Weymouth
Sands must undergo the process of compromise. Powys is still "making more of the
negative art of forgetting our trials than of
the positive art of adding to our felicity''8
and in this fearful transition phase, it is a sad
and debilitating fact that the Act is seen to
come before the word (402). Characters can
neither fulfil themselves through Action nor
escape from its necessity. The Absolute is
found in the concrete, in "thought dipped in
the life-juice, not in thought gasping in
vacuo" (402). This should be a saving
revelation, but action is difficult here and
sleep is still the best escape from raw,
scraping, deadly reality.
This uncertainty is manifested in the
attitude to women. When Sylvanus is deprived of Marret, a "ghastly crack in the
familiar landscape" (519) is exposed, but
women are also' 'daughters of eternal chaos"
(154), a string which itches at a man's brain
(447), and an obstacle to release into the
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realms of philosophy, "a tiny gap of toosweet, too-dear time in the bosom of the
Eternal" (403). The discrepancy is large
between the advocacy of "a happiness that
would be seriously emperilled by any tooclose, too-devoted, too-exacting a human
love",9 and Powys's stress on the Goethean
doctrine of the "eternal feminine leading
man on and upwards".10 There is antagonism; while in some cases love is seen to
liberate man from lust and petty preoccupations, and a permanent love-union can lead
to a deeper perception of "the longer,
deeper, more subtle and calmer secrets of
life", u in Weymouth Sands we see also the
lighter amours that obscure this calmness.
Love is a necessary evil: "To dally with
Grushenka is a fine palliative to the burden
of life and an entirely legitimate one, but it is
not life's consummation".12 When lechery
is impersonal it can be full of poetry, but as
soon as the girl in question begins to derive
pleasure from it, desire becomes disturbing
and destructive of all peace (338). The
Goddess of Desire ravages her victims and
then leaves them hollow (511); when sex is
absent, a personality is paralysed, but when
present, it causes discomfort.
The characters of Weymouth Sands
suffer from a lustful voyeurism which is
disturbed, as opposed to the happiness of
chastity. Evil and Sadism however do not
really enter the picture; even Lucinda is not
fatally evil and for all her perversities
remains curiously sexless because so aloof,
courageous and full of a life-zest (553) which
is never undermined by futility. Extremes
are not allowed to break free. Jerry lurches
from confidence to desperation:
Men and women are all the same! They all
want to live on the other side of the moon,
while they get glory for sweating in the sun.
It's the salt of our sun-sweat that turns our
stomachs! (559-560)
It is this "salt-sweat" that gets in the way in
Weymouth Sands. It is through the resolute
purging of dishonesty, through the exposure
of the frailties of his protagonists, that
Powys's hope for the better emerges. He is
criticising his own imperfect standards, but
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they will never be renounced. While conventional obstacles to happiness must be taken
account of, idiosyncracy will only become
stronger. In a parallel vision the sea is "a
purging element, washing away all sense of
human morbidities" (58).
Thus Magnus is portrayed as a weakchinned man whose obsession with Curly is
a kind of consolation: "with all my nerves
and manias and so on, I don't believe I could
ever get on with a girl of my own class'' (24).
Even so his love for her, although bound to
be sad and frustrated because of her lack of
amenability, releases springs in his nature
that were untouched before. Curly destroys
his peace but she is also the agent of a higher
good. Magnus fades away towards the end
of the book but he is not blamed for his
idealism.
Human hearts are pitifully frustrated
since there is "something fatal in the world
that turns to sorrow and grief" (39). Still,
Magnus can at least force himself through
the motions of happiness and he can gather
himself together. The struggle is unequal.
Curly, a true Weymouth shop girl (35)
represents life looming in on him. He envies
Miss Le Fleau having "reached eighty
without encountering the underlying chaos
and violence and shame that exist in life"
(37) and laments the precious fortress of his
study (105) having been broken in upon.
However, Curly enables him to rise above
the timidities fettering his spirit, and,
liberated from his father's shadow, he
becomes strong to cope with his fate, no
longer hampered by his inability to follow
any but the line of least resistance. She is the
medium of his return to life; despite her
obvious nervous irritation, he lavishes upon
her "pent-up adoration of a life-time"
(127) with the satyrishness of a monk
suddenly coming upon a friendly countrymaid. Ecstatic at the thought of her "young
girl's breasts, such as he was always reading
about in his classical poets" (127), he
continues to ignore her real personality.
His belief is the familiar Powysian
complacency that "men who can be thrillingly happy with their girls for more than a
couple of hours are men who don't worry
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about what these lovely beings have in their
heads" (131). He is able to recover through
his passion the redemptive thought of
himself as "a strong primeval spirit, linked
to a shrinking and cowardly set of nerves"
(278). This exultation feeds on dreams in the
teeth of all the evidence, until finally, Curly,
sick of this "middle-aged stranger", elopes
as the paramour of a great man of action she
was meant to be. She was made for some
man, and Powys's basic contentions as to
women's nature are not undercut; it is
simply that woman is variable and inconstant and often inadequate. Magnus has to
purge himself of pride, having landed
himself "in a wretched pass by following
[his] temperament" (533). Later the way is
open for the Powys-hero to follow his bent
freely, but here we see the numbness
ensuing upon the turning to stone of his
"woman-shell, a certain lovely tortuous
conch of circles" (546). Curly was no
woman on whom to base such high idealism,
and Magnus also is suffering from human
folly that in time will disappear. Negative
elements and lack of confidence are still
present.
There is some slurring over of realism
however in the phases of the depiction of
Curly. Magnus's belief that "every woman
is a cradle of eternal nirvana" (357) is not
undercut by the fact of individual woman's
aberration, nor by the fact that Magnus's
hunt for sensuality is acknowledged to be
restless, boyish, and only half understood.
It is simply that, as in Boldwood's case in
Far from the Madding Crowd, the
experience of sudden passion was too
intense and blind. The abstract is still
unsullied; Miss Le Fleau's old woman's
solitude will still be there, even as she is
allowed to persist in her maternal indulgence
of "the darling fools, men" (535). The
illusion persists, but in Weymouth Sands we
see the exposure of those women who fall far
short of the male standard:
All women, since they carry within them a
portion of that primordial womb of darkness
wherein creation once slept undisturbed,
convey something of that peace that passeth
understanding (537).

Man's illusion is that therefore they will be
constant; as Gaul has to remind himself of
the indulgence of the stoic Marcus Aurelius
to the dissipated Faustina (469), so the
Powysian hero must make allowances for
woman's frailties. Gaul's philosophising is
exposed as pompous, but Powys persists in
"putting up with insoluble mysteries" (470)
rather than wrestling with the reality of
woman's personality. The tendency is to
distance. The Powys-hero smiles, whatever
his woman says, and goes on quietly doing
what is best and wisest, since so long as a
woman is linked mystically to his sacred
sensations, the point is not her interest in or
understanding of these things, but simply
"for her to be there" (292). She completes
man mythologically as the unconscious
element in his soul, but Powys has great
problems in portraying modern women who
fall into this complete pattern.
Curly is thus made into a symbol, and on
this level her beauty, giving her independence of both her lovers, weighs heavily in the
scales. Had she been less faultless, she would
have been condemned as a whore (370), but
as it is she represents life and action as
against "male pharisaism" (390). It is her
body, not her words or her behaviour,
which constitutes her unsatisfied claim to
happiness. And as material woman she can
also be degraded; she is guileful and
frivolous, as befits her as living, dumb
"evidence of the human desire for universal
disorder" (294). All women, whether rich or
poor, have this in common.
The fear that reality may be "prodding,
pinching and hurting to everyone" and that
the problem of the Powys-hero is simply
that he has not "the gall to face it" (185) is
evaded. Magnus's idea of decency, although
castigated for its mid-Victorian refinement
(311) and sentiment, exists as a strong
Powysian ethos throughout the works as a
whole: "The great thing, old chap, is to
enjoy our Tisstys and Tosstys to the limit;
but to pay it back to the gods by being
awfully decent to our step-mothers" (308).
The standard is one of hypocrisy; being kind
to a woman does not mean that she must be
submitted to, especially when like Curly
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they can be seen as modest and simpleminded. The archetypal Victorian woman,
she is cold and Artemis-like, able to endure
Magnus's love-making as a "chaste
prostitute" (536) would. However,
Magnus's idea that girls must suffer male
urgency in a "trance" (129) is exploded by
Powys's delineation of the sensual element
in Curly and her yearning for Ballard.
Ballard is unusual in that he is almost a
caricature of the male role elsewhere repudiated he is the embodiment of "Punch,
the honest cod, the essentially masculine
element in every man" (439). He has none of
the redeeming and qualifying magnanimity
of the "Cerne Giant" aspect of "every man,
who wants to make love to his woman as if
to a strange woman ". 13 Nevertheless, Curly
is drawn to him:
Some deep feminine impulse in her made her
secretly derive, though she would never have
admitted this to herself, a self-lacerating
delight in feeling herself to be his slave, plaything, a chattel to be used for his pleasure
without any return (126).
Despite this absence of decorum in her,
she is portrayed as simple in her relation
with Magnus, and bound by the convention
of Victorianism: "it seemed to her the
proper method to lead him on" (122).
Powys deprives her of the intelligence to
design cruelty; indeed her obtuseness here is
only another aspect of her instinctual "feminity". There is no notion of any conscious
self-control. Magnus is left the richer
through his craving for her simplicity even
though he is made hollow by her flight;
monotony has vanished and so has ignorance. True to the Powysian mould, his
experience of the "destiny-drenched, lust
sobbing force" (464) of life leads him to
reduce life back again to its most primitive
terms.
Throughout the book there runs a thread
of sympathy for women. Powys talks of
"the pathetic weariness of a life of woman's
toil" and of their houses as "prisons that
have drunk up their youth, blood, life"
(420-421). But this understanding is
cancelled by the motives that lead Powysian
men to perpetuate this system of things.
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Magnus's counsel to Sylvanus: "You'd
have been a lot wiser to confine your 'friendships' to girls from the lower classes" (483)
is both a concession to social morality and
also an acknowledgement of the fact that if
the craving for security is to be satisfied by
women, they must be excluded from any
real understanding of or participation in
the satisfaction. They provide the security,
and sacrifice must thus continue to be
exacted. Thus Powys talks of this world "in
which for a woman not to be beautiful. . .
means after all a series of futile desperations
and pitiful and sorrowful turnings to the
wall" (61). It is a peculiarity of his heroes
that they like ugly women, but humanitarianism vanishes again in mystification
before their irrationality, their "wild hysterical outbursts" as "the crying aloud of the
Yang itself" (507).
Ruth's life-craving is not satisfied by her
service to her brother and father, and
beneath her devotedness she sinks into
"gulfs of detachment" (486) which enable
her to enjoy life-sensations as other women
are not able to do. She is morbidly indifferent to men and in her fastidious, independent
intelligence she find Captain Poxwell's
genial sex-badinage and jocular facetiousness distasteful (304). But finally she is
woman-like; near to Nature, she is not
shocked by the idea of incest as men would
be. There can be no escape from feminity.
It is with the same curious mixture of
penetration and obtuseness, that Powys
analyses Lucinda Cobbold as intelligent but
ultimately limited. A self-tormenting
Clytemnestra (150), she tortures the Captain
with some sexual secret because his restless
masculine energy is so objectionable to her.
The confusion is large; Lucinda is different
from normal humanity, yet hates men who
"tear at the normal processes of nature"
(81). The Jobber's view of her as like an
"evil woman of history... who deliberately
indulges in vicious and heartless senselessness under the disguise of hysteria" (76) is
half facetious and half serious. She is false,
tricky, neurotic and selfish (210) according
to humanity's normal view, and a "sheIago" (553). Yet as the female counterpart
.

52

of Jerry Cobbold, she is condoned. Without
being in the least animal, and protected by
her unapproachable dignity, her morbidities
are indirectly admired as the "scum of a
crashing power" (556), which is the
complete antithesis to the usual Powysian
weakness. Yet we are reminded irresistibly
of "the old monks, who thought of women
in connection with the Devil" (154). Gaul's
fear is ridiculed, but Powys will not relinquish his philosopher's contention that
however powerful a woman may be, it is
only because she represents change. Even
while she is close to nature, she "resists all
natural laws", and the Parthenogenesis that
is her "natural element" (154) is somehow
inferior to the ideal striven after by males,
because unconscious.
In this sense Lucinda's sister Hortensia,
maliciously persecuted (556) by her, partakes of the same elemental femininity.
Overtly she is completely different. A
stupid, animal woman, suffering from
masochism (556), passionate unreason and
wilful peevishness, her white skin gives her
value. She becomes an unconscious bone of
contention between Cattistock, who is
about to "flesh his teeth" (218) in her body,
and the Jobber, who is seduced by her equivocation, "all the wanton nymph in her light
woman's nature" (77). Although Powys
envies her being able to sink into "her
woman's mysterious unknown life-tract
which she governs without completely
understanding" (441), she is rejected as
Cattistock's mistress since she would divert
his imaginative passions from the superior
occupation of miserliness. The resentment is
common: women admire men's loneliness
but are driven to destroy it, and' 'a man who
doesn't—even when living with a woman—
live alone is only half a man" (441). As soon
as woman steps outside of her function as
agent of release into mysticism, and comforter of the home-comer, she must be
discarded.
Tiss is thus also disappointed in her hero
worship of Cattistock; she represents that
"purring hiss of the Lamia demon in every
woman",13 but fascinated by his male will
to mastery she flirts with him "out of pure
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feminine pique" (230) and becomes his
"bitch". Her pride is reduced, since "them
grand ladies don't think nought of a man
what's at beck and call" (411). Toss, her
sister, "spoilt and petted" (328), succumbs
to langour in Jerry's presence and the tatterdermalian menage he sets up with her
answers to his passion for "the excremental
undertides of existence" (221). Women are
interchangeable, for all their individual
faculty of "changing so quickly" (547), and
as long as men "have some girl to pass the
time with don't worry too much" (147) who
it is. The novel is full of female servants and
wives whose maternal fidelity is seen as
"tragic" (71). All are dominated by a vague
good-heartedness and a wish to please,
especially bar-maids.
Sylvanus's nightmare vision of demented
rats pursuing and disembowelling hundreds
of female rats (509) is only an unconscious
distortion of prevalent masculine attitudes.
Cattistock is apt to confuse Tiss and Hortensia when he is making love, and the
Jobber, albeit "in his masculine vanity"
(79), believes that he is being seduced by the
warm bodies of both Hortensia and her
daughter. Lust is impersonal, and so are the
qualities of intuition which bypass a
woman's personality: "You girls are women
. . . and for you the sea-serpent is always
awake and the bottom of the sea laid bare"
(257).
Daisy displays the inversion of her
mother's qualities but in the end she is
entirely at male service. An ideal childwoman, she is used to living with people
more egoistical than herself, for all the
rebelliousness beneath "the spring-like
charm of her young body" (81). James's
love for her is based on her sturdiness as of
some "full-bosomed earth titaness" (189).
She is one of "a long procession of
pragmatic women who have kept the restless
demons of the human soul from ruining
life" (191). Powys does not overtly want to
belittle her; James's "hirsute male grossness" (190) in referring to her doll is typical
of Powys's androgynous hatred of insensitivity. She is set apart from other women,
but only as another type.
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Peg again is alone. She "violates the most
elemental laws of feminine desirability"
(90), but there is a piquant interest in her
ambiguous sexuality, her "passionate and
morbid interest in both sexes" (91). Vice,
her refuge from monotonous drabness—to
which as a woman she is susceptible (92)—is
also an "acid drug" (332) which leads her to
think of herself as a prostitute from choice.
She is subject to the desolation of her
femininity: "Why is it certain situations
repeat themselves when you're a girl?" (94).
These melodramatic scenes—"though
clever people laugh at such things" (94)—
constitute the essence of Powys's perception
of female reality. She is moved from man to
man; Gaul, with his guileless "conceit of
himself as a practical confessor to unhappy
young ladies" (156) could well stand for
Powys himself in his "primordial" distinction between male and female minds: woman
accepts each "minute particular" as her
own absolute, whereas man "reduces all to
the insubstantiality of bodiless ideas" (162).
Like Sylvanus, Gaul uses the mild sensual
pleasure he derives from girls as a leapingoff point for his soul, and woman precisely
because of her material nature is essentially
amenable to this kind of usage. Peg is
additionally a "passionist" (468), a
descendent of the Decadents for whom to
abandon oneself to some thirst whether of
the body or soul was the only way to render
existence bearable.
Although Powys reserves the superiority
of critical detachment, Girodel's attempted
seduction of Peg is uncomfortably close to
the more intellectual attitude of the
Powysian hero. While "a conventional
married woman,inured to dullness and
boredom" (233) becomes silly and flirtatious, it is acknowledged that "intelligent
women need variety and change, just as men
do", and do not want "to pay the price of
some stuffy commonplace marriage for
their experience" (233). This is Powys's
ethos devoid of the dignity of mysticism,
with the additional transference of male
disillusionment with convention onto
women.
Peg's poignance is finally broken through
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by the more acceptable Sylvanus, who is
attracted by the spirituality of her "vicious,
dissipated eyes" (270). Throughout the
book there is a deprecation of 'normal'
female sexuality as uninteresting. Both
Lucinda and Perdita despise his corruption
of young girls, but since women have "a
latent passion . . . to offer up their amorous
life . . . to some object of spiritual idolatry"
(272), it is justifiable to exploit this susceptibility to "religious prostitution". This play
on "erotic virginity" (272) is typical of the
Victorian conception of the female sublimation of sex, the transference of idolatry
from master husband to master priestfigure. They are satisfied by a lower
"absolute" than Sylvanus himself; their
love absorbs them and, like Milton's Eve,
' 'Their passion was for him'' (272), while his
passion is in seeking to learn through them
some entrance to Immortality. His
masculine reason is modestly "a hindrance", and like "some half-crazed Faust,
he finds the magic oracles of 'the Mothers'
in the nerves and sensibilities of every
ordinary young Gretchen" (271) he meets.
The emphasis is on ignorance and passivity,
and the ultimate is found in "little girls in
pink frocks . . . whose receptive souls were
reed-pipes through which the Absolute
played" (477). In the "chastity of her
devotion", Marret assumes the "strange,
passive, Annunciation look . . . of a youthful Madonna", as if to say, "Be it unto me
as my lord wishes!" (334)
It is a curious portrait of Sylvanus. Powys
is blunt in some respects and evasive in
others, just as his protagonist is honest and
self-deceptive by turns. It is difficult to
reconcile Sylvanus's cultivation of physical
sensations with his anti-narcissism, his
vaunted contempt for his own body (312),
just as he has no need to consider "the conventional obstacles to free intercourse
between the sexes that lead to the furtivos
amores of the English middle classes'' (332),
but only because of his convenient penchant
for lower-class girls. He is in a curious
position; he has none of Girodel's indelicate
grossness yet he still manages to derive satisfaction from those women to whom there is
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no real responsibility, just as having
renounced the social conventions of his class
he is still treated as a gentleman. There is to
be no such way out for women. He uses
Marret's warmth "even as the aged King
David did that of the youth Abishag" (380),
and congratulates himself on having found
the two perfect, jealousy-free girls: "What
divine intelligences young girls have! I think
they grasp the most difficult conceptions"
(325). Marret leaves him in anger and his
outraged reaction will be shared by all
Powys-heroes down to Porius: "He cared
for her only after his fashion and she had
known it and accepted i t . . . Well, she was a
woman . . . when they loved you, 'prenez
gard a t o i ! ' " (398) Despite the fact that
Powys shows Sylvanus as more deeply
committed than he had thought to Marret,
there is no revision of her character; the
mystery of what it is in a woman that is so
attractive cannot be solved on an intellectual
plane and it is best to maintain barriers: " a
man who wishes to propitiate a woman by
his lies must make the atmosphere lie"
(394), and it is a "mystic attraction" to their
inarticulate life-worship rather than an
understanding of them that prevails. Thus
superiority is maintained. Surprisingly, we
are told that Sylvanus has "not the least
flicker of erotic perversity" (527) during his
struggle—on the sexual plane—with Dr
Bush, who possesses a feminine power of
self-negation and a way of imbibing another
person's ideas (528) that for a man is
humiliating in the extreme. Sylvanus
survives on his mystic ecstasies, especially
that produced by the whiteness of the dawn
(516). This is indeed a symbol of the spirit
and that "act of creation" whereby man
continues to feed his illusions and to rediscover his wholeness.
Of Gipsy May, who provides "the salt"
of Sylvanus's life, Powys remarks: "How
unaccountable both cats and women can be,
in their ambiguous moves towards their
desired ends" (146). This may well be
applied to Powysian males in their methods
of maintaining patriarchal authority. Powys
endows May's idiot boy, Larry Zed with a
curious authority. He joins male ranks in
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refuting female errors; his maleness comes
before his inferior intelligence. He in fact
becomes a mouthpiece for those views
which in a more conventional character
would be unacceptable. In The Inmates
Powys talks of the sacred tradition of rural
idiocy, u and it is with the authority of an
Innocent of God that Zed talks:
It seemed to him that this strange passivity
. . . was the ultimate essence of her Being
offered up to him . . . and this was the secret
of all girls, that they couldn't know how
exciting they were, and that this was their
inmost nature that they stayed so quiet while
they were loved (173).
Plainly, the initiative Gipsy May feels she
might take would be terrifying and her
despairing passivity, even coming from
futility as it does, is "inspired by great
creative Nature" and is "something much
more to the point" (170). She succumbs
because rejected by the Jobber, but it is still
her girl's body "that drives away pain and
suffering and anger from the mind of mortal
man" (166).
Perdita is saved however by the formidable image of the Jobber who is the
incarnation of all her yearnings, the man
who "could give her the magic feeling that
redeems all sorrows" (321), embodiment of
the "half mythic image of masculine predominance visiting her maiden bed like an
enamoured sea-god" (172). The symbolism
is positive here in contrast to Brand's
association with the sea. Perdita is as guilty
as the Jobber in her idealisation, but fortunately in her case, for both the reality and the
image are harmonious. The usual melancholy gulf is absent. These are the only
circumstances in which love can last or
approach anything near equality.
It is Powys's contention that "loveencounters the most absolute are those
between characters devoid of the . . . civilized sense of proportion'' (353). Perdita and
the Jobber lack middle-class common sense
or decency, are detached from society, and
in a manner foreshadow Porius and Creiddylad. They would have been happier in Mediaeval times. This detachment and subject-
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ivity is a common feature and indeed a prerequisite of Powys's state of beatitude;
however, in another sense, both fall into
extremely conventional sex moulds and are
curiously bound by certain expectations of
each other. Their union is * 'bone-forbone'\ and Perdita with her "boy's hips"
and deprived of "superficial prettiness"
(60) like so many of Powys's "thinking" or
good women, wants to plunge recklessly
into experience. She has no moral scruples:
"Better go as far as possible while I've got
the chance" (321), and both are "digging
into each other's soul to find the self put
there before they were born" (346).
However, she is rendered uncomfortable by
the Cobbolds's eccentricity and shares the
conventional view of Sylvanus, and feels
that "even brides, at the third hour of the
new day, had to bestir themselves when
things were broken and spilt" (361). Her
character is an attractive mixture of
romantic ballad-type feminity, sexual amenableness, and intelligent contempt for the
commonplace.
The Jobber's main traits are similarly his
affinity with the elements, his aloofness and
his conventional male suspicion of women.
Willing to snatch at his pleasure, he has kept
his gross erotic life on an earthy plane (66),
but "a whole suppressed world of passionate romance" (208), intensified by his hate
for Cattistock, comes to strengthen his
feeling for the woman who breaks into his
solitude. His obsession is an abstract force
but is disturbed by "the vague uneasiness
with which men hear the strong opinions of
women about other men" (350). The myst-

55

ical transaction of their love is disturbed by
his reaction, as if to say "I'll stop your
damned feminine nonsense" (361), to her
concern over his pursuit of Cattistock.
Nevertheless they return to one another
finally as two "old weak long-hunted
animals" (565). The reality of exchange or
of personality is left vague except in so far as
Perdita, keeping his stone to stop Gaul's
Philosophy of Representation from blowing
away, asserts her maternal instincts.
Magnus however is left broken-hearted
by the truth of the old ballad formula of
woman's faithlessness. Woman has fallen
from one ideal only to fall subject to another
archetypal notion. Weymouth Sands ends
on an ambiguous, inconclusive note. Even
while male illusions are shattered, yet
another girl emerges into strong maternal
competence. Sue becomes "the mouthpiece
of all that motiveless, causeless non-human
grief in the world'', and "like many another
practical young woman" she "finds out her
woman-hood when she least expected it"
(567). In the cycle of Powys's novels,
women are not to be relied upon from day to
day, and thus their influence and authority
is declining as they become paradoxically
less evil and less strange, but their function
as symbol is still retained. And as the
Powysian male becomes stronger, so the
sex-gulf becomes wider, bridged as it is to be
in Porius by pity and kindness and tolerance
rather than by passion. Old dogma is being
replaced by new dogma, more strongly held,
as the hero assimilates what he believes
woman has to offer and learns how to
preserve equanimity at her outrage.
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John Cowper Powys
James Joyce*
(From "Modern Fiction", Ch. 3 of Sex in the Arts: a symposium, ed. J. F. McDermott and K. B. Taft,
1932; within this chapter Powys also discusses in turn, Proust, Dreiser and Lawrence.)

The prose works of James Joyce, these three
singular masterpieces, in a genre as yet
scarcely delivered of all its formidable and
disturbing potentialities, Portrait of the
Artist as a Young Man, Ulysses, and a Work
in Progress, all of these making such rolling
reverberations throughout the literary
world, may well be taken en masse and in
one critical coup, in an analysis of their contribution to the handling of sex as an
aesthetic motif.
For Joyce's epopee of modern life, his
dithyramb to sex as the grand panacea for
the ills of modern life, is implicit in The
Portrait, manifest throughout the psychic
tensions and super-elaborations of Ulysses,
and about to be consummated in the convoluted hieroglyphs and enormous wordpantomimes of a Work in Progress.
All three books have Dublin in the first
place, and the whole history of Ireland in the
second place, as their rich background, a
background in Space, descending into the
nether-rocks and planetary geology of these
localities, and a background in Time receding to the far-away racial origins and historical and prehistorical cross-breedings of the
Irish people. It is as an exponent of the peculiarly Irish reactions to sex—for the deep
psychic differences in this terrain, dividing
English from French, French from Germans, Germans from Americans, is a topic
containing layers and rockbottoms of
curious interest as yet hardly approached—
that Joyce primarily strikes us; and not only
* Editor's note. In a year full of celebrations of the
centenary of James Joyce's birth, we add one of John
Cowper Powys's critical tributes to his contemporary.
Among Powys's writings on Joyce, this is not the most
broad-ranging in subject, but it is perhaps the least
accessible.

of Irish but of Catholic Irish reactions.
Without the disciplines, the suppressions,
the sublimations of the Catholic attitude to
sex, Joyce's personal absorption in it would
have taken on a totally different colour. Nor
is he alone among great men of genius in
this. Cut out of Rabelais's treatment of sex
the mediaeval Catholic tradition, cut out of
Dostoievsky's treatment of sex the sex
psychology of the New Testament, and
what, in either case, would be left?
A student at Zurich though he has been, it
is easy to overestimate—a fault indeed into
which most popular critics naturally fall—
the purely psychoanalytical element in
Joyce. Technically, it is quite certain, he
substitutes an emotional method of his own,
much more erudite, much more personal,
much less scientific, for both the Freudian
and the Jungian procedure; and it seems as if
the recondite and savage inspirations of his
sex-vein dynamitings would have been
jerked up in their volcanic spasms very much
as they have been, had the psychonanalytical school of sex-psychology never existed at
all! It is from the abysmal armoury of the
Catholic Confessional,
of Catholic
Casuistry, of Scholastic Erudition and Sublimation, that Joyce's formidable engines of
research, for use in this Tartarean mineshaft, are drawn.
But like all great men of genius Joyce
makes of the particular reservoir that he
exploits a channel into the universal sea of
human sex feeling. Dubliner, Irishman, and
ex-Seminarist as he is, the demonic drive of
his genius tosses the whole pell-mell of his
Anna Livia Plurabelle's off-scourings into
the wine-dark ocean of our common human
erotic experience.
The three prose works of Joyce represent
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indeed an ascending and widening staircase
of sex-discovery. The Portrait deals with the
onanistic cerebralism of a passionate and
learned youth. All is ingrown, all is introverted, all is charged with imaginative
semen. Ulysses mounts up and extends the
scope of the Joycean Anatomy of Love.
Joyce divides himself here into sacred and
secular. Dedalus is the sacred, spiritual self,
Bloom the secular, profane self. In orgiastic
and antiphonal alternation they plunge,
they swim, they dive in the deep Cyprian sea.
Then comes the Work in Progress; and
the musical escalator of Joyce's grasp on
the mystery mounts yet further and widens
yet more. But it is still sex that provides the
oil to fill the lamp that illuminates, as far as
anything can illuminate, this panoramic
Totem-Dance of mythologic entities.
Joyce's handling of sex from first to last is a
reaction from Seminarist suppression.
Behind it all burns and seethes and smokes
that appalling Sermon upon Hell's Torments, physical and spiritual, which the
young priest-neophyte listened to with
terrified ears in The Portrait. The 'agenbite
of inwit' which corrodes the mind of
Dedalus with remorse about his mother's
death and throws up into lurid relief every
spasm of his physical desire, or his mental
insurrections, is answered and echoed in
Bloom by a gross shamefaced secrecy—the
'Sweets of Sin'—in his furtive dodgings to
and from his wife's warm bed.
But if on the one side of their Hephaestian
shield, the sex invocations of Joyce are
dominated by a revolt from the Seminarist
Confessional, on the other side they are
characterized by an equally emotional revolt
from the 'genteel' traditions of that
English Culture which he felt above everything else to be inimical to his aesthetic selfassertion.
There is a very curious inverted snobbishness in Joyce in connection with this—the
furious and frantic intellectual snobbishness
of one who consciously rejects on every
occasion, rejects with hatred, maliciousness, violence, an alien culture. When the
English dean in Stephen Dedalus's Seminary
is trying to be polite to the Irish lad, the boy
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thinks in his heart—"The language in which
we are speaking is his before it is mine. How
different are the words home, Christ, ale,
master, on his lips and on mine! I cannot
speak or write these words without unrest of
spirit. His language so familiar and so
foreign will always be for me an acquired
speech. I have not made or accepted its
words. My voice holds them at bay. My soul
frets in the shadow of his language."—And
just as the soul of the young Dedalus frets
"in the shadow" of our English tongue, so
does the soul of James Joyce fret "in the
shadow" of our English gentility, and
especially of this gentility in relation to sex.
If there is a moral snobbishness, a prim
fastidiousness, about the English attitude to
sex since the first decades of the nineteenth
century, there is an inverted snobbishness—
in the sense of a scrupulously proud
contempt for its opposite—in the emotional
passion with which Joyce emphasizes the
physiological, the shocking, the repulsive,
whenever he approaches the erotic field.
Nor is it only as against Anglo-Saxon
prudery that this proud disdainful realism of
Joyce lifts up its sea-urchin's head. It
displays itself quite as savagely, quite as
brutally, in these sex matters, as against the
beguiling and provocative voluptuousness
of French erotic vignettes. Compare a book
like Mademoiselle de Maupin, or compare
any of the softly-tinted Watteau-like love
scenes in Anatole France or Remy de Gourmont with his method, and you become
aware that there is in Joyce a ferocity of
sardonic realism which howls forth a proletarian cat-call, like the jeering of a foulmouthed butcher-boy, against both French
voluptuousness and English reserve, the
moment any amorous situation crops up.
Joyce uses mythological symbolism; but
nothing could be less really classical,
whether in the early Homeric sense, or in the
late Theocritean sense, than this mania of
his for emphasizing the physical pollutions
of the body when dealing with the erotic.
Sex, in Joyce's writings, is not invariably
accompanied by pleasure, but it is invariably
accompanied by the presence of something
repulsive and excremental, does not mount
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up in a towering tidal wave of Dionysian
ecstasy, as with Rabelais, or roll away in
long waves of well-being, as with Whitman.
It remains harsh, dry, discordant, erudite,
and obsessed by a sort of ice-cold, insane
obscenity. Nor is the 'Psychopathia
Sexualis' in Joyce's formidable genius really
the same thing, although it is allied to it, as
Swift's maniacal preoccupation with foulness and pollution. There is a haggard zest, a
grim, shrill gusto about the Orgy Scene in
Ulysses, when dead and living, animate and
inanimate, join in that wild Devil's Dance,
which is one of the most powerful scenes in
our English tongue—our tongue thus
twisted to his own wild use by this man who
hates it with such deadly hatred!—but this
curious exuberance, like a phantasmagoria
of monumental vulgarity in a CosmicScholastic Burlesque Show, makes its own
deep-sea frenzied dives into the sexual
perversions in a manner so startling, so
imaginative—see, for example, Bloom's
changes of sex—that one feels the author
had nothing to learn at either Vienna or
Zurich.
Joyce's writings are saturated with sex;
but not with sex pleasure; or if with sex
pleasure, with sex pleasure where the
element of physiological unpleasantness
mingles with the thing and gives it its touch
of reality.
What in English writers—since the
eighteenth century—is sentimental, what in
French writers is voluptuous and ironical,
becomes, the moment Joyce touches it,
associated with the school dormitory and
the school latrine. But what does this mean?
It only means that Joyce, of all writers the
most self-absorbed, is, when it comes to this
matter of sex, the most ferociously and
shamelessly objective.
For where is sex realism—devoid of the
Rabelaisian fling and surge and unction—
more realistic than in a boy's lavatory?
It is here that the ego-centric intensity of
Joyce freezes stark and cold in an infantile
fixation that has a deep philosophical
weight. The tone towards sex used in a
schoolboy's lavatory, at some school which
would be very different from a modern
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American one, is precisely and exactly the
tone towards sex used throughout the whole
of Joyce's work. No doubt such schoolboy
ribaldry is not confined to Dublin. From the
days of ancient Corinth and Ephesus there
must have been in all cities the jeering,
mocking, satirical mud-throwing by intellectual hoodlums, who are the terror of the
fastidious, and whose tone, when they
uncover the secrets of sex with their harsh
jibings, is much more like Joyce than it is
like Rabelais. But if the exact and precise
aspect of sex which moralists adore to call
'dirt' is naturally accentuated in a writer
whose genius is a reaction from a moralistic
suppression of the subtlest kind that exists,
you can trace another and a very different
influence of the Seminary upon the method
of Joyce, in the manner in which his
profound learning, especially his exhaustive
Latinity, plays its part in all he writes. The
genius of Joyce can hardly be said to have
any mysterious Sex Vision or Secular Grail
of Sex, as its eternal objective. It may be said
to have two steeds—one black and one
dapple-grey—upon whose backs he rides
wildly away from every kind of ideal. One of
these horses is the rampaging and pitiless
'argot' of the modern vulgar city-dweller.
The other is a philological Colossus, gathering grist for its mill from every age and every
language, delirious with the verbal parallelisms, consonancies, correspondencies, and
onomatopoeic felicities, brooding over
word-mysteries, heavy with the night-dews
of runic secrets, its nostrils opening to the
"long backward and abysm of time", where
the dim motions of our far-off race histories
toss and tumble on the huge sea of the past.
In all three books, in The Portrait, in
Ulysses, in the Work in Progress, Joyce's
handling of sex displays a curious and very
complex amalgam. It combines raw and
rank physiology—the orgasms, pollutions,
maladies and deformities of the erotic urge
—with a far-drawn, fantastical, historical,
and mythopoeic symbolism, and both of
these with a downright, brutal, vulgar,
satirical burlesque; and in all these books
there is the mingling of that almost ecstatic
sense of word-play—word-implications,
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word-conjuring,
word-coining,
wordmarrying, word-murdering, word-melting,
word-apotheosizing,
word-hypostisizing
—which takes up the basic facts of sex and
perpetually ravels them and unravels them,
with passages of almost Shakespearean
imagination. The mischief is that the
obscurity—for the average person—of the
Work in Progress retards and perplexes us in
our approach to this amazing tour deforce
where a superhuman and inspired
scholarship is so evidently at work, melting
down the obdurate vertebrae of many
languages in order to forge, like
Hephaestus, inviting beds of love where the
sons of the gods can embrace the daughters
of men without relucting at having to
wallow in all the too-human privy-work,
nourishment-work, laundry-work, obstetric-work, ablution-work, purgative-work,
wherein these unfastidious doxies and
scouring trollops do so literally and liberally
live.
Comparing Joyce's treatment of sex with
that of these other masters of modern literature it seems to emerge that his purpose is at
once far more personal and far more purely
aesthetic. Where Lawrence preaches and
prophesies, treating sex as a religion, where
Proust botanizes and analyses, treating sex
as a subject for exact science, where Dreiser
propagandizes for human 'liberty' and
cosmic 'truth', Joyce seems urged on by two
motives alone: first by an ego-centric
necessity for heroic exhibitionism; and
secondly by gigantic, titanic delight in
rocking the cradle of this shameless progeny
of the confessional on a huge sea of
philological orchestrations.
What Joyce refuses to tolerate for a
moment is first the quick-cover cuddling
and cooking of sex as something too
intimate-sweet to be viewed naked—the
sentimental attitude, and secondly the
enskying and etherealizing of it as
something that never could tumble in the
mud—the ideal attitude. His own attitude is
a sardonic and demi-semi-poetical one,
frankly physiological and carried to a bitter,
disillusioning limit, but humanized by the
merciful and immemorial ministrations of
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multifarious homes.
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Lead kind fowl! They always did; ask the
ages. What bird has done yesterday man may
do next year, be it fly, be it moult, be it hatch,
be it agreement in the nest. .. She knows, she
just feels she was kind of born to lay and love
eggs (trust her to propagate the species and
hoosh her flufballs safe through din and
danger!); lastly but mostly, in her genesic
field it is all game and no gammon, she is
ladylike in everything she does and plays the
gentleman's part every time . . . the
manewanting human lioness with her
dishorned discipular man-ram will lie down
publicly flank upon fleece.
Sex, in fine, in Joyce's hands is neither a
provocation to heathen pleasure nor a
debasing of the holy spirit of mankind. It is
the grand old conjuring trick of the Ancient
of Days, to keep his little flock in some kind
of heart and on the brink of some sort of
heaven, before we are laid on our backs in
the big bed, with little hope of awakening.
Completely in error and led astray by their
own fidgety 'libido' are those who regard
Joyce's attitude to sex as a lurid
provocation.
The mere fact that he is one of our leaders
in the modern attempt to scoop up into art
all the slang, all the steam-shovels, all the
advertisement signs, all the vulgar catchwords, all the raw chaos-fluff and refusefilings through which we fumble, is hint
enough that the 'Sweets of Sin', in his vision
of things, will have to jog humbly along with
a great deal else! Compared with many
epochs of our race's history this particular
age, although so frank about sex, is by no
means as much sex-ridden as it is machineridden; and in Joyce's treatment of sex the
Saturnalia of the Inanimate from which we
all suffer reduces the aristocratic and
godlike dignity of Eros, makes him dance
the Carmagnole and sing the Internationale
without allowing Priapus to usurp his place!
But the modern machine-made slang, so
hard-boiled and so cynical, in which Joyce
makes his god of Love utter vulgar cockcrows, blends and fuses, in this amazing
Panurge of Philology, with a lilting and
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rhythmical humour which is almost Falstaffian. In his reaction against modern
English gentility it is to the old Shakespearean tags that he turns. But his sex
mischief and sex nonsense, ale-mellowed by
the Elizabethans, acquire a Dublin twist that
changes all:
Ah but she was the queer old skewsha
anyhow, Anna Livia, trinket-toes. And sure

he was the quare old buntz too. Dear dirty
Dumpling, foosterfather of fingalls and
dotthergills. Gammer and gaffer we're all
their gangsters. Hadn't he seven dams to wive
him? And every dam had her seven crutches.
And every crutch had its seven hues. And
each hue had a differing cry. Sudds for me
and supper for you and the Doctor's bill for
Joe John.

Elmar Schenkel
A Sense of Connectedness:
Hugo Kukelhaus and John Cowper Powys
It has been suggested that there is in John
Cowper Powys's work " a critique of technological mass consumer society, prophetic
in every respect".* Long before ecological
problems were given the weight they have
today, Powys seems to have been fully
aware of them and of the need for a new
orientation in our relation to nature. He
realized that man's exploitation of this
planet would lash back one day and
mastery could turn into slavery, life into
death.
Sometimes it seems as if the Inanimate, so
neglected by our modern gregarious consciousness, were taking to-day a singular
revenge upon mankind. No longer worshipped in their original planetary silence by
solitary minds, these pre-Mstoric forms of
Matter, these rocks and stones and earthmould, have now, in their new shapes of
master-slave machines, begun to dominate
our human life from quite a new angle; and
modern men and women who give no
thought to the elements, as they rush in their
cars from their home to their workshop, find
themselves compelled all day long to wait
upon iron and to serve steel, to obey the
commands of stone, of marble, of cement.2
This passage from A Philosophy of
Solitude seems to suggest a secret link
between the human mind and matter,
which becomes visible in the event of a
universal crisis. It is indeed an essential
feature of Powys's novels and philosophical views that they show how this link
functions and shed light on the correspondences between the material constituents of
the mind and the mental texture of reality.3
Powys's feeling that fatal damage was
being done to these links, however, led him
to make repeated attacks on phenomena
like vivisection which he saw as an example
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of scientists' meddling with nature.
Whether or not in the last analysis these
outbursts must be viewed as * 'fads' \ the
aim here is to consider them against the
background of Powys's general philosophy
and to examine his hatred of such scientific
procedures as an indication of his vague
sense of a different science, a science in
which knowledge emerges from the
concerted interplay of the human faculties
and where reason is not all powerful.
In an age where specialisation has
divided knowledge and practice and has
fractured them into ever diminishing bits of
information and manipulation, one finds
Powys responsive to a pattern of connectedness. The connectedness which is at stake
in Powys's writings becomes much clearer,
however, when one compares them with
the work of Hugo Kukelhaus who,
although he concentrates on the scientific,
biological and philosophical aspects of the
re-evaluation of the human situation in the
Western world, can be seen as Powys's

Hugo Kukelhaus, a photograph by Ursula Storm,
1981.
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brother in spirit. The work of this
contemporary German might provide the
anthropological framework with which
Powys's attitudes and views could be
related to the central issues of our age.
Both writers again relate to a third—
Goethe—as one of the last European individuals to bridge the abyss of the Two
Cultures and to react to the threat of losing
the power to determine one's own life. Thus
Powys, who at one stage nourished the
"fantastical life-illusion" of himself "as a
sort of Derbyshire-born Goethe", could
say of Goethe "that no writer, no thinker,
no teacher, has influenced me more all my
life long''. 4 Similarly, in Germany
Kukelhaus is considered as someone who
tries to put Goetheanism into practice, and
his books abound with references to
Goethe.5 Both Kukelhaus and Powys are
inspired by what seem to be specifically
Goethean views: firstly the awareness of
the personal or "incarnational" character
of knowledge, secondly a reverence for
nature which implies that a science based
on the relation to dead material alone
cannot be the whole truth, and lastly the
necessity of relating "truth" to sensory
perception.6 In the following paper the
aim is to outline a new relationship of man
and nature as Powys and Kukelhaus see it
and to point out a few consequences this
can have for a re-orientation of values.

I
It is not easy to put a man like Kukelhaus
into a pigeonhole. He is known by some for
his work as architect, carpenter, and artist,
by others for his publications on
embryology and sense-physiology, while
those who have heard his radio-lectures
might well call him a philosopher. He is
visiting professor for environmental studies
at the universities of Zurich and Graz, but
simultaneously engaged in a great number
of activities ranging from consultation in
architecture to lecturing in the Germanspeaking countries in Europe. Although
thought much of by scientists like Einstein,

Heisenberg, v. Weizsacker, Spranger, Otto
Hahn and Robert Jungk, his own reputation
has been until recently modest. Nevertheless, Kukelhaus has constructed objects
which have been shown at World Exhibitions (in Montreal and Osaka) and as a
lecturer he is very much in demand.7 His
influence in the field of architecture and
education is growing8 and his books (he
has written more than fifteen) are gaining
increasing acclaim in Germany.9
Yet, since Hugo Kukelhaus is not known
in the Anglo-Saxon world, a short outline
of his life is needed. He was born in 1909 in
the Ruhr district as one of a family that
bears some resemblance to the Powys
Megalith, in more than just its blend of
genius and rusticity. His father, a
tradesman, helped revive the old crafts of
Westphalia. One brother, Hermann, was a
poet, another, Heinz, wrote novels and
plays.10 It is also said that one of their
ancestors, a sixteenth century farmer, developed a cosmological system which
curiously anticipated the Copernican
revolution. Having taken his Abitur, Hugo
was asked by his father what profession he
was going to take up; he answered:
"None". But for that one needs good
nerves and the best way for getting them is
to learn a craft, recommended his father.
Hence Hugo did an apprenticeship with a
carpenter, became a master craftsman and
began lecturing to common carpenters on
Proportion, Harmony and the Golden
Section. He carried nothing with him but a
sunflower and a dandelion as objects for
demonstration, and a hat to pass around
for the money. After settling near Berlin11
he enrolled at the university in philosophy,
mathematics, medicine and sociology and
soon published his first book, in 1934,
Urzahl und Gebarde (Prototypal Number
and Gesture), in which he tried to show the
fundamental importance of numerical
relations in any living system. Reviving
ancient Pythagorean, neo-platonic and
gnostic12 concepts and the teachings of
Paracelsus and Leonardo da Vinci, he
ventured in his book to rediscover the
qualities of numbers as * 'a source of
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minimal energies" and to show how they
condition cosmic structures. Thus the book
was to pave the way for a new consciousness of proportion and measure in order to
counteract the devastating influence of the
emerging mass-production and massconsuming culture. As can be seen from the
rich and variegated material presented, the
author was already well-versed not only in
folklore, magic and the cultures of nonEuropean peoples but also in traditional
architecture, both sacred and profane,
geometry and the arts.
Einstein was stunned by this book and
invited the young writer to a private
discussion during which the physicist
asserted that we had no real technology yet:
"All our technology is based on violence
and the exploitation of energy; we need a
technology on a large scale like that of
sailing boats, which use head wind to their
purpose*f. Kukelhaus summed this up in
his book in the words: "Nicht Gewalt,
sondern Gestalt", not violence but form is
what we need.13 This first work with its
characteristic fusion of poetry, mysticism
and geometry, Kllkelhaus's Complex
Vision, does not yet bear the more scientific
imprint of some of his later writings. Nonetheless, it contains all the seeds of the
thoughts that he was to develop and
nurture throughout his life. It also testifies
to his constant interest in poetry. He elaborated this strain later on in a number of
picture and parable books; the Traumling
series ("the little dreamer") and in his most
recent work, a collection of poetic fragments, aphorisms and childhood visions
which he gathered at the deathbeds of
dying soldiers in World War I I . u
During the thirties he was engaged in
editing a series of books that were
eventually to convey a complete survey of
all the crafts on the verge of dying out, like
the smith's trade, wood-craft, ropemaking, pottery etc. At the same time he
became involved in the activities against
Hitler. In fact, with his contacts with the
government through his work, he was in a
position to find out where there was
possible support for the conspirators that
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gathered around Count Stauffenberg,
whose attempt to kill Hitler failed in 1944.
But even before that, Kukelhaus had participated in a plot against the dictator: he
had constructed an explosive uniform
which was to kill Hitler during an audience
with one of the famous Anti-Nazi officers.
In spite of the failure of this attempt15 he
carried on organizing the resistance until
1944. It was probably through the last
official act of Stauffenberg before his
death sentence in the notorious trial that
Kukelhaus was transferred to a different
section of the army and thus was saved the
fate of nearly all the participants in the
plot. One gets the impression that it was his
mental independence, the "cosmic pride"
that Powys talks about in the Autobiography, that helped him face these dangers
and also continue his activities as a freelance lecturer and writer after the war—
without resorting to some support through
becoming employed or taking on a post:
"The less support I get the better". This
life style corresponded to his idea of living
without the securities afforded by
economic and spiritual ties and also, as
Powys put it, to the idea that "the secret of
life consists in sharing the madness of
God". 16
In 1954 he moved with his family to
Soest, the ancient capital of Westphalia,
and converted an old farm house in the
middle of the town into a place where he
has been able to realize his innumerable
projects. Whoever visits him there will be
struck by the enormous collection of
objects from all over the world: a
3000-year-old mummy from Egypt, huge
crystals, Australian paintings, incense
receptacles from Asia, Mexican masks, and
geometrical bodies that can be turned
inside out, systems of connected swings ("a
life without swings is a misunderstanding"17) and a big double helix. And
last but not least there is a great collection
of gongs he received from one of the
expeditions of Sven Hedin in Tibet.

64

Elmar Schenkel: Hugo Kukelhaus and John Cowper Powys

II
Anyone who these days attends a lecture
by the still itinerant lecturer Kukelhaus will
be confronted with one of the gongs that
were hammered for weeks on end 300 years
ago in Tibet under the sacred chants of
lamaistic monks. At the beginning and end
of the lecture Kukelhaus will sound this
ancient instrument and will ask someone to
take off his shirt in order to make him feel
the bio-acoustic impact of the vibrations.
This appeal to the physical memory always
leaves a deep impression on the audience
which often undergoes an experience
similar to that of those vampirized people
in the Chicago slums facing John Cowper
Powys. As Maurice Browne wrote of
Powys:
Once I heard him talk on Hardy for over two
hours to an audience of over two thousand
in a huge auditorium in the heart of
Chicago's slums; throughout those one
hundred and thirty-odd minutes there was
not a sound from his listeners save an
occasional roar of applause or laughter; and
when he had finished speaking we rose like
one person to our feet, demanding more.
The man was a great actor.18
If Kukelhaus does not "become 5 ' other
persons as did Powys in his "dithyrambic
analysis'', he however turns into his
method, so to speak, and becomes "the
hollowed-out elder stalk" for Nature's
intimations. Though he makes use of
modern scientific discoveries in the fields of
sense-physiology, embryology and physics,
he has the knack of getting his message
across with a good deal of humour and
provocation in a terminology accessible to
the common person. And not surprisingly,
like John Cowper, he is viewed from
academic quarters with a form of suspicion
which brings to mind that charge of charlatanism brought against Powys in the past.
But it was this very brand of impulsiveness
which Powys cultivated because he knew
that it was not knowledge which was
needed but its being enacted as a living
truth:
We have got enough knowledge! The

greatest word ever uttered on earth about
truth was when Jesus said: "I am the truth".
. . . He was surely right in His main point,
namely that the "ultimate" truth in this
world of mental bubbles is a living
organism.19
Kukelhaus points out that the dissociation
of truth and personality, subject and
object, spirit and matter is due to certain
historical and economic developments since
the Renaissance epitomized by Cartesian
dualism. The close interaction of body and
mind has given way to neglect of man's
sensual dimension which in its turn is
subjected more and more to the needs of a
rationalized and mechanized world. This
process has its analogy in the exploitation
of labour and resources and in the colonization not only of the non-European
world but increasingly of the individual's
life itself.20 When Powys criticizes vivisection so vehemently he is intensely aware of
the fact that the deadness of non-Self
matter around modern man is a result of
this history. Yet we, as contemporaries of
Auschwitz, of colonialism, and of an
ecological crisis unheard of before, can
only take up impulses and possibly pass
them on. For Kukelhaus, as for Powys, the
age of system-making is over: every system
that has tried to prescribe human behaviour
and development has turned out to be inhuman after a certain degree of its realization. Thus, for both, the crux of the
problem lies in human personality itself as
the source of creation and destruction on
this earth.
It is in architecture that Kukelhaus finds
one of the most devastating forms of man's
self-destruction. His book Unmenschliche
Architektur (Inhuman Architecture) formulates a concentrated criticism of the
modern method of life deprivation (Lebensentzug) which epitomizes most of the
features of our age. The general idea is that
modern architecture and environment are a
sweeping attack on the very faculty of
experiencing.
It is a well-established fact in biology
that only difference can trigger response; in
order "to stay alive you have to be able to
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hold out against equilibrium, maintain
imbalance".21
In
Goethe's
worldconception as well as in traditional
cosmology, like the Chinese Yin and Yang
system, polarity is the condition for life
itself and it has been argued that disymmetry is the prime mover for the
astronomical, biological and even semiotic
organisation of the universe.22 Instead of
integrating this productive tension into
their structure, most of modern buildings,
whether schools, warehouses, supermarkets, factories or apartment buildings,
prove to be the grand levellers of differences. Neon lights, for instance, are installed
that have a bad effect on the inhabitants' or
workers' psychosomatic constitutions. It
can be shown that one's vague uneasiness
corresponds to certain biological needs in
the organism as a whole. If they are not
satisfied by a more natural form of using
light, damage to the kidneys can follow.
Similarly, one can witness a tendency
towards static conditions of temperature
and climate, towards a lack of vital
contrast in the structuring of space and the
use of colour which eventually, especially
in the case of children, leads to depressions
and neuroses. The organism needs a constructive polarity and if this is crushed with
other human faculties and has turned
mad23 then reality itself will be destroyed as
Powys foresaw in The Complex Vision.24
If we remember what Powys observes in
the Autobiography about architecture we
will find a similar emphasis on the values
that refer back to human experience and to
a sensual relationship which makes
buildings and the people in them alive.25
This is why Kiikelhaus appears to be
serious—though he evokes laughter in the
audience—when he claims that the only
places where one can still really live are pigsties, stables and barns. It is here that the
body has the right dose of resonance and
self-recognition when it reacts to the
wooden skeletal structures, vibrations and
smells that keep it responsive. That the
sense-orifices are not just holes but vital
membranes with which organic life is
maintained was shown by a test a few years
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ago. In the course of their astronautic
programme NASA conducted an experiment which proves that a relentless
reduction of differences leads into
catastrophe. The experimental conditions
for the test person precluded all sensual
stimuli—smell, sight, sound and touch. He
was put in a subterranean bath at body
temperature. After a few minutes he fell
into deep depression, then the hormonal
system got out of order and the experiment
had to be called off because of the danger
of death.26
Kiikelhaus tried to put his ideas into
practice by helping plan a different type of
building especially useful in the educational
and clinical fields. In order to give people
impulses to use their own senses and to
become aware of their abuse and disuse he
constructed over the years an "Experimental Field for Organic Experience" which was
presented in its rudimentary form on the
EXPO at Montreal and later developed
into an itinerant exhibition which has been
visited by a million people in Germany,
Switzerland and Luxembourg since 1975.27
On a few hundred square meters there is
an assembly of objects through which one
can become conscious of ones sensations:
a sound-proof room that after a few
minutes impairs ones balancing system is
followed by an area with balancing discs for
individuals but also with a gigantic platform
for forty people. There is a hollowed-out
stone copied from the Maya which
multiplies the volume of ones voice:
this was found to have a beneficient influence on the whole body and was therefore
used as a means of therapy. Optical illusions in another part of the exhibition show
how far the body itself produces the world:
the structure of the eye is not only valid for
representation but also for the generation
of phenomena. The bodily-self is realized,
as Goethe saw, not as a reflection of the
world but in constant interaction with it, in
the truth of enactment which establishes
the "truth of appearance" (Wahrheit des
Scheins). In the same vein Powys encourages us "to accept our sense impressions of
the world as the world's true reality,
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against all electronic reduction".28 There
are also instruments with which one can
produce "whirlpools" in water, a whirl
form being a phenomenon that occurs on
every level—in the formation of cells and
their division, in the form of the human
embryo, in rivers, in a cup of coffee and
in a cosmic nebula. Another set of
instruments helps one to explore Goethe's
colour theory according to which "all
living things strive towards colour, to the
particular, to the specification . . . Everything that is worn out approaches whiteness, abstraction, the general. . ." 29 It may
be suggested that Powys's emphasis on
plurality, his preference of the Many to the
One has to be seen in close connection with
Goethe's "true illusion". Though Goethe
was well aware of unity, the principle that
informed it was metamorphosis and its
plural appearance. And this principle had
to be asserted in the face of the reductionist
attempts of science under whose laws the
particular becomes interchangeable and in
the face of the other threat to plurality that
lies in mysticism. Both reductionist science
and mysticism are articulations of reality
which Powys condemned and Goethe had
strong reservations about.30 In fact, it is
the articulation of poetry that saves plurality and "the old simple Homeric zest for
life".31 Within Kukelhaus's exhibition,
there is an interesting object which exemplifies this idea. Based on the Chladni
patterns32 there are transparent disks filled
with certain material that can be set vibrating when the discs are knocked; beautiful
patterns then form according to the pitch
and intensity of the vibration: hence the
sound becomes visible as a phenomenon
which is the articulation of the formless.
Kukelhaus sees his field simply as providing
an impulse to remind people of their sensual potential which is a task difficult
enough: "Only idiots and Mr Blechschmidt
understand these things really", says
Kukelhaus, "it is the handicapped who are
the real teachers of life".33 (Any Powysian
knows what audiences Powys prefered
lecturing to.)

Ill
I wonder if critics have really done
justice to what Powys says again and again
about the importance of sensations in life.
His persistent return to this idea has in
most cases been regarded as just one more
of his eccentric whims and cults, corroborating the image of Powys as the great
idiosyncratic mythologizer. Yet I think a
comparison with Kukelhaus's thought can
make this sensationism much more comprehensible as part of a critical response to
the modern predicament. Kukelhaus often
quotes a girl he talked to while she played
with his objects: "they make me happy
because I can feel the world" she said.34
The linking of human sensation with the
future of this planet is a concern common
to both Kukelhaus and Powys. It is through
sensation that the relationship of man and
his planet is being established. As Powys
writes, clearly in the wake of Goethe:
Human sensations are Nature's self-expression. They are the earth's awareness of
herself . . . the only way in which the rooted
life of35the organism can realize itself and be
itself.
Mortal Strife pits sensation and the
embrace of the Inanimate against everything Hitler is the terrible symbol of: a totalitarian system, the madness of reason
with its climax in vivisection and concentration camps; against all mass-products
and mass-sensations; against an authoritarian and monistic order. The latter also
includes religion in so far as it binds man to
fixed dogmas and laws that are easy to
pervert: the real saint does not know that
he is one and might even be an atheist.
Saintliness cannot be a thing one has or has
not. Similarly, Kukelhaus points out that if
one says "God exists" he ceases to exist.36
This suspense of belief as a reaction to
'slavery' corresponds, according to Kukelhaus, to certain habits of Nature that can
be observed on various levels. Life is only
possible through a certain amount of disorder and that means a tension of security
and insecurity. This can be illustrated by
the way we walk: every step is a fall that is
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prevented and turned into a forward movement. When one walks down a Mexican
pyramid or tries to balance oneself on a
fence one should not look at the ground in
front of one which seems to offer security
but into the distance, towards a point that
cannot be grasped or used as a direct
support and remains, as it were, uncontrollable (das Unverfugbare). Again,
successful action is only feasible if the
relation of subject and object is not entirely
based on immediate guarantees. Two
spheres of consciousness have to converge,
one operating in the space of the limited
and comprehensible, the other as the vision
of the unlimited and incomprehensible. I
would contend that this is what Powys
means when writing about the Fourth Dimension as the condition of life, the life of
Life itself.
But that it [the next dimension] is there and
that a portion of us, though deaf and blind
and dumb . . . is already in it, is the cause of
the strangest phenomenon of our earthly
life, the causeless thrill of pleasure in the
'tangled yarn' and confused substance of
what exists; the cause why birds sing, frogs
croak, squirrels chatter, bulls bellow, dogs
bark, lambs bleat, cocks crow, fish leap, and
midges dance, not purely for necessity, but
because, deep as death is, life is deeper than
death.37
In history the search for security has ended
in a state where environment and man
himself are completely at man's mercy
through a technology based on the illusion
that it treats dead matter. Once you break
the pattern of connectedness, the great
interdependence of all elements in creation,
you destroy quality and human dignity.
That is why Goethe as a scientist saw the
need both of analyzing and of synthesizing
the fragments again in a large vision; or as
Gregory Pateson put it, "rigour and
imagination are the two great contraries of
mental process, either of which by itself is
lethal. Rigour alone is paralytic death, but
imagination alone is insanity". 38 There are
many indications that Powys wanted to
relate both aspects in Ms complex vision 39
but that he had to emphasize at this part-
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icular stage in history the menace of a
system of thought obsessed by reason and
suicidal in its lack of response to the
incalculable that constitutes life. Powys
noted that this sort of attitude and technology concurs with an authoritarian system:
isolated reason and its many political
substitutes erect hierarchies as the most
efficient way of getting orders carried out.
If we look at Nature we discover the
inherent threat that hierarchies constitute
vis-a-vis living systems. Life is not
constituted of the carrying out of orders
that are sent out by a centre in linear
sequence but, as Kiikelhaus shows, is
attained in processes that work cybernetically in a self-regulating way, in spirals and
circles that ensure continuous feed-back.
Thus any sensation that is "sent" through
the nerves emits signals at the synapses that
are taken up and answered by the whole
organism; hence information is not transported in a one-way-tunnel to a certain
destination but has to refer back to the
organism at every stage. The (w)holistic
implications indicate that not only does
sensation depend on the organism but—as
shown in the NASA experiment—the
organism itself on sensation.
It is in fact a claim of recent biological
research that "living systems are cognitive
systems, and living as a process is a process
of cognition". 40 The crucial role that
Powys attributes to sensations in human
life can be backed not only by biology but
also by certain traditions in China and
Japan which relate the contemplation of
Nature to the transference of some vital
force. 41 This is what Kiikelhaus means
when he says that Weltanschauung in its
original meaning of "contemplation of the
world" maintains reality.42 The truth of
the phenomenal world is based on the
fundamental correspondence with the sense
organs 4 3 and is not j ust mimetically
reproduced by man but re-enacted, recreated through the human organism. The
negation of linearity entails a different
quality with reference to truth which is no
longer seen to be representational but
something like a gesture, a game, or an
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incarnation. 44 We might go even further
and claim that this is exactly the procedure
of the imagination as an organizing force
of life processes. Working as it does with
analogies and associations it is in a constant
deviation from linearity and teleology
which are then made impossible through
permanent self-reference or self-objectivization. 45 The centrality of imagination in
Powys's works corroborates certain ideas
now taken up by psychology that considers
imagination lodged in organs of the body
(as a physical and socially symbolical
entity). Vital physiological functions are
then seen to be directed and coordinated by
materialising unconscious plastic powers
which make themselves felt on a psychosomatic level. With Bateson one might
expand the meaning of 'story-telling':
. . . if the world be connected . . . then thinking in terms of stories must be shared by all
mind or minds, whether ours or those of
redwood forests and sea anemones . . . Its
[the sea anemone's] embryology must be
somehow made of the stuff of stories.46
Considering that the rejection of
hierarchy on a social level leads to the plea
for individualism with a certain touch of
the anarchistic we can see that this implies
the questioning of any heteronomous
purpose-giving institution. Sensationism,
according to Powys, defies superiority,
ambition, career and any sort of singlehearted life-purposes: " . . . when we return
to the normal tide of our ordinary sensations . . . we become passive, porous,
receptive, formless and purposeless''. 49
Following Goethe who claimed that Nature
does not aim but prefers to play, 48
Kiikelhaus refers to embryology as the
enactment of purposelessness. A close look
at how an organism develops while being
protected from most artificial influences,
that is, in its embryonic stage, shows that
the extremities, for example, do not form
themselves in order to fulfil certain
purposes—these being part of the descriptive reductionism of the observer—but
come into existence through functions in a
process that relates various organs in a selfcreative and self-regulative structure. 49

Probably both Kiikelhaus and Powys
could say with Chesterton: "If anybody
chooses to say that I have founded all my
social philosophy on the antics of a baby, I
am quite satisfied to bow and smile". 50
The fact that they get their most illuminating insights into Nature's principles from
the embryo and the baby respectively refers
back to the question of power. Powys
watched with delight the infants to whom
he felt so close in his second childhood:
A baby lives for sensation; but the sensations
it lives for are the purest essences of our
planetary life. So pure and absolute and free
they are and so arbitrary in their coming and
going, that as the poet says, they often
remind the infant voyager of the imperial
palace whence they came'.51
For Powys the baby is the fullest expression
of the powerless state of being, at the limit
of life where life regenerates itself. Hence
his emphasis on Jesus's word that we have
to become as a little child, not as a child. It
seems clear that closeness to the other
dimension is bound up with an absolute
lack of power: the baby's "humility is
absolute" and it is "entirely free from
pride and conceit", from craftiness,
deception and cruelty; it comes into life
"according to the secret of the Tao". 5 2
Ktikelhaus can bear out what Powys in his
elementalism calls the "Christ in u s " in the
embrace of the inanimate. Since the
embryo is the presence of purposelessness
in us that can be re-awakened through a
cultivation of the senses, Kiikelhaus calls it
similarly "the Christ in us". 5 3
In Powys's fiction it is the magician who
comes closest to the ideal of the baby. As
Jeremy Hooker points out, in Porius
"Myrddin sees Taliessin as 'an undying
child', and his own magical power, made
possible by his abnegation of worldly
power, relates him to the same idea". 54
Wilhelm Gauger, a German Powysian,
showed that John Geard and Myrddin
Wyllt really practise white magic in so far
as this form of magic always implies an
element of self-renunciation. By creating
"gaps" they introduce self-reference into
their activity and at the same time subvert
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the intentional aspects of magic which as an
organ for the ruthless exertion of power
becomes "black". Black magic thus manifests the dominant trait of modern technology and science in their search for ultimate
solutions. 53 Thus Geard in A Glastonbury
Romance is at the same time the most
powerful and the most powerless being in
the novel—for example when he falls asleep
at crucial events. One cannot come to terms
with nature by simply operating power; that
will eventually turn the whole business into
an apocalyptic spectacle. If one wants to
take white magic seriously as a response to
this situation one should not see anything
paranormal or extrasensory in it at all; on
the contrary it is the increase of certain
faculties inherent in the working of the
senses under normal conditions. Whenever
you want to watch a star, says Kukelhaus,
you must look at it indirectly, otherwise it
disappears. In order to see the contours of
reality you should not add more light but
you should use it indirectly to make the
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darkness visible.56 It is powerlessness that
creates gestalt and maintains reality.
I have tried to show that Powys's
"cosmic humanism"—as Ichiro Hara has
termed his philosophy57 can be referred
back to a real physiological basis from
which Kukelhaus sets out to state his case.
Under the sign of Goethe both paths may
be seen to converge towards a sense of
connectedness and continuity that has yet
to be realized on a larger scale between
science and poetry. When I introduced
Hugo Kukelhaus to Powys's works last
year by showing him the Hommage a John
Cowper Powys in a German magazine, 58 he
wrote in a letter:
Your Powys made an extraordinary impression on me . . . like a gift from heaven. This
Powys hits like cosmic lightning into the
convulsed thickness and unbinds (delivers)—
without interventions and commands—the
axes of new orders of reality. Powys sets
vibrating heavy deposits . . . 59
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On this episode cf. my review of the book in Neu
Deutsche Hefte 166 (1980), pp. 420 ff. There are
examples of form as energy in certain effects of the
pyramids as well as in Judo, Aikido and other techniques which incorporate the adversary's force into
the defender's system. As Lao Tse says: "The best
way of conquering an enemy/is to win him over by
not antagonizing him". (Tao Te King, str. 68). Cf.
also the way Powys used flattery as an enhancement
of the other's life-illusion which turned his cowardice
into a forceful weapon. Most revealing in this context
is his acting mad in order to escape a bully at
Sherborne: ". . .if you have the gall to carry the very
weakness for which you have suffered to its fantasticalest extreme you may come out safely at the other
side". Autobiography, p. 126.
l4
Du kannst an keiner Stelle mit Eins beginnen (At
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no point can you start from One)—possibly Kukelhaus's most beautiful book. Cf. my review in Neue
Deutsche Hefte, 170 (1981), pp. 648. ff.
15
On Kukelhaus's role in organizing the resistance
see Albert Krebs, Fritz-Dietlof Graf von derSchulenburg—Zwischen Staatsraison und Hochverrat,
Hamburg, 1964, pp. 121, 133f, 156f, 168, 184, 187ff,
203, 260, 261 ff, 280, 312ff. The story of the plot for
which Kukelhaus devised the uniform is told by Peter
Hoffmann, Widerstand, Staatsstrekh, Attentat,
Munchen, 1979, pp. 398-405. (Kukelhaus however
is not mentioned here and I draw for his involvement
on information given me in a personal interview with
him on 10 October, 1981). The officer who was
willing to sacrifice his life by embracing Hitler was
Axel von dem Bussche and the whole plot was organized by Stauffenberg in 1943/44. It could not take
place because of continual delays in fixing a date with
Hitler. This is the version given by Hoffman.
According to Kukelhaus, however, the plot failed
because of a telegram that had arrived from
Mussolini just as everything was ready. Kukelhaus's
brothers were both involved in the resistance.
Hermann made a speech at the ceremony for his
Abitur in which he showed that a dictatorship is the
manifestation of a "cosmic cancer** and that it is—as
Powys also asserted in Mortal Strife—an insult to
Nature. He was at once stopped and convicted to one
year's penal labour in the coal mines of Silesia. (Cf.
Hugo's account of his brother's life in Nachtcafe, 19
(1982).) Heinz wrote the last protocol of the
conspirators around Stauffenberg before the final
attempt on 20 July 1944. Had it been a success he
would have become the chronicler of the group. Cf.
A. Krebs, op. cit., p. 260.
M
Autobiography, pp. 522, 531. Kukelhaus's
statement in a personal talk with me on 29 January
1981.
17
In a lecture in Todtmoos in honour of Karlfried
Graf Durckheim, 1 October, 1981.
18
Belinda Humfrey, ed., Recollections of the
Powys Brothers, 1980, p. 178,
19
Autobiographyi p. 360. This overturns habitual
attitudes towards truth (as truthfulness). Thus John
Geard says in A Glastonbury Romance (1930), 1975,
pp. 891-892; " ' I tell you, any lie as long as a
multitude of souls believes it and presses that belief
to the cracking point, creates new life, while the
slavery of what is called truth drags us down to death
and to the dead! . . . Miracles are lies; and yet they
are happening. Immortality is a lie; and yet we are
attaining it. Christ is a Me; and yet I am living in him
. . .*" Kukelhaus frequently tells his audience that
he is telling them nothing but lies. In fact, both are
proclaiming that "objective** truth and reality have
drifted apart in our terminology.
m
Organismus und Technik, pp. 11-21.
21
Lewis Thomas, The Lives of a Cell, Toronto,
London, New York, 1974, p. 171.
22
Cf. Roger Caillois, La dissymetrie, Paris, 1973.
Joseph Needham discusses the difficulty of connect-
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ing biology and thermodynamics in his illuminating
book, Moulds of Understanding—A Pattern of
Natural Philosophy, 1976, pp. 173-199.
* Mortal Strife (1942), 1974, p. 95.
24
P. 83.
25
There are cities like York and Gloucester that
had a unique appeal for Powys; their sensual
qualities corresponded to his inmost cravings and
were "of extraordinary value in my secret life"; he
thought this correspondence derived from the
"resuscitation of far-away pre-natal memories" or
even of memories from his ancestors. Cf. Autobiography, pp. 289 ff.
26
Organismus und Technik, pp. 33f.
27
It will probably settle as a fixed exhibition in
various places in Europe. Schule der Sinne describes
one of these exhibitions in the park of Cappenberg
Castle near Lunen, Westphalia, soon to be realized.
The University of Oldenburg has integrated the field
into a new curriculum for sports students. Films have
been shown on the exhibition by Czech and Swiss
TV-companies. Kukelhaus's book Fassen Fuhlen
Bilden can be used as a guide through the field and
some of the objects are now available at moderate
prices (through MEKU Company, D-3015,
Wennigsen).
28
Autobiography, p. 56. Cf. also Mortal Strife, p.
43, where Powys claims that "the essence of religion
lies in its surface or it lies nowhere", the unity of all
religions being "the emptiness inside the altar". For
Goethe's view see Goethe, Spruche in Prose,
Stuttart, 1967, p. 19; also Maximen und Reflexionen
1224, in Johann Wolfgang von Goethe, Gedenkausgabe, Zurich und Stuttgart (Artemis), 1948ff,
Vol. 9, p. 653f; also Lehrs, op. citM pp. 130-139.
29
Goethe, op. cit., Vol. 16, p. 163. As Diane
Fernandez has shown (B. Humfrey, ed., Essays on
John Cowper Powys, Cardiff, 1972, pp. 103ff)
whiteness in the early novels of Powys is the colour of
death. Goethe's fierce attacks on Newton's colour
theory stem from his rejection of the claim that white
as the basic "colour" theoretically contains the
whole prismatic spectrum. Though this is not the
whole story much of this unjust attitude resolves
itself into the fundamental difficulty of reconciling
the physical and the physiological-psychological
views of colour. Powys was much intrigued by
colours, they were "mysterious initiations into the
Unknowable" (Autobiography, p. 137). He also
mentions his trick of concentrating his mind on
various coloured angels while in Hospital (ibid., p.
373) which reminds one curiously of the visions of
coloured angels in Islamic mysticism. Cf. Henry
Corbin, En Islam iranien, Vol. II, Paris, 1971, pp.
211-257; also his The Man of Light in Iranian
Sufism, 1978, which contains a comparative study of
Goethe's colour theory (pp. 139ff).
30
Cf. Mortal Strife, pp. 198, 200, 204, 211;
Goethe, op. cit., Vol. 3, p. 450f; Vol. 9. pp. 627 and
534; Vol. 23, p. 391.
31
The Meaning of Culture (1929), 1974, p. 186. For
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Goethe's assertion of plurality in view of scientific
reductionism cf. "What is the general?/The individual case./What is the particular?/Millions of cases",
op. cit., Vol. 9, p. 572. Gestalt for Goethe is prior to
Gesetz (law), as C. F. v. Weizsocker put it in Die
Tragweite der Wissenschaft, Stuttgart, 1966, pp.
226ff.
32
Ernst Florens Friedrich Chladni (1756-1827) led
the life of an itinerant lecturer of physics in Europe
where he presented a set of strange acoustic
instruments of his own invention which did not
survive him long. He was also the first to point out
the cosmic origin of meteorites, an impossible
explanation at the time. There is a charming
description of Chladni patterns in Chap. Ill of
Thomas Mann's Doktor Faustus, Frankfurt, 1965,
pp. 28f. For Chladni cf. R. Caillois, Recurrences
derobees—Le champ des signes, Paris, 1978, pp.
36-39.
"Personal talk, 29 January, 1981.
34
Unmenschliche Architektur, p. 13.
33
Autobiography, p. 238. For Goethe's conception
of the Earth as a living being cf. his talk with
Eckermann on 11 April 1827, op. cit., Vol. 24, pp.
242-243.
36
Mortal Strife, p. 52. Kiikelhaus in his lecture in
Todtmoos.
31
Mortal Strife, p. 114. In a stimulating essay on
"Powys and Zen" (Powys Review, 7, 1980) Prof.
Ichiro Hara has demonstrated the parallels between
this concept and Zen Buddhism. There was an
episode at one of the Eranos conferences related by
H. Corbin which illustrates this closeness: When the
Zen master Suzuki was asked what the parallels
between Swedenborg's cosmology and Mahayana
Buddhism were, he took up a spoon and declared,
smiling: "This spoon now exists in paradise . . . We
are now in Heaven . . ."; Corbin, L 'imagination
creatrice dans le soufisme d'lbn Arabi, Paris, 1976,
p. 275.
38
See Goethe, "Analyse und Synthese", op. cit.,
Vol. 16, pp. 889f; cf. also Weizsacker, op. cit., p.
226. Gregory Bateson, Mind and Nature, London
1980, p. 233.
39
The Complex Vision, p. 133, postulates the need
of a higher form of reason and of an organic,
dynamic and creative form of logic while Mortal Strife
suggests a way of "satisfying both the senses and the
cold dry reason" (p. 201). In The Pleasures of Literature (p. 599) Powys emphasized that Goethe "despised all the lower levels of logical and rational
understanding".
40
H. R. Maturana and F. J. Varela, Autopoiesis
and Cognition, Dordrecht, Boston, London, 1980,
p. 13.
41
In Japanese this tradition is called tamafuri or
the "waving of vital energy" and includes the
viewing of landscapes (kunimi) or of plants, trees and
flowers (traces of this tradition may still be found in
Japan in the annual flower viewing called hanami);
this pre-magic technique is founded on the idea that

the viewer's contemplation on objects may awaken
slumbering forces in them which can be put to the
viewer's use. Cf. A. Tsuchihashi, Kodaikayo to girei
no kenkyu (Studies of Old Songs and Ceremonies),
Tokyo, I960, Ch. 4.
n
Horen und Sehen in Tatigkeit, Zug, 1978, pp.
54-55.
43
Cf. Goethe's famous words: "If the eye were not
by nature solar,/How should we be able to look at
the light?", op. cit., Vol. 1, p. 629.
"Maturana, op. cit., p. 22, writes: "The
anatomical and functional organization of the
nervous system secures the synthesis of behaviour,
not a representation of the world". And Powys
declares in The Complex Vision, p. 360: ". . . the
truth we seek is not a thing we just put out our hand
and take, but is a mood, an attitude, a gesture of our
whole being". In this sense it can be said that truth
for Powys is an "imitation" of Nature.
45
This feature is part of autopoiesis according to
the biologist Maturana. Goethe: "The purpose of
life is life itself". Goethes Werke (Weimarer
Ausgabe) Weimar, 1887-1919, IV., Vol. 11, p. 22.
46
Bateson, op. cit., p. 22; for the psychological
side cf. Giinther Bittner, "Die imaginaren
Szenarien", A. Schopf, ed., Phantasie aIs
anthropologisches Problem, Wiirzburg, 1981, pp.
105-106.
"Mortal Strife, p. 195; cf. also pp. 194, 202.
48
Cf. Ernst Lehrs, Mensch und Materie, pp. 84ff.
49
E.g. the eye develops in its function as glandular
organ in connection with the mid-brain. Cf. the
functional embryology of Erich Blechschmidt, Vom
Eizum Embryo, Gottingen, 1970. Maturana, Varela,
op. cit., p. 86; "Living systems, as physical
autopoietic machines, are purposeless systems".
Hence their argument in favour of individualism:
"biology cannot be used any more to justify the
dispensability of the individuals for the benefit of the
species, society or mankind under the pretence that
its role is to perpetuate them. Biologically the
individuals are not dispensable" (ibid., p. 118).
^G. K. Chesterton, Autobiography, 1936, p. 109;
Goethe: "from children you can learn to live . . .",
op. cit., Vol. 18, p. 615.
"Mortal Strife, p. 122.
52
Ibid., pp. 121f.
53
Powys: ibid., p. 163; Kiikelhaus: in a personal
communication to Prof. Blechschmidt, November
1980.
"John Cowper Powys, p. 11.
"Gauger developed these ideas in his book Y—
Paranormale Welt, Wirklichkeit und Literatur,
Berlin 1980, pp. 95ff and in a manuscript on the
White Magicians which he kindly placed at my
disposal. He has also published essays on Powys in
Zeitschrift fur Parapsychologie (1974, 1976).
56
In his exhibition, Kiikelhaus has a sculptured
head that can be illuminated from all sides. The more
lamps you switch off—up to a limit of course—the
more you can see. Cf. Fassen Fiihlen Bilden, pp. 113ff.
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This is the title of his new book on J. C. Powys:
I. Hara, Uchuteki humanism—John Cowper Powys
noseimeido (Cosmic Humanism—The Way of J. C.
Powys), Tokyo, 1982.
*Akzente, 2 (1981), pp. 100-146 (ed. E. Schenkel),
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with documents and essays by G. Steiner, W. Kehr,
R. Italiaander, H. Miller, S. de Beauvoir and others.
59
In a letter to me, dated 12 May 1981 (my
translation).

Review Article

Bernard Jones
Some Observations on Hardy's Letters1
The gods bestow the gift of writing letters
wantonly. It might be thought that ri??n of
letters would write them better than other
people. This is not true. Even literacy, in its
literal meaning, is not essential. Some 18th
and 19th century letters of a west country
family at present being edited are first class
in their kind, revealing the personalities of
the writers and their inter-relationships.
And yet, technically, some of them are quite
illiterate.2 On the other hand, some men of
letters write them abysmally. Robert
Bridges, for instance, was quick to acknowledge the unique quality of Hopkins's letters.
" G . M. H. was one of the best of letter
writers/' 3 he wrote over a quarter of a
century before Hopkins's letters were published in 1935. And again, two years later in
1911, he noted that:
No one ever wrote with more critical deliberation than Gerard Hopkins, and I am glad to
have preserved the letters which he then
wrote.4
Bridges destroyed his own side of the correspondence, and for so doing he was accused
of vanity and "conceit". 5 Yet his literary
judgement was vindicated when a few of his
letters occasionally found their way into
print after his death, for though they often
contain matter of interest, they make dull
reading. One is reminded that Wordsworth
wrote dull letters deliberately because he
knew that people were collecting them.
Bridges clearly accepted the letter as a
literary 'kind', otherwise he would not have
been so unscrupulous in retrieving the letters
of Hopkins. But for himself, he chose to
reserve his powers of composition for work
that was to be published. The prose of
necessary everyday letters he would have
called,

the common drudge of the Understanding for
all work, and consequently inseparable from
the usual routine of life, which is the chiefest
enemy to spiritual abstraction.6
Many hares are started here—the qualities
of Bridges's published prose, for instance—
but his meaning is clear enough. He certainly took no pains to make his own routine
correspondence interesting.
Where does Hardy stand? Allowing that
Bridges did not always write dull letters,
probably near to Bridges, an answer that
does not imply that their letters are alike in
any way. The question of biographies here is
crucial, for letters are prime sources, and
Hardy has been biographized almost out of
recognition. Bridges made it clear that he
wanted no one to write his biography, a wish
faithfully honoured. Few writers are quite
so modest. Bernard Shaw, for instance, collaborated with a string of biographers. Still,
his Sixteen Self Sketches (1949—but incorporating much earlier material) gives an idea
of how far he thought a biographer ought to
go—he thought the writings of Freud
indelicate. However, one must not expect
consistency in such a personal matter, and in
Havelock Ellis Shaw and Hardy had a
mutual friend who more than any other
single writer persuaded English readers that
the psychology of sex had to be taken
seriously in both life and art. Shaw was also
an admirer of Samuel Butler, although the
compliment was not returned. About 1872
Butler began a fictionalized chronicle of his
own family life which he finished in 1875
or 6. Occasionally it was retouched in later
years, but it was only published posthumously in 1903 as The Way of All Flesh. This
title is so much in the grain of the language
that it has withstood re-editing under the
title Ernest Pontifex. Another friend of
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Hardy and Shaw, Edmund Gosse, published in 1907 Father and Son. The sympathetic
presentation of the temperaments of his
father, a Plymouth Brother and first rate
naturalist, and himself did not need to be
put aside for posthumous publication, for in
1890 Gosse had published the regulation
iife and letters' biography of his father, The
Life of Philip Henry Gosse, expected by
Victorian readers.1 For Father and Son,
indeed, Gosse received international
awards. Butler's conduct, however, is the
more instructive in the present context.
Although he seldom touched The Way of
AH Flesh after 1875 or 6, in 1896 he published The Life and Letters of Dr Samuel
Butler, Headmaster of Shrewsbury School
1798-1836, and Afterwards Bishop ofLichfield in two volumes—by his Grandson. The
conflicting claims of Victorian family piety
and the urge to 'tell the truth' could hardly
be more effectively exemplified. Nor could
the lengthy title have been more of its time.
Here, for instance, is the title of another two
volume 'life and letters' biography of 1894:
The Life of Richard Owen by his Grandson
the Rev. Richard Owen, M.A. with the
Scientific Portions Revised by C. Davies
Sherborn Also an Essay on Owen *s Position
in A natomical Science by the Right Hon. T.
H. Huxley, F.R.S. Here the conflict is epitomized, although perhaps not recognized by
those concerned, by the *style and title' of
the names on the title page: the Rev. Richard
Owen and the Right Hon. T. H. Huxley,
F.R.S. This compromise, or dubious
alliance, had to be accepted in the changing
currents of Victorian%iought, as Butler's
conduct showed. Yet it was in this literary
tradition that Hardy was to choose to write
Ms own iife and letters'—it came out (in
two volumes, of course) in 1928 and 1930,
and, as the title page of the first of the
volumes proclaimed, it was:
Compiled Largely from Contemporary
Notes, Letters, Diaries and Biographical
Memoranda, as well as from Oral Information in Communications
Extending over
Many years.8
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Hardy naturally left the book for posthumous publication.
Ironically, Gosse did much to foster the
brief lively sketch kind of biography—he
would have edited Hardy's letters had he not
died in the same year as Hardy. Hardy
praised his early Congreve (1888), but his
Coventry Patmore (1905) is more to the
present purpose. Gosse knew Patmore as
well as a younger writer can know one of his
elders, and the book is laced with anecdote
drawn from the writer's own personal recollections. Such detail gave the book
liveliness, but what standing do such recollections have as sources? The question is
'rhetorical' here, but the mode of the biography—partly an accident in the evolution
of the publishing trade—cannot be ignored,
for it found its apotheosis in Lytton
Strachey's Eminent Victorians (1918) and
Queen Victoria (1921). Strachey did not
know his subjects personally, but he
belonged to a privileged stratum of society
in which anecdotes or gossip about them
were easily come by, and amongst whom
elegance of style was taken for conviction.
Careful selection of loaded anecdote
succeeded as it did in Gosse's Patmore—and
raised the same questions. In fact we are on
the way to Laurence Housman's Victoria
Regina and Sixty Glorious Years. Strachey
failed to carry a similar sense of conviction
when he sought to apply the same 'method'
to a remoter period in Elizabeth and Essex
(1928). It was such biographies as Eminent
Victorians, however, that made Hardy
suspicious. His suspicions were in fact
understandable, for whenever a biographer
is bent on reducing his subject—and there
have been several such reducers of Hardy—
they have been able to bring Strachey's
devices to bear. After all, Hardy only died in
1928.
This mismaze approach to Hardy's letters
is called for, indeed, by the exploits of such
'post-impressionistic' biographers, and the
letters are a useful reminder of what Hardy
himself was putting on paper at any particular time. The biographers have worked hard,
and there is a threat that readers will concern
themselves with what has been written about
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Hardy rather than with what he wrote. The
only way to offset this danger is to put oneself into a Victorian frame of mind and
make necessary adjustments accordingly.
In achieving this feat of imagination, no
one could afford better help than Hardy's
friend Barnes. "He had always a great
repugnance to being * written about',''
wrote his daughter Lucy Baxter. She wished
to take away with her his "note-books"
(probably on her last visit from Italy in 1882)
from which
to begin writing his life, but he shrank away
from it, saying, 'if it must be done, I would
rather one of my own children should do it,
but not now—leave me to my quietude while I
live'.
To his surviving son Barnes insisted that, * 'if
his life were written the facts should be
simply and plainly adhered to, and not
obscured by 'fine writing'." 9
The uncertainty is obvious. Expecting to
have one's biography written seems
immodest, and perhaps comes near to the
sin of vanity. B u t . . . were it to be done, then
. . . The thought had clearly crossed
Barnes's mind—he made copious notes and
had diffidently come to certain conclusions.
At no point did he expressly forbid—as
Bridges was to do—the writing of a
biography.
The same matter had also occupied
Hardy's mind, but relatively early. The
April 1881 issue of the British Quarterly
Review carried an anonymous article
entitled "Mr Hardy's Novels". The writer
was Barnes's and Hardy's one time neighbour, C. Kegan Paul, and on the 18th of the
month Hardy wrote to him:
I have nothing against the few personal
remarks you make, as I fancy you expected I
should, though I have an opinion that the less
people know of a writer's antecedents (till he
is dead) the better. (I, p. 89)
Paul had simply written that Hardy had
"sprung from a race of labouring men", a
circumstance in Paul's opinion for
"exceeding pride". As a former parson,
Paul would have done well to leave out
"pride" which, as has been seen, probably

troubled Barnes. The complexities of
Hardy's response are, however, very enlightening. It was partly Barnes's—leave me
alone until I am dead. But Hardy, after only
ten years as a published novelist, was writing
to a publisher and, as John Cowper Powys
would have said, we must always propitiate
magnates. Hardy, therefore, wrote a relatively 'gushing' answer, and the 'gush'—
neatly prepared for by the passage just
quoted—allowed him to interject:
By the way I can tell you (privately) what you
may be interested in knowing clearly—that
my father is one of the last of the old 'masterrtlfesons' left—anywhere in England, I should
think—the modern 'builders & contractors'
having obliterated them. From time immemorial—I can speak from certain knowledge of
four generations—my direct ancestors have
all been master-masons, with a set of
journeymen masons under them: though
they have never risen above this level, they
have never sunk below it—i.e. they have
never been journeymen themselves* Whether
they came from Jersey in the 14th century,
like the other Dorset Hardys is uncertain—
but probable, from the strong family likeness
between them all. (I, p. 89)
Although Hardy's response was partly
Barnes's, therefore, this letter shows that
the materials for his own autobiography
were shaping in his mind well over thirty
years before he sat down to write it.
Unlike Bridges, then, Hardy, like Barnes,
did not at this time object to biography outright. And, of course, it could be argued
that he never did object to it, because, in the
end, he wrote his own. Later, however, his
opposition was roused by F. A. Hedgcock's
Thomas Hardy, Penseur et Artiste (Paris,
1911). At first Hardy was perhaps partly
flattered and moderately co-operative. But
he regarded the book strictly as a doctoral
thesis written in another language for a
foreign university, and generally overcame
his scepticism, being willing enough to agree
or disagree about detail in the known circumstances. What Hardy did not foresee at
that time was the incipient flatulence of
English 'scholarship' that was to distend
alarmingly in the 20th century. Had
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Hedgcock written in English, Hardy might
well have been more on his guard, and he
effectively blocked the publication of the
book when an English translation was
proposed. By this time—in fact about 1917,
and therefore almost coinciding with the
publication of Eminent Victorians—Hardy
had resolved to write his own biography for
posthumous publication over his widow's
name, a decision that kept others out of the
field and led to the destruction of papers
once Hardy had made use of them. For this
check mate move, Robert Gittings and
Norman Page (amongst others) have called
Hardy—not to mince words in such
matters—a cheat. I wonder what words they
have in store for J. C. Powys's
Autobiography!
This is not the place to deal with such
severities. It is, however, the place to point
out how inevitably the invaluable publication of Hardy's letters has smoothed out the
caricatures that have been made of Hardy's
life, and begun to restore the poetry of "one
we knew". And it is for this reason that
readers must be grateful for the monumental results of the editing by Professors Purdy
and Millgate. The most sympathetic
Hardyan would not claim that as writings
Hardy's letters stand comparison with those
of, for instance, his contemporary,
Hopkins. Yet this comp^son is, of course,
unjust: Hopkins wrote mostly to intimate
friends (Bridges, Dixon, Patmore and so
forth), whereas Hardy had few intimate
friends and spent hours pen-pushing in negotiations with publishers, circumstances
that in themselves were hardly likely to
inspire imperishable prose. Read closely,
however, such a letter as the one to Paul
already quoted tells a great deal.
Hardy, as we have seen held nothing
against biography as such any more than
Bridges held anything against the letter as a
literary 'kind'. We then watch Hardy
seeking to have his cake and eat it. He was
genuinely flattered by Paul's remark that he
could take "pride"—why did Paul
introduce that word?—in his descent from
"labouring men". At the same time, how
punctilious Hardy became in distinguishing
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'master-mason' from 'journeyman', how
politely but firmly did he put Paul straight
about the matter. The point had to be acknowledged meticulously. Then, having
settled it to his own satisfaction, Hardy gave
his pride free rein, and in doing so revealed
unashamedly his deepest imaginative preoccupations. His father was "the last'9 of
his kind "anywhere in England". Hardy's
obsession with gathering up the last things
of their kind ("anywhere in England, I
should think") was constant in his makeup
from the start. "The Mellstock Quire"
(Under the Greenwood Tree), for instance,
was, to all artistic intents and purposes, "the
last of the old" of such "anywhere in
England", and it had, of course, performed
"from time immemorial"—well, for "four
generations", at least. Hardy's theme was
regularly the conflict between the—
apparently irreconcilable—'old' and 'new',
and in this conflict he rated very highly
stability of status. Hence the absolute
stability of status of his ancestors "from
time immemorial"—but, of course, his
father was "the last". Then, the association
with the 14th century Hardys from Jersey,
although qualified by "uncertain", was
none the less "probable, from strong family
likeness". This may be taken to mean facial
and physical likeness, and one wonders
what the generations of Hardy wives would
have thought of such a "proof"—or,
rather, "probability". At all events, Hardy
was keen to place himself at the very end of
things that had lasted "from time immemorial' ', and this predilection of his
imagination marked all his novels from
Desperate Remedies to Jude the Obscure.
If Hardy's letters, therefore, do not attain
the flights of Cowper's or Southey's, critics
have done a mean disservice by dismissing
them as uninteresting except as a confirmation of the picture of Hardy as the old skinflint of Max Gate, as one of them so charitably put it. The single letter quoted is
enough to show that Hardy had a lifelong
Tess of the d'Urbervilles 'complex': what
discovery could be more interesting than
that the weaver of such romances measured
his own life in the very same terms? There
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are, of course, hundreds of his letters, and
not all of them are as interesting as the one
quoted. None the less, within the bulk there
are scores that are.
Besides, one of the strong suits—it has
certainly brought about big sales—of recent
biographers has been Hardy's susceptibility
to women. And there is a simple device for
titillating readers with the impression that
Hardy set himself up as a modest modern
rival of Solomon. All one need do is isolate
the exchanges between Hardy and each of
the ladies in turn. Each of the ladies in turn
then seems to be Hardy's lady love of the
moment. Look at the chronological
sequence of Hardy's collected letters,
however, and it becomes clear that Hardy
would write to one of these ladies one
day, to two of them three days later, to
another the next day, another the next week,
and so on. Some such pattern holds for even
1896, for instance, which has frequently
been called a 'bad' year at Max Gate because
of Hardy's lady friends. During the first half
of the year Hardy was still coping with the
texts of the first collected edition of his
novels, and as for ladies, some might say
there was safety in numbers. More seriously,
the press of work at the time simply does not
suggest either leisure for or evidence of all
the love affairs with which Hardy has been
'credited'. Instead, read as a whole, letters
to men included, one understands just how
firmly Hardy was tied to the treadmill of
writing and publishing, and their cumulative
effect reduces to proper proportions biographical 'reconstructions'.
For undertaking the task of bringing
together and arranging the letters praise for
the editors seems insulting if it is not condescending. No praise could be too high. Yet
inevitably editors start quibbles. For many
years I have made for my own use a 'collection' (in copies) of Hardy's letters, and
without the spur of print have come to
believe in the existence of the odd 'concealed' letter. Purdy and Millgate duly print
Hardy's letter at the close of 1886 to
Barnes's daughter Lucy Baxter (I, p. 157),
encouraging her to write a biography of her
father and offering to put her up if she came

over from Italy to collect materials. Hardy
was diffident about writing out memories
for her, but said that if he thought of any
thing of general interest he would "jot it
down at once with pleasure". In fact Lucy
Baxter did not come to England. Instead, in
1887, the year in which the biography was
published, she arranged for the Hardys to
stay at the Villa Trollope—Trollope had
written Dr Thorne there in 1858—so that
they should be near her in Florence, her
home of many years, for two periods during
their Italian tour of that year. Although only
one letter is at present available, there was a
correspondence between them "at not unfrequent intervals". When the biography
came out, the author in her "preface"
tendered thanks "for assistance in sending
'memories' and letters" to, amongst others,
' 'Thomas Hardy, Esq''. 1 0 At no place in the
book, however, did she quote Hardy in
inverted commas. All the same, it seems to
include one, if not more than one, part of a
concealed Hardy letter. The episode it deals
with was the occasion in 1884 when Barnes
caught the illness that caused his death over
two years later. n ^ I e r e it is, transposed into
the first person direct speech of the letter
form:
I remember the day for I myself had walked
from Dorchester with my neighbour through
a cold driving rain across the exposed road to
Max Gate, and though I begged Mr Barnes to
take shelter at my house, he declined, and
pressed on drenched and chilled to the
Rectory [Barnes's home at Winterborne
Came—B. J.]. Although he recovered sufficiently from the rheumatic illness which
followed to take his service once more in
March, he was never the same again, and that
one service was only possible with the help of
a carriage.n
The reasons for acknowledging Hardy's
hand are syntactic and structural, and self
evident enough not to require demonstration. The piece, of course, is unassigned and
undated. Presumably it was written after the
December 1886 letter. The Hardys were in
Italy in the following March and April, and
the advertisements in the copy of the biography at hand are dated September 1887. It
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is not likely that in the midst of an Italian
sight-seeing tour Hardy would find time or
opportunity to effect alterations in Lucy
Baxter's manuscript, and indeed it is most
unlikely that he ever saw it. When Barnes's
son presented a copy of Lucy Baxter's biography of their father to Hardy, Hardy pencilled in a correction of Barnes's birth place
(p. 5), and wrote in: "Died Oct 7. Funeral
Oct 1 1 " (p. 326). Moreover, Barnes's son
himself pencilled in the correct wording for
the Third Collect for Evening Prayer in his
own copy to amend his sister's improvisation (p. 326). There is thus proof enough
that neither Barnes's son nor Hardy saw
Lucy Baxter's manuscript. 13 The transposed passage, then, almost certainly derives
from a letter no longer available. The
register is that of a formal letter rather than
that of speech, and it is an instance of what
has been called a 'concealed' letter. Other
possible instances would overload the
present article. The one instance of a fragment of such a letter given, however, is by
itself both interesting and suggestive.
There is another complication. In Professor Purdy's Thomas Hardy. A Bibliographical Study (1954), the author there
quoted as follows Hardy's description of A
Group of Noble Dames (1891):
a Tale of Tales—a series of linked stories—of
a somewhat different kind from the mass of
my work of late, excepting The First Countess of Wessex, which comes near in its
character. The scenes, which are numerous,
will be laid in the old mansions and castles
hereabouts: the characters are to be proportionately numerous, and to be exclusively
persons of title of the last century (names
disguised, but incidents approximating to
fact).14
This was part of an offer of the American
serial rights to Harper & Brothers, and dated
7 March 1890. I have looked carefully and,
alas, it would seem that this letter, obviously
known to Professor Purdy by 1954, has
since disappeared, for it is not to be found in
The Collected Letters. If the letter has
simply 'gone to earth', it is hoped that this
note will bring it back into the series. In
passing, one also notes that there seems to
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be some confusion about the dating of the
third edition of Hutchins's The History and
Antiquities of the County of Dorset. The
title pages of the volumes were dated 1861,
1863, 1868 and 1870, but the work was
issued in 'parts', and the last of these was
not ready until 1874. Perhaps 1861-1874
would be better than the editors' 1861-1873.
Any large scale editorial enterprize,
indeed, is subject to such hazards. The
editors of Hardy's letters have wisely neither
numbered the letters nor called the collection 'complete'. The letters will simply never
be 'complete'—they are, however, undoubtedly 'collected'—and any one who
claims completeness and numbers the items
offers hostages to fortune.
Yet the editorial task in itself is largely one
of presentation. Any literary merits of the
book, as distinct from the merits of the
editing—first class—must lie in what Hardy
wrote. Are these letters as dull and humourless as so many professional tasters have
pronounced? They are frankly very informative. In spite of his powers, Hardy really
did find prose fiction hard-going, and as
early as 1883 he told Gosse that the plan of
Two on a Tower "was carefully thought
out" but that "the actual writing was
lamentably hurried" (I, p. 114). This was, of
course, defensive, but it echoed through the
whole span of Hardy's novel-writing life all
the way along to the writing of Jude the
Obscure. Of that novel he wrote to Gosse:
You have hardly an idea how poor & feeble
the book seems to me, as executed, beside the
idea of it that I had formed in prospect. (II, p.
93)
Hardy could envisage, but getting the first
"irradiated conception" down on paper—
especially in the days of contracted serials—
remained a problem to the end. His
"envisaging", in fact, was that of the poet,
ever patiently or impatiently waiting upon
"the magic hand of chance" to see him
through. Again in a letter to Gosse, who had
introduced an edition of the works of
Thomas Lodge in 1882, how revealing it is to
learn that
Lodge's poem to Rosaline was one of the first
two or three which awakened in me a true, or
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mature, consciousness of what poetry
consists in—after a Dark Age of five or six
years which follow that vague sense, in childhood, of the charms of verse that most young
people experience. (I, p. 122)

In one of the earlier letters already noticed,
Hardy told Gosse he knew Crawshaw's
"Whoe'er she b e " better than his "Love's
Horoscope'', a quotation from which
Hardy adopted for the title page of the next
edition of Two on a Tower. Both "Whoe'er
she b e " and "Rosaline" came from Palgrave's The Golden Treasury, an anthology
(presented to Hardy by Horace Moule)
which Hardy seems to have memorized from
cover to cover. And how perceptive was
Hardy about the experience of poetry in
adolescence, and how like him that here, as
in his "Apology" of 1922, he should use the
phrase "Dark Age''—as if it must inevitably
follow whatsoever things are "last".
Earlier some stress was laid upon Hardy's
links with Barnes. In 1885 he wrote to
Gosse:
I go & sit by his bed whenever he is able to
talk—& you & your work are not unfrequently the subject. (I, p. 137)
Hardy was, of course, yet again propitiating
an influential London critic. None the less,
here is the proof of his deep feeling for
Barnes. A year later he wrote:
Barnes is no more with us—he died yesterday.
. . . My wife was almost the last person—if
not the very last—outside his family, whom
he was able to converse with. (I, p. 153)
Besides the telling vignette of Emma at
Barnes's bedside, note once again how
Hardy is obsessed with "the last . . . if not
the very last". The collection of such 'last
moments' was an absorbing passion, and
conveys more than reams about the springs
of Hardy's imagination.
By the time that Barnes died, Hardy himself had become something of a local
worthy, and it is interesting to follow the
part he was called upon to play in the setting
up of a suitable memorial. He gave Barnes's
surviving son advice about raising a subscription, and recommended the "Came

Lodge site" for the memorial (I, p. 155), a
proposal that was not in the outcome to be
realized. John Wordsworth, the Bishop of
Salisbury (and nephew of William Wordsworth), met Hardy, "& h e " , wrote Hardy to
Gosse,
suggests a 'runic cross' on the road near
Barnes's as a fitting memorial, with lines on it
from his poems, (I, p. 154)
The sequel of this conversation, given in
another letter to Gosse, preserves admirably
the flavour of Hardy's humour:
The runic cross is I think abandoned—for the
oddest of reasons—namely that some of the
promoters of the memorial are Evangelicals.
(I, P. 159)
The absence of an exclamation mark
suggests that he saw no need to under-line
the 'divine comedy'. Perhaps, too, he did
not wish to say that among the "Evangelicals" would be some of the Moule family. In
fact, the editors might have noted that a
cross was set up, not as the 'official'
memorial, but as the headstone of Barnes's
grave in Winterborne Came Church Yard.
After it had been decided that the memorial
should be a life-size statue of Barnes in St
Peter's Church Yard, Dorchester, Hardy
offered to pass on a subscription from one
of Gosse's friends. "You probably know",
he wrote to Gosse,
that Mullins has been instructed to go on with
the full sized model. The small sketch-model
was considered a very good likeneness by all
the people here who knew Barnes. (I, p. 167)
The editors gloss simply: "model: of the
statue of William Barnes". One suspects an
oversight here. Roscoe Mullins supplied two
designs from which the organizers were to
choose. The "full sized model" was probably the one that now stands in St Peter's
Church Yard. The "small sketch-model",
on the other hand, was probably the rejected
design that has found its way to the Dorchester County Museum. As it happens,
lingering uncertainty is almost wholly
removed by a later letter from Hardy. At the
sale which followed Barnes's death, Hardy
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bought for his study a small portrait in oils
of a weather-beaten shepherd. A wealthier
bidder, Robert Edgcumbe, bought, among
other things, the lions that had for so long
guarded the door of Came Rectory. He also
obtained what must be Mullins's "small
sketch-model". In some financial difficulty
in 1897, Edgcumbe offered this design to
Hardy, and Hardy's answer seems decisive:
It is kind of you to let me have an opportunity
of securing the statuette, which I remember
well. But to tell the truth I cannot afford to
indulge in works of a r t . . . I have thought of
two or three people who might like to have it;
& I will sound them privately. (II, pp.
175-176)
had no need to "remember well" the
full-sized statue that he could see any day
outside St Peter's Church, and his word
"statuette" is clearly another way of describing what he had earlier called the "small
sketch-model". One wishes that he had
bought it. However, these details identify
the references beyond question, and unhappily they will call for some re-framing of
the notes in I, p. 167 and II, pp. 175-176. It is
worth remarking that many who, like
Hardy, were in a good position to judge,
expressed a strong preference for what he
called the "small sketch-model" or "statuette"—it has now long been the fashion to
call it the maquette—as a more comprehensive representation of Barnes than the
statue
actually
erected.
Organizing
committees are by nature conventional,
however, and this committee chose the more
conventional of the designs submitted by
Mullins.
Something of Hardy's humour has shown
through these letters about Barnes, and the
quality has been unfairly neglected. In the
month of Barnes's death, John Churton
Collins (a sound scholar and editor of texts,
but given to 'press warfare') made an
almighty assault on Gosse's From Shakespeare to Pope, and Gosse wrote that it kept
him "awake o' nights & affects my liver" (I,
p. 155). To this Hardy answered:
Do not, my dear Gosse, let it interfere with
your digestion or your sleep for a single day.
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. . . surely the great surgical operation is
necessary for a critic who implies that a
Lecturer must show neither fancy nor
humour in his dedicatory lines. (I, p. 154)
One has to be rather dense—or
precious—not to appreciate such humour.
Hardy took up the business of "digestion"
again later:
One day I was saying to myself 'Why art thou
so heavy, O my soul, & why art thou so
disquieted within me?' I could not help
answering 'Because you eat that pastry after a
long walk, & would not profit by experience.'
The stomach is no doubt a main cause, if
there is no mental reason: but I totally
disagree with those who insist upon blaming
the stomach always. In my worst times years
ago my digestion was as sound as a
labourer's. (I, p. 167)
A disquisition on stomachs might have been
expected of Goldsmith or Lamb, and it is
unreasonable not to acknowledge the
solemn absurdity with which Hardy could
treat the subject. Again, acknowledging
Gosse's collection Firdausi in Exile and
Other Poems in 1885, Hardy wrote:
We have read 'A ballad of the Upper Thames'
aloud amid the crumbs of breakfast. (I, p.
137)
And, acknowledging Gosse's Raleigh in
1886, Hardy again wrote:
My wife is going to read the book aloud to
me* she says, because 'we ought to read
something more improving than flimsy
current literature.' So you may see the good
you are doing in households by your latest
production. (I, p. 150)
The layers of raillery here are too closely
woven for separation—Hardy's own
"flimsy current'' novels and the other
fiction read at Max Gate were gently
mocked. Then Emma—the encourager of
the novelist—shows her sense of humour by
the reference to "something more
improving''. Indeed the two letters
eavesdrop upon life at Max Gate rather
delightfully—the morning post opened at
the breakfast table, and the evening reading
before bedtime, reveal the literary quality of
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its domesticity as seldom before. And of
himself Hardy could pass on to Gosse
Lowell's reference to him as "small and
unassuming in appearance" in the following
words:
I am awfully be-littled—corporeally at any
rate—by Lovell . . . I always have cracked
him up—so he is unkind, if he knew that I
liked him. (I, p. 156)
At times the letters are informative in
other ways. Dale Kramer has not restored
what he calls an "alteration" of Gosse's
poem " A Point of View" in his edition of
The Woodlanders. In 1886, in fact, Hardy
wrote:
I quote you in the current number of
Macmillan—or rather misquote you—for I
altered one word to make the lines suit the
circumstances of the story. Please . . . let me
know you are not savage on account of the
altered word. (I, p. 153)
Hardy had inserted "queen" for Gosse's
"lord". Professor Kramer has found and
retained what he thinks another "alteration", "flowed" for "flows", on the
grounds that the past tense got into the first
English one-volume edition. Yet he has
remarked that,
Fewer details are known about the arrangements for the domestic six-shilling edition
[i.e. the first English one-volume edition—
B.J.] than about those for any other of the
English versions of The Woodlanders. (p. 11)
As Hardy quoted the present tense in the
first English edition in three volumes
published on the 15 March 1887, as the onevolume edition followed in less than six
months, as Hardy thought the alteration of
one word in the poem worthy of accounting
for to Gosse, and as he specifically wrote: "I
altered one word", it seems clear that the
change of tense was not Hardy's doing, or,
if it were, it arose from a faulty memory and
was not an intentional alteration. 15
Another kind of light is that shed on
Hardy's determination to lead life in the
terms of art. This shows in a letter written to
Gosse during the Hardys' Italian visit in
1887:

This morning we drove to the English
Cemetery, to the graves of Keats and Shelley—
I send you a violet or two which I gathered
from Keats1 s—He is covered with violets in
full bloom just now, & thousands of daisies
stud the grass around. The whole place is
quite lovely at this time with the greenery of
spring. (I, p. 163)
Rupert Brooke (dare one name him?) said
that there are three important things in life:
to read poetry; write poetry; and live poetry.
The last of these Hardy did in the English
Cemetery in Rome, and the editors show
how fully he lived poetry by quoting the
words written by Hardy for the violets sent
with this letter: "From Keats's Grave /
March 31. 1887 / T. H . " Could one live
poetry more fully than that?
But poor Hardy. Some one is bound to
say he was behaving like a sentimental
schoolgirl. Yet how does such behaviour
consort with the caricature of the old
skinflint of Max Gate? It is true that when
Emma died her estate was wound up at
about £40. The simple fact is that in
Victorian England all property as a matter
of course was held in the husband's name.
One counters with Hardy's easygoing distribution of the bulk of his manuscripts as free
gifts to institutions—they would have
fetched high prices even in those days. When
one does, it is pointed out that this was not
an act of generosity but an indication of
Hardy's deep-rooted and self-centred
vanity.
There is, alas, no way of making will-notbelievers believe. But do Hardy's letters tell
us any thing about Hardy's modesty and
thoughtfulness for the welfare of others?
They do, and there are two rather touching
episodes and one rather depressing one. In
1893 Hardy was surely one of the most
acclaimed novelists in England. Yet in a
letter to Florence Henniker of that year is
the endearing paragraph:
Reaching home on Monday at tea-time who
should be sitting in the drawing room but the
author of The Heavenly Twins. (II, p. 12)
No one would now rank Sarah Grand with
Hardy, yet in the 1890s— The Heavenly
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Twins was published in 1893—their work
had some affinities, notably, to quote
Hardy,
the immortal puzzle—given the man and the
woman, how to find a basis for their sexual
relation. (The Woodlanders, Preface, 1895)
Hardy was not above reading the romances
of his popular young rival, and he and
Emma actually enjoyed exchanging visits
with her. Hardy was never really condescending about other writers, and in a later
letter to Mrs Henniker he stated frankly:
'Sarah Grand', who has not, to my mind,
such a sympathetic & intuitive knowledge of
human nature as you, has yet an immense
advantage over you in this respect—in the
fact of having decided to offend her friends
(so she told me)—& now that they are all
alienated she can write boldly, & get listened
to. (II, p. 33)
The comment on Sarah Grand is shrewd
and balanced—read carefully, incidentally,
it is also very funny—and yet the advice to
Flprence Henniker (her position in the
"establishment" will be referred to shortly)
was forthright rather than subservient and
sycophantic. Hardy gave himself no false
airs about his position in the writing world,
and kept himself abreast of the current of
the time even when he himself was secure.
Indeed the comment to Florence Henniker
touches on a problem and a paradox that
Hardy in his own time, like most writers,
had had to face: how to ' 'get listened t o ' ' on
one's own terms. 16
It is, of course, true that Hardy's attitude
to Margaret Oliphant hardened—this is the
depressing episode—because her review of
Jude the Obscure in Blackwood's Magazine
for January 1896 was entitled "The AntiMarriage League*'. At the end of his cutting
of this notice Hardy wrote: *' [The foregoing
article is by Mrs Oliphant, who had novels
of her own to sell to magazines.]" It is easy
to overlook the fact that much earlier even
Charlotte Bronte had fallen foul of Mrs
Oliphant. Hardy's impatient note of 1896,
however, when inspected closely shows a
considerable reserve of sardonic amusement, and he kept it by him for his own
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private enjoyment. Even so, in 1882 Hardy
had written to Mrs Oliphant: "I welcome
this opportunity of a direct communication
with a writer I have known in spirit so long''
(I, p. 107). She had asked him for a contribution to Longman's Magazine. Hardy
must have known Mrs Oliphant's various
"Chronicles of Carlingford" and other
novels, for they have in them many qualities
from which he could learn. This ready
courtesy to writers whom after times would
not place in his company speaks well for
Hardy's respect for his elders and catholicity
of taste.
So much then for Hardy's modesty.
Modesty, in fact, marks all the episodes that
are here being examined. Hardy's considerateness specifically for the day-to-day
welfare of others can best be represented by
a business-like note of 1894 to the Secretary
of the Royal Literary Fund:
The enclosed letters concerning the distress of
'Ouida* have been sent on to me by the Hon.
Mrs. Henniker, sister of Lord Houghton.
I do not myself see much use in addressing
a letter to the Editor of the Times', as
suggested: & have thought it best to bring the
matter before your society. (II, p. 57)
"Ouida" (1839-1908) is best remembered—
if at all—for Moths, and in her time she had
hundreds of thousands of readers. In 1874
she settled with her mother in Florence, and
thereafter moved a mere two miles away. The
Hardys probably met her on their Italian
visit of 1887, and as they stayed part of the
time with Lucy Baxter in Florence they must
certainly have heard all the gossip about
"Ouida"'s eccentricities, if nothing more.
Her publishers faithfully kept a collected
edition of her romances in their list throughout the remaining years of her life, but it
sold slowly. By 1890, indeed, she had
outlived her "fame", and was living in such
poverty that in 1893 she had to bury her
mother in a pauper's grave. It was probably
this information that reached Mrs
Henniker, and, thereby, Hardy. Later,
Campbell-Bannerman offered "Ouida" a
Civil List Pension of £150 a year, but she
declined it on the grounds of "humili-
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ation". She was persuaded to accept the
honour in 1906, but when friends tried to
raise a subscription for her she flared up in
indignation and refused to acknowledge
that she was in need. Whether or not Hardy
met her in 1887, therefore, he clearly read
her character—or temperament—aright,
for she must have resented letters to The
Times as a humiliating insult. How skilfully,
then, did Hardy use Mrs Henniker's social
and literary eminence (daughter of the first
biographer of Keats and sister of the Lord
Houghton of the day) as a means of bringing
real help to a fellow writer fallen on bad
times, without subjecting her feelings to
public humiliation. His conduct was a

model of tact with a rather difficult lady.
Hardy's own modesty has been shown. His
charity and imaginative concern for the
welfare of others is indicated by his
sensibility to the feelings of "Ouida" were
she to be made the object of "charity" of
another kind. In short, Hardy was
concerned for "OuidaMJs own personal
modesty that lived on behind all her
outward shows. Such depth of feeling and
understanding tells all that need be known.
And Hardy's generosity of spirit, therefore,
can be epitomized in this brief sad episode
hidden away almost out of sight in the vast
bulk of his letters.
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Jeremy Hooker's valuable and consistent
poetry is likely to earn him, even over a long
period, less thanks than it deserves. He arrives
at his subjects by visible means, that is to say by
addressing himself clearly to a landscape, a
person, the experience of a moment; his themes
tend to be explicit or paraphrasable; and he
writes, generally, in that accessible lingua
franca so many poets have come to use in these
decades. It is a language light on figuration or
the sort of idiosyncrasies which might make
even a few words recognizable as the work of a
particular writer; it is clearly "good English",
with all the delicacies of tone of that tongue, yet
it stays for the most part within the range of
poetic features which might be moved, by a
skilful translator, into or out of English:
Sunlight and shallow water,
rock, stones with red marks
like cuts of a rusty axe,
dark under hazel and alder,
broken white on blackened steps
and below the falls a cold pale green . . .
("Beidog")
His writing looks, in a sense, "traditional" but
is of course no such thing; it is merely devoid of
stylistic petulance or coat-trailing, in either
historical direction. In these poems, as in the
earlier Solent Shore, he shows a long, unblinking view of history and a sense of place that
is free from fussiness, cosiness or anything that
might be called doctrinaire. His tone is, appropriately, cautious, meticulous, modestly celebratory. Though he is always apparently
writing a poem that "includes history"—the
mood of historical reflection is there even when
past time is not invoked—the poem is nearly
always a short piece, with no hint that it might
harbour within itself an urge towards the epic
or the epic fragment. Much of the work here,
particularly in its Anglo-Welsh quality,
suggests a sensibility having something in
common with that of David Jones; but there is
no trace of Jones's magical polyglot-ventril-

oquial heapings-up of cultural materials, or of
his intensified sense of the sacramental.
Along with the short pieces, some of them
formed into sequences, that make up this book,
there is indeed one work, the title-sequence
"Englishman's Road", which is not only longer
but is also made on different structural principles. It is a memorable work, with interesting
material (the nineteenth-century enclosure by an
Englishman of common land near the Hampshire-born writer's Welsh home) and some
striking concentrations of language or visual
effect:
On the moorland
a car's wheelless corroding shell.
Slopes pitted with Iron Age graves
like stopped wells . . .
For this is settled country, its pattern
absorbent, deeply ingrained, but unfinished;
without the finality of a coiled fossil, though
it too is a life wrought in rock. And here these
English words play on a surface through
which they cannot shine, to illuminate its
heart . . .
Its scale, however, or the means which Hooker
uses to sustain that scale—particularly the distribution of the text among choric "voices" and
named characters—both obscure some of the
qualities I value most in Hooker's work and
introduce some others which tend to debilitate.
He is not a natural showman, and the choric
devices produce something of a statuesque
effect, with the mixture of fine touches and inert
passages characteristic of that mode. What is
suppressed by the presence of the other voices in
the poem is Hooker's own persona, the variable
but recognizable " I " which is a signally successful feature of those poems—most of the collection—in which it appears. The poet is perpetually
present, more or less as a matter of conscience,
or the bearing of witness. Whether the poem is
camera-work, or anecdote, a little thoughtful
tourism or a moment of domestic life, the
familiar " I " is present, sometimes as a participant, sometimes as a maker of connections;
always as the unconcealed source of the
language. A complete short poem will show how
it functions:
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I should use, as the trees and birds did,
A language not to be betrayed;
And what was hid should still be hid
Excepting from those like me made
Who answer when such whispers bid.

Tongues of mud and shingle
slide away; an Esso tanker
dips towards the Gulf.
Nothing to dwell on there,
or in ground sown
with worked-out bones.
Nor can I be a channel
among the water-ways,
but must cross the new bridge
hiding the Itchen, perhaps
voicing the true relation
in a place of passage.
("Crossing the New Bridge (I)")
This " I " has a certain obstinacy, a willed slowness. It is never slick; it is deaf to the chance of
making slogans; it wastes no time talking about
itself.
Much of this poetry proceeds by plain statements, and there is, perhaps, a degree of
grammatical monotony. But the statements do
convey authority. The poet tells what the case is,
in a manner that puts a premium on observation
and accessible information; ostensibly this is not
at all a bookish poetry. It is finely tempered
and, selflessly, goes about its business of letting
the world through to the reader.
ROY FISHER
A Language Not To Be Betrayed,
Edited by EDNA LONGLEY.
Carcanet New Press, 1981, £9.95.
Edward Thomas on the Countryside,
Edited by ROLAND GANT.
Faber and Faber, 1981, £2.50 (paperback).
The opening stanzas of Thomas's poem "I never
saw that land before*' describe a settled landscape with the arresting close detail of a newlycut hedge "with wounds yellow as crocuses".
Edna Longley's title comes from the concluding
sentence:
I neither expected anything
Nor yet remembered: but some goal
I touched then; and if I could sing
What would not even whisper my soul
As I went journeying,

That the issues it raises are central to Thomas,
Longley's selection and introduction unquestionably show. First, as to experience, the poet
locates his spiritual journeying in rural England
and only thence in the country of the mind. And
the "goal", the existential moment in which he
is fully present, is actually "touched"; it is
palpable and not visionary, sensible to feeling as
to sight. Second, as to expression, he locates it in
the beyond-human; for whatever is human—
even the best—can be betrayed. Whether the
song of birds expresses joy or is merely
territorial we do not know, but we know that
their individual notes are as proper to them as
their particular plumage. As J.C.P. said, "the
language of trees is even more remote from
human understanding than the language of
beasts or birds": but whether trees "speak"
themselves in silence, or as wind-harps, or with
the "wuther-quotle-glug" of his notorious ashtree, their language signifies to us neither more
nor less than themselves, leaving no margin for
equivocation. Elsewhere Thomas connects
experience and expression when he calls words
"dear / As the earth which you prove / That we
love".
Besides falsification, another sense of
betrayal hinted is the revelation of a secret, of
"what was hid". The words have a scriptural
tang of enigma, akin as they are to the apparently harsh explanation of why the mysteries of the
Kingdom must remain concealed in parables.1
The absolute language Thomas seeks would be
properly human, revealing the human condition
but understood only by other human beings—
"those like me made". The goal is always
beyond him, but in Longley's selection his words
are almost always searching.
By giving prominence to the critical writings
which occupied so much of his time and by
which he made a living, she shows his unremitting intellectual engagement with the problems he
treats imaginatively in the poem. To my mind
the most remarkable fact about the selection is
the way it holds the reader's attention, against
all likelihood. Reviews written against time,
often of writers now almost forgotten, mixed
with excerpts from unscholarly critical works
long out of print—it would be hard to think of a
duller formula. Reviews too often consist, in
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Thomas's words, of "roundabout phrases,
brought to birth by the union of unconsidered
thoughts with memories of other reviews"; the
freshness of his reviews derives from his expressing the furthest stretch of his understanding.
Thomas died in 1917, and much of what
Longley reprints has never before appeared in
book form. If catalogued it would sound so
unpromising that few would have tried to get
hold of it. But for instance (an instance that
might be multiplied), there is an extract from a
review of Shelburne Essays: second series by
Paul Elmer More which originally appeared in
The Academy, It contains the impressive, Johnsonian Tightness (though with unJohnsonian
modesty) of a sentence like this:
It is . . . the duty of a critic to be open,
passionately open, to impressions, to have a
personality, just as it is his duty to detect the
same openness, the same personality in
writers of books.
Or the liberating pronouncement:
Reasonable judgements are so often related
to obesity of mind, to unconscious hypocrisy
and a retarding respect for authority, whether
conventional or not, that we are disposed to
pass them over eagerly in search of the voice
of a human being.
It is still question-begging rhetoric of course, as
human speech seems bound to be: but happily
Thomas was not silenced by his awareness of our
lack of arboreal and avian innocence. Incidentally, I should have said that both these statements would admit J.C.P. to pass muster,
though I'll stick my neck out and add (to prove
my freedom from a retarding respect for unconventional authority) that J.C.P. never
equalled Thomas's critical penetration.
The range of reading and power of mind
revealed in Longley's book are an essential
corrective to the better-known but bowdlerized
Thomas who appears in Roland Gant's. He has,
for example, several passages from The Heart of
England, a book that Thomas himself described
in a letter as "Borrow and Jefferies sans guts and
testicles''. His selection—divided into the
sections "Roads and Footpaths", "The Lie of
the Land", "Figures in a Landscape" and
"Through the Year"—is what in the art world is
called illustrative; that is, passages have been
chosen first for their topic rather than for their
excellence or their demonstration of what is
essential in the author. The countryside, or

rather the natural world in the south and west of
Britain as inhabited by man and seen in its full
historical perspective, was Thomas's other great
area of knowledge. It was dearer to him than
books, and it therefore took him longer to learn
to write well about it. The attempt to express the
warmth of his emotion coupled with the pressure
of publishers' deadlines often led him into
patching together his personal and original
observations with adjectival excesses and
personifying whimsicality. These were the
current standard faults in nature writing, which
was a current standard enthusiasm. For
example, Gant gives us:
A flock of linnets scatters and drops little
notes like a rain of singing dew, and over all is
a high blue sky, across which the west wind
sets a fleet of bright white clouds to sail: into
this blue sky the woods of the horizon drive
their black teeth.
There is much of this kind in the selection. Of
course there is love and accuracy here: and in
any case those who already know Thomas well
are glad to read anything he wrote—as a lover is
glad to see his mistress even though, and not
because, her face is made up. I do not suggest
Gant is taken by the paint only and misses the
person. But I do think his taste is uncertain and
that his selection (which first appeared in 1977
and is now reissued in paperback) placed
Thomas misleadingly close to the blimpish,
nostalgic, undiscriminating celebrators of rural
England who are justly, though often uncharitably, repudiated by the champions of
"modernism".
Thomas aims at truth, and moves us to speak,
like Cordelia, "what we feel", as few other
writers do. At one point in her introduction
Longley "redirects" his praise of the "discipleship" of Symons's The Symbolist Movement to
himself. Many such redirections are possible
from the writings of a poet for whom
painstaking scrutiny of other writers was one
way in which he learnt his craft. Apt for himself
are his words about de la Mare:
. . . here is . . . sincerity, speaking, as sincerity
always does, a strange new tongue, because it
is unlike our muddy conventional speech
. . . The careful reader . . . will find himself
[experiencing a] sense of gratitude to the poet
for so passionately putting his spiritual life
into his work.
KIM TAPLIN
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NOTE
1
After completing this review I chanced to read
Helen Gardner's book In Defence of the Imagination.
She takes issue with various aspects of Frank
Kermode's The Genesis of Secrecy, especially with his
discussion of St Mark's Gospel. Turning to Kermode I
found (for a start) five lines by Robert Frost
(Thomas's great friend) used as epigraph. The
skeleton of the sentence runs: "I have kept hidden
. . . a goblet like the Grail... so the wrong ones can't
find i t , . . . as Saint Mark says they mustn't". I cannot
go into all the implications of all this here: I note it for
whom it may concern. Its relevance to a review of
Thomas's writings is that it gives circumstantial,
corroborative evidence that he not only was but saw
himself as an artist of word and flesh. Helen Gardner
quotes from Geoffrey Hartman's introduction to
Deconstruction and Criticism: '' 'Deconstruction
. . . refuses to identify the force of literature with any
concept of embodied meaning and shows how deeply
such logocentric and incarnationist perspectives have
influenced the way we think about art' " . I n reading
Thomas and writers of his kind the meanings they
intended to communicate must be more interesting
than the myriad playful possibilities that might be
*'unpacked" by a "deconstructionist" from his own
brain. I would say, "more true"; but that would be
tendentious.

The Weight of Human Hours,
GAMEL WOOLSEY.
Warren House Press, 1980, £6.00.
"Out of print" is one of life's greater minor
irritants to the book lover. You may have been
reading, say, an autobiography and stumble
across some hitherto unheard-of writer and
what you read arouses an interest. So you determine to seek out some work by that writer,
which is all very well if that writer happens to
have been prolific and popular in his or her day.
In that case a visit to a second-hand bookshop
will probably prove rewarding. However, when
that writer in whom you have become interested
is minor and a poet, the search for writings may
be long and difficult.
Gamel Woolsey is such a writer. Any person
who discovers an interest in her, probably
through her involvement with Llewelyn Powys
and Alyse Gregory, or Gerald Brenan, or even
Rex Hunter, would until recently have found a
long hunt ahead. However, through the efforts
of the Warren House Press, Gamel Woolsey's
writings are once again available. A toast of

thanks is due to all small publishers and private
printers who bring the work of minor (and sometimes major)wwriters into print again, for it is
through their efforts that curiosity about those
who peopled the circles of great writers can be
sated and in the process perhaps a better knowledge and understanding of the central figure
gained.
Of course, it must be admitted, the works thus
republished (or published for the first time) are
not usually great although generally they make
for pleasant reading. This is true of The Weight
of Human Hours, the appearance of which more
or less completes the publication of Gamel
Woolsey's poetry. The poetry is fairly conventional. There is little sense of a world existing
beyond the writer; hers is a personal poetry upon
which the outside world does not impinge, and
her world is in essence rural. Imagery is drawn
from nature and very often a poem begins with
an event drawn from the natural world—"The
leaves came drifting down"—an event that
inspires a thought or an idea or a memory, and
leads back with a satisfying circularity to the
original event—"and the leaves came drifting
down / the boughs between".
However, the reason most would read Gamel
Woolsey's poetry today is not so much from a
critical standpoint but for the revelation of her
character thus provided, and for most the real
value of the Warren House Press's endeavours
on her behalf is in the insight thus allowed. The
ordering of the poems in The Weight of Human
Hours is such that her character unfolds and
develops as one reads, and a philosophy is
revealed.
One discovers in the opening poems a woman
aware of and concerned with the transience of
life, as often as not expressed through the
seasons.
Where has the summer gone, where hoarded
now
The green bright dress of leaves, the vanished
flowers?
Thoughts are often of the past, sometimes
expressing regret for lost opportunity, sometimes doubting any form of permanence.
I think he loved me well today
Though he may tire over night.
One begins to wonder about the poet and her
happiness, for there is little joy apparent. One
begins to imagine a drab-grey washed-out
woman patiently accepting and acquiescing to
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life, a woman who perceives the truth of mortality but little else. However, in the poem
"Despair" a new dimension appears:
You mock me for an optimist.
But what is the cause of this previously unsuspected optimism? It is a fear of bringing to life
her real self and real feelings by speaking of
them aloud, a fear that forces her to a bright
public image. We are told:
. . . talk makes a breach
For despair gnawing at the heart.
This same fear of articulation is repeated elsewhere:
Speak for me, winter wind
And freezing forests,
Speak for the dumb.
Or again:
There are crows and mocking birds
To say what we were trying to say
(It was never much).
Gamel Woolsey must have felt a clear demarcation between her public and private selves and
in her poetry we listen to the private self.
The next development, the movement away
from bleakness, begins with "In Memory of My
Brother, C. B. W.". This development is an
affirmation of love, an expression of the belief
that there is "only love".
"A Shorter Cosmology", the longest piece in
this collection, brings together fully and effectively these various ideas. Here again is acknowledgement of transience, admittance that this
world is all we have. Here is offered a definition
of the individual:
Yet each small microcosm is
A centre of felicities,
The centre of a world of pain.
But throughout there is love. Love ameliorates
our distress, love justifies life. It is not a question
of conquering all but of giving meaning, and of
coming alive through loving.
With fingers curled
Feel the white coldness of the snow;
Taste the wet saltness of a tear;
Wonder at spring's green furnishing,
The tawny autumn's shifting scene.
And because of this power of love, because it is
the purpose of life, we have a duty.

And we must scatter as we can
A dust of love; it's all our task.
This, no doubt, is the thought Gamel Woolsey
hoped to communicate. She recognized the
agony of life and had surely experienced it, but
with a tenacity she also recognizes as a human
characteristic she holds on to life, for she knew
its ecstasy. She realized that although it may be
transient, the ecstasy redeems the agony.
And yet although the journey was so hard,
Who would have missed that first morning—
JOHN S. MACALISTER
Collected Poems 1935-1965,
Collected Poems 1966-1977;
KENNETH HOPKINS.
Warren House Press; 1981, 1978; £10.50,
£10.50.
The first Powys book I read, about twenty years
ago, Llewelyn Powys's Advice to a Young Poet,
gave me a hint of that "bass note" or earthrootedness or poetry of love and death that I was
subsequently to associate with the three
brothers. Later, all I could remember of its
substance was the advice to the young poet to
wash his underclothes with his own hands and
walk to get a view of the sea every day, but it
gave me, nevertheless, a glimpse of an alternative to the prevalent literary influences of the
day. I wondered what effect the advice had had
on its recipient, Kenneth Hopkins/Reading his
poetry in recent years has revealed a mind not
much affected by any modern influence, but
strengthened and confirmed in its independence
by early contact with Llewelyn and John
Cowper Powys and their writings.
Continuing to use "Powysian" to denote the
literary affinities of the three brothers, I would
describe Kenneth Hopkins as Powysian in his
attitude towards tradition. He himself describes
his work, in the Preface to the first book of his
Collected Poems, as "traditional in manner and
matter", and continues:
I have never wished it to be otherwise,
because to write in that way of those things
has seemed to me a sufficient challenge, and
the hope of adding a few not unworthy verses
to the great body of love poetry in English has
been an incentive to me far more exciting than
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any prospect of being named among the
makers of the 'new' poetry of the twentieth
century.
The negative side of this poetic ambition is that it
excludes the poet committed to it from the
advantages of modernist developments in form,
rhythm and imagery. It does not, however,
make him any less modern than, say, Edmund
Blunden or Walter de la Mare, and its positive
side is that it has enabled Kenneth Hopkins, like
them, to avoid all superficial modern fashions,
while using traditional forms to mediate the
original personality of a man alive in his time.
Passion and humour are the poles of his work.
Two brief examples of his humour are the
epitaph (one of a number of good epitaphs):
I died reluctantly, but be it known
Gladly my son set up and carved this stone
and the last three verses of "Passive Resistance":
I kissed her, there seemed nothing else to do;
She smiled and murmured, 'That was sweet of
you'.
Kissed her again (to stop the flow of talk),
Then took her home, it wasn't far to walk.
At her front gate she smiled, and thumbed
the latch,
Murmuring something that I didn't catch.
These lines illustrate his skilful use of metre
and rhyme to create tone—now wry or
whimsical or sportive or laconic or absurd, or
close either to Pope or Edward Lear (for his
humour is wide-ranging), now plangent or
sombre. The same mastery makes Mm an
excellent imitator of poets he greatly admires,
and of bad or bizarre poetry that amuses him. As
he writes in "Homage to Stevie Smith":
There is more than flattery in imitation,
Also necessary is initiation.
His poems of dedication—to H. M. Tomlinson
and John Cowper Powys, for example—show
his receptiveness to the literary and human
qualities he most admires, and are moving
tributes. It is a pleasure, too, to open the first
book at the lucid economical lyricism of "White
Nose, Dorset", which calls to mind Llewelyn
Powys, who also liked the poem. (The young
Kenneth Hopkins had the great distinction of
receiving commendatory forewords to his
poems from Llewelyn and John Cowper.)
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Tones ranging from amused affection to
tenderness sound in many of Kenneth Hopkins's
poems. In "Two Dogs Hanged for Witchcraft:
Salem, 1692", for example, the irony at once
apparent in
I do not think these dogs were guilty dogs.
In my belief these dogs were hanged in vain.
Someone should speak for them and pardon
ask,
is compounded of humane regard for the dogs, a
steady view of the absurdity of human behaviour, and amusement at himself for alighting on
the subject for a poem. The potential knowingness of the second and third of these elements,
arising from his scepticism of human sanity and
his literary self-consciousness respectively, are
countered by his unfailing kindness and generosity. His playful literariness allows him also,
here and elsewhere, an insouciant disregard of
modernist strictures on grammatical inversions.
I find this alternately maddening and amusing.
There is a largeness of spirit in more than one
way about these two handsome boxed volumes.
Kenneth Hopkins has evidently arrived at his
cool view of human illusions and absurdities and
barbarities by way of an impassioned romanticism, but without loss of romantic feeling. The
development may be seen in his love poetry. The
early sonnets in Part Three of the first book
frequently have an eloquence reminiscent of
another age—of Shakespeare and Donne—
which tends, therefore, to overwhelm his
individuality in the style of a young poet in love
with reading, although the poems at their best
combine the direct and the sumptuous, the
passionate and the intricate. Throughout his
love poetry the burden of personal feeling is
carried by considerable technical accomplishment, and the keynotes are desire and tenderness. He is most effective, in my view, when he
adopts a plainer, more modern idiom, as he does
already towards the close of the early sonnet
sequence. His variety may be seen when the
poems of the young man steeped in Shakespeare
and the metaphysicals, and eagerly assenting to
the romantic and hedonistic message of
Llewelyn, are juxtaposed with his modern style
at its plainest and most laconic and effective, as
in several bleak American scenes in his later
work.
Another kind of poem at which Kenneth
Hopkins excels arises from the combination in
him of romantic and sceptic, passion and
control. Here the Powysian may be invoked
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again, to indicate a quality of timelessness. A
brief early poem has it:
Now you are gone all things are just the same,
There seems no change in any outward thing;
But I no longer have a home, or name,
And what was settled must go journeying.
("Now You Are Gone")
The first three lines are conventional in feeling
and expression, but the metaphorical concentration of the fourth raises the poem to another
level.
As he develops, Kenneth Hopkins not infrequently achieves a classical compactness in lines
and short poems. "An Admonition" is a later
example:
You are too young, too fresh, too sweet,
my dear,
To bring your beauty here, when 1 am here:
For if you come you loose what was secure,
And leaving, leave me lonelier than before.
It is in such poems, and moments in poems (and
there are many in these two books), that the
combination of personality and feeling with
mastery of traditional forms adds a distinctive
but timeless note to the literature of which
Kenneth Hopkins is an initiate. Here, too, the
pleasures of the day and night are enjoyed in the
shadow of mortality, and neither is touched with
the morbid.
Requirements: wine and tobacco, these;
And girls with creamy knees;
Good talk, and music; pictures on the walls;
An old romance to read when darkness falls.
("The World Beyond the Grave")
JEREMY HOOKER

W. H* Auden: A Biography,
HUMPHREY CARPENTER.
George Allen and Unwin, 1981, £12.50.
Early Auden,
EDWARD MENDELSON.
Faber and Faber, 1981, £10.00.
Edward Mendelson's Early Auden has been
awaited with keen interest by readers wanting to
hear from the man who is Auden's bibliographer, editor and literary executor; and it is

now clear that it has been exerting a powerful
influence even before publication. Humphrey
Carpenter generously acknowledges his debt to
Mendelson and goes so far as to call him an
active collaborator, each writer having read the
other's typescript. Mendelson has brought into
the critical arena for the first time an unrivalled
knowledge of all Auden's writings including the
mass of manuscripts and letters collected in
libraries in New York and London or still
belonging to Auden's friends and colleagues.
Carpenter's contribution is to have won the trust
of many of Auden's friends and family and
gathered valuable material from them. When it
comes to interpretation though, Carpenter's
biography, like Donald Mitchell's recent Britten
and Auden in the Thirties (1981), bears the
impress of Mendelson's account at every turn.
Carpenter has transformed his multifarious
sources into a dense and thoroughly enjoyable
narration, deftly concealing the immense
labours involved. This is biography in the
accepted modern style: all the facts and lots of
details with the minimum of explicit interpretation from the biographer. And it is a method
which offers the reader a succession of moments
in a life, any one of which he or she can seize and
examine—like an image from one of Auden's
own poems—and reflect on for its significance.
One moment which illuminates the opening lines
of "A Summer Night", and also opens up the
extraordinary world of English pre-war
progressive education, occurs in the chapter on
Auden as schoolmaster. The Downs School
magazine reported that during the hot June of
1933:
thirty or more seniors slept out in the orchard
under the stars and much enjoyed it.
Occasionally there was a shower, but we
pulled a tarpaulin over our heads and went to
sleep again. Some of us got to know the stars
for the first time.
Auden decided he would follow suit, and with
the aid of friends,
manhandled his iron bedstead with its
mountain of blankets down the stairs into the
garden of the Lodge, the bachelor masters'
house. Here he slept for several weeks,
putting up an umbrella if it rained. Sometimes a group of geese came to share the
shelter of the umbrella.
And during this time Auden wrote the poem:
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Out on the lawn I lie in bed,
Vega conspicuous overhead
In the windless nights of June;
Forests of green have done complete
The day's activity; my feet
Point to the rising moon.
Here the information itself seems to be resonant
and to leave the reader free to use it as he wishes.
But the impression of writerly objectivity and
readerly freedom is illusory. A reader confirms
the writer's objectivity when both share
prejudices or, in particular, similar views of
Auden. A reader only notices the writer's
judgements when they are at variance with his
own.
Carpenter's method of advancing his
narrative by means of quotations from various
sources has its dangers in leading the reader
unwittingly into accepting his way of seeing
things and his conclusions as objective and
verifiable when in fact they are dependent on
judgement and interpretation. The fact that
Auden himself may have seen things that way
does not automatically authorize the biographer. One example of sunken authorial
direction occurs crucially at the end of the first
section of the first chapter on childhood. Carpenter has been describing Auden's relationship
with his mother and preparing to establish it as
the source of Auden's psychic structure and
intellectual creativity. He quotes from two of
Auden's essays to the effect that "all intelligent
people are the product of psychological conflict
in childhood"; that intellectual achievement—
especially artistic achievement—grows from the
child's attempt to "understand the mechanism
of the trap'' in which he finds himself; and (from
"Letter to Lord Byron") that "no one thinks
unless a complex makes him". The quotations
work together by implication to suggest the
nature of Auden's childhood relationship with
his mother. The conclusion comes with another
quotation from Auden which seems to take us
several stages on to posit the mother-son relationship as a neurosis, turning an impersonal
statement from Auden into personal revelation:
Moreover, as he himself once suggested, a
neurosis may not be so much the cause of
intellectual and artistic achievement as the
means by which it is achieved. 'The so-called
traumatic experience', he wrote, 'is not an
accident, but the opportunity for which the
child has been patiently waiting—had it not
occurred, it would have found another,
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equally trivial—in order to find a necessity
and direction for its existence, in order that its
life may become a serious matter'.
Carpenter seems to be working by a process of
cumulative implications, certainly not by
explicit argument or deduction. And in so doing
he leaves little room for readerly freedom,
except inside the Auden quotations themselves.
In Carpenter's interpretation of Auden's life
the pivot is placed in the year 1940 when in rapid
succession Auden met Chester Kallman, turned
again to Christianity, and then faced the consequences of Kallman's faithlessness. The Thirties
had been a continuous process of self-discovery
and a passionate and sometimes wildly comic
experimenting. When it ended in a sort of
marriage and domesticity, it is hard not to feel a
sense of falling away. This view is forcefully put
by Carpenter in a comment on Auden's poetry
of the 1950s which, he says,
certainly did not play the central and vital
part in his life that it had during the 1920s and
1930s. In that period, the poetry is the key to
understanding his mind, character, and
emotion. It throws far more light on his
personality than do his letters. In later years
this changed, and his poetry from the 1950s
and 1960s seems more like a series of footnotes to his life.
It starts to look, as Carpenter writes here, as if he
is about to undermine his whole enterprise, for
he almost concedes the fact that what he is seeking to project in the biography—the most
important parts of the man—are only accessible
through the poetry. The passage shows signs of
someone who has read and been convinced by
Mendelson's typescript.
It is surely difficult to write about the paradoxes of a complex life when the subject himself
specialized in hard self-knowledge. In the postwar world the poet's way of speaking, said
Auden, should be "the wry, the sotto-voce, /
Ironic and monochrome". If this dismayed
some of his old readers then the poet might reply
with words which apply to his life and his
writing: "Having spent twenty years learning to
be himself, he finds that he must now start
learning not to be himself".
It is the first half of that sentence, the poet
learning to be himself, that Mendelson explores
in Early Auden. Whereas Carpenter shows
Auden in a teeming active world, Mendelson
explores the mind of the single man, a mind
active in an inner landscape from which other
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people are mostly absent. Other people appear,
if at all, as ghostly outside presences, and
Mendelson seems to reproduce, as a side-effect
of his method, a sense for the reader of living
intensely and almost exclusively in the mind of
the poet as it grows and changes. Mendelson
reads the poems as outgrowths of a deep inner
life. All the writings (except the comic verse) are
seen as evidence of processes of struggle and
change. MendelsonJs method of treating
Auden's writings as events in his personal life is
rigorously historical.
It is a premise of the book that Auden
possessed immense poetic powers that could be
(and sometimes were) used in almost any
direction. The task the poet had set himself was
to harness this great, almost monstrous, power
to responsible poetic ends, to tell the truth about
himself in the world by creating solid symbolic
artifacts that could be used by readers to delight
in and learn by, rather than release those powers
irresponsibly to produce what the poet called
"vain fornications of fancy''. Auden was
engaged in no less than a fight for life, and the
poetic and personal struggles, which were really
two aspects of one struggle, were taking place at
a level below the fragmentary and at times trivial
level of everyday life. So Mendelson too writes a
sort of biography, delineating the movements of
emotional, intellectual and expressive power
within what he calls, in a memorable phrase, the
mind's inner chambers. The actions in his book
concern boundaries, advances, combinations,
transformations, contradictions; and the
corollary of these, the words, metaphors and
poetic forms which make them manifest.
The gnomic remark which Auden made to
Naomi Mitchison in a letter of 1931 that the
theme of The Orators was the "failure of the
romantic conception of personality" provides
the idea with which Mendelson opens up
Auden's situation and the long cultural perspective. "Romanticism" is a central idea in the
book, and the argument goes something like
this. The romantic idea began as a compensation
for loss, the loss of relation with nature, with the
artist's fellow man, and even from his own self;
and romantic art was founded on the belief that
this wholeness might be recollected and recreated in the perfect self-determined form of
the work of art itself. The consequence of this,
however, was the increasing isolation of the
artist and the work of art from the audience, as
art became an embodiment of the artist's lonely,
intense, perhaps incomprehensible or neglected
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vision of a lost wholeness. Auden started writing
at a moment in history when romanticism had
intensified and narrowed into its offspring
modernism. As a man and as a writer he began in
a state of extreme loneliness lacking relation
with himself and others and in a state of division
and loss. But he followed the modernist line into
celebration of his isolation only briefly. Rejecting the romantic notion that isolation either of
the self or the work of art is a sign of their
superior truth, he set out, moved by the search
for emotional wholeness and sustained by
conscious ethical concerns, to find ways of
relating himself to other people (love), himself
to the mass of mankind (politics), and himself to
the past and future (history). The claim that
Mendelson makes for his subject is that he
succeeded in leading the way out of the romantic/modernist impasse, by exploring the ways
open to him and sharing the exploration with his
audience in work of brilliance and intellectual
seriousness.
By moving between the large historical sweep
and the smallest verbal feature, Mendelson
creates illuminating contexts; his scale, like
Auden's, shifts, and so he shows what was invisible before. His comments on "Lullaby" are an
example:
It is the first English poem in which a lover
proclaims, in moral terms and during a
shared night of love, his own faithlessness.
Hundreds of earlier poems lamented or confessed faithlessness; but the lyric tradition
complained of the beloved's inconstancy, not
the poet's, while the libertine tradition, in
admitting inconstancy or alluding to the
transience of beauty, ignored the moral
consequences. Innovative as it is in the
history of poetry, "Lullaby" represents a
transitional stage in the history of Auden's
work. He admits faithlessness, but here he
blames it on the human condition. Later he
will blame it on himself.
"Lullaby" is one attempt of the poet to find
relation, an attempt which fails; "Spain" is yet
another highly conscious attempt to weld
together disparate elements. In this case the poet
tries to bring together the single isolated mental
world of conscience and decision, the world of
collective action in political conflict and war,
and the realm of historical forces at work above
and beyond the human struggle. In a compelling
analysis Mendelson demonstrates that the
poem's ultimate failure lies in the fact that
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different parts of the poem are in conflict with
one another. The conflict arises when Auden
located inside the poem two contradictory ideas
of personal responsibility and its relation to
history. On the one hand history is the outcome
of individual freedom and choice ("I am your
choice, your decision; Yes, I am Spain"); and on
the other history is imaged as a natural process
(many have "migrated like gulls or the seeds of a
flower"). In Mendelson's words, "while the
poem's manifest argument asserts that all
human actions are chosen by the will, the
metaphoric argument maintains that some
special actions in the political realm, actions
directed at certain social goals, are the product
not of will but of something very much like
unconscious instinctive nature". He goes on to
show that Auden was well aware of the conflicts
in his own poem, and that it marked a crucial
stage in his development.
Mendelson has found a way of discussing
Auden's life and work which brings them
together in mutually illuminating ways. He gives
us reason for thinking that the real core of
Auden's life was his intellectual-cum-emotional
quest. An account of the life remains superficial
unless it can be joined to an understanding of the
poetry. Given the primacy of the poetry in this
book, Auden starts to emerge as a major
innovative figure. Auden's efforts to find a way
out of modernist isolation made it logical that he
should not have confined himself to solitary
writing but should also have engaged in literary
collaboration with several other writers, and
joined in theatre work, and worked in the
documentary film movement which itself aimed
to communicate directly to a large audience of
ordinary people. These were the poet's attempts
to break down narrow notions of "serious"
literature, to escape from inscrutable poetic
statements and instead come to speak with a
voice which is accessible. In this way the poet
might hope to banish his isolation and try to join
in communication not just with his readers but
also with the writers and readers of the past.
Mendelson shows in what complex, indirect
ways early Auden was really writing about
himself while searching for ways to comprehend
his self in relation to others. The unbroken flow
between events in the life and the poetry are
demonstrated here for the first time. Ironically,
it is partly due to Mendelson's immense influence as Auden's chief editor and critic that so
much prominence has recently been given to the
poetry of the English years. What is needed now

is more work on middle and late Auden to dispel
the myth that once the final set of terms had been
found in 1940 the work merely dwindled.
LAWRENCE NORMAND

The Edwardian Novelists,
JOHN BATCHELOR.
Duckworth, 1982, £18.00.
"The word 'Edwardian' has taken its connotations from social rather than literary history",
observed Richard Ellmann in his essay "The
Two Faces of Edward" (1959). Yet despite that
essay's attempt at promoting an interest in a
specifically Edwardian literature, Samuel Hynes
twenty-five years later began his Edwardian
Occasions (not Some Edwardian Occasions, as
John Batchelor has it) with the similar
observation that "Edwardian scarcely exists as a
literary term". The word still, according to
Hynes, "identifies a cut of suit, or perhaps a
kind of opulent decor".
There have, of course, been many recent
studies of individual writers commonly thought
of as Edwardian, but, apart from William
Bellamy's The Novels of Wells, Bennett and
Galsworthy (1971) and Hynes's collection of
essays, little in the way of attempts to define
what Bellamy termed the "Edwardian
moment''. A large part of the problem is that, as
Dr Batchelor points out, the "Edwardian period
is muzzy at the edges"; there is no clear agreement on where it begins and ends.
The actual reign of Edward would seem one
obvious definition. Frazer's current observations on the renewal of kingship doubtless lent
encouragement to the sense that a new era was
signified by Edward's accession. And Virginia
Woolf, referring in part to the King's death,
contentiously asserted in "Mr Bennett and Mrs
Brown" that human character (not "nature", as
it appears in this book) changed in 1910.
However, other important boundaries have
been suggested. In an essay on contemporary
fiction written in 1911, Wells suggested that it
was the Boer War which had created a dividing
line between the assured Victorian novel and a
newer, less confident kind of fiction. Correspondingly, the Great War provides a widely
accepted shift in sensibility. Yeats felt that 1900
was the turning point; in that year, "everybody

96

got down off his stilts; henceforth nobody drank
absinthe with his black coffee; nobody went
mad; nobody committed suicide; nobody joined
the Catholic church; or if they did I have
forgotten. Victorianism had been defeated".
Equally, observes Batchelor, "the Wilde
debacle and the first issue of Blast could be taken
as parameters".
If the dates of Edwardianism are so flexible,
how about its literary characteristics? Can they
be more clearly defined? To Ellmann's identification of the Edwardians' "doughtiness",
their secularism and sacramental attitude to
"Life", and subordination of themselves to the
primacy of their art, Batchelor adds a list of
Edwardian anxieties. The first of these is an
"epistemological crisis": this, according to Ian
Watt, who coined the term in an essay on Heart
of Darkness, is "most familiar to literay history
under the twin rubrics of the disappearance of
God and the disappearance of the omniscient
author".
Another significant anxiety is the fear of the
"abyss" (a metaphor for the urban poor). This
fear is accompanied by the sense that urbanization is causing the race to degenerate, and is
exemplified in Forster's Leonard Bast. A third
dominant anxiety is the fear of invasion, novels
about which form a distinct sub-genre of the
period. The War of the Worlds and The War in
the Air, for example, both reflect and contribute
to the prevailing mood which culminated in
actual war with Germany.
The aspect of England which was felt most
vulnerable was the countryside; many Edwardian novelists subscribed "to the myth of
England as a golden rural world", and the
antithesis between pastoral and urban became
fixed in the Edwardian mind. Batchelor feels
that this myth is "responsible for the soggier
parts of Howards End"; however, his reading of
The Wind in the Willows in this context is
illuminating.
As well as these aspects of Edwardianism, the
excellent introductory chapter considers
Kipling's England, Dandyism, the Imperial
Adventure, and the role of the hero ("one of the
persistent, shared intuitions of the major
Edwardians is that the modern world is inhospitable to heroism"). Batchelor then moves on to
consider in separate chapters the work of
Conrad, Ford, Wells, Bennett, Galsworthy and
Forster. It is at this stage that one begins to have
some reservations. The reassessment of the
included writers is most welcome, but given the
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acknowledged disagreement over the boundaries of Edwardianism it seems a pity that
Lawrence and Joyce are excluded on the
grounds that they did not have major work published in the decade. (One of the reasons that
Dubliners—written between 1904 and 1907—
was denied publication was its reference to
Edward.) It strikes me as rather arbitrary, too,
to exclude A Passage to India (1924) when
Ford's inferior novel Some Do Not, published
the same year, is discussed.
Dr Batchelor is fairly brisk in his judgement of
those works and critical views that do not meet
with his approval. Some of Ford's novels are
described as "feeble" (four times in two pages)
and "deadly", Bennett's "appalling", Forster's
"dismayingly soggy". William Bellamy's views
are occasionally found to be "sheer nonsense"
and even "crazy". Critical discourse of this
order is more than usually prone to the charge of
institutionalized subjectivity. It is, too, an unsatisfactory approach to narrative which finds
"verbal orgasm" in Galsworthy and "verbal
masturbation" in Forster, but altogether overlooks David Lodge's innovative reading (in
Modes of Modern Writing) of sexuality in
Bennett. Perhaps, though, this is what Batchelor
means when, in the context of his discussion of
Conrad, he remarks that "it is important to
recover the freshness of the amateur reader".
There is a good deal of freshness in this book,
especially in the first chapter, and it makes a
valuable contribution to an undersubscribed
field. However, on several points of detail and
critical strategy one feels that the "amateur" is
rather too intrusive.
CHRISTOPHER ROLFE

Ford Madox Ford: Prose and Politics,
ROBERT GREEN.
Cambridge University Press, 1981, £16.50.
From the sepia photograph reproduced on the
jacket, Ford in his florid prime, uniformed for
the trenches of World War I, gazes at us with the
robust assurance of a tiller of the soil. Somewhat
improbably this erstwhile Victorian dandy had
become a subsistence farmer, a dab hand at
fixing stake-and-binder hedges. The philosophy
of the kitchen garden appealed to Ford's
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conservative instincts, while also providing
release from literary pursuits. So vast was his
own output—amounting to some seventy
volumes—one marvels he ever found the time
for so intimate an involvement with his fellow
writers. He collaborated with Conrad, admonished Galsworthy for the shortcomings of Villa
Rubein, paid court to Henry James in Rye,
crossed swords with H. G. Wells because he
objected to the increasing ascendancy of
science; and D. H. Lawrence was but one of
many young poets and novelists whose careers
he furthered. The catalogue of august names
spans the generations: Turgenev, Tolstoy,
Swinburne, W. H. Hudson, Crane, Pound,
Hemingway, Graham Greene.
The current revival of interest in Ford's life
and work owes much to D. D. Harvey's bibliography (1962) and Frank MacShane's biography
(1965). For many reasons—his own innovative
verse, the lofty standards Ford maintained as
editor of The English Review and his obsessive
preoccupation with literary craftsmanship—
much recent criticism has concentrated on
aspects of Ford's style and on his theory of the
novel. Robert Green's new full-length critique is
thus doubly welcome. It is a token of the belated
recognition accorded to Ford in his native land;
but it also offers a fresh approach, the main
emphasis falling not on technique and presentation but on content: on the correlation of
Ford's ideas with the historical process they
reflect. This implies detailed discussion of the
Edwardian and Georgian political scene and of
Ford's reactions, in an anguished age of
transition, to a crumbling, still quasi-feudal
society.
Because Ford continually wrestled with the
mechanics of story-telling—and especially with
the problem of integrating the viewpoints of
different observers—his oeuvre is rich in
diversity but lacking in unity. Dr Green takes us
on a chronological tour, lingering on major
achievements such as The Good Soldier and
Parade's End, while also analysing many of the
lesser novels and the works of non-fiction. He
notes the early Pre-Raphaelite influences to
which Ford was subjected through his grandfather and other maternal relatives, and the
artistic radicalism which sprang from his partnership with Conrad.
In 1901, though still under Conrad's
influence, Ford nailed his own colours to the
mast in The Inheritors, a strange work, half
Wellsian fantasy, half political roman a clef.
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Under the impact of the Boer War he attacked
imperialism and even championed the idea of
African self-rule—a remarkable notion in those
days. Yet he also deplored the trend towards
social reform in Britain and the * 'collectivism"
of the Webbs, which he saw as a threat to
"individualism". A modernist in art, Ford
nevertheless loathed the modernization of
society. If his Edwardian fiction can be
characterized in a single phrase, that phrase is
"looking back".
Nowhere is this more apparent than in his
Fifth Queen trilogy, centred on the tragedy of
Katharine Howard. In these three novels Ford
pursues a double aim, recreating the Tudor
background with a sense of detail that harks
back to Holbein and Ford Madox Brown—two
artists to whom he devoted biographical studies
—while also portraying the struggle between
feudalism and nascent capitalism. Here, he must
have felt, lay the seeds of the decay which
oppressed him in the contemporary world, if
they did not lie yet farther back in the past; for
Ford believed that no later age had improved on
the civilization of the Roman Empire.
The Georgian novels Ford wrote between
1910 and 1915 are uneven in execution but have
several features in common, including a preoccupation with impotence, violence and
sadism. This preoccupation, reminiscent of
Forster, strikes a bitterly prophetic note, for
"both foretold the macabre democratization of
death, its unspeakable ordinariness in Europe
between 1914 and 1918". The watershed of the
Great War itself came too late to lend added
colour to The Good Soldier, though it may well
have had a depressing effect on the sale of the
novel, for amid the chauvinistic euphoria of
1915 it was held against the author that he
should have chosen a German spa, Bad
Nauheim, as the setting for his erotic minuet and
that his British hero, a gentlemanly cad, should
have committed suicide. Yet only the crudest of
minds could have thought the book proGerman. Nowadays The Good Soldier is
commonly held to be Ford's masterpiece, while
the non-linear treatment of the story is lauded as
a prime example of the author's narrative
method. Dr Green analyses Ford's technique in
depth and adduces some fascinating crossreferences: to vorticism, cubism and to Proust.
Even Heisenberg's uncertainty principle is
tossed into the argument. This may be an
anachronistic pointer; but since Ford himself
dearly loved to play tricks with time, we should
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not perhaps reject a parallel that C. P. Snow, for
one, would have found intriguing.
The post-war quartet of novels collectively
known as Parade*s End (1924-28) signals a
change of mood. During his war service Ford
had come sufficiently close to death to feel a
sense of renewal, almost of rebirth, in the peace
that followed. His emigration to France and his
change of name from "Hueffer" to "Ford"
were the outward tokens of this new lease of life
and the adoption of a more positive outlook on
the human condition. Parade's End deals with
the war and its aftermath. In creating the significant figure of Christopher Tietjens, Ford
came to terms with external chaos while also resolving his inner conflict; like Tietjens he sought
tranquillity in the countryside and its simple
pleasures. Whereas The Good Soldier, that
"Tale of Passion", had dwelt on love in its
destructive aspect, in Parade's End love
becomes * 'educative and therapeutic''. One
facet of these new emotions is the good fellowship kindled amid the shared dangers of the
trenches, where Ford-Tietjens, casting aside
aristocratic prejudices, learns to feel kinship
with men he might formerly have despised.
Thanks to this revelation, Tietjens transcends
his experience as an individual and speaks for an
entire generation:
Ford didn't mythicise the war as David Jones
did in In Parenthesis, with its echoes of Henry
Kand of Anglo-Saxon poetry, but a kind of
'monumental' significance, in both senses of
that word, came to be attached to Tietjens.
He is Ford's epitaph to the same unsung
heroes immortalised by Jones, Owen and
Rosenberg.
Dr Green's rigorous examination of Ford does
not exclude such far-flung echoes, and his own
analysis gains in perspective when weighed
against the many judicious quotations from
Bradbury, Berger, Bergonzi, Kermode and
Lukacs. Particularly relevant to the discussion
of Parade's End are some observations by the
German philosopher Walter Benjamin, who
pointed out that the war of 1914-1918 brought
new dimensions to human suffering which
strained the limits of normal communication.
New techniques were needed to render this
unique experience. Ford, ever eager to experiment, was well equipped to venture into this
unfamiliar territory.
During the last decade of his life—Ford died
in 1939—he was much occupied with editing,

lecturing, cultivating his Mediterranean plot,
and writing some of his major works of nonfiction: The English Novel, Provence, Great
Trade Route. Even so, five more novels flowed
from his pen from 1930 onwards. Though these
have been termed semi-abstract and semiallegorical, their themes were still closely
interwoven with contemporary events. Thus
Vive Le Roy, while at one level a Simenonesque
thriller, also reflected the French political crisis
of the mid-Thirties. Ford's "solution", which
envisaged a nation of affluent peasant communities ruled by an absolute monarch, shows his
distaste for conventional party politics, while
reflecting the interest in ecology he widely and
vigorously expressed long before such aspirations had become fashionable. Dr Green tells
us that "sadly, the four novels of Ford's last
years are beyond reclamation". Yet The Rash
Act has just been reprinted, despite its fantastic
plot (an American named H. M. Smith assumes
the identity of a similarly named Briton), and
has drawn an enthusiastic review from Anthony
Burgess.
Ford's versatile and generous talent has
baffled many; but few critics would impugn his
artistic integrity. In his Autobiography John
Cowper Powys recalls that he once took tea with
Ford in Patchin Place. Both men appear to have
been lamentably ignorant of the other's works;
but given their profound though differing
insights, it must have been a fascinating
occasion. Powys was impressed by Ford's
"aristocratic manner" and his "noble, stately
and altogether gallant personality''. He declared
that he felt a special sympathy for Ford, "the
kind of sympathy that a penetrating woman
would feel for a royal personage in disguise".
Did they, one wonders, discuss another innovative novelist they both greatly admired—
Dorothy Richardson?
Where did Ford stand politically? His middleclass background hardly warranted the regal
mannerisms noted by Powys; but he was, by
instinct if not by birth, a Tory. Such promptings
would have proved less painful if he had not
lived in an era of social instability. His feudal
world having finally collapsed after World War
I, Ford was left to pick up the pieces and reach
an accommodation with a less highly stratified
society. As early as 1908, when he withdrew
from the Liberal Club, he had turned away in
disgust from party politics. What remained was
class rather than pary allegiance; but his class
sympathies, too, may gradually have been
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eroded in France and America. His American
biographer, MacShane, has drawn attention to
an uncompleted novel, Professor's Progress,
which suggests that towards the end of his life
Ford was bent on investigating Marxism. The
hero, Professor Bullen, though he remains at
heart a sceptic, does endorse the Marxian tenet
which holds that the State must wither away.
Here was a political ideology which, at least in
this respect, seemed reconcilable with the
isolation of the husbandman—with the centripetal way of life that Ford himself emulated in
Provence. Aristocracy need not jar with
anarchy; and in fusing the two concepts Ford
was perhaps following the views of anarchists he
had met in childhood: distinguished exiles like
Prince Peter Kropotkin and Mathilde Blind,
stepdaughter of the German agitator Karl Blind.
In any case, a mind as alert to social change as
Ford's could not have failed to observe the
fashionable trends of the Thirties. Tietjens's
own son embraces communism while studying at
Cambridge—a piece of invention which is topically allusive as well as psychologically
perceptive.
It would be interesting to examine where
Ford's sympathies lay in the wider arenas of race
and nationality. As a "semi-immigrant" and
later emigrant from Britain, he was himself well
qualified to appraise cross-cultural issues. E. V.
Lucas once suggested that Ford was "not really
English" because he was unable to appreciate
Charles Lamb! As a cricket-lover Ford had little
to fear from such peculiarly British shibboleths;
yet he would hardly have regarded himself as
being exclusively English. His roving intellect
embraced Paris as well as London and New
York, North America as well as Europe—and
particularly the regions he viewed as the
vitalizing southern margins of the two
continents, from Italy and Provence in the old
world to Tennessee and Louisiana in the new.
His New York Is Not America is a revealing title.
The overlapping cultural frontiers explored
by Britons and Americans, both as natives and
as expatriates, were as familiar to Ford as to
Henry James. Sometimes these frontiers virtually disappear. In the opening paragraphs of The
Good Soldier we learn that leisured Americans
are, as it were by definition, wrt-American and
thus "thrown very much into the society of the
nicer English". Ford found it more difficult to
bridge the gulf between French and German
culture, as his wartime propaganda exercises
demonstrate. He had opted for Gallic individ-
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ualism—and French cuisine—in place of
Prussian collectivism. He was gratified by John
Rodker's assertion that The Good Soldier was
"the finest French novel in the English
language'', just as he regretted his own Teutonic
earnestness, which "will come creeping into
what I write".
It is easy to play down the German component
in his cosmopolitan temperament, in the way
that Ford himself clearly sought to do. Yet it
seems fair to ask whether he would have
developed his special feeling for the Midi, if his
German father, Francis Hueffer, had not paved
the way by writing a standard work on The
Troubadours. Similarly, it might well be argued
that the attenuated Roman Catholicism which
pervades the major novels displays something of
the tolerance of the Rhinelands, whence so many
of Ford's ancestors came. His debt to German
culture is further documented in The March of
Literature, that astounding testament to his
literary taste, where he singles out for special
treatment those German authors whose outlook
was avowedly international: Lessing, Goethe,
Heine.
In the final analysis, Ford Madox Ford was a
citizen of the world, one of those rare spirits who
could rise above feuding cultures, as he rose
above feuding political parties. He once praised
Turgenev for being at one and the same time
"Germanophile and Francophobe, Francophile
and Hun-hater". The Russian novelist, he
claimed, "had the seeing eye to such an extent
that he could see that two opposing truths were
equally true". Ford here expresses his own
fundamental aim as a writer: the achievement of
absolute vision.
CEDRIC HENTSCHEL

Critical Observations,
JULIAN SYMONS.
Faber and Faber, 1981, £9.75.
Just a slight hint of panic among the blurb
writers at Faber is suggested by the dust-jacket
descriptions of Critical Observations as an
"astonishingly varied" volume and Julian
Symons as an "extremely versatile" writer. The
adverbs give the game away—an attempt to
present as a virtue what is really felt to be a
liability. Certainly there would appear to be a
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severe problem in discovering the book's
unity—twenty-three essays on subjects from
Edith Sitwell to Simenon, from Scrutiny to
Agatha Christie, with perspectives ranging
across literary history, criticism, biography and
personal reminiscence. Closer inspection,
however, indicates that the adverbs may not be
altogether appropriate or necessary. Certain
preoccupations do recur and together outline the
distinctive features of one man's literary world
and practice.
Most of the essays first appeared in (nonacademic) magazines and journals; this, in part,
explains a recurring concern with the fate,
quality and life-cycle of "little magazines".
From the range of references it is possible to
construct a skeletal history of literary periodicals
in the twentieth century—from Arthur
Symons's Savoy of the 1890s through Edith
Sitwell's Wheels and The Calendar of Modern
Letters in the Twenties to the Thirties (with
separate essays on Scrutiny, Left Review and
The Criterion as well as Geoffrey Grigson). Here
of particular interest are the reconstructions of
the diverse motivations of the editors, contributors and backers. Symons seems torn between
notions of seeing the magazines as the reflections of exceptional individuals and of
explicating the wider social and political
contexts which called them into existence. On to
the Forties (Horizon of course, and George
Woodcock's Now), the Fifties (Encounter,
London Magazine) and into the Sixties with an
essay on The Review and the Seventies, with a
postscript on The New Review. This latter essay
argues that the cultural space available for little
magazines in the first half of the century has
been increasingly pre-empted by the role of the
media (particularly the quality press) in coopting avant-garde material. While this particular thesis may be questionable, its proposition
draws attention to the significant absence of a
good general history of twentieth-century literary magazines—which would not be a series of
monographs about heroic editors, but would
seek rather to map the shifting relations between
the various literary institutions of production
and reception.
In the more directly critical essays, a single
procedure dominates—one which is made
explicit in the essays on Edmund Wilson and
Leavis. Wilson's (admired) method is "to lay
essential aspects of a writer's life before us and
interlock them with his work" (p. 90). Wilson is
defended against Leavis's assumption that it is
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of only secondary importance to explain
"authors' literary development in terms of their
private psychological tensions considered
genetically and of the social tensions of their
age" (p. 106). The typical Symons essay follows
Wilson closely. Life and text are closely related
with such justifications as "some biographical
background is necessary", "it is necessary to
refer to Snow's life" or "it seems worth briefly
recounting his life". A considerable skill in the
compression of a life into a few essential
elements and an accompanying clarity of
presentation are immediately evident. The
essays on Arthur Symons, Frances Newman,
Chandler and Hammett would all make
excellent introductions to new editions, establishing contexts, suggesting approaches and
offering undogmatic judgements with great
economy. If at times an author's life is made to
seem more interesting than their work this may
be because it is—although, just occasionally, the
approach does become what Symons himself
calls "journalistic in the worst sense" (Hart
Crane did not merely jump overboard, he
"vaulted over the rail into the boiling wake").
Nevertheless, some reservations can be held.
Biography may be necessary but, if so, why?
What questions about texts does it help to
answer and where is it not necessary? What
general ideas about literary determinations does
this approach produce (or assume)? Is there any
relation between understanding a work through
its context and judging its literary achievement?
Without some awareness of these questions the
biographical method can easily become a way of
avoiding
rather
than
aiding
textual
commentary.
It is also notable that the writers discussed are
all essentially minor figures—only Crane,
Wyndham Lewis and Amis even approximating
to major status (in current critical valuation). It
is not clear whether, in practice, the "life-andwork" approach is one particularly suited to
minor writers (even where, as in the case of
Frances Newman, a persuasive case is made for a
reassessment)—to providing, in effect, an
explanation of failures and limitations rather
than achievements. (Among the writers
"observed" are two suicides, a self-confessed
psychopath, two cases of temporary disappearance and a number of semi-alcoholics.)
The essays on crime fiction provide a collective instance of the concern with minor literature.
A number of interests coalesce here—life and
work (Chandler's English, literary, origins,
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Hammett's Pinkerton experiences and subsequent political stance, Agatha Christie's leisured
childhood), a professional's interest in fellow
crime writers' techniques and attempts to assess
the significance of the genre. There is a fascination with both the tyranny and manipulation of
conventions (comparisons are made with
Restoration comedy and Elizabethan sensational tragedy) and the even more severe constraints
of pulp magazine editors in their demand for
action, as in early Chandler—"When in doubt
have a man come through the door with a gun in
his hand". There is also the attempt to show
transcendence of limitations, in Chandler's
extravagant, but precise, metaphors and
Hammett's delineation of general social
corruption. In the end, though, the main interest
is in the literary mechanics, how the products
were constructed. This is certainly instructive
but rather by-passes more general questions of
the social context of the popular fiction industry
and the appeal for (historically variable)
audiences.
What then (to use Symons's own question
about Amis) is the figure in the Symons carpet?
Is it "only a collection of discordantly coloured
rags loosely stitched together . . ."? If the
answer is no, it is not so much because (as is
argued about Amis) of the author's "attitude to
life and society" as of the recognition of the
varying demands of a particular literary career.
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Julian Symons is, like Arthur Symons, an
example of that "outmoded but honourable
figure the Man of Letters". In the essays on
Grigson, Todd and Woodcock emerge glimpses
of a literary milieu which was (and is) Symons's
own. It is centred in London—the London
Library, the British Museum, the little (and big)
magazines. He is particularly sensitive about
Leavis's dismissal of London (and, by implication, non-academic) literary standards.
Writing is seen as a general activity—poetry,
fiction, non-fiction, reviews, articles, editing,
anthologizing. Like Woodcock he is a "literary
all-rounder". Like Grigson he is continually
subject to "the temptations of middlebrow
literary good fellowship''. And if there is often a
blandness of tone and lack of urgency to many
of the essays (the one major exception, on Edith
Sitwell, now seems the most dated in its
evocation of distant literary squabbles) there is
equally an accessibility and directness of
language which are journalistic in the best sense.
Symons's observations will serve as a reminder,
particularly to academics, that the literary
industry at large is both more mundane in its
concerns and more diverse in its activity than
either the sacred literary canon or the latest
critical methodology imply.
STUART LAING

Letters to the Editor
In the impressive centenary memoir on
A. R. Powys printed in The Powys Review
10, Stephen Powys Marks surmises (p. 60)
that J. C. Squire introduced his grandfather
to The London Mercury "in 1924 or 25".
The connection with the Mercury must however have been established as early as 1920—
from the very infancy of the journal, the
first issue of which was published in
November 1919. From the outset Squire,
staunch Georgian that he was, maintained
contact with 'traditional' institutions,
including the Society of Antiquaries, the
Society for the Protection of Ancient
Buildings—and even with the Welsh FolkSong Society! Already in April 1920, in the
section covering "Learned Societies", we
find notes on the current activities of the
S.P.A.B. Though these notes were unsigned, it seems reasonable to attribute them
to ARP. The first signed contribution
appeared in July 1920 and was prefaced with
the significant observation that its author, in
describing "Westminster Cathedral and its
Architect''—viewed as ' 'the most important
work of architecture that has been produced
in England since St. Paul's was built"—was
embarking on a series of articles.
In the following months ARP explored
the London street-scene in his own perspicacious fashion, attacking "Bad Architecture in Regent Street" and commenting
pithily on such diverse buildings as Oakley
House in Bloomsbury Street, the University
of London Club in Gower Street and Heal's
shop in the Tottenham Court Road. Later
contributions (1921) were devoted to such
fascinating themes as lamp-posts and the
architecture of London's undergound
railways. Some of these entertaining and
informative trifles might well deserve
resurrection in the pages of our Review.
It is a piquant thought that, at a time
when J.C.P., T.F. and Llewelyn were still
relatively unknown, this 'lesser' Powys was
being published in the august columns of
The London Mercury not only together with

Aldous Huxley, Katherine Mansfield and
other young hopefuls, but along with
luminaries of the stature of George
Saintsbury, Augustine Birrell, Edmund
Gosse and Logan Pearsall Smith. This
achievement seems the more remarkable
when one reflects that ARP had recently
been languishing as a prisoner of war.
Cedric Hentschel
AUTOBIOGRAPHY
It was our dream that we would live together
Years long—in some small cottage by a
lonely moor,
Or some grey castle where wild waters pour,
Through the long summer days, the winter
weather;
It was our dream, I say, we never spent
Even one night safe in the flowering bed.
I think—with sudden tears, now you are
dead,
How our brief bracken moments came and
went.
Yet we attained the castle. I still stay
To watch through its high windows where
you rode,
Dreaming you might return to it some day.
Gamel Woolsey
This poem was enclosed in an undated letter
(postmark 30 November 1964) addressed to
Phyllis Playter. The letter was mainly
concerned with the Selected Poems of John
Cowper Powys, which Phyllis had sent to
Gamel. But towards the end Gamel says "I
understand so well your wanting to stay in
Blaenau where you lived with Jack. If there
is anywhere in the world where he seems
closer you would want to stay there—I'll put
in a poem I wrote once about something like
that. Only it wasn't about a true place—
since Lulu and I never lived together, but
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about shared dreams that made a sort of
home."
I must express my thanks to Mr Francis
Powys for letting me see Gamel's letters to
Phyllis.
Kenneth Hopkins

I have been reading with much interest the
essay on Theodore Powys in The Powys
Review, Number 10, written by John
Williams, but, in spite of Mr Williams's
scholarly and exhaustive analysis, I have
some reservations as to the possibility of
reaching any final conclusions about
Theodore's attitude towards death. The
books may indeed "tell the same tale" and,
in Skin for Skin, Llewelyn records him as
saying "We must learn to welcome Death.
Death is the great father of all things, for
without him there is no life", a remark of
the kind which, perhaps, prompted Alyse
Gregory to say to me that he was "full of
strange, paradoxical sayings".
The number of people still living who
actually heard Theodore discussing his
attitude to death, and other matters, must
be small, but in August, 1939, such an
opportunity came my way during a visit to
East Chaldon. At that time I was twenty-five
and, even with the threat of war, the
prospect of death seemed far removed,
though to Theodore, recovering from his,
then, recent illness, as we sat in the garden at
Beth Car, it must have been more
immediate. Although more than forty years
have passed since that occasion, I have the
clearest recollection of his words, "Men
commit suicide when their fear of life overcomes their fear of death, but, at present,
my fear of death is greater than my fear of
life". In my copy of Captain Patch he
graciously inscribed the lines of Andrew
Marvell,
"But at my back I always hear
Time's winged chariot hurrying near,
And yonder, all before us lie
Deserts of vast eternity".

To listen to Theodore was a rare privilege
and an unforgettable experience, but, while
I pondered his words and the inscription he
had chosen, as I crossed the village green
towards The Sailor's Return, I could not
escape the thought, "Has 'Mr Weston's
Good Wine' turned sour?"
Although I never had the good fortune to
meet John Cowper Powys, I did, at
Theodore's suggestion, write to him with a
query concerning one of his books. Indeed,
it was Theodore who gave me his address at
Corwen. With characteristic kindness and
generosity towards a young, unknown
admirer of his books, he wrote in reply and
later, after a further exchange of letters, he
sent a note saying that having just completed Owen Glendower his eyes were troubling
him. He could not write a long letter but,
instead, he sent the following short poem. I
am not competent to assess its poetic merits
but it has, for forty years, given me infinite
pleasure to have been the recipient of such
remarkable magnanimity by this great and
good man. The poem has never been published, but, if you feel it may be of interest to
your readers, please make such use of it as
you wish.
I'm a gossamer
Tossed on the wind,
Over land and sea,
Until I find
A Kindred mind;
And my psychic weather
Is never guessed,
Till you chance on a feather
From the same nest.
John Cowper Powys
forR. B. Worvill
Corwen, October 1941
Roy Worvill
40, The Leys,
Chipping Norton,
Oxon. OX7 5HH

NOTES ON CONTRIBUTORS

ROY FISHER, senior lecturer in the Department of
American Studies, the University of Keele, is author of
a number of volumes of poetry including The Ship's
Orchestra (1966), Collected Poems (1968), Matrix
(1971), and The Cut Pages (1971) all published by
Fulcrum Press. Oxford University Press have recently
published his Poems 1955-1980.
CEDRIC HENTSCHEL has lectured at universities in
Britain, Austria, Germany and Sweden, and is a
specialist in Anglo-German studies. He has recently
edited a third volume of German Stories (Deutscher
Taschenbuch Verlag, Munich, 1982) and wrote the
chapter on "Byron and Germany" included in
Byron's Political and Cultural Influence in Nineteenth-Century Europe (Macmillan and Humanities
Press, 1981). He is also editing the letters sent by John
Cowper Powys to his Swedish devotee, Sven-Erik
Tackmark.
JEREMY HOOKER lectures in English at the University College of Wales, Aberystwyth. His critical
writings include John Cowper Powys (Writers of
Wales Series, University of Wales Press, 1973), David
Jones: An Exploratory Study and John Cowper
Powys and David Jones (Enitharmon, 1975; 1978).
His volumes of poetry include: The Elements
(Christopher Davies, 1972), Soliloquies of a Chalk
Giant (Enitharmon, 1974), Solent Shore (Carcanet,
1978), Landscape of the Daylight Moon (Enitharmon,
1978) and Englishman's Road (Carcanet, 1980).
During 1982 Carcanet will publish his Selected Poems
and a volume of essays, The Poetry of Place.
SUSAN HUXTABLE-SELLY, who did postgraduate
work on J. C. Powys's novels at the University of
Hull, teaches in a North Devon school.
BERNARD JONES is the editor of The Poems of
William Barnes (Centaur and S. Illinois Press, 1962),
The Letters of John Cowper Powys to Glyn Hughes
(1970) and he has published numerous articles on
nineteenth and twentieth century writers.
STUART LAING is a lecturer in English in the School
of Cultural and Community Studies, the University of
Sussex. He is author of articles on Walter Greenwood,
and on Philip Gibbs and the newsreel novel, and
contributed a chapter on John Sommerfield and Mass

Observation to F. Gloversmith, ed., Class, Culture
and Social Change (Harvester Press, 1980). Studies of
post-war fiction will shortly appear in a volume on
popular literature to be published by Macmillan, and
in the 1945-1970 volume in Methuen's Contexts series.
PARIS LEARY lectures in American Studies at
Leicester University. He is the author and editor of
several collections of poetry including Views of the
Oxford Colleges (I960), The Innocent Curate (1963),
A Controversy ofPoets(mthR. Kelly) (1964)and The
Snake at Saffron Walden (Carcanet, 1973).
JOHN S. MACALISTER hails from New Zealand
where he ran the Balinakill Press.
MARGARET MORAN is an Assistant Professor
(part-time) in English and a Research Associate in the
Bertrand Russell Editorial Project, McMaster University, Hamilton, Ontario; she contributes regularly to
Russell. Her Ph.D., University of Toronto, 1981, was
for a thesis on the Wessex Romances of J, C. Powys.
LAWRENCE NORMAND lectures in English at
Saint David's University College, Lampeter.
CHRISTOPHER ROLFE is a senior lecturer in
English at the Polytechnic of North London, and
editor of the H. G. Wells Newsletter.
ELMAR SCHENKEL lectures in English at Freiburg
University. His publications include articles on J. C.
Powys, T. S. Eliot, Peter Huchel and others in periodicals like Akzente, Merkur and Neve Rundischau,
translations of Powys, David Jones and Caillois, and
a first book of short stories, Die Andere Reise (7801
Buchenbach, 1981). He is co-editor of the literary
magazine, Nacht-cafe.
PENNY SMITH is engaged in research on John
Cowper Powys at the University of Oxford.
KIM TAPLIN is author of The English Path (Boydell
Press, 1979).
ELIZABETH TOMBS, having obtained an M.A. for
a thesis on J. C. Powys at the U.C.W., Aberystwyth,
is engaged in research on late Pre-Raphelite poetry at
the Australian National University, Canberra.

TWO LIMITED FIRST EDITIONS

ALYSE GREGORY: The Cry of a Gull,
Journals 1923—1948, edited by Michael
Adam, with a tribute by Evelyn Hardy,
and illustrations by Alan Richards:
£6.60 + 75p postage.
LLEWELYN POWYS:So Wild a Thing,
Letters to Gamel Woolsey edited as a
narrative by Malcolm El win, with
illustrations by Peter Reddick:
£6.60 + 75p postage.

Send two 14p stamps for profusely
illustrated brochure of these, and other
books by D. H, Lawrence & others.
THE ARK PRESS:
Mousehole, Cornwall.

Antiquarian and Secondhand Books
bought and sold

Steven Ferdinando
THE OLD VICARAGE,
QUEEN CAMEL,
Nr. YEOVIL, SOMERSET
Tel: Marston Magna (0935) 850210

We specialise in the works of all the Powys
family, and also in books by Thomas
Hardy and William Barnes.
We have an ever changing stock, so if
there are any titles that you are looking for,
please let us know, and we will do our best
to help.
Visitors are most welcome at any time of
the day or evening, but it is best to phone
first.
General catalogue available.

The Mervyn Peake Review

Bell, Booh SRadmall
MODERN FIRST EDITIONS
4 Cecil Court
London WC2N 4HE
Tel:

01.2402161
01-836 5888

A large selection of books by the
Powys brothers always in stock.

Issued twice a year
since 1975, the
MERVYN PEAKE REVIEW
contains original
Peake material„
Informed articles, ^
^
reviews and news.

_

And now, from autumn 1981 onwards,
1t provides students, collectors &
booksellers with an Indispensable,
detailed Peake bibliography.
Edited by G. Peter Winnington,
Les 3 Chasseurs,
1411 ORZENS,
Switzerland.
Subscriptions : £8 (or $22) a year
(only £5, or $15, to students)
For further details,
write to the Secretary,
Dee Berkeley,
1 Brownswood Road,
LONDON N4 2HP.
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Dafydd ap Gwilym: Poems
Rachel Bromwich
xxxi, 207pp.
ISBN 0 85088 815 8
£9.75 (Case-bound)
"Dr Bromwich's volume . . . is marked by the
most thorough and painstaking scholarship, and it
contains the text, the translations of 56 annotated
poems divided into six sections, together with an
introduction on the poet, his metrics, language
and poetic artistry and the poems themselves. In
short, it provides as fine an introduction as any
one could wish to Dafydd ap Gwilym and his
work . . ."
(J. E. Caerwyn Williams, Book News)
"[Dr. Bromwich's] claim is that she has 'aspired
no higher than to provide a servicable translation
in what I hope is good and readable English'. I
have no doubt that she more than achieves this
aim. We are indebted to her for her careful,
informed translations supported by her fine feeling
for and knowledge of contemporary literature.
This is a book to read and read again . . . and a
book to treasure . . . At long last we can tell the
world about Wales and Dafydd ap Gwilym,
without doubt one of the truly great poets of the
Middle Ages in Europe."
(R. Brinley Jones, Welsh Books and Writers)

Twentieth Century Welsh Poems
Joseph P. Clancy
xlvii, 253pp.
ISBN 0 85088 406 3
£9.75
Here is the amplest selection yet translated of the
Welsh-language poetry of our century, more than
200 poems by 42 of Wales' foremost poets, in
English versions that enable the Welshless reader
to enjoy the vitality and variety of the original
works.
The anthology shows the wide range of this poetry
in subjects, themes, and styles: romantic and
realistic narratives and portraits; praise of the
wonder and the mystery of the natural world and
its creatures, from seagulls and snowdrops to eels
and dung-beetles; sombre meditations on the
experiences of social change, economic depression,
and war; tender and exuberant love lyrics; political
protests; witty satires; poems of religious faith and
doubt—in forms as diverse as the traditional
cywydd, the English sonnet, and spatiallypatterned free verse.
Particular emphasis has been given to the work of
nine poets—T. Gwynn Jones, R. Williams Parry,
T. H. Parry-Williams, Saunders Lewis, Gwenallt,
Waldo Williams, Alun Llywelyn-Williams, Bobi
Jones and Gwyn Thomas.

THE POWYS SOCIETY
(President. G. Wilson Knight)
The Powys Society exists to promote the study and
appreciation of the work of the Powys family, especially
that of John Cowper Powys, T. F. Powys and Llewelyn
Powys. Meetings are held three times a year, two in
London; the third is a weekend conference in a provincial
centre. Members receive copies of The Powys Review
containing papers read to the Society and other material.
The Review will be published twice a year.
The Membership subscription is £7.50 a year.
Further details may be obtained from

T. D. Stephens,

Hon. Secretary, The Powys Society,
8, Clarendon Street,
Cambridge, CB11JU.

P. J. Birtles,

Hon. Treasurer, The Powys Society,
"Lammasett",
Winton,
Kirkby Stephen, Cumbria, CA17 4HL

I enclose £7.50, or its equivalent in my own currency, being my
subscription for this year.
(Overseas members are requested to ask their Banks to forward £7.50 to the account of
The Powys Society, Barclays Bank Ltd., Market Street, Kirkby Stephen, Cumbria; account
number 71442457. Alternatively, payment may be made by International Money Order.)
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