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Minutes of the Annual General Meeting
of The Powys Society

held at Millfield School, Somerset, at n.oo a.m., 18 August 2002

Present The Officers and 33 members of the society.

1 Apologies These were received from Glen Cavaliero (detained by an
unavoidable teaching commitment),* John Powys, J. P.de Waegenaere, Leslie
Harrison, Leslie Booth, Marius Buning, Sven-ErikTackmark. News was received
that Leslie Harrison, who had to go into hospital shortly before the conference,
had since died. The meeting expressed its sadness. It was also revealed that
Professor Robert Blackmore had recently died.

2 Minutes ofthe AGM of 18 August 2001 These were referred to as already
published in the Newsletter for November 2001. The minutes were duly passed.
3 Matters arising from the Minutes There were none.

4 Hon. Secretary’s Report for August 2001-August 2002

The present committee was elected to office in August 2001, after the retirement
or resignation of nearly all the previous committee. We have met five times (more
often than usual), on 8 September, 20 October, 12 January, 6 April, and 22 June,
in London (through the generosity of Timothy and Judith Hyman), or in
Cheltenham. In addition we had a short preliminary meeting before the confer-
ence.

The committee unanimously agreed in two separate resolutions to confer
Honorary Life Membership on Belinda Humfrey, Gerald Pollinger and Cecil
Woolf for their contribution over the years to promoting the works of the Powys
brothers, in particular those of John Cowper Powys.

The committee discussed the Constitutional Issues Discussion paper pro-
duced last year on proposed revisions of the society’s constitution; and con-
ducted the ballot on constitutional changes which took place in February 2002.
The constitution had been in place since 1988, with amendments made in 1996:
some of its anomalies and problems only emerged at the time of the election in
2000. The resulting ballot was conducted as a separate mailing, which had the
desired result offocussing the members’attention and bringing a higher response
than expected - about 36%, in contrast to about 14% when a similar ballot was
conducted in 1996. The results and implications of the changes have been

* The Chairman had earlier read out the letter from the President:

‘Dear Richard, | would like to send my very best wishes to the conference
and apologise for my absence, the first one in thirty years. | shall greatly miss taking
part, and especially regret being unable to join Margaret Drabble and
P.J.Kavanagh on the Glastonbury platform. | had been much lookingforward to that
discussion. However—all the samefor that’asJohn Cowper Powys liked to say, do all of
you see to it thatyou have a wonderful time - wish | was there! Everyours, Glen.’
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published in Newsletter 45.

We are grateful for the work of Kate Kavanagh who in our first meeting agreed
to be elected to the post of Newsletter editor and is prepared to continue for
another year. The editorial content of each Newsletter has been discussed at
committee meetings before each publication.

The committee has also dealt with the updating and reorganisation of the
Powys Society website, for which the Chairman - who is the manager of awebsite
company as well as a biographer - took the initiative. This website, since it was
first established under Thieu Klijn and continuing through the work of Joe
Boulter, has brought in an increasing number of requests for information or
membership details, and will clearly become even more important for public
awareness of the society. The website was given a new address, and hosting
arrangements were made.The committee recommends anyone with access to the
internet to have a look at it and feed back any comments or suggestions.

Much time this last year was spent on the organisation of the annual
conference. The Chairman took responsibility for the programme, while | and
Louise de Bruin worked together to make the arrangements. Visits to Millfield on
18 September and 26 March confirmed its appropriateness as avenue and details
were advertised. We accepted that Kingston Maurward had priced itself beyond
our means, and also felt that a new location would be appropriate. A two-day
conference kept the price to below £100. A booking strategy involving payment
of a deposit was tried out, which gave greater security to planning. | hope
members will agree that these arrangements have worked well. Several of us have
also visited the Hand Hotel at Llangollen where we hope to hold next year’s
Conference.

Information on the committee’s work is published in short reports in each
Newsletter, and of course, the minutes are open to inspection. We are aware that
there are many possibilities open to us - for example the publishing programme,
which has been an important aspect ofthe society (and indeed brought in funds)
over the years, but is now temporarily in abeyance. We hope to consider this and
other initiatives in the year 2002-03.

Allmembers ofthe committee bar one have agreed to serve a further term, and
have been elected unchallenged. Our Treasurer, Stephen, after 14 years’ excep-
tional service to the society, is standing down, and another member, Michael
French, has come forward to take his place. Stephen has agreed, however, to stay
on for the time being as Publications Manager.Through his meticulous work with
computers, we have been enabled year-in year-out to present to members our
highly professional publications. In the case ofthsJournal in the last two years we
have benefited from the expertise of Professor Larry Mitchell as its editor, and
through the wonders of modern technology have produced amagazine across two
continents, at the click of a mouse!

The Powys Society is a small-to-medium literary society. Its membership
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stands at present at about 330, a number that has remained steady around this
mark foranumber ofyears.The last year has seen the loss of 13 members through
resignations or death, and 15 new members joining. We do not expect these
figures to change dramatically, although, as in past years, we will discuss
strategies to increase the membership, and particularly to appeal to a younger
generation. A small number of members and a small group ofvolunteers work to
bring out each year 3 handsome and substantial Newsletters and an important
scholarly Journal, and to organise a busy conference. Since 1992 we have also had
responsibility as owners of one of the largest and most important Powys
collections in the world, of manuscripts, books, and personalia. These responsi-
bilities require both continuity and, in a democratic society, turnover and fresh
faces. Volunteers are always needed.

After aperiod ofdisagreements, we hope that the Powysian ship has sailed into
calmer waters. A year or two ago | was reminded of a poem by Bret Harte, ‘The
Society Upon the Stanislaus’,* where a group of palaeontologists, on an expedi-
tion to study rock formations (actually fossils), start throwing the rocks at each
other. We hope now (in the words of Colin Wilson and lain Sinclair) that the
rocks, each one a priceless gem - indeed an energised force - can be placed
carefully back into the geological - even the psycho-geographical - mosaic.

The secretary’sreport was applauded.There was also applause from the meeting
for Stephen Powys Marks’s 14 years’service to the society asTreasurer and for his
continuation as Publications Manager, for which he was thanked from the Chair.
Kate Kavanagh’swork as Newsletter editor was also applauded. John Hodgson got
up and gave a vote ofthanks to Richard Perceval Graves for taking on the role of
Chairman at a period of crisis in the affairs of the society. This was warmly
approved. Peter Foss was also warmly thanked for his work as Secretary.

5 HonTreasurer’s Report. Stephen Powys Marks referred to the publication
of the accounts in the July 2002 Newsletter. He reported that there were 292
members ofthe society who were currently paid up. He pointed out that the figure
of£2,362 for the Powys Collection was an exceptional one-off payment incurred
at the end of the Curator’s work and would not be repeated. He also drew
attention to the generous bequest of £500 made to the society by the late
Mr P. C. Higgs in his will.

Belinda Humfrey raised the question ofthe transfer ofmoneys from the Wilson
Knight fund, and asked that this would not be a precedent. The Chairman said
that these matters belonged to a previous administration, and whilst the current
committee might have done things differently, it was not in our power to change
them now.

* Lastversefrom Bret Harte: ‘And. that is all | have to say of these improper games! For
I live on Table Mountain and my name is TruthfulJames__’ ed.
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ColinThomas asked about direct debits, which the Chairman said had already
been discussed in committee, and standing orders were favoured. ColinThomas
also asked about joint membership, and the Chairman said that the committee
would consider further membership options.

Louise de Bruin asked for an explanation of the discrepancy in the member-
ship numbers. Stephen explained that his figures were paid-up numbers, and
of course did not include Honorary members. Peter Foss said that the current
membership list does not distinguish between various kinds ofmembers, but that
this would be sorted out in the next session.

The Treasurer’s accounts were accepted.

6 Chairman’s Report Richard Perceval Graves referred to the publication
of his report in the July 2002 Newsletter.

7 Committee and Officers These were as follows: Chairman: Richard
Perceval Graves; Vice-Chairman-. David Goodway; Hon. Secretary. Peter J. Foss.
Committee-. David Gervais, Timothy Hyman, Kate Kavanagh, Jeff Kwintner,
Sonia Lewis, John Powys.

At this point Richard Graves introduced Michael J. French who was willing to
take on the role of Honorary Treasurer. He called for a proposal from the floor.
Timothy Hyman proposed and David Goodway seconded. A vote was taken
with a show of hands and the New Treasurer was approved by the membership.
8 Appointment of Auditor Stephen Powys Marks reported that the soci-
ety’s auditor Stephen Allen said that he had agreed to continue. The Chairman
expressed our gratitude.

9 2003 Conference Richard Graves explained that the committee were
currently looking into the possibility of a conference for next year in or near
Llangollen.The date had yetto be confirmed. A discussion followed about this, in
which it was felt that despite the disadvantages of the August holiday season and
Bank Holiday, a change to September might militate against teachers.The end of
August, post-Bank Holiday when possible (as it is in 2003) was probably most
suitable. He would ascertain when the suggested hotel in Llangollen was
available. Committee members would visit the hotel, [see page 6]

10 AOB Larry Mitchell spoke about the need for articles for the. Journal, and
asked if any persons had material to get in touch with him at his email address.
Belinda Humfrey also made an appeal for material for the forthcoming issue of
The Powys Review, stipulating that there was no competition between the two.
There being no further questions, the meeting ended at 11.50 a.m.

Following the AGM and before the conference ended, a discussion was held on
the subject of “‘Which Powys Book should one read first?’ This produced,
predictably, almost as many suggestions and firmly-held convictions as the
members taking part.



Conference 2003

Our next year’s conference is planned to take place at the Hand Hotel,
Llangollen, North Wales, on the last weekend in August (Friday 29th-
Sunday 31st August 2003).

We hope that this date will suit those with school terms to consider, as well as
avoiding the bank holiday and peak tourist season.

We will investigate transport nearer the time, and given warning should be able
to organise meeting of trains. Llangollen is easily accessible by road.

Llangollen is acharming small town on the main A5 road (formerly the chief
road across North Wales), very much organised for family holidays (canal, steam
railway, ‘Dr Who’ exhibition etc.) and also for cultural festivals. It is a perfect
centre for touring this beautiful and fascinating part of Wales, and for JCP
devotees it is of course the setting for both Owen Glendower and Porius, as well as
his Corwen diary. The Valle Crucis monastic ruins are within easy reach, and
Corwen a few miles down the road. The ruins of Dinas Bran castle are perched
picturesquely above the town, viewed dramatically from the delightful house of
the ‘Ladies’ of Llangollen (two eccentric eighteenth-century Irish aristos who
settled in Llangollen, much visited by celebrities en route to or from Holyhead).

The Hand Hotel (which was there in the time of the Ladies) is a typical
rambling building of various periods looking over the River Dee. As often with
old buildings you now enter it from the less elegant car park on the town side, but
the river front retains some Regency grandeur, with a terraced riverside garden
across a small road.The hotel is under new management, with redecoration and
refurbishment in progress this year. By next season a lift is promised, with new
restaurant arrangements. The bedrooms (which presumably will be basically
unchanged) appeared to be comfortable: all with proper beds and ensuite
bathrooms (not showers) and characterful views of river or town. The ground
floor has several large reception rooms of which one part can be exclusively for
the Society, with its own bar ifrequired. The town of course offers alternatives.

The hotel has 50-plus rooms (doubles treated as singles) and depending on
our numbers, the management can use the surplus, which offers flexibility:
anyone wishing to extend their stay can negotiate terms. We could also plan extra
excursions, if enough people want this. We hope to report on the hotel’s
refurbishment progress and give more details in subsequent newsletters.

Inevitably, this site is again connected primarily with JCP, but the speakers
will be chosen with the other brothers also in mind. Plans for the following year
will be for areturn to Wessex and more attention to the family as a whole. There
is also the possibility of an interim meeting onTFP earlier in the summer - the
Spring Newsletter hopes to give details.



Obituaries

Professor Robert Blackmore 1919-2002

In the past ten years, a number of people have died who were particularly
important both to the field of Powys studies and to the Powys Society - Isobel
Powys Marks, Peter Powys Grey, Francis Powys, Gerard Casey, OliverWilkinson.
Bob Blackmore although less well known to English members was another one of
those who contributed immensely to the reputation of the Powyses. After a
doctorate at Syracuse University, he joined the faculty at Colgate University at
Hamilton, New York, USA and assumed over the years a sequence of leadership
positions there, including chair ofthe English Department, director of Humani-
ties, and Dean of the Faculty and Provost. In 1983 he returned to his first love -
teaching - accepting the Crawshaw Chair of Literature. He retired in 1986 and
died in June of this year.

Bob was largely responsible for the fact that the second largest Powys
collection in America is at Colgate University. Started in 1957 by a generous gift
from Norman Strouse, and subsequently added to by a number of gifts and
bequests, it is a fine collection ofbooks, letters, and manuscripts by and about the
Powyses. Bob was also the editor ofthe (American) Powys Newsletter.The. first one
came out in 1970 under the auspices of the Colgate University Press. This Press
was started by Bob and his wife Lucia in 1965, and over anumber of years made
available many of John Cowper’s novels in America, through an arrangement
with Macdonalds. Bob also wrote a number of articles and introductions to JCP
as well as editing the Powys to Knight: The Letters ofJohn Cowper Powys to G. R.
Wilson Knight.

Bob’s interests went far beyond the Powyses to be sure. He was a test pilot in
WorldWar 11, and for abriefperiod manager of Life Books. At Colgate he trained
awhole generation ofjournalists who went on to dominate the American scene. A
classically trained trombonist, he had an abiding love for, and deep knowledge of,
jazz music and for 40 years was the jazz disc jockey for local radio stations. His
collection of jazz albums which he kept in his basement, was a sight to be seen.

I first met Bob in the summer of 1978 in London where he was on sabbatical
with his wife. | was writing The Magical Questand itwas Bob’senthusiasm that led
me to finish it and his practical help that encouraged me to find a publisher. The
following winter | arrived in Hamilton, New York, the beautiful town where
Colgate University is located, during a raging blizzard. | will always remember
the Blackmores’hospitality in their lovely old house as well as the kindness of the
chief librarian Bruce Brown, who was so helpful as | worked on the Porius
typescript. It was Bob also who arranged to buy JCP’s letters to his sister Marian.
One Christmas Sunday | had to phone him to tell him that Peter Powys Grey, who
owned the original letters, was convinced they were in imminent danger ofbeing
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destroyed. How Bob managed to rouse the university administration over the
holidays, raise a very large sum of money for them, and arrange to pick up the
letters, all in two days, | shall never know. But by then not much about Bob
surprised me. We last saw him three years ago. Having survived several heart
by-passes, his arthritis had by then almost totally incapacitated him. But he kept
us up until late into the night discussing Powys, Hanley, SylviaTownsendWarner,
the Society, copyright problems, and the state of the universe in general. | shall
miss him very much as will many Powys scholars who have benefited by his deep
knowledge and unfailing generosity of spirit.

Morine Krissdottir

Leslie Harrison

Leslie died in Yeovil Hospital on the morning of Llewelyn’s birthday. He had
always been one of the party that meets at East Chaldon on that day and his
friends assembled there remembered him along with Llewelyn, shared their
sadness at his passing, and set out for the stone with less spring in their step than
usual.

| first came to know Leslie through asking a favour. More than fifteen years ago
the idea of a Powys Resource (nothing as grand as the collection) was being
considered and | was asked to research the possibility that it might be housed
somewhere in Montacute.The local information was that there was a warren of
vacant rooms above the Baptist Chapel which had once been used by Sunday
School classes. That was fine, but how was | to approach a Baptist Pastor who
would probably neither-know nor care about the Powyses. | finally decided to try
making references to Llewelyn’s essay on Henry Hardin, the much loved
contemporary of Charles Francis Powys. In the event | had no need to even refer
to the essay; at my mention of the Powys Society Leslie said, ‘Oh, the Powys
brothers, | have been reading them for years.” Although things moved on and we
never needed the room, that phone call brought the Society a loyal and active
member and me and many others within it, a valued friend.

I soon discovered that it was no fluke that Leslie Harrison had read Powys. He
had read a great many authors of whom | know little or nothing, and if one
mentioned an obscure writer you might well find that Leslie had not only read
him, but in his youth cycled to his home or perhaps his grave, on a personal
pilgrimage. | was to learn that as a child he had contractedTB, and attended an
open-air school, from which his mother removed him, determined to cure him
herself- which she eventually did. | can only assume it was that fragmented and
unstructured schooling that allowed Leslie to develop his love of Literature to
such good effect, free from the interference ofteachers and examinations.

The last time | visited Leslie he was very ill, and though he found speech
difficult he wanted to reminisce with me about the time | took him to see Mr.
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Bissell, and for that reason | will repeat the story here. | knew E. E. Bissell quite
well, but he and Leslie had never met.The ‘Particular Baptist’and the ‘Rational-
ist’took to each other instantly. Mr Bissell turned out treasure upon treasure and
there we sat in his tiny front room, surrounded by rare books and manuscripts,
among which | particularly remember the Swinburne family photograph album
with its beautifully framed Victorian plates. On one occasion when Bissell left the
room, Leslie looked about him, turned to me and said, with a twinkle in his eye,
‘Do you suppose this is what Heaven will be like?’ 1 do hope it is.

John Batten

Llewelyn Powys’ 118th Birthday Party

The rather appropriate ‘baker’s dozen’- or perhaps the even more appropriate
‘thirteen worthies’who met at the Sailor’s Return in glorious sunshine on August
13th literally constituted Llewelyn Powys’s 118th birthday party!

The party enjoyed the company of excellent friends on amemorable occasion;
first raising a glass to Llewelyn at the Sailor’s Return as John Batten reminded

Assembled around Llewelyn’ Stone are (from Left to Right)
John Batten, Jill (afriend ofJanet Pollock and member of the Sylvia Townsend
Warner Society),John Sanders, Andy (afriend of Gerald Redman), David Gervais,
Bruce Madge, Chris Gostick, my wife Ann, Richard Burleigh, and Gerald Redman.
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everyone about Llewelyn’srequest for such a gathering in his will —that the sum of
£100 he left with the landlord at the Sailors Return topayfor hisfriends to raise a glass
in his memory on each future occasion of his birthday’.

John then set the tone ofthe gathering by explaining eloquently the continuing
importance of Llewelyn’swriting to his own life, particularly as he is still able to
wander amongst the very places around his Montacute home that Llewelyn wrote
about so vividly.

He then interjected a sombre note into the proceedings when he announced
the very sad news of the death of Leslie Harrison earlier that morning. Revd
Leslie Harrison was, of course, the Methodist Minister at Montacute until his
retirement a few years ago, and a keen and active member ofthe Society for many
years who regularly attended Annual Conferences and Powys gatherings, includ-
ing the annual lunch at the Sailor’s Return on Llewelyn’s birthday.

Chris Gostick thanked John Batten for organizing what has now become a
regular annual event, before paying tribute to the valuable contribution that
Leslie Harrison’s membership, kindness and friendship had made to the Society
over the years. Chris then proposed atoast ‘to absentfriends’and those assembled

Outside
‘The Sailor’s Return’

Left to Right:

Jill (friend ofJanet)
Janet Pollock

John Batten

Chris Gostick

Andy (friend of Gerald)
John Sanders

Ann (the author’ wife)
Gerald Redman (ofthe honey)
Richard Burleigh

Eve Batten

Bruce Madge

David Gervais

The Revd Neil
was the photographer.



raised their glasses in salute, before setting out to savour the ether whilst walking
in the very footsteps of the man whose memory they had come to honour in this
Powysian landscape of sheep-filled sea-valleys, amongst the rolling downs above
East Chaldon.

OnlyJanet Pollock and Eve Batten stayed behind in the village, content to visit
the churchyard and renew old acquaintances in and around the village. Janet
kindly made Chydyok available and graciously provided refreshments and a
welcome rest for those ofus who were flagging after the long climb up the steep,
rutted, and rocky track from the village. On the way we had crested Chalky
Knapp in glorious sunshine and caught our first glimpse of the tall familiar
chimney stack at Chydyok, only to have it suddenly snatched away as it was
engulfed by a swirling blanket of sea-fog which blew overTumbledown from the
east. The intermittent sunshine and mist cast a variety of complexions on the
landscape, but generally the sun prevailed and the mix of strong sunlight above
the sea-mist lent an ethereal atmosphere to the proceedings by the time the
indomitable John Batten & Lulu had led the way finally to Llewelyn’s stone.

As we gathered around the stone John Batten reminded us all why we had made
this pilgrimage and accorded Ann the privelege ofplacing the posy, comprising of
moon daisies and Llewelyn & Alyse’s wedding flowers - yarrow, dandelion and
ground-ivy, on Llewelyn’s stone.

A few appropriate words were said as the mist swirled above our heads and
blotted out any view of the sea, and then we all set offback down the old Gypsy
track to Chydyok. The sun broke through again and lit our path back down the
flint-strewn track to the village and so to the Sailor’s Return, where we said our
goodbyes after one of our number had presented everyone with adelicious gift of
Somerset honey. As we parted and went our separate ways, we each took with us
memories to savour, every bit as sweet and golden as the honey.

Revd Neil Lee-Atkin

The writer (aformer Unitarian minister) writes (as ‘“Tom Bates’- another alias o f'Neil
Lee) on ‘The Derbyshire Powyses’in the October issue of Reflections, a magazine of
Derbyshire life. This is the latest of a number of articles he has produced urging
Derbyshire to be proud of its Powys connection. Neil Lee’ (a memberfor io years) has
several articles and letters in past Newsletters: in NL 28 “The Ecstasy ofthe Unbounded’
explores the connections between Unitarianism and Llewelyn’s view of life. He
celebrates hisfriend Jack Whitehead on p.51. KK
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Review

Boyne Grainger: We Lived in Patchin Place and Letters to Boyne
Graingerfrom John Cowper Powys and Llewelyn Powys
Edited with an Introduction by Anthony Head.
64pp with 16 illustrations. The Powys Heritage Series, volume 7.
CecilWoolf, London, 2002. isbn i 897967 18 7. £8.50.

It has always seemed remarkable to me that two writers - John Cowper and
Llewelyn Powys - whose greatest work is so deeply rooted in the soil ofWessex,
should have lived so much of their lives in America. And yet, it was in America
that each of the brothers received his widest and most enthusiastic acclaim and
there that each of them found (after early, unsuccessful relationships with
English women) their life partners. Nevertheless, it is interesting to wonder why
America should have proved essential to both ofthe brothers in the production of
works so intensely centred on the particulars of English life. Certainly, their
American experiences provided the physical distance which many writers find
essential although, significantly, this was not the case for their brotherTheodore,
whose perspective was temporal and temperamental rather than geographical.
Ultimately, America provided for Llewelyn and John what it has always promised
to provide: freedom. For John this was freedom from the thrall of those Great
Men of Letters whose influence and overwhelming example had constrained and
enfeebled his earlier work. For Llewelyn it was a freedom from the mores of his
class, something which he had always regarded as agolden cage from which, as an
artist, he must escape, although as a man he was not slow to claim the privileges
of birth.

America, then, was an essential part ofthe lives ofJohn Cowper and Llewelyn"
Powys and Patchin Place was (perhaps only second to Phudd Bottom for John)
central to their experiences in America. Certainly no biographical understanding
of the brothers can ignore or underestimate the influence of this powerfully
artistic and sympathetic little street where artists, writers and, to a lesser extent,
musicians congregated for cheap living, tolerance and stimulating company,
what Llewelyn called the “sweet security” of this “sanctuary of civilisation”.

‘l have often,”John Cowper Powys tells us in his Autobiography, ‘lived in the
district known as “Greenwich Village” but | never really - any more than
Llewelyn did - shared the Bohemian life ofthat Latin Quarter of NewYork.”From
a biographical point of view, this is one of the problems for any admirer of these
two authors, that we never see the places that they lived, the circles in which they
moved, in ways which have not been ‘Cowperised’ or ‘Luluised’. As far as John
Cowper is concerned, wherever he was, he was elsewhere; the location merely a
launching pad for speculation. To a large extent, at least in his published works,
Patchin Place does not exist as apublic place, a space in which other people might
live and pass their days in ways which had no reference to the Powys life: it was an
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imaginary location. For Llewelyn, as The Verdict of Bridlegoose shows us, Patchin
Place was a metaphorical Dorset, its inhabitants, unless they were ‘Certain
Celebrities’, source material for his elegant prose rather than independent
personalities.

It is, therefore, a cause for celebration and gratitude that Anthony Head has
issued, as the seventh volume in the ‘Powys Heritage’series, We Lived in Patchin
Place, a memoir by Boyne Grainger, together with a selection of the letters she
received from John Cowper and Llewelyn Powys.

Boyne Grainger was, as Anthony Head tells us, the author of two novels. The
JestersReign and The Hussy, as well as ofanumber ofshort stories which appeared
in American magazines. On the evidence ofthe material shown to me in the early
1980s by Kenneth Hopkins, she was also a prolific, but almost entirely unpub-
lished, poet and it was on the basis of her poetry that she hoped to achieve her
literary reputation. Sadly, recognition evaded her and she is now almost entirely
forgotten, to the extent that, despite his most assiduous researches, Anthony
Head has been unable to provide a photograph ofthe author. On the evidence of
the present text it is, perhaps, not surprising that Boyne Grainger failed to
establish a commercial reputation, for her writing - particularly in the early part
of this memoir - tends to strain too hard for effect and to betray its author as a
gifted amateur. Nevertheless, it is a work we would be poorer without.

Inhabitants of Patchin Place who, in the works of the far more gifted brothers
become little more than a passing shadow or a well-turned phrase, here stir for
themselves. ‘... there was’, Grainger tells us, ‘no Patchinite who did not lend the
alley some special individuality of his own’. Here we see the alley as it was when
John and Llewelyn weren’t looking, a community which had existed before them
and continued to thrive after they had left, but of which they were, for a while, an
important part. Grainger goes on to describe the spirit of the place as she
observed and experienced it:

Among us - and we among them. Life there was just that, an amongness.
For while we were motley, we were homogeneous. Whatever our occupa-
tion, both the proletariat and the intelligentsia had a spirit in common, a
spirit that was the very essence ofthe alley: pure, old-fashioned American
Democracy. The playwright chatting with the plumber, the painter
inquiring after the health of the laundress, the essayist assisting the
feather-curler with her load of groceries, the actor in discussion with the
professional juror: such instances were as little distinguished by conde-
scension on the one hand as, on the other, by awe or any indication
whatever that the “natives” regarded the careerers’attributes superior to
their own. Life there was primitive and splendid and we all lived it with
zest and elan, and some of us.with lofty dreams, whether we realized it
or no.

This delightful and enchanting memoir brings alive those characters and their
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day-to-day lives and, at the same time, reveals why ‘the alley’was exactly the place
John Cowper and Llewelyn needed to find the freedoms they sought. As such, it
provides an important source of background colour and atmosphere to the lives
oftwo important British authors.

From abiographically factual point of view, Anthony Head’s introduction, so
typical of his tireless researches, gives us details of the writers, artists and actors
mentioned in the text and provides the whole with an essential social and cultural
context. It is a superb piece of editorial work, particularly in his sensitive
abridgement ofthe text. Having read the memoirin its entirety some twenty years
ago, | am quite sure that it has been improved by the added focus that this
shortening has provided, and by the removal of several somewhat self-indulgent
digressions. We Lived In Patchin Place was awork that Kenneth Hopkins had long
wanted to publish and I feel sure that he would have applauded and admired this
excellent edition. It is a work all admirers of John Cowper and Llewelyn Powys
should have in their collections. More than that, it isawork that should form part
of the cultural history of America in a way that preserves the name of its author
from the obscurity she has so long endured.

Paul Roberts

Other News

Morine Krissdottir’stalk ““The Figure under the Carpet”:Writing the Life of
the Writer John Cowper Powys’is to take place at the Dorset County Museum on
Tuesday 26th November at 5.30 p.m. This is part of the Museum’s ‘Literary
Lectures’Tuesday series which Judith Stinton reports as very successful so far.
Lectures are £4 each, the proceeds to the Museum; tea and biscuits from 5.10
p.m. included. Cheques to ‘DNH&S’ addressed to John Grantham at Dorset
County Museum, High West Street, Dorchester dti ixa (telephone enquiries to
01305 262735).

Jeremy Hooker’s latest poetry collection, Adamah, is published by
Enitharmon Press (26B Caversham Road, London NW5 2DU, £ 8.95)

Michael Allom, retired bookshop owner and Australia’s leading Powys
enthusiast, is selling his Powys collection. (‘Reluctant Dispersal of Large Powys
Collection. Virtually Complete Dante Thomas (JCP),Very FullTFP list, less so
LIP. Many Unique “Association” Items and much ephemera ... Prices Stiff but
include postage ...”) Anyone interested please write to Michael Allom at ‘Cedar
Log’jTyringham via Dorrigo, N.S.W. 2453, Australia.

The latest (November) Lettre Powysienne is ‘essentially devoted to Owen
Glendower, C. Benson Roberts andWales’.
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Views on the 2002 Conference

Any reader of A Glastonbury Romance who actually visits modern Glastonbury
may well find it a disorienting and challenging experience. The splendour and
imaginative scope of this mighty ‘world-book’hovers in the mind, set against this
West Country town, with its very real aura and spirit ofplace, but also its modest
dailiness that brings abump ofbathos, scarred with ‘the teeth marks ofreality’, in
a way that John Cowper would have relished.

It was a great pleasure to see many familiar faces, and also new ones, at the
conference on the campus of Millfield School in August, particularly after the
absence ofaconference in 2001. Millfield provided excellent hospitality, with the
school food and gurgling hot water pipes, always with a faint memory of John
Cowper’s Sherborne, without which a Powys Conference cannot be.

We had a lively programme of speakers. Lawrence Mitchell spoke on
‘Theodore Powys and John Death’, and relatedTheodore’s sombre but dignified
vision of existence to the experience of mortality in the writer’s own life.

It was a particular pleasure to welcome back Colin Wilson to a society
conference after exactly 30 years, and there was a handful ofus who remembered
the fur that flew at Cambridge in 1972. Colin stayed with us for the entire
conference, and shared with us some of his experiences in his long and distin-
guished writing life. He showed us once again that reading the Powyses is more
often a matter of intense imaginative engagement than the narrower kind of
literary criticism .

lain Sinclair’sinvolvement with the Powyses also goes back many years, to Jeff
Kwintner’s inspired work with the Village Press in the 1970s. His electric talk
seemed to draw on Glastonbury’s own potent ‘psycho-geography’, with the Tor
visible through the lecture hall window.

On Saturday afternoon, many of us visited the Tor itself, and our chairman
Richard Perceval Graves read the closing pages of the Romance on its slopes, in
ffrw.That evening, Margaret Drabble, Patrick Kavanagh, and Tim Hyman led a
discussion on the Romance and its ‘place in literature’. Looked at this way and
that, the book remained something of an impossible object, unlikely to lie down
quietly in any place prepared for it.

Chris Woodhead spoke compellingly and with particular lucidity about Wolf
Solent, and the conference seemed to turn with relief to this more manageable
book, still the personal favourite of many Powysians.

The society’s conference was one day shorter than in the past, and a lively and
relaxed post-AGM discussion sentus home on an upbeat note ofrefreshmentand
renewal.

John Hodgson

The Conference at Millfield School, Street, with its spacious grounds and

15



Chris Woodhead

Filming the Conference

David Gervais
& Larry Mitchell

Colin Wilson at the Tor






sculpture throughout, was thoroughly enjoyed by those who attended. Speakers
were well chosen to give a varied and interesting programme, with ample
opportunity to discuss JCP’s epic creation A Glastonbury Romance.

| have attended two previous conferences at Kingston Maurward, where the
facilities were more suitable for someone like myself, with a back problem. At
Millfield some stairs were involved but fortunately that weekend | managed and
the organisers helped as much as possible.

On Saturday afternoon most people went into Glastonbury for readings on the
Tor, but I stayed and sketched it from the rugby field, where there is amagnificent
view. | am keeping a diary recording places | visit with a quick sketch, local scenes
that have significance in my life, wild flowers and the seasons. | also did this in
1976 and had it bound into two volumes, but this time it will probably need three.

Over the last twenty years | have been hunting ‘dragons’or ‘earth energy’and
collecting information at prehistoric sites and early churches inW iltshire, Dorset
and Hampshire. A lot ofillustration work has been done but not completed. One
of these searches involved staying at East Chaldon for the first time in 1996,
visiting Winterborne Tomson church on the way. | had not heard of the Powys
family but the view of the village, High Chaldon and surrounding area from the
Five Marys tumuli, made me fall in love with the place. | read that Theodore F.
Powys and others had lived there so decided to get one of his books based on East
Chaldon. It was Mr. Weston’s Good Wine and | was completely taken over by it.
From then on | read more of his unique work, which reminded me of my own
experiences ofa childhood in the country, with strong religious undertones.

My grandmother, as a child, walked to school from an outlying farm at nearby
Broadmayne and generations of the family are known to have lived at Portesham
near Abbotsbury between 1735 and 1865, when her father Robert Gale Damon
married Keturah Gregory atWinterborne St Martin, Dorchester.

I have found that the Powys brothers give me all the literature | need, apart
from reference books. LP with his wonderful essays on the countryside as | know
it, JCP the magician with knowledge on all levels and an interest | share in wild
flowers, especially the first found each spring, and ARP’s forward-thinking work
on churches and architecture.

The Powys family and the Society are now an important part of my life.

Rosemary Dickens

Having tried and failed several times to visit Glastonbury on earlier trips to
England, | was very pleased that the 30th annual Conference of The Powys
Society would give me the opportunity to finally come to the place and find out if
it was as good as John Cowper’s novel suggests. Now that I’ve been there and
walked through the fields surrounding the village and climbed theTor and talked
to inhabitants, | have to admit that the Glastonbury of the Romance is far more
real than the actual place. Itis just adrab old English village with a high street full
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of New Age nonsense and lots of smelly hippies. But I loved looking at it from a
distance, with the Tor proud in the sun and the rows ofhouses to the west of it just
lying peacefully behind some trees. It was a good idea to have the conference in
Street, a few miles south of Glastonbury: that’s just the right distance to
appreciate the village and keep it as mythological as JCP has made it.

Previously | had only visited the 28th annual Conference in Dorchester, being
amember for only a few years. | was amazed at the time about the high quality of
the lectures given: scientifically thorough, well-researched, carefully formulated
and often grippingly presented. At the same time | was surprised about the
British approach to the Powys brothers. From my Dutch point of view Llewelyn
started as a writer of world literature and ended as an author of local interest.
Theodore is entirely an English thing. But John Cowper is a different matter. In
Holland JCP is awriter’swriter: lots of Dutch authors that | know of just love his
work, but are silent about it. The reason is that ifthe general public was going to
appreciate JCP’snovels and essays, most of 20th literature would have to face an
afterlife in the bin. Here is an author who shows that literature is the realm of
freedom, who doesn’t care about the latest fashions and brings all the life in a
novel that language can contain and generate. If one compares the scope of any
contemporary writer with what JCP allows himself, they all look extremely bleak.
| found the attitude towards JCP in the society too defensive: there’sno need for
that if one has the greatest author of the 20th century in one’s hands.

Richard Perceval Graves gives a readingfrom
A Glastonbury Romance at the Tor (photo:Arjen Mulder).
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The 30th annual Conference lacked this modesty. The speakers turned out to
be mostly English eccentrics full of anecdotes and sometimes a brilliant remark.
I found Colin Wilson’s explanation of what JCP meant with his ‘mythology’ -
being the ability to concentrate and live in two worlds at the same time - very
illuminating, even though his lecture was mostly an expose on his own successes
and other paranormal phenomena. lain Sinclair was also mostly fascinated by his
own talents, but hisremark on walking as away to energize alandscape helped me
better understand WolfSolent. ChrisWoodhead said that WolfSolent changed him
so much that he himselfwas now partly the book, which seems to explain why it
is so difficult to fully describe to others what’s so good about JCP. The greatest
remark came from P.J. Kavanagh, who exclaimed after reading some passages
from the Romance: “This man is mad! Butit’smy sort ofmadness.’The discussion
with Margaret Drabble focused on the question ifA Glastonbury Romance wasn’t
too long - well, I would have loved some 500 pages extra of it.

Maybe nexttime abalance can be found between the old thoroughness and the
new eccentricity. | missed a lot of the older members, who apparently are still
upset about the way the society has changed its top layer, from the bottom .up.
And maybe there can be some more attention for Llewelyn, whom | love very
much, precisely because he somehow failed as a writer.

Arjen Mulder

An environment of magnificent and huge tree specimens fitting the magnificence
and genius of John Cowper provided another fine venue for conference. An
execrable bar choice (only undrinkable beer) and distance to walk to residences
were negatives - as also were the ‘pallet-beds’ referred to by Margaret Drabble!
The speakers of course varied and my own high point was the last day’s Chris
Woodhead - formerly ChiefSchool Inspector and mountaineer; his subject being
‘WolfSolenr.The Enduring Appeal’.

Quite overt for me - less so for other ‘religious’members ofthe Society - is the
choice we make to sidestep faith and belief. Colin Wilson spoke engagingly on his
work since his famous success with The Outsider, which has taken him into many
philosophic and spiritual directions such as the paranormal, music, sex, crime,
Reich and much else (W aterstone’s this morning printed off for me 144 Wilson
titles). At the end of his talk he said he believed there was no doubt in his mind
about life after death (i.e., there z's!).

The ‘free-floating” or Zen uncensoring mind is what many members find
appealing in the Powys brothers’work. The two conferences | attend every year -
as also does Marius Buning incidentally - are the Powys and the Eckhart Society
(Meister Eckhart, thirteenth-century German mystic and theologian who like
JCP has still to come into his own). Both are societies in which the grandest and
most unlimited themes are entertained, ones of cosmic and otherworldly signifi-
cance and which necessarily imply some kind of*‘faith’in existence.
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Chris Woodhead claimed that Wolf’s own world was one that transcended
material worldliness and could only be understood in terms of the mind’s ability
(and genius) to sense and comprehend the larger cosmic significance. This
necesarily requires from us - in my view - an uncensoring mind which is open to all
possibilities that sense, feeling and mind make available to us. For this reason alone
John becomes more important than Llewelyn. | was reminded over lunch that
Llewelyn’s militant atheism was very much to do with the era he lived in, but John
chose not, in the same period, to make such a choice forunbelief- neither I think
didTheodore.

I had thought that the final general discussion,about a personal choice ofa key
title or introductory choice for anewcomer to Powys, was to be afriendly cut and
thrust affair in which we battled for our own enthusiasms. Imagine my surprise
when the chairperson ruled me out oforder- in mid-sentence - so that | couldn’t
proceed with the brief point | felt constrained to say: that Chris Woodhead’s
evaluation and comment made earlier should suggest to us the superiority of a
JCP rather than aLlewelyn oraTheodore work. | made my comment as a friendly
and combative follow-on to David Goodway’s advocacy of Llewelyn, and was
allowed to complete my contribution only after Larry Mitchell interceded on my
behalf.

I hope very much that future conferences continue to be places in which all
shades and strengths of opinion can be aired without let or hindrance obeying
only the ‘rule’ that John laid down: allow all and everything to be tolerated -
except cruelty to other people. A number of us find it difficult to articulate
thoughts in spontaneous discussion, and we should encourage the kind of space
in which free and easy and uninterrupted comment can be made. | look forward
to 2003 when I hope we’ll meet in Llangollen, and in a single-building venue.

Graham Carey

I was grateful for smiles of welcome at the reception and for my second glass of
cold white wine. There was a strong sense of shared excitement, which was partly
in the surge of greetings and reunions but also an effect ofthe gathering of all this
Powys knowledge and enthusiasm. So with that energy and the talks that
followed, and because of the pattern of my reading, John Cowper began to feel
vividly and energetically present at the heart of the conference, with Theodore a
peripheral suffering shade.

Listening to Colin Wilson, it was strange to be a few feet from the man who
wrote The Outsider. | was maybe nineteen, and a kind of outsider myself, when |
got hold of that book, which pulled together such good writers and linked them
into an exhilarating vision in which alienation brought you to the brink ofa giddy
creative freedom. Through an absolute overflowing of disaffection you might
suddenly attain to a world washed clean. Now it was fascinating to make
connections from this Wilson through Angus Wilson to John Cowper and to see
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parallels between Graham Greene playing Russian roulette and Wolf Solent on
the bank of Lenty Pond. I feel I shall always have an after-image of JCP andY eats
severally appearing where they were not - one of those things which one believes
and does not believe at the same time. Colin Wilson’s exposition of the power of
positive thinking brought back an old intoxication - the feeling that everything is
possible if you just attend to your mythology and try a little harder.

At the beginning of Saturday evening’s discussion on A Glastonbury Romance
| particularly enjoyed having extracts read that exemplified the colour, singular-
ity and unconventional wisdom ofthe book. The discussion touched very quickly
on matters | would like to revisit: for instance the question of structure in novels,
what it consists in and how far it is present and absent in the Romance. The
Arthurian themes interest me too. | don’t see them as simply mocked in the
Romance; rather they seem wrenched into the everyday and so naturally battered
but still potent. I like the suggestion from David Gervais that at another
conference there should be seminars where groups would get to grips with
particular passages and discuss how they work. It would be good to get close to
the writing in this way.

I remember lots ofgood conversation, taking tangents in all directions, and the
pleasure of finding that someone had recently read what | had recently read and
loved. And | remember that we gazed at the moon above dark trees from the bar
terrace and tried to make out its aura. There was a moment too when some ofus
went to try and see the fireworks over Glastonbury. They were finished and there
were no lights to be seen, but we peered towards the horizon until the Tor came
into sight, a denser darkness in the night sky.

Peter Lazare

VIDEOS ofthe 2002 Conference are prepared; these are full records of
4 events on three videos—
(1) ColinWilson',
(2) lain Sinclair,
(3) Richard Graves reading on the Tor, and
MargaretJDrabble with P.J. Kavanagh and Timothy Hyman,
with entertaining glimpses of members of the audience.

Highly recommended to those who missed the real thing or would
welcome a repeat. See the enclosedform for details.
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Llewelyn Powys: Return to Montacute

This uncorrected reminiscence, with alternative paragraphs written in pencil and
untitled, exists in a notebook draft at the HRHRC (Austin, Texas: Hanley 11/ works
12). It was copied up and given the title by Alyse Gregory in the 1950s. It was never
published, and was not sufficiently prepared for such, so | have had to do a certain
amount of reshaping to make it publishable. It datesfrom 1919. The vicar at the time,
successor to Revd C. F. Powys, was Revdjohn Alexander Craigie. P.J. Foss

My home in Somerset had hardly feltthe rushing wind ofthe GreatWar, buttime,
that old destroyer of mortal durations, had not forgotten to make his passing felt.
My mother was dead, my father fallen into dotage, the rest of us scattered, and
now a new clergyman was installed in our home.

I was staying in the village inn. Last evening when everybody had gone to bed
I could not help going up to the Vicarage and wandering about the old orchards
and gardens. It appeared almost an act of natural piety to dedicate one whole
summer night to the memories which the place had for me.

It was past ten when | opened the gate at the bottom of the orchard and
wandered up to the wire railing which separates the garden and terrace walk from
the glebe fields, and before | got back to my little room the dawn was beginning to
break. I spent the hours sitting on the garden seats and moving slowly about over
the lawns and along the narrow garden paths, the whole place heavy with
midnight dew. Certainly the house looked to me terribly haunted, the tall blank
windows suggesting to one’s mind shadowy beings looking furtively out from the
interiors of the moonlit bedrooms. Surely disaster must have come upon us, and
all ofus must have gone down in the destruction.The garden walks, the trees, the
flowers seemed all at once to have become articulate, to cry out upon the night at
the return ofone oftheir children. Like adream, like a story, all those first twenty-
five years of my life came back to my mind; so must it to a ghost revisiting again,
when all is over, the haunts of its earthly days.

I remembered - and they seemed to have happened so long ago at the
beginning of the world - certain scenes like tiny vignettes of my earliest
childhood, glimpses of those far-off days accidentally retained after all these
years; a tiny boy in my mother’s room, and her telling me I was not to go into the
garden because of the heat, and I, with my child’s head full of visions of the
strawberry-beds with white butterflies flickering across them in the bright
sunshine of that long-past summer’s morning, with my brother and sister
standing in the passage near the medicine chest and receivingamug bought at the
village shop because it was my birthday and | was four years old. And again the
nursery tea-table in winter time, the lamplight, the clatter of the cups and
saucers, the clean fresh table cloth, and our father coming in to see us for a few
moments before having his tea downstairs in the dining room.
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Then | recalled the schoolroom days - the long schoolroom walks with my
sisters and the governess, walks in winter when the roads always seemed muddy
and we had to take our boots off in the scullery before going upstairs, walks in
summer with sketch books and we sitting amongst the bracken and pink
campion. And later again, my school days, unhappy departures and happy
returns. Our concentrating, holiday after holiday, on the house we were building
in the garden, the buying of tiles for it, the building of its bow windows.The
wonderful early mornings in the Easter holidays, my brother waking me at the
first approach of daybreak when the birds were singing so loudly we could hardly
believe them to be birds, and both ofus would be halfasleep until we had sponged
our heads in the hip bath by the window. Our fingers would get dreadfully cold,
hammering in the nails in the early hours, so perhaps we would go to play cricket
on the lawn until our father, looking out of his window, would tell us we were out
too early and must go back to bed.

Then on other days we would go long bird-nesting walks through woods and
withy-beds and hedges till the whole world seemed to smell deliciously of
crushed elder leaves, and have something about it of the delicacy and exquisite
transparent beauty ofthe sky-blue thrush’s eggs which we came upon so often. In
the summer holidays we would play tennis till late in the evening, or perhaps we
would play agame called ‘Jabberwock’when it grew dark, agame ofpouncing out
and safety only touching the old acacia on the lawn, while beetles would go
droning by.

The Christmas holidays were good also, the long evenings, the darkness and
dampness shut out by the heavy winter curtains and we within happy, gay,
amusing ourselves each in our own way. And then the frost would suddenly come
and we would go down to the flooded fields on the outskirts of Sedgemoor and
skate all day and come back in the late afternoon with that romantic sense ofhard
weather about, the roadside mud beginning to be crossed by little lines and to
crack and harden, and the smell of frost in the air. And when we were home
enjoying our hot home-made scones and bread and butter, our father would say,
rubbing his hands, ‘I think we are really in for a spell of hard weather’.

I spentalong time sitting under the acacia on the top lawn outside the drawing
room window. How often had | seen its antique boughs sway to and fro bare and
melancholy in the long damp autumn time, looking out at the ceaseless rain when
I was impatient to be walking some wretched rainy afternoon. For all their sapless
and ancient appearances on those occasions it only required the summer to
return forthose arms oftimber to shower down sweet-smelling ivory blossoms, as
we would walk under them, coming home tired and hungry with white dust ofthe
Ilminster Road upon our feet, and a feeling in our hearts that this home was
always to be ours and there never could be any change.

Behind me stood the tall larch tree, by itselflistening; before me the bay-bush,
the laurestinium and the Portugal laurel. It was under the vast boughs of this last
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that we were sitting, awe-struck and excited, when my sister died, and my elder
brother came out to tell us, crossing from the front door between the round bed
and the crescent bed, at eleven o’clock in the morning of 20 April 1893.

The crescent bed - how well | knew it and every flower it contained! The
lavender tall and round and full, in summer time haunted by a thousand bees,
giving to the lawn with the huge red poppies alook ofold-world opulence; the soft
Puritan pansies at the other end, and the Michaelmas daisies and Japanese
anemonies which came out so punctually each year at the appointed time.

I could see also beyond the drive the dark of the lower shrubbery - Willie’s
wood we used to call it because my brother Willie, the youngest of us, took
possession ofitand built himselfahouse ofhis own in its centre in rivalry to ours.
Here he buried his pet owls and the old black-and-tan terrier Rip. It was on the
walls of this house that Jack had drawn the head of Thomas Hardy, with round
forehead and goblin eyebrows, coming back from a visit to Max Gate with great
excitement at the courtesy with which he had been received by the great man.

Behind the wood was the violet bed. My father used to like to find the early
violets and bring them to give to my mother. It was the only form of gallantry he
ever paid her. The earliest violets, and the first rose to blossom on the rare and
delicate bush that grew at the back of the frame. Then behind it was the potato
garden where later | used to take a chair before breakfast and read Marius the
Epicurean, the sun radiant upon the dew-drops and spider-webs of the early
morning, and my attention divided between the beauty of the morning and the
beauty of those elaborate and thought-provoking sentences.

From the potato garden one could reach the terrace walk by crossing the
fernery. Here was the place of all the garden that I loved. It was here that the
snowdrops and crocuses and red anemones appeared first through the winter
earth; it was here in June that one was spell-bound, shocked by the beauty ofit all
- the terrace looking out on interminable orchards, absolutely secluded and
overhung by a thousand heavy rose blossoms. But it could look desolate enough
in the autumn, damp and desolate and reminding me of the place in the poem
where the lovers parted long ago in Cornwall - ‘Chill blows the wind, the
pleasaunce walks are drear’.

Then as we grew up - what discussion we had sitting there hour after hour only
disturbed by the bell as it summoned us to lunch or tea or supper; discussions
amongst ourselves, subtle, analytic, outrageous, everything allowed to be said,
nothing forbidden. Our father, belonging to a different age, would feel uneasy,
almost suspicious, when at his usual hour he would take his walk round the
garden and pause for amoment by our chairs - ‘What on earth can they find to
talk about all this timeP’The mental query was almost audible. And we, led by the
magnetic genius of Jack, would come to find the only reality in philosophical
thought and would take pleasure in the most desperate and illicit ideas, welcom-
ing everything, every twist and turn, from this hidden orchard terrace, letting our
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minds penetrate to the ultimate borders of the physical universe, till from these
distant positions they could review with a scandalous demon-like accuracy the
peculiarities of each other, of our mother and father, and all other unfortunate
wavering human beings. My father in his study surrounded by book shelves heavy
with quaint works on evangelical theology, with boating trophies on the chimney-
piece and old pictures of Cambridge, and my uncle’ssword hanging in the corner.
‘Some of us have our work to do,” he used to say, as he retired and left us at the
breakfast table. His study was the temple of his inordinate egoism. Amongst his
letters carefully kept were descriptions of his bird-nesting exploits as a boy,
pathetic lists of the Littlego andTripos at Cambridge, and finally a collection of
all the sermons he had ever preached, all written on the same blue paper with a
goose-quill pen.

Surely the garden would not easily free itself from our thought, from the
impressions of our thought - the wild uncontrolled imaginings of Jack, the ironic
and original observations ofTheodore, the blunt dogmas of Bertie. So much did
we relish each other’s company that simply to be together was like a feast, with
wine and bread and the cracking of horns. Sometimes our mother and her
idiosyncrasies would occupy us - sometimes some bawdy extravagant tale, for
you must remember amongst us, as amongst the Sons of Eli, nothing was
forbidden, and at the bottom ofall our discussions was the laughter of Rabelais.
And then as | grew up came days of long leisure owing to illness, days which
became months and years. Perhaps after all it was these days that | regretted more
than any as | wandered about the well-known paths. | began then to have an
inkling of what existence really was and how we human beings are really placed.
Standing near Jack O’Beard’s with my brother | remember looking up at the
Milky Way and beginning to understand, he quoting from Walt Whitman, ‘If
M atter rules, then Alarum we are betrayed!” How he had read me Remy de
Gourmont and the Russian writers. And my mother would read to me also every
afternoon - Balzac, Sterne, Cellini and Thomas Hardy. And sitting here on the
terrace | watched every day the progress of the seasons - the fresh grass of April
grow golden with the buttercups of May, and then in a little while white with cow
parsley, and a few weeks later faded and down-trodden by the dancing feet of the
girls and boys at the School treat. | did not foresee then my exile in Africa, but |
understood even then the wisdom of Heraclitus, that all things flow away and
nothing remains, and had the wit to capture, by intensified consciousness, the
spirit ofthose heightened hours so soon to be lost.

The following morning | paid aformal visit on the new vicar and his wife.They
had no children and lived alone in the rambling house.The bell sounded familiar
enough but the rooms were completely altered by the new furniture. I might have
been in some strange house. A piece of the paper in the hall less faded than the
rest, the bell-handle in the drawing room and a portion of the skirting board,
dented by us children, were the only outward signs of our ever having lived there.
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Printed by permission from the Harry Ransom Humanities Research Center, Univer-
sity ofAustin, Texas. Peter Foss writes on Llewelyns paradisal image’ofthe garden at
Montacute in chapter VI ofhis A Study of Llewelyn Powys (1991) under sections on
‘the poeticfaith’, pp. 214 ff. which also makes reference to the following essay.

Llewelyn Powys: The Religion of Poetry

Dublin Magazine,Jan-March 1940. The last offive pieces of Llewelyn’sthat appeared
from 1934 onwards in this magazine. It isfollowed by Louis’spostumous appreciation.
The poems quoted (loosely) are Matthew Arnold’s ‘Song of Callicles’ and the ballad
‘Thomas the Rhymer”.

Before the outbreak of the present war never in our island history had so little
honour been given to poetic thought.

Soldiers and sailors confused it with heroic action, politicians behaved as
though it did not exist, writers scoffed at it, and the mass of the people were too
careworn and careless to believe in it. In spite of all this there still remained a
remnant of persons who were starved for poetry, who, indeed, were passionately
eager for the solace of poetic conceptions and for that sense of spiritual liberation
that poetry alone can offer. Make no doubt ofit, the poetry oflife, deep as the sea,
wayward as the wind, surrounds us at all times and in all places. It surrounds the
warrior as much as the wanton, the ignorant as much as the learned, and as soon
as ever we make the effort to escape from the commonplace, the commonplace in
war as well as the commonplace in peace, itisin our power to listen to its radiant
and random music. Many people judge that the place of poetry as a means of
presenting and interpreting life has been forever usurped by mechanical contriv-
ance. | do not share this opinion. |1 do not believe that the spirit of natural poetry
can ever be replaced. It is at our elbows from cradle to coffin, and it is our own
fault ifwe remain as deafto its voice as was the hero Ulysses when he plugged his
ear-holes with bee’s wax.

The fact is we become so besotted by our moral indignations, so infatuated by
our patriotism that we scarcely get a chance of stepping out on to those smooth
grass green grounds where alone isenchantment, and where even daggers can be
conjured. Such an adventuring can be contrived in only one way, by continually
separating our minds from the dreadful contemporaneous drama in which we
have been caught. The unenviable world of bloodshed, the unenviable world of
stocks and shares is no more the “true” world than are the unenviable worlds of
dust and drudgery that so many men and women have had to put up with for
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centuries past without surprise or complaint. These worlds, shocking, dreary,
and shameful, stupefy and degrade tremulous life. By means ofapoetic imagina-
tion even such desolate worlds can be redeemed. Bitter constraint compels us as
honourable men to fight for the world’s happiness, and yet all the time let the
knowledge be with us that there exists a lane that reaches from every gaol, from
every factory, from every barrack, a long and lovely lane that stretches away
without a turn to a land utterly remote from these regions of disaster and
desolation. This free land is the free land of the poetic imagination and as soon as
we begin to breathe its pure serene we are able at longer and longer intervals to
escape from all skin for skin preoccupations into acomprehension, as uninvolved
as it is inspired, the long long mystery evoked by words such as man, grass,
clouds, sea and sun.

Whose praise do they mention?
Ofwhat is it told?

W hat will be for ever

W hat was from of old

The day in his hotness
The strife with the palm;
The Nightin her silence.
The stars in their calm.

And the clue to this kind ofthought, to this kind of life - what is it? It is a living
thread twi-plaited with love and poetry. There exists no Minotaur’s labyrinth,
however cringle-crangle, however filled with madness and despair through which
such acord cannot lightly lead us.The truth is, the ultimate reality of life isnot to
be found in any transitory necessity of violence, nor in the illusions associated
with the hypothesis of “collective unconsciousness”, nor in the “isolated fact” of
the men of science, nor in any absolute of the philosophers. The only ultimate of
our practical concern resides in a myriad poetic visions created out of a myriad
enraptured unions between mind and matter. The old ballad maker gave to man
three possible life-roads. The last is the best to take:

An’see na ye that bonny road
About the ferny brae?

That wins back frae Elfland
Where you must wait to gae.

The ferny lane that leads to and fro between the common earth and this land of
promise is poetry. When | write the word poetry | do not refer to the poetry to be
found in books. | refer to those margins of a man’s life when the mind, under
emotional stress, suddenly leaps away from its habitation of dumb bones to
experience for a moment a heightened awareness of our miraculous existence
made up of a sea of swerving atoms forever floating into fugitive forms, forms
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troubled as wind-ruffled water is troubled by the alternate breath of demon and
God.

But, | shall be asked, how can it be possible for a generation cozened,
threatened, distracted out of all cess, a generation brought to birth in a caul of
sentiment and cynicism, a generation taunted and tortured, to find its way to a
lane such as | talk of, a lane of pink campions, a lane scattered about with bright
coloured banded snail shells, a lane imprinted by the pads of the little foxes that
love the sweetest grapes in the vineyard?

There are several foot-path-ways that lead to this green thoroughfare. Fore-
most amongst them is the path oflove.This is often a path perilous, but those may
consider themselves in luck who tread upon it even though they walk weeping
along its well-trodden track. As Jesus said, if we love much all is forgiven ;
suddenly the grim gates of our personal prisons are swung back and beyond all
hope we find ourselves free from doubt and fear. But nature also is able to deliver
us out ofthose moods of dejection when all that is sordid and sorrowful seems to
be in the ascendancy, and all hours seem hours of fright; and all the people we
have to do with seem unrewarding, and lovely life appears crooked as a cut-throat
cripple.

It is reported that tears would fall from the eyes of Confucius whenever he sat
by ariver, so aware did he become ofman’slorn and transitory fate upon an earth
where nothing remains in one stay.

The value of a fearless poetic vision exists in the fact that it offers a way of
evading, whether they be terrible or whether they be trite, the more obvious
surface preoccupations of the world, evading them so that we may learn upon
every desperate occasion, secretly, silently to transform the hideous predica-
ment. It is said that the knees ofJames, the brother ofJesus, from constant praying
suffered as much from callosity as the knees of a camel. Nothing so irksome is
required ofus. It is sufficient if before sleeping we look out at the immortal night
with understanding possessing our private souls in a lively apprehension of what
we are - phantom beings ofimpassioned clay marooned upon aplanet of mystery,
a planet of love and death.

‘Louis Marlow’: Llewelyn Powys

Dublin Magazine, Jan-March 1940. The only tribute by LouisWilkinson published at
the time of Llewelyn % death.

Llewelyn Powys wrote in exact accordance with himself. It is the first test of any
writer’svalue that he should do this, and it is atest that very few can satisfy. M ost,
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when they write, are deflected from themselves, knowingly or unknowingly, by
strong and constant pressures. They are deflected by the coterie vogues of the
moment, or by popular demands, or by literary influences ofthe past or present;
they are concerned with what they think they ought to feel and express; what is
individual in them is at once blurred, and, often very soon, it may be obliterated.
When a writer does not suffer this death, when his identity stays intact, neither
mutilated by outer forces nor diseased by public infections, he is arare one. In his
own generation he is often disregarded and disliked, because his very immunity
to the modes and influences of his time is a reproach and so an offence to the
majority: instead of being recognized as original he is condemned as a crank,
sometimes as a “dangerous crank,” which is the phrase used in one ofthe obituary
notices of Llewelyn Powys.

But itwas not only because Llewelyn, inevitably and without conscious effort,
kept himselfunspotted from the world ofhis day, that he stirred resentment. His
writings show, invariably, three controlling preoccupations, and two of the three
are with those “dangerous” matters of deep and universal concern, love and
death. It is significant that his last book should have these simple and disturbing
words for its title. Around the ideas of love and death there have grown up dense
confounding entanglements of phrases, fancies, reassurances, reconciliations,
delusions, ambiguously or incongruously woven together, fabrications devised
by man after man, through century after century, in self-defence against the
realities of the chameleon Love, and of Death with its one changeless aspect, no
less perturbing and irreconcileable, no less full of betrayal to man’s mind and
emotions than are the shifting, fortuitous, numberless aspects of human erotic
desire. Llewelyn Powys, not with the calm ironical detachment ofthe wary man of
the world or the scientific sceptic, but with a singular intensity of romantic and
poetic faith, sought to burn away these ancient obstructive growths, so inimical
and injurious to all true awareness of beauty and of life, and to human freedom,
human dignity, and human joy. Such an endeavour, to such an end, is not, and
never has been, commendable to the general mind.

Of love, that emotion animal yet god-like, that high spiritual and romantic
exaltation fused with its first cause, with procreative lust, “the bounty of God,”
Llewelyn wrote with poetic ardour, with carnal ecstasy, never with pretence or
with reserve. He came nearer to complete achievement of a record and celebra-
tion of love in Love and Death than he ever had before; and in this book, too, he
communicates with his clearest definition and his most moving eloquence the
special sensitiveness and discrimination of his response to Nature. Intuitive
recognition ofthe kinsmen’s alliance between Love and Nature impresses all his
books, but in this last one he reveals more surely still, and with still wider reaches
of imagination, the integration of the usages of Nature with the usages of Love.
He knows the deep complicity between the two, knows that in the one there is
experience ofthe other, the issues from each being the same for us, with the same
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irradiations, the same transmuting loveliness and pacifying fulfilment, the same
life. Love in cities always seemed to Llewelyn unable to realize all its beauty or to
put forth all its strength. Cut off there, it must be, he felt, of necessity somewhat
tarnished, somewhat deprived.

The association of lovemaking with town and city gatherings ofyoung people,
with dance-halls and cinemas, with the artificial stimulus of drink, vexed and
even shocked him. He had anatural impulse ofantipathy to sexual vice, especially
in its modern guise; and he was revolted hardly less by the gross and brutal lusts
of decadent Roman antiquity. But he had none of the usual sentimentalisms
about the wishes ofthe body and their satisfaction. Not only did he avert his gaze
from the physical expressions of love or lust, he made full account of them, he
knew well the values oftheir assuagements and their joys, knew that, though these
are changed when desire exists apart from romantic love, they are not contami-
nated or destroyed, and that even in complete isolation from romantic attach-
ment, they can have, and do have often, poetry and exaltation. They stay with
Nature, even so: to condemn and reject the making oflove by aman orwoman not
“in love” was, to Llewelyn, the pedantry of a fool. And no less did it seem to him
to ignore the realities of Nature in unions between true lovers who, charged
though they may be by whatever intensities ofpoetic passion, will none the less, if
they are wise and honest, cherish and adore the natural means of that union
which consummates and makes enduring their cherishing and their adoration of
each other.

Love is the most important thing in Llewelyn Powys’ books, because experi-
ence of the senses was to him the most important thing for man or woman, and
sensual experience in love is the most intense and the most creative. The word
“sensuality” has been limited and degraded to signify a dull indulgence of flesh
bound to the service of fleshly functions and staying imprisoned in the dark of
solely physical appetites. The true “sensuality” that was Llewelyn’s controlling
impulse is the sensuality known long ago to the wise, and extolled by them.
“Sensuality is the measure of a man’s virtue,” Llewelyn quotes: and he quotes
Stendhal’swords, “Sans passion il n’y a pas de vertu” and the old French saying,
“Bon animal, bon homme”.The good writer, no less than the good man, must be
agood animal. Ifhe is not, his writing will run thin, it will be tainted by falsity and
shame and fear.

Llewelyn Powys saw death, as he saw love, with his naked eye.

It was, of course, the very intensity of his love of life that caused his continual
preoccupation with death.The one was bound up with the other.The surpassing
sweetness and strangeness of the earth, of earth-life uncorrupted, of all that is
revealed by our visions and sensations as human beings, all that we can take to
ourselves from Nature and from our affections and from the arts - never could
Llewelyn forget that all this, all beauty and joy, must be snatched from us, as he
thought, for ever by unreprieving death. “This young and beautiful girl,” he
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writes in an unpublished note, “only a few days ago so full of fantasies and hopes
and so present in the vivid flesh, now lies in her shroud in the lonely churchyard
- and so it may happen to L. or to me in a week, in a month, in a year!” It is
significant that his only consolation against death was in the reflection that life
could not mean so much to us, could not be so precious, if death were not sure so
soon to end it, without any amends. Ifhe had felt otherwise about death, Llewelyn
could not have loved life after his own fashion.

He sometimes seemed impatient and resentful of argument for “survival,”
and, | thought, disposed to reject, with hardly a glance, evidence that might seem
to point to it or at least some shadow ofit; disposed to dismiss as nonsensical
trifling any talk about contemporary psychic investigation, about telepathy or
“the psychic factor,” or about anything at all likely to challenge the materialistic
thesis. His brotherT. F. Powys assured me that it was “dangerous”to talk like this
with Llewelyn: “it makes him angry”. Sometimes | have wondered if he had an
unconscious fear that any change in his vision of death would compel a change
disturbingly basic in himself, his vision of everything in life. Was that why he was
always so unshakeably loyal to his great rejection ?Did he, profoundly, wish not
to accept? “Can you really think,” he once said to me, “that | would not believe in
any continuance of my life, if I possibly could?”

The only hint of intimation ofimmortality that | ever had from him, and that a
slight enough one, to which he himself, it may be, paid little heed, was in the last
letter he wrote two or three weeks before his death. He wrote at five o’clock in the
morning, having just waked from a curious dream. After describing it he relates
how, at the end of the dream, he was in a churchyard, “and stood looking at an
enormously tall fir tree, which | judged to be twice the height of the tower. Its
trunk, almost naked of branches, rose dizzily into the heavens. In my heart were
vague misgivings as to man’s mortality.”

In his last essay for a periodical, published in the Adelphi of December, 1939,
the month in which he died, he once again affirms his alliance with life and his
corresponding enmity to death. “Not at any time in my life,” he writes, “have | the
least envy to be ‘free amongst the dead’. Always | prefer the scurviest sort of
existence ... to this cursed future lodging ‘where thunderclap was never heard’.”
But in this essay itis the third of Llewelyn’sruling preoccupations, his passion for
Nature, that chiefly appears, for his theme is the “Green Corners of Dorset.” He
writes, as in his Dorset Essays, in his Somerset Essays, and in so many of his other
books, with the same devoted and enamoured observation, the same, excitement
and wonder, of ravens’ nests, of peacock butterflies, of salty samphire plants, of
celandines shining like golden guineas in ditches, of sheep-washing pools and
sequestered field ponds and mossy sparrow-tunnelled thatch, of stonechats
perched on prickly sun-yellow gorse bushes, of the moon on the sea cliffs, the
foxes prowling in the twilight against the skyline whenWeymouth Bay is lashed to
fury. “The ferns are never false.”
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In this time ofwar he could take from Nature reassurance, knowing that “long
after the fighting is over there will remain lovely rural seascape sanctuaries to
strengthen the spirits of our children. Though the sons of destruction have
darkened life to the point of despair, yet each spring the sea thrift will flower and
flourish.” “The natural pleasures of natural existence will outlast all man’s
ingenuity, all man’s vanity and violence, and all man’s wickedness. We have not
risen out of the dust to live forever in the Devil’s mouth.” Ascetics and the
orthodox, to whom the hedonism and the paganism of Llewelyn Powys are alien
enemies, will find in the expressions of his love and perception of Nature
something that they cannot without loss reject: a testament manifold and
enduring, made from the earth’s life. As Nature’s lover, as a being of “impas-
sioned clay”, with the heightened sensitiveness of genius, he has stored beauty
rich as earth and “wisdom simple as sunshine”.There are few gifts more precious
than these, and none that may so well defend us.

(L1P% essay ‘Green Corners of Dorset’is the first of the 24 uncollected essays in the
projected Wessex Memories, edited by PeterJ. Foss.)

David Garnett: T. F Powys

from The Borzoi, 1925 —a compilation by the publishers Knopf ofits authors on its
authors.

Asked for a biographical sketch for purposes of publicity, Theodore Powys sent
the following account of himselfin a letter to his publishers:
“Born in Shirley in Derbyshire (the center ofEngland) Powys comes from
many generations of beneficed clergymen, one of whom on his mother’s
side was Cowper’s cousin Johnson of Norfolk. Educated at private
schools. At Dorchester Grammar school for a year or two. (I think that’s
Hardy’s school too.)

He has lived now for twenty years at East Chaldon. There he married.
Powys believes in monotony. He is happy when he does the same each day.
Writes from 11 to 1.30. Walks nearly always the same path in the
afternoon, goes by the Inn to the hill. He prefers the winter to the
summer, and the village he lives in is bewitched.

Powys is forty-nine years old. He wentto the Dorchester Barracks three
times in the war, where he was treated very kindly but politely sent home
again. His favorite authors are Rabelais, Samuel Richardson, Montaigne,
and Scott. As regards his religion, he is a Christian, and believes a great
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deal too much in God. Please add whatever you think fitting from
anythingTomlin or Garnett has told you, for I really don’t know what else
| ought to say.

I must apologise for not giving amore amusing account of myself. Had
I been Mr. Al But please add what you like.”

What can | add that will not seem feeble and colorless after that? Perhaps this
extract from a letter from Sylvia Townsend Warner, the poetess, is the best
continuation:
“l have been remembering Theo as | sit here and it is as though he had
come into the room with a cold face, as though the moonlight were still
shining on it, behaving with arather guilty politeness, and propping up his
stick with immense caution.

“Well,Theo, did you have a nice walk, with nothing frightening?’

“Well, my dear, | did hear a curious noise in the hedge. At first | said to
myself it was nothing but a rat, but then | remembered Who made
that rat.””

Yes, that is the flavor of Theo. Would that | could catch something of that
bewitched village where he lives, with the moonlight slanting down between the
high and mighty sycamores, the thatched cottages like a covey of sleeping
partridges huddled together in a hollow of the downs. The air is warm, soft, and
filled with the scent of stocks.We go out to seeTheo home. He takes my arm. “Lie
down, Smoker, good old boy.” Smoker rattles his chain. It is quite dark by the
church under the shadow of the trees. When we gettoTheo’s house he begs us to
come indoors, and when we refuse he turns back with us and sees us halfway
home. Before we part he carefully makes an appointment for the morrow as
though we are likely to miss each other; the cottage where | am staying is only a
few hundred yards from his house.

His literary history is the story of Cinderella over again. For many years he
wrote, as he says, from n to 1.30. Typing was expensive, so he copied his books
outin letters halfan inch high and sent them to impossible publishers and absurd
literary agents. But one day ayoung sculptor, Stephen Tomlin, went to live in the
village, and in course of time was shown the manuscripts. Tomlin sent “Hester
Dominy” to me, since he knew | had just had my story about a Fox accepted.

I read “Hester Dominy,” the second story in “The Left Leg,” and made the
following notes:

“It is very good. It is a work of art all right. It has form, the subjects are
introduced in the right order: the effect is complete.The whole thing is
most successful ...

“The method is using a series of selected pictures to give intense
significance to the story ... but some of these pictures are better than
others: the bells-pork-rats-springs-Mrs. Dine’s houses series is more
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perfectly successful than the pound-Mr. Warry-omen-Chipp-snare-
Poose-dog series. But the story is an absolutely satisfactory work ofart as
itis, and the author seems to me to be one of the very small number who
take writing seriously and have some idea about it.”

Since then four books byT. F. Powys have been published, and my admiration
for his writing has increased, not diminished. | have a very special feeling for
“Hester Dominy,” and there are just a few passages in the other books that |
heartily detest: chiefamong them are the phantom hounds who pursue the hero
of “Mark Only.” The truth about those hounds is that there was a lady in the
village who kept very offensive Aberdeen terriers, which used to follow Theo,
growling at his heels. He transformed them in his book into ghostly hounds of a
much larger breed. It amuses me to visualize them as the detestable little beasts
they were.

The chiefquality of Powys’s writing, technically, is his extraordinary economy
and directness, but the essence of the books is that they are written by aman who
believes “a great deal too much in God.” The reason that his work makes many
people uneasy is that it is so religious in quality. Reviewers have sometimes
compared his outlook to that of Donne and Webster, but while they could not
escape the thought of death, it was always an agony to them.To Powys death is the
only thing which will not fail him; until then he knows he is at the mercy of life,
and that at any moment behind the impassive mask of a child, a blue sky, a
primrose, life will look out with its face of idiot despair, idiot cruelty. Only when
he iswriting about death does he feel secure, and then he makes these charming
jokes about it. Because of his fear of life, Powys will never be a very popular
author, but he will always have a following, and he will always be read with
pleasure by about the same number of people: the ones who really care about the
way a book is written, for the most remarkable thing aboutT. F. Powys is that he
is avery good writer.

The few and frequently recycled stories about TFP seem to have turned into an
authorized version a kind of symbolic folklore, on a par with Coleridge’s personfrom
Porlock’.

Theodora/ Susie’s recollection of Mrs Ashburnham’s Terriers’ is more prosaic: ‘He
didn’t like [Mrs Bryer Ash %] Scotties, thats true — it% a bit difficult to like that breed
... 'But, she adds, he knew the mythical Hounds ofEdric, trackers ofsouls,just as well -
they were big white hounds with red ears. As for the tale of Theodore lying in a hedge
hoping toavoid Mrs A, ‘he would never be so discourteous, norsosilly - he knew all about
dogs’noses ... nor | may say would Mrs BryerAsh; she would immediately have twigged
that he wanted to be alone, and would have called off her little horrors and walked on.’

Mrs A. and Mrs B.A. were similar tall tweed-dressed types (Theodora adds), whom
as a child she confused. Mrs A. was perhaps afriend of Gertrudes. Mrs B.A. was rich
and drove her own car (in which she left her little dogs when visiting Beth Car - Violet
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being a catperson). Theodore disliked the social category of these women but quite liked
both, Theodora thinks. In her opinion the folklore’was almost certainly invented by
Theodore himselfespeciallyfor Sylvia T. W., in order to see how much she would swallow.
'Sylvia was a city woman, and Daddy disliked city people every bit as much as | do and
despised them even more. He had a real affection for Sylvia - and Valentine, goodness
knows why - but he hadn’t much timefor her ignorance of country ways, especially of
animals, which those two kept - goats and such - without any real understanding of
them. To see the highly intelligent and intellectual Sylvia being taken in by such a daft
tale would have given Daddy huge inward merriment... Daddy had a highly-developed
sense ofhumour, which he kept almost entirely to himself, and Sylvia was one of thefew
people who knew ofit... But what she hadn’t noticed, was that Daddy also had a very
strong and deeply hidden sense of mischief...’

This sounds more like Theodore and Sylvia jointly and tacitly (and mischievously)
enjoying the creation of a character called ‘T. F Powys’... KK

Peter Redgrove: The Moods of God:
An Introduction to the Stories of T. F. Powys.

Commissioned by Chatto & Windus in 1984for a projected re-issue oftheir 194y God’s
Eyes A-Twinkle (edited and originally introduced by Charles Prentice) aspart ofa re-
launch ofthe Hogarth Press as apaperback list, whichfailed. Some ofthe material- and
the ‘TFP folklore’ will, of course, be familiar to members. As a poet Peter Redgrove
(b. 1932) is noted (a selection from Companions to English Literature) for ‘densely
packed and vivid visual imagery, muscular power and rich language’... ‘a sense of
physical immediacy, and a deep preoccupation with religious and sexual mysteries’...
‘With him, the artist as magician is less ofa conjuror, more ofa mystic’.

| first encountered T. F. Powys’ work in The Evening Standard Book of Strange
Stories(my copy is undated, but it must have been in the 1940s). At that time, not
long after the war, ‘Strange Stories’ merely meant tales with that pang of the
unconventional that can range from the odd to the horrific. Powys’s “The Two
Horns’is not one of his best, though it is still atroubling little tale about an old
village Doctor worried that a precious white stuffed sparrow might be stolen. On
his honeymoon he buys a couple of immense Swiss horns like blunderbusses
which he takes back to use as burglar-alarms. He is disturbed at night by what
might be burglary, but it is his wife trying feebly to be unfaithful, whom he
trumpets back home for ever with his ferocious horns.

My point is that it is perfectly in order to approach Powys’ tales as Strange
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Stories, oras Horror Stories ifyou like, orTales ofTerror, or Mystery Stories. Why
I am sure of this will emerge shortly. They are also Tales of Romantic Love, of
Overbearing Malice, of Pastoral Beauty, and of perhaps the greatest HorrorTale
in the World, the Jesus-Murder and the Treachery of God.

I would not like them approached as Religious Tales, unless one were
absolutely positive that by religious one could also mean Pagan. Thus, to begin at
the end, Brocard Sewell reports that “‘When Theodore Powys was dying a friend
read to him from the Revelations of Divine Love by Julian of Norwich, and this
drew from him one ofhis mostTheodore-like remarks:“I like her. | like that thing
she said, God is ground.” He had taken it to mean that God was actual ground -
EARTH.”

As well as approaching Powys through paradox, by saying for example that his
stories are both holy and wicked, malicious and forgiving, lecherous but not
prurient, that they concern happiness and horror simultaneously, I think one can
give the flavour of the tales by telling stories about Powys himself, for he lived as
he wrote. Many ofthe terrors of personality which he found in his characters, he
found in himself, and much of the paradox too. Part of his writer’s working-day
was his walks, during which he ruminated creatively. Sylvia Townsend Warner
remembered him ‘coming back from one such walk, but sooner than usual, and
looking troubled. “I heard a noise in the hedge. | said to myself. It’sonly arat. But
then I thought, Who made that rat?”’

In Powys, nothing is so small as to be trivial. Small is beautiful too, and
nearly all his tales take place in small villages, in the heart of rustic countryside.
F. R. Leavis showed critical acumen in commending Powys: ‘It does not seem
likely that it will ever again be possible for a distinguished mind to be formed, as
Mr Powys has been, on the rhythm, sanctioned by nature and time, of rural
culture’; but, as so often in Leavis, one wonders where his sense of humour had
gone. For small is Moral, as Leavis wants, but it is also holy and horrifying and
very, very funny.

The story is told that there was a certain troublesome and loquacious Mrs
Ashburnham, who had rented the vicarage in East Chaldon, where Powys lived.
She loved to waylay him on his working-walks, for conversational purposes. On
one occasion Powys saw her approaching, and hid from her in a field of stubble,
lying face-downwards, close to the ground, not very well-concealed. Mrs.
Ashburnham’s dogs discovered him easily: ‘He remained motionless as the
Scotties scampered up and sniffed at him, then he heard a footstep, then silence.
At last Mrs. Ashburnham asked brightly: “Communing with nature, Mr. Powys?”
She had been standing beside him for a full minute.”The Scotties later appeared
as the ghostly hounds ofdeath in one ofthe novels, Mark Only. One wonders how
long the communion would have extended if she had not spoken. This tale fits,
but only by paradox, with the dignified figure described by David Garnett: ‘A
grey-haired, elderly, heavily-built man, with a big head and powerful rugged
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features. His very sharp eyes under bushy eyebrows summed one up; he was a
moralist and a shrewd critic of men. The grey eyes were those of a relentless and
severe judge. But ... he was exaggeratedly polite and spoke with an excessive
humility and gentleness, as though he were an unarmed man addressing gunmen
ready to shoot on sight.’

In this vignette Powys is seen as both monumental and sensitive, as the earth
is, and as his narrative style is. Again, Elizabeth Muntz tells us that when she
started sculpting a portrait head of him out of Purbeck Stone he remarked, ‘Cut
out ofone ofthe far hills that I look at when | walk on the cliffs ... To be carved out
ofthe heart ofone ofthose noble, ancienthills, older than time itself, thatisagreat
honour.” Compare this to the reply he made, a year or so before he died, to the
question as to whether there was any way men could transcend the positive evil
they had been born with. He said ‘Oh yes, there is. There is Eternity, and God
knows what that is more than | do. To the Elements we go, and there is no kind of
evil in them,We pass to the Elements, and then we pass further.To that which was
and is and is to come. All is redeemed then, all is salvation. Yes, there is only one
way, and that way is the same for all creatures.” Powys,in this dignified statement,
lacks all stiffness or human pride. Just so, in his tales humanity is no arbiter, but
more seriously lost and puzzled than the creation which surrounds mankind. In
‘John Pardy and the Waves’, for example, the sea speaks to his terribly damaged
hero: ‘Our great joy comes when we break, yours when you are born, for you have
not yet reached that sublime relationship with God which gives the greatest
happiness to destruction. In ‘The Dog and the Lantern’ Powys tells of the
sheepdog who thinks that God is the flame ofhis master’slantern, and because he
has astrong enough faith, this becomes the truth: “The Saviour ofthe World,’ says
the truly humble Christ in this story ‘can be everything. Little Betty may find a
lucky stone by the seaside - that stone am |. Dig down into the clay where poor
Tom, the madman, lies buried. His coffin-boards are rotted, his flesh is clay - 1am
he. The sexton stole the church oil - 1was that too - and sold it to the shepherd,
who filled me with it.” Creation is a continuum, not a privileged arrangement on
behalf of humanity. All are pilgrims. It is not surprising that Bunyan was among
Powys’s favourite reading.

There is every kind of serious sin depicted in Powys, with a kind of saintly glee.
God’s irresponsible error in creating man imperfect, and his appalling repent-
ance now it is too late (as in “The Only Penitent’) is a sin like any other, maybe
greater than any other. Perhaps this accounts for the thunderstruck innocence of
Powys’ clergyman. It is as though the Christian pastoral of Langland’s Piers
Plowman were revised by the Seven Deadly Sins, or Pilgrim’ Progress by the
citizens ofthe City of Destruction.There is one exception; | can recall no cowards
in Powys.The good people suffer with fortitude; the bad people are only as wicked
as plants in nature that compete for sunlight by strangling each other. Compared
to Powys’s rustics, Shakespeare’s are bumpkins; in Powys they are alight with
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malice. He seems to say, how can a person live the good life without the joys of
innocence or the satisfaction of malice? There is the occasional saint also, like
Charlotte Bennett, a magical good fairy type of character (like Hester Dominy in
the novella of that name), to be distinguished from a ‘goodness’ which is only
fortitude. The innocent and thunderstruck religious | mentioned above who so
frequently appear, innocent and helpless, like Mr. Summerbee in the masterpiece
‘The Left Leg’, or the possessed mystic James Gillet in the same story, are set
against the monumental activist greed of Farmer Mew which is both a sin and a
natural force.

There is also the slyness of the greed of the sexton in ‘Archdeacon Truggin’;
many of the stories, as by paradox again, operate slyly: awicked kind of story that
delights in sliding sideways like a spider, with a glimpse of some unexpected
wickedness - or blessing. Powys’ brother, John Cowper, once remarked that
Theodore couldn’t help being like that, for he was the one who always stood in the
shadow. Yet this Vision of a Field Full of Folk takes place in a landscape which is
also involved in the drama ofredemption or whatever is the alternative, where the
bones converse underground,and which is as full and round and gorgeous above
ground as a Stanley Spencer canvas or a Samuel Palmer, for at times ‘all the
village spoke of plenty, peace and quiet labour.” (“The Left Leg’).

That village is Madder. Or ‘God’s Madder’.The pun is intentional, and is an
important clue to Powys. It is not quite that God is insane, any more than the
Jehovah in the Book ofJob is insane. C. G. Jung implies in his ‘Answer to Job’
(1952) that God is curing himself of a kind of psychosis by ‘conversing with his
creation’ (just as God comes to confess to the clergyman in “The Only Penitent’
which antedates Jung’s radical work by 20 years). It is that God’s moods are
dangerous. Powys himself, as before, gives important testimony here in his first
commercially published book The Soliloquy of a Hermit: ‘I know how men move
under the shadow ofthe moods of God, and | know how | move. Some try to hide
in the Garden, and some try to hide in the beast’s belly. I have tried to hide
amongst grassy hills; but the moods of God have hunted me out... As | could not
hide from God, I tried to hide from myself, and watch the moods as they passed
by.To believe in God and not to believe in yourselfis the first duty ofapriest... All
human laws are made to trap and snare God’s movements; men are always trying
to get at ease with themselves and away from his terrible ways ... | see the awful
Majesty of the Creator come into our own Grange mead, and lie down amid a
joyous crowd of buttercups and red clover.’

Theodore Francis Powys was born into a truly extraordinary family. He was the
third child of the Revd. Charles Powys and Mary CowperJohnson, and his eldest
brother was John Cowper Powys, the great novelist. A younger brother to
Theodore was Llewelyn Powys, who became a famous essayist and controversial-
ist, and in the family of eleven children, three of the sisters of note, Gertrude
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Powys, the painter, Marian who became aworld authority on lace, and Katie, who
was a poet and novelist. The pressures on the family were not economic,
especially as Charles Powys inherited a fortune whenTheodore would have been
four. The controlling forces in the family seem to have been the clash between the
opposing personalities of the clergyman father and the powerful natural pagan-
ism ofJohn Cowper, who confessed that all his life he wanted to be a magician.
W ith this ambition he spun towering and toppling aerial fantasies; he created for
his brothers and sisters, a powerful swords-and-sorcery world of strange games
and fantasies generated in direct opposition to the paternal beliefs.

According to their biographer, Richard Perceval Graves, John misused the
power he had overTheodore, who found ‘in his imagination a quick response to
some of my most devilish games and some of my most scandalous experiments’.
Moreover, the Revd Charles thought it his duty to form and shape his children.
He took them on immensely long walks, and John remembers ‘little Theodore,
white in the face and with great forlorn eyes like an over-driven animal, as he was
dragged along some dusty road where the very flies joined forces to persecute
them!”One must suppose that the father expounded his religion on these walks,
as in all other departments of his life, and Theodore must have been wrestling
with the paradoxes that became the heart of his work later, just as walks on which
he saw more than a mere rat in a rat were always part of that work. He probably
developed as aprotective gambit, the beginnings of that irony which is one way of
approaching ultimates without losing heart. One could also call the tales of his
maturity ‘devilish games’.

He found a private sanctum under the shrubberies of Rothesay House, their
home, which he called ‘Bushes Home’, another protective device which was
probably later continued in his lifelong need for country solitude; and while the
other brothers became collectors, as was expected of them, for their father
collected things - John collected birds’ eggs, Littleton fossils and butterflies -
Theodore, in his elder brother’s words, ‘always so terrifyingly original, did
actually collect nothing’. Graves says that Theodore at 8 and a half attracted
bullying in the family because he was so unlike everybody else; and later on John
claims that he was the most original of them all. He was certainly the first of the
brothers to make a substantial literary reputation. But ‘original’ also means
‘concerned with origins’, and in the family tumult Theodore kept a profoundly
considering balance between the rival claims of upper middle class Christian
Anglicanism and the contrary power ofJohn Cowper Powys’s pagan imagination.
Thus Theodore glimpsed issues that were to preoccupy him the rest of his life.
Had he not been a writer, and spun his extraordinary vision of human life which
is simultaneously good and evil, his frequent attacks of depression would have
been likely to lead to permanent illness. A great psychologist ofrecent times, John
Layard, made his watchword in therapy the saying that ‘Depression is withheld
knowledge.’Theodore Powys’s watchword for these, his Tales of the Ultimate, is
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once in the darkness one learns to love what is profound, lasting and sublime.
“Let your light shine”should rather be “Let your darkness deepen”.” (‘Darkness
and Nathaniel’) In that deepening darkness of depression extraordinary illumi-
nation shines. In his conflict he sought the ground, to have his feet on it, for that
is an ultimate too.

The only way out then forTheodore, was to get down, as low as he could, as in
his encounter with Mrs. Ashburnham. He saw clearly the worst in human nature
without losing his love of people and life, and this is an extraordinary achieve-
ment. Because it is so original, ofthe origins or ultimates, it generates paradoxes.
These are not gothic stories. Itisnotas if Pilgrim’s Progress had been re-written by
E. A. Poe. Powys is an earthier writer by far, ofhis ground.The nearer comparison
is with Hawthorne’s great allegorical power. But Hawthorne is short on humour,
as Theodore Powys is not. What is behind our cruder contemporary tales of
horror or terror is a fear of the opposing contradictions inherent in reality.
Theodore Powys saw them steadily, and so in him even the horror has a glow of
holiness. In solitude, Love wrestles with its intolerable opponent, Death.

That solitude is a kind of fortitude. In Soliloquies ofa Hermit he said ‘Only the
same kind ofday must come in order that | may be able to remember the past, and
I must have that same kind of feeling that | had on that same day; the same old
crippled man must hobble past; the same wind must howl in the chimney; the
same white cow must chew the cud at my gate; and then | remember. And often it
is something ugly that brings me to this happiness.’What ifman is ‘a collection of
atoms, through which pass the moods of God - aterrible clay picture, tragic, frail,
drunken, but always with claws holding on to his life while the moods pass over
him and change his face and his life every moment’? “The people ofthe earth are
clay pieces that the moods of God kindle into life ...Then the change comes.The
first change —the forerunner of Death - is Love.When the sun of Love rises and a
man walks in its glory, he may be sure that a shadow approaches him - Death.
Love creates and separates; Death destroys and heals.” (Unclay); and ‘I want to
cultivate the kind of mind that can turn stones into bread, a dull hour into a
heavenly glory, and a dull life into the life of a king. For what we call dullness is
really the best soil we can dig in, because the gold it yields is very precious and
lasting.” In my opinion this refusal to skate on the surface of what is now
fashionable pessimism and anomia makes Harold Pinter look like an amateur of
life and Samuel Beckett a trifler with the feelings of honest people.

To any outward view,Theodore Powys led a most uneventful life. He became
apprenticed to a farmer in his twenties, and went on to run his own farm at
Sweffling in Suffolk, which was not too successful. He then moved to Dorset,
married, and published privately his first book, in alimited edition, An Interpreta-
tion of Genesis. He was rejected for military service in 1916. By 1922 he was a well-
established author, though he hardly stirred out of Dorset, but was exceedingly
productive; in 1927 he published the novel by which he is at present best known,
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Mr. Weston’s GoodWine. He continued publishing many books, though increasing
illness slowed him down; he died at Mappowder, Dorset, in November 1953.
The present book now reprinted, GodsEyesA-Twinkle, was the last he published,
in 1947.

SylviaTownsend Warner, his great friend, gives this picture ofTheodore Powys
at work: his ‘Books grew like stalactites and stalagmites. He deposited them
secretly and methodically - a process taking place in a cave. After breakfasting,
rather late, and leisurely, he went off to the parlour, sat down before a large solid
table, read for half an hour (usually the Bible) and then set to work. He wrote
uninterruptedly for three hours or so, put his work back in the table drawer, and
began again where he left off on the following morning ...When | happened to
pass the window, | saw the same grave, dispassionate countenance, pen moving
over the paper, dipping at regular intervals into the inkpot.’

Readers new to Powys might feel that they could do with a short guide to these
luminous parables, which are also a psychological minefield. | had thought of
giving short vignettes of each story, so the reader could begin by picking the sin
that interested him most, and go on from there. In the great novels Unclay and
Mr. Weston’s GoodWine one has ample space to grasp Powys’s tone and intention;
the stories on the other hand tend to sidle up and bite, and no condensation or
precis would do justice to the immediacy ofthe mingled pain and pleasure ofthat
bite in the best stories.

In my opinion, the book in this arrangement becomes increasingly Theodore
Powys as it goes on, with a kind of peak at ‘“The Left Leg’, which is a comic
masterpiece which no-one else could have written. | believe that in absorbing the
stories, one has to be firmly prepared for opposites to clash together with the
production of completely unfamiliar feelings, for just as the terrible Deadly Sins
are not proof against Powys’s irony and sweetness, so not even God is sinless. In
this sense, the book is seamless, for the vision is entire, and it can be read from
beginning to end as if it were a novel. If one prefers to approach with a fondness
for the Strange Story, one might read first ‘Christ in the Cupboard’, and then
‘The Gong’, John Pardy and the Waves’, ‘Darkness and Nathaniel’ and ‘My
Money’. If one is more interested in the kind of paradox that punches a hole
through the appearance of things into non-ordinary reality, one might sample
‘The Only Penitent’, ‘Bottle’s Path’, “Jesus’ Walk’, ‘Charlotte Bennett’, “The
W hite Paternoster’, ‘Mr Pirn and the Holy Crumb’, and especially “The Dog and
the Lantern’.If one prefers black comedy, one can start with “The Left Leg’, and
proceed with ‘ArchdeaconTruggin’, ‘WhenThouWast Naked’, “The Candle and
the Glowworm’, “The Golden Gates’.But | think that whichever way one begins,
one will end up with the whole, because behind all these different categories is the
one thing without a name, which Powys called the Moods of God, which he
wrestles with on behalfofus all. Only in awareness ofthis existential contest with
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reality and its occasional truces are we likely to come to maturity as individuals or
aspecies, for creation has hardly begun, and, to use religious terminology, God is
still moulding humanity out of the clay. “The people of the earth are clay pieces
that the moods of God kindle into life’still.To know this asTheodore Powys knew
it is to have one’s feet firmly supported by the Ground.

With thanks to Peter Redgrove. References arefrom New Bearings in English Poetry,
by F R.Leavis (1959); Theodore: Essays onT. F. Powys, ed. withforward by Brocard
Sewell (1964); and The Brothers Powys, by Richard Perceval Graves (1983).

Barrie Mencher: The Bell is Ringing

(aresponse to Greg Bond’s article onT.F. Powys in The Powys Journal xi, 147-164)

‘... the true test is in a second and third reading ...” (Greg Bond)

Such a test brings me to a different conclusion about The Market Bell: “The
narrator has no sense of ambiguity, and is predictable and transparent.’ Actually
the novel is full of ambiguity, and the narrator is not in fact the mentor to whom
we turn formoral guidance, who has become ‘uninteresting’due to his inability to
do anything but ‘condemn the actions ofthe characters and the ways ofthe world
ad infinitum’. It is in fact one aspect of the novel’s capacity to shock the reader
that the narrator retains apolite equilibrium whilst the events he relates are often
so extraordinarily colourful or dramatic. Not only that - for it is not simply
technique that is in question - but those events represent a picture of the world in
its moral, sexual, and spiritual dimensions. The purpose of the narrator is to fix
our attention upon the events he is relating, which he does without ‘condemning’
(sic) any more than Chaucer does: it is we who condemn or not, as the case may
be. Of course, we can understand the narrator’s discourse as ironical (if not
‘ambiguous’): unfailingly he describes the villain, Mr Glen, as a gentleman, as he
does the other villain, Mr Bromby; and he refers to sexual intercourse as
merrymaking, whether it be Betty Lark’s hardy licentiousness, Mr Glen’s brutal-
ity towards Sophy, or Mr Bromby’s attempted rape ofhis seventeen-year old ward
Nancy.

‘It is not the fact that characterisation is weak here, for that is part of Powys’s
method. It is that narration is weak.” (Mr Bond’s ‘here’ refers to a number of
works, but | shall keep my focus on The Market Bell.) I am not perhaps alone in
finding the claim that weak characterisation is part of Powys’s method an
extraordinary one, indeed incomprehensible, unless that remark is meant to
apply equally to Dickens’s characters. In fact, | do find a correspondence (with
Dickens) between both those characters conceived in terms ofa single predispo-
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sition - Mr Pardy the pretty-girl-fancying grocer, Mr Crocker the flower-loving
rate collector, Mr Bollam the good-natured court bailiff, Miss Norris and her
ladder, even Mad John (though there is perhaps a touch of Shakespeare’s Mad
Tom here too), Mrs Caroline Lark’s love of hats and shoes, etc. - and those
characters whose virtue is an aspect of their simplicity, like MrTapper. But to call
this ‘weak characterisation’is seriously misleading, if not simply dismissive. And
of course these characters form part of the pattern, a complex one, in which the
essential drama of good and evil can be developed. Nor is that drama itself less
than complex. Far from being ‘heavy-handed and judgemental’- Mr Bond’s
description ofthe early narrators who thus ‘often suffocate the story’ (actually The
Market Bell isnot an early work) - the author of The Market Bell is deeply engaged
inunderstanding the unstable balance ofgood and evil in the world and is not far
from attributing to God responsibility for the tragic suffering that this unclarity
entails. In the crucial context of sexual desire, for example, man, whilst not being
himself responsible for his desires, may become evil by consequence of them. At
one extreme is the innocent fantasist, Mr Pardy, longing to see young women
bathe naked in the local river, at the other Bromby’s perverted lust for Nancy;
whilst Betty, whose healthy appetites bring about her own fall - but not, surely,
damnation - cannot bring herself to find even the gross Farmer Lord, who
‘bought’her and sets about coupling with her inthe Marketring, so very horrible.
The need to reconcile that healthy appetite with the love which is due to one’s
neighbour - in other words Nature and God - is surely a key theme of a novel like
this one.

But the reconciliation is thwarted by the ambiguous (here | think the word is
again relevant) relationship between God and the Devil that Powys, in his
profound engagement with his subject, finds himselfobliged to envisage: for here
we are far from conventional doctrinal certainties. The Devil, naturally, encour-
ages selfishness, but, to perpetuate his rule, enjoins caution on his followers,
which may have the consequence of causing them to curb, at least temporarily,
their wicked inclinations; on the other hand, God, in order to hasten the downfall
of the wicked, allows them as much rope as they wish to have, even though this
may increase the degree of suffering they are able, at least temporarily, to inflict
on their victims. Furthermore, there is ever, it seems, according to Powys’s
argument (cf. the chapter ‘Oranges or Lemons’), an equilibrium between the
forces of good and evil in the world, the maintenance of which, again, will often
cause the innocent to suffer: the two masters of Fate are virtually engaged in
dicing, or rather in maintaining a gentleman’s agreement about how the balance
shall be maintanied.

Finally, I should like to look more closely at the narrator’s language, the
medium through which the novel is conveyed. | am not {pace Mr Bond) a
‘generous’reader; | hope to be a critical one. If my judgement is faulty, so be it,
but we cannot certainly both be right.
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‘Powys’s work ... relies heavily on the one voice of his narrators.” | have not
myselfworked out the proportion of dialogue to narration in The Market Bell, but
I should be surprised if readers did not find the novel peopled by a variety of
characters discussing their separate affairs in their own distinctive ways, within
the two principal categories of country speech and educated speech, the country
speech having its added idiomatic flavour, something very far from the neutral
courteous register employed by the narrator.

But is there not a meaningful charge in the very first sentence of the book:
‘Edward Glen had no wish to trouble his mind with moral reasons for his acts ...’?
It must be left to the individual reader to decide whether the narrative voice
lapses too frequently from this beginning, but I would argue that, whilst generally
maintaining an effectively low profile, the narrative voice rises on occasion to
lyrical or philosophical intensity, whilst the disparity between the unholy ardour
ofwhat is sometimes happening and the cool way it is referred to, intensifies our
consciousness ofthe essential significance. Lyricism is united with mystery here,
being a parable of death and life, age and youth, man and woman:

Mr Cobby lay there, still, and thought about death. He thought how nice
it would be to die at that moment, a happy man.

It was then that he heard the laugh, the laugh of a young girl, free and
joyous as the sweet summer wind.The laugh had music in it, the music of
an untroubled mind, the music ofayoung body that can leap like a doe in
the pastures of God. The laugh hung in the air, it made the poppies more
beautiful, and painted the butterflies a more perfect blue. It was a laugh
that knew the story of the stars.

Mr Cobby fell in love with the laugh, just as amoment or two before he
had fallen in love with death. He left the hollow and climbed down the
cliff, he wanted to embrace the laugh, to catch it and to play with it, to
throw it into the sea, to go mad with it to enjoy it.

Under the cliff, sitting lowly upon a rock he found a little old white-
haired lady ... (104)

But it is impossible to do justice to Powys’s range of narrative effect without
taking up far more space than is necessary for my argument; so | shall content
myself by concluding with the principal dramatic moment of the book and
leaving my readers to draw their own conclusions:

The lovely night had in some measure sobered Mr Glen, who beginning

to feel that he had allowed his father-in-law’s foolish jest to go far enough,

decided to put a stop to it, and thinking to do so at once he stepped into

the ring.

Mr Ellis raised the hammer.

“This is the final lot,” he said, ‘and this lot, as no bid has come for the
others, will never be withdrawn. My noble client here by my mouth offers
- Death and Hell.”
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A flash and a loud report broke the silence of the night. But after that,
though aman fell, the moon shone still.

Mr Ellis brought down the hammer.

“Yours, Mr Glen,” he said.

‘This lot is yours Sir.” (243)

Greg Bond replies: John Cowper Powys in his autobiography described how he
shunned conflict, and particularly the kind of conflict that was not worth the
trouble ... Opinions and impressions notwithstanding, there is common ground
that transcends dissent: the debate onTheodore Francis Powys’swork as it stands
is based on works that are not always easily available to a reading public; and
Mr Mencher’s efforts to publish the work by far outweigh all attempts to evaluate
the work, albeit with a view toward salvation, or patience unto eternity. | can look
forward to further books by Powys, and urge readers to buy those that are
available, if their priorities and purses permit. And yet without evaluation, there
can be no market, and thus no bell, but we are not there yet.

One Powys Book In My Life:
Ducdame and the Brothers

Early in the reading of my first John Cowper Powys novel, WolfSolent, | came on
the dying words ofWolf’s father in the workhouse, ‘Christ! Eve had a happy life!”
and knew instantly and without doubt that here was a writer whose works would
give me endless delight and satisfaction. And so it has been for twenty years or
more. That book was the beginning of a great reading adventure.

Yet none of JCP’s great Wessex and Welsh novels, much as | love them, is my
favourite among his works. My chief affection is for Ducdame (1925). | first
encountered the book in Glen Cavaliero’s John Cowper Powys: Novelist, where
Glen’s adroit and felicitious choice of quotations convinced me that this was a
book | must read. But how would | manage that?The book was long out-of-print
and second-hand copies of the first edition were already out of my price range.
Then came Jeffrey Kwintner (on whom be blessings always!), the Village Press
and that treasure store of a shop in Regent’s Street. There | bought Ducdame and
within its cyclamen coloured covers, now showing signs of much use, entered the
world ofthe Ashovers, Cousin Ann, Netta, Nell and the sinisterWilliam Hastings.
It was, surprisingly, only on my mostrecentreading I recognised that many ofthe
subsidiary characters - amongst them Corporal Dick, Binnory the idiot boy,
Betsy Cooper and her ‘partners’ (‘half-beasties’ as Binnory calls them) - are
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prototypes of Cold Comfort Farm people (see Stella Gibbons’s 1932 book of
that title).

| can smile about this but at the same time | know that, within the context of
the book, they are not out of place and are believable. Ducdame holds together.
Greater and more complex works will follow. Already here, though, are JCP’s
correlation ofinner and outer landscapes, his loving, acute observations ofnature
and his ability to make the reader present in a room. | see so vividly Lexie
Ashover’sroom on that tragic New Year’s Eve, see the flickering firelight and the
vase of early yellow jasmine and listen spellbound to Lexie’s reading of ‘The
Phoenix and theTurtle’.

The heart of the book for me is the meeting between Rook Ashover and his
unborn son. Did JCP, in all his long life, ever write anything better than this?
However often | return to it, all is as fresh and captivating as on that first reading.
There is the tenderness and consideration between father and son. There is the
boy’s quiet affirmation of life in his words, “There’saheron over there, Daddy ...
and it hasn’t a gray feather on it.”’Above all, there is Rook’s exultant declaration
just before the boy rides away and disappears, ‘No one is worthy to live ... Who
doesn’t know that all Life asks of us is to be recognized and loved!"Those words
are not, for me, far removed from the elder Solent’s ‘Christ! 1've had a happy life!’
which first introduced me to John Cowper Powys.

My indebtedness to Ducdame is for much more than agood read. | am an only
child, born late in their married lives to my mother and father. | was much loved,
later entered into a good marriage and for long felt no need of brother or sister.
Then someone whom | met only once told me that | reminded him of his sister. |
knew then, suddenly and for the first time, how much | wished that | had a
brother. It was a strange experience for the longing went deep and was wholly
unexpected. With it went a great curiosity not so much about the relationship
between a brother and sister as about the relationship between two brothers.

| read Ducdame. | learned a lot from the portrayal of the complexities and
contradictions of the interplay between Rook and Lexie Ashover. | was able to
enter into and understand something of a relationship that I can never myself
experience. For that I shall be always grateful.

Eileen Mable

Eileen Mable joined The Powys Society in the 1970s. She is Chairman of the Charles
Williams Society.
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On ReadingJCP s Atlantis

John Cowper Powys’s Atlantis (1954) must surely be one of the least-read of his
novels, and it has generally received fairly brief attention from scholars and
literary critics. Part of the reason for this neglect stems, | believe, from the fact
that the plot is filled with bizarre happenings at both the human and the divine
levels, and readers tend to get confused by a welter of unfamiliar names and
fabulous actions that are difficult to keep in focus.

Not long ago, however, | stumbled upon an intriguing reference to the novel by
JCP himselfthat seems to have been overlooked by commentators. On 1January
1953, he told Nicholas Ross: ‘f am writing now my long romance about the final
voyage of Odysseus based upon Professor Kerenyi’s the gods of the Greeks’
(Letters to Nicholas Ross (1971), 119). This interested me because | knew that
C. (or Karl) Kerenyi was himself an admirer of JCP in the 1930s (see his
correspondence with Thomas Mann, published as Mythology and Humanism
0975)3 to which f drew attention in a recent issue of this Newsletter). | was also
curious to find out what ‘based upon’implied.

Kerenyi’s book claims to provide ‘a mythology of the Greeks for adults’(1). ft
stresses the anthropological and psychological aspects of the stories, and pays
particular attention to ancient and more primitive versions ofthe myths that have
been smoothed out and regularized by Homer and the Greek tragic dramatists.
He identifies his sources in succinct end-notes, and these often refer back to
relatively obscure authors now studied only by classical specialists.

The Gods of the Greeks, published by Thames and Hudson, first appeared in
English translation (by the poet Norman Cameron) in 1951, so was up-to-date
and readily accessible when JCP began work on Atlantis. He clearly had a copy by
his side as he wrote. As soon as one follows up this clue, much that is otherwise
obscure falls into place.Thus G.Wilson Knight, discussing the novel in Saturnian
Quest (1964), notes that, contrary to his general practice elsewhere, JCP tends to
follow Greek rather than Romanized forms of human and divine names (94n),
and he obviously did so as a result of his reliance on Kerenyi’s book. The latter
confines its attention, of course, to stories about the gods, but the names of
human characters (like Enorches, for instance, to be discussed shortly) are often
derived from those of gods, and Kerenyi’s glosses help to explain them. JCP
places a particular emphasis on the names of characters in this book, and in
almost every case the derivations are borrowed from Kerenyi.

Geographical references are also usefully glossed in Kerenyi’s text. Thus JCP
refers on two occasions to ‘the road to Kisthene of the Rock-Roses’ (65) and
‘those divine rock-roses of the land of the Graiai, the land that is called Kisthene,
and that lies beyond Okeanos’ (109). This detail is not to be found in most
classical reference-books, and comes straight from Kerenyi (46), who in this case
is drawing on a casual allusion in Aeschylus’ Prometheus. Elsewhere, JCP has

48



no compunction about transferring locations to Ithaca from other parts of the
Greek world. For instance, ‘Cuckoo-Throne’ or ‘KokkysThronax,’ the home of
Zeuks in Atlantis (111-12), is referred to by Kerenyi, but is there identified as ‘a
mountain in the country of Argolis in the Peloponnese’ (97).

The most important contribution by Kerenyi however, concerns his recount-
ing oflesser-known mythological stories that JCP takes over into his novel. At one
point, for example, the Priest of Orpheus, Enorches, refers to an alternative
account ofthe birth of Eros (144). This will not be familiar to most readers, even
those with a reasonable knowledge of classical mythology, and most classical
dictionaries ignore it. But Kerenyi not only records it but specifically identifies it
as a story ‘passed down in sacred writings preserved by the disciples and devotees
of the singer Orpheus’ (16). In addition, JCP tells us that Enorches’ name ‘had
been given him at his birth because ofthe enormity of his testicles’ (136), and this
information is also relayed from Kerenyi (273), where the name is glossed as one
of the ‘surnames of Dionysos’.

Similarly, reference to The Gods ofthe Greeks helps to elucidate some puzzling
details in JCP’s last chapter. Here the hunter Orion makes a dramatic appear-
ance, but once again JCP prefers the more primitive version of his story. The
origin of his name (435) derives from Kerenyi, as do the stories of his birth
(Atlantis (450), Kerenyi (202), summarizing obscure sources) and of his ravish-
ing his [step-] mother and his ‘insane passion for killing anything and everything’
(Atlantis (435), Kerenyi (202,203)). By the same token, JCP’spresentation ofthe
monster Typhon is clarified by Kerenyi’s account (26-8), and readers curious
about his statement thatTyphon ‘had come near to defeating Zeus’ (443) will find
the story there.

Numerous other examples could be cited. The Gods of the Greeks has a good
index, and information within it can be located readily. My own appreciation of
JCP’s novel was considerably enriched recently by my having Kerenyi’s book
within easy reach. | strongly recommend the process to members of the Powys
Society when they next embark on a serious reading of Atlantis.

W. J. Keith

JCP% copy of Kerenyis Gods of the Greeks, marked ‘my Chief Authority for
“Atlantis™, is in the Bissell Collection at Dorchester.

Dr Keith (from Toronto) adds: Kerenyi (1897-1973) was a Hungarian whose
scholarship and criticism focused on myth and its psychological and anthropological
contexts. He lived in Switzerland from 1943, and collaborated on books with Jung.
Dr Keith’s long-term project of annotations to Porius is nearing completion. His letter
concerning Kerenyi and Thomas Mann is in Newsletter 43.
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Review

Wet Leaves, by Patricia V.Dawson
Hub editions, Longholm East Bank, Wingland, Sutton
Bridge, Spalding, Lines, PEI2 9YS; £5.50.

Patricia Dawson’s poems are short and easily understandable, which is not to say
they lack subtlety or, occasionally, ambiguity. Her themes are very human ones:
friendship, love, frailties of all kinds, the pitiless inevitability of old age. She is
strong on what Hardy called ‘life’s little ironies,” especially if these relate to the
passing oftime, as in the four-liner entitled “The Museum’: The museum, builtl to
conserve the works of God/ and man,hasfailed/ topreserve itself. For the most part her
poems are in free verse and unrhymed and, interestingly, when she employs
rhyme and metre it is generally in order to be scathing. | 've murdered my mother.
I 'm able to cook/so thanks to this agent, | 'm writing a book. (‘Sitting Pretty”) | wooed
and wed her on the Net/ and sent my sperm by email. | know, although wed never met/
that | could love this female. (‘Out Of This World’) These are, of course, mere
extracts from poems which in a few stanzas pack powerful punches.

Dawson is a sculptor, printmaker and art historian - her etching ‘Wet Leaves’
provides her collection with a striking cover - and this range ofartistic endeavour
is reflected in her poetry. There’s a lament on an art theft and a passionate
outburst against critics who ‘trash the work ofWilliam Blake’. Poor chap, he%s
squandered all that rage/ inseminating the New Age./ Had heforeseen what he would
spawn,/he might prefer hed not been born. Good on you, Patricia. Some gutsy rage
is quite in order, especially when directed at prissy academics. ‘Drawing Lady
Gregory’isamuch calmer poem, recalling the poets (Yeats et al) who gathered at
Coole to engage in gentle walks and after-dinner conversation. It’s a photograph
of Lady Gregory she homes in on, however, finding in it things that someone
lacking her artistic perception might miss. As the title suggests, she is at work
herselfin this poem, drawing the ghost of Lady Gregory. Another poem inspired
by one of her own drawings, ‘Theft’, shows her (typically) relating a childhood
experience to a happening in her maturity. Aged three, she has her shoe buttons
pecked by a jackdaw which then steals her godmother’s ring. Aged forty-seven,
she is drawing an iron cockerel when a magpie harasses her. The guardian/ of that
place,/ hefound, in my intrusion,/ a kind of thieving. Another of life’s little ironies.

Dawson is a severe self-critic, acknowledging not only her dyslexia but her
difficulties in remembering what time it is (or even what day it is).This is not to
say that she has no sense oftime, for she has her own particular perception ofthe
past and the way it throws light on the present. She says she prefers to live ‘out of
time, meaning that, in her imagination, she can drop in anywhere. A rare gift
indeed. Her laconic, well-crafted poems are a pleasure to read, not least for their
quirkiness. Here’s an example, ‘Foxing the Experiment’: In order to test! the power
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of prayer, | a group of coronary patients/ have been divided/ into two groups.! One is
beingprayedfor./The other is not beingprayedfor. / 1 have decided! toprayfor those! who
are not beingprayedfor.
Buy this slim collection.You won’t regret it.
HerbertWilliams

Herbert Williams wrote and directed the TV film ‘The Great Powys’ (1994). His
biography ofJohn Cowper Powys (1997) isstill availablefrom SEREN (Border Lines
series: Poetry Wales Press, Wyndham St, Bridgend CF31 ief). His recently published
novel Punters is a romance set in the TV world of Cardiff, where he lives.

A Vision of Llewelyn

Jack Whitehead, a former Powys Society member, sculpted a bronze bust of Llewelyn
Powys which he presented to The Powys Society for a display in the Dorset County
Museum. He died earlier this year at his home atWootton Creek on the Isle of Wight,
aged 88.

John French Whitehead, the son of a stationmaster, was born at St. Ives, near
Huntingdon, on March 18th 1913. During the war he was an airframe fitter at
Aston Down in Gloucestershire where many of the aircraft were framed in wood,
a material with which he developed a great affinity. In 1944 whilst helping the
pilot to prime the engine of aTiger Moth by hand, the engine fired and threw
Whitehead twenty feet; he landed badly and smashed his left wrist. Whilst
convalescing his doctor recommended he should try woodcarving as a therapy to
exercise the muscles and Jack thus discovered where his true talents lay. After the
warJack designed and carved aseries ofwooden puppets and founded atravelling
show, the Whitehead Puppets. He performed in the early days of BBC Television
on children’s programmes such as ‘Muffin the Mule’and ‘Four Feather Falls’.He
later made scenery and sets and headed the special effects unit on the immensely
popular ‘Invisible M an’series. In 1953 he moved to Wootton Creek on the Isle of
Wight where he began along and distinguished career as a carver and restorer of
ship’s figureheads, many commissioned by the Admiralty.

It was whilst working in Hawaii, waiting for a figurehead lost in transit, that
Jack Whitehead discovered Llewelyn Powys, coming across a copy of Love &
Death in a second-hand bookshop and reading it later lying beneath a palm tree
on the beach in Honolulu. He later joinedThe Powys Society and in the late 1970s
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began work on the bronze bust of Llewelyn Powys which he presented to the
Society.

One of his last commissions was for Warrior, the first ever iron-clad warship.
She had acted as an Admiralty oiling jetty in Milford Haven for many years but
was being restored for display at Portsmouth.

Jack Whitehead & Norman Gaches, working
with the aid of old photographs, began to
carve the figurehead out of a 14-ft three-ton
block of Canadian pine. Today the restored
Warrior stands proudly in Portsmouth Har-
bour, its magnificent figurehead standing as
testimony to the woodcarving skill of a master
craftsman.

Neil Lee

The bust is at present in the Powys Collection
Room. It was perhaps based on photographs in
Malcolm Elwin’s biography. Like all imaginary
portraits itprobably tells as much about the maker
as about the subject. It is pleasant to think of
Llewelyn —as Spirit ofYouth? - on the prow ofa
tea clipper outfacing the waves of Life.

Subscriptions and Standing Orders

The annual subscription to The Powys Society, due on January 1st, has remained
unchanged for many years; the rates are as follows:

UK £13.50 overseas £16  student £6.
A high proportion of UK members pay by standing order which is extremely
helpful to us; in the recent change ofthe Constitution itisarequirement for new
applicants for membership who can do so to pay by this method. We do ask

existing members without standing orders to ask for forms and complete them;
please write to the Society’s new Hon. Treasurer:

Michael J. French, Wharfedale House, Castley, Otley, N. Yorks, LS21 2PY
(telephone 01423 734 874)

(Stephen Powys Marks will continue to act as Publications Manager.)
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