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Editorial

The ending of Cormac McCarthy’s No Country for Old Men features a father-son
dream that appears to have an affinity with Rook Ashover’s vision of his unborn
son in John Cowper Powys’s Ducdame. The dream is a reverse of the vision with
the dead father on horseback instead of the son to be born. While Rook struggles
to express the ineffable, the recently deceased father in No Country for Old Men is
silent as he rides into the dark carrying “fire in a horn the way people used to do...”
The image could be a metaphor for the Powys Society, or any similar literary society,
which preserves and transmits the memory of literary figures from the past. The
Powys Society is probably unique in celebrating not one writer, or even three like the
Bronté sisters, but in promulgating the saga of a remarkable family who carried fire
in their lives and works with an intensity that demands to be preserved and conveyed
to the world.

It is with a portentous sense of carrying on the fire that I take over as editor of the
Powys Newsletter. The Newsletter has developed over the years from its beginning
in 1987, in its present form, by Morine Krissdottir and Griffin Beale into the
equivalent of a mini-literary magazine. Under such skilled editors as Chris Thomas,
Kate Kavanagh, John Batten, Paul Roberts and others, page numbers have expanded
with a wide range of news items, events, publications as well as features and articles
dealing with the Powys family and their associates. It is a daunting task to emulate
the standards set by predecessors, but with the help of Kate and advice from Chris
we hope to produce a publication that Powys Society members will continue to enjoy
and support.

Newsletter 116 has the advantage of a head-wind from Conference 2025 in
Llangollen in August. The issue has also benefitted from a number of features Chris
had already in the pipeline. It was a sad occasion to have Chris resign as Hon.
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Secretary for health reasons, but we hope his recovery will enable him to contribute
to the Society in the future. Conference was an occasion of confidence in the vibrant
state of the Society with new faces appearing (some writing in this issue) and a
plethora of activities. We welcome a deeply-contemplated response to the conference
from accomplished novelist, Mark Foss. It is his first Newsletter contribution and we
hope for more to come.

This energy is reflected in the wide range of contributions to the Newsletter. Kate
Kavanagh presents her individual commentary on the conference. Chairman Paul
Cheshire pays tribute to Chris and Kate for their work on the Newsletter and for the
Society over many years. We have the standard features — AGM minutes from Hon
Secretary Marcel Bradbury, a slew of first impressions and exciting news on the
relaunched Powys Society website.

20 December 2025 will be the 150" birthday of TF Powys. We mark the occasion
with a tribute from our esteemed President, Professor John Gray. The essay presents
a Twenty-First Century view of TF’s work and his philosophy — a succinct reminder
of his continued relevance. We have reports on a range of activities including Dawn
Collins’s report on the Reading Powys Women Zoom discussion on the novels of
Gamel Woolsey. Julia Mathews was at the Llewelyn discussion day in Dorchester in
May and Paul Cheshire braved the hot sun to participate on Llewelyn’s birthday walk
in East Chaldon.

The Thomas Hardy Society is a group close to the Powys Society in terms of
literary geography and overlapping membership. We feature a proposal for what
promises to be a fascinating joint study day in the historic town of Dorchester in
early 2026. There is a contribution from Chris Thomas on John Cowper’s view
of Maurice Barres’s book on El Greco — possibly John Cowper’s favourite artist.
El Greco’s transfigured people and landscapes could be viewed as inspiration for
Powys’s prose works. We have new voices from Anthony Sillen on Discovering JCP
and Carey Hamblett on her efforts to film Maiden Castle. The prolific Anthony Head
has a piece on Bertie Powys’s role in the re-interment of King Aethelberht. Sadly,
most Newsletters must feature an obituary section. In this issue Morine Krissdottir
and Chris Gostick honour the late Griffin Beale, one of the self-effacing people who
helped build the Powys Society while John Shapcott delivers a moving tribute to the
novelist John Toft. And there’s more — a review by Geoffrey Winch of two books
by Jeremy Hooker and a look at a new edition of JCP’s fantasy, The Mountains of
the Moon. It is a rich and varied harvest which has been a privilege to prepare for
publication. When you carry fire for the Powyses you are in the best of company.

The issue concludes with a new feature on the inside back cover — a Powys
chronology for 1925 to place the family in context. This replaces the Publications List
which is under review. The Newsletter is a means of communication on all activi-
ties of relevance to the Powys Society and its members. Its vibrancy and relevance
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depend on feedback and contributions from our members and friends. Letters and
suggestions for features are always welcome.

With regret the Committee have to announce modest subscription increases to
cover extra postage and printing costs. Despite the temptation of online publica-
tion, most members appreciate the physical object — whether Newsletter or Journal.
The Committee have made the increases as low as possible to ensure that members
get best value for money. Subscriptions from the start of 2026 will be £25 for UK
members and £30 elsewhere. See the notice from the Treasurer in News and Notes.

Patrick Quigley

Tribute to Chris Thomas & Kate Kavanagh

During the Powys Society AGM on 17 August, Chairman Paul Cheshire read the
following tribute to Chris Thomas beginning with a reading from
Tao Te Ching ch.66:

Why is the sea king of a hundred streams?
Because it lies below them.
Therefore it is the king of a hundred streams.

If the sage would guide the people, he must serve with humility.
If he would lead them, he must follow behind.
In this way when the sage rules, the people will not feel oppressed;
When he stands before them, they will not be harmed.
The whole world will support him and will not tire of him.
Because he does not compete, He does not meet competition.

Paul went on to quote a message from former committee member, Michael
Kowalewski, to Chris on 20 June 2021:

“Can I just say in saying farewell how admirable you have been as Secretary
and how much I enjoyed working with you. Your calm enthusiasm, competence,
dedication and devotion, as displayed in the move to Exeter, have been exemplary.
The conflicts that rent the Society have been utterly put aside under your tenure and
I hope the Society will be in your hands for many, many years.”

Paul continued with a tribute to Kate Kavanagh:

“With all the drama over Chris’s health crisis and resignation, we must not
overlook the farewell and thanks we also owe to you, when you stepped down from
the Committee in August. I can’t imagine the Society without you — you have been
a constant presence throughout my ten years involvement, but your contribution to
the Society goes back decades further.



Kate Kavanagh and Chris Thomas photo by Gail Campbell.

I’ve just looked up the history of the Newsletter to discover that you became editor
in November 2001, doing this for years before Chris started to help you. I have seen
you come wind, rain, shine, at almost every Powys Day I’ve attended (it was one in
particular torrential cloudburst on getting off a bus at Paddington that I realised your
grit and determination). And you were always the one, until recently, who then went
home and wrote up an account of the day. Then there are the Conference Saturday
evening entertainments that you continued to devise and orchestrate and no doubt so
much more behind the scenes that you had a hand in without me being aware.”

On behalf of the Society Paul presented Chris with a signed copy of the 1953
special edition of Porius and to Kate a bottle of vintage champagne to the acclama-
tion of the meeting.

[Ed: Kate wishes to remind us that she had the help of Stephen Powys Marks in her
early days as Newsletter editor and was co-editor with Chris from 2016.]

Kate Kavanagh
My Conference

2025 was a special Conference for me, in company with younger son Bruno
and Rachael Richardson. The group and the hotel were friendly as ever and they
fitted in splendidly, rewarding us last thing on Saturday with the song and guitar duo
which they perform in a local pub at home in the Cotswolds.

The talks all had interest for me, having been “into” Shelley at one time, seeing
him as like JCP both poetic and active (he and Harriet once handed out leaflets in
Dublin)... The word “ethereal” was also interesting as it seems to have changed a
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bit even in my time — strengthened? from its previous connotation of “airy-fairy;”
maybe more current these days, as it came into two titles. Sylvia Townsend Warner
and Theodore are always an attractive pair, both like and not like other people,
different and recognisable, eccentric in its best sense of unlike the centre (as are the
people in their books).

As for Powys dwellings in NY, Patchin Place was familiar ground for us on
frequent visits. Last time we were pleased to meet literary (or theatrical) people
loading a car — a change from the recent legal enclave. I would have liked to learn
more about its alterations over the years, as seen from the window of number 4 —
shutters? railings? trees? fire escapes?

Visiting Llangollen with newcomers was also a treat. I had forgotten the fascinat-
ing rocks and mini-Niagaras above the bridge. And what a jolly town, every other
house a pub or holiday lodging for what seems half the population of Liverpool. We
also took in Plas Newydd, home of the famous Ladies escaping forced marriages and
Irish Ascendancy life. An extraordinary little house on a hilltop, with view across
the valley to Dinas Bran ruins. Later made black and white, but entirely lined by the
Ladies with exotic dark wood carvings taken from furniture of previous eras (scorning
plain Regency elegance). Water pumped to a matching tower by then newfangled
means. The Ladies had many friends who contributed carvings, and celebrities en
route to Ireland would pause to meet them, fascinated by their semi-masculine attire
and seemingly unique relationship. Their tombs are in the churchyard.

I was doubtless the oldest member present and very glad to meet friends from 60
years or so ago, Louise de Bruin and Richard Perceval Graves having been especially
helpful through the years. And, at this time of shifting responsibilities owing to
retirement of Chris Thomas (to whom thanks and all good wishes), being rewarded
for my long (pre-and co-Chris) very enjoyable editing of the Newsletter, with a
magnificent Bottle... We intend to open this on 26th in honour of PJK who left us
10 years ago, just after Llangollen in 2015. He wrote a number of Powys-related
essays, both in our publications and others he contributed to. He always enjoyed the
conferences, despite coinciding with (or providing time to listen to) the Test Match.

Patrick Quigley
Conference 2025 Notes: Change and Continuity

The Hand Hotel is an island of stability in a fast-changing world. You’d imagine that
its wooden floors and panelled rooms were the same when Sir Walter Scott called
on his way from Ireland in 1825. The annual conference rituals are reassuring: name
badges and list of attendees and meeting people you haven’t seen in twelve months.
Although, thanks to Zoom, the officers of the Society can become like next-door
neighbours. Then there’s the Book-room where you scan the tables in the hope of
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uncovering a rarity. Despite the familiar
routines this conference was one of
change as Chris Thomas was obliged
for serious health reasons to resign as
Honorary Secretary. Chris had become
central to the running of the organisa-
tion, so much so that his tasks had to be
spread among a number of committee
members. Despite this setback, Chris
was able to attend and contributed to
many of the sessions. We are hopeful
he will be more involved when health
allows.

The talks were led by the redoubtable
Morine Krissdottir, whose immersion in
the world of John Cowper Powys, must
be unmatched. She spoke at the opening
session, Jack and the Abject, about the
love letters from John Cowper to Phyllis Eirlys and Byron Ashton
Playter. He was a voluminous writer and photo Anna Rosic.
some letters are ten pages or more, creating editorial headaches in selecting a text
for publication. She compared work on the letters with the process for preparing
the 1930s diaries published in Petrushka and the Dancer. The extract from a letter
whetted the appetite for the edited letters which will be published as a supplement to
the Powys Journal XXXV1.

Saturday morning began with a lecture by Kim Wheatley on John Cowper’s
changing views of the poet Shelley. Kim is the foremost academic championing John
Cowper as exemplified by her John Cowper Powys and the Afterlife of Romanticism.
This elegantly written and exhilarating book is an example of the best of current
scholarship. Fortunately, the policy of academic publishers of charging an extrav-
agant cover price was offset by a special reduction for attendees. (See News and
Notes) Hilary Bedder is a regular attendee making her debut lecture, a fascinating
examination how life in East Chaldon influenced Sylvia Townsend Warner’s novels
and poems. While TF Powys depended on his wife, Violet, for village news which
he developed in his stories, Sylvia had more direct contact with the villagers which
enriched her fiction and influenced her socialism.

Saturday afternoon allowed some intrepid souls to travel to Corwen and visit the
Amgueddfa Corwen Museum with which the Society maintains close links. Others
climbed to the top of Caer Drewyn with magnificent views over the Dee Valley.
Others stayed closer and ascended Dinas Bran or sampled the food and drink in many
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local hostelries. The evening ended with a talk by Ray Crozier on New York places
associated with the Powyses, supplementing the research in his invaluable book,
Patchin Place. After the talk, the Denbigh Suite became the venue for an impromptu
folk session by Bruno on guitar and Rachael softly singing “She Moved through the
Fair” while the rock band in the bar led patrons on the “Highway to Hell.”

All too soon this special weekend of books and conversations segues towards the
finale. Nicholas Birns thrilled the audience with his examination of the often-over-
looked novel, Ducdame, the last apprentice novel before the accomplished Wolf
Solent. He elucidated many aspects of the novel that drew responses from the audience
and a desire to return to its pages. At the AGM the new Secretary, Marcel Bradbury,
explained the changes necessitated by Chris Thomas’s resignation. Chairman Paul
Cheshire paid tribute to Chris and to Kate Kavanagh for years of service to the
Society and the Newsletter.

Yours truly was introduced as the new Newsletter editor and made a plea for
contributions to continue the work started in 1987. The addition of three new
members of the committee shows how much change can occur in a short time. The
final hour was devoted to a continuation of Nicholas’s talk and making farewells. It
has become a trend in recent years for some people to remain an extra day to extend
the experience. A group of us travelled up the Dee Valley to visit the beautiful ruins
of Valle Crucis and rest in the Chapter House where John Cowper began to write
Owen Glendower. On Sunday night and Monday morning we made our last farewells
before setting off on our long journeys home.

Peter Birtles and Louise de Bruin celebrating 50 years
with the Powys Society: photo Anna Rosic.



Conference 2025 Speakers
photos by Anna Rosic
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Marcel Bradbury, Hon. Secretary
Minutes of the Annual General Meeting of the Powys Society held at the
Hand Hotel, Llangollen on the 17th August 2025

Present: Paul Cheshire (PC), Marcel Bradbury (MB), Kevin Taylor (KT) Kate
Kavanagh (KK), Louise de Bruin (LB), Pat Quigley (PQ), Nick Birns (NB), Anna
Rosic (AR), Dawn Collins (DC) and 24 members.

1. The minutes of the 2024 AGM as published in Newsletter 113 were agreed.

2. MB drew members’ attention to the current membership of the committee and
the Honorary Officers as set out on pages 10 and 11 of Newsletter 114. The
only change since that information was the resignation of Chris Thomas as Hon.
Sec. MB will submit himself for this post next year and pending being formally
nominated and seconded will be appointed to the Committee as acting Hon. Sec.
pursuant to 4.2(f) of the constitution.

3. The Chairman’s report as published in Newsletter 115 was noted by the meeting.

4. PC as acting Treasurer drew the meetings attention to the annual accounts for the
year ended December 2024 as set out on page 19 of Newsletter 115. and reported
the decision of the Committee to increase subscriptions from 1st January 2026.
UK subscriptions will increase from £22 to £25 and subscriptions for the rest of
the world will rise from £26 to £30.

5. PCreported that the Society’s independent examiner had declined to continue in
that role and that a new independent examiner, Howard Lane, of Pro-filing Ltd
had accepted appointment as our new independent examiner.

6. MB reported that the Charity Commission annual return has been lodged well on
time and the changes to the Trustees of the Society referred to in 2 above would
be notified to the Charity Commission immediately after the AGM.

7. MB reported that as he had only been Hon. Sec. for a few weeks there was
nothing at present to report other than to inform the meeting that a proposal was
being considered for the Society to hold a joint meeting with the Hardy Society
at the end of February next year. Planning was at an early stage and members
would receive further information as soon as plans were finalised.

8. KT provided the meeting with the sales figures for the eBooks published by the
Society and confirmed that Penguin Classics have republished Wolf Solent and
will be publishing 4 Glastonbury Romance before the end of the year.

9. DC gave a demonstration of the Society’s presence on social media including
Instagram, Substack and the Society’s reading group. The Society’s long-term
future depends on our recruiting new members and this can most effectively be
done through social media. All members were urged to actively participate in
these forums as at present it looks to the outside world that the Society is not
supporting its own presence on social media.
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10. PC gave the meeting a preview of the new website which will go live on the 19th
of August.

11. LB informed the meeting that next year’s conference would be held at the Wessex
Hotel in Street on the14th August 2026 and pointed out this would coincide with
the annual Llewelyn Walk on the previous day.

12. The following matters were reported under AOB:

13. KT drew the meetings attention to a conference entitled ‘Ecocritical Readings
of the Works of the Powys Brothers’ to be held by the Universite de Pau et des
Pays de L’ Adour (UPPA) on September 25th 2026 in the Bayonne auditorium
of Bayonne University to which all members are invited. Any members flying
should use Biarritz airport. The majority of papers will be in English and Society
members Charles Lock and Kim Wheatley will be speaking.

14. PQ outlined to the meeting some of his preliminary plans for the Newsletter and
appealed for members to submit contributions.

15. PC paid tribute to the huge contribution to the Society by Chris Thomas during
his 15 years as Hon. Secretary and a presentation was made.

16. Tributes were paid to Kate Kavanagh on her retirement from the Committee,
she has tirelessly supported all the Society’s activities over many years and a
presentation was made.

17. Richard Perceval Graves (RPG) thanked the committee for a well-run, enjoyable
and informative conference and asked that steps be taken to enable members
to pay for future conferences by bank transfer. AR confirmed this had already
been put in place for next year. RPG said he would be grateful if all future
written references to him by members use his full authorial name rather than any
abbreviations.

Conference Impressions

From Jane Cheshire

I read A Glastonbury Romance in June this year, entirely with the intention of
coming to the conference. I had failed to read Weymouth Sands a few years earlier,
but aware of my partner’s growing enthusiasm I hoped to increase my sympathy
with, and understanding of, the passion Powysians feel for the man JCP, and often,
his whole family too. It helped that I already knew some committee members and
conference attendees, so though I was as green as could be in terms of the scope
of my Powys reading I felt I could probably stay afloat. And, reader, I did! I was
as surprised as anyone who had already met me that I felt as nourished, stimulated,
encouraged and warmly welcomed by everyone there. The setting of Llangollen
itself, mystically beautiful on arriving after heavy rain with the clouds lifting and
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revealing the landscape, Dinas Bran, the banks of the Dee, and the labyrinthine
passages of the Hand Hotel combined into a proto-Powysian paradigm.

The level of engagement with the material of the seminars and lectures was
thoughtful and often erudite. The lectures themselves were impressive and wide
ranging; my world opened up. There was no grandstanding or monopolising of the
discourse and when we weren’t in the conference room there was such a congenial
atmosphere that anybody could feel at home. I come away with much to reflect on,
with avenues of thought to pursue and internal dialogues and arguments to attend to.
There is a very good chance that I’ll be in Street next year! Thank you!

Jane Cheshire and Louise de Bruin
photo Anna Rosic.

From Susan Allen

I first read Wolf Solent at the age of 18. Our A-level English mistress (keen to
introduce us to something ‘different’) urged us all to read it. Miss Hewitt was the first
‘Powysian’ I had ever met. In truth, I didn’t make much of Wolf Solent at the time. |
skipped a lot of it and returned (thankfully) to the safer world of Jane Austen. Many
years later, a close friend reintroduced me to Wolf Solent and the world of JCP (and
the Powys circle) opened up to me. Being something of a slow starter in the Powys
stakes, the first Powys Society Conference | attended was last year’s (in Street). I
enjoyed it so much that one of the first things I did on returning home was to become
a fully paid-up member of the Powys Society.

My first impression on arrival at the Wessex Hotel in Street last year was how
friendly everybody was. I arrived late (the reception was well underway) and I was
rather flustered as a result. However, I was warmly welcomed by Anna, and I soon
felt at ease. All the sessions were interesting. By the time Sunday lunch was over
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(with people saying their farewells), I was already looking forward to next year’s
conference.

This year’s conference at the Hand Hotel in Llangollen was another delight. It
was good to see so many people from last year — and to meet some new people as
well. Again, the sessions were varied and interesting. The weekend seemed to pass
too quickly — and that’s as good an endorsement as any.

From Gail Campbell

It was an illustration by Harry Clarke that brought John Cowper Powys to my
attention. It is was on the cover of Maiden Castle that I bought from St Giles book
sale near the Barbican. It was called ‘Etain...Deidre of the Golden Hands’ and was
a hypnotic kind of drawing. A year and a half later, I decided to stay at the Hand
in Llangollen for the conference, because the writing of JCP had become a happy
interest.

Morine’s first talk on the correspondence between JCP and Phyllis Playter was
what had drawn me for the first night. Having read the booklet of his letters to Henry
Miller (a longtime favourite writer of mine) I was a bit ignorant about their life
together. Her photo was fascinating but she had none of the femme fatale about her,
or even the beauty of the surrealist muses, she looked different and the Russian
headdress reminds me of a photo of women like birds in a traditional festival. The
end of the talk struck me in the great unhappiness of Phyllis, with or without JCP,
and later on Saturday his house in Corwen, | heard that she had to care for her mother
and sister too. I wondered if she had been enthralled by him and could not leave.

The food at the hotel was lovely, I can’t face eggs in the morning, but there was
a lot of choice and the cups of tea were some of the nicest I have had, as was the
carrot cake. I went to investigate the church and found cornflowers there. The legend
of St Collen was interesting, with his killing of a giantess and there was a heraldic
lion from a really old family. I remembered my running shoes for the trip up Caer
Drewyn, and they kept my balance up the last hairy incline.

An acoustic folk song in the Denbigh afterwards was a special treat following
some lovely photos from Ray Crozier of the parts of New York where the various
Powyses and friends lived. Kim’s talk in the morning about Shelley and JCP added
to her article about Samuel Taylor Coleridge previously published and my sketchy
knowledge of Mary Shelley and the poems of Lord Byron. Matthew Arnold’s poem
‘The Forsaken Merman’ has stayed with me like a sad ghost. The morning talk on
Saturday by Hilary about Sylvia Townsend Warner was really interesting, as I knew
so little about the women surrounding the Powys family. Thanks to the book room I
found a book of JCP’s poetry, and acquired another four for the price of one.
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At the Conference

Corwen explorers - (L-R) Paul Cheshire,
David Williamson, Nicholas Birns, Kevin
Taylor, Kim Wheatley and Peter Crow

(L-R) Richard Perceval Graves, Alan photo Gail Campbell.

Hooper, Susan Allen, Anna Rosic & Kate
Kavanagh beside the Dee.

Bruno and Rachael in the Denbigh Suite
photo Gail Campbell.

Chairman of Powys Society, Paul Cheshire
photo Anna Rosic.

Julia Mathews, Patrick Quigley and Hilary
Bedder in the Chapter House, Valle Crucis
photo Marcel Bradbury.
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Gail Campbell and Chris Thomas
photo Gail Campbell.

From Alan Hooper

I enjoyed the event: good talks, pleasant surroundings and as ever congenial people.
I wish next year’s was already upon us but in the meantime, I send you my very best
wishes and look forward eagerly to our next meeting.

Mark Foss
Opening to the world(s) of John Cowper Powys

During the presentation on Ducdame by Nicholas Birns at the Powys Society Confer-
ence 2025, I finally started to “get” the writing of John Cowper Powys.

I have been on a slow learning curve into the worlds of JCP since Society member
Dawn Collins introduced me to the Powys brothers in the spring of 2024. As someone
who studied journalism and film, I came late to the giants of 20" century literature.
While I quickly fell in love with Faulkner novels like The Sound and the Fury and
As I Lay Dying, the works of the Powys clan had eluded my attention. With Dawn’s
support, I set out to right this terrible wrong.

Lesson 1: it was not enough to track down any old novel by JCP — I needed to
read the right version. Thus, my early attempts at buying a used copy of Wolf Solent
were thwarted until I had found the Penguin Modern Classics edition. Lesson 2: JCP
acolytes like Dawn had multiple copies of the same book by different publishers —
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presumably even the inferior ones. Lesson 3:
There was no contradiction between Lesson 1
and Lesson 2.

Dawn told me she had given up on Wolf
Solent four times. On her fifth attempt, it all
started to click: JCP was her guy. Although I
finished the novel, more or less in one go, I
didn’t have the anticipated revelation that JCP
was a genius. Perhaps Dawn was an aberration?
No, at my first Powys Society Conference
in 2024, I discovered a whole warren of
like-minded enthusiasts. As a Canadian, it
was like stumbling onto some kind of obscure
British cult, perhaps involving stone circles
and hooded robes at midnight. To my surprise,
I managed to buy a dozen volumes of the
Powys brothers from the Book Table without
anyone demanding a secret handshake.

Following the 2024 conference, I found
Weymouth Sands at an antiquarian bookstore
in Ottawa — the 1934 edition published by Simon and Schuster. When I sent a photo
to Dawn to check if this version passed muster, she recognized the spine of another
book on the shelf: The Saturnian Quest by G. Wilson Knight, signed by the author. I
bought both books.

Weymouth Sands was slow going, but I began to appreciate how JCP moved his
characters around in time and space, almost Faulkner-like, and how he delved deep
into their consciousness. Still, I couldn’t embrace him fully. It all seemed so fussy
and dated, and I rolled my eyes every time I came across another reference to “life
illusion.” The dialect, too, was tiresome.

Dawn had warned me that Ducdame was not an easy read, but I wanted to be
better prepared for the conference in 2025. I gritted my teeth to get through it, even
as I took pleasure in recognizing certain patterns between the few JCP novels I had
read — the character of Reverend Hastings and his scandalous book had echoes
of Mr Urquhart from Wolf Solent, while both Ducdame and Weymouth Sands had
“idiot” children. Still, I suffered through more life illusions, the tedious ruminations,
manipulations and passivity of Rook Ashover, and the three tiresome women (not
including his mother) who vied for his undivided attention.

I bought another dozen works of the Powys brothers at the Book Table, hoping
that one would show me what seemed evident to everyone else at the conference. If

Ducdame by John Cowper Powys.
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that was in the cards, the process would only start back home in Montreal. Instead,
my heart started opening towards JCP much sooner.

In his talk on Ducdame, Nicholas Birns made a stirring case for the importance of
this novel in the JCP oeuvre. In my own reading, I had noted that JCP took inspiration
for the title from Shakespeare’s As You Like It — “Ducdame” being a Greek invoca-
tion to call “fools into a circle.” But I had not taken this observation any further.
Nicholas pointed out the title should be pronounced with three syllables to respect
its Greek roots. He also noted that the verses from the play sprinkled throughout
the novel were not arbitrary; JCP had given them to certain characters to enrich
our understanding. With this analysis, Nicholas was lifting a veil for me in my own
appreciation of JCP.

I also appreciated the idea that Rook’s ailing brother Lexie was arguably the
primary character in Ducdame, and how JCP may have been thinking of his own
ailing brother Llewelyn. Yet, at the same time, | began to separate the writer from his
creations. I saw, in retrospect, that JCP was not necessarily identifying with Rook.
He treated all his characters generously with perhaps a greater sense of irony and
critique than I had allowed.

Of course, I was mesmerized by Nicholas’s thoughts on Faulkner’s response to
Ducdame. While Faulkner found the novel too English, too regional and too focused
on nature, he nevertheless recognized its value. Nicholas also proposed that JCP’s
novel may have influenced Faulkner’s The Sound and the Fury — another title drawn
from a Shakespearean play. The tale of the Ashover family, for example, may well
have shaped Faulkner’s creation of the Compsons, while Binnory, the “idiot” child,
could have planted the roots for the “idiot” character of Benjy. The assonance of the
two names could not be a coincidence.

I have not stopped thinking about how JCP’s novel about “fools in a circle” has
echoes in Faulkner’s “tale told by an idiot.” I wonder, too, what other traces of JCP
can be found in Faulkner’s work. What about the multiple points of view in As I Lay
Dying or the centrality of its flood to the story? Perhaps Faulkner is protesting too
much with his critique of “too much nature” in Ducdame.

I left the conference with renewed interest in JCP and new treasures, including the
first American edition of A Glastonbury Romance — yes, the unexpurgated version
before the “cuts and alterations” of 1932-1955. I may never own another version
of it, but guided by Wilson Knight, I’'m more than willing to plunge deeper into the
worlds of JCP in search of the grail.
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The Brave & The Bold; Ray Crozier & Richard Perceval Graves
photo by Gail Campbell.

Paul Cheshire
The New Powys Society Website

A year ago, I received approval from the Committee to renew the Society’s website.
I was granted a budget of £2,000 to engage a professional web designer to redesign
the site—retaining its existing functionality—and to migrate it to a new platform. I
expect it to have gone live long before this Newsletter appears.

Migration to a New Platform — Content Management System (CMS)

Website technology evolves rapidly, and it’s important to stay current. Our old site was
built and maintained using Adobe Dreamweaver, an expensive subscription-based
software that appears to be losing support from Adobe. In contrast, Content Manage-
ment Systems (CMS) offer a more dynamic structure and have become the dominant
web platform—now powering over 67% of all websites.

There are two key differences between Dreamweaver and a CMS:

1. Ease of use: CMS platforms don’t require detailed coding knowledge. They are
menu-driven and (at least in theory) easier to learn.

2. Remote access and flexibility: A CMS operates via login to a remote server,
enabling multiple users and interactive features (if desired).

My research pointed clearly to WordPress as the best CMS option. It offers several
advantages over proprietary platforms like Wix and Squarespace. WordPress is free,
open source, and flexible—hence why over 43% of all websites worldwide use it.
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Design
I approached two design companies for proposals. I selected Pedldigitl because their
previous work was more visually appealing and, during several phone calls, they
demonstrated a real interest in understanding our needs rather than pushing a preset
vision.

I was particularly drawn to their use of full-screen images on home pages. Our
design discussions focused primarily on improving the home page, and I’'m pleased
to say we’ve been able to showcase Gertrude Powys’s painting of Weymouth Bay as
a screen-filling background behind a rising content panel.

Their redesign emphasises engagement. A new message—“Discover the
Powyses”—replaces the more passive “Welcome to the Powys Society,” and actively
conveys our mission. Highlighted extracts of recent news and announcements
function like headlines, giving the page a lively, current feel.

A key innovation is the sign-up box, an interactive feature powered by
MailChimp. I strongly encourage all members to subscribe. Once signed up (open
to both members and non-members), users will receive email alerts whenever new
content is posted to the website.

The bulk of the designers’ work involved migrating more than 550 pages to the
new platform—painstakingly, one page at a time. Most of the website’s content
remains unchanged, though some interface elements (such as the collapsible panels
for past issues of the Newsletter or Powys Journal) have been redesigned for
improved usability.

There is no loss of functionality. Please note, however, that the Google-based site
search may be temporarily inconsistent. As all page addresses have changed, it will
take some time for Google to re-index the entire site.

New Members
From Paul Kindersley

I am an artist and was reading my way through all of James Purdy and John Cowper
Powys came up. He’d been on my radar through a friend in Cambridge and | happened
upon a copy of Morwyn at a flea market and then I was hooked, am slowly working
my way through his works and I am transfixed, already a big fan of 4 Glastonbury
Romance, Weymouth Sands, Wolf Solent and Autobiography... as well as some of the
shorter works and even The Inmates and Morwyn... I hope to steadily work my way
through on this journey of discovery. I did find some back copies of the old Powys
Review from the 70’s... I have been finding quite a few copies of his books at charity
shops etc too - and am an avid collector!
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From Peter Brown

Many years ago | read Wolf Solent and found it a very different voice, also TF
Powys’s Mr Weston's good wine. I’ve a way to go with 4 Glastonbury Romance,
and again the different voices fascinate, slowly and enjoyably annotating with the
aid of WJ Keith’s revised companion. I think it was a what are you reading at the
moment in a Guardian q&a session that relit the fire. I’'m always surprised by the
number of people who’ve never heard of the Powys writing trio, even Eng. Lit.
graduates. Maybe I first heard of a Powys in the eighties via Peter Riley’s TF Powys
bibliography (1967). I knew Peter well for many years but not so well now.

I’'m a retired public librarian (14 years retired); I spent most of the late sixties,
seventies and eighties studying Joyce and presented a couple of papers at Joyce
conferences. I do get enthusiastic about authors. JH Prynne fascinates but having any
understanding of what he’s doing is a mystery to me. The Powys brothers present
mysteries within attainable contexts allowing of course for varying approaches in
whatever chosen manner of critical theory. If there’s no mystery then the flame
gutters, at least for me. As you can imagine I was delighted to read in my first foray
into your magnificent archive Kevin Taylor’s editorial (May, 2025) making compar-
isons with JH Prynne’s The oval window (1983).

John Gray
A Tribute to TF Powys for his 150™ birthday on 20 December 2025

The last full-length novel, Unclay, by TF Powys is the summation of his life’s
work. Though not without precedents, the manner and the substance of this strange,
compelling, not always comfortable book are uniquely his own. Written in his
inimitable style — poetic and aphoristic, pared down and at the same time highly
allusive, Unclay, was published in 1931. It remains the least read of this great English
writer, and one reason for this strange state of affairs may be the picture of human life
it offers.

Presented with lapidary finality in Unclay, Powys’s vision is deeply at odds with
contemporary sensibility. Theodore Powys is a religious writer without any seeming
vestige of orthodox belief, a dark poet who celebrates passing beauty and a stark
realist who is also a supreme fabulist. Unless one unlocks these paradoxes, one
cannoully understand his work, or appreciate the rare delights it contains.

Achieving such understanding is no simple matter, for while Powys writes with
exquisite clarity his way of thinking is gnomic and often hard to decipher. In a
penetrating assessment of this elusive mind, Alyse Gregory observed in her journals
that Powys ‘sees Man’s place in the universe as ephemeral, inconsequential and
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doomed. He is a combination of Baron d’Holbach, John Bunyan, Schopenhauer and
Traherne with a sprinkling of Sterne. Who will understand him or do justice to him?’

The incongruous mix of writers mentioned here by Gregory underscores the
difficulty, and several other seemingly ill-assorted writers could be added. Jeremy
Taylor, the seventeenth-century Anglican divine and author of The Rule and Exercise
of Holy Dying was a powerful influence; the word “unclay” comes from a poem of
Taylor’s. But Nietzsche, a furious atheist, was also a commanding presence through-
out Powys’s life as a writer. Powys’s intense ambivalence towards religion is one
of the keys to his work. One sometimes has the feeling that he views religion in the
manner of the eighteenth-century arch-materialist, Holbach — as a fantasy distracting
humans from clear awareness of their true situation. Yet it is unthinkable that Powys
could have shared Holbach’s dream of a world without religion. Like Freud - whose
writings he read and admired — Powys saw human beings as creatures animated by
illusion: if they give up religion it is usually only to run after other fantasies. In any
case — Powys asks, what would a human life without illusion be like?

Though Powys was a religious writer, for him religion was not about belief. As
he put it in Soliloquies of a Hermit, an early volume first published in America in
1916 in which many of the themes of his major novels are prefigured, ‘I am without a
belief; a belief is too easy a road to God.” Religion, ‘the only subject I know anything
about’ — is not, for Powys, a set of propositions or a creed. It is a mood, or a shifting
pattern of mood, whose intimations are fleeting. Spiritual truth was best approached
by silence, or else by the indirect art Powys employs in his magnificent Fables (1929),
where pots and pans converse with fleas and corpses. If Powys had any religious
beliefs they were, in terms of conventional Christianity, highly heterodox, even
heretical. Except in the shape of mortality — which in the figure of John Death, is the
central protagonist in Unclay there is nothing of salvation to be found in Powys’s
writings. Far from Death being the supreme evil, as it was for his brother Llewelyn,
it enters the world to make the burden of human life lighter. In Unclay, John Death
is God’s messenger, instructed to “scythe” or “unclay” two inhabitants of the village
of Dodder. Losing the parchment that contains their names, he determines to spend
the summer in the village. Throughout the stay he gives and receives joy, relishing
sexual encounters with the village women and rejoicing in his mission of bringing
release to suffering humanity.

John Death is a gay, wanton figure, one of the few among Powys’s characters
to pass through the human world with something akin to pleasure (though, Death
confesses, the experience has taught him to weep). For Powys the longing to live
forever is a mark of human misery, while Death cancels all sorrow. ‘Perhaps I am
an illusion,” Death ruminates towards the end of the book. ‘But, whether real or
no, I am no enemy to man.” Here we see the first of Powys’s striking reversals of
orthodox religious belief. The lust for everlasting life, which conventional religion
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expresses, is for Powys the greatest human vice — a weakness that finds expression
in greed, ambition and the love of glory. We can live more peacefully, he seems to be
suggesting, if we befriend our own mortality...

TF Powys: drawing by Rosemary Dickens based on the
sculpture by Elizabeth Muntz.

The theme of God seeking annihilation is echoed in The Only Penitent... Mr
Hayhoe, a goodly man, the vicar of Maids Madder, is a man of simple faith who
does not doubt the goodness of his parishioners; he is sure they will welcome the
opportunity to confess and repent their sins. Accordingly, he makes himself available
for confession, but no one seeks his absolution and he begins to doubt his faith. At
last, a solitary penitent turns up, Tinker Jar a mysterious figure, whom Mr Hayhoe
‘thought he knew,” of whom it was said that ‘when the tinker wasn’t walking upon
the everlasting hills, he would use the storm-clouds as a chariot.” Tinker Jar confesses
his sins:

‘I crucified my son ... *Twas [ who created every terror in the earth, the rack, the
plague, all despair, all torment ... I destroy all men with a sword. I cast them down
in a pit, they become nothing.’

‘Hold,’ cried Mr Hayhoe. ‘Is that last word true?’

‘It is,” answered Jar.

‘Then in the name of Man,’ said Mr Hayhoe boldly, ‘I forgive your sin; I pardon
and deliver you from all evil; and confirm and strengthen you in all goodness, and
bring you to everlasting death.’

Along with the Reverend Hayhoe, Mr Jar reappears in Unclay where the Reverend
describes him as ‘the chief of sinners.” Mr Jar confesses, ‘I have done too much harm
already.’ Just as in The Only Penitent, God is held responsible for all the evil in the
world. In The Left Leg (1923) Jar appears as an old man who lives in a rough hut
under the shelter of Madder Hill ...
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It is tempting to think Powys may have entertained the Gnostic notion that the
world was created by a demiurge, but it is questionable whether Powys had any notion
of a creator-god. Certainly, Powys’s work is saturated with Christian symbolism and
can hardly be understood without some familiarity with Christian traditions, but to
my mind it stands outside these traditions. In a wise assessment, William Hunter
wrote in The Novels and Stories of T.F. Powys (1977) that in Powys’s work ‘Christian
myth is used to express a pagan philosophy.” The spare lives Powys chronicles show
no trace of redemption, and the rural landscape he uses in his fiction is chosen not
only because it was intimately familiar to him but also because it represented the
unchanging conditions of human existence.

Powys spent many years living in the Dorset village of East Chaldon, where
he settled for the seclusion he believed he could enjoy there. As things turned out,
he received a stream of literary visitors — including some of the luminaries of the
Bloomsbury Group — and in latter years, when his health had weakened somewhat,
he moved to the greater seclusion of Mappowder. There Powys took part in a regular
religious service in the church next to his cottage, but it seems he did so mainly for
the quietude of the ceremony and at the end of his life he declined communion from
the Rector. Yet Theodore Powys was shaped by the religion of his father even as he
rejected it...

Llewelyn, John and Theodore found different successors to the faith of their
father, but when writing about how a human life is best spent they spoke with a single
voice. For all of them, contemplation was superior to action. In his autobiographical,
Skin for Skin (1925) Llewelyn wrote of Theodore: ‘Never for a single moment since
he reached the age of discretion, has my brother given as much as a sunflower-seed
for the busy practical life of our Western World.” In this however the three brothers
were at one. Whether contemplation meant the static enjoyment of sensation as it
did for John Cowper, or included the active pleasures of the body, as advocated
and practised by Llewelyn, it demanded a type of life in which practical activity
took second place. In seeking peace in the quiet paths and secret valleys of Dorset,
Theodore lived such a life.

Steeped in the great works of English literature, the writings of Theodore Powys
present a vision that goes against the modern grain, which — when one sets aside the
conceit that fancies human action can alter the terms on which we live in the world
— is profoundly refreshing. ‘Life and Death do not quarrel in the fields. They are
always changing places in the slow dance. Alive here and dead there. So the evening
is devoured by the night, and the dawn by the day.’

[Ed: The tribute from our President John Gray is a shortened version from his
Introduction to the Sundial Press edition of Unclay, published in 2010.]
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News and Notes

From Chris Thomas:

Tim Hyman’s Sienese Painting, World of Art series, Thames & Hudson (2003,
new edition 2023)

In his book on Sienese painting Timothy Hyman cites members of the Powys Society.
Timothy refers to an essay by Charles Lock and his discussion of the theological
meaning of Giovanni di Paolo’s Flight into Egypt. Timothy also acknowledges Louise
de Bruin in a wonderful tribute: “My friend, Louise de Bruin, working from a remote
Dorset village, has been midwife-in-chief, throughout this book's five-year gestation,
typing from manuscript each successive version, and seizing with unflagging acuity
upon each lapse or laziness. I owe her an enormous debt.” Timothy's perceptive and
sensitive approach to the contemporary relevance of his subject is evidenced by his
references to other artists such as Matisse, Bonnard, Picasso, Maurice Denis, Ken
Kiff, Kitaj, Bhupen Khakhar and William Blake as well as modern Italian cinema
such as the films of Pasolini e.g. The Gospel According to St. Matthew (1964) and
The Decameron (1971). These references never once feel as though they are out of
place. I also appreciated very much quotations from Ruskin and Berenson.

From Kim Wheatley:

Discount Code for Kim Wheatley’s book

For members of the Powys Society, Bloomsbury
Publishing is offering a 35% discount on any edition
of Kim Wheatley’s book, John Cowper Powys and
the Afterlife of Romanticism. To order, visit https://
www.bloomsbury.com/9798765119426 and use the
discount code POWYS35.

John Cowper Powys and the
Afterlife of Romanticism.

From Peter Foss:
Gerald Pollinger
In response to the appreciations expressed for the late literary agent Christopher
Sinclair-Stevenson in Powys Society Newsletter 115, Peter Foss writes:

“Re. Powys Society Newsletter No.115, p.3, top two paragraphs. Gerald Pollinger
was actually a very good advocate for the Powyses, and an active agent over many
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years. Some of us go back a long way and have untainted memories. | remember,
for instance, when he used to come along to Powys Society conferences and give us
information on new and pending publications; and of course he represented not only
JCP but the siblings and many of the circle too, so he was a busy man as his firm
was highly regarded and he had many important writers on his books. He actively
supported the society; what other agent would do that?

In 2007 it was his firm, via his good team in Maddox Street, that got my Bibliog-
raphy of Llewelyn Powys published by the British Library, jumping the queue of
countless other books on their list through personal negotiation ...”

From Tony Hallett:
Montacute Church Clock:
Tony Hallett has notified us of the restoration of Montacute church clock. Parts of the
clock are believed to date from the Fourteenth Century although the main mechanism
was from the Nineteenth Century. As the Powys children attended prayers and
services in St Catherine’s where their father was rector, the church clock was a major
feature in their daily lives. For more information follow the links:
https://www.bathandwells.org.uk/news/celebrations-as-montacute-church-clock-is-
returned.php
https://stcatherinesmontacute.co.uk/the-legend-of-montacute/
https://www.bathandwells.org.uk/news/historic-church-clock-returns-to-montacute-
after-major-restoration.php

A rededication service was held on Sunday, 10 August 2025 to mark the return of
the clock to the church tower and celebrate its extraordinary legacy. Michael Beasly,
Bishop of Bath and Wells, presided over the service. There was also a village festival
with hog roast, Morris dancing, bands and a choir. Highlights can be viewed on
Facebook.

From Anthony Head:

Gamel Woolsey’s Complete Poems in Spanish (Mas alla de la Tierra Media)
The title translates as “Beyond Middle Earth.” It’s a handsome paperback (card,
actually) of 339 pages, published by Editorial Renacimiento, based in Seville. It has
a 16-page Foreword by Alfredo Tajan, an eminent poet and novelist who manages
the Gerald Brenan House in Churriana, and a 60-page Introduction by Carlos G.
Pranger, an author and teacher at the University of Malaga who is Brenan’s godson,
his mother being Lynda Price who was Brenan’s “companion” after Gamel’s death
and later married Lars Pranger. I’1l certainly be happy to write more on this volume
when [ get around to translating these preliminary pieces — though I fear that could
be some way off.

[Ed: This volume appears to include a lot more poems than the Collected Poems of
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Gamel Woolsey edited and published by Kenneth Hopkins in 1984. We hope to hear
more from Anthony and to look at Gamel Woolsey and Gerald Brenan in Spain in a
future Newsletter. |

From Pat Quigley:

Death’s Other Kingdom by Gamel Woolsey

Chris Thomas writes in Newsletter 115 (p.12)

suggesting that Gamel may have found her title,

Death's Other Kingdom, in Dante’s Inferno or TS

Eliot’s The Hollow Men. Another possible source

is suggested by a letter she wrote to Llewelyn from

Spain in 1933. She has been reading an account by

Chrétien de Troyes of a strange knight who appears at

King Arthur’s court. The knight challenges the king

and boasts of holding knights and ladies in captivity.

Arthur is powerless to act as “the strange knight

is the lord of Death’s Kingdom and the prisoners

are those whom Death has undone, and all sorts of

strange overtones seem to sound in the air as you

read it... And the tale gets stranger and stranger and Gamel Woolsey in 1930.
you go further and further into the Kingdom of Anwyn.” (Letters of Gamel Woolsey
to Llewelyn Powys, p.53).

Gamel’s prose has the lapidary power of poetry; her mind operated on many levels
and her sensibility was close to the myth-making and myth-living Powys family.
“You are the oracle,” proclaimed John Cowper in his 1959 poem, To Gamel.

From Stephen Rogers:

Robert Nye and JCP

You may be interested to know that Robert Nye’s poem ‘In Memoriam John Cowper
Powys 1872-1963 is included in his Selected Poems, being published by Greenwich
Exchange in the autumn, with a preface by Wendy Cope. Robert was in correspon-
dence with JCP from the late 1950s and continued to correspond with Phyllis until
her death.

In Memoriam John Cowper Powys 1872—1963
Knowing the horror of the house

More intimately than its mere ghosts.

You practised to unstitch

The mirror from its silver

And write down your name without wondering who.
O Prospero, no elegy for you.
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You have been sent to Naples, that is all,
And this bare island is the barer for it.

[Ed: The above poem by Robert Nye was published in Newsletter 46, July 2002
along with an article by Nye: Prospero to Me, reprinted from the Christian Science
Monitor, 1977. There are numerous references to Robert Nye in the Newsletter and
Powys Review. Kate Kavanagh noted in Newsletter 89 that letters from John Cowper
Powys to Nye were “documented but disappeared.” (p.38). See Powys Society
website. |

From Richard Martin:

Private Libraries Association

I have recently taken over responsibility for the
PLA’s digital presence, and have already
spent a pleasant few hours updating parts of
our Association website... I have some ideas
for future activity on the website, including
descriptions from members of their collections,
photographs of books and libraries, book-
collecting tips, articles about particular authors
and printers, members’ books for sale and
swap opportunities... And a special ‘members’
discussion forum’.

So here is your chance. Send me your ideas,
and for that matter send me photographs and/or
articles and anything else you like... If you are
not a member, you are very welcome to join at
just £40 a year... Which value you will easily get
back in the form of the wonderful Private Library
magazine, and a free book every year or so. (For
those who were members at publication it is currently the late David Chambers’
magisterial work Early Private Presses.) You will find a membership join-up form
on the Private Libraries Association website, and do tell your book-friends also. Oh,
and everyone is invited to pitch in with ideas for the website, whether you’re a PLA
member or not.

The Private Library.

[Ed: A number of back issues of The Private Library have articles of interest to
Powys Society members including Spring 1984: Count Potocki of Montalk’s Library;
Autumn 2005: Kenneth Hopkins, Poet and Publisher & Spring 2014: A London
Collection: Stephen Powys Marks. ]
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From Pat Quigley:

Owain Glyndwr Hotel re-opens

The Owain Glyndwr Hotel

sits on the main street at

the heart of Corwen. John

Cowper and Phyllis stayed

here in July 1935 while

waiting for work to finish

on their new house at 7 Cae

Coed. He wrote to Llewelyn

about “this extremely old

hostelry. This room is

panelled with dark wood

and all the windows have

the old panes very thick, Owain Glyndwr Hotel with Community Owned banner.
but with no restored sham diamond panes.” In September 2024, following years of
slow decline, the hotel was purchased by the local community with the support of a
government regeneration grant. It has undergone extensive renovations, preserving
its rich heritage. Their website invites visitors to “explore, celebrate or just to relax
and experience Welsh hospitality in a place steeped in history.” The hotel is now open
for visitors and holds regular community events. See: www.owainglyndwr.cymru.

From Hilary Bedder:

A Sylvia Townsend Warner statue in Dorchester

A statue of Sylvia Townsend Warner will be unveiled in Dorchester at 1 p.m.
on 14™ December 2025. The bronze statue sculpted by Denise Dutton will be
located outside Goulds, at 22/23 South Street. It was funded by a campaign run
by Visible Women UK and you can still contribute to the Crowd Funder https://
www.crowdfunder.co.uk/help-raise-a-statue-for-sylvia-townsend-warner
Funds raised above and beyond that needed for the statue will contribute to cataloguing
her archive in the Dorset History Centre. Following my talk at the Society confer-
ence, a few of you expressed some interest in the Sylvia Townsend Warner Society,
and a link to the website of the Society is here: https://townsendwarner.com A
Sylvia Townsend Warner conference will be held at University College London on
29th/30th May 2026 and details are on the website.

From Marcella Henderson-Peal:

A Powys Brothers conference in France in September 2026

Florence Marie and Pierre Vilar (Université de Pau et des Pays de 1’Adour) are
co-organising an academic conference around the Powys Brothers on Thursday 24
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and Friday 25 September 2026. Florence Marie told me that the conference (entitled
Ecocritical Readings of the Works of the Powys Brothers) will take place in Bayonne
and speakers include Powys Society members Florence Marie, Charles Lock, Kim
Wheatley, Goulven Le Brech and Marcella Henderson-Peal. Pierre Vilar, a senior
lecturer in Anglo-Saxon Modernist literature started reading JCP at the age of 8 and
has never ceased since. He has encouraged many colleagues and students to descend
into the Powysian universe and make it your own.

[Ed: There will be more details in the next issue of the Newsletter. And, yes, Marcella
does write “at the age of 8.”]

From Pat Quigley:

Llewelyn Powys and Madeleine Walker
Stephen Wade is the inexhaustible author of
over 100 books, mainly non-fiction. His recent
title, The Women Writers’ Revolution: More than
Bloomsbury: the Success of Female Writers in
the Interwar Years, Pen & Sword Books, 2025
describes the friendship between Llewelyn
Powys, Alyse Gregory and Madeleine Walker,
a young poet from Clones, County Monaghan.
See: https://stephen-wade.com/books/ An article
on the relationship will feature in a future
Newsletter.

From Paul Cheshire, Hon. Treasurer:
The Women Writers’ Revolution.

Subscription Increase from 2026

As announced at the AGM, due to increased postage costs in particular, we need to
increase membership subscriptions.

UK members increase to £25.

World members increase to £30.

UK members who pay by standing order: please amend your instructions to pay £25
per annum from 1 January 2026.

Those paying by PayPal will receive updated instructions by email when their
recurring payment is next due for renewal.
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Julia Mathews
Llewelyn Powys’s West Country Essays: a Discussion Meeting

On Saturday May 31st 2025, a meeting was held in Dorchester to discuss the West
Country essays of Llewelyn Powys. The occasion commenced with a gathering for
lunch at 11:30 at The Kings Arms in High East Street before the discussion session
itself at the Dorset Museum. The Kings Arms was a lovely venue and the food
and atmosphere excellent. No wonder it was also being used by the Hardy Society
that weekend for their own weekend meeting.

Dorset Museum.

Our meeting essentially focused on the regional writings of Llewelyn Powys —
his Dorset Essays, Somerset Essays, and Earth Memories. It was led by Anthony
Head and we were invited to choose some favourite passages to read from these
collections. Those attending were: Marcel Bradbury, Paul Cheshire, Louise de
Bruin, Prof. Michael Grenfell, Martin Pearson, Michael Swaine, Chris Thomas and
myself. Everyone was able to share their opinions of Llewelyn’s character, writing
and personality. During the discussions many more opinions and observations were
raised about the multi-talented Powys family, and Llewelyn’s place within it, as well
as their lifestyles and relationships. It was so well organised by Anthony that everyone
was able to share their opinions of Llewelyn’s character, writing and personality.

One particularly interesting observation was that nearly all of Llewelyn’s major
works before Earth Memories (1934) had been published first in America, and that
although he had been living in Dorset since his return from America in 1925, he
didn’t begin to write in earnest about the West Country until 1933 when he started
submitting essays for some regional newspapers.
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Without the focus that this discussion meeting promised and the need to search
out the necessary volumes, I would not have visited the Puddletown Bookshop.
The journey along the lanes from where I live are so beautiful and I found that
Llewelyn had put into print my exact feelings for the Dorset countryside that [ was
unable to verbalise. | was also grateful to Anthony for lending me Earth Memories.
I found the essays in Earth Memories to be my favourites. The meeting was a very
enjoyable occasion — relaxed, informative and I’m sure enjoyed by everyone — and
our three hours soon expired, leaving us no doubt with plenty more to say.

From Marcel Bradbury
Proposed Hardy and Powys Study Day

The proposed venue is the Dorford Center in Dorchester, a pleasant modern building
owned and run by the Baptist Church. It is two mins walk from Dorchester West station
and five mins from Dorchester South. There is a paying car park opposite. The hall
has audio and visual resources and free WiFi. The number of attendees is obviously
unknown but at their last study day (Jude the Obscure) they booked the hall for 50 and
had to turn people away. They are therefore suggesting the hire of the main hall for 300
(cost £115 for a charity). This will leave room for merchandise/information tables, any
displays each society wishes to make and room for tables and chairs for coffee breaks
and lunch. The Hardy Society will book the venue and manage all the bookings. We
would agree to promote the day and provide a link
to their booking site.

The cost of room hire and light refreshments
will be covered by ticket sales. The Hardy Society
will produce a programme. Attendees will pay
on booking; it will be open to all but members of
each society will get a discount. Any profit will
be shared equally between the societies. They
clearly have a robust booking system which they
use and they will keep us fully informed of the
booking situation. I attach a draft itinerary they
have prepared. I would stress that if we decide
to proceed, we have complete control over what
topics we want to cover but clearly, we need to
focus mainly on the writing by the three brothers
about Wessex and their connections with Thomas
Hardy. The draft itinerary is just a starting point.  John Cowper Powys & Thomas
If we agree to proceed, we need to decide quickly Hardy: Powys Society publication.
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who we want to approach to speak for us, get their agreement and details of what they
want to cover so that the programme can be prepared. To cover the day, | imagine we
will need three or four speakers.

There will be a lunch during the day. People can bring their own food to eat in the
hall or there are plenty of local options nearby. They are proposing an evening meal
at the Kings Arms for those who would like it. They have experience of organizing
this and people can book and order through their website. They will reserve the
necessary tables; people pay for their own food and drinks. No meals are included in
the ticket price.

Their draft itinerary includes an optional (and free) walk with their members the
following day. For anyone not local this will involve an overnight stay. There are
plenty of options in Dorchester and people would have to make their own arrange-
ments. The proposed dates are either the 21st/22nd February 2026 or 28th/1st March.
We can choose as they can do either.

Proposed Hardy & Powys Study Day
The Dorford Centre, Dorchester

Draft Itinerary

11:00  Welcome

11:10  THS overview

11:20  Powys Society Overview
11:30 Hardy & Powys Wessex

12:30  Lunch

13:30  Hardy & Powys in Dorchester
14:30  Wives and Female Influencers
15:30  Tea and Cake

16:00  Family Life

17:00  Plenary Discussion

17:30  Close

19:00  Group Dinner at The King’s Arms

Sunday
10:00  Walk around Chaldon Herring
12:30  Lunch at the Sailor’s Return
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Paul Cheshire
Llewelyn Powys’s Birthday Walk, 13 August 2025

I joined a small group assembled at the Sailor’s Return, Chaldon Herring, Dorset.
This was a particularly special gathering for me because — although I had been on
Llewelyn Birthday Walks before — I had gone more in the spirit of solidarity and
admiration for the stalwart Dandelion Fellowship group than as a particular admirer
of Llewelyn’s writing. Earlier this year, in preparation for Anthony Head’s talk at
Dorset Museum ‘Llewelyn Powys as Regional Writer’, I made a special effort to get
into Llewelyn. And, reader, I did!
I was bowled over by Love and
Death in particular and was glad
to be able to email a declaration
to Neil Lee Atkin, the convener of
the group, that this time I would
be coming to the Birthday Walk
as a true believer. [ was even more
delighted when Neil replied that
reading Love and Death had been
a watershed moment for him too.
(L-R) Anthony Head, Pam Gillingham, Rich Stone, As the photo shows, there
Neil Lee Atkin, Paul Cheshire, Louise Bailey, were eight of us gathered outside
Jason Lee Atkin, Marcus Lee Atkin. the Sailor’s Return. Neil wanted
to make this commemoration particularly special because he doubted whether his
health would make it possible for him to come on a further Birthday Walk. Seeing Neil
facing up to cancer and mortality with such courage, only emphasises the connection
with Llewelyn’s own predica-
ment as a consumptive whose
unflinching sense of his own
mortality intensified his desire
to savour every minute of
life allotted him. Neil treated
the group to champagne for
the birthday toast, and gave
a reading from The Book of
Days, ahandsomely illustrated
selection from Llewelyn’s
philosophical writings, that
expressed this celebration of Neil Lee-Atkin reading from Llewelyn's
the fleeting glory of life. Book of Days.
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Some of us then walked up the hard track to Chydyok and on to the coast. It
doesn’t look so far on the map, and because of the good fellowship of the walking
group, one forgets how uphill the track is, how uneven and hard on the soles and
ankles its flinty surface. Neil, sensibly, turned back after seeing us off, and arranged
to meet us afterwards back in the village. Once past Chydyok and through the gate
onto the coastal path we turned west and walked on towards the Llewelyn Memorial
Stone set back by a field boundary inland from the path. At every Walk I have been
party to, there is at this point a discussion on whether or not this massive block of
Portland stone has been moved. If so, by whom, why and — above all — how?
My theory is elves, playfully maintaining a supernatural challenge in the face of
Llewelyn’s scepticism, but I keep such thoughts to myself. In Neil’s absence, Tony
Head was to give a reading from Llewelyn when we gathered at the Stone, but on
sudden inspiration, he decided that his chosen passage would be better read when the
whole group was reunited with Neil back at Pam Gillingham’s cottage over tea. Neil
read from Llewelyn’s Introduction to the Golden Cockerel Press edition of 7The Book
of Days of Llewelyn Powys (thoughts from his philosophy selected by John Wallis)
published in 1937 & limited to 300 copies.

“In youth, in middle life and in old age let us lift up proud foreheads and with
the animal exultation of colts snuff at the morning air. Make no mistake - 1
do not forget the fright of a lonely soul falling and falling to death from a
treetop through the fickle, unfirm leaves of a dolorous midnight forest. I do
not forget that there exist sorrows that cannot be borne. I do not forget the
shocking manacles of poverty that gall the flesh to the marrow bone. I do
not forget the merciless oppression of the helpless - abused, and exploited
by men and women as smooth as they are gross. I do not forget that we are
all of us held fast in the clutch of circumstances; nor how we are propelled,
man and beast, whistling along our destined paths by uncontrollable biolog-
ical impulses, like so many peppercorns preposterously shot through the
pipes of Pan. Despite all that can be said by the fatalists, however, we have
a kind of inch-long freedom of action, and limited though this freedom may
be, it is sufficient. It is not as wide as a church door, but it will wag to the
stretch of a hedgehog’s tail, and serves our turn well enough.”

Easily as eloquent as a reading was the posy of dandelions, ground-ivy and yarrow
that Marcus, Neil’s grandson had gathered to place on the Stone. That three genera-
tions of Atkins regularly take part on this birthday walk, and have absorbed and
honoured its rituals is in itself moving to contemplate. Back at Pam Gillingham’s we
were treated to a fine cream tea. All thanks to her for this regular act of hospitality
that rounds off the day in true Powysian style. We had a delightful video back and
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forth with Laurie Bolanos, an American devotee of Llewelyn who wished to be with
us in spirit. Tony Head read from Llewelyn’s Reflections of a Dying Man:

Montaigne taught that it is good for a man to accustom his mind through
continual meditation to the idea of death, so that in the end “we may die hand-
somely — that is, without noise.” He also admonished us — and this is a
very wise word — “to live each day as though it were our last day, and also
to live each day as if our lives were never to end.” I have at no time in my life
troubled my head much about this matter of dying with dignity. I put my trust
in Nature. She it was who brought me weeping to my cradle, and it is she who
will lead me protesting to my grave.

I wish to pay particular tribute to Neil for having convened this walk with such
commitment for so many years, in succession to John Batten and Chris Gostick
and many others. The Dandelion Fellowship remains independent as a group from
the Powys Society, but the Society wholly supports its aims and will do everything
possible to help it continue. 13 August 2026 falls on a Thursday, the day before our
conference at Street. A perfect fit for those travelling from afar.

Chris Thomas
JCP and Maurice Barreés

Robert Carrington sent me a quotation about JCP and the French Catholic anti-Se-
mitic Nationalist writer and novelist Maurice Barrés (1862-1923) extracted from
Rilke in Paris by Rainer Maria Rilke and Maurice Betz, translations by Will Stone,
published by Hesperus (2012) and Pushkin Press (2019) which covers Rilke’s associ-
ation with Paris providing a portrait of early 20" century literary life in the French
capital. The book includes the first English translation of a memoir by Maurice Betz,
first published in 1941, of Rilke’s experiences living in Paris between 1902 and 1914,
where he was inspired by seeing the work of El Greco for the first time, especially El
Greco’s landscape View of Toledo. Rilke later visited Toledo in 1912. The translator
includes a note on Maurice Barrés quoting JCP’s opinion of Barrés’s book about
Toledo and El Greco called Greco or The Secret of Toledo.

The quote cited by Will Stone is taken from an essay on El Greco in JCP’s Visions
and Revisions in which he refers to Barres as “Frenchman of Frenchmen.” JCP
critiques Barrés for his interpretation of El Greco and his reference to “irrelevant
watercolour sketches of prancing Moors, learned Jews and picturesque Visi-Goths”
(Visions and Revisions, 1915, p.77). Will Stone also quotes JCP’s comments on
Barres’s book at the beginning of his essay on El Greco saying that Barres “patron-
izes” El Greco: “The Secret of Toledo is a charming book, with illuminating passages
but it is too logical, too plausible, too full of the preciosity of dainty generalisation, to
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reach the dark and arbitrary soul, either of Spain or of Spain’s great painter.” (Visions
and Revisions, 1915, p. 75).

[Ed: See back cover for El Greco’s View of Toledo.]

Dawn Collins
Reading Powyses Zoom. Tuesday Ist July 2025.

One Way of Love (1930) and Patterns on the Sand (1940s) by Gamel Woolsey.

We gathered to discuss these two posthumously
published novels by Gamel Woolsey. 1 have
summarised the discussion below and integrated
written comments received afterwards. We were
delighted to be joined by John Woolsey from Rhode
Island, US (Gamel’s great-nephew) and also by
our regular friend Janice Gregory, relation of Alyse
Gregory. [ think it must be a coup to have relatives
of two Powys women (if I may) discussing their
writing and legacy.
The novel describes a failing marriage of a
self-centred husband and detached bemused wife
navigating their relationship through illness and
the search for self-discovery through writing. It
is located in Greenwich Village, London, Devon/
Cornwall and the woodlands of upstate NY. The
discussion about One Way of Love (OWOL) opened One Way of Love.
with my question “Is this a feminist novel?” We also examined the reason for the
delay in publication until 1986 — why was it impossible for Gollancz to publish this
novel in the 1930s even though they had produced proofs?
Louise responded immediately that OWOL is a feminist novel. We all agreed.
Kevin Taylor writes: “This is certainly a feminist novel, though of an
unorthodox kind. It is perhaps more emphatically a modernist novel, in its use of
shifting points-of-view and a restless, unstable narrative voice. Mariana’s perspective
on the world never settles. There are no definitive statements and no moralising.
Perception is fraught and fragmented. Alan is clearly a chauvinist, even a misogynist,
but the same attributes that might typecast him as such are the very ones which in
some circumstances bring comfort to Mariana. He has a cold nature but is passionate.
His exclusion of her from his friendship groups plays to the dreamy detachment,
even indifference, of her own nature. There is a complex push & pull between the
characters, and the novel resists setting up easy dichotomies or categorisations,
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producing a dislocating effect rarely found in novels of the Victorian or Edwardian
periods.”

Kim Wheatley writes that she found Mariana’s husband Alan a hostile character
and thought that our discussion brought out how Gamel had exposed the detachment
and passivity of Mariana in this novel. Kim appreciated the details of the artistic life
in NY and Patchin Place, although agreeing with Pat Quigley that the descriptions
of London are too patchy. We found Gamel’s description of pastoral SW England
a breath of fresh air — literally. The novel is steeped in despair and a lostness and
inability of the two main characters to communicate. Mariana and Alan represent
the male/female divide at a time when women were questioning their role in life as
objects to satisfy men. Again, it is the writing of interiority, and as Kevin implies, we
perceive a constant push-pull of desire and ennui. For myself | was made very aware
of the ever-present backdrop of illness.

We discussed the delay of publication; the main reason sited is usually the
sexually explicit nature of some passages. There was sensitivity to this matter after
a legal case following the publication of the lesbian novel, The Well of Loneliness
by Radclyffe Hall (Jonathan Cape). This probably gave Gollancz reason to cancel
publication. Tony Head suggested it was more to do with a possible libel case arising
from the character of Alan being easily identifiable as Gamel’s estranged husband,
Rex Hunter, who was an active journalist and playwright in the US at that time.

OWOL explores the sexual awakening of a young woman, the nature of the
male ‘predator’, contraception, orgasm and abortion. Not forgetting the passage that
explicitly mentions lesbianism. Barbara Ozieblo uses the term Freudian; I would
prefer to consider the relationship between Mariana and Alan in Jungian terms,
particularly taking into account the fairytale allusions in the opening section. During
our previous discussion of Gamel's work and life, we remarked that the book's sexual
references were very mild. I stressed that this has to be taken in context. I would
add that the content was very explicit for 1930s’ readers. This applies to all literary
criticism as we find it impossible to understand the exact moral atmosphere of a far
distant time.

We considered the information available to young women in the early 20thC. The
knowledge of contraception was not a topic for public discussion, or even between
mother and daughter. I presented a small book called The Wife's Guide and Friend
(1927), sub-headed: “Plain and practical advice to women on the management of
themselves during pregnancy...” Chapter 1 concludes: “Excessive sexual intercourse
should be avoided as much as possible. If possible, a wife should always try to guard
against it. There is nothing that will so quickly undermine a woman's health than this.
Many are rendered unfit to bear children through this cause alone...”

In OWOL, Gamel writes: “Mariana was often physically exhausted by the
constant excitation of her body. Sometimes she responded with delight to his
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embraces, and shared his ecstasy, more often she was too tired to be happy with him.
But he throve strangely on love. He grew stronger, gayer. This room where Mariana
waited for him was a secret tower to him, lovely as Rapunzel's ...” (p.84)

This brings us to the fairytale beginning of pages 9-14. Tony suggested it was
conceived after the main narrative was completed. We mentioned in passing Bruno
Bettleheim’s Uses of Enchantment which Chris Michaelides thought was relevant
to the understanding of Gamel's use of fairytale projection. Tony reminded us that
Barbara Ozieblo recalls a letter to Phyllis Playter where Gamel writes, “l am almost
at the end [of my novel], but I still have to make the beginning ...” thus, the allusion
to fairytale was an afterthought, which we thought brought the dreamlike quality into
focus. It also highlights Gamel's gifts as a writer. We found Gamel's introduction
particularly enjoyable as it sets the novel in context. Paul thought it was amongst his
favourite moments in OWOL The writing
(p 9-14) is different and imaginative, whilst
the two parts of the novel are written in a
deceptively simple register.

In the second half of our discussion, Tony
Head (Sundial Press) presented Patterns
on the Sand (POTS). Barbara Ozieblo had
discovered the lost manuscript for POTS in
the Kenneth Hopkins collection at the Harry
Ransom Centre, University of Austin, Texas,
in 2000. Tony published POTS based on
this manuscript in 2012. The link between
OWOL and POTS is interesting as both
mention a girl lying in bed daydreaming
of escape. Two characters — Aunt Mahala
and Maum' Hester — appear in both novels
and may have been women in Gamel's life  Byeeze Hill Plantation by Dr Tom Mack
who lived and worked on the Breeze Hill fiom Circling the Savannah, The History
Plantation, still owned by the Woolsey Press, Charleston (2009).
family. Tony finds this novel extraordinarily beautifully written. He is impressed by
the languid passages that read as if written without effort, and for how they represent
life in South Carolina of the early 20™ century. Most memorable is the passage that
describes the arrival on a beach. The atmospheric action of the waves and running
fiddler crabs is absorbing; in this passage arises the title patterns on the sand.

Tony laments that Gamel was so unsure of her writing and that she is not widely
known. He shared two beautiful photographs — one of the house where Gamel lived
as a child and another art-nude study of Gamel posing with a Spanish shawl taken by
Gerald Brenan.
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John Woolsey talked about the young Gamel and her rather cold upbringing
lacking in affection. He later used the term “dysfunctional.” Gamel's sister Marie
became an auto racer and a pioneering woman flyer who died in poverty in a trailer
in Texas in 1962. Gamel escaped her family to live in NY much as Mariana did in
OWOL, although POTS seems to hearken back to a lost paradise of the languid
monied white South and outlines the self-mythologising of a lost idyll.

The detail in this short article does not do justice to our wide-reaching discussion
and the detailed and interesting description that Tony gave us of POTS.

Our next Zoom discussion will be on Dorothy Richardson’s Pilgrimage Volume
1 on Tuesday 23rd September 2025 at 19:00 BST.

Anthony Sillem
Discovering John Cowper Powys

The first J.C. Powys book I read, 4 Glastonbury Romance, was shortly after I had left
school in 1966. I was engrossed in it one afternoon when one of my grandmother’s
more ferocious female friends remarked while giving me what used to be called ‘an
old-fashioned look’: “That does not look like a man s book.” I pointed out that it had
rather more to do with Arthurian romance than it did with the publications of Mills
and Boon. Shortly afterwards I read Wolf Solent and felt a sense of fellow-feeling
with both the author and his protagonist. I had been to a Benedictine boarding school
in the West Country where my happiest times had been spent either reading in my
room or going for long walks in the Mendips: a somewhat Powysian way of dealing
with the rigours of school life.

After this I think I went on to read Weymouth Sands but my real Powys mania
began in the mid-1970s and it was shared with one of my closest friends, Steve
Allen, who was a member of the Society for many years. I went with him to an early
meeting of the Society in Hampstead where a young Timothy Hyman made a strong
impression. This was the period when Jeff Kwintner was reprinting many of JCP’s
works at his Village Press and I gratefully bought many of them. I knew Jeff from
the time of his first literary enthusiasms when he would often turn up at the Covent
Garden Bookshop, where I then worked, together with his mentor the old poet and
friend of Henry Miller, Hugo Manning. On a couple of occasions Jeft bought all the
staff ice creams and once he turned up with a bottle of champagne. I have seldom met
anyone quite so excited about his discovery of literature.

I later worked out that in one year I had read over eight thousand pages of JCP but
after a time my literary interests moved on and this is the reason why I never joined
the Society. Over the decades I have become devoted to many writers and I believed
that if I joined one society then I would end up a member of too many, including
those dedicated to the works of Milton, Blake, Byron, Ruskin, Arthur Machen, J.K.
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Huysmans, the Amis de Marcel Proust, D.H. Lawrence and others. And if there were
societies dedicated to my favourite painters, Samuel Palmer and Paul Nash, I would
want to join them too.

But the other day it occurred to me that John Cowper Powys had directly influenced
my life in a more direct way than any other writer. Both at school and university I
had spent a lot of time in the secondhand bookshops of Bath, Bristol and Oxford, but
reading John Cowper gave me the added push to go into the antiquarian book trade
myself, and to do so by joining a shop in Hastings, a town which I thought might
produce as many eccentrics as the Powys brothers” Weymouth. It did and still does,
as after twenty years in a London bookshop I moved back here, travelling around the
country rare-book hunting and producing regular catalogues. Of all the antiquarian
bookshops I visited in England, including London, the two most exciting were Colin
Page in Brighton and Andy Cumming in Lewes, both of them offering wonderful
rarities but also equally wonderful bargains for the ordinary reader, so that things had
not really changed much from the time when a young John Cowper bought all those
rare folios (including one of Dryden’s Virgil which I would kill for, although JCP did
not think much of the translation) in a Brighton bookshop.

The other big influence was on my getting to grips with the countryside. Around the
time when I was thirty, I took to spending my holidays on long distance walks, either
by myself or with one other; like D.H. Lawrence I do not much care for “trooping
about in gangs.” I completed the Ridgeway, the Coast-to-Coast, Offa’s Dyke, the
coastal path from Minehead to Mousehole and various other shorter excursions. On
all these walks I was accompanied by my stout, totemic ashplant, which eventually
had to have the ferrule replaced at Smith’s umbrella shop in upper Oxford Street.
Now that my walking is not so good it is still my valued companion.

Perhaps a final reason for joining the Society is that JCP is very difficult to shake
off. I love Henry James and often go across to Lamb House in Rye to take a walk in
his garden. But James, one feels, can look after himself. John Cowper, on the other
hand, needs our love. He is deeply endearing but also often infuriatingly contradic-
tory and when he indulges yet again in his crazy Mad John, Punchinello, mountebank
rants it makes me want to throw the book across the room. Perhaps we should take
him at his word, but in fact we don’t, because we know there is something there we
can find nowhere else.

Recently I have also become fond of Llewelyn’s books, particularly the essays
(loved by Larkin). T.F., | have always admired but I also feel rather more distanced
from him.

Finally, I am delighted to join the Powys Society, particularly now that the
president is John Gray, a writer [ very much admire. In all the years I have never been
able to convert another reader to JCP’s books and it was very encouraging to see that
the Society has so many members, especially at a time when we have declined into
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the worship of technology and a debased and money-obsessed pop culture, a culture
that was once exciting and much needed. I am now 77, retired from the book trade,
and for various health reasons unlikely to attend gatherings outside the immediate
vicinity of Hastings. But I wish all members of the Powys Society well.

Anthony Head
Aethelberht and Bertie

On June 4, Francis Brown, a PhD student in the Archaeology and History Department
at Exeter University, gave a talk in Sherborne Abbey on “The ‘Rediscovery’ of King
Aethelberht of Wessex” as part of an exhibition and lecture series commemorating
the centenary of the supposed rediscovery of the 9th century king’s bones there in
1925. An accompanying article was published in the June issue of History Today,
and his subsequent piece titled “A Troubled Centenary for Aethelberht: Archaeology
and Absence in 1925 can be found on the university’s website under its Medieval
Studies section.

Francis explains how an interwar campaign to restore the Lady Chapel — which
had been sold to Sherborne School after the Dissolution, partially demolished, and
then converted into a dwelling for the headmaster — gained support from the discovery
of a sarcophagus in the Abbey in June 1925 widely reported to be that of the Wessex
king, who is known to have been buried somewhere in the Abbey, where his elder
brother King Aethelbald was also buried. In 1860, local squire George Wingfield
Digby repurchased the chapel from the school, but when momentum picked up to
have it restored at the end of World War I, not everyone was in favour. Francis writes:

“Not the least of the opponents was Albert Reginald Powys, a brother of the
writers John C., Theodore F., and Llewelyn, all of whom had attended Sherborne
School. From 1912 Albert served as the secretary to the Society for the Preservation
of Ancient Buildings, in which capacity he effected a vigorous campaign to deter
potential benefactors to the Lady Chapel restoration, which threatened to damage
much of the pre-Restoration fabric. Regardless, the work began in September 1921,
but the impact of Powys’ opposition is revealed by a letter of 1922 from Reverend
Canon Digby to his parishioners, in which that progress was being ‘held up as a
result of a campaign chiefly engineered and fortified by those who have little or
nothing to do with ... Sherborne’.” (History Today, June 2025)

It would be interesting to know to what extent Bertie Powys mentioned his
“vigorous campaign” to any of his brothers and sisters, or sought their support, and
it is curious that the Rev. Digby (a member of the prominent gentry of this region)
should have thought Bertie had little to do with Sherborne when he would surely have
been acquainted with Littleton Powys, who was headmaster of Sherborne Prepara-
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tory School at this time, from 1905 to 1923, was a regular reader of the lessons in the
Abbey, and could hardly have been unaware of this raging controversy involving his
brother.

Perhaps there are references in the letters of Bertie and Littleton, either to each
other or to John Cowper in America, who would have been interested in such
developments and who certainly knew about the discovery of the sarcophagus in the
Abbey as he worked it into a scene in Wolf Solent in the chapter “Crooked Smoke” (a
title he had considered giving the novel itself), in which Wolf and Miss Gault secretly
enter the Abbey at night-time to take a surreptitious look at the newly found bones.
There are one or two other passing references in the novel, but most notable — though
not recognised or picked up in time by his publishers Simon and Schuster in the US
or Jonathan Cape in the UK — is the fact that John, as he soon discovers and notes in
a letter to Littleton in March 1929, has “buried the wrong king in the Abbey.” John
identifies the king as “Aethelwolf”, which is a misspelling of Aethelwulf, who was
Aethelberht’s father and not, as stated, “Alfred’s brother.”

The restoration of the Lady Chapel was completed in 1934. Without an examina-
tion of Bertie’s correspondence at this time, we will not know how he reacted to the
ultimate failure of his campaign or the degree to which he, or the name “Powys”, had
ruffled the feathers of the local gentry.

Carey Hamblett
The Challenges of Bringing John Cowper Powys to the Screen

I’ve lived with John Cowper Powys’ Weymouth Sands since I read the book in the
mid-1980s, although it wasn’t until 1996 that I first took out a screen option (annually
renewed ever since). In fact, it wasn’t the first JCP novel I’d optioned. On reading
Maiden Castle 1 realised the cinematic possibilities which at the time struck me as
a fusion of Fellini and David Lean. That may seem a little overblown, but I was to
learn that the great director John Boorman once had a notion to bring A Glastonbury
Romance to the screen and I’m pretty sure it would have been magnificent if he
had. In 1989 I set to and contacted the agent Gerald Pollinger, who at that time
managed the JCP literary estate. Optioning a book with the vision of making a feature
film sounds very grand and no doubt smacks of hubris; here I was, a single mother
working in the lower echelons of the television industry with a vision of turning
Maiden Castle into a movie. At two hundred and fifty pounds per annum the option
was just about affordable, although it always fell due in December, and so during the
following years while attempting to find production funding, my Christmas budget
was somewhat meagre.
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I managed to bring on director Michael Radford, but he dropped out after
his film ‘Il Postino’ garnered Oscar nominations; Hollywood beckoned and my
project probably seemed small beer. Among those I was in touch with was
Margaret Drabble who wished me well with the project. Fay Weldon was also
curious but declined when I suggested she write the script. Finally, I took on
the job myself and wrote the feature script. By 1999 I’d also drafted it as a
TV drama series and award-winning director Philip Saville (‘Boys from the
Blackstuff’, BBC) was keen. Not only had I joined Pact (Producers Alliance
for Cinema & Television), I regularly attended the international sales markets
in Berlin, Cannes, AFM, Galway and pitched my slate of projects to every
possible TV and feature film company I believed could be interested. Over
the years I must have paid a couple of hundred pounds on copies of the book
to send out, and a brand-new hardback copy with my pitch went to Richard
Attenborough asking him to consider being executive producer. However, his
secretary explained he was far too busy and the book was never returned. As
an independent producer/writer a substantial financial investment was required
on my part and it was essential I continued to make my living working for
production companies as a producer and development executive and also writer
of educational youth drama, in addition to being a visiting lecturer in cinema
studies. After twenty-four years, in 2013, I threw in the towel and relinquished
the option which had totalled six thousand pounds. Yes indeed, hubris, and I
scold my younger self as it would have better invested in a pension plan!

The much-lauded producer Michael Wearing once told me the BBC
regarded JCP as unadaptable. Really? I find the works utterly cinematic and
televisable. It’s like saying you cannot adapt Dickens or Dostoyevsky. I’d taken
out the option on Weymouth Sands knowing, with its interwoven storylines
and character arcs, it was perfect television drama series material. However,
in 2002, in spite of my time and effort, I gave up. For the time being. In 2014
I took out the Weymouth Sands option once again with a potential co-producer
who had expressed interest, and this time through Christopher Sinclair
Stevenson who had taken over from Pollinger as literary agent. Although still
unfunded, I began the huge task of breaking down the book into six episodes
and scripted the first two. By 2024 the other producer was no longer on board.
However, in March of 2025 I renewed the option for a further year with Kevin
Taylor who now handles the Powys literary estate. Although [ now have scripts,
episode storylines, character analysis, location stills, budgets etc. to present,
the commissioning process is fraught with obstacles and of course there’s no
guarantee of success.

Development executives and script readers are the gate-keepers required
to not only assess the scripts but also the source material and it’s extremely
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difficult to get anyone to take the time to read the book. JCP is a hard sell. Of
course, it’s been essential that I tease out the contemporariness of the work and
give the scripts real edge. You can imagine my unbounded happiness when
I read Simon Heffer’s article in the Telegraph of 24/11/2015: John Cowper
Powys: the forgotten giant of English Fiction. To quote Heffer, “He has not yet
been adapted for television .... and so awaits discovery by the multitude. We
must live in hope.”

I was raised in the business. In 1956 I was plucked out of my idyllic boarding
school, Dunhurst, Bedales Prep and flew with my family to Los Angeles. My
father Charles Hamblett was a poet, theatre critic and journalist who became
the leading Hollywood correspondent for the British press, in the studios daily
interviewing the screen idols of the era. (He was to die young at fifty-seven
but had a great innings.) We rented an old clapboard house in a bohemian
community on Santa Monica beach and I attended the local Junior High. Once
a week I’d take three books from the library and review them, commenting on
which would make good television or film adaptations. Returning to England
in my teens I was accepted at Wimbledon School of Art, studied theatre design
and fine art and subsequently went to work in theatre and started a family.
In 1973 I enrolled at the London International Film School in Covent Garden
and for my thesis adapted a short story by George Mackay Brown. Hollywood
taught me what works commercially. Theatre taught me narrative structure.
Working in television taught me the nuts and bolts of production.

Once my off-spring had flown the coop I returned frequently to the US west
coast and recently completed editing a feature documentary I filmed there.
Now I can focus on Weymouth Sands and I’1l be approaching drama production
companies to attract a team who can share the vision; there’s much to consider
when bringing on director, cinematographer and cast. I also welcome sugges-
tions and helpful contacts from the Powys community.

Should this endeavour make it to the screen and garner ‘discovery by the
multitude’, one would hope for an expanded readership because ultimately it
is in the magnificence of JCP’s writing the magic lies. A reader’s review on
Amazon described Weymouth Sands as “Thomas Hardy on acid”; and to quote
Margaret Drabble, “... a fearless writer ... everything is here ... he is for all
time.”
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Morine Krissdottir
In Memoriam Griffin Beale

I first met Griffin at a Powys Society Conference in 1987. As newcomers we
exchanged greetings but he was interested in Theodore and I in John Cowper — and
(almost) never the twain shall meet. [ had more conversations with Kenneth Hopkins
at the conference. I admired his book, The Powys Brothers, and as we talked, I
found him sensible, knowledgeable and very likeable. He told me that he and Glenn
Cavaliero had become concerned about the way the Society had become too “closed”
and not at all what the Powys family would have approved of. Just before I left
the conference, Kenneth asked if I would consider becoming more involved in the
running of the Society.

I gave Griffin a ride back to Somerset and he told me he had had a very similar
conversation with Glenn. We agreed these two “éminences grises” had planned all
this. And so it proved. The next thing we knew, Griffin was Secretary of the Society
and I Chairman. Thus began an exciting and sometimes fraught period. We met
several times with Glen in London and over endless cups of tea he would advise us
how best to go about change. He warned us that there would be opposition. Griffin
was a solicitor specializing in litigation so perhaps was well placed to do what was
necessary. He drew up a constitution, managed to get the Society charitable status,
helped set up the Newsletter, and kept committee meetings on track. One of our
cherished aims was to create an archive so that materials by and about the Powys
brothers would be available for all members. To that end we convinced Francis
Feather and E. E. Bissell to bequeath the Society their substantial Powys collections.

Griffin was not exactly outgoing and would escape when being sociable became
too much. I will always remember the 1992 conference. Francis Feather and his
wife had come from Zimbabwe to make arrangements for giving the Society his
invaluable collection. We had arranged to meet in the afternoon of the last day of
the conference for the signing of the contract. Come 3.30 and no Griffin. Charles
Lock went to find him, coming back to say Griffin had accidentally locked himself in
his room. With considerable difficulty we got in and found Griffin calmly smoking
in a smoke-filled room. Off we went to the Feathers’ room and I watched Griffin
the solicitor in action — quietly calming the Feathers’ legal concerns and efficiently
re-working the clauses Francis wanted changing. And lo the deed was done.

One lasting memory. Once on our many trips together on Society business, Griffin
told me that as a child when the family drove under a railway bridge, his father would
call out “Honk for Griffin.” Today I honk for Griffin.
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Chris Gostick
A Tribute to Griffin

Griffin was my very first contact when I joined the Powys Society, back in the
mid-1980's. He was then the Secretary, and wrote me a long letter in his distinctive
handwriting from his home in Bridgwater, welcoming me to the Society, and encour-
aging me to become actively involved. It was some time before I did, but in June
1994 1 joined John Batten and an enthusiastic group to spend an enjoyable weekend
in Weymouth, which included a night in Penn House, where JCP himself had so often
stayed with his grandmother. The following year John chivvied me into attending my
first conference at Kingston Maurward, which was when I first actually met Griffin,
who by that time had passed his secretarial duties to John Batten. I also somehow
found myself writing the Conference report for the November Newsletter that year,
then edited by Paul Roberts. Shortly afterwards I was co-opted to the committee
myself, to help organise local and regional activities, after which I saw Griffin on a
much more regular basis.

He was always a quiet, self-effacing individual, but with a particularly keen sense
of humour and a uniquely wry outlook on the world. His interest in the Powys family
developed after he read a copy of Unclay, inscribed to his father, who had been
TF Powys’s doctor. He had an encyclopaedic knowledge of the family and a major
collection of Powys books and other material. He was generally to be seen through a
thick haze of cigarette smoke in those days, when smoking was much more accepted
than it is now. We served on the committee together for some years, with me eventu-
ally becoming Secretary, after John Batten took over as Newsletter Editor.

During those years a group of us, including Griffin and myself, Morine
Krissdottir and Stephen Powys Marks, would meet up at John Batten’s cottage
just outside Montacute, three times a year, to stuff copies of the Newsletter into
envelopes, label them and ensure they all had the correct postage ready for sending
out. Afterwards we would be treated to a glass of sherry, followed by a splendid lunch
cooked by Eve Batten, over which we usually lingered, and many future activities
of the Society were initiated that way, such as the inauguration of the Llewelyn
Birthday Walk in Chaldon each August.

Later, after John Williams unexpectedly stood down as Chairman mid-term,
Griffin took over the chair, and skilfully guided the Society through the difficult year
or so that followed. In later years, after we had all stood down from the committee,
Morine, Griffin and I would continue to meet regularly at John and Eve’s cottage.
This continued after Eve’s death, when we would also usually then have lunch
together at the Phelips Arms in Montacute, until John’s own death in 2020. Even
then, Griffin was always careful to be well out of the way on any occasion when a
camera was present, and so sadly no photographs of him seem to exist.
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After that Griffin and I kept in regular contact by email and telephone, until he was
quite suddenly struck down in late 2022, and diagnosed with a group of severe brain
tumours, as well as lung cancer. However, these were all successfully treated, and
for the next few years he continued to respond well to therapy, and enjoyed reason-
able good health, remaining as sardonically cheerful as always. He also managed
to completed his book Disinterred Musicians, about the activities of some earlier
members of his family; as well as a complete record of all his Powys material. It was
therefore a very great shock to hear that he had suddenly become very ill following
one of his regular treatment sessions, and passed away peacefully but alone at the
beginning of August. He is survived by two elder sisters and their families. He was
very much a man of his time, and will be greatly missed by all who knew him.

[Ed: No photograph of Griffin Beale could be found to accompany the tributes. If
any member has an image of Mr Beale, we will be happy to print it in a future
Newsletter.

John Shapcott
John Toft (1933-2024): An Affectionate Remembrance

The heart-felt tribute to Timothy Hyman published in this year’s The Powys Journal
(Volume XXXV, pp.232-239) was made all the more poignant for me by David
Goodway’s inclusion of colour reproductions of some of Timothy’s paintings. I was
particularly moved by Weymouth Sands: John Cowper Powys Introduces Me to a
Circle of His Admirers (p.236) showing the inclusion of John Toft alongside his great
friend, and Lake District hiking companion, Glen Cavaliero.

When I mentioned this to Louise de Bruin, herself included among the twelve
eminent Powysians depicted, she remarked that there yet remained long-standing
members of the Society who remembered John, and that we ought to pay tribute to
his contribution to the Society and to his deep and affectionate relationship over many
years with Timothy and Glen. In his eighties, when John was no longer physically
mobile, he had regular weekly telephone chats with Glen and Timothy. Timothy,
along with his wife Judith, travelled to the Staffordshire Moorlands to visit him in the
autumn of 2016. John asked me to take Timothy and Judith on a sight-seeing tour of
the Peak District, after which Tim sent me two signed copies of his books, including
the beautifully written and illustrated Sienese Painting, in part as recompense for the
amount of Peak District mud deposited in my car!

Glen’s close attachment to John may be gleaned when we remember that his
1973 study John Cowper Powys: Novelist carries the dedication ‘FOR John Toft’.
It was thanks to John that I got to know Glen, and was fortunate enough to have an
informative chat with him about the rural novel at the 2011 Powys Conference in
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Llangollen. Glen afterwards went to the trouble to find and post to me his original
typed review of Melvyn Bragg’s novel The Silken Net to quote in my study Grains of
Sand: Melvyn Bragg'’s Cumbrian Novels (2014).

Unfortunately, John’s closest involvement in Society business occurred before
I became a member so I have relied on internet searches to uncover several of his
contributions, including articles on Atlantis (1978) and Wolf Solent (1991). But 1
have recently unearthed from John’s archive a twenty-five page handwritten libretto
for The Brazen Head; John talks about this libretto in a sixty minute interview filmed
for the Staffordshire Film Archive in 2017. It can be readily accessed by Googling
‘John Toft Shapcott’ — here you will find John relaxed in his Foxt cottage talking
about his life and times, including his involvement with the Powys Society and his
enduring friendship with Timothy and Glen.

Powys apart, John and I also shared a love of Arnold Bennett and when I invited
him to give a paper to 2008 Arnold Bennett Conference he readily responded with
a wide-ranging presentation incorporating nineteenth-century realists, modernists,
Cubist painting, and post World War 11 literature. A brief excerpt from his paper
shows how he could always leaven serious intent with cheekiness: ‘We became
addicts of the third programme and The Listener. We bought 78 rpm records of
Bartok, Stravinsky and Britten. We went to Halle concerts at the Victoria Hall in
Hanley and heard Mahler for the first time. We saw continental and classic films
thanks to North Staffs Film Society. There was a Picasso exhibition at the old
Hanley Museum, all doves and fauns and representations of Pan complete with
pipes and penises, which admittedly caused some alarm, but there they were, the
Potteries confronting Modernism.’

I first met John when I attended his WEA/Keele University adult education
classes in American literature and because | kept a daily diary, I can confidently say
that this was on Tuesday 26 September 1995. Part of the entry for that day reads:
‘John Toft gave a fascinating introduction to Ann Bradstreet. He himself seems a
pleasant bloke.” By the module’s conclusion, on Sylvia Plath, that December, I was
writing: ‘John Toft had brought me a copy of his novel The Dew, part of a quartet set
in North Staffordshire. He appears so gentle, so diffident and yet so stocked full of
knowledge.’

It was the gift of that book that led to our friendship, a friendship cemented over
chats in tea rooms, restaurants and pubs throughout the Staffordshire Moorlands.
After my wife’s death in 2013, John and I made a point of meeting for lunch every
Friday, often at The Abbey Inn, where John had happy memories of taking his mother.
After lunch John would stretch out on the sofa and make a fuss of the two resident
dogs. He loved all animals, especially cats, and was appalled by their all too frequent
suffering.
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Two Johns resting by the canal after lunch at the Boat Inn,
Cheddleton. Taken by Linda Shapcott c.2008.

These memories bring me to the summing up of a life well lived. John’s books are
his lasting legacy, a memorable historical and panoramic picture of North Stafford-
shire life. He continued writing and publishing until shortly before his death, and
below are his final words from his final published novel, revealing the very essence
of a good man and a good friend: ‘In the end we do not need God’s forgiveness since
that is promised, but we do need to forgive ourselves. I am at last forgiven. And I say
to God: I have had enough of being this particular “I.” Now let me enter the whole of
being itself.” (4 Woman in the Wilderness).

Geoffrey Winch
Jeremy Hooker & Lee Grandjean: Presence and Place
(Shearsman Books, 2025, 206 pages, ISBN 978-1-84861-971-5; £14.95)
Jeremy Hooker: With a Stranger’s Eyes
(Shearsman Books, 2025, 84 pages, ISBN 978-1-84861-970-8; £10.95)

For those who have failed to keep a journal, Presence and Place serves as a reminder
that opportunities will have been missed when it comes to relating a story, for this
is a story about a friendship which has lasted since 1981 when Jeremy Hooker and
Lee Grandjean first met. It is not only a story of their personal friendship, but one
shared with their families, often visiting each other for days at a time. It is against
this background we learn how Hooker the poet, and Grandjean the sculptor and
painter, came to appreciate each other’s creativity to the extent that, at times, they
influenced each other, which culminated in them jointly exhibiting their work. “It

48



is remarkable how similar our preoccupations

are and how we make the same ‘discoveries’

independently — of weather, clouds and wind,

for example, as well as of new scientific ideas

about fluidity and form. It isn’t that I can

predict what object Lee will make next, any

more than he can predict my poems; but we

find ourselves feeling similar needs, and drawn

to the same ideas . . .” (12" September 1997).

By maintaining his journal Jeremy Hooker

has been able to remind himself, and inform

us, of his thoughts about, and reactions to Lee

Grandjean’s sculptures which he describes in

detail (and many of which are illustrated in

the book). From his initial working in wood

and stone, then in polystyrene and plastic,

progressing to plywood and building materials,

we are able to get an insight into the sculptor’s

motivations for making, and justifications for Presence and Place
the objects he’s created throughout his career: motivations and justifications he’s also
expressed, at times, in papers he’s written in his associated role as a lecturer.

One of the great pleasures in reading this story, however, is Hooker’s descriptions
of walks he and Grandjean took — in London for example: “Then we climbed Primrose
Hill; which is what Lee brought me this way for, and as we climbed he told me not
to look back until we reached the top. Then, turning round, what a view of the city
at night, all round but especially to the south! First a scattering of small lights, then
black middle distance and behind it, in a wide arc, tall lit buildings, small spires, the
shell of St Paul’s dome among towering blocks . . .” (29" January 1992). Also in the
countryside, so often around Lee Grandjean’s Moor Farm home and barn studio in
Norfolk: “Windy morning. Fine tilth of ploughland. Brown soil; the margin of the
field beyond the alder beck, darker. Masses of small, smoke-blue ground ivy beside
the track from Reepham to Cawston. The church tower that is, for me, a compelling
object: an image which I see as an outsider, but knowing its old meaning within the
community. As always, the question: What are we when it no longer exists, when the
network of meanings is broken?” (5" April 1998). In South Wales he records, “Up the
steep hill through Bedlinog, where Lee says he hears the sound of men walking, pit
boots on the paving . . .. Great spaces of moorland with here and there an industrial
installation, an opencast mine, an abandoned quarry, the man-made shape of a slag
heap interrupting the naturally hilly contours. Occasionally a thistledown floats past.
Sheep and horses graze on the slopes. There are patches of purple thistles, here and
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there a tiny ‘fist” of red fungus or moss. No birds until we see a buzzard floating
below us . . ..” (2" August, 2003).

Most poems in With a Stranger’s Eyes are located in Wales which enable a
connection to be made: “On a showery evening / in April, hills leaden in wet, /
travelling from Rhymney / to Fochriw and Bedlinog across the moor, / I think of Idris
Davies and his poems. // It is a miserable scene / which must have been worse / during
his short life / when the agony of the pit / coincided with the wasteland / of Strike
and Slump and Depression.” (from ‘Seeking Idris Davies’). Among other poems are
those that also celebrate Welsh writers: Waldo Williams being a fine example: “This
is Waldo’s bro / his country / peopled with friends and neighbours, / a singular man,
who laboured in the fields / in kinship with men and women / united by language
and faith. // You could say / that in this land of stone / there isn’t a stone that doesn’t
tell a story, / of fire or rot or ages of rain / of sedimentation / and metamorphosis.”
(from ‘Carreg Waldo) — and an endnote explains that the Welsh word ‘bro’ relates
to a person’s special locality, often associated with poets. However, it is in the final
section of the four-part poem ‘Return to Llangwyryfon’ in which the book’s title
imposed itself most effectively on this reader: “Did we really live here then? / This
Wales was indeed a visionary country. / But it wasn’t ours. / I could not claim that we
belonged. / Everywhere objects spoke a different language / and everything we saw
and touched / existed in other words, old / but ever-present with history / that had
entered deep into the being of things — / streams and tree trunks and leaves, / fields
and soil under our feet / and although we could not see them / there were people
long-dead, who / like Glyn and Dilwin and Mr Morris, / came between us and the sun
and the dark / calling the cattle in and rounding up the sheep.”

This passage echoes in its own way sentiments expressed in ‘Dutch Girl” when
Jeremy Hooker lived in the Netherlands for four years with his wife: “I see fields of
blue clay, / pasture that was sea / at the land’s edge, / cattle and gulls / on salt grass
at the marge. / It is all you, and not you. / There is more to see, always / the rooms,
the streets, / the tangible, elusive now, / not fading, only too far to reach.” Later,
he writes: “I often return / to the Korreweg, not / the house only, on the corner / of
Balistraat, but the life / to which you welcomed me.” Once more there is an echoing
when, due to health issues and age, he writes in Presence and Place: “1 shall probably
see Lee again — he will come here — but I’'m unlikely to be able to visit Moor Farm
again. It seemed doubtful on the last one or two occasions, but now it seems certain.
I can see it all clearly in my mind — the beloved place, the old house, the rooms, the
barn studio, the garden with the horse pond — rabbits and moorhens on the lawn, a
green woodpecker — the fields around, Cawston church tower, the pinnacles of Salle
....” (3" November 2016).

To me, Jeremy Hooker’s writing in prose and poetry in these two books is not
only reflective and philosophical, but I also sensed an air of gratitude for his having
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been given the opportunities to spend time in the company of people who have been
special to him, in places which hold significant memories for him.

(Geoffrey Winch’s mainly autobiographical full collection Reading: Around My
Town of Geneses, is due to be published by Corridor Press in 2026.)

Patrick Quigley

John Cowper Powys: The Mountains of the Moon, Zephyr Books,
Sandness, Shetland, Scotland, 2024. Published by Michael Walmer.
ISBN: 978-1-7635656-2-3. Hardback.

Zephyr Books is continuing the work of the
Village Press and Sundial Press in reissuing work
by the Powys brothers. It is a refreshing chance to
view stories like The Mountains of the Moon in a
new stand-alone edition, almost 70 years since its
original publication in 1957 which gave priority
on the cover and title page to its companion
novella, Up and Out.

“You wait till you read my weird Moon-
stories, ‘Up and Out’ and ‘The Mountains of the
Moon’ he writes to Katie on 24" May, 1957, “&
you’ll see how oddly old Brother Jack’s mind
works these days.” He wrote Up and Out in early
1956, describing it to Louis Wilkinson in a letter
of February 1956 as “a fairly short absolutely mad
story.” In a later letter he described it as “a sort
of Mythical Skit on the Space-adventure Tales of
today’s fashion.” The Mountains of the Moon is in

The Mountains of the Moon.

the same mode, but in a lighter vein. Powys feared that Eric Harvey of MacDonald’s
would lose money by publishing Up and Out in hardback. Then as now, a novella
of 100 pages was not a commercial proposition. He decided to write a second story
of the same length “so that together the two of them might make a proper book.”
Progress on the story that became The Mountains of the Moon was slow as he reports
on 12 June that he will finish the story which “has a name that is still a secret...”
The Mountains of the Moon is a tale from Powys’s last decade that divide his
readers. Some view it as a drastic falling-off from his great novels, even from late
works such as The Brazen Head and Atlantis. Others such as Wilson Knight, see it
as a liberating fiction where the author dispenses with the rules of fiction and creates
a fairy-tale scenario where the only logic is that of a dream. In all solemnity, Powys
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introduces a stone fragment from the Ten Commandments, the fiddle-string of Nero,
the Heel of Achilles and the crust of King Alfred’s cake. These and other absurd
creations are on a mission across the lunar landscape, but the episodes are really
frames on which Powys can meditate on religious and philosophical belief and the
meaning of life.

Morine Krissdottir considers the title inspired by the grey landscape around
Blaenau Ffestiniog with its mountains of shale from slate-mining. She sees the story
in psychological terms with Powys unloading concerns that haunt him. Incest with
his sister as practised by the Pharaohs fascinates the young hero before he meets the
Moon-maiden, Helia, child of the Moon-Mother and “the great burning Sun himself.”
Yes, it is that kind of book and, if you cannot leave your rational critical mind at the
entrance, you will not get far. For those who enjoy the journey it is one of Powys’s
most enjoyable fictions.

Despite the sense of a new departure in Powys’s long literary career, there are
affinities with previous works — consciousness attributed to inanimate objects in the
story, The Owl, the Duck, — and Miss Rowe! Miss Rowe! (1930), encounters with
monsters and mythical beings in Morwyn (1935) and the talking club in Atlantis
(1955). The choice of outer space can be seen as a new departure, but the obsessions
are similar. In his late stories Powys acts out the role of ‘Cosmic Jester,” trampling
on plausibility as he exteriorizes the contents of his mind. There is no fixed ground,
which makes for uncomfortable reading for some. The only guidance to the reader is
the quotation from John Cowper in the MacDonald and Village Press editions:

“The feeling, for it is more than a doctrine or an idea, underlying both these
stories, is that there is nothing in the universe devoid of some mysterious element
of consciousness, however small, queer ridiculous, or whether animal, vegetable or
mineral, such a thing may be.”

The Mountains of the Moon can be read in many ways; to this interpreter it
reads like a song of defiance against the indifference and darkness of the universe.
John Cowper in old age was still lucid and fascinating. Zephyr Books have also
republished the companion novella, Up and Out, as well as The Owl etc. These are
beautiful productions that allow us to appreciate these challenging works in a new
way. They will be collector’s items and are perfect presents for the Powys reader in
your life.

For a full list of Michael Walmer books see: www.michaelwalmer.com.
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Chronology: the world of the Powys family in 1925

At the start of 1925 the Powys siblings are settling into what was then considered middle-
age. John was 53, Littleton 51, with the youngest, William, turning 35 on 3 March. After
the death of CF Powys in 1923 his considerable wealth was divided among his ten surviving
children. John characteristically donated his portion to his wife, Margaret. By 1925 the
others have either banked or spent their share of the inheritance. Littleton has retired with
his “life’s work done” and built a new home, Quarry House, at Sherborne, designed by Bertie
and with stone from Ham Hill.

Bertie is in New York to deliver a lecture on architectural preservation and spends time
with John, Phyllis and Marian. After twelve years in the US, Marian’s New York lace shop
is thriving. Her son, Peter Powys Grey, is three on 14 July. John continues as a lecturer in
the United States with the Keedick Agency. He publishes the novel Ducdame and the essay,
The Religion of a Sceptic and begins a new novel, but nobody likes the title, Myszery. Instead
of travelling to England, he stays in the US with Phyllis Playter. His son, Littleton Alfred,
has decided to take Holy Orders. John Cowper’s pleasure is not shared by Llewelyn: “Think
of this Golden youth of whom I am so proud becoming a mincing priest.”

Llewelyn begins the year in rural New York, but is homesick for England and persuades
his wife, Alyse Gregory, to give up her editorship of the prestigious literary magazine, Zhe
Dial. His literary reputation is mainly in the US where his memoir, Skin for Skin, is first
published. He and Alyse arrive in England in April and settle in the village of Owermoigne
close to his sisters, Gertrude and Katie. Alyse seeks a publisher for her first novel, She Shall
Have Music.

Theodore Powys follows up his 1924 literary success with Mark Only by having two
novels published — his satirical novel, Mr Tasker’s Gods, followed by a milder work, Mockery
Gap, causing Llewelyn to remark that “he is ahead of me now...” Gertrude and Katie adjust
to their second year in Chydyok, a remote Dorset cottage. Despite primitive conditions
they are happy to live close to Thedore and his family. East Chaldon is becoming a Powys
colony. Gertrude paints while Katie writes stories and poems. Meanwhile Lucy Penny
enjoys the bucolic life of a miller’s wife as her daughter, Mary, celebrates her 10% birthday
on 8 October. Will Powys works his farm at Kisima, Kenya, which he has drawn under the
Soldiers Settlement Scheme for services in World War 1.

It is a busy literary year with the appearance of such notable works as Dreiser’s 4n
American Tragedy, Scott Fitzgerald’s The Grear Gatsby, Hemingway’s In Our Time, Gertrude
Stein’s The Making of Americans and Pound’s first portion of 7he Cantos. Dorothy Richardson
has reached the eighth volume in her Pilgrimage sequence with 7he Trap. An obscure
German convict, Adolf Hitler, turns author with volume one of his memoir/manifesto,
Mein Kampf (My Struggle). Sales are poor but he continues work on volume two. Virginia
Woolf publishes Mrs Dalloway. Sir Henry Rider Haggard, an author from another age, dies.

In other news John Logie Baird transmits the first television pictures in London and
George Bernard Shaw wins the Nobel Prize for Literature. Throughout this vibrant year of
1925 the Powys siblings are writing letters, books, reviews, poems and journals, creating a
mythology in which they are at the core and the circumference.

Compiled by Patrick Quigley. Suggestions for future episodes welcome.








