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TO KEEP, 

TO GIVE

Lucy A m elia P en n y ’s delightful rem in iscences of her fam ily requ ire  p rim ary  posi
tion in th is n u m b er of the P ow ys N ew sle tter. Indeed, her w ords are  needed both  to 
in troduce  and  to conclude a publication  th a t g a th e rs  w ords from all her ad u lt b ro thers 
and  sisters. S hort of p rin ting  her m em oir tw ice, I can  only suggest tu rn in g  to page 29 
to read it first -- and  then , a fter hearing  each m em ber of the  family, com ing  agaih  to 
the youngest Pow ys a s  she b rings the ir sto ry  full circle.

Now, w ith Lucy P en n y 's  first appearance  in prin t, ten  of the eleven sons and 
d au g h te rs  of Mary Cow per Jo h n so n  Powys and  the R everend C harles F rancis Powys 
have published. Only G ertrude , the  pa in te r (represen ted  here by two pain tings and 
part of a  letter), and  Em ily, w ho died at th irteen , did not put w ords on to paper for o u t
siders to read. S uch  rare  p len ty  has teased all co m m en ta to rs  on the  Pow yses to seek 
h in ts  abou t an  anc ien t of h u m an  puzzles, th e  need to create , the  itch to write. Som e 
w ould trace the Pow ys-Johnson  fam ily tree, or analyze the  p aren ts  and  the suasive 
eldest brother, or gauge the ten sions w ith in  post-D arw inian y o u th s  reared  in an  
A nglican v icarage of stab le  piety. [Poiuys N ew sle tter  T hree  ca rries  a H arvest 
T hanksg iv ing  serm on  w ritten  by the  fa ther in 1894, ju s t before Lucy P en n y 's  fourth  
birthday.)

W hy did they w rite? ‘‘To m ake a p en n y ,” yes. But fam e seem s to have been sm all 
sp u r in light of the d is tan t ham le ts  w here m ost Pow yses chose to live, qu ite  c lear of 
crow d and  literary  perquisites. T he selections here p rin ted  m ay point som e sm all 
c lues abou t th e  Pow ysian zeal to keep, and  to give. T he O .E .D .'s en try  for keep  tells of 
a verb seem ingly  w ithou t an tec ed en ts  or cognates in o ther languages arriv ing  from 
the "v u lg ar s tra tu m  of the language. . .sudden ly  into literary  use c 1000" w ith a 
w ealth  of m ean ings and  su b seq u en t accretions: " to  seize, lay hold o f . . .to seek a f te r . . .  
to take  in. con ta in . . .to take in w ith the eyes, ea rs  or m ind . . .to regard , to care. . .to 
take care, to h e e d .. .to guard , p re s e rv e .. . . "  T he Pow yses w rote to keep and  save w hat 
they  saw  and  heard  and  th o u g h t and  felt. And. in the  first in stance , to sh are  w ith the 
family, to give w hat they  w ould keep.

R.L. B lackm ore
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Jo h n  Cowper Powys
1). 8 O ctober 1872

TWO LETTERS TO HIS MOTHER 

A POEM FOR HIS WIFE

[No date.
Postm arked: Rome 
24 April 1899)

My d ear M other

Willie and  M argaret w ent th is m orn ing  to a g reat festival at the  C hurch  of St. Jo sep h  
w here they heard  som e beautifu l m usic  and  saw  an individual d ressed  in such  
gorgeous robes th a t they took him  for a  C ardinal. For m yself I w alked round and  
round  the  Forum  un til I w as tired. T his afternoon  we all sa t on a wall in the Forum  
B oarium  while M argaret sketched  the T em ple of Fortune. One is not troubled  there  by 
foreign sight-seers. T he old Jew ish  q u a rte r  u sed  to be n ear and  now the people of th a t 
part are  m ore p ic tu resque and  m ore native th an  elsew here in Rome. T he view of the 
A ventine w ith its ru in s  an d  ch u rch es , pa lm s and  cypresses, of th e  T iber w ith the  re 
m ains of an  old R om an bridge s tre tch in g  out into the w ater, of the m ediaeval tow er of 
S. Maria C osm edin (built in the  8 th  century), of the  old house of Cola Rienzi and lastly 
of the  round  tem ple of H ercules, m ake th a t wall one of the  m ost delightful sea ts  in 
Rome.

W hile Willie took M argaret to have tea. I found m y w ay to the Pyram id  of C estius 
w here the  g raves of K eats and  Shelley are. I cam e to locked iron gates over w hich or 
th rough  w hich 1 could see the  Pyram id of a dark  grey colour su rro u n d ed  by tall 
cyp resses  and  fir trees  and  all m an n er of gorgeous flowers in pots. Or ra th e r  I should 
say the iron ga tes  led into a  cem etery  separa ted  from the  Pyram id by a high wall and 
full of trees and  flowers. Here is the  grave of Shelley overh u n g  w ith w hite roses and 
two huge laurel w rea th s given probably by the Italian governm en t w ho venera ted  him  
as  an  upho lder of liberty . K eats ' grave is in a co rner of a m ore deserted  little plot under 
the  pyram id w ithout trees and  w ithout flowers.

I had considerab le  difficulty in ge tting  in -  the girl w ho answ ered  a bell w hich hung  
over the iron ga tes  ou tside the  cem etery  exp lained  to m e th a t for som e reason or o ther 
the  C estius part w as shu t. I w alked back to the  neares t shop  an d  got change  filling my 
pocket w ith coppers these  I p resen ted  in handfu ls to the  girl w ho a t last opened a little 
gate in the wall and  I w as at the  goal of m y pilgrim age. T here  is a sm all w hite tom b-
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stone  w ith a  rough  lyre a t the  top and  on it th e  w ords 
H ere lies w hat is m ortal of 
a young  E nglish Poet 

w ho on his dea thbed  in the  b itte rn ess  of his heart at th e  m alicious pow er of his 
enem ies w ished th a t there  should  be w ritten  on his g rave -*

Here lies one w hose nam e w as w rit in w ater 
Only violet leaves covered the grave -- no w rea th s  and  no flowers. 1 am  going to buy a 
large laurel w reath  to put there  w ith a line of h is ow n last sonnet

"B righ t star, would I w ere sted fast as thou  a r t”

your affectionate Jo h n

[Postm arked: Rome 
1 May 1899)
Hotel Avanzi 
Via C apa le Case 
Rome 
May 1st

My d ear M other

We were very glad to be back again  in Rome last n igh t for a lthough  certa in  th ings at 
N aples are  w onderful and  un iq u e  one does not feel as happy  there  as here. M argaret 
has been m ade qu ite  ill by the  jo lting  in the  uneven  s tre e ts  of N aples -- she  is asleep 
now bu t if she  is not b e tte r w hen she w akes I shall buy h e r som e m edicine from the 
E nglish C hem ist. We shall s ta rt on our re tu rn  jo u rn ey  on T hu rsd ay  or Friday and 
hope to reach  E ngland  early  on Monday.

As we cam e in to Rom e by the  tra in  last n igh t we passed  all along the g reat 
aq u ed u c ts  w hich give one a sp lendid  feeling of com ing to the  cap ita l of the world 
w here the  people are  (or were) supplied  w ith w ater on such  a m agnificen t scale. 1 do 
not th ink  th a t any  city I shall ever see again  will have the  sam e effect upon m e as 
Rom e -- the  huge ru in s  of the old world here have a pow er over all th a t is best in one to 
an  ex ten t w hich no m ere beau ty  or novelty or charm  could ever have. No in terven ing  
even ts  seem  really to have been s trong  enough  to destroy  the g rea t C lassic world. 
C alm  and  qu iet it rem ains and  will rem ain  as long as th is little p lanet -- But you are 
tired of hearing  m e harp  so long upon the  sam e s t r in g ..........

I saw  som e English  sailors in Rome the  o ther day. T hey seem ed to be tak ing  a g reat 
in te rest in all they  m et w ith. T here  are  n um berless  jack d aw s here and  sw allows, the 
la tte r we con tinually  see circling  round  the  ru ins: we have seen a haw k on the  Via 
Appia an d  heard  a  n igh tingale  on the Jan icu lu m . B esides the  Forum  R om anum  there  
are  fine ru in s  of the  Fora of the  E m perors -- especially  of A ugustus, Nerva. T rajan  and  
V espasian. 1 am  going to see the  V atican scu lp tu res  again  today if M argaret is well 
enough , to be left. We have a  very p leasan t room here and  the people (landlord and  
lady and  w aiters) are  as k ind as possible.

your affectionate Jo h n
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THE STONE CHAT

T ow ards the  end of N ovem ber last year I w as w orking a t th e  bottom  of the garden  
am ong  the  young  apple trees  in the  o rchard  w hen 1 w as su rp rised  to see a solitary 
stone chat. It is a bird I am  very fond of. alw ays so cheerful, so talkative, and  so brave; 
and  fu rth e r I a lw ays associate  it w ith coun try  scenes, in them selves m ost p leasing and 
healthgiving, dow ns and  h igh lands and  m oors, gorse and  heather.

I w atched the  little bird for a w hile as he flitted from apple tree to apple tree, 
chang ing  his diet from tim e to tim e, som etim es an n ex in g  som e insect concealed  in 
the bark  of a tree, som etim es picking up  a w orm  from a rubb ish  heap th a t lay near by; 
and  then  aw ay over a hedge he w ent, and  I th ough t of him  no more.

Next m orn ing  we w ere in the  draw ingroom , w hen on looking ou t of the  window I 
saw  on the terrace wall w ithin 10ft. of u s the  stone ch a t again; and  very d eterm ined  he 
w as th a t we should  take full stock  of him  and  his a ttrac tiv e  presence. T h is we could 
not bu t do; out cam e o u r book of birds, and  we com pared  his co louring w ith th a t of the 
illustration ; and  for som eth ing  like a q u a rte r of an  hour he m oved abou t w ithin easy 
reach  of us, giving u s  a sp lendid  opportun ity  of adm iring  his brick-red b reast, h is dark  
head and  black th roa t, the  w hite b ands on the  sides of the neck, and  the patches of 
w hite on his brow n w ings: he w as so well m ade, too, so robust, and  held h im self so 
well. And from th a t day onw ards for w eeks th a t little bird s tayed  abou t the  garden. I 
could say to m y friends: ‘‘Com e dow n and  see m y stone  c h a t,” and  he would alw ays be 
there  and  ap p aren tly  qu ite  happy.

One friend of m ine, w hose in te rest in b irds has a lw ays been great, said  he th ough t it 
s tran g e  th a t it shou ld  be alone in a garden  so n ea r a  tow n, so rem ote from its na tu ra l 
hab ita t: so I again  referred to m y book, and  there  I read: “ In a u tu m n  m any  usual 
h a u n ts  are  deserted  and  single b irds appear in unexpected  p laces."  And I liked having 
the bird w ith me in the  garden , not only because he w as so p leasan t and  brigh t a com 
panion, but because  by the life he w as living he clearly  show ed tha t he had lea rn t the 
very secre t of ex istence. We live so m uch  in crow ds, we are  so dependen t one upon 
ano ther, th a t we are  ap t to forget th a t each one of us is born into th is world alone, and  
th a t it is alone th a t each one of us m ust pass out of it. and  th a t it is w ise to learn  how to 
be happy alone. T his secret m y little friend the stone  chat knew ; day after day he lived 
his life alone in con ten ted  self-dependence: -

Resolve to be thyself; and  know  th a t he.
W ho finds him self, loses h is m isery.

About the m iddle of February  a friend called w ho had not been in the  garden  during  
those w in ter m on ths, and  I said, “ Com e and  see m y stone  c h a t" : she  said, “ Y esterday 
w as V alen tine 's  Day. He will have gone a-cou rting ."  I pooh-poohed the suggestion , for 
it w as still very cold; bu t su re  enough  he w as gone: now here could he be found; th a t 
irresistib le  urge had com e upon him , and , after all, m y book did say, “ B irds re tu rn  to 
the ir breeding-p laces in F ebruary  or M arch."
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Theodore Francis Powys
‘b. 20 D ecem ber 1875

OUR COTTAGE IN DORSET

1 do not know  th a t I have seen a co ttage so m uch  like a do ll's  house a s  ours. An ugly 
one. too. But here in th is h au n ted  village, w here even a hedgehog has h is fancies, a 
little ug liness m ay often hide m ore com fort th an  d isp leasu re. I ha te  the  dain ty  cottage 
of m odern  nicety; the  build of ou rs is far m ore to m y m ind. One is supposed  to sigh, as 
though  one should  w orship, w hen the  door is opened and  one beholds a  jad e  carving. I 
would prefer to see a black bottle, th a t a  poor m an  m ay at least becom e be tte r 
acq u a in ted  w ith.

Only see ou r co ttage as it is. m y dear friends. A doll’s house  m ade of b ricks th a t once 
w ere red. and  now by the dam p  sea  m ists have lost th e ir colour: m a rtin s ' nests  u n d er 
the eaves, in w hich the b irds tw itte r a t n igh t a s  if they  tell G od 's secrets. A half acre  of 
g rassy  garden , the  sound  of tra in s  w hen the  w ind is in the  no rth , and  the  buzzing  of 
inqu isitive g n a ts  is all we have to boast of.

A nyone can  look into ou r garden: we do not hide ou rse lves behind bu llrushes. But 
no one cares to. for there  are  no sw eets to see. T hough a w eek or two ago, and  for three 
days too. there  w as som eth ing  even in ou r garden  to look at. For a  long w hile we did 
not p lan t o u r flower knot th a t we m ade a y ear ago. But after a  th u n d ers to rm  w hen 
there  w as w ater to be had m y wife p lan ted  a sp lendid  geran ium . 1 helped, too. and  
S usan , who is not yet two yea rs  old. w atched, bu t in a reflective m an n e r th a t boded no 
good. T he next day th is  sam e S usan  cam e w ith m e to adm ire  ou r new p lan t th a t 
already  had a lovely red blossom .

T he plot had been S u sa n 's  p layground, w here she could dig w ith her little wooden 
spade, casting  the  d u st of the  earth  into her ha ir w ith un lim ited  satisfaction . She stood 
w ith m e and  looked.

On the  th ird  day S usan  approached  the bed alone, as if sh e  had a se rious task  to do, 
w hich indeed she had, for seizing the stem  of th e  g eran ium  she  im m ediately  pulled it 
up.

It is best to be born a ne ttle  w hen a baby is about, or som eth ing  a t least in w hich it 
can  take no sort of in terest.

W hen the geran ium  w as gone, ou r garden . I though t, w as m ore a t its ease, for to 
app ea r dull and  un tidy  is an  act of policy in these u n gen tle  tim es. We are so very 
o rd inary  and  com m on here, th a t even the  bees look a little ash am ed  of th e ir com pany 
w hen they take a  sip of honey from the  w hite clover.

Of course we are  proud of ou r w eeping ash , bu t we dare not hope th a t ou r w eeping 
ash  is proud of us. T hough I th in k  the  pile of faggots th a t we have in th e  back garden  
really  consider u s as people of im ag ination  because we have p repared  for a cold 
w inter, w hen I shall chop the  firewood and  w onder w hy I can  never rem em ber good 
poetry  as I u sed  to do.

If you look for sw eet w illiam s beside our door, you will only find b indw eed, and  in 
the  garden  you will only see haycocks w here there  shou ld  be potatoes.
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W hen the  g rass is cu t 1 m ake th e  haycocks, and  can hide beh ind  one of them  so th a t 
I am  not noticed from th e  road. But all th in g s tend  to th e ir end. an d  even th e  finest 
haycock will se ttle  a t last into the  earth . So th a t w hen N ovem ber com es a  little heap of 
sodden g rass  is all th a t rem ains. I suppose I ough t to be m ore tidy, bu t one is as one is 
m ade to be.

A hom e is sw eet to childhood, and  sw eet to age. 1 like to see the  sam e fields each 
day. Even the  very p la inness of ou r co ttage a ttra c ts  me the  m ore to it. I do not care to 
roam  as I used to do over the far hills. My horizon is closing in. I now find m yself m ore 
p leasan tly  d iverted  s itting  a t m y ease u n d er the  ash  tree th an  s tepp ing  briskly in a 
w anton  m an n e r over the  high dow ns. The tide is at the ebb and  I draw  to hom e. G entle 
Pan is m y guide and  com forter, for th is  god can  pipe and  dance  as well in our little 
co rner as upon a m o u n t in Sam os.

1 have m ore p leasu re  now in carry ing  w ater to the  s tup id  hens and  to bold cock 
R ichard  th an  I used to have in view ing the  W est Bay and  the  Solent from our h ighest 
hill.

A tiny m idget ru n s  over m y page. It is to rm en ted  by m y pen. I cease to w rite.
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G ertrude Mary Powys
T). 6 O ctober 1877

ON THE DEATH OF LITTLETON’S WIFE

116 S ep tem ber 1942]

L ittleton  is very brave, but he is som etim es overcom e by th is g rea t sorrow. Mabel 
looks beautifu l a s  if her head w as cu t out of m arb le  or, I should  say. as if h e r head w as 
an  old G reek m arb le  head carved 2 ,500  years ago w ith all th a t beau ty  of long ago. 
L ittleton w an ts  m e to m ake a  draw ing  of her w hich I did after tea -- qu ietly  in her room 
w hile the  w ind sw ayed the cu rta in . T h is d raw ing  pleased L ittleton. I w as afraid my 
hand  m ight fail me. I liked to be alone w ith dear Mabel -- it w as a privilege to see such  
v ictorious peace after th is sad illness. . . .

1 have ju s t m ade a w reath  of rosem ary  an d  scen ted  geran ium  etc. from C hydyok 
w ith m arigolds from L ittle ton 's  garden  -- a  golden crow n, and  it. w ith L ittle ton 's  cross 
he has ju s t m ade, a re  toge ther in a place of g reat honour.



PAINTINGS:

G ertrude Mary Powys

Mary Cowper Johnson  Powys
‘b. 11 S ep tem ber 1849

P eter Pow ys G rey, son of M arian, w rites abou t his a u n t’s and  g ran d m o th e r 's  work:

SELF-PORTRAIT BY GERTRUDE POWYS (c. 1903): T h is delicate oil w as one of a 
series of four, pa in ted  by G ertrude  of herse lf and  her th ree  younger sisters. Marian, 
Ph ilippa and  Lucy, w hile in her tw en ties and  before the  d is tinc tive  sty le  of her m a tu re  
p a in tings evolved du ring  and  after her stu d ies  in Paris, 1913 and  1914.

“ CHYDYOK” BY GERTRUDE POWYS w as pain ted  in Sep tem ber, 1924. a  few scan t 
m o n th s  after she  and  her s is te r Philippa (Katie) had m oved to th is rem ote house on the 
dow ns above E ast C haldon, Dorset. A superb ly  realized pain ting  in her m atu re  style, it 
w as show n at one of her rare exh ib itions, by the  Cooling G alleries in London during  
1937. T here it w as pu rchased  by her b ro ther W illiam. T he cloud shadow  in the 
foreground (Moving tow ards th e  house? Or aw ay from the  house?) is a daring  conceit, 
add ing  m onum en ta lity  and  d ram a  to the  house, w hich G ertrude  alm ost surely  had 
already  resolved would be a m eeting  place and  refuge for the  fam ily, now th a t the 
V icarage at M ontacute could  no longer serve them  as such . For nigh on to th irty  years, 
C hydyok possessed  ju s t th is cen tra lity  for b ro th ers  and  sisters, nieces and  nephew s. 
The s tren g th , the com posed richness, the  balance of th is oil are  poorly conveyed by 
black-and-w hite photography , w hich m isses the m agnificent f la tn e s s  of the original. 
A lmost invisibly, G ertrude  inserted  a “ GMP” m onogram  in the cart-track  a t lower 
c en te r -  a rare  excep tion  to the  quietly  im personal d is tance  of m ost of her canvasses.

WATERCOLOR BY MARY COWPER JOHNSON: Ju x tap o s in g  light and  dark  in a 
m an n e r suggestive  of her la ter p redilections, the rem arkab le  m other-to-be of the 
Pow ys b ro th ers  and  s is te rs  pa in ted  th is w atercolor abou t 1867, w hen she  w as barely 
e igh teen . Seldom  recognized for her own largely su b lim ated  a rtis tic  ach ievem en ts , 
Mary Jo h n so n  in her teens d isplayed an  outgoing im agination  and  even, for her tim e, 
a ce rta in  ad v en tu ro u sn ess .





        
      

   
     

 

        

 
                                       

The site also includes Gertrude’s other paintings

Pages 16-17 show Gertrude Powys’s painting of Chydock. 
Spread across two side by side page it cannot be 
reproduced here and the monochrome reproduction (as 
with the paintings reproduced on page 15 and 18) does 
not do her work justice.
Here is a link to Gertrude’s painting of Chydyok:

https://artuk.org/discover/artworks/chydyok- 
d o r s e t - 6 0 0 3 0 / s e a rc h / a c t o r : p o w y s - g e r t ru d e - 
mary-18771952

https://artuk.org/discover/artworks/chydyok-dorset-60030
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Albert Reginald Powys
cb. 16 J u ly  1881

THE RETURN FROM PRISON CAMP

Isobel Pow ys M arks w rites: My F a ther w a s  ta ken  p riso n er  in th e  
G erm an  sp r in g  o ffen sive  o f 1918. a n d  sp e n t th e  m a in  p a rt o f  h is  ca p 
tiv ity  a t M ainz. He w a s  a C ap ta in  in th e  Yorksh ire  R eg im en t -  
P rincess A le x a n d ra 's  O wn Y orksh ire  R eg im en t -  a n d  had  sp en t 
so m e  m o n th s  in France, in th e  fr o n t line a n d  a t base, s in ce  early  
S ep tem b er . 1917. 1 received th is  le tter w h ile  board ing  at Sherborne  
G irls' School. T h is  w a s  our f i r s t  n ew s o f h im  sin ce  th e  co llapse o f  
G erm a n y  earlier in th e  m on th .

[letterhead) THE YOUNG MEN S CHRISTIAN ASSOCIATION
w ith the

B ritish P risoners of W ar In terned  in Holland

S.S. Porto 
Hook of H olland 
27 Nov 1918

I am  w riting  to you not M other because I shall see her first, as soon as I can.

Dear Isobel.

I am  free a t last on m y way hom e. I will tell you how I got here. I hope to see you 
soon. You can  send  th is on to Uncle L ittleton.

I will begin w ith the  G erm an  revolution . On a  S a tu rday  m orn ing  one of the G erm an 
officers cam e in to  the cam p  at Mainz from Cologne. He w as in civilian clothes. Very 
soon the ru m o u r w ent round  the  cam p of w hat w as on. He told all the  o th e r G erm an 
officers and  they all put on civ ilians (mufti). T here  w as no roll call of p risoners as the 
G erm an sen trie s  said  the  R evolu tion ists w ere com ing to the  cam p a t 10:00. and  tha t 
we could go out. but the C om m anding  E nglish  officer told u s to stay  in. so we w aited. 
T he only th ing  we did w as to ru sh  the parcel office to get ou r parcels and  le tters, whole 
heaps of held up letters. But the  R evolutionists never cam e, and in a  day or two the 
G erm an  officers pu t on uniform  again  and  carried  the ir sw ords. T hey had sw orn to 
obey the  W orkm ens and  Soldiers Council. We w ere th en  allowed out free to walk 
abou t the  tow n. Mainz w as very quiet and  we enjoyed ourselves. I looked a t the 
C athedra l and  M useum  and  did all the th ings tou ris ts  do.

A week after th e  arm istice  w as signed. We paid for ou r passage on a D utch boat to 
R otterdam , a sm all boat tha t w as tak ing  cargo from tow n to tow n. T here  w ere only 
p laces for 200 officers on board. Very fortunate ly  I drew  one of these  by lot. So we 
s ta rted  dow n the  R hine, on a T uesday , last T uesday . We stopped  at B ingem  the  first 
n igh t and  as  I only had a  place on deck and  it w as very cold I could not sleep so I spen t 
m uch  of the tim e w alking abou t the tow n alone. T he nex t day we s ta rted  dow n the 
R hine gorge betw een the high hills all covered w ith rocks and  terraced  v ineyards w ith 
old castles all over the place on is lands and  on the tops of precipices. I w as glad to see



20

th is and  the  w ea ther w as fine. My p a rtn e r lost m ost of o u r food so 1 only had 9 b iscu its  
a  day and  som e dripping. We got to Coblenz w here we stopped  an  hour. T here  I w ent 
out to buy bread bu t could get none, only a bag of app les abou t 6 pence each , sm all 
app les too. We stopped  at Bonn tha t n igh t and  I slept well on deck n ear the  funnel over 
the  eng ine room on som e hot iron p lates. We could not get on our jo u rn ey  because of 
the  fog. Som e of o u r fellows found a ‘p u b ’ w here an  Italian gave free d rin k s to any w ho 
called for it. Very soon the boat w as em pty  and  all his ch am pagne  and  b randy  w as 
finished. 1 did not go. It seem ed to m e a little undignified. Still it w as friendly of him . 
All the  tow ns we w ent th rough  w ere bedecked w ith flags m ore th an  any  I have ever 
seen  in E ngland , and  the  R hine bridges w ere crow ded w ith troops going hom e, m ostly 
w ithout officers as far a s  1 could see and  certa in ly  w ithout order. T he flags w ere put up 
to ch eer the  re tu rn in g  troops. I found out.

We got to Cologne (Koln) on T h u rsd ay  afternoon  and  1 w ent into the tow n and  had a 
look a t the  ca thed ra l. T hen  1 w ent to a hotel to get a  bath  bu t all the b a th s  w ere taken  
by our fellows so I tried to find a Public B ath Place. A G erm an  civilian w hom  I asked  
for th is spen t 1 h ou r and  t/4 help ing m e to find it. tak ing  m e about. At last I got a  good 
hot bath . I slept com fortably  on the boat th a t n ight, for ail bu t a  few officers had taken  
room s at the hotels. I spen t the  evening  at a  cafe d rink ing  beer and  w atch ing  the 
G erm an  people. All I m et w ere qu ite  friendly. T hey are  an  odd race. W hen they 
th o u g h t they w ere w inning  they w ere cruel, w hen they lose they  lick your boots. T he 
m eals at the  hotels w ere very poor and  dear. 1 had two breakfasts, one a t one hotel and 
one at ano ther, and  all I got w as th ree  slices of th in  bread , poor jam  and  th ree th in  
slices of a  bad cake. I th en  w ent and  had an o th e r bath  and  back to the  boat w hich w as 
not to leave till the  nex t day.

A friend of m ine th en  told m e tha t he w as try ing  to get a pass out of the  soldiers 
council to go by tra in . He m anaged  to get th is  in exchange for som e soap and cocoa 
from a G erm an  soldier who helped him . T he G erm an soldier added m y nam e to the 
pass  w hich w as a species of forgery and  also took us to the  sta tion  and  got u s on the 
tra in  w ith ou r luggage. We m et a  G erm an civilian on the tra in  w ho had been in terned  
in E ngland. I w as glad to h ear th a t since 1917 M arch he had the sam e food as  the 
G erm ans had given us and th a t he did not like it. Still he helped u s a lot, pu t h im self 
out to do so. and  w hen he left u s told the guard  of the tra in  to look after us.

So we got to the last G erm an  sta tion  n ear the D utch fron tier a t 10:20 th a t night: 
here we w ere told we would have to w alk 6 m iles to the neares t D utch tow n. As we had 
m ore luggage th an  we could carry  -- we w ondered w hat to do, bu t we got two G erm an 
civ ilians, so ld iers 1 th in k  who had deserted , to w heel a hand  cart w ith ou r luggage to 
the  D utch frontier w here we tipped them  one pound and  they  left u s to th e  D utch 
guard . T he G erm an frontier guard  had left its post. T he D utch guard  took us on to the 
tow n abou t 3 m iles off. a  place called Venlo. T here  we were received by an  E nglish of
ficer w ho had been sen t there  to receive escaped  prisoners. We w ere th e  first officers 
w ho had tu rn ed  up. He sen t u s  to a hotel and  told us the  G overnm en t would pay all 
bills. D euced good th a t, the  stay  at a hotel w ith the  pu rse  of the  B ritish nation  to draw  
from. We had a rare good m eal a t 12 oclock m idn igh t w ith the  best w ine we could get 
and  w ent to bed in the m ost com fortable D utch bed. M other will tell you how good 
they are. and  she  w on 't be su rp rised  to h ear th a t we w ere not allow ed to use the  bath  
for fear we should  m ake it d irty . T he D utch said  we w ere not to go on to R otterdam  
w ithout an  o rder from them . But we got tired  of w aiting  and  on S unday  m orn ing  w ent 
to the  sta tion  and  bought tickets an d  w ent to R otterdam . We w ent th en  to the  C on
su la te  w hence we w ere sen t to a hotel, to w ait the  boat. T hat w as the day before y es te r
day. T he B ritish C onsul cashed  ch eq u es for u s and  we sp en t the  day an d  even ing  go
ing ab o u t the  tow n. T he D utch had alw ays been very k ind to us and  w elcom ed us. At
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Venlo I beat one a t chess. T he C onsul sen t u s to th is hotel in his m otor ca r flying the 
Union Jack , and  told u s  all bills would be paid by the  G overnm ent. We w ere careful 
not to be too expensive  after ou r first d in n e r of freedom  at Venlo. T h ings were very 
expensive at R otterdam . T he bill for tea for 4 cam e to 16 shillings, sim ply  2 cups of tea 
and  3 sw eet cakes each . T he C onsu lar people w ould I suppose  check the  prices. I saw 
all the bills and  signed them  to show  th a t we had had w hat w as on them . In R otterdam  
tha^ n igh t we w ent to two cafes. T he first w as one tha t w ould hold about 2500 people, 
a sort of O lym pia w ith a band  a t one end and  a  stage a t the o ther. We sa t there  and 
d ran k  a g lass or tw o of beer and  w hen the  o rch es tra  saw  us they  played “ Home sw eet 
hom e” and  English  tunes. W hen we got up  to go he played “God save the K ing” right 
th rough  w hile we stood at a tten tio n  w ishing he had stopped  a t one verse, and  all the 
D utch cheered . T he sam e th in g  happened  a t the  o ther cafe we w ent to only tha t w as a 
sm aller place. We w ere the only E nglish officers there.

Y esterday we cam e on th is boat w hich s ta rted  today a t 1 oclock and  is now at 5:30 
ancho red  at the  Hook of Holland. I’ll post th is le tte r w hen 1 get to E ngland. I have 
enjoyed th is trip  from Mainz here like any th ing . It w as b e tte r th an  any  tou ring  trip. 
J u s t  fancy after being caged up  so long to be free, to be com ing  hom e and  to have 
the  exc item en t of not know ing w hat w as going to happen  next and  for every th ing  to 
happen  as  easily  a s  tha t. It could not have happened  be tte r. Som e of the o thers who 
were on the  R hine boat got on th is sh ip  today bu t they had suffered all the  d iscom forts 
of th a t horrid  D utch R hine s te am er stopp ing  about a t various places. I am  glad they 
got there  in tim e bu t it w as m uch  m ore fun going the irregu la r way we w ent.

Best of love to you.

It w as qu ite  im possible to escape from Mainz C am p. Most of us had a try  but none 
succeeded . I’ll tell you these sto ries w hen we m eet.

A.R. Powys

I hope to see  you  soon.
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Emily Marian Powys Grey 
cb. 27 O ctober 1882

AND BOOKS ALL THE LONG EVENING



Palisades. New York 
J u n e  4 th  1950
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D ear Mr. C onrath :

1 am  sorry for the  delay in replying to your le tte r bu t I really th in k  you have all the 
inform ation n ecessary  for y ou r w riting  abou t m y th ree  bro thers. 1 a lw ays th ink  tha t 
JC P  is the  novelist & critic. LIP is top as essay ist and  TFP a m as te r of the  short story, 
hard  to beat. I am  glad to say th a t both Jo h n  and  T heodore are  leading a life of sec lu 
sion en tire ly  in accordance  w ith the ir liking, Jo h n  w alks up the  m oun ta in  th ree  hours 
every m orn ing  before breakfast and  Theodore takes a sh o rte r  w alk am ong  the lanes 
and  woods and  fields of D orset at th ree  oclock every afternoon. Jo h n  is as full of pow er 
and  m agnetism  as  ever and  T heodore as philosophical and  u n d ers tan d in g  and 
hum orous a s  ever he w as and  a g reat deal happ ier th an  in his younger years. N either 
gen tlem en  ever w an ts  to see anyone from the  ou tside world.

O ur youngest s is te r Lucy has now bought a co ttage in M appow der near T heodore 
and  is living there  and  enjoys w alking w ith T heodore som etim es. She loves to read 
and  is happy  in a very qu iet hom e life.

O ur s is te rs  G ertrude  and  Philippa live next door to Alyse G regory in a double 
co ttage a t the  top of the beautifu l high dow ns and  cliffs n ear the W hite Nose looking 
out tow ards Portland  one way and  St. A lbans Head the  o ther. All th is  is described in 
L lew elyn’s essays as he took the house to be near them . O ur s is te r G ertrude  is now 
hom e from K enya w here she  has been stay ing  w ith WEP and  has m ade pain tings of all 
the wild flowers in th a t rem ote coun try  besides o th e r fine p ic tu res  of the  scenery .

We are  all happy  tha t ou r youngest b ro ther Will is com ing from Africa for a visit th is 
sum m er. He is m agnificen t looking, and  full of silent power, m ore like ou r Father, but 
w ith o u r M others’s dark  eyes and  sensitiv ity .

My sis te r Philippa and  I are  g reat gardeners. We are both asham ed  to have a bought 
vegetable in the house. She is an  exact gardener, w ith vegetab les of enorm ous size 
and  perfection bu t 1 am  celeb ra ted  a t S nedens L anding for having m ore w eeds and 
m ore vegetab les th an  anyone and  besides m ore flowers too. T his S pring  I w as so 
proud to walk u n d e r full flow ering app le trees th a t I p lan ted  m yself, one w ith my 
b ro ther Llewelyn in 1922. and  all the o ther fruit trees are  m y joy and  delight. W ith the 
lace in the m orn ing  and  the  garden  in the late afternoon  and  books all the  long 
even ing  I am  very happy though  living alone, except for my son com ing in the 
w eekends w ith his wife TY w ho enjoys the  garden  too.

T hey are  now w orking w ith the  T ibor Nagy m arione ttes  as you can  see in the 
p resen t n u m b er of the  T h ea tre  A rts and  there  w as a good review  in the  T im es 
D ram atic Section May 21. It is very in te resting  work and  is indeed a p leasure to see 
the  show  so m uch  in the m an n e r of the  e ig h teen th  cen tu ry . It h as a d ram atic  and 
literary  side and  dealing  w ith people, th a t su its  Peter very well.

Bill P arker is an  old friend of Peter, a t E xeter and  at H arvard  and  ever since, but we 
have not seen  him  for several m on ths now.

I gave up  the  D evonshire Lace Shop in 1945. having run  it since 1916 w ith m any 
ups and  dow ns and  ad v en tu res  of every kind, and  now I am  m aking  a book called The 
B eauty of Lace, a  sort of record of m y w ork bu t m ostly  a book to s tir  the  in te rest of the 
you th  in th is lovely art so despised  and  rejected  at th is  tim e. I will pu t in my lecture  
an n o u n cem en t to give you som e idea of it all.

W ishing every k ind of luck w ith your work.

S incerely

[signedl M arian Powys



Llewelyn Powys
t) . 13 A ugust 1884
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MISS MARIAN POWYS 

ARTIST AND LACE MAKER

(Press R elease, 1921]

It will be of in te rest to not a few people in A m erica to learn  th a t the D evonshire Lace 
Shop. 60  W ashing ton  Square , has now m oved to 51 W est 57 th  S treet. S ince the in 
au gu ra tion  of her b usiness five years ago. Miss M arian Powys, by her rem arkable  
know ledge of her sub ject and  her no less rem arkab le  en th u s iasm  abou t all th a t con
cern s it. has done m uch  to in itia te  the fashionable w orld of New York into a ju s t 
apprecia tion  of th is anc ien t and  fasc inating  industry .

Miss M arian Pow ys is a  good exam ple of a w om an w ho knew  at an  early  age w hat 
she w anted to do and  by her energy and  perseverance  has ach ieved  it. From  her 
earliest childhood she  w as strangely  a ttrac ted  by every k ind of delicate fabric. She is 
the d au g h te r of an  E nglish coun try  c lergym an  and  in the  oldfashioned vicarage th a t 
w as her hom e no crocheting  or em bro idery  w as too in trica te  for her da in ty  fingers. 
She herself well rem em bers  her m o ther say ing  to her on one occasion, as the  ch ild ren  
se ttled  them selves round the tea table, a fter th e ir sew ing lesson. “ M arian, your touch 
w ith the  needle is so light th a t you ought to be able to m ake the m ost w onderful lace ." 
W ords w hich in th e  light of her p resen t position appear to have been alm ost c la ir
voyant in the ir p rophetic  insight.

It was. how ever, not her m o ther but her cousin . T he Lady Mary Shirley, w ho first 
ac tua lly  in troduced  her to the  old world craft w ith bobbins and  pillow. T he Lady Mary 
Shirley  lived at Oxford, one of the few su rv iv ing  cen tre s  of the  anc ien t industry , and  it 
w as w hile on a visit to her there  tha t Miss Pow ys first took lessons in the  delicate a rt in 
w hich she has now becom e so proficient. She declares th a t from the m om ent th a t she 
first began to m an ipu la te  the  little wooden w eights she  realised th a t she  had found her 
n a tu ra l vocation. P erhaps th ere  w as som eth ing  about the  exqu isite  refinem ent of the 
work w hich appealed  in a  pecu liar way to her essen tia lly  sensitive and  artistic  
tem peram en t. On her re tu rn  to M ontacute she filled the  old schoolroom  of her hom e 
w ith books on the  sub ject and  w as tire less in her efforts to get in touch w ith all the 
d is tric ts  of E ngland  w here th e  in dustry  w as still in ex istence: and  not con ten t w ith 
th is even she  sp en t m any  m o n th s ac tua lly  living w ith the co ttage w orkers of 
D evonshire and  Cornw all.

By her hard  w ork in design ing  and m ak ing  lace she  soon found she  had saved 
enough  m oney to take her abroad  on a trip  to the various E uropean  coun tries  w here 
the an c ien t craft still lingers. T hen  she decided to com e over to A m erica and  s ta rt a 
lace shop  in New York. In 1914. she  won the  gold m edal a t the P anam a E xhibition  for
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a lace fan designed  and  w orked by her own hand . She has been w orking at 60 W ash
ington S quare  ever since w here she has won th e  abso lu te  confidence of all who have 
had to do w ith her. and  also u n stin ted  recognition  of her ex trao rd inary  know ledge of 
the  sub ject from the  various m u seu m s and  c lubs tha t are  in terested  in the ancien t 
industry .

Her wide h istorical know ledge of lace com bined  w ith her p ractical tra in ing  in the 
ac tua l m aking  of its various k inds has rendered  her equally  efficient e ither in buying, 
selling, appra ising , repairing , design ing  or m aking  lace. Indeed, so conversan t has 
she becom e w ith her special sub jec t th a t it is said of her th a t she  is able to tell the 
n a tu re  and  date  of a piece of lace m erely by its touch. If th is  is really the  case it is no 
w onder th a t m anagers  of large up-tow n sto res have a hab it of say ing  to people who 
bring them  rare  lace to appraise , “ T ake it to 60  W ashington Square. T here is a little 
lady dow n there  w ho know s lace from A to Z .”

In m ak ing  her m ove to a  m ore convenien t and  m ore su itab le  position she carries 
w ith her the  good w ishes of m any  people w ho are following w ith am azem en t the 
career of th is  brave h igh-spirited  E nglish girl who u n d ertak es  an y th in g  to do w ith her 
profession w ith all the  fire and  passionate  zeal of an  inspired  artist.

[signed] Llewelyn Powys

[handw ritten  on the  typed release) Mr. Llewelyn Powys has recen tly  re tu rn ed  from 
Africa, w here he spen t five years, hu n tin g  and  s tudy ing  the  coun try . He w rote th is 
artic le  -- bu t is not particu la r ab o u t his nam e being used.

Can you use th is in Dec. 15th issue?

E.L.T.
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C atharine Edith Philippa Powys
eb. 8 May 1886

TWO POEMS

THIS IS THE STALL

T his is the stall 
W here Jo sep h in e  has lain 
Bay w as her colour 
W ith four black legs 
A good m are and  strong  
But som ew hat w ayw ard

In spirit 
Such  as  her m istress  
W as know n to be.
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TO THEODORE FRANCIS POWYS

M ighty M agician 
I th an k  thee  for thy  art 
W hich here doth  chase  
Dull gloom from doleful hours.

T hese ta les of beau ty  and  of sorrow  
Are profounder far in m ould and  colour 
T han  ever d raw n in landscape scenes.

God or D em on?
W ith unequalled  skill.
W ith pathos or hum our.
Over ou r anc ien t ea rth  
I see thee  stoop 
To touch  the  core of life:
To adorn  the  sun . to c lo the the clouds.
Or dip the w in ter tw igs in golden ore.

O! Fairy-Priest 
I b less thy  m agic Crook 
By w hich I see thee trip  and tu rn  
T hy w ayw ard flock.
Feeding am idst the  spring-daisies,
C ouched in anc ien t sun lit m eadow s.
Or lured to the ‘lew ’ of w ind-sw ept hedges 
T h u s to sh u n  the hasty  rain.
Or m easu re  the gam es of dancing  flies.

I praise thee!
P rom oter of the  Pottersclay .
It's  thee, th rough  these long hou rs of gloom 
Who g u ard e th  m y door from w an ton  care -- 
And th e  dire cu rse  of blind m a n ’s buff. 
Instead, like w itches we hu rry  aw ay,
Over the hills and  dow n the lanes 
W here fam iliar sou n d s a rrest m y ear.

I am  m ade happy.
For now I can  vouch 
W hen I lie cold 
T hat o thers  will live to love 
T he old oak posts.
T he flocks and  birds 
T hat th rive and  dwell 
On C haldon H eights.
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William Ernest Powys
cb. 3 M arch 1888

GOOD TIMES IN THE HAY BARN

I do m ind six ty-eight years ago at Abbey Farm , M ontaeute, how the Gaffer w ent off 
dow n T au n to n  Dean way to get m arried  on 25 Ju ly  1907. and  we had a g reat supper 
party  to ce lebrate  the occasion. 'T w as held up the wide stone step s in the apple loft 
above the  cider cellar, th a t w as all dark-like, w ith row s of c ider casks, som e of them  
holding five or six or m ore hogsheads of cider.

Oh. the  tra ipesing  there  w as up and  dow n them  stone s tep s b ring ing  up m ore and 
m ore c ider from the cellar below from  the  best cask  m ade from T aun ton  Blacks. T he 
fa rm h an d s cam e along w ith the ir w ives and  older ch ild ren , and  dairym an  Slade from 
D orset w ho ren ted  the dairy, tall and  dark , w ith his p re tty  wife w ho show ed me how to 
m ake Blue V inney. Mr. Hull the sq u ire ’s agen t w as there , too. to jo in  the fun. and  to 
see we d id n 't tum ble abou t too m uch .

T here w as C harles M ontaeute, the  old ca rte r  w ho 'd  been ca rte r  on the  farm  in 
H ard ing 's  days, a s tau n ch  bap tist, s ta lw art and  full of goodness in all his doings. 
O ther ca rte rs  w ere George and  J im  G aylard: shepherd  C harles M asters: Jo e  Meach. 
handym an : Mr. G eard. know n as Bristol Bob: C harlie Meade: H arry Davies: old Ja m e s  
G eard: C harlie 's  son. Ja c k  M asters: young G eard. son of Bristol Bob. . . .[WEP tells a 
n u m b er of tales about these  men.)

C harles M asters, he w ere a fine shepherd , jea lous as all sh ep h erd s  should  be of his 
sheep  and  his dogs. . . .And he d id n 't like anybody hand ling  his sheep  except him self. 
I rem em ber th is tale: w hen once the  flock of ew es had been too long in Miles Hill and  
broken in to  a ne ig h b o u r 's  tu rn ip s  I found them  there  and  b rough t the  whole flock 
back th rough  the  village to th e  sheepyards t ’o th e r end of th e  farm . Oh. w asn ’t he 
angry  w ith me for doing th a t. But my. w hat a good shepherd  he was. and  I’ve been a 
sheep  farm er all m y life and  m ak ing  use of the m ethods he used in w orking w ith 
s h e e p . . .  .

T hen  there  w as Sam uel G uard , a m an  in his six ties, w ho lived at Park Mill cottage 
u n d er the  sh e lte r of High Wood close to the  track  to Bagnell. . . .He knew  w here the 
foxes’ e a rth s  w ere and  the badger sets, all th e ir ru n s and  w here they  had the ir cubs. 
He knew  w here the  sky lark  had laid her eggs: w hat the  gam ekeeper w as doing, and 
w here the hen ph easan t had her nest and would tell the  keeper if he though t she w as 
in danger of being m olested. . . .

In h is m anhood G uard  developed cancer, and  w hen he w as lying in bed very sick he 
sen t a m essage to m e at W hitcom be Bottom  to com e and  see him  as he felt he w as 
dying. I rode over to Park Mill, and  w as filled w ith sad n ess a t seeing him  so ill. h is face 
so pale as h is pillow, w hen I had alw ays know n him  the  p ic tu re  of health , happy  w ith 
the  p leasure of h is life so connected  w ith N ature. We talked of haym aking , harvest and 
all farm  work. He w as a  b rave m an  indeed. He had two sons in the navy: his g ran d 
ch ild ren  m ust be still a round  C h iselburgh  and  C hinnock.

We m ust rem em ber am ong  these  workfolk the ir sons w orking on the  farm  who 
jo ined  K itchener’s A rm y as vo lun teers a t the  ou tb reak  of the '14 w ar and  lost the ir 
young  lives.

T h is is w hat I do m ind of all the  workfolk of the  Abbey Farm . M ontaeute. How 
grateful I have been th ro u g h o u t my farm ing life for w hat I learn t from them , and  from 
the  G affer him self.
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Lucy Amelia Penny
T). 22 N ovem ber 1890

AND I 

WAS

THE YOUNGEST

Six b ro thers  and  four s is te rs  and  I w as the  youngest of th is  large fam ily, so for m any 
years I only had a ch ild ’s im pression  of m y com panions. My eldest b ro ther w as 
eigh teen  years old w hen I w as born  and  w as m y G odfather. T he th ree  youngest of the 
fam ily w ere born in M ontacute V icarage, a p leasan t house, large enough  for us all w ith 
a  spacious garden . No e lec tric ity  or gas in ou r house in those days -- oil lam ps and  
candles. A little oil lam p w ith the  wick uncovered  stood on the  hall slab  after dark  w ith 
flat cand lestick s on each side. My F a th e r 's  w as m ade of real silver w ith h is crest on it -- 
used only by him! No hot w ater pipes -- so all ba th -w ater w as carried  to the bedroom s 
.in large cans, as th ere  w as no bathroom . Fun to have b a th s  by an  open fire, but m uch  
work in carry ing  coal around . We had th ree  m aids to help and  a N urse till I w as th ree  
years old.

1 recall the  exc item en t everyw here w hen b ro ther Ja c k  the  eldest cam e hom e for the 
holidays from C orpus C hristi College C am bridge. He w ould run  up  to the  nu rsery  and  
carry  m e dow nsta irs on his shoulders, and  he would organize all th e  gam es -  especial
ly d ram atic  ones. T he Phelips fam ily living in M ontacute House -  the E lizabethan  
m ansion  close by -  w ould jo in  us in acting . Even H am let w as a ttem p ted , w ith Ja c k  as 
H am let. C reepy g am es round the dark  garden  som etim es at n igh t w ith Jabberw ock  
sto ries from Lewis C arro ll’s books, in w hich the  last one of the procession w as 
pounced  upon by som e one h idden in the  laurel hedge. T errify ing to me!

My s is te r E leanor (fifth in the family) died w hen she w as th irteen  years old from 
periton itis  (as it w ould be called now). She had had append ix  pains from tim e to tim e. 
Nellie, a s  we called her. w as a specially  a ttrac tiv e  child  and  beloved by her eldest 
b ro th e r -- they used to p lan living together one day. My M other had given Nellie a 
sketch  book the  y ear before -  and  G ertrude  and  Nellie both had a gift for draw ing. 1 
have a pa in ting  Nellie m ade of a fancy d ress ch ild ren ’s ball, w ith chande lie rs  hanging  
from the  ceiling  -  th is  little p ic tu re  Ja c k  kept n ear his couch  to the end of h is life. I w as 
two and  a half yea rs  old w hen she died and  rem em ber being carried  in to see her in 
bed. w ith her lovely au b u rn  ha ir round  her shoulders. ’’D on’t you know  Nellie, L ucy ,” 
she  said. She used to show  m e p ic tu re  books and  fetch m e dow nsta irs from the
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nursery . T h is w as in 1893. and  Llew elyn w rites abou t her dea th  in an  essay  called 
"T h ren o d y ” in E bony a n d  Ivory.

W hen I m arried  a t tw enty  years and  w ent to live in H am pshire  at H orsebridge on the 
T est, m y eldest b ro th e r w ould spend  the first n igh t or two a t ou r Mill on his re tu rn  
from giving lec tu res in A m erica. I would greet the L iner at S ou tham p ton  w here it 
docked, and  then  we would m ake the jo u rn ey  together by tra in , passing  Rom sey to 
H orsebridge. T h is would usually  be in the  m on th  of May. and  I rem em ber J a c k ’s 
delight in finding a celandine still in flower as we w alked by the  river. My M other died 
in 1914 ju s t before the 1st w orld w ar began. T his w as a sorrow  to all of us. My b ro ther 
Ja c k  had a  special association  w ith her and  would give her m any  books and  they 
w ould spend  hou rs in talk ing and  read ing  together. My F ather, lost w ithout her, 
carried  on as best he could, till the end of the w ar. and  we left the V icarage w hich had 
been our hom e for m ore th an  th irty  years.

My b ro ther L ittleton  a lthough  so different in m an n er and  ch a rac te r from Jo h n  w as 
alw ays in close touch  w ith him  th rough  th e ir love of wild flowers, and  co nstan t le tter 
w riting  in w hich they  followed the  even ts of the ir lives. L ittleton  w as good looking 
w ith a fine voice, ready to help any  m em ber of the fam ily -- an  excellent schoo lm aster 
w ith a sensitive u n d ers tan d in g  of each pupil w hich m ade him  well liked in his profes
sion. A lovable m an , and  in his old age w inning  and  w arm hearted .

T heodore w as quiet, full of his own th o u g h ts  and alw ays search ing  for light and 
tru th  in a world w here good and  evil a re  so near each o ther in u s all. A good com 
panion in w alks, and  w ith a p ene tra ting  q u esting  m ind, as I found in la ter life w hen I 
cam e to live in the  sam e village of M appow der and  had the happ iness of daily w alks 
w ith him  for the first th ree  years. In spite of having seen very little of each o th e r for 
th irty  or forty years we at once felt at hom e together.

G ertrude , th e  a rtis t, the  m ost valuable and  en te r ta in in g  s is te r  to u s all. A lways say 
ing unexpected  th ings, and bring ing  an  a r t is t 's  touch  to every th ing  around . C om plete 
and  independen t in her own m ind, she helped us to be less frightened of life and  to 
value its beau ty  and  its hum our.

A.R.P. (Bertie) w ith the  m ind  of an  a rch itec t, absorbed  in his w ork and  in the 
s tren g th  of long ago bu ilders an d  w hat they  had m ade, w as a sensitive m an  of s trong  
ch arac te r. 1 deligh ted  in his occasional v isits and  alw ays felt happy w ith him .

M arian, the  lace-m aker, com es next. W hen I w as e igh t years old ou r governess left 
us and  the  two older sis te rs  tau g h t me. I w as aw are th en  of how different they were. 
May. as we called her, had been a pupil a t Norwich High School, living w ith m y A unts 
in the ir house in the  Close w hile she  w as there . She tau g h t well --1 rem em ber som e of 
her lec tu res now; bu t it w as lessons w ith G ertrude  th a t w ere the happy ones. After we 
sa t in the  garden . G ertrude  in a com fortable cha ir w ith w raps round  her -  she had 
been lately  at the S lade School u n d e r Mr. T ouks and liked to pain t w henever she could 
-  she  pu t me on the  schoolroom  table, s itting  on a k itchen  cha ir and  m ade a d raw ing 
of m e -  w hich 1 have prom ised m y nephew  (May’s son) should  la ter on go to his hom e 
in A m erica. At th is tim e G ertrude  m ade m any  good po rtra its  of my F a ther and  of 
o thers  of the fam ily -- an o th e r po rtra it of Llewelyn is at hand  -- excellen t likenesses, 
bu t w ith som eth ing  of G e rtru d e ’s seren ity  passing  into them ; also an  excellent one of 
m y s is te r Katie pa in ted  in the  s is te rs ’ early  years a t C hydyok w ith a favourite pu ss and 
a tray  of coffee close by. K atie’s wild passionate  side does not app ea r in it -  unlike a 
p ic tu re  of her m y b ro ther Willie pain ted  in her old age w hich show s all th a t side of her 
charac te r. His po rtra its  are som etim es alm ost ca rica tu res  of the sub ject but alw ays 
there  is som eth ing  true  in them . His landscapes of K enya and  the W est C ountry  are a 
special delight to us all as they adorn  our houses -  alw ays full of life an d  m ovem ent of 
an im als  or A fricans.
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My b ro ther Jo h n  has described  Llewelyn so well in h is w riting  th a t he is alw ays 
before us w ith h is boyish, su n n y  disposition and in tense  in te rest in life from every 
aspect.

As girls Katie and  I were together a g reat deal. T here  w as only four and  a half years 
betw een u s so she  w as the  leader and we shared  our lives closely. W alking w as alw ays 
im portan t -- in looking at her old d iaries in every d ay ’s story  th ree  w alks would be 
included. And we had a horse and  dog cart w hich Katie often borrow ed from my 
F a th er so th a t we could drive along the  lanes we knew  so well in ou r w alks. G ardening  
had a steady ing  influence on m y sis te r and  w as a real in terest. At C hydyok she had to 
work on a very stony, poor patch  of land but th is w as a  challenge -- and  she  grew  
vegetables, w hile G ertrude  dealt w ith the  care of bees and  the ir hives and  the fruitage, 
and  she  p lan ted  m any trees w hich still flourish on the bare hillsides.

My b ro ther Willie, only two and  a half years older th an  I am . w as my special com 
panion in ou r days of childhood -  and  we alw ays w ere happy w ith each o ther 
w henever we w ere together in after years, exactly  as if the  bird nesting  days of long 
ago w ere still w ith us. T hen  he would clim b tall trees to look into rook’s or m agp ie 's  
n ests  w hile 1 w aited below. He gave m e a young  jackdaw  once; it would fly across a 
field or the garden  to perch on m y finger!

I had a different approach  to each of m y beloved b ro th ers  and  sisters, and feel m y 
life has been in terw oven w ith the irs -- and  they are still near.
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Mary Casey
1915 - 1980

ADRAD

A p oem  fo r  G ertrude P ow ys
a fte r  long looking at her p a in tin g  

on th e  n igh t o f her b ir thday.

a poem  in the in s tan t of conception
fusion of w ords w ith brain  trem or is
endeavou r of being th roughou t
as in the feats of aging O dysseus
w ho excelled by the aid of A thene
the  oar-loving d ancers
the  m usical P haeaeians
for at th a t being-in-poem
all the law s of Jew s  and  un iverse
cosm os and  m ortal c reation
cease

they  resum e
after the touch  of the m uses
w ith a fraction of difference
in the angle of one so u l's  response
to the em pirical geom etrical ad ra s te ia
ad rad  at the new song
as Jaco b  after his d ream
the poet considers the  best loved sto ries
w ere alw ays of U lysses and  Israel
un til C hrist s tan d s  before P ilate
and  in his own body once and  for all
b reaks the law
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