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EDITORIAL 
 
Anna of the Five Towns, Bennett’s first acclaimed Five Towns 
novel, is an intensely, if not claustrophobically provincial 
novel. Chapter X, ‘The Isle’, provides the reader and the 
heroine the only escape from that oppressive atmosphere, 
while paradoxically also sealing Anna’s ill-chosen marital fate. 
The Isle of Man is thus both a turning point and a key symbol: 
perhaps for the central character of the novel as well as for the 
author. Nicholas Redman examines the significance of that 
island in both Bennett’s life and literary output in our opening 
article. 
 
 Bennett’s reputation has unjustifiably declined since the 
1920s. His main detractors have been Virginia Woolf (‘Mr 



Bennett & Mrs Brown’), DH Lawrence, FR Leavis and perhaps 
EM Forster, who damned AB with his faint praise of The Old 
Wives’ Tale in his 1927 study Aspects of the Novel (‘though 
TOWT is strong, sincere, sad, it misses greatness’). But 
Bennett has been fighting back over the past three or four 
decades, thanks to Margaret Drabble’s acclaimed 1974 
biography of AB, John Carey’s 1992 seminal work The 
Intellectual & the Masses (‘Arnold Bennett is the hero of this 
book. His writings represent a systematic dismemberment of 
the intellectuals’ case against the masses’) and to the 
impassioned defence of AB in the face of criticism from the 
Bloomsbury/Lawrence faction by author-journalists such as 
Philip Hensher and Simon Heffer. We reprint the latter’s latest 
broadside in this issue. 
 
 There is an eerie link between a short story AB wrote in 
1929, ‘The Dream’, his last, unfinished novel Dream of Destiny, 
published posthumously in 1932, a presentiment experienced 
by Tertia, AB’s sister and her fiancé Willie Boulton in August 
1897, a tragic drowning which occurred at Barmouth (Mid 
Wales) later in the same month and a presentiment 
experienced by Dorothy, AB’s partner, in August 1930. In ‘The 
Dream’ and Dream of Destiny (written in 1930) a young woman 
has a dream predicting she would get married and then die in 
childbirth.   AB himself died in March 1931 without 
completing his novel, so we don’t know what happened. ‘We 
both always knew that something like this [Willie’s drowning] 
would happen’, Tertia Bennett told Arnold, according to 
Reginald Pound (AB, pp107-8). ‘We sometimes referred to it. 
We knew we should never be married.’ Before W[illie] went 
away he said [...]: ‘I’m going to die’ […]. He had parted from his 
mother with the words: ‘Goodbye, Mother – see you in heaven’. 
As for Dorothy’s presentiment, she was convinced that 
‘something was going to happen to Arnold’ in an imminent 
yachting trip off the coast of Cornwall in August 1930. It 
didn’t, of course, but it did seven months later in Baker Street, 
London. The story of Willie’s drowning is vividly told by 
Nicholas Redman. 
 



 Posterity has not been kind to novelist and short-story 
writer Robert Murray Gilchrist. Nicholas Redman examines 
the relationship between Bennett and this much-admired and 
much-neglected author. Nicholas’s two final contributions 
cover Bennett’s 1925 trip to Salzburg and, to commemorate 
the hundredth anniversary of the Easter Rising, Bennett’s 
visits to Ireland. And our Spring Number also includes reports 
on the Society’s Annual Dinner, our February talk in which 
Morag Jones  shared her passion for the World War One poets 
and our usual features, Katey Goodwin’s Objects from the 
Bennett Collection and finally Bennettiana..  

 
* * * 

 
 

ARNOLD BENNETT AND THE ISLE OF MAN 
by Nicholas Redman 

 
According to Margaret Locherbie-Goff the Bennett family used 
to take their summer holidays in the Isle of Man from 1883 
onwards (1). Bennett rarely missed a chance of putting an 
experience or a location to good purpose, and so we find a 
detailed account of a visit to the Isle of Man in Chapter X of 
his novel Anna of the Five Towns, slightly less detailed 
accounts in three short stories, ‘Fenella: A Manx Idyll’, ‘The 
Scratched Face’, and ‘Under the Clock’, and occasional 
mentions of the island in another six novels, Leonora, Hugo, 
The Old Wives’ Tale, The Card, These Twain, and Lord Raingo 
(2). 
 
 The Anna chapter and the first two short stories are 
centred on the “lovely little fishing village” of Port Erin in the 
south-west corner of the island. ‘Fenella’ additionally includes 
a brief mention of Peel. These three stories were all written, or 
started to be written, in the 1890s. ‘Fenella: A Manx Idyll’ 
appeared in Woman, 29 August 1894, pp14, 16, signed Sarah 
Volatile. ‘The Scratched Face’, also appeared in Woman, on 21 
June 1899, pp12-15, and also signed Sarah Volatile. 



 
 The dating of the writing of Anna of the Five Towns is 
more problematic. Bennett actually started writing it in 
September 1896, before leaving off quite quickly. In January 
1897 he started again, wrote a whole draft, then re-wrote the 
draft, then put it aside. In 1898 he re-wrote it again; and 
finally re-wrote it again 1900-01. It was eventually published 
in September 1902. 
 
 When Bennett wrote the third short story, ‘Under the 
Clock’, is not certain. It was published in The Matador of the 
Five Towns in 1912. No previous periodical appearance has yet 
been found, but there must have been one. The ‘feel’ and style 
of the story suggests it was written around 1900. It differs 
from the other three in that William and Annie Brachett’s 
holiday is based in Douglas. Yes, there are excursions “by 
brake, tram and train to Laxey, Ramsey, Sulby Glen, Port 
Erin, Snaefell” (p133), but the primary focus is in Douglas. 
Even so, all the mentions of Douglas, with the exception of the 
Douglas Lighthouse, are of a general nature, sailing in a boat, 
bathing, shows, circuses, public balls, paying for deckchairs, 
and so on, which suggests, possibly, that Bennett was not that 
familiar with the town, or at least certainly not as familiar as 
he was with Port Erin. 
 
 Douglas is mentioned in the other three stories, but only 
as the destination for the ferry from Liverpool, and the place at 
which the visitors catch the “diminutive and absurd train” 
which takes sixty-five minutes to “annihilate the sixteen miles 
to Port Erin” (Anna, p226). In ‘The Scratched Face’, Edward 
Dumayne “idles about the extraordinary toy railway station at 
Douglas, waiting for the extraordinary toy train to Port Erin”. 
(p280) (3). 
 
 Chapter X in Anna of the Five Towns, ‘The Isle’, is really a 
completely self-contained episode. It contains a most detailed 
and accurate account of setting off for a holiday in the Isle of 
Man. Starting with the “rumbling, jolting, delicious journey” 
from home to the railway station, then the ride in “a private 



compartment in the through-coach” on the train, its journey 
ending after “thundering through the mile of solid rock” at 
Lime Street, Liverpool, then lunching in “amazing 
magnificence at the Bear’s Paw”, before walking to Prince’s 
landing-stage to catch the ferry, the paddle steamer ‘Mona’s 
Isle’, passing New Brighton and Seaforth on its voyage to 
Douglas, then taking the train to Port Erin, and finally the 
drive to their lodgings. 
 
 It is beautifully observed, and absolutely factual. The 
tunnelled approach to Lime Street Station is well-known to all 
railway enthusiasts, the Bear’s Paw in Lord Street was 
Liverpool’s finest restaurant, the Isle of Man Steam Packet’s 
ferries still sail from Prince’s Landing Stage by Pier Head, and 
the ‘Mona’s Isle’ was a real ship, built and supplied to the 
company in 1882. Bennett gives its length as “Three hundred 
and twenty feet over all”. (Actually it was 330ft 7in. long). 
Interestingly, on board, Mynors tells Anna: “I sailed on her last 
year on her maiden voyage”, which places the trip in 1883, 
coincidentally (or not) the same year that Locherbie-Goff says 
the Bennetts started going to the Isle of Man. 
 
 Exactly how many times Bennett went to the Isle of Man 
is unknown. In fact Locherbie-Goff’s single sentence reference 
is all that is known. He may have gone each year from 1883 
onwards, for a few years, but only until 1888. In March 1889 
Bennett left home and went to London, and we know from a 
letter he wrote that he holidayed that year in Llandudno, 
which along with Rhyl and Blackpool was also a popular 
holiday destination for the people of the Five Towns (4). 
Hepburn’s footnote to this letter, “Llandudno was the annual 
holiday resort of the Bennett family in these years”, seems to 
assume that he joined his family there, though Bennett makes 
no mention of this in the letter. Another letter confirms that 
Bennett also holidayed in Llandudno in 1898 (5). In about 
1880 the Bennett family had rented a house in Rhyl (6). 
 
 However, there is a clue, admittedly a small clue, that he 
went again to the Isle of Man in the early 1890s. In ‘Fenella: A 



Manx Idyll’ Richard Lacy, walking back to Port Erin from Peel, 
leaves “the quaint old town and the quaint old town’s new, 
vast hotel” (p87). Preserved on a wall in the lounge bar at the 
Marine Hotel in Peel is a cutting from the Manx Sun newspaper 
dated 9 January 1892 announcing that “this finely situated 
hotel is now open”. One can hardly imagine that Bennett 
would have heard about such an event unless he had been in 
Peel in either 1892 or 1893. And this fits with the date of 
publication of ‘Fenella’ in 1894. The Marine Hotel is not 
exactly ‘vast’ in our sense of the word, but doubtless then it 
seemed big enough (7). 
 
 Port Erin of today has changed from the picturesque little 
fishing village which Bennett knew. For a start it is much 
larger. There is no sign now of the fishing vessels with red and 
brown sails, and most of the seafront hotels have gone (8). But 
the Falcon’s Nest Hotel, to which Lotta Liss directed Edward 
Dumayne in ‘The Scratched Face’, (“You had better sleep at 
the Falcon’s Nest; it is the best hotel”, p285), is still there, still 
excellent and comfortable, with fine views of the bay. There 
have been changes and extensions to the hotel, but old 
photographs in the bar show it as Bennett would have seen it 
(9). Also unchanged is the Isle of Man Steam Railway which 
still runs from Port Erin to Douglas. 
 
 The Sutton family lodgings were at the north end of the 
Promenade on top of the indented cliffs by Spaldrick Bay. “The 
house where Bennett places Anna is the one which he himself 
knew; the Suttons' way of life, the furnished flat they 
occupied, resemble Mrs. Bennett’s arrangements” (10). From 
the flat Anna and Henry walked “down the hill to the shore”. 
 
 Other Port Erin features that appear in Bennett’s stories 
are the harbour, the jetty and the breakwater. There are 
several houses that could be Leona Liss’s “which stood solitary 
half-way up the hill that flanks the western side of the 
harbour”. (‘The Scratched Face’, p280). The cottages “beneath 
the road” from whose chimneys “blue smoke softly ascended” 
(Anna, p227) are still there in Shore Road. 



 
 On the first Sunday after their arrival Mr Sutton 
suggested “that they should attend the Wesleyan Chapel on 
the hill leading to the Chasms” (Anna, p229). This chapel was 
in Dandy Hill off Ballafurt Road. It served until 1903, after 
which it was used as a Sunday School until 1963 when it was 
demolished and the site built on (11). Ballafurt Road continues 
on up the hill to the village of Cregneash and beyond to the 
Chasms, an impressive collection of fissures cut deep into the 
cliffs. 
 
 Yachting features in both Anna, on the yacht Fay, and in 
‘Fenella’, on the yacht Kestrel. In 1892 Bennett bought a 
sailing dinghy, which he kept in the Thames (12). As Martin 
Laux points out it was the skills and experience of sailing that 
he gained with this boat that informed his descriptions of both 
yachts (13). Bradda Head which dominates Port Erin Bay 
features either as “a bold headland” or by name in ‘Fenella’ 
and Anna. It is curious that Bennett makes no mention of the 
landmark Milner Tower built on the top in 1871 (14). 
 
 Bradda Head should not be confused with Bradda Hill 
just over a mile away to the north-east. It is to the summit of 
this hill, 764ft high, (Bennett calls it 700ft), that Henry and 
Anna climb one evening. “The coast-line was revealed for thirty 
miles, from Peel to Castletown. Far to the east was Castletown 
Bay, large, shallow and inhospitable, its floor strewn with a 
thousand unseen wrecks; the lighthouse at Scarlet(t) Point 
flashed dimly in the dusk; thence the beach curved nearer in 
an immense arc, without a sign of life, to the little cove of Port 
St Mary and jutted out again into a tongue of land at the end 
of which lay the Calf of Man with its single white cottage and 
cart-track. The dangerous Calf Sound, where the vexed tide is 
forced to run nine hours one way and three the other, seemed 
like a grey ribbon, and the Chicken Rock like a tiny pencil on a 
vast slate. Port Erin was hidden under their feet. [...] Thirty 
miles off, on the horizon, could be discerned the Mourne 
Mountains of Ireland”. Bennett’s description of the view is so 
precise, so accurate, that he must have climbed to the top and 



made notes while he was there (15). 
 
 Peel has only one brief mention, and that is in ‘Fenella’. 
The reference to the town being “quaint”, and the “new, vast 
hotel” has already been mentioned. It was from Peel that 
Richard Lacy, unable to sail his yacht Kestrel back to Port Erin 
before nightfall, decides to walk the “ten miles over the 
mountains”, which starts with a steep climb out of the town 
towards Corrins Tower, another prominent tower of which 
Bennett makes no mention. Whether Bennett actually did this 
quite hard walk is not recorded. His comment that “all the way 
the cloud-wrapped top of South Barrule appears and 
disappears like a revolving light” (p87), as indeed it frequently 
does, suggests that he may have. After walking four miles the 
mists come down and Richard is lost, and misses the way to 
Dalby (16). 
 
 Bennett’s choice of the “pretty” name Fenella, which 
Richard Lacy “had wit enough to admire in secret” may have 
been the result of his possible visit to Peel in 1892 or 1893. 
Fenella is a character in Scott’s novel Peveril of the Peak which 
is partly set around Peel Castle. The beach formed by the 
creation of the causeway between East Quay and the Castle 
was named Fenella Beach following the success of the novel, 
which attracted many visitors to the town. Close to Fenella 
Beach, at the foot of the hill up which Richard Lacy climbed, 
was the Fenella Hotel. It was built from wood and corrugated 
iron in about 1875 and burnt down in 1896. The flat area it 
occupied can still be seen. Bennett would have passed the 
hotel if he did climb the hill behind it on the way to Port Erin 
(17). 
 
 How many times Bennett visited the Isle of Man will 
probably never be known, but visit it he definitely did, and his 
memories of his happy holidays there are recalled and 
preserved in his fiction. 
 
Notes: 
(a). Page references given for ‘Fenella: A Manx Idyll’ and ‘The Scratched 



Face’ are from Arnold Bennett’s Uncollected Short Stories, edited by John 
Shapcott, Churnet Valley Books, 2010. 
(b). Page references given for ‘Under the Clock’ are from The Matador of 
the Five Towns, Methuen, 1912. 
(c). All page references from the novels are from the first editions. 
 
1. “Depuis 1883, les Bennett avaient l’habitude de passer quelques 
semaines en juillet ou en août dans l’île de Man” (Margaret Locherbie-
Goff, La jeunesse d’Arnold Bennett (1867-1904), Éditions de 
‘L’Observateur’, Avesnes-sur-Helpe, 1939, p109). 
2. In Leonora (1903) Uncle Meshach is usually described as just having 
come back from his autumn holiday in the Isle of Man (pp8, 14, 127). In 
Hugo (1906) there is a brief mention of printed information on a 
noticeboard “relating to a trip to the Isle of Man”. In The Old Wives’ Tale 
(1908) Constance’s planned month long holiday in the Isle of Man is 
ruined when Cyril tells her he will be leaving for London. (pp269, 272). In 
The Card the Chocolate Remedy is on sale “at all the landing-stages of 
the steamers for the Isle of Man and Anglesey” (p116); and “the Cotterills 
had been spending a fortnight in the Isle of Man, and they had come 
direct from Douglas to Llandudno by steamer” (p120). In These Twain 
(1916) Edwin Clayhanger tells George Cannon that Dayson “died in the 
Isle of Man on his holiday two years ago”. (p329). In Lord Raingo Nurse 
Kewley “without being asked” tells Sam Raingo that “she came from 
Ramsey in the Isle of Man”. (p281). 
3. The Isle of Man Steam Railway opened in 1873, and has some claim to 
be the oldest narrow gauge railway in continuous operation in the British 
Isles. 
4. “My holidays do not start till the 10th September, rather a long time to 
wait. [...] If you are going to Llandudno in September you may see a 
fleeting vision of your humble servant, Arnold Bennett”. (Letter to 
Douglas Baddeley, 3 August 1889, in: James Hepburn, Letters of Arnold 
Bennett, Vol. II, 1968, pp5-6). “In another six or eight weeks half Bursley 
will be at Llandudno’”. (Whom God Hath Joined, 1906, pp. 193-194). 
Edwin Clayhanger never went to the Isle of Man. He “had only seen the 
pleasure cities of the poor and middling, such as Blackpool and 
Llandudno”. (Clayhanger, 1910, p476). Llandudno features in nine 
novels: Anna of the Five Towns, The Card, Clayhanger, A Man from the 
North, The Old Wives’ Tale, The Price of Love, The Regent, These Twain 
and Whom God Hath Joined; and  six short stories: ‘Clarice of the 
Autumn Concerts’, ‘The Dog’, ‘His Worship the Goosedriver’, ‘From One 
Generation to Another’, ‘The Lion’s Share’, and ‘The Blue Suit’ 
5. “I haven’t acknowledged the plants earlier because they arrived just as 
I was off to Llandudno for a week, & I knew you would be away”. (Letter 
to John Rickard, 11 September 1899, in: James Hepburn, Letters of 
Arnold Bennett, Vol. II, 1968, p123). 
6. “Your mention of Prestatyn reminds me of B.C. times, because we 



used to go to Rhyl and Prestatyn was so close. It used to be an awful 
place. I remember we had a house at Rhyl about 1880, at £4 a week, and 
this was regarded as the nec plus ultra of extravagant luxury”. (Letter to 
Richard Bennett, 15 August 1927, in: Letters to his Nephew, 1936, p197). 
7. The only other candidate for a ‘vast’ hotel is the Creg Malin Hotel. This 
opened in 1888, part of the promenade development to the north, and is 
some way from the town centre, and seems a less likely candidate. 
8. The Imperial Hotel and the Ocean Castle Hotel, on the Promenade, 
have been demolished and replaced by new apartment blocks. The once 
imposing Port Erin Royal is now derelict with approval given for 
demolition. 
9. The Falcon’s Nest Hotel appears as The Falcon in Anna of the Five 
Towns, pp236, 238. 
10. “La maison où Bennett place Anna est celle qu’il a connue lui-même; 
la manière de vivre des Sutton, l’apartement meublé qu’ils occupaient, 
ressemblent à l’organisation de Mrs. Bennett”. Margaret Locherbie-Goff, 
op. cit., p110. 
11. The Dandy Hill Primitive Methodist Chapel was built in 1860 
replacing an original chapel on the same site. It served until 1903 when a 
new chapel opened in Station Road. It continued to be used as a Sunday 
School until 1963 when, following the opening of a new Sunday School 
adjacent to the Station Road Church, it was demolished and the site 
built on. The Wesleyan Methodist Chapel in Victoria Square off the 
Promenade opened in 1911, was closed in 1973, and is now the Erin Arts 
Centre. 
12. “The last sailing dinghy I had – 33 years ago or more – was made 
specially for me at Gillingham, Kent, and delivered at Chelsea in a barge. 
It cost £4. 15s. inclusive”. (Letter to Richard Bennett, 30 June 1926, in: 
Letters to his Nephew, 1936, p168). Also mentioned in James Hepburn, 
Letters of Arnold Bennett, 1966, Vol. I, Oxford University Press, pxiv.  
13. Martin Laux, ‘AB, The Card, The Isle of Man and Hall Caine’, in: 
Arnold Bennett Society Newsletter, Spring 2011, pp27-31. 
14. Bradda Head is 382ft. high. The Milner Tower on the top was built in 
1871 in memory of William Milner, a local philanthropist, and Liverpool 
maker of fire-resistant safes. The tower is built in the shape of a key and 
lock. It was refurbished in 2012. 
15. There was no lighthouse on Scarlett Point. What Henry and Anna 
saw was the light of Langness lighthouse, built in 1880, which lies 
directly behind Scarlett Point as seen from Bradda Hill. The Chicken 
Rock lies one and a half miles south-west of the Calf of Man. The 
lighthouse on it, Bennett’s “tiny pencil”, was built in 1875. Contrast the 
tiny pencil with “the piece of chalk sticking up against the horizon, and it 
was Douglas lighthouse”, that Annie Brachett sees as the steamer 
approaches the Isle of Man. (‘Under the Clock’, p132). Port St Mary was 
then a small village to the south-east of Port Erin. Mynors and Beatrice 
go for “a stroll” one day from Port Erin to Port St Mary, and later Mr. 



Sutton walks there. The village has grown rather larger since those days. 
16. The 50ft high Corrin’s Tower on Peel Hill was built in about 1806 by 
Thomas Corrin as a memorial to his family, especially his wife who died 
in childbirth. The South Barrule, 1,585ft, is the highest hill in the south 
of the Isle of Man. Dalby is a small hamlet near the coast five miles south 
of Peel. 
17. For a photograph of the Fenella Hotel see Glimpses of Old Peel by 
Fred Palmer, 1993, p105. In 2012 a seven-foot tall figure of Fenella was 
erected near the site of Fenella Hotel, overlooking Fenella Beach and 
Fenella Beach carpark. The sculpture was carved from a single piece of 
ash by artist Nick Barlow. Nearby is Fenella Bridge. There is a Fenella 
Cottage in Orry Lane in the town. 

 
* * * 

 
THE TRUE GREAT TWENTIETY-CENTURY 

NOVELISTS WHO IRKED THE BLOOMSBURY 
SNOBS 

As writers, HG Wells and John Galsworthy far outshone 
those self-obsessed frauds DH Lawrence and Virginia Woolf 

by Simon Heffer 
 

When I read English at university 30 years ago, there were 
only three novelists who wrote in English in the early years of 
the last century who were considered fit for serious study: D H 
Lawrence, Virginia Woolf and James Joyce.  

 Joyce I regard as a genius, and Ulysses as just about the 
greatest novel in our language: I read it again every four or five 
years and am always entertained by something I did not spot 
previously, or learn something new about writing. However, as 
for Lawrence and Woolf, I never saw so much fuss for so little. 
Lawrence's prose is tortured and, while his characterisation is 
often vivid, his carnal obsessions become rather tiresome and, 
unintentionally I am sure, comical. Woolf's snobbery, 
preciousness and bonkersness come through on every page. 
She has benefited immensely from a gang of sycophants in the 
literary trade and academia talking her up for nearly a 
century, not so much for her own sake as for the sake of the 
cult of Bloomsbury that she incarnated so well.  



 She has her moments: the depiction of a day in high 
summer in the opening pages of Mrs Dalloway is magnificent; 
and the conceit of To the Lighthouse, with the solipsistic "I 
have had my vision" at the end, rather special. However, I feel 
more and more that she and David 'Erbert were a pair of self-
obsessed frauds, put on Earth to create a sub-genre of literary 
criticism that would keep otherwise unemployable nerds in 
work for decades to come.  

 The Bloomsberries had another distressing effect, which 
was to help assert their own intellectual, cultural and creative 
superiority by trashing the reputations of potential rivals. 
Three especially were kept in their sights: H G Wells, Arnold 
Bennett (now more famous for having an omelette named after 
him than for his considerable literary endeavours) and John 
Galsworthy.  

 During the attempted period of brainwashing that I 
underwent during my degree course, I, being young and 
impressionable, was for a time taken in by some of this. Yet I 
had cravings. I had read all nine of the Forsyte novels (not just 
the six filmed by the BBC in the 1960s) and found them rather 
good, not just for their characterisation (Soames Forsyte is one 
of the great creations of our literature) but for Galsworthy's 
vivid reconstruction of late-Victorian England. I sneaked into 
Wells when I learned that part of the inspiration for Vaughan 
Williams's London Symphony was the stunning description of 
a destroyer going down the Thames and out to sea at the end 
of Tono-Bungay, read the whole book and rather enjoyed it.  

 The final breach in my defences was caused by seeing the 
superb film of The Card, starring Valerie Hobson and Alec 
Guinness, and going off to read Bennett's uplifting novel 
afterwards, and rejoicing in its culmination, with the assertion 
of Denry Machin's identification "with the great cause of 
cheering us all up". To say there are no profundities in the 
writings of these novelists is rubbish, just as it would be to say 
there are no shallows in Woolf or Lawrence; but perhaps what 
they all have in common with Joyce (and this explains his 
greatness) is humour, and a keen observation of others that 
shuns self-obsession.  



 This has been on my mind this week because I have, 
while snowed in, had the time to read Selina Hastings's first-
class biography of another writer who knew Bennett, Wells 
and Galsworthy, Somerset Maugham. Maugham was never 
quite lumped in with the other three by the Bloomsberries, 
something I am not sure he should have taken as a 
compliment. I suspect this was because they regarded him as 
so ineffably low-brow, with his novels outnumbered by his 
light comedies in the West End, that he was never in their 
estimation going to threaten their hegemony.  

 Maugham himself started off by being rather dismissive 
of Bennett, whom he met in Paris when both were in the 
infancy of their careers, but came round to him in time. The 
two men had much in common in their writing, if not in their 
lives, in being concerned with that everyday world that Woolf 
noticed existed only when she had to talk to her cook or her 
under-housemaid. Maugham has always been a lacuna for me 
and, like Bennett, I came to him through film: the excellent 
Quartet and Trio, made of his short stories in the late 1940s 
and early 1950s. While he has rivals in France (notably 
Maupassant), nobody comes close to him as a writer of short 
stories in English. He has an ability to establish character, 
and interest in that character, immediately. Having read Lady 
Selina's book, I am going to fill two shocking gaps in my 
reading without delay: I have ordered Of Human Bondage and 
Cakes and Ale, which seem to be Maugham's two greatest 
novels, to help me through any further blizzards this winter.  

 It is, I am sure, time that literary critics stopped being 
quite so sniffy about Maugham and his friends. They played 
an immensely significant part in our culture a century ago, in 
that period of fifty or sixty years between universal education 
(and therefore, theoretically, literacy) and the coming of 
wireless and television. That was the period when people 
devoured novels, when novelists were what we would now call 
great celebrities, and when lending libraries were important 
institutions in the lives of millions. A small and often self-
regarding knot of intellectuals would have buried themselves 
in Woolf and Lawrence; the growing respectable classes would 



have gone to Maugham, Wells, Galsworthy and Bennett in 
droves. Perhaps that very popularity caused disgust among 
the Bloomsberries, on the principle that nothing that seems 
not to be rare can possibly have much value: a sadly blinkered 
view if so.  

 Should anyone wish to have an insight into life as most 
people lived it a century ago, and into people as they probably 
really were, he will find it better in the writings of these now-
despised novelists than it would ever be in the pages of Woolf, 
or the grinding, brooding and concupiscent world of Lawrence. 
I know that alone is no reason to read, or esteem, a book. 
However, the writing is universally good, the plots are usually 
compelling, and the characters believable. Unlike the 
Bloomsberries, I would not dream of saying that my team 
deserves to have the field to itself: there should be room for all 
of them. But I would warn the aficionados of To the Lighthouse, 
or Sons and Lovers, that, if they were to start delving into 
something less introspective and rarefied, there is always the 
danger that they might never come back. 

(This article first appeared in The Daily Telegraph on 9 January 2016, 
and is reproduced here with the kind permission of that newspaper)  

* * * 

'A DREADFUL CALAMITY': THE DEATH BY 
DROWNING OF TERTIA BENNETT'S FIANCÉ 

by Nicholas Redman 

It was Friday 20 August 1897 in the little seaside resort of 
Barmouth, the popular Welsh watering place. Bennett’s father 
and mother, Enoch and Sarah, with their son, Frank, their 
daughter Tertia, Willie Boulton, son of engineer Alderman 
William Boulton of Burslem, and  Tertia’s friend Florrie 
Wooldridge, who was to marry Frank Bennett in 1899,  had 
just arrived by train from Stoke for their summer holiday. 
Willie Boulton and Tertia Bennett were engaged to be married. 
They were all staying at the Cranbourne Hotel, 9 Marine 
Terrace, where they were booked in until Thursday 2 
September. On the Saturday they were joined by Septimus 



Bennett, and Frank Boulton who had rooms a few houses 
away. 
 
 It was a normal happy seaside holiday, walking, fresh air, 
and swimming. The four young men, all experienced 
swimmers, swam every day in the sea. Sunday the 29th was 
no different from any other day, with no suggestion that 
tragedy was about to strike. They went this time to the 
extreme north end of the Marine Parade, not their usual place, 
for a swim. The sea was quite rough, as the tide was ebbing 
with a strong current running at the rate of six miles an hour, 
and the conditions were clearly not favourable. However, there 
were no notices indicating that it was dangerous to bathe 
there, and at 10.20 they went into the sea, leaving Enoch 
Bennett on the beach looking after their clothes. They walked 
out on the sands quite a long way with the water scarcely up 
their waists, before getting caught by the strong current and 
swept away. 
 
 After about twenty minutes Septimus and Frank Boulton 
came out of the water, completely exhausted, and told Enoch 
that unless a boat could be got at once the other two would be 
lost. There was no boat in the immediate vicinity, and Enoch 
ran 500 yards in loose sand along the beach to get help, but it 
was half an hour before a boat could be got to the area. By 
then Frank Bennett had also managed to struggle to the 
shore. But of Willie Boulton there was no sign, and it was soon 
apparent that he was lost. 
 
 Tertia and Florrie, who were on the beach when Willie 
disappeared, argued with Enoch as to whether it was Frank or 
Willie who was in danger. With the realisation that it was 
Willie, Tertia came back to the hotel hysterical at first, but 
gradually grew calmer. “She has been found lying on Willie’s 
bed hugging the clothes that he took off just before bathing; 
and the cap that he used to wear, a brown check one, never 
leaves her hands, she clasps it to her tightly and paces 
backwards and forwards”. 
 



 Unable, as it was Sunday, to send a telegraph to the 
Boultons to tell them what had happened, Enoch Bennett 
wrote a letter to his Wesleyan minister, the Rev. E Dodds, 
asking him to go round to the Boultons first thing on Monday  
morning to break the news  to them. The Boultons caught the 
midday train to Barmouth. 
 
On Monday morning Mrs. Bennett wrote to Arnold telling him 
of “the dreadful calamity that has come over us”. He was 
travelling in north France at the time with his friend William 
Kennerley, and only received the letter on Thursday 2 
September, when he was at Ouistreham, on the Calvados 
coast. He gave the letter for Kennerley to read. “‘Shall you go 
home to-night?’ he asked. ‘Oh, no’, I said. ‘What’s the use?’ In 
a few minutes it occurred to me that of course I was going by 
the Newhaven steamer that night. Nothing else was possible”. 
 
 On Friday he was in Burslem. “I went into the breakfast-
room at home, scene of a thousand love-makings. Tertia 
dressed in black, sat in the easy chair in front of the fire. It 
was cold. She got up. ‘Poor old girl!’ I said, as I kissed her. She 
cried a moment”. Bennett’s father gave him his own graphic 
account of the accident. During the following week Bennett 
went on early morning walks around the district with Tertia. 
 
 The anguish of the two families was not helped by the 
fact that there was no sign of Willie Boulton’s body. Day 
followed day and there was still no news, despite “continuous 
efforts” being made. It was not until 10 September that it was 
found by William Parry on the shore at Porth Bach, Llanengan, 
on the Lleyn Peninsula, nearly 20 miles away across Cardigan 
Bay. The inquest was held at St Tudwal’s Hotel in Abersoch 
the following day. The body was identified by Enoch Bennett. 
After considering the evidence the jury returned a verdict of 
“Accidentally drowned whilst bathing (at Barmouth on the 
29th August)”. 
 
 From Abersoch the body was taken to the railway station 
at Pwllheli, and thence by train to Longport. From here it was 



taken the short distance to the Wesleyan Chapel in Clarence 
Street, Longport, for the funeral service. “The streets were 
thickly lined with spectators. [...]. Some hundreds of people 
assembled in front of the chapel and inside the building was 
an exceedingly large attendance of friends and relatives”. The 
coffin was brought into the chapel, as Bennett described, 
“borne shoulder high by four men from Boulton’s works, and 
on it two solitary wreaths, Tertia’s and that of the Boulton 
family. The solitariness of these wreaths would have made me 
cry had I continued to look at them”. 
 
 After the service, the funeral procession of twelve 
carriages, with Bennett in the fifth one, made its slow 
mournful way to Burslem, and up Moorland Road to the 
cemetery. The route was lined with thousands of spectators, 
though Bennett noted “I saw two only who removed their hats 
as we passed”. At Burslem cemetery the commital was read by 
the Rev. Dodds. 
 
 The Boulton family tomb bears the following inscription: 
“In loving memory of William Henry, son of William & Mary 
Boulton, who was drowned while bathing at Barmouth, 
August 29th 1897, aged 26 years. ‘Many waters cannot 
quench love, neither can the floods drown it’”. 
 
On 4 March 1903 Tertia Bennett married William Kennerley.  
 
Notes: 
 
- Clarence Street, Longport was later renamed Avondale Street. Some 
terraced houses survive on the south side, but the Wesleyan Chapel and 
all the buildings on the north side, except the Railway Inn on the corner 
of Princes Square, have been demolished and replaced by modern 
housing. The Railway Inn recently ceased trading and has been 
converted into luxury flats, No. 46. The embossed words ‘Railway Inn’ 
can be seen on the Longport station side of the building. Clarence 
Street/Avondale Street no longer exists. It was between Sycamore 
Garden flats and the adjoining small bungalow. 
- Longport Station, now unstaffed, is still in operation, though with a 
reduction in the number of trains that stop there. 
- The Cranbourne Hotel, Barmouth, 9 Marine Parade, was renamed the 



Belle Vue Hotel in about 2000. It has been extended into No. 10. Old 
postcard views confirm that there have been few changes externally to 
Marine Terrace since 1900. 
- Since that time a new promenade road has been built between Marine 
Terrace and the beach. 
- It is not known if this was the first time the Bennett family had 
holidayed at Barmouth, or whether Bennett himself ever holidayed there, 
prior to 1897. 
- The hills of the Lleyn Peninsula are clearly visible from Barmouth 
across Cardigan Bay. 
- Barmouth is mentioned only twice in Bennett’s fiction, in The Card, 
p116, and in These Twain, p49. 
 
Sources: 
Arnold Bennett’s Journal, 2-14 September 1897. 
Staffordshire Sentinel,  30, 31 August; 3, 10, 11, 13 September. 
 

* * * 

 
LEST WE FORGET 

by Catherine Burgass   A review of a talk given by Morag 
Jones on three First-World-War Poets, Saturday 27 

February 2016, at the Friends’ Meeting House, Newcastle-
under-Lyme   

 
Morag began the Society’s annual talk by explaining her 
choice of poets: Rupert Brooke, Wilfred Owen and Isaac 
Rosenberg.  Though death the great leveller took each man by 
the end of the War, in life they were from markedly different 
backgrounds.  Brooke was a golden boy, officer-class through 
and through.  Wilfred Owen, one of the war’s ‘temporary 
gentlemen’, was of slightly precarious middle-class standing.  
Rosenberg, a diminutive East-End boy, was from a poor 
immigrant Jewish family. 
 
 Brooke’s poetry encapsulates the general attitude to war 
at its outbreak – optimistic, even enthusiastic.  Morag read in 
illustration ‘Peace’, which presents war as redemption. Brooke 
was an Establishment darling and soldiers’ favourite, but the 
myth generated after his death (of scepticaemia resulting from 
a mosquito bite), is all the more striking given the small body 



of poetry he produced during his short life. 
 
 Wilfred Owen was a Shropshire lad whose route to poetry 
was complicated by financial problems, but who found his way 
into the fringes of high culture.  As an officer, he had been 
diagnosed with ‘neurasthaenia’, and invalided out to the 
famous medical facility Craiglockhart.  Here he met Sassoon 
who was instrumental in the development of his poetry, but 
his strongest formative influence was his mother, to whom he 
wrote in unusually graphic detail of the appalling effects of 
war.  Morag explained how Owen’s homosexuality informed his 
poetic feeling for the young men and their bodies, as in 
‘Disabled’, which foregrounds the ugliness and brutality of 
war. 
 
 Rosenberg, who had scraped together an education 
where he could find it, was initially a painter more than a poet.  
He continued to write poetry as an unwilling and hopeless 
soldier in a ‘bantam battalion’, even in the trenches.  Morag 
suggested that the singularly detached nature of Rosenberg’s 
poetry can be attributed to his Jewish heritage, and read 
‘Break of Day in the Trenches’. 
 
 Lastly, Morag speculated how these poets – Owen and 
Rosenberg in particular – might have developed had they not 
met untimely ends, and why it is that the First World War 
produced a distinct and substantial body of poetic work, 
unlike World War II.  During questions, at least one obscure 
connection with Bennett was found.  Barbara Hall-Petite 
thanked Morag on behalf of the Society, highlighting the 
capacity of this poetry to move subsequent generations.  
Enthusiastic discussion continued over tea and biscuits. 

 
* * * 

 
ARNOLD BENNETT AND ROBERT MURRAY 

GILCHRIST 
by Nicholas Redman 



 
Except perhaps for aficionados of short horror stories the 
name of Robert Murray Gilchrist is scarcely known today, yet 
during his life his many admirers included HG Wells, Eden 
Phillpotts, Bret Harte, Hugh Walpole, and Arnold Bennett. 
Gilchrist published twenty-two novels, over 100 short stories, 
some of which were collected in six separate publications, four 
regional interest books (on the Dukeries, the Peak District, 
Ripon and Harrogate, and Scarborough and neighbourhood), 
and one play (The Climax, published posthumously in 1928). 
His short stories and serialised novels appeared in many 
periodicals, such as Pall Mall Magazine, Windsor Magazine, 
The National Observer, Home Chimes and The Yellow Book. His 
work was extensively reviewed and generally well received. He 
also wrote numerous articles for newspapers, such as his 
series on ‘The People and Lanes of Holmesfield’ in the Sheffield 
Weekly Telegraph. 
 
 After his death from pneumonia in 1917, in his fiftieth 
year, he quickly slipped out of view. If he was mentioned at all 
it was as a minor novelist. He was then largely forgotten for 
the next half century. It was only in the mid-1970s when 
horror anthologist Hugh Lamb reprinted some of his macabre, 
atmospheric, strange short stories, tales that combine Gothic 
horror with decadent beauty, written by Gilchrist in the 1890s, 
that a revival of interest in him started. Lamb argued that 
Gilchrist was “an unrecognised master of the macabre story”, 
and that The Stone Dragon and Other Tragic Romances, 
published in 1894, was “a book of the most remarkable and 
subtle fiction ever published”(1). 
 
 Gilchrist’s father, Robert Murray Gilchrist, was a Scot, 
born at Knocknalling, near New Galloway, Kirkcudbrightshire, 
who married his cousin Isabella Murray, born in Sheffield, in 
1859. Gilchrist was born in Sheffield on 6 January 1867. He 
was educated at Sheffield Grammar School, and then went 
into the cutlery business with his cousin EM Dickenson, 
serving an apprenticeship until he was twenty-one. At this 
point he gave up cutlery and moved to the Derbyshire village 



of Eyam (2). His school holidays had often been spent in and 
around Baslow, and he had developed a love of the lonely 
North Derbyshire moorland and lonely places, far away from 
‘Steelopolis’. This area was to be his home for the rest of his 
life. He travelled to London only a few times, and some say, 
went once to Paris. 
 
 He set up home at Highcliffe Nook, near the crest of Sir 
William Hill (now topped with a tall communications mast), 
high above Eyam, with his friend George Garfitt. The Nook, a 
lane, runs from Hawkhill Road, up the steep hill to Highcliffe 
Farm and Highcliffe Hall, from which there is an extensive 
view. Some of his best novels are centred in Eyam, which he 
called Milton. His first novel Passion and Plaything was 
published in 1890. 
 
 Correspondence from the editor of Abstainer’s Advocate 
confirms that they were at Eyam until May 1895, after which 
the pair moved to Cartledge Hall in Holmesfield. They were 
definitely in the Hall by 24 October 1895. (Sheffield Archives: 
M.D. 3546). The arrangement at Cartledge Hall was that 
Robert and George lived in one half of the house, and his 
father, mother and sisters in the other half (3). 
 
 Cartledge Hall is a gabled Elizabethan or Jacobean 
farmhouse south of the centre of Holmesfield in Cartledge 
Lane on the road to Millthorpe. It is now surrounded by 
beautiful gardens and trees, but photographs from Gilchrist’s 
time show the house was then a much bleaker and more 
exposed affair. He described it himself in his novel The Rue 
Bargain (1898): “A squat, rambling manor at the end of a well-
wooded village. The furniture dated from the last century. The 
rooms were large and low pitched, panelled with unpolished 
English oak, all diapered in satin veinings; the ceilings were of 
ornate Elizabethan plaster work”. (4). 
 
 Probably the most significant of Gilchrist’s literary friends 
and admirers was Eden Phillpotts. His book of short stories, 
The Striking Hours, published in 1901, was dedicated: “To 



Robert Murray Gilchrist – Master of the Short Story – These, 
from his True Friend”. Phillpotts was a frequent visitor to 
Cartledge Hall. Gilchrist’s 1908 novel The Two Goodwins, was 
dedicated: “To Emily Phillpotts, in Remembrance of Bright 
Peakland Days”. When Gilchrist died in 1917 Eden Phillpotts 
wrote a long letter of eulogy to the Times Literary Supplement - 
“An artist too little known and valued by his own generation 
has passed with Robert Murray Gilchrist”. (12 April 1917, 
p177). John Derry of the Sheffield Independent wrote to 
Phillpotts on 13 April 1917: “All the friends of Robert Murray 
Gilchrist will be grateful to you for your fine and strictly true 
‘appreciation’ in Thursday’s issue of the T.L.S. The occasion 
called aloud for such a tribute to our dead friend”. (Sheffield 
Archives: M.D. 3547). A modified version of this tribute 
appeared as the preface to a new edition of Gilchrist’s A 
Peakland Faggot, largely organised by Phillpotts, that was 
published in 1926. 
 
 There are several cards, some with drawings, sent by HG 
Wells to Murray Gilchrist, in the Gilchrist Collection at 
Sheffield Archives. (M.D. 3545.15). Although undated they are 
all from Heatherlea, Worcester Park, where Wells lived from 
November 1896 until 1898. One card says: ‘Rest assured I 
mean to see the Peak under your direction sooner or later’. 
However, there is no evidence that he ever did. 
 
 Another admirer was Hugh Walpole who was visited by 
Gilchrist on one of his rare visits to London. “I remember very 
well how brilliantly filled my small rooms were by that large 
gay figure. He was so tall that he must bend his head when he 
entered, and he was broad with it... He liked to wear very 
brightly-coloured country clothes & he had a passion for 
coloured pocket handkerchiefs; he generally carried three, all 
of different colours”.  
 
 Walpole visited Cartledge Hall several times. “The house 
was all that the most romantic novelist could desire; its rooms 
were so low that you must be for ever bending your head, 
thickly beamed & quite incredibly dark. [...]. So dark was the 



house that we lived for most of the day by candle-light. 
Gilchrist preferred it that way. Out of doors he would walk 
mile upon mile with a giant stride and couldn’t have enough of 
the sun, wind and air; indoors he liked candles and 
Elizabethan thickness of atmosphere and, if possible, the rain 
beating on the leaded panes”. “I think that my youth provides 
no more charming memory than of this big-limbed broad-
shouldered man gently reading one of his richly fantastic 
stories in the candlelight while, beyond the windows, the 
storm swept the moor and the rain hissed down the chimney” 
(5). 
 
 Gilchrist dedicated The First Born, (1911), “To my friend 
Hugh Walpole This Book is Affectionately Inscribed”. Walpole 
later returned the compliment in his The Silver Thorn, A Book 
of Stories, (1928), which is dedicated ‘In Memoriam, Robert 
Murray Gilchrist, Fine Friend and Fine Artist’. Gilchrist’s great 
size was often a matter for comment. Kineton Parkes recalled 
meeting him at Axe Edge, six miles from Buxton, on the way 
into North Staffordshire, “a great figure in Scottish tweeds 
came towards me over the moor; striding in knickerbockers, 
hat in hand, revealing the finest forehead I have ever seen; a 
lock of auburn hair drawn over it to qualify its wonderful 
height; the biggest and gentlest man I have ever known”. (The 
Bookman, May 1917) 
 
 According to James Hepburn Murray Gilchrist first 
became known to Arnold Bennett through Eden Phillpotts, 
who he had met for the first time in May 1897 (6). However, 
although Phillpotts may have encouraged him to pay more 
attention to Gilchrist, this is not correct. Back in 1894 Bennett 
had reviewed Gilchrist’s Frangipanni (Barbara, ‘Book Chat’, in: 
Woman, 31 January, p8). He called it a story “more powerful 
than pleasant”, with “a most dramatic though rather lurid 
ending”. 
 
 A few weeks later he reviewed The Stone Dragon and 
Other Tragical Romances (Barbara, ‘Book Chat’, in: Woman, 28 
March 1894, p7). Here he says that some of the stories are 



“grim and quaint, verging once on the province of utter 
horror”. He thinks that Gilchrist’s shorter stories are the most 
successful. ‘The Return’ and ‘The Basilisk’ are “wonderful 
tales, and really give what the French would call ‘a new 
shudder’. These and others bring us into that ghostly region of 
romance which may be said to have been almost discovered by 
Edgar Allan Poe”. Altogether, Bennett concluded, “the volume 
is full of a strange though exceedingly unequal talent”. 
 
 Four years later in his review of Gilchrist’s 1898 novel 
Willowbrake, Bennett wrote. “The name of Mr. Murray 
Gilchrist is not as well known to novel readers as it should 
be”. “I believe that he lives in some rather remote part of the 
Peak District in Derbyshire, and there, observing with 
minuteness the traits and customs of rural folk, is content to 
chronicle what he sees for the benefit of such as have an 
authentic interest in literature and in humanity. The short 
story is his special medium, and he has continued to write 
some of the best of recent years”. (Sarah Volatile, ‘Books and 
Authors’, in: Hearth and Home, 18 August 1898, p566). He 
also reviewed the book in the Supplement to The Academy, 3 
September 1898, p220. 
 
 A year later Bennett was displaying a marked 
enthusiasm for Gilchrist’s short stories. He ended a review of 
his writing to date with the words: “Mr. Gilchrist may or may 
not in the future write a long novel which is a novel and 
nothing else; but we may express the hope that he will never 
abandon the short-story form”. (The Academy, 9 December 
1899, p690). 
 
 In a review of Nicholas and Mary he wrote: “Here is a 
volume of short stories of peculiar artistic distinction – quite 
short stories and quite simple stories, but fine. Mr. Gilchrist’s 
particular district is the Peak of Derbyshire, and he deals with 
plain country folk. As a ‘rural’ short-story writer he has, in my 
opinion, no superior among Englishmen. This is saying much, 
but not too much”. (Sarah Volatile, ‘Books and Authors’, in: 
Hearth and Home, 21 December 1899, p280).On 5 January 



1900 Bennett sent Gilchrist a copy of his A Man from the 
North. The book, now in the author’s collection, is inscribed: 
“To Murray Gilchrist, author of some of the finest short stories 
in the English language. From one who holds very strong 
opinions on literary questions, & believes in them with his 
whole soul. E.A.B.”. 
 
 Later that year he wrote: “Mr. Gilchrist’s present fame is 
that of a short story writer....the whole of his best work is 
comprised in some fifty short stories”. (The Academy, 29 
September 1900, p261). In his review of Phillpotts’s book of 
short stories The Striking Hours, Bennett declared: “None who 
has read The Writings of Althea Swarthmoor or A Strolling 
Player will competently deny that Mr. Gilchrist has at any rate 
no superior among living authors who use the short-story 
form”. (E.A. Bennett, ‘A Gossip About Books, in: Hearth and 
Home, 29 August 1901, p298). In 1902 Bennett visited 
Cartledge Hall, staying there for nearly a week. In that year 
Bennett was not keeping his Journal, and the fact of his visit 
only came to light recently with the appearance of a little book 
called The Little Flowers of Saint Francis, newly translated out 
of the Italian by T.W. Arnold, London: J.M. Dent, 1898. The 
book, now in the author’s collection, is inscribed: “To Mrs. 
Gilchrist with best wishes from E.A. Bennett, who much 
enjoyed her society at Cartledge, May 22-28 1902”.  
 
 As a further point of interest, it was a copy of this self-
same title, The Little Flowers of Saint Francis, that Lawrence 
Ridware ordered, and collected, from Mr. Brough, in Whom 
God Hath Joined, (1906), p70. After Mrs. Gilchrist’s death in 
1928, the book evidently passed to her daughter Isabella, and 
she in turn passed it to an unidentified friend just before her 
death on 5 November 1947. Below Bennett’s inscription is 
written in a shaky hand: “To Muriel with love from I.M.G. Sep 
3rd 1947”. What Bennett did in his week at Cartledge Hall, 
and what he thought of Gilchrist, of the place, and of the 
moors, remains unknown, but certainly his enthusiasm for 
Gilchrist’s writings did not lessen. In his review of the eighteen 
short stories in Natives of Milton (1902), Bennett singles out 



‘Beck at the Play’. “A ravishingly perfect piece of pure 
sentimental comedy.. In atmosphere, in delicate emotion, in 
colour, in the technique of writing, it is entirely and 
wonderfully notable... Some readers may think that I am 
rather generous in the use of laudatory adjectives in 
describing Mr. Gilchrist’s work; but I know that I am not too 
generous. I am speaking of one of the most truly distinguished 
of our living novelists, and those persons who are blessed with 
a discriminating literary palate and who are acquainted with 
Mr. Gilchrist’s output will, I am sure, share my opinion of it, 
and of this volume in particular”. (E.A. Bennett, ‘A Gossip 
about Books’, in: Hearth and Home, 13 November 1902). 
 
 In 1903 Bennett told Emily Phillpotts that Gilchrist had 
asked permission to dedicate his next book of stories to him. “I 
shall be famous yet, it seems”, he wrote (7). The book was 
Lords and Ladies (1903). ‘To E.A. Bennett This Book is 
Affectionately Inscribed’. Bennett’s enthusiasm for Murray 
Gilchrist’s short stories continued unabated, and began to 
extend to his novels. “Murray Gilchrist’s best work lies in his 
short stories, some of which are merely and quite simply 
perfect. But he has written one novel, The Courtesy Dame, 
which is remarkable, and another The Labyrinth, which is 
astounding. The Labyrinth is like a rich, mellow, naïve 
eighteenth century tapestry; whenever I think of it, I think of it 
as the one truly original modern English novel. Few people 
have appreciated it. It is full of noble and romantic gestures. 
‘Kiss higher than the hand!’ says one of its heroines to her 
lover. Worthy of Cleopatra’s ‘Here’s my bluest veins to kiss!’ 
Murray Gilchrist lives in the Peak, in an ancient hall, which 
may have suggested his ‘house with eleven staircases’. He is a 
stylist. Perhaps in about twenty years it will be the correct 
thing to have read him”. (‘Books and Persons’, in: The New 
Age, 21 March 1908, p412). 
 
 Sailing to America in the Lusitania in October 1911 
Bennett records: “In the withdrawn privacy of my berth, with 
the curtains closed over the door and Murray Gilchrist’s new 
novel in my hand, and a poised electric lamp over my head, I 



looked about as I lay, and everything was still except a towel 
that moved gently, almost imperceptibly, to and fro” (8). 
Murray Gilchrist’s death was quick, sudden and unexpected. 
On Sunday 1 April 1917 he was taken ill with a chill, which 
the doctor that evening diagnosed as pneumonia. He recovered 
a little on Tuesday, and then had a relapse on Wednesday, 
dying that evening. He was buried on Easter Monday, 9 April, 
in the churchyard of St. Swithin’s at Holmesfield. “It seemed 
that the whole countryside had gathered to the funeral. The 
church was crowded, and the graveyard filled”, John Derry 
wrote to Eden Phillpotts. (Sheffield Archives: M.D. 3547) (9) 
 
 Among the mourners were local Belgian refugees, who 
had settled in Holmesfield after fleeing from the Germans in 
1914, carrying flowers which they placed on the grave. He had 
taken a personal interest in them, with his usual tender 
regard for all in trouble, and was greatly loved by them. His 
knowledge of them gave rise to several of his articles in the 
Sheffield Telegraph (10). There were numerous obituaries and 
tributes. One reads: “Mr. Murray Gilchrist was, however, 
chiefly known and admired as a writer of short stories, in 
which he achieved great technical skill. His work in this form 
of art has more than once been recommended as a model to 
young writers by Mr. Arnold Bennett, who accounted him little 
short of perfect in the very short story of the Maupassant 
school, which opens and closes a single stark incident, 
achieves  an atmosphere in a very few pages of writing, and in 
a word,  puts what has to be put in a very perfect and highly 
wrought nutshell”. (Derbyshire Courier, 14 April 1917) 
 
 Others acknowledged Bennett’s high opinion of him. “He 
was an admirer of Poe, whose originality and weird power 
appealed to him; and a close student of Balzac’s best work. It 
is singular that the work of two men whose lives were so 
embittered as were those of Poe and Balzac should appeal so 
strongly to one whose disposition was so sunny, and who 
made such a strong appeal to authors like Arnold Bennett. Mr. 
Bennett had a warm regard for him”. (Sheffield Telegraph, 7 
April 1917).  



 
 In May 1928 it was announced that Robert’s elder sister, 
Jane Murray Gilchrist would read one of his short stories on 
the local radio station, Sheffield 6FL. The local press 
commented: “It is more than ten years since Murray Gilchrist 
died and was buried in Holmesfield churchyard. Does the 
post-war generation of readers know anything about him? 
Very little perhaps. Admirers of him like Arnold Bennett and 
Eden Phillpotts could tell them a great deal – writers with bold 
and spacious powers that he had not, but who none the less 
envied him his gift of exquisite restrained artistry”. 
(Unidentified, undated cutting). (11). 
 
 But by then Robert Murray Gilchrist was already almost 
forgotten. A new generation, after the war, very much less 
romantic than his own, had swept up and outpaced him. In 
1932 Hugh Walpole in The Apple Trees, wrote: “I hope that 
soon someone will rediscover him, as others, far less worthy 
than he, have been rediscovered. I salute with reverence, 
admiration and deep affection one of the kindest, gentlest, 
most genuine artists I have ever known” (12). 
 
 
Notes: 
1. The most readily available book today of these early short stories is a 
paperback A Night on the Moor & Other Tales of Dread, published by 
Wordsworth Editions, 2006. There are 24 stories, including ‘The Stone 
Dragon’, and the equally compelling ‘The Crimson Weaver’ and ‘The 
Basilisk’. First editions of his books are hard to find, and are usually very 
expensive. 
2. The picturesque village of Eyam is chiefly noted now for an outbreak of 
bubonic plague in 1665 in which the villagers chose to isolate themselves 
rather than let the plague spread. 
3. Gilchrist’s relationship with George Garfitt lasted throughout his life. 
Garfitt worked for Thos. Garfitt & Son, Cross Scythes Works, and 
travelled quite extensively for the business, visiting, for example, 
Hamburg, Copenhagen, Calais, Paris, Cork, and other places. On these 
journeys he wrote regularly to Robert. From the Victoria Hotel in 
Kilkenny in April 1898 he wrote: “I think constantly and tenderly of you 
and my thoughts always turn to you”, though at the same time he 
lamented: “It seems an age since I had a letter from you”. The Stone 
Dragon and Other Tragic Romances, (1894), is “Dedicated to George Alfred 



Garfitt”. 
4. For photographs of the exterior of Cartledge Hall, and of the drawing 
room, and ‘a corner of Mr. Gilchrist’s study’, see ‘The Peak in Fiction and 
a Derbyshire Novelist’ by J. Burton Hobman, in: The Idler, May 1906, 
pp230-232. 
5. Hugh Walpole, The Apple Trees, Four Reminiscences, Golden Cockerel 
Press, 1932, pp49-50. 
6. See note to letter 76 in James Hepburn’s Letters of Arnold Bennett, Vol. 
I, and note to letter 8 in Letters of Arnold Bennett, Vol. IV. 
7. James Hepburn, Letters of Arnold Bennett, Vol. II, 8 August 1903, 
p178. 
8. ‘The First Night’, in: Those United States, 1912, p. 8. The ‘latest novel’ 
was Willowford Woods. 
9. There are three Gilchrist family graves at Holmesfield, to the east of 
the Church of St. Swithin. (1) To his father Robert Murray Gilchrist 
1834-1916, and mother Isabella Murray Gilchrist 1839-1928; (2) to 
Robert Murray Gilchrist 1867-1917 and his sister Isabella Murray 
Gilchrist 1869-1947; (3) to Hellen MacGregor of Culbokie, Ross & 
Cromarty (Robert’s father’s sister), who died at Cartledge Hall in 1915, 
and Jane Murray Gilchrist, (Robert’s elder sister) 1864-1937. 
10. Articles relating to the refugee Belgians in Holmesfield published in 
the Sheffield Telegraph included: ‘Belgian Guests: Some Character 
Sketches’; ‘Belgian’s Garden: An Effort in Intensive Culture’; ‘Waffles and 
Soups: Belgian Methods in Cookery’; ‘Children in Exile: How the Belgians 
Have Settled Down’. 
11. In the event the broadcast was delayed until 1929 because of the 
death of Mrs. Isabella Murray Gilchrist, Robert Murray Gilchrist’s 
mother, in May 1928. 
12. As Note 5, p51. 
 
Sources: 
Sheffield Central Library, Local Studies, Surrey Street, two albums of 
newscuttings with reviews of Gilchrist’s works, and obituaries. Ref: B. 
GILC.SSTQ. 
Sheffield Archives, 52 Shoreham Street: Gilchrist Collection, M.D. 3528 
to M.D. 3546, Manuscripts, diaries, and correspondence of R.M. Gilchrist 
(1867-1917), presented to the Library by Miss M. Dawe, Sheffield, 1957. 
Peter Seddon, ‘The Life of long-lost Derbyshire writer Robert Murray 
Gilchrist (1867-1917)’, in: Derbyshire Life, 20 April 2015. 
Laurence C. Bush, ‘R. Murray Gilchrist’s Short Fiction: A Missing Link 
between English Decadence and Victorian Feminism’, thesis, California 
State University, Long Beach, December 2010. 
Laurence Bush, Department of English, University of the La Verne, 
‘Robert Murray Gilchrist (1867-1917): Lost among Genres and Genders’, 
The Victorian Web. 
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OBJECTS FROM THE BENNETT 
COLLECTION: 11 

by Katey Goodwin 
Souvenir Brochure for the Provincial Premiere of ‘The 
Card’, 14 March 1952, the Potteries Museum & Art Gallery, 
Stoke-on-Trent, Local History collection (STKMG: 
LH.SH.1994.20) 
This programme (see front cover of Newsletter) was issued to 
commemorate the Stoke-on-Trent premiere of the film version 
of The Card, which took place at the Odeon Cinema, Hanley, 



on 14 March 1952. The brochure could be purchased for 2 
shillings and includes articles and photos about the stars and 
makers of the film, Arnold Bennett’s novel and how some 
scenes were filmed in the Potteries. Many of the adverts in the 
programme relate to Bennett and his novel, including an 
ingenious Guinness advert using a picture of the film’s star 
Alec Guinness. 
 
 The premiere at the Odeon was presented by The North 
Staffordshire Press Ball Committee. The event started with Jan 
Berenska and his Orchestra playing selections between 6.45 
and 7.30, followed by the National Anthem. A full-length 
colour film called ‘Royal Journey’ was shown first, covering the 
recent visit to the USA and Canada by the Queen and the 
Duke of Edinburgh. After the Gaumont British News had been 
shown, there were stage presentations and then, finally, the 
film of The Card itself. 
 
 This programme belonged to Clive Basnett, who later 
donated it to The Potteries Museum & Art Gallery. Some of the 
actors and film makers have signed his copy, including Petula 
Clark (who played Nellie Cotterill), Edward Chapman (who 
played Herbert Duncalf), Director Ronald Neame and Producer 
John Bryan. 

 
* * * 

 

ARNOLD BENNETT, IRELAND AND DUBLIN 
by Nicholas Redman 

 
Until 1917 Ireland played little part in Bennett’s life or in his 
writings. True, he had been on board the Lusitania in October 
1911 when it called at Queenstown, Co. Cork, but he did not 
step ashore (1). Prior to that date a few Irish places pop up 
occasionally in his novels, but apart from Limerick in Teresa of 
Watling Street, not of much consequence (2). 
 
 The Easter Rebellion in April 1916 provoked an article 
from Bennett in which he “sought to inform myself as to the 



realities behind the tragic and tawdry theatrical display”. The 
article appeared as ‘Arnold Bennett on the Irish Revolt’, in the 
New York Times on 28 May, and as ‘The Irish Revolt in 
Perspective’, in the Daily News on 29 May. He argued that the 
causes of the revolt were a combination of Irish-American 
influence and support, hundreds of years of “Anglo-Saxon 
unimaginativeness”, and the “incompatibility of temperament 
between two races whom geography has inseparably bound 
together” (3). 
 
 In 1917 he at last made his first visit to the Emerald Isle. 
“To-morrow I go to Ireland at the request of G.O.C. Ireland, 
Intelligence Department”. (4). Sailing from Liverpool the 
following day he arrived in Dublin. The crossing was very 
rough (“Mer très agitée”), but he was not seasick, he told his 
wife Marguerite. While he was there he did not keep his usual 
journal, but used instead a “special note book”, the 
whereabouts of which, if indeed it still exists, are unknown. 
Knowledge of the trip therefore depends on other sources. “A 
car was waiting to take us to the house of Mr. O’Connor, the 
Minister of Justice. These are charming people and they 
chatter. Two sons, one of 20, an officer, the other of 17, a 
student. Two daughters at boarding school. Madame is little 
and smiling, with no elegance of any kind. Monsieur is a 
conversationalist, an orator, very upright, very smiling, very 
ardent, full of jokes”. (5). 
 
 Bennett described O’Connor as “a young man who 
abandoned the lower branch of the legal profession for the 
higher, and reached his present position within seventeen 
years of being called to the bar. Mr. O’Connor is an Irish 
Catholic and a most ardent Nationalist” (6). James O’Connor’s 
house, St. Aidan’s, was at No. 14 Herbert Avenue, Merrion. 
The house was large, approached by a sweeping drive past 
lodge gates, and from it there were views across fields to the 
sea (7). “The house is quite big. I have a huge bedroom, not 
very well equipped, but nice. The bathroom is big, but badly 
equipped as well, seeing as the water takes 19 hours (about) to 
run. All in all I am very well off here, because of the climate 



and the charm of unpretentious and clever people”. He slept 
quite well this first night, and in the morning enjoyed the view 
of the sea from his room (8). 
 
 Bennett stayed the next nine nights at St Aidan’s. During 
this time as part of his fact-finding mission, he went to Dublin 
Castle several times, and met the key figures in Dublin 
concerned with the administration of the country, such as Sir 
Bryan Mahon, the Commander-in-Chief of Ireland, the second 
secretary of the viceroy, the head of Dublin police force, and so 
on. He managed to get a pass from Eamon de Valera to attend 
a meeting of the nationalists in the Town Hall, on condition 
that he would not mention that he had been there in his 
articles. “The meeting was utterly idiotic – childish in my view” 
(9). Much of the centre of Dublin was still in ruins after the 
fighting in 1916, “rather like Ypres when I saw it two years 
ago”. (10). 
 
 He also met Thomas Bodkin, a practising barrister until 
1916, and writer and expert on art matters, who became a 
good friend. Bennett wrote to him later from London: “I greatly 
appreciated your amiable care of me in Dublin” (11).  Years 
later he recalled from this trip: “The longest lunch I ever 
attended lasted from 2 p.m. till 7.20 p.m. This was in Dublin 
in 1917” (12). On Thursday, 1 November Bennett went to 
Belfast “3 heures pour aller, 3 heures pour revenir” (13). “I 
went to Ulster with the object of meeting extremists, and I may 
say that I met them. Indeed, I never met anybody like them. 
They would listen to nothing but their own case” (14). Little is 
known of the details of this visit, though he did write, (and 
presumably it was something that actually happened): “You 
can go into a splendid shop in Belfast and spend fifty pounds 
on fine linen in ten minutes, and on coming out you will 
receive a handbill stating that women with eight years 
experience earn less than ten shillings a week on your fine 
linen” (15). The long day trip was as exhausting as he had 
feared. “Hier j’ai été à Belfast, et ça m’a fini. J’ai mal à la tête”, 
he told Marguerite (16). 
 



 The only mention of Belfast in his fiction predates his 
visit by eleven years, and is in The Sinews of War, and then 
only in relation to a ship, The White Rose: “Belfast built, about 
three hundred ton”. (p199). On Saturday, 3 November he left 
Dublin on the 8.40 boat and returned to Liverpool, and then 
travelled by train down to London. He wrote to his brother 
Septimus: “I have just been doing some propaganda work in 
Ireland. [...]. I think I have seen everybody in Ireland who 
counts, & I crossed on Saturday nearly dead with fatigue & 
listening to Irish talkers. [...] We go home on Friday, I have 
much Irish stuff to write before then” (17). 
  
 He wrote three articles on Irish affairs, published in the 
Daily News on 8, 12, and 15 November 1917: ‘Dublin Castle’, 
‘Sinn Fein To-day’, and ‘The Prospects of Peace in Ireland’. Of 
poverty in Ireland he wrote: “It is said that Ireland is now 
prosperous. Some people in Ireland are prosperous. But the 
slums of Ireland are not prosperous; much if not most of the 
hired labour of Ireland is not prosperous. [...] I do not call that 
country prosperous in which the common winter spectacle of 
big cities is barefooted children. If Ireland is the happiest 
country in the world (and possibly it is) its happiness springs 
from its temperament, not from its conditions of existence, 
which from the industrial point of view are in a very large 
measure merely scandalous”. Of Sinn Fein he wrote: “If the 
average Englishman could see a considerable body of Sinn 
Feiners he would be surprised at their appearance. We think 
of Sinn Feiners as young and wild-eyed frowning fire-eaters. 
But in fact they are in the mass the most ordinary looking lot 
you can conceive. True, there might be a few sinister faces, 
but not more than you could see any day in Putney High 
Street. They consist of old and young, male and female, laity 
and clergy, charming and repulsive, sluggish and mercurial – 
just like any other crowd. Shabbiness is their almost universal 
characteristic. They seemed to me to be a rather decent 
people. The great majority of Sinn Feiners are of course anti-
English, but they are not physical-force persons”. He 
concluded that the troubles would continue until England 
realised that “no amount of beneficent legislation can take the 



place of self-government, and that the sole way to tranquillise 
Ireland is to put faith in her”. 
 
 This first visit very likely led to the two mentions of 
Dublin near the end of The Pretty Lady, which he finished on 
28 January 1918. “You see, since the war I have lived in 
Dublin”, (p283); and, “He is a colonel, sent from Dublin to 
London”, (p285). Two years later, in 1919, he returned to 
Dublin, at the invitation of James O’Connor, travelling again 
on the steamer from Liverpool, and staying as before at St 
Aidan’s, where he arrived on the evening of Tuesday, 26 
August. On this trip there was time for pleasure. On the first 
day the weather was magnificent and they went to the Dublin 
Horse Show. “All the principal prizes were taken by ladies. No 
woman fell off; several men did, & one was hurt”. He also “paid 
a visit to the Chief Secretary (le vrai gouverneur d’Irlande) in 
the Viceregal Stand” (18). “Irish faces of nearly all the girls in 
the Grand Stand. A certain chic. Motor-car enclosure full of 
cars all higgledy-piggledy” (19). That night there was a grand 
dinner at St Aidan’s, but to Bennett’s surprise all the guests 
were men. 
 
 The weather the next day was “dreadful – pouring rain”. 
However, he, O’Connor and Bodkin hired a taxi and went out 
to visit some second-hand furniture and picture dealers. “I 
bought some perfect Victorian vases for the dining-room. 
Marvellously suitable. Also two pictures at £2 each”. (20). That 
night they dined out. On Friday morning he went to see 
George Russell, editor of the Homestead, on the 3rd floor of 84, 
Merrion Square. Russell wrote under the pseudonym Æ. He 
worked for many years for the Irish Agricultural Organisation 
Society (IAOS), an agricultural co-operative society, initiated 
by Horace Plunkett in 1894. Various Co-operative 
organisations still have offices in the building. Bennett noted: 
“Russell very untidy. Longish beard. Gleaming glasses. He said 
he could not stand the dullness of the walls. So he had given 4 
afternoons to painting the whole of them with figures and 
landscapes” (21). Russell’s time at No. 84, now The Plunkett 
House, is commemorated by a plaque, inscribed: “George 



William Russell, ‘Æ’ 1867-1935, Poet, Mystic, Painter, Co-
operator worked here”. 
 
 Then it was time for lunch with the Under-Secretary of 
State, with his wife and two daughters, at his official 
residence. “All the official residences are in a most beautiful 
park (Phoenix Park) and close to the racecourse”. (22). After 
lunch they travelled the short distance to the Racecourse, 
which he thought “very Parisian in appearance”, with “heaps 
of well-known English people in the train of the Viceroy”. 
Nevertheless, he noted that “the big officials are always 
followed about & protected by detectives. The English still hold 
Ireland only by force of arms, & beneath all the gaiety, luxury, 
honest justice, order, etc., etc., there is always this feeling” 
(23). 
  
 In the evening they went to the theatre (Irish plays). The 
theatre “was packed & the atmosphere dreadful. The plays 
mediocre, but vastly more interesting than West End plays. 
The audience is quite different – more vivacious, critical, & 
appreciative. But among the Irish audience there were many 
highest aristocrats over for the Horse Show, and you could see 
an Englishwoman half naked sitting next to an Irishwoman 
with a hat on & furs round her neck” (24). On Saturday, again 
with O’Connor and Bodkin, Bennett went to the National 
Gallery, there they saw “a few pictures”. Then to the famous 
Dublin hostelry the Dolphin Hotel in East Essex Street for 
lunch (25); after which in the afternoon they went again to the 
Phoenix Park Racecourse (26). Sunday was a beautiful day 
and with O’Connor “we drove over Wicklow mountains and 
things to Glendalough; ancient ecclesiastic city. Much of the 
scenery was superb. I drank 1½ bott. of stout, which gravely 
incommoded me”. (27) 
 
 On Monday 1 September Bennett left Dublin on the 
steamer for Liverpool and the Midland Adelphi Hotel. “I have 
just got here after a terrible journey on a packed steamer in 
pouring rain”, he told his wife. (28) In his Journal he added 
“Couldn’t move on it except with greatest difficulty. People 



placidly getting soaked through while being ill” (29). Bennett 
never returned to Ireland, and although Ireland as a country is 
mentioned in the later novels Mr. Prohack and Lord Raingo, 
and County Meath briefly features in Imperial Palace, and Miss 
Sligo is a character in Punch and Judy, neither Dublin nor any 
other Irish town appears again in any of his fiction after 1919. 
 
Notes: 
1. The port of Cove was renamed Queenstown to commemorate a visit by 
Queen Victoria in 1850. After Irish independence in 1922 it was renamed 
Cobh. Queenstown gets a mention on p290 of The Regent which Bennett 
began writing on 14 February 1912. 
2. Also in Teresa of Watling Street there is a single reference to the 
Banshee of MacGillicuddy, (p143). MacGillicuddy’s Reeks is a mountain 
range in Co. Kerry. Another Irish mountain range, Knockmealdown 
(which he calls the Knockmillydown Mountains), on the border of Co. 
Tipperary and Co. Waterford, is to be found on p245 of The Roll-Call, 
written 1916-17. Dublin gets a mention in Clayhanger, “A parliament in 
Dublin!” (p331); and also in Hilda Lessways. “Superb tortoiseshell 
brushes, bought by George in Dublin”. (p319) 
3. With Dublin on his mind at this time he slipped a brief mention of the 
city into his play Sacred and Profane Love, which he had begun writing in 
April 1916. “He taught dancing in Dublin”. (p29) 
4. Journal, 24 October 1917. 
5. Letter to Marguerite Bennett, 26 October 1917, in James Hepburn, 
Letters of Arnold Bennett, Vol. IV. p204 
6. Arnold Bennett, ‘Dublin Castle’ in: Daily News, 8 November 1917, p2. 
Thom’s Alamanac lists for 1917, ‘James O’Connor, K.C., Solicitor-General 
for Ireland’; for 1918, ‘The Rt. Hon. James O’Connor, Attorney-General 
for Ireland; for 1919, ‘The Rt. Hon. James O’Connor, Lord Justice of 
Appeal’. O’Connor and Bennett met frequently for lunch or dinner at the 
Reform Club in London throughout the 1920s. 
7. The house was previously called Lowville but when O’Connor moved 
there in 1916 he renamed it St. Aidan’s. Herbert Avenue is named after 
Sidney Herbert (1810-1861), the father of the Earl of Pembroke who in 
1903 offered land to Pembroke Urban District Council for development as 
a public park, today Herbert Park in Ballsbridge. In 1921 O’Connor left 
St. Aidan’s. The new owner changed its name back to the original name 
of Lowville. The property subsequently passed through several hands. By 
1940 it was St. Gerrard’s Home, and by 1972 St Anthony’s Convalescent 
Home. In the 1990s the house was demolished. The site is now occupied 
by the large buildings of St. Vincent’s Private Hospital. No photograph of 
the house has been traced. O’Connor’s new home was at 58 
Northumberland Road, also in Merrion. The house is on the north side of 
the road between Haddington Road and Lansdowne and Pembroke 



Roads. 
8. As Note 5. 
9. Letter to Marguerite Bennett, 27 October 1917, in James Hepburn, 
Letters of Arnold Bennett, Vol. IV, p206. 
10. As Note 9. 
11. Letter to Thomas Bodkin, 22 November 1917, in: James Hepburn, 
Letters of Arnold Bennett, Vol. III, p. 42). In 1927 Bodkin (1881-1961) was 
appointed Trustee, and then Director, of the National Gallery of Ireland.  
“Bodkin is acquiring fine pictures, for songs. Fancy getting a Diaz in 
Belfast for a song. He has a magnificent Bloemaert and a Domenico Feti. 
And he knows a deuce of a lot. He saved me from buying an alleged oil 
painting in the style of Poussin by suspecting that it was merely painted 
on an engraving”. (Journal, 29 August 1919). The two men met regularly 
in London during the 1920s. 
12. Arnold Bennett, Journal 1929, London: Cassell, 1930, p47. 
13. Letter to Marguerite Bennett, 31 October 1917, AB Papers AB/A17, 
Special Collections and Archives, Keele University. 
14. Arnold Bennett, ‘The Prospects of Peace in Ireland’, in: Daily News 15 
November 1917, p2. 
15. Arnold Bennett, ‘Sinn Fein To-day’, in: Daily News 12 November 
1917, p2. 
16. Letter to Marguerite Bennett, 2 November 1917, in James Hepburn, 
Letters of Arnold Bennett, Vol. IV, p207. 
17. Letter to Septimus Bennett, 6 November 1917, in: James Hepburn, 
Letters of Arnold Bennett, Vol. IV, p208. 
18. Letter to Marguerite Bennett, 28 August 1919, AB Papers AB/A20, 
Special Collections and Archives, Keele University. Bennett added that he 
did not like the Chief Secretary’s wife. “It occurred to me afterwards that 
as the Chief Secretary’s wife is ‘the first lady’ in Ireland & a tremendous 
swell with a tremendous sense of her own importance, she must have 
thought me very hard and contradictory & not sufficiently impressioné. It 
would do her good. She is a fat woman”. 
19. Journal, 27 August 1919. 
20. Letters to Marguerite Bennett, 28 and 29 August 1919, AB Papers 
AB/A20, Special Collections and Archives, Keele University Library. 
21. Journal, 30 August 1919. 
22. The Under-Secretary’s Lodge is in the part of Phoenix Park known as 
White Fields, just south of Ashtown Gate, with the racecourse on the 
other side of Navan Road. Near the Under-Secretary’s Lodge were the 
Viceregal Lodge, the Private Secretary’s Lodge, and the Chief Secretary’s 
Lodge. 
23. Letter to Marguerite Bennett, 30 August 1919, AB Papers AB/A20, 
Special Collections and Archives, Keele University Library. 
24. As Note 23. 
25. The Dolphin Hotel is no longer a hotel. The building, now Dolphin 
House, has been converted to office space for the courts service. The 



words ‘The Dolphin Hotel & Restaurant’, ‘Dolphin Hotel’, and ‘Wine 
Merchants’ can still be seen in the decorative stone frieze at first floor 
level. The hotel dates from 1896. Architect: J.J. O’Callaghan. 
26. Racing began at the Phoenix Park Racecourse in 1902. The course 
was run for many years by the Peard family. Due to the financial 
difficulties of subsequent owners the track closed permanently in 1990. 
The site of the racecourse is now largely occupied by “Superior New 
Houses & Apartments”. 
27. Journal, 2 September 1919. These days there are frequent tours from 
Dublin to the Wicklow Mountains, and the 10th century monastic round 
tower settlement at Glendalough. 
28. Letter to Marguerite Bennett, 1 September 1919, in James Hepburn, 
Letters of Arnold Bennett, Vol. IV, p237. 
29. Journal, 2 September 1919. 
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THE SOCIETY’S ANNUAL DINNER 
 
The 52nd Arnold Bennett Society Annual Dinner, held on 
Saturday 12 March 2016 in Burslem, was attended by 119 
ABS members, including our President, Denis Eldin, and our 
Patron, the Lord Mayor of Stoke-on-Trent, Jean Bowers.  
 
 The Guest of Honour was the Right Honourable Alan 
Johnson MP, who in a gracious and heartfelt Toast to the 
Immortal Memory, described the significance Bennett’s 
writings held for him. He spoke movingly of his mother, who, 
despite having little education herself, had instilled in her son 
from an early age a love of literature and learning; and he paid 
tribute to his English teacher at secondary school, who had 
first introduced him to Bennett. (The first novel he read was 
The Card, after which he eagerly devoured Anna of the Five 
Towns and then Riceyman Steps; but The Old Wives’ Tale 
remains his personal favourite – ‘one of 20 best novels I have 
ever read’.) Though he readily admitted he was by no means a 
Bennett expert, Johnson reckoned that everything he did 
know about the man and his life had served to increase his 



admiration. Bennett’s rejection of the knighthood was cited 
approvingly; but it was Bennett’s dedication to his craft and 
his astonishing industriousness which Johnson, as the recent 
author of two volumes of childhood memoirs [This Boy 2013 & 
Please, Mr Postman 2014] , found particularly affecting. 
 
 A question-and-answer session followed in which 
Johnson picked out features of Bennett’s writing which he 
admired most (his sensitivity in the portrayal of women; his 
ability to transcribe the rhythms of ordinary lives and to find 
the significance in the small things). Bennett’s writings, he 
concluded, had been instrumental in his intellectual 
development, for through them the young Johnson had come 
to enjoy reading and through them he had been able to 
educate himself. 
 
 In a break with recent tradition, the dinner was held in 
the Banqueting Suite at Port Vale Football Club. And while 
some of us regretted not being able to retire to the bar at the 
George to continue our Bennett discussions into the night, the 
new venue was very impressive and the menu proved popular, 
(with the profiteroles being a particular hit on our table). 
 
 Earlier in the day an extra treat was laid on for Society 
members: a tour of the Old Town Hall in Burslem. This 
building, which provided the setting for the ball episode in The 
Card, had for many years lain empty and somewhat forlorn. 
But since September 2015 it has become home to a new 6th-
form college, the Haywood Academy. Forty members of the 
Society took the opportunity to see inside and to hear Fred 
Hughes, who gave a brief, fascinating history of the building 
and called attention to the enormous positive impact that 
bringing an educational establishment into the centre of 
Burslem could have on the town. And it was encouraging 
already to be able to see signs of this in the number of new 
cafes and eateries that have sprung up in Burslem in recent 
months, mainly to cater for hungry 6th-formers at lunchtime. 
One of these, the Market Place Café, provided us with 
delicious tea and cakes at the end of the tour. 



 
 All in all it was another very enjoyable and successful 
gathering of the Society.  A big thank-you as ever to the 
hardworking members of the Committee for organising such a 
great day. 
 

Rod Boroughs 

 
 

AN AUSTRIAN INTERLUDE: ARNOLD 
BENNETT 

IN SALZBURG, 1925 
by Nicholas Redman 

 
The Austrian city of Salzburg on the banks of the Salzach 
river, birthplace of Mozart, centre of music and culture, 
renowned  for its baroque towers and churches in the Altstadt, 
and dominated by the massive Festung Hohensalzburg, is of 
course well worth a visit in its own right. But for lovers of 
Arnold Bennett, to follow in the footsteps of his month long 
visit there in 1925, adds a whole extra dimension of pleasure. 
 
 “We decided to go to Salzburg for the late summer”, 
recalled Dorothy. (DCB, p110) They travelled by train from 
Victoria, across Germany, finally reaching Austria on 9 July. 
Their hotel was the large Österreichischer Hof (now the Hotel 
Sacher) in Schwarzstraße on the banks of the river, and from 
the balcony of his room (“36 schillings for 2 rooms and 
bathroom”) Bennett had the “river at my feet and domes, 
towers, hills, castles, and Alps in front of me”. (LN, p144). 
 
 Bennett described the hotel as “un peu art nouveau”. The 
staff were very cheerful but the hours were long. “So far as I 
can see the young boys here work at least fourteen hours a 
day, and they seem to be here every day – Sundays included. 
The chambermaid here, who is very good indeed, well, I have 
seen her about in the corridors at 6.35 a.m. and she is also 
about at 10 p.m.” Apart from one or two “terrible” American 



girls, most of the other people in the hotel were Austrian or 
German. “But what dowdy guests!” (1) 
 
 The food in the hotel was either “excellent” or “very good”. 
So far as food generally was concerned he wrote that “the 
Austrian cuisine is certainly rich. Always thick sauces. And 
rich cakes for sweets. Stewed fruits. Fish is mainly trout”. He 
was struck at first by the general dowdiness of people in the 
town. “I have not seen a well-dressed person in the lovely 
town. [...]. There seems not to be a single decent drapery shop 
in the town. I mean of the women’s kind. The dresses of the 
women attest this. It is really a very remarkable fact”. But by 
the end of his stay he found the “passers-by much less dowdy 
than a month ago”. 
 
 “The Austrians are gayer than the English. They laugh 
easily and have pleasant faces and eyes, though grace is not 
always one of their qualities – except of manner. The men 
generally have a little thing like a small feather duster, brush 
up, at the back of their hats. Pants are more and more often 
embroidered. The bow-neckties are rather good – bright and 
with nice patterns, and small. Knapsack carrying, and also by 
girls, is very common, and pretty heavy rucksacks too”. The 
other big hotel in Salzburg in 1925 was the Grand Hotel de 
l’Europe, an enormous building opposite the railway station, 
and Salzburg’s first luxury hotel, opening in 1865, just before 
the  Österreichischer Hof. Bennett and Dorothy dined there 
with his friend Rudolf Kommer, the theatrical director, and 
associate of Max Reinhardt. “Biggest and most fashionable 
hotel in Salzburg”, he called it. “Kommer said beforehand that 
the food was very good. It was either bad or mediocre – just an 
international cuisine dépourvue de tout intérêt. Large numbers 
of people. A bad band”. The old hotel is no more. The modern 
16-storey Hotel Europa in Rainerstrasse now stands on the 
site (2). 
 
 As on all his trips Bennett’s time was a whirlwind of 
visits to concerts and theatres “Something in the nature of an 
artistic manifestation is always going on. Concerts daily, 



somewhere. ‘Die Fledermaus’ last night. The ‘Don Cossack' 
Choir to-night. A Mozart evening on Thursday night”. 
 
 The theatre was “25 seconds away from the hotel”. 
“Saturday night we went to the Stadt Theatre, and saw a 
Viennese ‘schnurre’, a farce of military life. Couldn’t 
understand it, but it seemed to be pretty well put together. 
Some of the acting was very good”. “Saw Shaw’s Pygmalion last 
eve in German. Not very good. But the only time I ever saw the 
theatre here crowded, and I have been a lot. Shaw is the idol of 
the Teuton”. (LN, p146). By the end of July he had had 
enough. “I am sick of going to the municipal theatre here. They 
do a new thing nearly every night, but all very badly”. 
 
 And of course, there were the restaurants. The Kurhaus, 
the Mirabell Garden Restaurant, and so on. Most of them are 
no more. The Horn Hotel (“I was determined to dine one night 
at the Horn Hotel with the golden sign, and we went there last 
night”) at Getreidegaße 31 in the old town, has not been a 
hotel for at least 40 years, but the old round arched hotel 
entrance is still there, now the entrance to Ennsmann, a 
fashion shop. Across the river in Imbergstrasse the Café Corso 
where Bennett and Dorothy went to hear the Hungarian 
musicians, Zigeuner Kapelle, is no more. The original building 
still stands, now a house of adult education. 
 
 One restaurant that he went to several times was the 
Café-Wein on the Mönchberg. In 1925 access to this hill from 
the town was by the Elektrischer Aufzug, a remarkable giant 
lift which old photographs show attached to a track on the 
outside of the sheer rock face. Today there is still a lift, the 
MönchsbergAufzug, but it travels within the hill itself. 
However, remains of the fittings that secured the Elektrischer 
Aufzug track to the cliff face can still be seen. The café 
restaurant at the top is now the Mönschberg 32, but the view 
is as Bennett described: “You see the whole town at your feet, 
and the surrounding country gets itself into proper proportion. 
The centre of the town is a mass of domes and spires”. The 
walks on the berg itself are still as he recorded “acutely 



picturesque”. 
 
 From the Mönchberg one looks across the River Salzach 
to the 640 m high Kapuzinerberg. “The entrance begins only 
about three minutes from the Österreichischer Hof, and the 
distance of climbing is only about a mile I should think. But it 
is very stiff work indeed. The path is stepped and tended and 
signposted with great Teutonic care and thoroughness”. It 
certainly is a stiff climb, and the effort is the less worthwhile 
as the hill is now heavily wooded, which limits the views. 
 
 Beyond and behind the Kapuzinerberg and to the east of 
Salzburg looms the Gaisberg, a 1,288 m high mountain. There 
used to be a rack railway, the Gaisbergbahn, which provided 
easy access from the city to the top of the mountain, and it 
was this that Bennett used. “At 4 p.m. took the railway up to 
the summit of the Gaisberg. Too misty and sunshiny to see 
clearly, but it was all very impressive. A damn fine lump of 
mud, the Gaisberg, 4,200 feet”. Bennett was lucky with his 
timing. The railway which had opened in 1887 closed in 1928, 
and was replaced in 1929 by the road that now runs to the 
top, on which there is a 100 m high transmitter mast. 
 
 To complete his ascents of Salzburg’s hills he went up to 
see the Hoher Salzburg and its huge and impressive castle, 
but comments only “A very Margate-ish crowd”. From the 
ramparts of the castle there are superb views to the snowy 
peaks of the Alps to the south but of this he makes no 
mention. He does observe, more generally: “The scenery 
around is wonderful. There must be about a dozen 10,000 ft. 
mountains in the region. But we soon tired of this imposing, 
picturesque scenery. It is as if it was done on purpose – some 
tour de force of a creator” (3). 
 
 Just to the south of the city is the imposing Schloß 
Leopoldskron, built in 1744 and acquired in 1918 by Max 
Reinhardt, theatre director and co-founder of the Salzburg 
Festival. Bennett went there first with Kommer on 17 July for 
dinner, and was impressed. “It is a really huge house, with 



magnificent views of Alps on one side, and the Hoher Salzburg 
fortress on the other. So fine as to be scarcely credible. Vast. 
Vast rooms. I mean really vast. [...]. Reinhardt’s private suite – 
study, bedroom, bathroom and dressing room is simply 
colossal – like a dream. The dressing room would occupy twice 
the space of my drawing rooms together”. He came back to 
Leopoldskron again, this time for lunch with Reinhardt on 6 
August. “Reinhardt has great authority – with all his quietness 
and shyness. Linguistic ignorance separated us, but we got on 
very well indeed”. (4). 
 
 From their Salzburg base Bennett and Dorothy made 
several excursions into the surrounding countryside. They 
went three times to St. Wolfgang im Salzkammergut, a market 
town on the northern shore of Wolfgangsee, “about 90 minutes 
in a Mercedes from here”, to the villa of  Madame Frida, a 
leading Viennese hostess, and on at least one of these 
occasions he bathed there. On one trip they stopped at St 
Gilgan, and had a “goodish lunch” at the See Hotel. 
 
 Another excursion was to the Schloß Hellbrunn, famous 
for its jeux d’eau (water games) in the grounds, conceived as a 
series of practical jokes in the mid 18th century. Hidden 
fountains surprise and spray water at guests (and now at 
tourists), the most notable being the stone seats around a 
stone dining table through which a water conduit sprays water 
into their seats. There are also numerous water-operated 
models, even a theatre. Bennett does not seem to have been 
amused. “This castle has lovely gardens; but the ‘practical 
joke’ quality of the fountain-work (designed to soak the king’s 
guests by surprise) and the childishness of the working, water-
driven models in the gardens, gave you a sinister insight into 
the mind of a foolish king”. 
 
 On 28 July they went down through Haltern to 
Berchtesgaden. At the border with Germany there was a slight 
problem. “I had no idea that Berchtesgaden was in Bavaria, 
not brought my passport. The usual fuss in a office”. He 
succeeded in getting across. “Immediately we got into 



Germany the road surface improved, there was a different ‘feel’ 
of efficiency everywhere”. He found the men and women “less 
handsome than the Austrians”. At Berchtesgaden they saw the 
cathedral (“ugly inside as to decorations”), and “bought fruit – 
peaches at about 2d apiece – good ones” (5).Berchtesgaden is, 
as he mentions, just a few miles from “the celebrated 
Königssee”, but he does not record whether he took the ferry 
down the lake to see the celebrated pilgrimage church of St 
Bartholomä, with the immense mass of the Watzmann range 
behind. He certainly sent a postcard of the church and 
mountain to his nephew Richard with the slightly inaccurate 
comment: “Specimen of Salzburgian scenery”. 
 
 On 1 August they drove down south to Golling and 
lunched on the terrasse of the Alte Post Hotel ( a hotel no 
longer) “beginning with the largest trout I have ever seen – 
caught 2 hours earlier”. He comments on the notable feature 
of the village, the gables with wide eaves of the houses facing 
the street, and “the brightly painted window frames and 
shutters” (6). After lunch they went to see the famous 
Gollinger Wasserfall. “The waterfalls were fully up to 
descriptions thereof and really most impressive”. From Golling 
they travelled a little further south to Werfen and stopped at 
“an outwardly assuming hotel”, and had “superb coffee and 
cakes, very well served by a smart, slim, sparkling waitress”. 
 
 The weather during their month in Salzburg seems to 
have been mostly very warm and humid, with frequent 
thunderstorms and downpours. It did not help his neuralgia. 
“Great heat. No waistcoat even in the evening”. “It began to 
rain, and rained heavily and kept on raining”. “I stayed in my 
room till evening, and wrote in pyjamas and was still much too 
hot”. “The river raged downwards; all shingle banks had 
disappeared and the torrent stretched clear from bank to 
bank. Umbrellas the chief sight in the town”. “Intense heat 
here, followed by a great thunderstorm”. Dorothy wrote later: 
“The climate seems in my recollection as baroque as its 
architecture – the very heat was distended, the rains imposing 
and solid”. She talked of: “pregnant clouds that rolled their 



thunder, against which bouldering mountains and bulbous 
church steeple towers stood out, dark victims of the awaited 
storms”. (DCB, p111) 
 
 At last it was time to leave. During his 33 full days in 
Salzburg he had written 21,500 words of his novel Lord 
Raingo, 11,000 words of his Journal, and two articles for the 
Sunday Pictorial, each of 1,600 words. A total of 35,700 words, 
an average of over 1,000 words a day. All this “despite chronic 
and acute neuralgia”. 
 
 On Tuesday 11 August they caught the Orient Express at 
5.30 p.m., travelling via Munich to Paris, and on to Calais, 
crossing to Dover on the new steamer ‘The Isle of Thanet’. 
They reached 75 Cadogan Square at 8.30 p.m. on Wednesday 
night “somewhat enfeebled”. It had been a good holiday. What 
neither of them knew at the time was that during their stay in 
the Österreichischer Hof their daughter Virginia had been 
conceived, something that was beautifully, and discreetly, 
described later by Dorothy. “[Salzburg] was emphatically a 
progress towards the outcome which we might have foreseen 
to be inevitable [...] the outcome, I mean, of a union which had 
actually become a marriage”. (DCB pp111-2). (7). 
 
Notes: 
1. The Österreichischer Hof opened in 1866. Since then there have been 
many changes, particularly after the war, including the rebuilding of the 
upper storey in the 1960s, and major renovations internally. In 1988 the 
hotel was acquired by the Gürtler family, owners of the Hotel Sacher in 
Vienna, and renamed the Hotel Sacher Salzburg. (Bennett stayed at the 
Hotel Sacher in Vienna for 8 days in May 1927). In May 1945 the 
Americans accepted the surrender of Salzburg in the hotel. 
2. The Grand Hotel de l’Europe was sold to the Wehrmacht in 1938, 
bombed in 1944, served in a ruinous state as a refugee camp after the 
war, and was finally demolished in 1949. Allied bombing destroyed 7,600 
houses and killed 550 inhabitants in the last war, with most of the 
destruction around the railway station, although the dome of the 
Cathedral in the Altstadt was also hit. 
3. He made similar remarks three years later when he was in Annecy in 
France in September 1928. “There are one or two fine mountains in full 
view (7,000 ft. or so) but I found it impossible to be enthusiastic about 
lake scenery. It is like living in a picture postcard, especially when there 



is full sunshine”. 
4. The house is now home to the Salzburg Global Seminar and part of 
the Hotel Schloss Leopoldskron. Max Reinhardt (1873-1943). Bennett 
told Richard: “I’ve met Reinhardt at a rehearsal, and also been to his 
castle for lunch. He is a little man – I had imagined a tall one – an out-
and-out Jew, not well dressed; but in about a minute you see that he has 
very great authority, calmness, and charm. I should say that his 
reputation for greatness is well justified. We got on well, though he 
speaks less English than I speak German”. After meeting Reinhardt in 
London on 7 March 1927 Bennett told his nephew Richard “He has 
learnt quite a lot of English since we saw him at Salzburg”. 
5. In 1805 Salzburg was annexed to the Austrian Empire, along with 
Berchtesgaden Provostry. In 1809, after Austria’s defeat at the Battle of 
Wagram Salzburg and Berchtesgaden were transferred to the Kingdom of 
Bavaria. At the Congress of Vienna in 1815 Salzburg was returned to 
Austria, but without Berchtesgaden, which remained with Bavaria. 
6. The buildings in the main street of Golling, superficially at least, have 
scarcely changed from Bennett’s time, though some of the projecting 
eaves are modern. The former Alte Post Hotel building, now BIPA, has 
been rebuilt or restored and bears no resemblance now to its appearance 
in 1925. The noise of busy and continuous traffic means that the ‘feel’ of 
the place today is a far cry from the tranquillity evident in old postcard 
views from the 1920s and 1930s in my collection. 
7. Virginia Mary was born on 13 April 1926. 
 
Sources: 
All unattributed quotations are from Arnold Bennett’s Journal. 
LN. Richard Bennett, Arnold Bennett’s Letters to his Nephew, Heinemann, 
1936. 
DCB. Dorothy Cheston Bennett, Arnold Bennett: A Portrait Done at Home, 
Jonathan Cape, 1935. 

 
* * * 

 
BENNETTIANA 

 
We are sorry to report the death of one of the Society's former 
stalwarts, Freddie (Winifred) Holmes, who passed away on 14 
January. Carol Gorton writes: Graham and I joined the ABS in 
1992 and shortly afterwards I was persuaded to become a 
Committee Member. At the time meetings were held in a 
building that was part of Stoke-on-Trent Voluntary Services. I 
think Guy Barks got the hall for free. We progressed from 



there to a pub in Etruria. Charlie Potts was Chairman, Bill 
Holmes was Vice-Chairman and Freddie was Social Secretary. 
Freddie, Graham, Margaret Beard and I put on a number of 
events in Burslem Old Town Hall and various venues in the 
district. Graham and I remember what great fun we had with 
Freddie organising and taking part in these evenings. Freddie 
would extract material from Bennett's novels and short stories 
and convert it into scripts for us. We were lucky to obtain 
some costumes from the Royal Doulton factory when it closed 
and other costumes we managed to make ourselves. I 
remember one Christmas event when we had over 100 
Members and friends in the Old Town Hall. Freddie will be 
fondly remembered for her great sense of fun by all who knew 
her. We convey our sympathy to her family. 

 
* * * 

 
Since Bennett's death there have been four film adaptations of 
his novels: His Double Life, 1933 (based on Buried Alive), Holy 
Matrimony, 1943 (also based on Buried Alive), Dear Mr Prohack, 
1949 (based on Mr Prohack) and The Card, 1952. Sadly, but 
understandably, only two members of the casts of these films 
are alive today, since the death on 19 January of Sheila Sim 
(Lady Attenborough) at the age of ninety-three. Sheila 
appeared in Dear Mr Prohack alongside Cecil Parker, Hermione 
Baddeley, Dirk Bogarde & Glynis Johns, who also appeared in 
The Card. 
Glynis (b.1923) and Petula Clark (b.1932) are happily still with 
us. 

 
* * * 

 
Question (correctly answered) on Mastermind, BBC 2, 29 
January: 'Between 1910 & 1918, who wrote the Clayhanger 
series of novels set in the Five Towns, a thinly-disguised 
version of the Potteries where he had spent his childhood?' 

 
* * * 

 



What do the best-selling author Robert Harris (Enigma, 
Pompeii, etc) and Arnold Bennett have in common? Well, they 
both wrote a novel entitled The Ghost: RH 2007, AB 1907. 
More interestingly, Harris was interviewed on BBC Radio 3's 
Private Passions on 7 February and spoke movingly of the role 
his father played in making him an avid reader of good 
literature and a would-be author. And one of his father's 
favourite authors was...Arnold Bennett.  

 
* * * 

 
Richard Grieve writes: We know there are two plaques on the 
façade of Chiltern Court [Baker Street, London; see John 
Potter's report in ABSNL Vol.3, No.10, Autumn 2002], relating 
to AB & HG Wells, but did you know there is about to be a 
third plaque? Intriguingly, it will commemorate the use of 
parts of the building, during the Second World War, by the 
Special Operations Executive (SOE) Norwegian Section, and 
that the famous 'Telemark' raid intended to disrupt the Nazis' 
production of 'heavy water' for atomic weapons purposes, was 
planned and briefed in that building. The latest plaque, 
sponsored by the Anglo-Norse Society (of which I happen to be 
a member), is due to be unveiled in April 2016. The ANS, like 
the ABS, has a periodic magazine for its members (The Anglo-
Norse Review), and you can imagine my surprise on reading 
about Chiltern Court in the latest edition! I have contacted the 
Editor of the ANR, Marie Wells, who has no objection to this 
item of news being mentioned in ABSNL, providing the source 
is acknowledged. Although these events took place, of course, 
a decade after AB's residence and death there, I found myself 
musing whimsically about what sort of a short story AB might 
have written about the goings-on in his own building. And 
certainly the target practice in the basement would not have 
done much good for his well-known insomnia and neuralgia! It 
would be hard, though, to match in any story the 
extraordinarily courageous events which took place at 
Telemark. [PS from Editor of ABSNL: It's perhaps worth 
remembering that AB did publish in 1908, in collaboration 
with Eden Phillpotts, a sensational novel entitled The Statue, 



which when published in the USA bore the sub-title ' A Story 
of International Intrigue and Mystery'] 

 
* * * 

 
Paul Jordan spotted this item on the BBC News Magazine 
website on 24 February. When Sir Ernest Shackleton set off 
for Antarctica on his ship Endurance in 1915 he made sure he 
had plenty of reading material. But precisely what books he 
took has remained a mystery until a photograph of the library 
taken in March 1915 by Australian photographer Frank 
Hurley has recently been digitised by the Royal Geographical 
Society in London. The complete list includes books by Shaw, 
Kipling, Conrad & Dostoyevsky. And there is just one Bennett 
title: The Grand Babylon Hotel. The ship was trapped in the ice 
from January 1915 to April 1916, when Shackleton took a 
small group to South Georgia where they finally got help. I 
imagine that TGBH kept up their spirits more than Crime and 
Punishment. 
 

* * * 
 

Philip Stanton writes: I received a book on railways at 
Christmas: The Railways, Nation Network & People by Simon 
Bradley, a very well-reviewed book on social history. It 
includes several quotes from Bennett, from texts as diverse as 
The Old Wives’ Tale, A Man from the North and a short story, 
‘Beginning the New Year’ (from The Grim Smile of the Five 
Towns}, so I guess the author is an AB enthusiast. ‘A man 
returns after a long absence to the novelist’s version of his 
home territory of Stoke-on-Trent, not a seductive place even in 
its age of prosperity, via the distinctly unbucolic local line, the 
North Staffordshire Railway (‘The Knotty’). The compartment 
was illuminated by one lamp, and in Bleakridge Tunnel this 
lamp expired. Everything reminded him of his youth.’ (AB’s 
own last journey on the Knotty, in the form of ashes from 
Golders Green Crematorium, was made over these same rails 
in 1931). 

 



* * * 
 
Nicholas Redman has recently discovered a batch of ninety-
seven letters from AB to his French friend Henry-D Davray 
(1873-1944) tucked away in the Brotherton Library in Leeds. 
Most were written while AB was in France 1903-12, though 
[Nicholas writes] there are some later ones. The comments add 
a new perspective to the debate about AB and sex. None [to 
NR’s] knowledge has ever been published, and they are not 
referred to by any biographers. Their provenance is uncertain. 
[Alan Pedley adds]: there are many references to Davray in the 
first two volumes of AB’s Journal. James Hepburn writes in a 
footnote in Volume I of AB’s Letters (p58): ‘HD was in [the early 
1900s] editor of the Collection of Foreign Authors for Le 
Mercure de France. His translation of Oscar Wilde’s Ballad of 
Reading Gaol appeared there shortly after the English 
publication. In 1905 he translated into French a two-act play 
that AB had written. The play is known only by its French 
title, Que faire? It was never published.’ Davray also translated 
several short stories by HG Wells into French. Davray 
obviously knew AB very well and had a thorough knowledge of 
his friend’s work. An eleven-page article he wrote for La Revue 
de Paris, ‘Le Romancier des “Cinq Villes”: Arnold Bennett’ 
(pp418-29) amply demonstrates that. It appeared on 15 May 
1915, so gives us an interesting mid-career assessment of our 
author. Coincidentally, Paul Jordan will be giving a paper on 
AB’s friendship with Davray at the Annual Bennett Conference 
being held on 4 June (see ‘Looking Ahead...’}     
 

* * * 
 
Penguin has recently issued its Little Black Classics Series to 
celebrate its 80th birthday. Each volume is priced at £2. Vol. 
91 is a selection from The Yellow Book which includes Arnold 
Bennett’s short story ‘A Letter Home’. Offering an entertaining 
introduction to the fin-de-siècle. This selection from the 
notorious magazine includes stories and poems by famous 
writers such as AB and John Buchan, brilliant pieces by 
lesser-known writers such as Ada Leveson and Ella D’Arcy, 



and illustrations by Aubrey Beardsley. One of forty-six new 
books in the bestselling Little Black Classics Series, with 
works from around the world and across the centuries, 
including fables, decadence, heartbreak, tall tales, satire, 
ghosts, battles and elephants. 

 
* * * 

 
Still on books: Malcolm Henson Editorial Services & North 
Staffordshire Press, Brampton House Business Centre, 10 
Queen St., Newcastle-under-Lyme, Staffs ST5 1ED, 
malcolmhenson@editorial.com or tel. 01782-664867 are 
offering the following titles of local interest: The Life & Times of 
Charles Masefield by Graham Bebbington, 2014.  The 
fascinating story of one of Staffordshire’s most celebrated 
poets, a man of letters as well as a man of great courage on 
the battlefield in WW1. £9.95; Scrambling to Glory by William 
Cooke, 2016. The story of the Battle of Britain told through 
both the profiling of some of the central region’s heroic fighter 
pilots & a series of compelling letters detailing the conflict. 
£9.99; Theatres of War by William Cooke, 2015. The tales of 
three significant events in the history of the Midlands: Buffalo 
Bill’s visit to Stoke-on-Trent; the Minnie Pit explosion of 1918; 
& the ‘Lidice Shall Live’ campaign in Stoke-on-Trent, which set 
wheels in motion to confirm Nazi brutality. £11.99. 

 
* * * 

 
MEMBERSHIP NEWS 

 
Since March 2015 we have acquired the following new 
members: Martin & Sue Barlow of Newcastle-under-Lyme, 
Patricia Barlow of Tittensor, Staffs, John Brereton of 
Newcastle-under-Lyme, Vivien Cowley of Littlehampton, West 
Sussex, Susan Dean of Newcastle-under-Lyme, Tim Edwards 
of Macclesfield, Pete Gubbins of Alsager, Cheshire, 
Christopher Hall of Hemel Hempstead, Libby Hall of London, 
Philip Leason, MBE, & Edith Leason of Stone, Staffs, Philip 



Leese of Kidsgrove, Staffs, Brian & Christine Offen of 
Godolphin, Cornwall, Anne Stringer of Stone, Staffs, Philip & 
Kathleen Walton of Congleton & David Young of Aisthorpe, 
Lincs. We welcome them warmly. 

 
* * * 

LOOKING AHEAD... 
 
Saturday, 4 June 2016, 0900-1830: Thirteenth Annual AB 
Conference. Arnold Bennett's Friends & Acquaintances. North 
Staffs Conference Centre, Hartshill, Stoke-on-Trent. Co-
ordinator Les Powner. Programme: Catherine Burgass, ‘AB & 
the Meaning of Friendship’; Alan Pedley, ‘Eden Phillpotts, AB’s 
Friend & Early Role Model’; Paul Jordan, ‘The French Years – 
AB & Henry Davray’; Katey Goodwin, ‘Yours ever, E.A.B.: AB & 
Friends seen through the Collection at the Potteries Museum 
& Art Gallery’; Martin Laux, ‘AB’s Relationship with Pauline 
Smith’; Nicholas Redman, ‘AB & Harriet Cohen’; Launch of the 
new Churnet Valley Edition of Clayhanger; Lunch; John 
Shapcott, ‘Frank Swinnerton & AB: Parallel Lives’; Chitose 
Ikawa, ‘ “And he Wanted my Advice”: AB & TS Eliot’; Mark 
Egerton, ‘The Best Friend of HG Wells & the Man who Needed 
to be Loved: AB & Sir Hugh Walpole’; Fiona Tomkinson, ‘Iris 
Murdoch’s Bennett, or Edwin Clayhanger & Giordano Bruno’; 
George Simmers, to be announced; Ray Johnson; Dinner. (full 
programme/ application form has been sent online or by post) 
Thursday to Saturday, 9-11 June 2016: 3rd Hot Air Stoke-
on-Trent Literary Festival at the Emma Bridgewater Factory. 
Contributors include Nick Hornby, Edmund de Waal, Mary 
Beard, Kirstie Allsopp, Meg Rosoff, Tristram Hunt, Emma 
Bridgewater, Cressida Cowell, Juliet Nicolson, Sarah Raven, 
Graeme Fowler, Simon Jenkins, Great British Pottery Throw 
Down Finale. 
Saturday, 22 October 2016, 1400: AGM at the Swan Bank 
Methodist Sunday School, Burslem. 
Saturday, 27 May 2017, 7 for 7.30 p.m.: The Society’s 
Annual Dinner, Jubilee Hall, Stoke. 

 
* * * 


