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Editorial — 4 Glastonbury Romance special!

‘Its heroine is the Grail. Its hero is the life poured into the Grail. Its message is that no
one Receptacle of Life and no one Fountain of Life poured into that Receptacle can
contain or explain what the world offers us.” John Cowper Powys on 4 Glastonbury
Romance.

The summer of 2026 has two special events for admirers of John Cowper
Powys; one is the publication of the letters from John Cowper to Phyllis Playter
accompanying the Powys Society Journal. The letters are edited by Morine Krissdottir
who gave attendees a flavour of these remarkable documents at last year’s annual
conference in Llangollen. The other notable event is the publication of a new edition
of A4 Glastonbury Romance in Penguin Modern Classics. This edition reverts to the
original Simon & Schuster text of the 1932 edition before the English libel case
and consequent cuts and revisions. To commemorate the occasion, we present the
current Newsletter as ‘A Glastonbury Romance special’ edition although we have
many other features as well. Commentators have often remarked that one problem
with promoting John Cowper is invisibility in bookshops. At present the only book
regularly encountered in shops is the Penguin Modern Classic Wolf Solent. Those
who venture further need to visit the internet and the Powys Society website, but 4
Glastonbury Romance, the book that is possibly his greatest achievement, is only
occasionally found in second-hand shops.

The new edition offers new opportunities to present the book to a new generation
of readers, but difficulties persist, especially the sheer size of the book (1196 pages)
which demands a huge degree of time and commitment. Not to mention “the
Beecher’s Brook of English fiction” where the author sets up a framework of cosmic
influence on human affairs with his amazing depiction of the “divine-diabolic First
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Cause”. The reader is suddenly (maybe too suddenly) in the company of a mind
sensitive to the layers of life and existence to an extraordinary extent. Reading the
book requires the reader to share the perceptions of a writer who possessed a rarely
encountered planetary heart which explains his marginal position in a world which
favours the familiar and immediate gratification. The town of Glastonbury becomes
the focus of a cosmic vision that stretches the imagination beyond the boundaries of
what can be perceived by the senses towards what can only be imagined as it strains
to express sensations and experiences that are “beyond words”.

Included in this issue of the Newsletter is the full text of John Cowper’s preface of
1953 where the author explains his purpose in writing the book. He cites his father:
‘being Vicar of Montacute whose own wooded “mons-acutus” was in full sight of
Glastonbury Tor and only some ten miles away was himself obviously my most
natural incentive for undertaking such a quest...” Unfortunately, the new Penguin
Modern Classic does not include this preface or any introduction. While it is longer
than our normal newsletter article the preface contains some of John Cowper’s most
memorable statements about the book and will assist the reader in approaching,
interpreting and enjoying this massive reading experience.

If A Glastonbury Romance is a difficult book to sell, Powys Society members are
well-positioned to face the challenge of bringing the book in its new livery to 21%
Century readers. We can promote the book through platforms available to us such as
literary events, reading groups, local publications, literary festivals etc. There are so
many strands and layers and references in this dramatic and exciting book that many
themes can be selected for exposition.

The Society’s Annual Conference in Street will feature a launch of the Penguin
edition at conference opening on 14 August, a theme that will continue on Saturday
afternoon with the expedition to Wookey Hole. Paul Cheshire writes: ‘We will have
our own private tour group and our guide will depart from the standard tour spiel to
let us build our 35—40-minute tour around readings, in appropriate cave locations,
from the Wookey Hole chapter (Philip Crow and Persephone), and The Dolorous
Blow chapter (John Geard and the Witch) of A Glastonbury Romance. This is great
news: it promises to be a special occasion’.

And for those who prefer to stay above ground we are delighted to present Ray
Cox’s detailed account of Glastonbury places featured in the book. Ray (with help
from his wife Patricia) has updated his article on Glastonbury in NL 113 with
additional material and times and distance of walks. He has opened up Glastonbury
with its many Powys associations, deepening our enjoyment of book and town as
we explore these ancient places. The feature is linked with a map of the town with
locations marked by John Cowper in the 1930s. Glastonbury is a unique place,
saturated in myth and legend from pre-history to the present, a place of surprises
and special encounters. For those who cannot attend the conference, the feature will
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enable them to explore Glastonbury with us in spirit. Also, in this issue we feature the
inside story from literary agent Kevin Taylor of his negotiations with Penguin Books
and a sample of responses to this great book.

The forthcoming AGM allows us to consider the topic of a Membership Secretary,
one of the many tasks formerly undertaken by Chris Thomas. We will also consider
the future of the book-room and welcome suggestions as to how best it can serve
conference attendees. This newsletter features an interview with our President, the
philosopher John Gray, about what interests him about the Powyses, conducted by our
Chairman and Treasurer, Paul Cheshire. Prof Gray will give the opening conference
talk on the Powyses and contemplation. We attempt to print items relating to all of the
Powys family in the newsletter, although features on John Cowper tend to dominate
due to the extent of his writings. Kim Wheatley writes on an uncomplimentary
sonnet he wrote on Llewelyn’s lover, Gamel Woolsey. Richard Stone contributes the
first of a series of studies on flowers in the writing of the Powys Brothers which leads
to a reminder of this year’s Dandelion Day on 13 August. Richard also contributes
information on his friend Wayne McNeill, poet and Powys reader. Rachel Hassell
writes on the neglected brother, Bertie, while Dorothy Hannam reports on an auction
of items connected with Mappowder and Theodora Scutt, stepdaughter of TF Powys.

Most Powysians are bibliophiles and many are productive writers. We feature
news of a book of essays in French from Goulven le Brech as well as a review of
a new volume of memoirs by the indefatigable Richard Perceval Graves. There is
also a review of a fascinating novel ‘Porlock’, praised by John Cowper, by Reginald
(Rex) Hunter, husband of Gamel Woolsey, a reminder that the Powyses were often
part of a community of unusual writers. With the new AGR, the Powys conference in
France in September and the Powys-Hardy study day in Dorchester, it is shaping into
a memorable year for Powys events. And as summer arrives our thoughts focus on
the town beneath a tower as depicted by John Cowper: ‘Glastonbury had the air, in
that halcyon weather, of being some ancient city, enclosed in paradise; a city that Fra
Angelico might have painted, giving a foreground of watercresses and long-legged
herons.” (“King Arthur’s Sword”.)

Patrick Quigley

Paul Cheshire
An interview with John Gray, Powys Society President (April 2026)

PC: When and how did you first discover the Powyses? Which of the brothers did
you encounter first, and how did that lead to your interest in the others?

JG: 1 discovered the Powyses in 1968, when I went up to Oxford, in a small
second-hand bookshop not far from my college. I recall picking up and buying a
bulky paperback of JCP’s Wolf Solent and, some weeks later, a Penguin edition of
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Theodore’s Mr Weston’s Good Wine, which since

AR then I have re-read many times. I began reading
FHILOSOPHY . . . .

i Llewelyn sometime in the Seventies, buying

CATS AND paperback copies of his and other Powys books at

THE MEANING
OF LIFE

the magnificent Village Bookshop in London. I still
retain most of the volumes I bought then.

Though I found them by chance, the Powys
brothers have stayed with me ever since.

JOHN GRAY

PC: While you define yourself as an atheist, you
have not dismissed the religious impulse and
the search for meaning. In the same way that
Nietzsche’s philosophy looked beyond good
and evil, your philosophy points to something
deeper — beyond belief and unbelief. What do
you find in the Powyses that resonates with, or
challenges, this aspect of your philosophy?

Feline Philosophy by JG: Each of the three brothers seems to me to

John Gray have developed a successor to the religion of their

father without altogether discarding its influence on their thinking and feeling. JCP’s

Pyrrhonian scepticism is blended with a sympathy for the underdog that was not

notable in the original Greek philosophy, TFP’s writings are saturated with biblical

references (as well as traces of Nietzsche and Freud) and Llewelyn appreciated the

poetic and aesthetic value of the religion in which he was reared. None of them
attached cardinal importance to belief and unbelief as such.

I share elements of each of their attitudes, not least their downgrading of belief,

which I regard as a frailty of the mind.

PC: The Powyses’ assertion of individuality and the life of the imagination, for
which you have shown sympathy, would seem to point to liberal values — the very
values that in books like The New Leviathans you see as doomed or self-deluded.
Could you reconcile the author of The New Leviathans with the John Gray who
admires the Powyses?

JG: I think it is liberalism that has changed. From being a philosophy that cherished
freedom of mind, it has become the vehicle for a shallow and narrow progressive
orthodoxy. Perhaps there was always a dogmatic element in liberal thinking, including
in JS Mill, whose work I studied for over twenty years when [ was still an academic,
but in the last couple of decades or so this dogmatism has become dominant, calling
up the counter-orthodoxies of the anti-liberal Right. I do think the future of what
might be called liberal civilization is very doubtful. One of the charms of the Powys
brothers for me is that they unconsciously embodied it.
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PC: Llewelyn Powys faced death with a pagan acceptance of its finality, yet in
his essay Reflections of a Dying Man he describes two “panic-stricken” moments
when death seemed “alarmingly near”. You’ve written about the limits of reason-
based philosophy that such experiences expose. Is the graceful spontaneity you
advocate—like that of a cat—to be achieved through some form of self-culture, or
by relinquishing all attempts to live the good life?

JG: I think we should avoid too much self-cultivation. Cats are our teachers
because they know nothing of improving themselves. But we can’t be like our feline
companions, if only because we have a sense of our mortality they lack. (They seem
to know when their lives are coming to an end and do not shrink from it, but they
show no sign of being haunted by the shortness of life.) Good lives are always in part
a gift of fortune—the people we meet, the places we are born and find ourselves in,
the books we stumble across. Choice is also a factor, but chiefly in retaining a willed
openness to new experience, including that of approaching death, to which Llewelyn
came close on many occasions.

PC: As President of the Powys Society, what do you hope readers today might
discover in the Powyses’ writings that speaks to our current moment of cultural,
ecological, and spiritual uncertainty?

JG: As President of the Powys Society, I would like to convey to contemporary
readers the role of the brothers, and of those closely associated with them, such as
Llewelyn’s companion Alyse Gregory, whose journals are as beautiful and inspiring
as anything he himself wrote—as exemplars of a certain way of living, in which
endurance and enjoyment are commingled. Of course, there are many other features of
the Powyses’ inheritance that are worth promoting. Their invocation of a lost Dorset
world, their struggles against illness and near-poverty, their joy in travel and (in the
case of TFP) staying at home are all remarkable. So are their very different prose
styles. What all have in common, it seems to me, is a fresh and direct appreciation
of human life, above and beyond anything it might someday become, as an end in
itself. They are all advocates of contemplation, more than action, as a way of living,
independently of religion or belief—a practice that we risk losing in the noise and
turmoil of the world.

Conference 2026 Programme

Friday 14 August

16.00 Arrival

17.30 Reception, Chair’s welcome (Paul Cheshire) and launch of Penguin’s new
edition of 4 Glastonbury Romance.

18.30 Dinner

20.00 John Gray: ‘Varieties of Contemplation in the Powys Brothers’
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Saturday 15 August

8.00-9.30 Breakfast

9.30 Julie Lasky: ‘The Lace Merchant’s Progress: Where Marian Powys Did
Business in Manhattan’

10.45 Coffee

11.15 Courtney Welu: ‘John Cowper Powys Archives at the Harry Ransom Center
and the Personal Collection of Darrell Emmel’

13:00 Lunch
Afternoon free: Join fellow Society members on a group outing to Wookey Hole,
or alternatively on your own explore locations in Glastonbury associated
with A Glastonbury Romance, such as the Abbey ruins, the Tor, or Chalice Well

19:00 Dinner

20:30 Panel discussion: Kim Wheatley will chair an informal panel, ‘How I
discovered the Powyses’, featuring Powys Society members Paul Cheshire,
Louise de Bruin, Anthony Head, Chris Michaelides, and Kevin Taylor.
Panelists will tell of their earliest readerly encounters with the Powys family
and present their favourite passages. Audience participation will be warmly
encouraged

Sunday 16 August

8.00-9.30 Breakfast

9.30 Mark Chutter: ‘Bohemia in East Chaldon’

10.45 Coffee

11.00 AGM

12.00 Open forum with members: discussion of subjects raised during the conference
and farewell messages

13.00 Lunch

15.00 Departure

Chair’s Annual Report, 2026

After a long period of administrative continuity that risked lulling us into a sense of
perpetuity, we were jolted by the sudden news in June last year that Chris Thomas
had suffered a health crisis forcing him to resign as Hon. Secretary. As [ wrote in last
year’s Report, Chris’s invaluable contribution to the Society went far beyond the
explicit designation of Secretary. On top of this, his encyclopaedic knowledge of all
things Powys-related has filled the pages of the Newsletter and the Powys Journal
with a lasting testament to his scholarship. Fortunately Chris was able to attend the
2025 Conference which gave us an opportunity to thank him for his seventeen years of
service and wish him a more recreational future association with the Powys Society.
This year saw also the retirement of Kate Kavanagh, who as editor of the Newsletter
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since November 2001, impresario of Conference Saturday night entertainments, and
companiable presence at Powys events, has been a pillar of our community. To Kate,
our gratitude and affection.

We have been very fortunate to find Committee members willing to fill such giant
shoes. Marcel Bradbury as our new Hon. Secretary, has long been a calm advisory
resource on the Committee, and has settled admirably into his new role, helping also
with event planning. Patrick Quigley has settled in as editor of the Newsletter: his
warmth of manner comes across strongly in his first two issues, and the Newsletter
is now in colour, thanks to Pat’s initiative (strongly supported by our typesetter
Jane Wade). Another new Committee member, Kim Wheatley, who joined the
Committee last year after being a welcome presence and regular speaker over the
last few Conferences, has become Conference Director.

The 2025 Conference, held at the Hand Hotel, Llangollen, started with a
presentation by Morine Krissdéttir of ’Jack and the Abject’, her selections from
the unpublished JCP-Phyllis Playter letters, which are to appear as a supplement
to the Powys Journal this summer. All thanks to Morine for yet another major
contribution to Powys scholarship. As can be seen from reports in the Newsletter, all
the conference lectures were excellent, and the ensuing discussions, spilled over into
conversations in lecture hall, dining room, bar, and as far as the imaginary ramparts
of Caer Drewyn.

Our spring 2025 meeting in Dorchester focusing on Llewelyn Powys as regional
writer, led by Anthony Head, was well attended. As well as being a knowledgeable
and engaging speaker, Tony is a welcome addition to the Committee: he is helping
with event planning, and with future Llewelyn Powys birthday commemorations
in Chaldon Herring, succeeding Neil Lee-Atkin whose infectious enthusiasm
has kept the tradition alive. A select appreciative group assembled in Hampstead
for a discussion of Chapter 1 of Weymouth Sands. Kevin Taylor led the group,
bringing insights and unexpected literary connections. Thanks are due to Kevin
for his editorship of the Powys Journal, and his kingpin role on the committee as
Zoom convenor. Now we have so many international members, three of our annual
Committee meetings are held on Zoom: only the pre-Conference meeting remains
wholly in-person. Dawn Collins’ excellent Zoom series on The Women of the Powys
Circle has continued, covering Gamel Woolsey, Dorothy Richardson, and Elizabeth
Myers. Ollie Rimmer has created a Society Instagram account to add to our social
media presence on Facebook and Substack, both curated by Dawn.

Thanks, as ever, to our vice-Chair David Goodway for his telling contributions,
and to the Committee members, and to Anna Rosic and Louise de Bruin for their
continued and much valued service as Conference organisers.

Paul Cheshire,
May 2026



INDEPENDENT EXAMINER'S REPORT TO THE TRUSTEES OF
The Powys Society

I report to the trustees on my examination of the accounts of The Powys Society for the
year ended 31 December 2025.

Responsibilities and basis of report

The charity's trustees are responsible for the preparation of the accounts. The charity's
trustees consider that an audit is not required for this year (under section 144(2) of the
Charities Act 2011 (the 2011 Act) and that an independent examination is needed.

I report in respect of my examination of the accounts carried out under section 145 of
the 2011 Act and in carrying out my examination, I have followed all the applicable
Directions given by the Charity Commission under section 145(5)(b) of the Act.

Independent examiner's statement

I have completed my examination. I confirm that no material matters have come to my
attention in connection with the examination which gives me cause to believe that in,
any material respect:
e the accounting records were not kept in accordance with section 130 of the
Charities Act; or
e the accounts did not accord with the accounting records; or
e the accounts did not comply with the applicable requirements concerning the
form and content of accounts set out in the Charities (Accounts and Reports)
Regulations 2008 other than any requirement that the accounts give a ‘true and
fair’ view which is not a matter considered as part of an independent examination.

I have no concerns and have come across no other matters in connection with the
examination to which attention should be drawn in this report in order to enable a
proper understanding of the accounts to be reached.

Howard Lane FFA FIPA
Pro-Filing Ltd, 68 Canterbury Grove, London SE27 OPA
27 April 2026



The Powys Society
Receipts and Payments Account
Year Ended 31 December 2025

2025 2024
£ £
RECEIPTS
Subscriptions 5,805 5,616
Gift Aid 722 810
Conference 10,910 9,170
Bank Interest 222 276
JSTOR /Proquest 1,450 1,429
E-Book sales 1,368 1,665
Sales of printed books 569 1,532
Donations 23 93
21,069 20,591
PAYMENTS
Powys Journal 6,028 4,516
Newsletter 3,536 3,895
Conference 10,784 8,580
Website re-design 2,220 -
Book sales dispatch costs 34 392
E-Book royalties 168 150
Officers / Committee Exes 680 495
Room hire/ event costs 151 178
Website expenses 843 416
Accountants 120 120
PayPal and bank charges 174 189
Alliance of Literary Societies 15 15
24,753 18,946
Net Receipts / (Payments) (3,684) 1,645
Bank balances b/f 17,900 16,255
Bank balances c/f 14,216 17,900

RESERVES POLICY

The Powys Society held bank balances of £14,216, which may be classed as reserves.
The Society regards this as a prudent float to allow the Society to survive drops in
subscription income and other unforeseen events arising from the financial risk
inherent in the cost of the annual conference, and to fund projects of long-term benefit
(such as the redesign of the website in 2025) that cannot be met out of current income.



Marcel Bradbury (Honorary Secretary)
Annual General Meeting

The Annual General Meeting of the Powys Society will be held at 11.00am BST

on Sunday 16th August 2026 at the Wessex Hotel, Street, Somerset. All paid up

members of the Powys Society are welcome to participate in the AGM.

Agenda of the AGM of the Powys Society to be held at the Wessex Hotel, Street,

Somerset on Sunday 16th August 2026

= 1. Minutes of the AGM 2025 as published in Newsletter 116, November 2025
and matters arising.

= 2. Approval of nominations of Honorary Officers and Members of the Powys

Society Committee for the year 2026-27 as set out in Newsletter 118

(published July 2026)

Chair’s report as published in Newsletter 118

Acting Treasurer’s report and presentation of annual accounts for the year

ended 31st December 2025. Appointment of Auditor.

Secretary’s report.

Powys Journal, e-books and other publications.

The Newsletter.

Social Media.

Powys Society website and JSTOR

- 10 Date and Venue of conference 2027

- 11. AOB

[
B w

1
o 0 N oL

Committee Nominations

The following Honorary Officers have been nominated and have agreed to serve for
another one year period from 2026 to 2027.

Nomination. Proposer. Seconder
Chair: Paul Cheshire. Tony Head. Ray Crozier
Vice-Chair: David Goodway. Charles Lock. Anna Rosic
Acting Treasurer: Paul Cheshir.e ~ Kevin Taylor. Chris Thomas
Secretary; Marcel Bradbury. Hilary Bedder. Joe Sentance

For membership of the Committee the following members have been nominated
and have agreed to serve for a three-year period from 2026 to 2029.

Nomination. Proposer. Seconder
Dawn Collins. Mark Foss. Pat Quigley
Pat Quigley. Kim Wheatley. Paul Cheshire
Kevin Taylor. Sonia Lewis. John Hodgson

If these nominations are approved by members at the AGM the committee from
August 2026 will consist of all those mentioned above together with Louise de Bruin,
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Kim Wheatley, Mick Wood and Tony Head who all have two years left to run of their

three-year term of service and Marcella Henderson-Peal and Nicholas Birns who
serve as co-opted and honorary committee members.

Marcel Bradbury

Hon. Secretary

Membership Secretary

Could I make a plea for a volunteer to take on the role of Membership Secretary? If
we are to continue to thrive as a society, we need to spread the administrative load
to ensure we retain the commitment of those currently giving their time to run the
Society. The task will involve greeting new members and sending them a welcome
letter with a copy of the latest Newsletter. This involves a trip to the post office
probably on average about ten or twelve times a year. We may in due course also have
an information leaflet which can be sent at the same time. Any expenses incurred will
have to be recovered from the Treasurer.

Any PayPal sign up by the new member will go direct to the Treasurer but the
Membership Secretary will need to send an acknowledgment email to the new
member and set them up as a JSTOR user. This aspect of the role is fairly social as
it is usually worthwhile finding out why someone has joined and whether they have
any special interests or skills that might be of benefit to the Society.

In terms of the existing membership the Secretary will maintain the membership
database by adding or removing members and will also need to follow up any unpaid
subscriptions and create Excel address files for the printer of the Newsletter and the
Journal. We can help to familiarise any volunteer with these tasks. If you would like
any further information or think you could help, please contact either Marcel or Paul
whose details are shown on the inside cover of this Newsletter.

Marcel Bradbury

Conference Book Room: Quality Donations Required!

The book room has been a popular feature of Powys Society annual conferences
for many years. However, the Society is often faced with the problem of having to
dispose of unwanted books at the end of each conference. Some donors use the book
room to offload their less attractive books as they upgrade their collections. Some
recent donations have been caused by bereavement with the result that much of the
material is preloved, maybe too much loved. Most conference attendees already own
the essential Powys works and the tables can be left with well-worn editions. As the
Society has no storage space it is often an effort to dispose of these copies. For the
past few years Marcel Bradbury and Chris Thomas have been donating the surplus
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books to second-hand and charity shops, but this is time-consuming and increasingly
difficult to achieve.

The committee is considering ways to improve the quality of service to members
in the book room. The room serves a valuable social function where one meets
fellow collectors and readers to chat and compare editions. It is also a good venue to
acquire scarce items at a fraction of internet or bookshop prices. Another function is
to provide much-needed funds for the Society in these straitened times. Donations
are still welcome, but please be selective and it would be appreciated if donors could
take away unsold copies. Any donations of particularly good copies of first editions,
rare books 1nscr1bed or signed coples will be gratefully received by the commlttee

conference to raise funds for the
society.
] Over the weekend and at the AGM
| we welcome discussion on the future of
" the book room. Should we encourage
. more non-Powys books by members?
- Many Powys Society members are
authors and they could be encouraged
to have book launches, signings and
talks in the room. This year Kevin
Taylor will provide copies of the new
The Book Room by Marcella Henderson-Peal ~ Penguin Modern Classics edition of 4
Glastonbury Romance at a special price to members. He will also bring extra copies
of the JCP-Phyllis letters published alongside this year’s Powys Journal (a one-off
print run, and these copies could become collector’s items).

Patrick Quigley

Forthcoming Events

24-25 September: Powys conference in France: Eco-critical Readings of the
Works of the Powys Brothers.

To be held by Université de Pau et des Pays L’ Adour (UPPA) in the Bayonne campus.

Provisional outline: There will be ten talks: six of which will be in English (including
talks by Kim Wheatley, Charles Lock, Marcella Henderson-Peal and Florence
Marie) and 4 will be in French (including Goulven le Brech). The gist of each
French language talk will be provided in English. The organisers also plan to hold a
reading of a selection of extracts in a library in Bayonne.

Conference organisers are: Florence Marie & Pierre Vilar.

For further information please contact Florence Marie: florence.marie@univ-pau.fr
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24-25 October 2026: Thomas Hardy and the Powys Family:
Hardy-Powys: Time and Place

A joint-study day with the Hardy Society will be held in Dorchester in the Casterbridge
Room, The King’s Arms, 30 High East Street, Dorchester, Dorset DT1 1HF
Starts 10.00 until 17.00

On 24 October a one-day event at the historic coaching inn, The King’s Arms,
Dorchester, will look at the Wessex region as a context for the life and work of the
Powyses and how they interconnected with, and were inspired by, Thomas Hardy
and his circle.

Hardy served as a literary mentor and friend to the Powys family, particularly
prominent literary siblings John Cowper Powys and Llewelyn Powys, sharing a
deep, poetic connection to the Dorset landscape. As a senior figure, Hardy influenced
their Wessex-focused writing, exchanged visits, and maintained professional
correspondence, particularly with A.R. Powys, who shared his love of architecture,
regarding historical building preservation.

Hardy mentored the young John Cowper Powys after receiving his first book of
poems in 1896, inviting him to his home, Max Gate. John later wrote about this
relationship, often visiting Hardy. The Powys family, particularly Theodore, are
considered successors to Hardy in capturing the essence of rural Dorset life and its
darker, superstitious elements in literature. Hardy, a staunch advocate for preserving
historical buildings, communicated with Albert Powys, the secretary of the Society
for the Protection of Ancient Buildings (SPAB), regarding the preservation of local
churches.

On the following morning there will be an optional Sunday guided walk to
Chaldon Herring, where several members of the Powyses lived alongside Sylvia
Townsend-Warner, Valentine Ackland, Elizabeth Muntz, Richard Garnett and others,
followed by a lunch at The Sailor’s Return.

£25.00 for Powys Society Members/£35 non-members.

See booking link on the Thomas Hardy Society website: https://www.hardysociety.
org/oxo/784/hardy-powys-time-and-place-a-joint-study-day/

Richard Stone
Wildflowers and the Powys Family

A casual look through the writings of the Powys family would show their obvious
knowledge and appreciation of wildflowers. But there seems to be little comment on
this fact in the many books written about them. In this regular feature on wildflowers
significant to the Powys Family I would like to try to indicate some reasons why
various flowers might have had meaning for them and to relate some of the qualities
that would have been common knowledge in their time.
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Dandelion The Dandelion Fellowshi

The name is from the French ‘dent de lion’ or tooth
of'the lion. referring to the jagged shape of the leaves.

Llewelyn Powys chose the dandelion (Taxacum
officinale) for his marriage flower. The reason for
this is surely because as a sun worshipper himself, it
would have something to do with the fact that they
are classic heliophiles (sun lovers) relying on bright,
direct sunlight to thrive, and turning to follow the
sun’s movement across the sky throughout the day. ~ The¢ Friends of Llewelyn Powys

‘The dandelions begin to gladden the valleys on every
side with their fairy gold.” — ‘Flowers of Switzerland’

Perhaps it was also chosen because of its common usage
when people were more dependent on the flora around
them. The dandelion would have been well known for
its culinary properties in Llewelyn’s time, all parts of the
plant being edible. The petals can brighten all sorts of food,
savoury or sweet, and the leaves can be added to a salad (the
French have a dish called ‘salade de pissenlit’, though as
a diuretic perhaps in moderation!) or cooked like spinach.
The roots can be roasted and ground as a coffee substitute.
. Tea, beer and wine can also be made from dandelions, and
Llewelyn Powys in 1925 the numerous medicinal benefits have been well known

since at least Medieval times. A useful plant indeed.

It is also worth noting that when the annual walk to the ‘Llewelyn Stone’ to
celebrate his birthday began in 1995, the group that was formed then were named
The Dandelion Club, subtitled The Friends of Llewelyn Powys. Thirty years later
the walk still takes place and all are welcome.

‘For his crest Llewelyn once said he wanted the dandelion — lowly, but a flower of
the sun.” — written in the footnotes of ‘Advice to a Young Poet’ by Bob Blackmore.

From Anthony Head:

Llewelyn Powys — Birthday Walk on Dandelion Day 2026
The annual gathering in East Chaldon for the Llewelyn
Birthday Walk will take place this year on Thursday, The Friends of

13 August, the day before the Powys Society LLEWELYN POWYS
Conferencein Street. It will be a timely opportunity s on 2 Aupest.ouch wap

o 0 celebrate his birthday & honour his Will
for members to meet for lunch and the traditional As established by John Batten

toast at The Sailor’s Return — and look around the 13 August 1995
village, with its various Powys associations, before
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walking up past Chydyok to Llewelyn’s memorial stone, where anyone can read a
favourite passage from Llewelyn’s writings. Everyone is welcome; please arrive at
about 12.00 for a drink and/or lunch at The Sailor’s Return. For any enquiries or to
confirm attendance, please contact Anthony Head at ajhead2811@gmail.com

Kevin Taylor
A Glastonbury Romance in Penguin Modern Classics (2026)

“What are some of the difficulties about reading John Cowper Powys? [ want to start
with a humble one: the texts are not available. There are very few single editions of
paperbacks. There was an important Penguin misadventure, which many of you may
know about — others will fill in the details. A number of us fought extremely hard
to get Penguin to include Powys in the Twentieth Century Classics, to announce a
whole group of Powys’s books. This would have been the breakthrough. After very
difficult negotiations and considerable reluctance, Wolf Solent was launched, and one
waited, and there was a shattering review in the New Statesman which said that this
was not only silly and bad, but that it had behind it a cabal, and that one must stop
this kind of nonsense, which was merely a special interest trying to thrust its face upon
the general public, and so on (I have a file of correspondence), after which Penguin
abandoned plans which had called for Glastonbury and the Autobiography. There’s
absolutely no doubt that if there had been a breakthrough with Penguin the
situation would have been profoundly different throughout the reading community.”

Thus spake George Steiner in 1972 at the Powys Society’s John Cowper Powys
Centenary Conference (published in the Powys Review No. 1, Spring 1977, in
Timothy Hyman’s transcription). Further attempts were made in subsequent years
to interest Penguin in Glastonbury: Morine Krissdoéttir and Christopher Sinclair-
Stevenson spearheaded one, and a Penguin reprint of the Macdonald 1955 text did
appear in 1999; Dawn Collins and I tried again in 2019 when we came close to
persuading the then Penguin Classics editor Henry Eliot to commit to the further
five Wessex novels complementing their existing Wolf Solent, but he was overruled
by the finance committee who decided, yet again, that investment in new editions of
works whose sales prospects were deemed to be so meagre could not be justified.

Reasons why the very high regard in which Powys Society members and a handful
of other discerning readers hold A Glastonbury Romance is unlikely ever to be shared
by the reading public at large have been rehearsed often enough in the pages of
this Newsletter and elsewhere. Yet, as first reported in NL 115 (July 2025), Penguin
are not only about to release AGR in a newly typeset edition, but have agreed to
reproduce the original, longer Simon & Schuster 1932 text. What then, in 2026, has
moved Penguin to commit to a publication which even George Steiner was unable to
advocate for successfully fifty-five years ago?
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The answer is Simon Winder. A veteran publisher, and an author in his own right,
Simon made his career at Penguin, working there for nearly thirty years, ultimately as
Publishing Director. Sadly, he took early retirement at end-2025 on health grounds,
but in his latter years, in view of his seniority, his well-known editorial acumen,
and no doubt his longevity of distinguished service to the company, he was given
relatively free rein to develop projects of his own liking which had evident literary
merit and value, even in some cases when the money-men deemed them marginal.
I met Simon for lunch on 17 January 2025 and it soon became evident that he was
a fan of AGR and knew a fair bit about JCP. This was fertile ground, and it accounts
for Powys’ masterpiece clearing a bar which on previous occasions had been set just
slightly too high.

Commercial publishers are always cagey about revealing sales figures, but Simon
was able to let me know that Penguin’s Wolf Solent continues to enjoy a small but
steady sale which he hoped AGR would be able to replicate. The Powys Society’s
own eBook editions of the two novels, released in 2019, allow us to make a stab at
quantifying demand. Our Wolf has sold 441 copies in seven years (an average of 63
a year); AGR 841 copies (120 a year). While the performance of a Powys Society
eBook cannot be directly equated with that of a Penguin paperback, Simon hinted
that we are indeed in the same general ballpark. Annual sales in the low-hundreds
are not what a publisher like Penguin would deem a resounding commercial success,
but they might be sufficient to persuade an imprint like Penguin Modern Classics,
on a good day and with the right in-house advocacy, that such a project could be (in
Simon’s words, with a knowing nod perhaps to Chapter 2, ‘The River’) “worth a
punt”. It is also noteworthy that our eBook of AGR has sold nearly twice as many as
our eBook of Wolf, which might give Penguin additional hope.

The sheer length of AGR is one of the factors which puts off potential readers,
but also potential publishers. The additional typesetting, printing and paper costs of
a very long book far exceed what buyers will accept by way of an increased retail
price, the viable price of a novel being relatively inelastic, regardless of its length.
There is also the physical challenge of binding a paperback with so many pages.
Penguin were already looking at a proposition in excess of 1,100pp; and it is again
thanks to Simon Winder that when I sent him Paul Cheshire’s article ‘A Glastonbury
Romance: Cuts and Alterations to the UK Printed Texts 1932-1955" (The Powys
Journal, Vol. XXVII, 2017), which draws on Penny Smith’s earlier ‘The “Cave of
the man-eating Mothers”: Its Location in 4 Glastonbury Romance’ (Powys Review
9, 1981/1982) to make a case for preferring the original 1932 Simon & Schuster
printing of the novel, Penguin agreed to swallow the extra length and commit to a
book running to 1,175 pages, capturing as part of the work, for the first time since
1934, the eight-page scene in which Philip Crow and Persephone Spear have their
sexual encounter in Wookey Hole caves and all the other material that was omitted
or changed subsequently.
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The question of cover art then arose. I was disappointed with Penguin’s initial
proposal, which was to re-use the painting Christian Allegory (c.1510-15) by Jan
Provoost, with its ‘Eye of God’ familiar to JCP fans from the covers of the 1996
Overlook Duckworth and 1999 Penguin reprintings. I have always found this image
too tendentious, suggesting a line of interpretation which limits the novel. While
Christian allegory is undoubtedly present in AGR, the novel has so many other
strands, and is about so much else, that Provoost’s picture fails to represent the book
accurately or sell it effectively. I felt that a simple but powerful image of Glastonbury
Tor, surmounted by its ruined church tower, would convey the novel’s mythological
and pre-historic resonances as well as its Christian themes, and would also capture its
essential genius loci rooted in this very particular and unusual small Somerset town.
Rather to my surprise, Penguin listened to my argument and immediately located an
image by the present-day Glastonbury-based artist Norman Parker (b.1935), which in
my view succeeds in doing all of the above and more. The dark, shadowy night-time
outline of the Tor and its tower in the upper half of Parker’s painting are countered in
its lower half by a full-colour, day-lit inverse image of the same, reflected in the flood
waters of the Somerset Levels. The human population of Glastonbury is represented
by lights in the cottages and a house that could almost be Mark’s Court, while its
natural history finds expression in lines of trees and grass. This could almost have
been created for the cover of the novel.

John Cowper

Powys
A Glastonbury
Romance

P
o AGIastonbury
JVRNIR i = - 20 : VRO'DG"CG

Penguin’s originally proposed cover art re-using
Jan Provoost’s 'Christian Allegory’ (c.1510-15).

Penguin’s amended and agreed cover art
featuring the image by Norman Parker.

Penguin’s publication date, originally set for March 2026 and later pushed back
to 4 June, has now been set for 16 July to optimise its place in the summer-season
selling cycle. I plan to bring copies to sell at the Powys Society conference in August
2026 at a price considerably lower than the full retail price of £18.99 advertised by
Penguin.

Ed: Kevin Taylor is Literary Agent to the Estate of John Cowper Powys.
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John Cowper Powys
Preface to the New Edition of A Glastonbury Romance, MacDonald, 1955

It is an exciting and disturbing experience for an old writer to make a serious effort to
put into words his long-considered conclusions as to what makes a good romance, or,
to express it a little differently, what a properly widened, properly deepened, properly
rounded off romance should be; and when these considerations are brought by him
into direct connection with a romance written by himself it is indeed a dive into risky
and tricky waters. And at this point a crucial point crops up: What about fashion in
literary moods and in their expression? Ought an old writer to try to translate into the
conscious movements of his mind as his mind works today what of necessity were
the spontaneous and more instinctive workings of his mind as his mis mind worked
when he was writing this particular romance?

The whole thing is a deeply interesting psychological problem; and I want at once
to put to my readers the bold and sweeping questions: “Is this ticklish business of
‘translation’ from the mood of my mind when I wrote 4 Glastonbury Romance to
the mood of my mind in which I am now re-introducing it necessary at all? Why not
defend it, explain it, struggle to justify it, just as if it were now being published for
the first time?” “Because”, some of you will reply at once, “because you, the author
of this lengthy novel, are not the only mind in the world that has changed in this last
quarter of a century. The mind of the world has changed. The mind of what we call
the ‘Reading Public’ has changed.”

Well, yes! I do admit and confess all that; and as a re-introduction of this tumultuous
tale of a quarter of a century ago I must do my utmost to see it and feel it in relation to
those lasting characteristics of my whole temperament and nervous system which do
not change with the form or expression of passing ideas. What I must try to do now
is to hover round this book and dart at it like an extra large specimen of those curious
insects we used to call “hoverers”, and which my young Sherborne friend Hugh Hill
Bell, who was killed if I am not mistaken in the Boer War, used to “collect” as if they
had been butterflies.

O what psychological secrets deep almost as life I keep coming upon more and
more richly as I play the part of one of Hugh Hill’s “Hoverers”, and why my Concise
Oxford Dictionary doesn’t entomologize that word I cannot understand, but the
secrets I discover at once as I play the “hoverer” have to do with the very pity and
quick of this enquiry.

I began by talking about “translating” our mental tone of the past into our
mental tone of the present. Well! This playing the part of one of Hugh Hill Bell’s
“Hoverers” round A Glastonbury Romance has taught me that all attempts at any such
“translation” only confuse the issue. In criticising as much as in inventing we have to
strip and dive naked into the element in which we are immersing ourselves whether
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it be earth or air or fire or water. No! I have learnt already in my critical hoverings
round A Glastonbury Romance that every novelist is almost as different from every
other novelist as any man is different from any woman. The style of all writers, worth
as we say their salt, differ basically, fundamentally, inherently from one another. And
this difference goes down to the marrow of the bones of their character. For instance,
I have been assured that both Cardinal Newman and Joseph Conrad suffered pain
rather than enjoyed pleasure in polishing their perfect paragraphs: whereas you only
have to read half a page of any book of Anatole France to get the feeling that the art
of composition was to him an intensely enjoyable undertaking.

Yes, | have already discovered that by playing the “hoverer” round 4 Glastonbury
Romance that, in the kind of novel into which I fling my whole nature, I work almost
unconsciously as far as life and reality and nature and human character are concerned;
while I remain most vividly aware of the particular books and particular friends who
have influenced me in my work. I am in fact—another insect model you see! — a
born book-worm turned novelist or fabulist. As a book-worm I have devoured with a
greed beyond what anyone could call critical and with enchantment and intoxication
that was like being drugged all the novels of Scott and Dickens and Dostoievsky and
Balzac, and Hardy and Henry James. These novels I have read over and over again
and I know them only a little less well than I know the poetry of Wordsworth and
Keats and Matthew Arnold and Edgar Allan Poe, and Paul Verlaine and the essays of
Charles Lamb and Walter Pater. Yes, | have discovered by hovering round and round
this long romance about Glastonbury and the Grail that my talk about “translating”
my mood when [ wrote it into my mood as I now re-introduce it is wholly misleading.

I had to plunge then into discovering or inventing the sort of Picture of Life that
fascinated and enthralled me the most; a Picture of Life for which [ was unconsciously
indebted to my own temperament and consciously indebted to books, that is to say a
certain selection of my favourite books. What, in writing A Glastonbury Romance,
I derived from any sort of calculated and deliberate observation of real life is
completely negligible. I am as much a doting devotee of fiction as any “Slip-Shoe-
Lovey” of the poet Masters or any Dolly-Tearsheet of the poet Shakespeare. In our
dormitory at school I always had under pillow some paper-bound sixpenny Harrison
Ainsworth, for the devouring of which I used to wake up long before anyone else.
And now as I hover round A4 Glastonbury Romance 1 can see that it is not the work in
any sense of “an observer of real life.”

What, in fact, does this long book attempt to describe in its somewhat tumultuous
and chaotic manner?

Nothing more and nothing less than the effect of a particular legend, a special
myth, a unique tradition, from the remotest past in human history, upon a particular
spot on the surface of this planet together with its crowd of inhabitants of every age
and of every type of character. What has made the tradition of the Grail so absolutely
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different from all other Christian Legends and Myths is that it is so near, so close,
so vibrantly akin to eating and drinking and love-making and even to voiding
our excreta. In its long history in contact with our heroic pitiful human life it has
succeeded in establishing itself both as a reality touched by the miraculous and as a
miracle based on reality. It must also be noted—and this has happened to only a very
few other phenomena in this staggering dimension of the multiverse—that of the
Grail, now that it has been accepted as an impenetrable mystery, has found its way
into that Elysian realm of what we can only call the poetry of our race; and being
once acclimatised there, and, if I may be permitted the expression, autochthonized
there, and indeed become a recognised “resident alien” there, from the international
sphere of universal metaphysical magic it has not only stained, dyed, impregnated
the atmosphere of this particular spot but has associated itself with every detail of its
local history.

No! It has already become clear to me as I play the part of that encircling and
darting insect to which my concise dictionary has refused the honour of a proper
species-name, that my first idea of deliberately trying to translate the “thought-frame”
of another epoch of my life, or of my “reading public’s” life, is a misleading idea.
In these delicate and difficult problems, whether literary of psychological, we’ve
just got to plunge and dive and have done with it. We’ve got to swim like a fish, to
burrow like a mole or worm, to fly or to hover like a bird or an insect, and finally to
take the substance, as best we can, of a chameleon-like salamander, so as to bathe
freely at the risk of our sanity in the most dangerous element of all.

What drew me at first, do you ask, to Glastonbury and to King Arthur, and to the
Grail? Not, you can imagine any pathetic neophytish craving to copy some pure-
hearted Sir Galahad.

My father being Vicar of Montacute whose own wooded “mons-acutus” was in
full sight of Glastonbury Tor and only some ten miles away was himself obviously
my most natural incentive for undertaking such a quest; but any man, in what you
might call youthful middle-age, beginning to exchange the platform for the pen and
whose favourite personal enjoyment of books reached a climax of perfect satisfaction
only when mixing together in reckless oratorical disarray treasure-trove from such
contrarious magnetic mines as Scott and Dostoievsky, Walt Whitman and Walter
Pater, Hardy and Edgar Allan Poe, would I should think by a sort of instinctive
obedience to Atropos, the oldest, frailest, yet most inexorable of the Three Fates, have
struggled to make the Grail the lodestone he needed to give some sort of rounding
off to his scuffled, shuffled, scurried, and somewhat chaotic excursion into the
complicated journeyman’s job of composing a long romance. Even the hovering and
peering activity of my insect-like alter-ego took a teasingly long time in discovering
the simple truth that what really allured me about the Holy Grail were the unholy
elements in both its history and its mystery; in other words the unquestionable fact
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that it was much older than Christianity itself. Christianity instinctively clutched
at it as an ideal receptacle for the blood of the Redeemer; but it has other levels of
reception in its sacrosanct grillage, and it remains a dedicated symbolic centre for all
those primordial cosmic “fetishes” which are the broken, baffled, but ever-returning
visions of some sort of conscious identity after death, visions that hint indeed at
strange degrees of consciousness in a world which, though as material as you please,
remains, with all its offspring, insubstantial as the stuff of dreams.

No, No! All the feverish struggles, all the frantic wrestlings with the mystery of
life, such as the obdurate elements of which life is composed forever challenge and
forever escape, are inherently of the same spirit. Age does not wither them nor the
passing of time stale them. In old Welsh and old Irish and old Highland mythology,
ages before any saint or Saviour of our present Faith appeared in Glastonbury or
ascended that Tor which my father used to point out
to me from the slopes above our home at Montacute,

A Glastonbury Romance |
the earth-goddess had her cauldron of the food of B[ John Cowper Powys |

life safely guarded in our Island of the West, where
Kronos still awaits under forest heaped upon forest
and mountain piled upon mountain his final release
from the tyranny of Zeus, and where that other
cauldron, the cauldron of rebirth, alternates between
salvation and destruction as the fatal zodiacal cycle
revolves on the pivot of the everlasting mystery.

As 1 felt about the book when I wrote it so do I feel |
about it now. Its heroine is the Grail. Its hero is the
life poured into the Grail. Its message is that no one
Receptacle of Life and no one Fountain of Life poured
into that Receptacle can contain or explain what the
world offers us. From the sands and the waters, from
the reeds and the waters, of the East Coast, we may
pass as my own Norfolk-born mother passed, to the
mysterious stones of Stonehenge and the not less mysterious Vale of Avalon.

Born myself midway between the Ouse of ser country and the Stour of 4is county,
I was sufficiently “Derbyshire-bred” till the age of seven to possess and to have
deliberately indulged that “weakness in the head” which is absolutely essential
to a writer of romances. For you cannot compose an intimately and indigenously
exciting romance—as | learnt at school from a clever and fastidious boy called
“Squit Harrison”, who first introduced me to the author of The Count of Monte
Cristo—without the presence not only of some sort of chorus of a lively and diverting
simplicity, such as a group of children delirious with the delight of not being in
school, but also of some lonely and extravagant fanatic of a fantastic originality

A Glastonbury Romance,
Overlook Press, 1987.
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who has something about him of a crazy pantaloon and also something about him
of an inspired dervish! For it is essential to weave into the innermost warp and woof
of such a tale the tapestry-complication of a Mephistophelean contest between the
Power of Order and the Power of Disorder so that a crack can appear in “the thick
rotundity” of the world of convention, through which the terrible possibilities of
mortal tragedy are for a moment realised and the “dance macabre” of the chthonian
divinities made for a moment audible!

What I aimed at when I wrote this book a quarter of a century ago—though it
feels to me as if it were three-quarters of a century ago—was to convey a jumbled-up
and squeezed-together epitome of life’s various dimensions. Whether they ever are
condensed to this tune in real life | had not then, and have not now, the remotest idea.
The influences that have made it necessary for me to talk and write, and I was just at
the bridge over my life-stream between the former and latter mode earning my living
when I composed this book, can be reduced to two-animal sensation and poetical
impressions.

Apart from my parents and my brothers and sisters, [ have been all my days so much
of a “medium” for so many swarms of invisible things—"“medium” is the epithet, if

we can turn a noun into an adjective, that my old
b Jonn! friend Louis Wilkinson always applies to me—that
(prgg the dominant human influences in my life are few.
powys There are however two persons, both men whose
influence has affected the whole of my literary life.
One of them is the Roman Catholic philosopher, W.J.
Williams, author of a book called: Newman, Loisy,
and the Catholic Church. The other is the no less

GI_ ASNBU RY Ori'ginal DOf:tor of Medicing %n Chiswick, Bernard

Price O’Neill. The personalities of these two men
ROM ANCE have deeply influenced all my best fictional writing,
and from my own point of view the fiction I have
v Gl By written is worth much more than my lay-sermons.
(fivst novelséuce But not only apart from my parents, my brothers and
WOLF SOLENT sisters, and these two above-mentioned men, I have
A Glastonbury Romance, ~ been especially lucky to have been able to share
Simon and Schuster; 1932. my brother Theodore’s and my brother Llewelyn’s
friendship with Louis Wilkinson, whose pen-name is Louis Marlow. He was at school
with Theodore and at Cambridge with Llewelyn, and is our oldest family friend.
But it remains that of all our Wessex writers I am the most hopelessly and
incredulously bookish. Yes, I am an incorrigible bookworm with a desperate mania
for trying to write the sort of long romances I have always loved so intensely to read.
And, after all, unlike my father, [ am not a native of Wessex. My native river is neither
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a Norfolk river, as my mother’s was, nor my father’s
Stour, but the Derbyshire Dove. Returning therefore
to this particular romance what I am attempting to
do now in re-introducing it is what I attempted to do
when [ originally wrote it, namely to catch something,
however faint, and whether it be Christian or Heathen,
of the flavour and fragrance of the Grail itself. The
Christian Faith, whether Catholic, or Anglican or
Lutheran or Baptist or Independent, has no monopoly
of this mystery. Like Walter Pater’s Mona-Lisa-
Madonna, it is not only “older than the rocks”, or older
than all the land or all the sea across which it moves [ERIAS
and over which it hovers: it is older than the worship |
of the gods, older than the orbits of the stars.
The Grail has its counterpart in the mythology of F
Greece and in the oldest heathen legends of Wales and 4 Glastonbury Romance,
Ireland. There are intimate correspondences between it ~ Macdonald, & Co. 1966.
and the traditions that reach us from both the extreme East and the extreme West. It
changes its shape. It changes its contents. It changes its aura. It changes its atmosphere.
But its essential nature remains unchanged: and even that nature is only the nature
of a symbol. It refers to things beyond itself and to things beyond words. Only those
who have caught the secret which Rabelais more than anyone else reveals to us, the
secret of the conjunction of the particular and extreme grossness of our excremental
functions in connection with our sexual functions are on the right track to encompass
this receding horizon where the beyond-thought loses itself in the beyond-words.
The Grail is older than Christianity as it is older than Glastonbury Tor. Whether
we shall find the beyond-life of which it is a symbol when we perish, or whether we
shall vanish with it into oblivion, we know not and perhaps will never know. But
from reading Homer and Shakespeare, and from that incongruous and disgustingly
humorous intermingling of the excremental with the sacramental of which Rabelais
makes so much, we can arrive at least that is the faith which I try to advocate in 4
Glastonbury Romance, at an acceptance of our human life in the spirit of absolutely
undogmatic ignorance. Whether death is a waking from one dream to another, or
a total snuffing-out and entire obliteration, we simply do not know. In either case
the symbolism of the Grail represents a lapping up of one perfect drop of noon-
day happiness as Nietzsche in his poignant works would say, or as Nature herself,
according to the hint given us by Goethe, whispers to us in more voices than at
present we are able to hear, or to understand when we do hear.
John Cowper Powys
Corwen, 1953
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A Glastonbury Romance: a selection of responses

‘The psychological and spiritual insights show a daring and a penetration in
comparison with which many great classics fall to the level of escapist fiction. 4
Glastonbury Romance is less a book than a Bible.” G Wilson Knight, The Saturnian
Quest, p4l

‘Although unexpected in a modern work of fiction, JCP’s cosmological
preoccupations are not, in fact, difficult to comprehend for anyone with good will
prepared to undertake an imaginative adventure.” WJ Keith, 4 Glastonbury Romance
Revisited, p31

‘A Glastonbury Romance ... remains Powys’s most enthralling novel and the one
in which he expressed himself most fully. Its sheer bulk is overwhelming; but it is big
not merely in its length but in the width of its scope and the variety of its themes and
plots. It is a pictorial novel rather than a dramatic one... ‘A Glastonbury Tapestry’
might have been a better name for the book.” Glen Cavaliero, John Cowper Powys,
Novelist, p60-1

‘The writing is often unfashionably extravagant, the narrative slow, the dialogue
sometimes inept. There are readers who have never got past the metaphysically
overloaded first page... For those who do, the novel is an exhausting but enthralling
experience.” Morine Krissdottir, Descents of Memory, p262

‘This novel is about the influence in one particular place of the unseen upon the
seen. It is a vast, sprawling work of genius, true to the artistic beliefs which Powys
had expounded in Suspended Judgements, when he wrote that novel writing is “a
large and liberal art...”” RP Graves, The Brothers Powys, p238

‘Possibly the greatest novel of the twentieth century; and one of the great mystical
masterpieces of all time.” Colin Wilson, blurb on Picador edition.

‘His massive novel cannot be judged by conventional rules. It is a law unto itself,
and neither narrow nor insular suggests the analogy of a vast continent in as much as
it too has its lofty peaks and verdant plains, its desert wastes and its luxuriant forests.’
FJ Mathias, Western Mail, July 1933 (See NL109 for full review)

“This enormous book of 1,174 pages is priced at 10s.6d, and it is cheap at the price.
Cheap and nasty... But my main criticism, of course, is Why drag in Glastonbury at
all? And the answer, | suppose, is that Mr Powys is a man with a message.” Henry
Folliot Scott-Stokes, Mayor of Glastonbury. (See NL109 for full review)

From the dust jacket of the 5™ impression of the first UK edition of 4 Glastonbury
Romance: ‘a hotch-potch of realism, rather disgusting eroticism, psychism and
pseudo rural clap trap’. Richard Aldington (Quoted in NL108)

‘It is, nevertheless, a towering achievement that makes most 20"-century novels
look like field-mice in comparison.’ Brian Fallon, The Irish Times, 1999

‘But no doubt my Glastonbury book must be my best book but not necessarily
because of that my own favourite!” John Cowper Powys letter to Glen Cavaliero;
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23 November, 1957. Full letter in NL 100.

Ed: This list was chosen by myself from a great variety of responses to 4 Glastonbury
Romance. Readers are invited to share their own selection.

Raymond Cox
Walking Glastonbury: Historic Sites, Streets and Lanes in
A Glastonbury Romance

Could it be possible that the secret of ecstatic human happiness only arrived when
all outward machinery of life was suspended, all practical activity held in abeyance?
(AGR p. 999)

A walking guide for each site with approximate times from the Town Hall facing the
road and considered as an average walking pace.

Times are given in bold.

Page numbers for each site, in brackets, are taken from the 1955 Macdonald edition
and the later Picador and Overlook editions.

(Some of the sites named are given multiple passing references in the book.)
Headings with a* indicate the names are on JCP’s annotated map from the 1930s.
Italics indicate places mentioned in the book and also include any alternative names
in the book.

** indicates comments and short historical descriptions.

Listed first are the three best known and most visited sites, the Abbey Ruins,

Chalice Well and the Tor.
Abbey Ruins: (37) Adjacent to the Town Hall. In the book are mentioned St. Mary’s
Church/Chapel* (119; 178); St. Joseph’s Chapel; (175; 623); Edgar’s Chapel (119);
St. Patrick’s Chapel (1070); St. Thomas’s Chapel (119); Abbot’s Kitchen™* (496); fish
pond*; ruins of Glastonbury Abbey*.

** Myth, legend and historic reality combine here. By tradition and legend Joseph
of Arimathea with twelve companions founded the first Celtic Christian community
with a church structure made of wattle and daub. In the 5th century St. Patrick from
Ireland founded the first monastic community and abbey which became one of the
largest and richest in the country in the 1200s. In legend King Arthur and Queen
Gwynevere were buried in the abbey. The octagonal Abbot’s Kitchen is the only one
in the country left completely intact and one of the few surviving abbot’s kitchens in
the world. The abbey precincts total 36 acres (14.5ha).

Chalice Well*: (175)

(1) 25 mins. Chilkwell Street*. (211). Walk left on Magdalene Street. This becomes
Fisher’s Hill to the road junction at the top. Go left into Bere Lane. At the end of
Bere Lane at the T-junction turn right and walk along Chilkwell Street. Cross to the
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Map of Glastonbury with his notes sent by John Cowper Powys to
the poet, PA Engel of Hillsdale, New York in the 1930s, printed in
Dante Thomas’s John Cowper Powys-A Bibliography.
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left side of the road. The entrance (RS
to Chalice Well Garden is just EEuses
before a bend. (The Tor bus stops £=8
here by request. See the Tor [
section.) %
(2) 25 mins. Walk right, turning
right into High Street at the |
Market Cross. At the top of High
Street turn right into Lambrook
Street. Cross over to the left side
of the road. The road becomes
Chilkwell Street at the junction with Dod Lane. At the junction with Bere Lane on
the right continue along Chilkwell Street.

**Ancient holy healing well in a garden. Associated with the abbey for over a
thousand years. Legend states that the waters flowed red after Joseph of Arimathea
hid the Holy Grail/Chalice on Chalice Hill nearby. Archeologist Frederick Bligh Bond
designed and gifted the well cover, which has a vesica piscis pattern. Meditations
take place regularly at the well head.

Chalice House: (62; 124; 281). Based on an actual house, this was near the
entrance to the well and gardens. Formerly a Catholic seminary it was bought in
1912 by Alice Buckton. The series of mystery or folk plays produced subsequently
could have given JCP the idea for his “Pageant”(161).

The Tor*: (110)

(1) 25 mins. to the start of the lower footpath to 7The Tor*. Walk as for Chalice
Well. Just past the entrance turn left into Wellhouse Lane*, cross over the road to the
footpath sign on the right.

(2) 45 mins. to the start of the top path to the Tor. Walk as for Chalice Well as far
as Lambrook Street to the junction with Dod Lane which is directly opposite Abbey
House* (37),; Miss Drew*. Continue along Dod Lane to where the road leads to a path
- FP* - on the right and up through fields with Bushey Combe on the left. Eventually
this leads to a surfaced lane, Lypiatt Lane. Either turn right to join Wellhouse Lane,
and then left to the top of the hill, or keep straight on when reaching Bulwarks Lane
to the left, to go through a field on the right to join Wellhouse Lane, turn left. Where
the Tor bus terminates, a sign through a gate on the right will direct you through a
field to the path to climb the Tor. This is the steepest but shortest path to the top. This
route is longer but more rural, and also avoids most traffic.

**At a point on the map on the left along Wellhouse Lane, before the junction
with Stonedown Lane, Powys has written Water Works* OS maps indicate Resr
(reservoir) here. Is it known what significance this place had for JCP, or why it was
written on the map?

Chalice Well. Photo Wikipedia Commons.
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(3) Tor Bus: 10 mins. This runs regularly throughout the day from Spring through to
Autumn from the car park a few paces from the Town Hall. The bus terminates at the
start of the higher path for the Tor at the top of Wellhouse Lane.

**A sacred hill, the Tor is one of Glastonbury’s places of pilgrimage, visible over
many miles from every direction. At the summit is the ruined Tower of St. Michael’s
Church*. The church was felled by an earthquake in 1275. There was a Christian
settlement from circal79 and there might have been an earlier pagan monument here.
Tor Field: also, Fair Field (161; 171). 25 mins. The site of the “Pageant” in the
book. The field is on the left of the lower path to the Tor near the bottom of Wellhouse
Lane.

**Fairs were held in this field in past ages.

Northload Street*: (205) 2 mins. Cross the road, walk right to the Market Cross and
continue straight on. John’s Rooms*, No. 15, demolished. Further along is Manor
Farm*, and Old Town Lodge, Dr. Fell’s House* (541) is on an unnamed road north
from Manor House Road* (541) off Northload Street* to the right. Also, Tittie's
House*. To the west is Paradise* (182; 205), Northload Bridge, Northload Bridge
Farm*, Dye House Lane* (205; 370) and Cold Harbour Bridge (732).

Benedict Street*: 1 min. (62). Elizabeth Crow’s House, Miss Elizabeth’s House*.
Cross the road. Benedict Street is on the left, just before the Market Cross.

St. Benedict’s Church: Church of St. Benigus* (201). 5 mins. In Benedict Street.
Magdalene Street: (1). Magdalene Street goes from the Market Cross, at the junction
with High Street, Fisher’s Hill at the junction of Street Road on the right.

St. Margaret’s Chapel and Almshouses: St. Margaret’s Church* (323). 4 mins.
Walk left. On the right a short distance past St. Mary s Church is a short passage to
the chapel, almshouses and i. ml
a garden. | nﬁ‘ R

**This area was built = =~
in the Middle Ages as a = =
hospital dedicated to Mary £
Magdalene to serve pilgrims =
coming to the Abbey. It later &

poor. A 15th century chapel E=% e
dedicated to St. Margaret St. Margaret’s Chapel. Photo Wikipedia Commons.
was built, and the chapel’s bell-cot (323) is featured in the novel. The chapel is open
for visitors. (The location has a beautifully calming atmosphere.)
St. Mary’s Catholic Church*: Catholic Chapel (397) 3 mins. Walk left, on the right
side of Magdalene Street.

**Behind the altar is the Shrine of Our Lady of Glastonbury. Also, there is a large
tapestry depicting the three Glastonbury martyrs — the last abbot Richard Whiting,
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his treasurer and another person, before they were hanged, drawn and quartered on
the Tor at the Dissolution of the Monasteries.

High Street*: 1 min. Right at the Market Cross.

George and Pilgrims: Pilgrims’ Inn (75; 148) George Hotel*. 1 min. High Street -
third building from the Market Cross on the right.

**A 15th century building accommodating visitors to the Abbey
The Tribunal: Abbot’s Tribunal (330; 629). 3 mins. X
Walk right. On the left a short distance along High
Street. .
*#%A 15th century stone building on the site of a 12th ||
century wooden building, it was a merchant’s house. It ||
was previously mistakenly identified with the Abbey ‘
tribunals where secular justice was administered. .
However, there is no evidence that court proceedings -
took place there. It has also been used as a shop,
school and convent.

St. John the Baptist’s Church*: (145) 5 mins. On
the left a short distance beyond the Tribunal.

**In legend the church allegedly has the tomb of : .
St. Joseph which had been in the crypt of the Lady The Tribunal, ngh Street
Chapel in the Abbey before being taken away for Giastonbury. Photo Wikipedia
safe keeping. During his visit in 1929 JCP reported Commons.
seeing “the great authentic sarcophagus of Saint Joseph of Arimathea”. However, in
the novel it is described as “not one of the most authentic ossuaries of our planet’s
history”. Inrecent years a labyrinth was created in the grounds by the local community.
Labyrinths can date to over 4000 years and are found mainly, but not entirely, in
Western Europe. They are an archetype used in Catholic churches in the Middle Ages
and are used as a spiritual tool for meditation. Nearby on his map Powys also marks
George Street* (224), Cattle Market* and Post Office™.

Silver Street*: (114; 209) 5 mins. A narrow road on the right of High Street directly
opposite St. John’s Church. This road parallels the High Street. The north wall of the
Abbey precinct forms the right side.

The Vicarage*: (113) 12 mins. Directly opposite Silver Street at the junction with
Lambrook Street.

Wells Road*: Also Wells New Road (162; 792) 10 mins. Left at the top of High
Street.

**On this road are the Cemetery* (factual), (792; 934; 1118) with Mortuary
Chapel* and Mortuary Church*, Philip Crow’s house, The Elms* (198), Philip’s
Factory*, brick and tile works*. Old Malt House* (920) at the corner of Wells Road
and Manor House Road*. (The location is given in the book as “in the middle of
Manor House Road”.)
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Bere Lane*: (211), 10 mins. Walk left along Magdelene Street which becomes
Fisher’s Hill at the junction with Street Road on the right. Continue up Fisher’s Hill
to the junction with Hill Head on the right and Bere Lane on the left.

Abbey Barn*: (211) 15 mins. Near the top of Bere Lane on the right, at the junction
with Chilkwell Street.

**This was the abbey’s 14th century tithe barn, still in use in JCP’s time. It is
known for stone carvings of the four Evangelists, a lion for Matthew, an ox for Mark,
a man for Luke and an eagle for John. It is now the Somerset Rural Life Museum.
Rifleman’s Arms: St. Michael’s Inn (211; 251) 15 mins. At the top of Bere Lane
turn right on Chilkwell Street. The inn is very close on the right.

Chalice Hill: (121) (Private land - no access.) It can be seen from Bere Lane,
Chilkwell Street and from the Abbey grounds.

Edgarley: (110; 884). 35 mins. An area on the right of the main road about a mile
beyond Chalice Well. Edgarley Great Field (892) was part of a medieval field system.
Hill Head*: Hill Head Road (318). 10 mins. Left along Magdalene Street. Straight
ahead at the junction with Street Road on the right, to the left turn for Bere Lane. Hill
Head is to the right.

**On the right of Hill Head is the Terre Gastée*, (319). This name is written
alongside Hill Head on the map. It is mentioned once in the novel and as a piece
of common land, also Waste Land (318) yet it seems important as JCP was inspired
by the folklorist and Arthurian scholar Jessie Weston in her book From Ritual to
Romance (1920), which also influenced T. S. Eliot’s The Waste Land. Weston’s book
was inspired by James Frazer’s The Golden Bough (1890).

Wearyall Hill: Wirral Hill (121); Weary-All Hill*, Wirral Park* (954) 20 mins. At
the top of Hill Head a path through a gate on the right leads up to the hill and the Holy
Thorn (118) about half way up.

**0f legend, when Joseph and his companions arrived they were weary; Joseph
planted his staff in the ground. Perhaps the fourth most visited site and certainly
an important legendary site, the tree was completely vandalised in 2010—as it was
previously in Puritan times. For Mad Bet (398), it is “the Tree of Life”. There are
several descendants of the original tree in the town, including at Chalice Well, the
grounds of the Abbey Barn and St. John’s churchyard, the latter noticed by Powys.
Legend notwithstanding, the Glastonbury thorn tree represents a species prevalent in
the Holy Land.

Street Road*: (151) 5 mins. Right off Magdalene Street where this becomes
Fisher’s Hill.

Mpr. Geard’s House*, Beckery Mill*. Further along, off Street Road and off the map
are Cradle Bridge Farm (13; 28); South Moor (13); Kennard Moor (3; 13); Butt
Moor (3).

Bride’s Mound. Beckery: (182; 951). Beckery Mill*. 45 mins. To the west of the
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western end of Wearyall Hill. There are four routes to this location.

(1) Walk over Wearyall Hill to the west end, cross the main road (A39) and walk past
some buildings on the left. The area is further to the west beyond the buildings. (This
is the most scenic and quietest route.)

(2) Walk to the junction with Hill Head and Bere Lane, straight over and shortly turn
right along The Roman Way which follows the southern slopes of Wearyall Hill and
joins the main road. Cross over as with (1). (This is also a scenic route with views
over the moors to Street.)

(3) Walk along Street Road (A361) from Magdalene Street. Turn right nearly opposite
the end of Wearyall Hill where The Roman Way from south of the hill joins the main
road. Walk past some buildings to a track into a field.

(4) Cross over the road from the Town Hall and walk down Benedict Street. Cross the
bypass and walk left at an island along Beckery Road, then Morland Road.

** An ancient oratory to Mary Magdalene was here before Saint Bridget came from
Ireland in the 5th century and established a small chapel and community. The legend
is that she was ordained as a nun by St. Patrick who preceded her to Glastonbury
and organised the first monastic site. A Saxon and Norman chapel existed on the
site until the 1800s and a holy well to the 1900s. Investigations have established the
positions of St. Bridget’s Chapel and Priest’s House. King Arthur is believed to have
had a vision here of the Virgin Mary and was converted to Christianity. It is a place
of pilgrimage today, even though being almost two miles from the town.
Pomparlés Bridge: (168; 357) 45 mins. The bridge over the River Brue (360), on
the Street Road beyond the western end of Wearyall Hill and west of Beckery.

**This historic bridge is also known as Pons perilis. In the Arthurian stories it
is the place where Arthur’s sword Excalibur (357) was thrown into the river. Cow
Bridge (360) is another bridge over the Brue.

Bove Town *: (170) 10 mins. Straight on at the top of High Street.

**Red Robinson’s house is stated as being in an alley off Bove Town.

Bushey Combe: (129) 20 mins. A short street and fields to the right leading off
Bove Town.

Old Wells Road: (170) Also Wells Old Road*(782) 25 mins. Off Bove Town at the
junction with Wick Hollow: * Mr. Evan’s House*(sic).

Edmund Hill Road: Edmund Hill Lane*; Edmund Hill Pottery* (170; 811) (Now
Whiting Road.) 30 mins. A short way along Old Wells Road on the left; tile works*;
clay pit*.

**“Edmund Hill Lane was at that hour a lonely place to walk in, as it stretched
upwards towards those isolated clay pits.” JCP mentions the two kings, King
Edmund, 936-946 and Edmund Ironside, 1016 (175; 997; 1087). Accessible from
both Wells roads, Edmund Hill is a large expanse of open field, trees and bushes. On
the south side is an estate, but this includes a green hillock, The Mound, which was
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researched in recent years as an ‘ancient observatory’. At the winter solstice it aligns
with the sun rising up the side of the Tor. Another alignment links it with the large
Cadbury Castle Iron Age hill fort near South Cadbury, which in legend is thought to
be King Arthur’s Camelot. Curiously, Edmund Hill is little known or visited. This
is exemplified by St. Edmund’s Well, which has been described as “the forgotten
ancient well of Glastonbury”. There is a large stone surround at its entrance and a
small stream flows out over rocks enfolded by trees and bushes in an idyllic setting.
Again, this well is little known about.

Alignments, including leys — incorrectly, but in common use, called ley lines -

were described from the 1920s when they were ‘discovered’ in Herefordshire. They
are straight lines in the landscape which incorporate sacred sites, churches, standing
stones, clumps of specific trees and other prominent features. From the 1960s the
idea of ‘subtle energy lines” which meander across the country and beyond was
developed. Glastonbury was an aid to such concepts which represent a part of the
Earth Mysteries and New Age culture. Dowsers have found two major lines, known
as the Michael and Mary lines which intertwine across the country from Land’s End
to East Anglia. At Avebury Stone Circle, about 25 miles east of Glastonbury, the lines
cross each other in the circle. At Glastonbury they meet at such significant places as
the High Altar in the Abbey, Chalice Well Garden and around the Tor, including Tor
Field. It is postulated that such lines flow around areas of ‘special spiritual vibrations’
and sanctity, and expand and contract in width according to the time of day, month,
moon and season.
Wick Hollow: (127; 198) 25 mins. g
Straight ahead at the junction of §
Bove Town and Old Wells Road. |
Bulwarks Lane*: (216) 30 mins. A
short distance along Wick Hollow to
the right. It leads to Wellhouse Lane. §
Maidencroft Lane*: (167) 35 @ :
mins. At the top of Wick Hollow EEis
to the left near the junction with F
Stonedown Lane to the right and M

Paradise Lane* ahead. The area chk Hollbw m 1920s pstcard.
beyond towards Wick is Stonedown Photo Wikipedia Commons.
(127).

Two Oaks: (532; 785) (The Oaks of Avalon): 55 mins. On Stonedown go straight
over a stile along the hedge, over another stile still along the hedge, then downhill to
a stile in the centre of the hedge ahead. Then go down across the field to a stile to the
lane going left and right. Turn left along the lane to the two trees on the right of the
lane a short distance along.
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**The two oaks, also known as Gog and Magog, are said to be over 1000 years

old. They were part of a Druidic ceremonial avenue of oak trees which approached
the Tor. Gog has died but still stands.
(Note: See “Two Oak Trees - An Investigation into JCP’s possible walking routes to
the “Oaks of Avalon” at Glastonbury’ in Newsletters 101, November 2020 and 102,
March 2021 for detailed routes to these trees and a consideration of their history and
folklore.)

News and Notes

From Kim Wheatley:

Fire damage to 4 Patchin Place.

Ed: Kim Wheatley reports significant fire damage to 4 Patchin Place in Greenwich,
New York City. Powys readers need no reminder of the importance of the address to
the Powys story. John Cowper and Phyllis Playter lived here for most of the 1920s
as did Alyse Gregory and Llewelyn at different = i :
periods. A report by Mary K Jacob in the New York
Post newspaper acknowledges the occupation of
No. 4 by poet E.E. Cummings, but does not mention
the Powyses. A pre-dawn fire on the second floor
on Wednesday 28 January caused major unspecified
damage to the building. A neighbour reported noise
and smoke as flames shot from the windows before
Squad 18 of the FDNY arrived and prevented the
fire spreading to other buildings. According to Mary
Jacob an inspection blamed an electrical heater as
the cause of the fire. She describes the enclave,
built in the 1840s, as a refuge for creatives such as
Marlon Brando and Theodore Dreiser and Djuna
Barnes. In modern times Patchin Place became a
favourite spot on walking tours highlighting New
York’s architectural and cultural history.

In March 2022, Firebird Grove, a SoHo-based firm, bought all eleven houses for
over $32 million. Firebird Grove is an investment company engaged in buying and
modernizing medium to large-scale assets. They had been renovating other houses on
the lane and were working on No. 4. Maria Siegel, a spokesperson for Firebird Grove
is quoted as saying: ‘We have no plans on tearing down the properties. That street is
full of history and charm. The plan is to maintain the special quality of that block.’

For the definitive history of Patchin Place and its occupants see Ray Crozier’s
Patchin Place: The Powyses and Literary New York (Sundial Press 2022).

Patchin Place in January 2026.
Photo Kim Wheatley.
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From Amanda Powys:

Mary Norton to Phyllis & John Cowper

Ed: It was a regular practice of the Powys family
to transform the gift of a book into a personal
artifact with dedications and inscriptions. They
also received a number of inscribed books from
other writers. Amanda Powys sends an image
of John and Phyllis’s copy of the children’s
novel, The Borrowers. The book, first published
by Dent in 1952, initiated a series about tiny
creatures who live unseen in people’s houses.
John Cowper wrote to Louis Wilkinson in
December 1956 that Phyllis was going to send
Louis’s wife, Joan, a copy of The Borrowers
which ‘we both dote upon and regard as likely to
take its place alongside of Alice in Wonderland’.

From Louise de Bruin:

The Powys Journal featured in the Dutch literary
journal, Vestdijk Kroniek.

Ed: The interview follows the publication of a
major article on A Glastonbury Romance, “A Case
of Religious Materialism”, by the Dutch author,

Simon Vestdijk (1898-1971), edited and translated by |

Louise de Bruin in the Powys Journal 2025. Louise

Mary Norton’s inscription on
The Borrowers.

notes in her introduction to the article in the Powys [#8X

Journal that Vestdijk devotees, about the same
number as Powys Society members, publish the bi-
annual journal, Vestdijk Kroniek, organise symposia
and have an interesting website, https://vestdijk.com
Louise writes: I gave a copy of the Powys Journal
with the Vestdijk essay translated by me to the editor
of the Vestdijk Kroniek. As a result, he asked if he
could come and interview me briefly. Just fun to add

Vestdijk?

Vestdijk Kroniek 2026.

to N & N to see our Journal pictured in another literary journal.

From Louise de Bruin:
The Powys Children Reading by Gertrude Mary
Watching exhibition in Dorset Museum

Powys (1877-1952) in People

...this painting is in a current exhibition in the Dorset Museum. It started on 31

January and runs till 10 May. It is the only painting
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while the museum has quite a few of [
them: they came from Peter Powys Grey
after his death by way of Morine and I |
think Charles Lock, I seem to remember,
but am not sure now. |
Ed: The study of children reading was [ii
painted around 1900; the caption reads: |
‘A sense of deep concentration radiates
from this painting of four sisters,” Lucy
the youngest, full of intelligence and deep
feeling ... Katie affectionate, emotional, Eamaa——aes
self-willed ... Marianalive to everything ... The Powys Children Reading by
Gertrude with her happy temperament, Gertrude Mary Powys.
rarely ruffled with a talent for drawing and painting’ (Littleton Powys).

From Angela Wanjiku Wamai:

A photograph of Llewelyn Powys in Kenya

Good morning, my name is Angela Wamai and I am a Kenyan filmmaker. I am
currently working on a film and stumbled upon an image of Llewelyn Powys during
his years in Kenya and I was wondering if it’s possible to get rights for the image and
how to go about it.

The film is a fiction film known as ENKOP, which is the Maa word for soil and
is currently in production. The film takes place in the year 2017 but is set against
the story of how the Maasai were ejected from their land by the British Colonial
government in 1904 and 1911. The image was taken sometime between 1914 and
1919 in a place called Kikopey when Llewelyn was helping out in Galbraith Cole’s
sheep farm. This image would be part of a series of archive images that show the land
before and after the Maasai were moved.

I found the image in a book called Kenya: A Country in the Making. 1t is a book
of images, and unfortunately the curator, Nigel Pavitt, died in the year 2022 and that
leaves me with the gigantic task of
tracing the rights owners myself. |
. have attached a screenshot of
. the image for reference. Any
and all help on how to go about
this would be greatly appreciated.

Please find a synopsis for the
film below and the screenshot
for the image attached. Synopsis:
A https://Ibxafrica.com/film/enkop-
Llewelyn Powys with Maasai warrior. the-soil

AL ST 5 ;1
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From Paul Cheshire:

Walter Savage Landor works inscribed by John Cowper Powys

Ed: A unique set of the works of Walter Savage Landor have been donated to the
Powys Society. This beautiful set was a graduation gift from John Cowper and
Margaret Powys to his brother, Littleton, in 1904. The dedication 1ncludes an orlgmal
poem by John Cowper: ¢ ey ;

i

Like coloured spokes pass one by one
All pleasures and all pains —

Except the Wheel they circle on
There’s nothing that remains —

Yet where the Wheel itself first ran
The Wheel full circle tends —

With “Ave frater!” life began . : . -
With “Vale frater!” ends. Walter Savage Landor books.

-
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Ed: The books are in superb condition and would grace any library. Anyone who
wishes to make a reasonable offer for the set should contact Paul at: paulchesh@
powys-society.org

From Patrick Quigley:

Powys letters on eBay

It’s unusual to find Powys documents for sale on eBay, but in June there appeared
a mini-archive of correspondence between John Cowper and Edward H. Jones, of
Warrington as well as miscellaneous pieces. The correspondence began in 1946 with
JCP’s response to birthday greetings from Jones and continued until 1962 when
Frederick Davies wrote on behalf of the 90-year-old Powys. The archive contained
4 letters and a postcard from JCP alongside a letter each from Phyllis, his brother,
Littleton, and Frederick Davies.

The letters were brief except for October 1957 where JCP discussed, his ancestry,
family ties to the poet William Cowper, his daily walking routines, and the total
blindness of his right eye. The opening price was £100 but, after twenty-one bids, the
cache was sold at £395. If any of our readers won the auction, we’d be delighted to
hear from you.

From Peter Tait:

Outliers of Empire: The British Empire and its Pacific Territories, 1870-1914.
It’s been a long time in gestation, but at last it is finished. The impact of the British
Empire on the Pacific in the Nineteenth Century might seem insignificant to
other imperial projects, but it challenged the Colonial Office in new and different
ways... this is one of twenty copies which I had printed as I thought the book had
academic worth, if not commercial value. I intend to give copies to family/friends
and to universities that assisted in my research. It has not been published despite
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my previous publisher, Halsgrove, being very keen to do
so. The reason is best explained by the Managing Director
of Hurst Publishing, one of Britain’s leading non-fiction
publishers: ‘While the team and I liked the proposal and
indeed the writing, we just could not convince ourselves
that the book would find a readership beyond specialists
in universities.” | tend to agree that there would probably
be a limited readership as it is a niche subject focusing
only on the British Western Pacific territories. Things
might change. (I might send a copy or two to Australian
publishers), but |I enjoyed doing it and indulging my twin PotarTat
interests of Empire and the Pacific. Outliers of Empire.
Incidentally, I do have a novel with publishers at present, due out in January 2027.

Outliers of Empire

From Kevin Taylor:

Charles Lock retirement:

Our friend Professor Charles Lock, who has done so much for Powys Studies over
more than half a century, is retiring from the University of Copenhagen this summer
after thirty years there. The University has organised a Symposium in his honour on
Friday 19 June.

Ed: A full report on the event will appear in Newsletter 119. We all wish Charles the
best in his retirement and hope he will write much more on the Powyses.
Ed: Errata from NL117
A number of corrections are necessary to Newsletter 117:

The article by Lucy Hughes, John Cowper Powys’s Lectures on Shakespeare, is
copyright Cambridge University Library.

Amanda Powys inherited the paintings by Will Powys through her husband John
Powys, making Francis and Sally Powys her parents-in law.

The author of the article on Sing as We Go is Tony Hallett.
Patrick Quigley wrote the review of Kim Wheatley’s John Cowper Powys and the
Afterlife of Romanticism.

From Dorothy Hannam
Vera Wainwright painting of Evil Wood Lane

I am writing in connection to some interesting memorabilia found about Theodora
Powys, adopted daughter of Theodore Powys. Her married name was Theodora Gay
Scutt. Many years ago Theodora, known in those days as Susan or Susie, helped my
father Allen and his brother John Hiscock with milking cows on their dairy farms
near Mappowder. My father is mentioned in her memoir, Cuckoo in the Powys Nest.
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Dad and Uncle John spoke of her skill at milking and her love of animals. Dad could
remember Theodore, her step father, and their family living at the lodge, next to
Mappowder church.

As a small child, I can recall seeing Theodora riding her horse skilfully around the
country lanes. She never wore a riding hat and she cut a rather romantic figure on
horseback, slender with a striking head of long dark hair. I also recall her visiting
mum and dad and sitting in our farmhouse kitchen engrossed in conversation and
drinking a cup of tea. Over the years, Theodora stayed in touch occasionally and dad
and mum visited her in Ireland.

Dad passed away last November, aged ninety-two, and on clearing his house
we found three hand-written letters to Dad from Theodora. The letters showed
her love of animals, her personality coming through as a longtime friend and her
thoughtfulness and also her skill and love of writing. Another interesting find was a
framed painting approximately 36cm x 28cm given as a gift to Theodora by the local
artist Vera Wainwright. The painting is inscribed on the back. I did some research
on Vera Wainwright and found that she had exhibited her work and been used as a
photographer for the Powys family. When she lived at Mappowder, she accompanied
Theodore on his country walks and he valued her companionship along the way.

After thought and discussion, our family plans to sell the painting and letters
described above at our local auction house but wonder if any member of the Powys
Society might be interested in making an offer for them first. It would be very nice to
think they would go to an admirer of the Powyses, not just a collector. I did take the
Vera Wainwright picture to the auction house to be valued and potentially its value
would be in the region of eighty pounds but would attract significant more interest
with a collection of letters accompanying it.

Item One

Framed oil painting by Vera
Wainwright.

Overall dimensions: 36cm x 28cm.
Subject: Landscape/ Evil Wood Lane,
Mappowder, Dorset.

Dated inscription on back indicating a
gift to Theodora.

Vera Wainwright lived in Map-
powder at the time Theodore’s family
lived at The Lodge, next to Mappowder
Church. She lived in a thatched
cottage named ‘Mockery Gap,’ at the
far corner of the village street. She was an artist, photographer, poet and walking
companion to Theodore Powys. The subject of the painting, Evil Wood Lane, was a
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familiar route for Theodore on his daily walks. It has various mentions in Theodora’s
memoir, ‘Cuckoo in the Powys Nest.’

Item Two

Three pleasant hand-written, signed letters from Theodora to a long-time friend Allen
Hiscock, a local farmer, who also has mention in her memoir.

Letter One: (three double sided A4)

Date: 17/10/2007

Subject: Thanking Allen and his wife Joan for visiting her in Ireland with much detail
about her life there and care of her collection of animals especially her dogs.

Letter Two: (two double sided A4)

Date: 03/03/2011

Subject: Details of where to purchase a copy of her memoir. Also, enthusiastic detail
about the care of her animals, garden and land at her home in Ireland.

Letter Three: (two double sided A4)

Date: 20/03/2012

Subject: A very kind, sweet and thoughtful letter to Allen following the death of his
wife Joan. Included is much detail of her everyday life in Ireland.

The letters give a clear feel for Theodora’s writing skills, personality and popularity
as a friend and well thought-of neighbour.

Auction Details:

Duke’s Fine Art Auctions, Brewery Square, Dorchester, Dorset DT1 1GA

Summer Fine Art Sale

Date: 22nd July

Ed: For an account of Vera Wainwright and her association with the Powyses see the
article ‘Begin at the Door’: in search of Vera Stacey Wainwright’ by Louise de Bruin
in The Powys Journal XX (2010)_https://www.]stor.org/stable/26106476

The auction will also include a file of original letters by Theodora from Ireland to her
lifelong friend, Julia Mathews.

A short interview with Goulven le Brech on his new book,
Can you Hear the Sea?

PQ: Your approach to writing reminds me of the works of WG Sebald. Is he an
influence?

GB: I really like Sebald, especially The Rings of Saturn, which is a book I’ve read
and reread. I love the atmosphere of his books and the way he blends image and
text. So yes, to answer your question, there is clearly a Sebald influence on me, his
archivist side...

PQ: Are there any other influences on the writing of Can you Hear the Sea?

GB: I’'malso very inspired by Jean Grenier and Kenneth White, two authors to whom
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I dedicate a chapter of my book. Generally speaking, they are both contemplative and
erudite authors, in the best sense of the word: they know how to connect ideas.

PQ: Does Powys feature in the book?

GB: My book concludes with two chapters on JCP:
one on Weymouth and Weymouth Sands, and one on
Portland. I describe the atmosphere of these places
and how they permeate me through the writings of ===
John Cowper Powys, but also Thomas Hardy, Villiers —
de I’Isle-Adam, and Victor Hugo for Portland. More =~ ==
broadly, my book explores the question: how can we =~ = 744
conceive of freedom (inner, metaphysical freedom)
outside the dogmas imposed by an era? &
PQ: We come to the aspect of contemplation
associated with reading the Powyses as described
by John Gray in this issue. How do you view this? Goulven in Normandy.

GB: The answer lies in the sound of the sea — the English Channel, and its
contemplation. And I don’t shy away from the dangers of contemplating the sea, the
risk of madness...

Ed: Goulven le Brech will be one of the speakers at the Eco-critical Readings of the
Works of the Powys Brothers conference in Bayonne in September. See details in
Forthcoming Events and on our website: powys-society.org/news/

Goulven Le Brech, N’entends-tu pas la mer? Echappées littéraires en
Bretagne et Qutre-Manche, éditions Les Perséides.

1o be published in March 2026

The northern coast of Brittany, alternating between heathland, cliffs, beaches,
and tidal shores, has been a source of inspiration for many poets, novelists, and
philosophers— whether natives of the region, visitors who stayed for a time, or those
who chose to settle there. From Romanticism to the present day, these authors have
succumbed to the quiet music of the place: a melody of sea and wind, conducive
to a “universal unsubscribing” (Tristan Corbiére). Along this coast, where the tide
reveals vast expanses of sand, rock, and seaweed, the sea, with its ceaseless coming
and going, fosters a feeling of freedom and independence.

Blending narrative and essay, Goulven Le Brech sketches a literary map of the
Armorican coast. He wanders along Chateaubriand’s shores, through Judith
Gautier’s narrow lanes, across the tidal flats of Jean Grenier and Louis Guilloux,
along Kenneth White’s coastal paths, over the rocks of Victor Hugo’s exile, and
as far as the peninsula where the ashes of John Cowper Powys were scattered. He
follows in their footsteps—and toward his own past—interweaving impressions,
reflections, memories, and reveries.
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Goulven

L.e Brech

Nentends-tu
pas la mer ¢

ECHAPPEES
LITTERAIRES

EN BRETAGNE

ET OUTRE-MANCHE

L'éternel été de Dinard

Dixase. Lundi 16 mai 2022, 11h15

Joanna m'avait donné rendez-vous au pied de I'em-
barcadére, 3 Iheure présumée d'arrivée de la vedette
de Saint-Malo. Je profitais de ce temps d'artente pour
contempler le paysage alentour. Fobservais les villas
de I'anse du Bec de In Vallée et du quartier de Bric-a-
Brac, leurs larges bow-windows et fenétres ouvertes
sur la baie du Prieuré. En cette matinée de mai, la marée
montante était sccompagnée d'une épaisse brume de
mer venue du large, conférant un caractére specral st

Par les gréves

Lorsgue, par une journée laiteuse de larridre-saison
Jarrival pour la premiére fois dans la baie de Saint-
Michel-en-Gréve, ce fut sous une lumbdre filtrant &
travers un ciel de nuages bas Mon pére avair garé
sa voiture face 4 la gréve et nous étions entrés dans
un bistrot pour demander un renseignement sur un
lisu que nous recherchions Favabs avec mol une carre
postale du débur du siécle dernier, représentant une
birisse perchée sur un promontoire dépourvu de végé-
tation. Cette carte montrait un vieux manoir breton
en granit, avec, au loin, la mer.

Cette carte postale o #té envoyée par Jean Grenier
4 son ami Georges Perros. Une fléche indbque 1a petite
lucarne de la chambre que I'écrivain occupait enfant,
ol il contemplait ln mer. Au verso, Grenier explique
3 son ami que la demeure, bombardée pendant la
Seconde Guerre mondiale, a ensulte été complétement
reconstruite

Le manoir que mon pére et moi dicourrimes
©e jour-li, un batiment en béton entouré de grands
arbres, n'avait guére conservé I'apparence de I'idi-
fice d'autrefois. 11 demeurait toutefois & son emplace-
ment d'origine; un site exceptionnel, i flanc de falsise,
offrant un point de vie unique sur 1horizon

Uiremsere. ivi e Disann - g1 ' s
Pam LEs caives - B1

256 pages, 59 illustrations

18 euros

ISBN : 978-2-3712-5085-7

Editions Les Perséides: https:/lesperseides.ft/

Kim Wheatley
A Sonnet on Gamel Woolsey by John Cowper Powys

During the ‘Reading Powyses’ Zoom discussions (6 May and 1 July 2025) of Gamel
Woolsey’s prose works, we touched on JCP’s ambivalent attitude to Gamel, which
encompassed both her tumultuous love affair with Llewelyn Powys and Gamel’s
warm friendship with Phyllis Playter. JCP’s ambivalence can be seen in this poem
about Gamel, ‘A Pity’, only four and a half lines of which have previously been
published, in Morine Krissdottir’s Descents of Memory (p. 465, note 159). The poem
is held in the National Library of Wales. Krissdottir suggests that the ‘frankly unkind’
poem was written in 1929 ‘or perhaps earlier’, but an entry in JCP’s 1931 Diary
confirms that he composed it when the lovesick Llewelyn was staying with JCP and
Phyllis at their house in upstate New York (Llewelyn’s longsuffering wife Alyse
having just departed to visit her parents in Connecticut). By this point, Gamel had
committed to living with Gerald Brenan. On 2 January 1931, JCP wrote, ‘The T.T.
has changed her opinion about Gamel. 1t is pitiful to see Lulu’s face. It is pitiful to
hear him actually crying out “She will kill me” He has asked me to write to her. But
in place of this I have written a Sonnet called a Pity upon her’ (his italics, p. 2). The
sonnet emphasises Gamel’s bond with the natural world and human history (‘druidic
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stone’), but claims that she has ‘cuckoo-spity’ (a strained rhyme with ‘pity’) instead of
a heart. JCP’s 2 January diary entry 1rnphes that Phyllis (the T.T.) shared his opinion
that Gamel was heartless towards |

Llewelyn. But on 7 February 1931,
JCP says, ‘All day the T.T. has been
writing a love letter to Gamel inspired
by the Planet Eros. She wanted to
tear it up but I will not let her’ (p.
32). According to Krissdottir, JCP
was ‘jealous’ of Gamel’s friendship
with Phyllis (Descents of Memory,
p. 465, note 159). On 12 February
1931, JCP acknowledged his prejudice
against Gamel and the ‘meanness’ of
his attitude towards her (p. 36). In the
1931 Diary, JCP also refers to Gamel
twice as a ‘Belle Dame Sans Merci’, , RN :
alluding to John Keats’s ballad about Gamel in early 1930s. Photo courtesy

a femme fatale (pp. 22, 34). of Anthony Head.

The National Library of Wales has four letters from JCP to Gamel with the
following dates:

1. 13 June 1930 (thanking her for the gift of a Cornelian seal)

2.3 April 1942 (about the research he was doing for Porius)

3. 14 May 1952 (responding to a condolence letter following the death of his

sister Gertrude)

4. 23 January 1959 (thanking Gamel for a bird book).

The poem ‘A Pity’ is enclosed within the letter of 1959, and contrasts markedly
with the friendliness of this letter, which does not mention the poem, although since
the letter has no signature, it is possible that a second sheet is missing. Needless to
say, it would be strange to write a letter thanking an old friend for the gift of a book
and to include without comment a hostile poem about that friend written almost three
decades earlier. Krissdottir contends that JCP sent the poem to Gamel after holding
on to it for so long, ‘when once again he found the women’s love for each other
intolerable’ (Descents of Memory, p. 465, note 159), the women being Phyllis and
Gamel. Later in 1959, Gamel visited Phyllis in Blaenau Ffestiniog, and JCP changed
his tone. ‘A Pity’ differs greatly from his more adulatory 13-line poem ‘For Gamel’,
dated 7 June 1959 and printed in The Collected Poems of Gamel Woolsey (1984).
JCP’s mixed feelings about Gamel evidently persisted for many years. The poem
‘A Pity’ from the National Library of Wales Collection is published with the kind
permission of the Estate of John Cowper Powys.
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A Pity

A pity — such a face out of the dark!

She hunts for sea-shells by the sounding sea
And up a hundred beaches hungrily

It leaps beyond its customary mark
Tumultuous a beast with frantic bark

To take her! When for plover’s nesties she
Goes with bent head the whole fraternity
Of feathered creatures from the wren to lark
Twitter and chirp and warble for her alone!
Itisapity... O itis apity

That she who pushes bullrushes apart

To find the old, dew-drenched druidic stone,
Should only keep a drop of cuckoo-spity
Where common girls keep what is called a HEART!
J. C. Powys

The ‘She’ is G. W.

Ed: Kim Wheatley is author of John Cowper Powys and the Afterlife of Romanticism,
the first academic study of John Cowper in many years. Itis becoming an indispensable
guide to themes in his work and will be available in paperback from 20 August at a
reduced price from the publisher’s website. See https://www.bloomsbury.com/uk/

john-cowper-powys-and-the-afterlife-of-romanticism-9798765119433/

Kevin Taylor
Llewelyn Powys: In Quest of a Cure

Llewelyn Powys receives a chapter to himself in the new book by Oxford scholar
Sally Shuttleworth, /n Quest of a Cure: Literary and Medical Cultures of the
Health Resort (OUP, 2026). This thoroughly researched and extensively footnoted
528-page study focuses on Menton on the French Riviera and Davos in the Swiss
Alps as places of healing frequented by British literary invalids including Robert
Louis Stevenson, John Addington Symonds and Katherine Mansfield. Llewelyn’s
convalescent visits to the Clavadel Sanatorium in Davos in 1909-11, and again in
the 30s leading up to his death there in December 1939, are chronicled from his
letters, diaries and autobiographical novel Skin for Skin, with extensive use made
of Peter Foss’s editions The Conqueror Worm and Recalled to Life.

One of Shuttleworth’s key themes is the relationship between creativity and ill-
health, which in Powys’ case took the form of a defiant embrace of carnal sensuality
and its literary expression in the face of recurring bouts of tubercular debilitation.
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Amorous predations in the rooms of female patients (excitedly encouraged by
brother John Cowper), and his impulsive high-level trek
from Arosa to Davos, are wryly noted by Shuttleworth, et
yet it is what Powys makes of these in his writings that | |N QUEST

particularly catches her eye — all in the context of that OF A CURE
presiding text of early-twentieth-century cure-resort Uy i

literature, The Magic Mountain (1924), which draws
on Thomas Mann’s visits to Davos where his wife was
a TB patient in 1912. Powys corresponded with Mann, § ;
who acknowledged the strong “inner and even to an %’ /E_
extent, external affinities between your story [Skin for .
Skin] and the ‘Magic Mountain’”. Sally Shuttleworth 'qr
has fastidiously charted the predilection among writers
in the century from c.1860 for European open-air K 5 _
treatments, or ‘medical climatology’, and it is to Llewelyn’s credit that he features
as a significant episode in that compelling story.

Rachel Hassell
A.R. Powys and the ‘restoration’ of Sherborne Abbey’s Lady Chapel

I read with interest Anthony Head’s piece ‘Aethelberht and Bertie’ in the November
2025 issue of the Newsletter in which he mentioned Albert Reginald Powys’s
opposition as Secretary of the Society for the Protection of Ancient Buildings
(SPAB) to the proposed restoration of Sherborne Abbey’s Lady Chapel, to which I
am able to add some additional detail.

From 1560 to 1920 the former Lady Chapel of Sherborne Abbey was part of
Sherborne School. Sherborne Abbey was dissolved by Henry VIII in 1539 and
purchased by Sir John Horsey of Clifton Maybank. In 1560 the Governors of
Sherborne School purchased from Sir John Horsey the former Lady Chapel at
the east end of the Abbey and converted it into a domestic dwelling house for the
headmaster, where successive headmasters lived until 1860 when School House
was built. In 1839, Headmaster Ralph Lyon built onto the east front of the property
a two-storey bay window in Ham Hill stone. However, no matter what external
improvements were made, internally the house was not ideal. Divided from the
Abbey by only a thin partition wall it was said that the headmaster and his family
could hear the Abbey organ, and the congregation in the Abbey could hear the
headmaster’s wife practicing polkas on the piano! In 1860, to raise the funds to
build a new house for the headmaster, the School Governors sold the property to
George Digby Wingfield Digby of Sherborne Castle who proposed reincorporating
it back into the Abbey. The project stalled and was not resurrected until 1917.

45



The School’s property at the east end of Sherborne Abbey and the adjacent
courtyard were therefore very familiar to the several generations of the Powys family
who attended Sherborne School, including the five sons of the Rev. C.F. Powys
— John Cowper Powys, Littleton Charles Powys, Llewelyn Powys, William Ernest
Powys, and Albert Reginald Powys who went on to serve from 1912 to 1935 as
Secretary of SPAB.

At the inaugural meeting of the Lady Chapel Restoration Committee on 29
November 1917 it was proposed that the Lady Chapel should be restored to its original
use as a memorial to those who had died during the war. Amongst those who attended
the meeting were the current Headmaster Nowell Smith and assistant master W.B.
Wildman, in whose house JCP and LCP boarded from 1886 to 1891. Both Nowell
Smith and W.B. Wildman spoke out against the plan which involved demolishing
Ralph Lyon’s two-storey bay window and building in its place an eastward extension
to the Lady Chapel.

In his introduction to From the Ground Up. Collected Papers of A.R. Powys,
Architect, Writer, and Secretary of the Society for the Protection of Ancient Buildings
1882-1936 (J.M. Dent, 1937), JCP paid tribute to his ‘Brother Positive’, remarking
how ‘the inspired power of self-effacement that existed behind his formidable
dogmatism found a truly predestined scope in his work for the Society for the
Protection of Ancient Buildings.” He also spoke of ARP’s ‘ferocious integrity’ and
that he had ‘never known any mortal person who could keep his temper as he did in
the heat of these ticklish debates. The truth is, he loved argument. He loved it much
as did the Platonic Socrates, and I suspect for the same reason.’

It was ARP’s dogmatism, ferocious integrity and love of an argument that the
Lady Chapel Restoration Committee came up against on 20 February 1920 when
ARP and Halsey Ricardo were invited to attend a meeting with the Committee’s
architect W. D. Carde. During the meeting ARP set out SPAB’s objection to the
proposed eastward extension of the Lady Chapel, recommending instead that the
exterior of the building should be left as it was. Rather than removing Ralph Lyon’s
bay window because it belonged to an age with which the current generation was out
of sympathy, he thought it should be left alone until it acquired interest by its age.

Saving the bay window became the focus of the anti-restoration campaign, with
ARP as its most vocal opponent. Between 1921 and 1922 a public debate about the
merits of the restoration scheme was conducted in the national press, with letters
appearing from ARP, Arthur Clutton-Brock, W.D. Carde, Nowell Smith, and the
restoration committee’s secretary Arthur Grimley.

Sensing that the debate was becoming rather too heated, on 11 September 1922,
ARP wrote to Arthur Grimley thanking him for the considerate tone of his letters
in the press and saying that consideration for his brother Littleton, who was then
Headmaster of Sherborne Prep School and a lay reader at the Abbey, restricted what
he could say:
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‘Dear Mr Grimley, I feel I ought to write to you to say that I appreciate the
considerate tone of your letters in The Morning Post. It is so difficult not to appear
personal when writing publicly. Decent men are bound to differ on questions of public
importance yet they may continue to respect each other which I hope is our case. |
send you a leaflet which in some ways bears on our controversy & which therefore
should be interesting to you. It is particularly difficult for me to write publicly about
this particular question as I don’t want to mix my brother up in it. [ believe he leans
to my way of thinking. Though he’s in no way keen.’

ARP followed this up with another letter to Grimley on 23 September 1922, in
which he wrote:

‘Please remember that I do not wish to add to your difficulties in this matter and
that in making my original report to this Society I advised it to support the return of
the Lady Chapel Building to the Abbey and the opening up of the upper part of the
arches so that the vaulting could be seen from the ambulatory. I did my best to get
sympathetic support for this scheme so that there would be no differences of opinion
when it came to collecting funds for the work but was quite unable to arrange an
understanding.’

The following year, on the advice of his doctor, Littleton gave up Sherborne Prep
School and sold it to Aubrey Hooper (also a former Sherborne School pupil) and
Frederick Lindsay. Littleton asked ARP to design a new house for him to be built on
a plot of land at the top of The Avenue in Sherborne, into which Littleton and Mabel
moved in January 1925.

W.D. Caroe’s plans for the restoration of the Lady Chapel were eventually carried
into effect, with the removal of the controversial bay window and an eastward
extension built in its place. The restored Lady Chapel was re-dedicated by the Bishop
of Salisbury on 29 May 1934.

There is, however, &
an interesting twist S
to the tale because |
in June 1925 Aubrey _
Hooper purchased the |
bay window and had |
it rebuilt at Sherborne ks
Prep School, where it g
remains to this day.

The east end of
Sherborne Abbey and
the controversial

bay window, c.1880.
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Review
Kate Kavanagh
A Taste of Sparta (1954-1959) by Richard Perceval Graves:
The Second Volume of a Memoir (Troubador Publishing, 2026)

ISBN 978 1836285779

This second book of autobiography covers Richard B
Perceval Graves in that fearsome British institution the
Prep School, i.e. private boys’ boarding school to prepare
for that traditional class-definer, the equally oddly named
Public School. Not to many an appealing subject, though
Graves presents it entertainingly as a piece of history
(1950s, when austere traditions still mostly ruled), as well
no doubt explaining the often odd nature of English young
men of that time — post-WW2 and post-National Service
(if born 1940 onward) — pre- Hippies, Beatles and all that.

It seems a bleak scene, with boys chiefly interested in
punching each other or threatening younger ones (making
them cry a bonus); the obligation is to join bullying groups.
School staff unaware or uninterested; (female ones known as Hags); sad separation
from family, strict rules in bathrooms (nay, lavatories) and dormitories (folding
sheets); threats of punishment by Headmaster (not often carried out) .... Little trace
of enjoyment or interest, let alone sympathy or pity. (My own limited experience
of prep-school boys, ten years previously, was with pet snails oddly named Horny
Major, and some interest in playing “doctors and nurses”).

Richard with his seemingly effortless adequacy at classwork, undisturbed by
strong personal need to conform or excel, seems to get through it relatively calmly.
His comfortable, not always entirely happy but often interesting, home life (his father
running his own school) helps him tolerate, though not excuse or admire, the other
scene, as unavoidable unpleasantness. Will this chapter help the next?

An older reader, inevitably, compares their own experience, helped by Graves’s
clear style and remarkable memory for analysing an institution which hopefully by
now must be viewed as antique.... Or not? We shall see.

Ed: Richard Perceval Graves is a major figure in the Powys Saga for his major study
of the Powys Brothers which introduced a new generation to the Powys family. He
has been a regular attender at conferences where he often amuses attendees into the
early hours with his stories. He is an engaging speaker, no doubt inherited from the
Celtic side of the family; he is the grandson of the poet, Alfred Perceval Graves, and
nephew and biographer of Robert Graves. An ancestor was the Bishop of Limerick.
A Taste of Sparta covers his years at Copthorne from 1954-9, and tells his story in
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a frank and amusing manner. It is reminiscent of Orwell’s classic essay, Such, Such
were the Joys; there is the same sharp observation of human folly, but Richard’s
account is much more optimistic and liberating. He kept a diary to remind himself
of his experiences of school life, but his use of language makes the book a delight.
No-one will forget Toop, the headmaster who really wanted to be a pig farmer, the
duplicitous Hag Aymer with the hour-glass figure or the incompetent ex-army Maths
teacher who hasn’t a clue and bluffs his way. As against these and the inevitable
bullies there are accounts of friendship with fellow pupils. As Kate Kavanagh
remarks, Richard’s good nature and natural cleverness helps him to endure.

The memoir has become a well-subscribed genre, but what makes this one
outstanding is the quality of the language that finds humour in the most unlikely
places such as the fate of the sadistic and incompetent Maths-teacher ... “It would be
a year or two before news of his appalling behaviour did somehow leak out, and then
no apology was made to those of us whom he had treated so badly; as we shall see
in due course, he simply disappeared without any very satisfactory explanation, the
waters closing silently over his head as though he had never been.” This is writing to
savour and reread. The first volume, 4 Very English Family, was reviewed by Kate
Kavanagh in NL113. The third volume, Imperial Dreams (1959-1964), about his time
in Charterhouse, is due later this year. May his pen never run dry.

Richard is interviewed by Giles Brown of Times Radio Europe on YouTube:
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=t7GhaOll8kc

Review
Patrick Quigley
Porlock by Reginald (Rex) Hunter

“Porlock! I shall forget thee not,” exclaimed Robert Southey, while Stevie Smith
longed “for the Person from Porlock/to bring my thoughts to an end.”

Porlock as a name and literary expression has resonance, but the world has mostly
forgotten the novel Porlock by Reginald Hunter, published by Caxton Publishers,
Idaho, in 1940. Never intended for the mass market it is a beautiful collector’s edition
on fine paper with illustrations by William O’Brian and a preface by John Cowper
Powys. (See Newsletter 117 for the text of John Cowper’s preamble). Hunter was a
long-term friend of the Powyses, especially John and Phyllis. He was a neighbour
in Patchin Place in the 1920s, visited them at Phudd Bottom and corresponded with
John Cowper from New Zealand in the 1950s. Another connection was his marriage
to Gamel Woolsey, later to become the lover of Llewelyn Powys. John Cowper
provided a preface to Gamel Woolsey’s memoir of the Spanish Civil War, Death’s
Other Kingdom, in 1939. (See Newsletter 115) The preface had to be speedily
provided as the publisher rejected Gamel’s preference for Bertrand Russell. And so,
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two very different books by a husband and wife, published within a year of each
other, came to have encomiums from the same author.

A literary person may remember Samual Taylor Coleridge’s “person on business
from Porlock,” who interrupts the transcription of his dream-inspired poem, Kublai
Khan. Some critics reckon this individual never existed, but became a metaphor
for a failure of inspiration. Porlock as a character suggests mystery, uncertainly,
unfulfilled ambition. In Hunter’s book Porlock is at the centre, but always slightly
out-of-focus. There is a slight echo in the title of Porius, the great romance that John
Cowper would begin in 1940, the year of Porlock’s publication.

Appearances are deceptive in Porlock. Hunter informs us that Porlock keeps a
rope in his trunk in case he wants to “end it all.” Despite this gesture of bravado, or
desperation, Porlock avoids pain at all costs; even a scratch to the skin is enough to
cause him anguish. Porlock has literary forebears—perhaps Dostoyevsky’s ridiculous
man or Goncharov’s Oblomov while his pedantry aligns him with Flaubert’s Bouvard
and Pecuchet or Flann O’Brien’s The Brother. There is a nod towards Boswell and
Dr Johnson, maybe even Holmes & Watson. I get a sense that Hunter projects some
of his own lassitude onto Porlock, making him a sort of alter-ego. Porlock shares
with the Powyses a love of walking. Hunter is amazed at Porlock’s knowledge of
far-flung parks and distant suburbs in New York city. Hunter introduces Porlock
to his wife, Elizabeth, clearly the real-life Gamel who writes poems “which flowed
as naturally and easily from her as a song from a skylark.” When the couple rent a
cottage at Woodstock, they invite Porlock to stay, although he has to sleep on the
porch where he is plagued by mosquitoes and skunks

Porlock makes no concession to
narrative conventions, although it begins
with a casual meeting which develops into
something that is not quite a friendship, but
more than a casual acquaintance. Hunter
is compelled to record his encounters
with Porlock, his oddities and remarks.
At times Porlock can be expansive, even
poetic:

‘And [ see Porlock drawing my
attention to a section of sky at sunset, seen
like a panel at the end of a Village street.
Such glimpses, he explained, often uplifted
his heart when he felt especially low. (If I
seemed to give a rather cursory attention
to the black bars and diffused crimson of
such a sky, Porlock would complain that 1

o

Porlock in Harlem—Illustration by
William O’Brian.
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responded more to the antics of some Chinese laundryman than to the phenomena of
nature. And it is true that) I was always pointing out to him, some fantastic human
creature, while Porlock, blind to such oddities, sought to divert my attention to non-
human aspects of the world, to rocks or trees or sky or stretches of water. (46)

Porlock portrays the New York Bohemian scene inhabited by the Powyses in the
1920s. Nobody has much money, but there is bootleg gin concocted in the bathtub,
all-night parties where the problems of the world are discussed, casual love affairs and
long walks through the endless city. Hunter’s prose is unhurried, elegant, reminiscent
of the writers of the 18" century. Porlock is a peculiar production, but worthy of the
praise John Cowper lavishes on it. He compares Porlock with literary characters such
as Uncle Toby and Pangloss, but Hunter’s character blurs the boundary between
fact and fiction and, as a result, does not belong fully in either. Powys cites Lamb’s
self-deluding Captain Jackson who disguises poverty as extravagance, but Porlock
avoids drama or conflict and trembles at the sight of New York policemen. He
evades responsibility and intimacy although he does enjoy bootleg gin and loves
to display his prodigious learning. His most regular response to social situations is
embarrassment.

Powys suggests that Hunter write a series of Porlock books in exotic locations,
but Porlock is a hollow man and his gossamer personality and comic potential has
been exploited to the limit. Porlock is a receptable for knowledge he doesn’t know
how to use. A job as an encyclopaedia compiler is ideal, but only lasts a few weeks.
He lacks most human attributes; a marriage becomes a farce as neither party can
consummate. Hunter’s feelings towards his protagonist are ambiguous. He enjoys
the conversations on long walks, but there is a suggestion of condensation. When
Porlock disappears for months it elicits no more than a casual inquiry. Author and
character share the drift of bohemian life in the 1930s.

The Reading Powys group recently studied and discussed Gamel Woolsey’s
posthumously published novel, One Way of Love, an autobiographical novel based
on her years in New York and marriage to Hunter. Most readers accepted the novel
as an account of the unsatisfactory marriage with the caveat that the selection and
presentation of episodes resulted in a porous border between fact and fiction. Some
novels may be more fact than fiction while many memoirs read like fiction. The
consensus was that One Way of Love was an accurate representation of the marriage
and that Hunter was a narcissistic controlling misogynist. We lack Hunter’s version
of the marriage breakdown which denies the possibility of a balanced perspective,
but Gamel maintained good terms with him after the separation.

There is a dearth of information about Rex Hunter with the exception of an essay
by Kenneth Hopkins, published by the Warren House Press in 1980, Passages in the
Life of Reginald Hunter. His slender books of poetry have also been reprinted by the
Warren House Press.

51



Wayne McNeill: Two Prose Poems from a Canadian Powysian

From Richard Stone

You’ll find below a couple of prose poems by an old friend of mine, now sadly
passed, called Wayne McNeill who lived in Toronto,

from his book Songbook for Haunted Boys and Girls,
a charming collection, I think. I just thought you might
be interested due to the mention of the three brothers
Powys, whom he greatly admired. Recently re-reading
them reminded me of Henry Miller apparently saying
to JCP when he visited him ‘there are thousands of us
(admirers) out there.” And makes me wonder just how
many unknown others there are out there in the world
who have been influenced by the brothers.

Churches Wayne McNeill.

The novelist Theodore Powys went to church every day of the week except Sunday.
He said the kneeling position relieved his lower back pain. His younger brother, the
essayist Llewelyn, said: “Barns are my churches.” I grew up in a neighbourhood
where not one child was sent to Sunday school. This was unusual in the early Sixties,
and I count myself blessed. We didn’t go so far as to run naked in the fields as William
Blake did as a boy, but we came very close when we played Druid rather than Doctor.

From Four Books

In my twenties I read two unlikely books: On Turning Eighty by Henry Miller and
The Art of Growing Old by John Cowper Powys. What on earth was I dreaming?
I suppose I was preparing myself for the inevitable, the wilt and final deflowering
as it were. Why such autumnal thoughts should have rooted in me, I don’t know.
I’'m the worse for wear nowadays, no question, but [ approach the wintry things
stepping lightly.

Ed: From the collection: Songbook for Haunted Boys and Girls, Smithcraft Press,
2013 Wayne McNeill wrote on an internet blog, Whimsies from Canada:

I attended the leafy University of Toronto where I met friends I still have. When
I left home I moved to the Greek neighbourhood known as the Danforth. Another
world opened. I continued to write and my work appeared in many Canadian and
American magazines and several anthologies.

Time spent in the UK, Ireland, and Spain left yet another mark, and I’'m better for
it. Without question my favourite novel is The Wanderer by Alain-Fournier, is okay
and the pagan essays by Llewelyn Powys have had a deep influence on my views.
I’ve worked as a second-hand/antiquarian bookseller for most of my adult life, but
sometimes sunlight or moonlight intrudes and I must run outside to feel it.
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Powys chronology: May-August 1926

On 10 May John, Margaret and Littleton are confined in Oxford by the General Strike.
John confides to Llewelyn about walks with his son: ‘I want to get a real line on my son’s
thoughts and ideas, and I can’t tell you how sweet he is to me...” He suspects that the
General Strike is engineered by employers in the hope of ‘crushing labour and alienating
all sympathy from it’. Martial law is declared on 9 May and the General Strike ends on
12 May. The conflict between employers and workers makes a deep impression on John
Cowper and will feature strongly in 4 Glastonbury Romance. He proceeds to visit Theodore
and Llewelyn and Alyse. She notes in her diary of 25 May: ‘Llewelyn relishes every second
of his company and so do I ... he did say that I had been kinder to him than any woman,
but one.’

Llewelyn writes to Van Wyck Brooks in June: ‘I have now got so used to being in Dorset
that I can hardly believe I ever left these old grass-grown lanes and tracks.” He brings John
to Montacute and guides him around scenes from their youth, meeting elderly neighbours
such as the ninety-seven-year-old mother of the “The Stunner’ from his story in Ebony and
Ivory and a ninety-eight-year-old veteran from the Charge of the Light Brigade. John recalls
the visit on 11 June: “You were as one who had drunk the dew of paradise that day and your
countenance had an immortal radiance. ..’ John has a meal with Ralph Shirley and he hopes
Grant Richards will pay him for Ducdame. There is a visit to Arnold Bennett who places
‘a whole bottle of whiskey at my side.” He begs Llewelyn not to lecture him about how he
handles money ‘for no one is perfect and everyone has their own peculiar defects...’

By the end of June, he is back in the US and preparing to lecture in Oklahoma for
the month of July. On 4 July America celebrates the 150" anniversary of independence.
Llewelyn and Alyse spend the summer in Dorset where they spend time with the painter,
Reginal Marsh and his wife, Betty, with whom Llewelyn has an affair. On 23 June he writes
to Louis Wilkinson criticizing modern speech in his novel, Two Made Their Bed: ‘The way
you make some of these latter-day puppets speak is too awful.’

John writes to Llewelyn with encouraging news about the critical reception of Skin
for Skin and Bridlegoose in the US. Llewelyn suspects his brother of exaggeration. He
informs him that their sister Katie is confined to bed with headache, comparing her to
a wounded seagull. On 2 August he has tea with Theodore at whose instigation he has
removed offending passages from Skin for Skin to be published by Cape in the autumn. ‘I
was glad to take out those slighting malicious remarks about Hardy’ and mentions being in
Mrs Hardy’s ‘black books.’

Meanwhile John receives ‘a mad letter’ from his former agent and publisher, Arnold
Shaw who has been taken to the State Lunatic Asylum in Baltimore. He finds Shaw is
outwardly healthy, but slightly manic. The immediate cause is financial worries, which
John knows well. ‘I really think,” he writes to his former lover, Frances Gregg, ‘that the
older you get the more calamities you encounter.’

It is a time of notable births with the arrival of three prominent icons of the Twentieth
Century—David Attenborough on 8§ May in Middlesex followed by Norma Jeane Mortensen
(later Marlyn Monroe) on 1 June in Los Angeles and Fidel Castro on 13 August in Cuba.






