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MEETINGS
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SOCIETY

30 September 1995:
The Annual General
Meeting will
be
held
at 11:00 am, at St Silas's,
St Silas's
Place,
Kentish
Town (nearest Underground
station is Chalk Farm;
St Silas's
Place runs
off to the north
from Prince
of
Wales Road).
After lunch, Gillian
Lunn will lead a short
old
walk to Belsize
Park, the site of Charles Williams IS
home.
We
shall meet
again at 2:30 pm, when the Revd
Canon
Eric
James will
speak on "Another's
Glory:
A
Personal Testimony to the Influence of Charles Williams".
This will be followed by discussion,
and there will be a
special celebration
of Evensong in St Silas's Church
at
5:00 pm.
10 February 1996:
Ruth
Spalding will
present a reading
of Charles
Williams's
unpublished
play,
FRONTIERS
OF
HELL,
in the Church Room
of St Matthew's Church,
St
Petersburgh
Place,
Bayswater
(nearest
Underground
stations
Queenswayand
Bayswater).
Because this is a
full-length play,
the presentation will
begin at
11:00
am, with an interval for lunch.
8 June 1996:
speak
on
"Charles
Grevel
Lindop
will
Williams
and the Poetic
Mind" in St Matthew's
Church
Room, at 2:30 pm.
9 November 1996:
John
Hibbs will
give
a presentation
entitled
"The
Schizogenic
Moment
in
'Troilus
and
Cressida': 'This is and is not Cressid'" in St Matthew's
Church Room.
SUBSCRIPTIONS
your current subscription.
Please pay promptly.
No
Afurther
cross in
this box means
that sent
we have
Newsletters
will be
to not
thosereceived
whose
subscriptions remain unpaid.
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THE EDITOR WRITES
Many apologies for the late appearance of this Summer
Newsletter, which is due largely to misadventures with my
computer.
A report on the June Charles Williams Workshop at St
Albans will appear in the next issue.
Thanks are due to Brenda Boughton, for providing the
photographs of the events of 13 May.
ANNUAL GENERAL MEETING: 30 SEPTEMBER 1995
The Society's celebration of the fiftieth anniversary of
Charles Williams's death will continue on 30 September,
when the AGM will be followed by a visit to the site of
CW's old home in Belsize Park, a talk by Canon Eric
James, and a special celebration of Evensong at St
Silas's.
You are advised to bring a packed lunch, as the
locale offers little scope for eating out.
NEW MEMBERS
A warm welcome is extended to:
Rev. Lada Hardwick, 708 Second Avenue, Marlington, West
Virginia 24954-1113, USA.
Mrs Shirley Toulson, 119 Lydalls Road, Didcot, Oxon.
OX11 7EA.
Dr Juliette Wood, 30 Elmthorpe Road, Wolvercote, Oxford
OX2 8AA.
CHARLES WILLIAMS: A CELEBRATION
This anthology of essays and extracts from the Society's
Newsletter, edited and introduced by Brian Horne, has now
been published: for further details, please see the
enclosed flier.
Overseas members may like to note that
Gracewing
Books
are
distributed by
the following
compan~es:
Australia: Charles Paine Pty, 8 Ferris Street, North
Parramatta, NSW 2151.
Canada: Meakin & Associates, Unit 7, 81 Auriga Drive,
Nepean, Ontario, KZE 7YS.
USA: Morehouse Publishing, PO Box 1321, Harrisburg, PA
17105.

-------- --------- -------. - ----- ---..

CHARLES WILLIAMS COMMEMORATED: 13 MAY 1995
On Saturday morning, 13 May 1995, members of the Society
and others assembled in a rather crowded Frederic' Hood
Room in Pusey House, Oxford, for the beginning of the
day's events.
Eileen Mable, as Chairman, opened the
meeting at 11:00 by welcoming those present. She outlined the programme for the day, regretfully announcing
that the launch
of the book, CHARLES WILLIAMS:
A
CELEBRATION, planned for the evening, had had to be
postponed. She conveyed greetings from Dr Thomas Howard
in the USA, and also from Elisabeth Bell, Elisabeth
Brewer, James Brabazon, and George Sayer.
From the
floor, Gillian Lunn passed on a message from Thelma
Shuttleworth, thanking all those who had written to her
and apologising for not being able to answer them all.
Canon A.M. Allchin then addressed the meeting on the
subject of Charles Williams and the Arthurian Legend.
A
wide-ranging discussion ensued.
There was general agreement that the Taliessin poems did not form a complete and
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coherent sequence; but opinions differed as to the desirability of more explanatory notes from the poet.
The
point was made that, despite the verbal inaccuracies of
the translations CW used, modern scholarship confirms the
Christian content of the original Welsh poems.
Links
between Byzantium and the Celtic church were mentioned,
and - a propos of the mention of the epiclesis in
'Taliessin at
Lancelot's Mass' - John
Heath-Stubbs
observed that in A.E. Waite's THE HIDDEN CHURCH OF THE
HOLY GRAAL the Wasteland is associated with the absence
of the epiclesis from the Latin Mass.
Its presence at
Lancelot's Mass, then, would mark the achievement of the
Grail.
Resemblances between certain poems of George
Herbert and some early Welsh verse were noted, though in
Canon Allchin's opinion it was unlikely that Herbert knew
any Welsh.
At a little after 12:30, Martin Moynihan proposed
thanks to Canon Allchin on behalf of friends of both
Arthur and CW for an outstanding talk, and the meeting
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broke up for lunch, many of those present resorting to
the Eagle and Child.
The company reassembled at 3:00 at St Cross Church, for
a service of thanksgiving. The Order of Service for this
is reproduced in this Newsletter, as also the text of the
Bidding Prayer.
The readers were Martin Moynihan, Anne
Scott, Anne Ridler, Brian Horne and Eileen Mable.
In a brief ceremony after the service, Eileen Mable, as
Chairman of the Society, la~d a wreath on Williams's
grave, and at someone's sudden inspiration the Russian
'Contakion of the Departed'
CNo.744 in the ENGLISH
HYMNAL) was chanted impromptu.
Thereafter,
we returned to Pusey
House where an
abundance of food and drink awaited.
The day was to have
concluded with a performance of CW's 'Carol of Arnen
House', but at the last minute the planned singer was
unable to appear.
However, Brian Horne offered to take
his place, and Gillian Lunn to act as accompanist. After
a vote of well-deserved thanks to the 1995 Committee, the
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company adjourned to the Chapel, where both volunteers
acquitted themselves admira~AY, bringing a memorable day
to an equally memorable conclusion.
OXFORD POETRY READING
On 17 June, as part of Holywell Cemetery open day, a
reading of a selection of CW's poetry was given in St
Cross Church by three Society members, Anne
Scott,
issue
of
Richard Jeffery and Andrew Smith.
The relevant
the Friends of Holywell Newsletter included a brief
article about Williams by Anne Scott, together with a
small reproduction of Anne Spalding's portrait.
CHARLES WILLIAMS'S LETTERS
Joan Wallis has very generously donated her' letters
from Williams to the Marion E. Wade Center at Wheaton,
Illinois.
Williams's letters to Olive Willis have recently been
located by Dr Judith Priestman in Box 4 of E. Martin
,Browne's uncatalogued papers at the Bodleian. There are
transcriptions in the Wade Center, with the originals
noted as being in the Bodleian, but no more precise
reference given.
[Information supplied by David Dodds.}
Does anyone know the whereabouts of the fifteen or so
letters from Williams to Wilfrid and Alice Meynell quoted
by Alice Mary Hadfield in CHARLES WILLIAMS: AN EXPLORATION, pp.19-37?
They would be of material help to
Kerryl Lynne Henderson in completing her thesis.
CW IN

THE WEB

Dr John Withrington writes: 'You may be interested to
know that I am part of an e-mail network called ARTHURNET, based in America, which exchanges news and views on
Arthurian literature, mostly medieval.
Of late there
have been one or two enquiries about CW, and I have
mentioned the existence of the Society. Several people
have asked for more information, and I have described the
work of the Society, and posted details about how to
join. '

*
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BIDDING

---

PRAYER

Friends, brothers and sister§ in the Body of Christ, as
we gather to give thanks for the life and work of Charles
Williams, let us also pray to our Lord the Spirit for all
who, fifty years after his life passed into the end to
which all the hallows are an approach, still continue the
work.
Pray therefore for all who serve the Word by means of
words: for poets and novelists, teachers and critics, all
who in what they write or speak commend the ways of the
Lord to others. May the Spirit infuse their words with
His wisdom and beauty, and give His own divine commendation to their work.
Pray for all who affirm God through the images of His
creation, that those also are He; and all who affirm him
in negation of those images, that neither are those He.
May the Spirit guide all to Christ by whatever means seem
good to Him.
Pray for all who live by the death and resurrection of
Christ, who believe Him in that affirmation of all our
substitutions and exchanges, and for all who are yet to
be drawn to Him who was lifted up, that the Spirit may
teach us truly to know the fellowship of
Christ's
religion.
Pray for the power of the ideas that are God's nature,
yet not He; for liberty, truth, beauty and justice, in
ourselves and in the world; may the Spirit bring all into
the glorious pattern of their dance, till the kingdom be
corneand we lift in a living oblation.
Composer of all things, light of all the risen,
key of salvation, release from the dark prison,
hope of all unions, scope of chastities, joy
in the glory, strong honour, be with us and hear us.
(The above is the text of the Bidding Prayer used at the
Service of Thanksgiving on 13 May.
Thanks are due to
Richard Sturch for making it available to the Newsletter.)
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The following
first appeared
NEWS for 12
permission of
anniversary of

memoir of C~arles Williams by his wife
in the American journal EPISCOPAL CHURCHApril 1953, and is reprinted here, by
David Higham
Associates, to mark the
his death.

AS I REMEMBER: CHARLES WILLIAMS
by Michal Williams
My husband, the late Charles Williams, died in May, 1945,
at the age of fifty-eight. His death was untimely and he
could not stay to do all that he had purposed.
We who admire his mature poetry cry lament for those
final Arthurian poems Charles was going to write. If the
poetry of TALIESSIN THROUGH LOGRES and that of THE REGION
OF THE SUMMER STARS is to many of us a strange, exquisite
tapestry woven in colours of rich beauty, what might we
not conjecture of the loveliness and revelation of that
unborn poetry? Not today and not tomorrow shall we know.
Nor shall we know the pattern and scope of that "one more
novel" unless in that high town which is eternity our
dead are bidden to continue their work of high intention.
It was during one of the last week-ends Charles was
ever to spend at home that he spoke to me of his post-war
writing, and of his desire to get to work on the final
Arthurian poems.
Then he said, "And I shall write one more novel, which
my faithful public will not~ like, I think.
This time it
will be a straightforward one.
There will be no black
magic, no dancing figures, and no supernatural beings
wandering through its pages."
When I saw him off at Paddington Station, we somewhat
facetiously anticipated the publication and reception of
this novel.
Would even Charles' most avid readers
discern any departure from type, we asked each other.
Or, contrariwise, would his faithful public murmur that,
though they had eaten of the novel, they had not dined?
Unfortunately,
the Oxford train made its appearance at
this moment, and we had to say good-bye.
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Do you know Charles' poem 'In the Land
which he tells of our first meeting?

of Juda',

.

l.n

Where did you meet your love, young man,
Where did you meet your love?
'I met my love in a noisy room
With a carven roof above.'
What did you say to your love, young man,
With all your mother wit?
"'How hot it is}'" or "How do you do?"
And there was an end of it!'
Who was beside you then, young man,
Who was beside you then?
'Gaspar, Melchior, Balthazar,
And a crowd of shepherd-men'"
What did you say to them, young man,
Silently, through the din?
'''Princes,when ye come in to her,
I pray you, lead me in."
It seems as yesterday, the night so long ago when
Charles and
I first met,
helping at a
parochial
children's Christmas party at St. Albans.
For the first five minutes of our meeting I thought him
the most silent, withdrawn young man I had ever met. For
the next five minutes I thought him the nicest young man
I had ever met.
For the rest of the evening I thought
him the most talkative young man I had ever met, and
still the nicest.
It will always be an unsolved mystery as to how we left
that noisy room and found ourselves walking in the shadow
of the vast benignant Abbey.
Myriads of stars looked
down on us.
The pleasant Abbey meadows tilting gently
down to the river seemed to reverse their slope to gaze
at us as we passed by. And as we walked, Charles talked.
He talked of Browning.
I must all to myself have heard
his maiden lecture - given at rapid pace, yet lucid and
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arresting in spite of its length.
Whether I would or
whether I would not I heard Sp~dello's story told.
When lass meets lad and each is but twenty-one and the
lass has no silver, the lad no gold, and the career of
each is in the making, they must be abundantly thankful
to see one another occasionally from opposite sides of
the road.
Little did Charles and I see of one another
those early years. But Cherubim and Seraphim saw to it
that we sometimes met at the cross-roads.
One road led
to meadows where, in summer, the red hot poker flowers
blazed greeting, and the ripening corn waved and bowed to
us.
In springtime, the fields were faery with anemones
and along the hedges clusters of primroses and celandine
and cowslips bloomed anew.
We would take Charles' book
and boon companions along with us: Shakespeare and Wordsworth and Milton, Donne and Crashaw, St. Athanasius, or
rather, his Creed, St. Augustine and the Lady Julian of
Norwich.
Also came Swinburne and George Meredith and
Coventry Patmore, Francis Thompson and Alice Meynell.
Nor must I forget G.K. Chesterton and Hilaire Belloc.
And those are not the half of them.
Lovely those walks
and literary conversations but we had never talked of
love.
One January night I went to a lecture.
On my way home
and almost within sight of home, Charles overtook me. He
put a parcel into my hands, saying he had written a
Sonnet Sequence called THE SILVER STAIR. Its theme was
Renunciation.
Would I read it and tell him my opinion?
And he fled. I thought "0h d~ar! Is he going to enter a
monastery?" and wondered about visiting at such places.
I read THE SILVER STAIR by flickering candle-light in
my cold attic room. There were eighty-two sonnets and I
read them all.
So lovely they seemed; I read them again
and again. Comprehension dawned and I cried aloud 'Why,
I believe they are about me!' I read them again to make
quite sure.
Next day I wrote my first letter to Charles. It seemed
to please him and though THE SILVER STAIR had Renunciation for its theme our walks continued.
We still took
our literary companions with us and Love came too.
9

I read my first letter to Charles again a few days
after he died.
It was a very good letter. I burnt it
and I burnt all my letters to him in the fireplace of the
room in which I am writing.
Charles had liked them.
Their purpose was fulfilled. I watched them burn. Red
and gold the flames from them. Red and gold my love for
him.
After our marriage in 1917 we carneto live in London.
Charles was already working at the Oxford University
Press, which had its offices in the City, and I had a
teaching post in the Soho quarter.
London gave us Hampstead Heath and Ken Wood, which later on our son Michael
and I were to explore so happily.
It gave us too the
river and Westminster Abbey, and high above the City
buildings, close to where Charles worked, was St. Paul's.
"Wearing lightly then the yoke of union" there were new
experiences and new adventures. Charles took me to call
on Alice and Wilfrid Meynell, to whose kindness he owed
the publication of his first book, THE SILVER STAIR.
Alice Meynell could only be likened to the Dark Lady of
the Sonnets, and she had a lovely, caressing voice. My
memory of her has never dimmed.
We lived in a modest flat at the top of an old Victorian house. All our flats have been modest and starkly
inconvenient, and usually there were many ill-lit stairs
to be climbed to reach us. They did not deter visitors.
Once, Eric Gill carneto dinner and stayed till 2:00 A.M.
We talked of life after death.
Contrary to what you
might think, it was an extremely happy talk.
The fleeting years saw Charles' work gather greater
momentum and attract attention, and people began to
discover the manner of man he was.
There were many
demands on his time and many engagements to take him from
horne, including lectures he gave so brilliantly.
His
creative work was thought out in oddments of his time and
he moulded it in the evenings and late into the night.
He had a habit of waking me at any hour of any night when
he was writing a book. I would wake from sleep to hear
him saying "What about a cup of tea, darling, then I
should like to read you what I~have written [cont. p.lS.
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CHARLES WILLIAMS
Born 20 September 1886
Died 15 May 1945

SERVICE OF THANKSGIVING
St Cross Church, Oxford
13 May 1995
WELCOME
Richard Sturch
HY1v1N

LOVE Divine, all loves excelling,
Joy of heaven, to earth come dO\\l1,
Fix in us thy humble dwelling,
All thy faithful mercies crOWD.
Jesu, thou art all compassio~
Pure unbounded love thou art;
Visit us with thy salvation,
Enter every trembling heart.

Come, almighty to deliver,
Let us all thy life receive;
Suddenly return, and never,
Never more thy temples leave.
Thee we would be always blessing,
Serve thee as thy hosts above,
Pray, and praise thee, without ceasing,
Glory in thy perfect love.

Finish then thy new creation,
Pure and spotless let us be;
Let us see thy great salvation,
Perfectly restored in thee,
Changed from glory into glory,
Till in heaven we take our place,
Till we cast our crowns before thee,
Lost in wonder, love, and praise!
Blaenwern
William Rowlands (1860-1937)

Charles Wesley (l707-8~

BIDDING PRAYER

-----

----

- - ---

-- -----

--

-

COLLECTS
o God, who has illumined the world by the writings of thy ser\'ant Charles: grant that

we receiving the truth that he taught, may be conformed to the mind of Him whom he
adored, even Jesus Christ our Lord. Amen.
Almighty and most merciful God, who by the glorious Incarnation and Atonement of
Christ Jesus hast made men capable of eternal life: Increase among us the knowledge
of the exchanges of thy love, and from the common agony of our lives redeem us to
the universal joy of thy only City: through the fructiferous mediation of the same Jesus
Christ our Lord and Saviour. Amen.
G<><L
who by the teaching of holy doctors has called us in all images and patterns to
the unimaginable peace of goodwill: Grant that we may so study felicity with our
minds that we may attain it in our lives: Who in the Triune Mystery art the perfect
and only Godhead. Amen.

READING
I Corinthians 12vv 12-26
PSALM 16
Preserve me, 0 God: for in thee have I put my trust.
my soul, thou hast said unto the Lord:
Thou art my G<><L
my goods are nothing unto thee.
All my delight is upon the saints, that are in the earth: and upon such as excel in
virtue.

o

But they that run after another god: shall have great trouble.
Their drink-<>fferings of blood will I not offer:
neither make mention of their names within my lips.
The Lord himself is the portion of mine inheritance, and of my cup:
thou shalt maintain my lot.
The lot is fallen unto me in a fair ground: yea, I have a goodly heritage.
I will thank the Lord for giving me warning:
my reins also chasten me in the night-season.
I have set God always before me: for he is on my right hand, therefore I shall not fall.
Wherefore my heart was glad, and my glory rejoiced; my flesh also shall rest in hope.
For why? thou shalt not leave my soul in hell:
neither shalt thou suffer thy Holy One to see corruption.
Thou shalt shew me the path of life; in thy presence is the fulness of joy:
and at thy right hand there is pleasure for evermore.
Glory be to the Father, and to the Son: and to the Holy Ghost;
As it was in the beginning, is now, and ever shall be: world without end. Amen.
11..
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READINGS

The Calling of T aliessin
Percivale at Carbonek

HYMN

o WHAT their joy and their

glory must be,
Those endless sabbaths the blessed ones see!
Crown for the valiant, to weary ones rest;
God shall be all, and in all ever blest.

There, where no troubles distraction can brin
We the sweet anthems of Sion shall sing,
While for thy grace, Lord, their voices of prai
Thy blessed people eternally raise.

What are the Monarch, his court, and his throne?
What are the peace and the joy that they 0\\11?
o that the blest ones, who in it have share,
All that they feel could as fully declare.

There da\\1lS no sabbath, no sabbath is o'er,
Those sabbath-keepers have one evennore;
One and unending is that triumph-song
Which to the angels and us shall belong.

Truly Jerusalem name we that shore,
'Vision of peace,' that brings joy evennore!
Wish and fulfilment can severed be ne'er,
Nor the thing prayed for come short of the prayer.

Now in the meanwhile, with hearts raised on
We for that country must yearn and must sig
Seeking Jerusalem, dear native land,
l11rough our long exile on Babylon's strand.

Low before him with our praises we fall,
Of whom, and in whom, and through whom are all:
Of whom, the Father; and in whom, the Son;
Through whom, the Spirit, \\;th them ever One.

o

quanta qualia
La Feillee •.Hethode 1808

Peter Abelard (1079-1142)
translated byJ AI Neale (1818-66

READINGS

After Ronsard
From 'He Came Down from Heaven'
Taliessin at Lancelot's Mass
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HTh1N
JERUSALEM the golden,
With milk and honey blest,
Beneath thy contemplation
Sink heart and voice opprest.
I know not, 0 I know not,
What social joys are there,
What radiancy of glory,
What light beyond compare.

There is the throne of David,
And there, from care released,
The song of them that triwnph,
The shout of them that feast;
And they who, with their Leader,
Have conquered in the fight,
For ever and for ever
Are clad in robes ofwrute.

They stand, those halls of Sion,
Conjubilant \\ith song,
And bright with many an angel,
And all the mart}T throng~
The Prince is ever in them,
The daylight is serene,
The pastures of the blessed
Are decked in glorious sheen.

o sweet and blessed

COWltrv,
Shall I ever see thy face?
o sweet and blessed COWltry,
Shall I ever \\in thy grace?
Exult, 0 dust and ashes!
The Lord shall be thy part:
His only, his for ever,
Thou shalt be, and thou art!

Ewing
(A EWing /853)

Sl Bernard of Cluny C12
Tr J.M. Neale (1818-66)

THE LORD'S PRA YER

COLLECTS
May the Sacred and Incarnate Intelligence excite in us the graces of belief and
disbelief, of labour and humility, of clarity and devotio~ of faith, hope and love: to
whom be ascribed, as is most justly due, in the unity of the Father and the Holy Ghost,
all might, majesty, dominion, glory and power, now and to the end of all
dispensations. Amen.

o Lord,

who has taught us that all our doings without charity are nothing worth; Send
thy Holy Ghost, and pour into our hearts that most excellent gift of charity, the very
bond of peace and of all virtues, without which whosoever liveth is counted dead
before thee: Grant this for thine only Son Jesus Christ's sake. Amen.

THE BLESSING

READING

The Company of the Co-Inherence
t't'

this evenLng."
When he wrote the play THOMAS CRANMER OF CANTERBURY for
the Canterbury Festival of 1936, I was awakened at midnight to go to the death-bed of Henry VIII. Round about
midnight too, I was called from my bed to hear of Damaris
Tighe's adventure with the pterodactyl in THE PLACE OF
THE LION. I am not brave when I hear a mouse, whether by
night or day, and to hear about the pterodactyl at such
an hour was indeed alarming.
Moreover, our flat had a
sky-light that could have been purposely designed to
admit such a creature. When Charles was writing his life
of Sir Francis Bacon I was aroused at 1:00 A.M. to hear
the details of the great man's passing.
I heard the last two chapters of THE GREATER TRUMPS at
3:00 A.M.
I loved those nocturnal readings and the
ritual that went with them.
Making tea and cutting
wafer-like sandwiches to refresh my tired husband.
Then
the reading and discussion, and of course more teamaking. I spent considerable time in making tea.
Charles read extremely well. He could also chant, not
so extremely
well, long, swinging poems, like G.K.
Chesterton's BALLAD OF THE WHITE HORSE.
He would chant
as the urge took him, in restaurant or taxi or along the
Queen's most populated
highway.
Not for my
meek
passivity on these occasions did Charles re-name me
Michal, after Saul's daughter.
Charles and I were not together very much during the
years of war.
We met when and where we could and wrote
daily to each other in between.
He was longing intensely to come home again.
Death
came to him when he was almost on the threshold. When he
died grief for him went very deep. I think people loved
him not only because he was ineffable and endearing, but
also because he was all things to all men, in the sense
that all who had to do with him found him adequate.
Charles died at Oxford, the city that loved him and
took him to its heart and honoured him.
I like to think
that he rests there.
Darker to me seemed the shadow of the great··Abbey.
There were no stars. The meadows averted their gaze as I

walked by them alone.
As I came to the great cedar tree
its branches seemed as arms outstretched to comfort.
I did not go to the cross-roads.
(c) Michael Williams 1953
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Following the Annual General Meeting, Canon A.M. Allchin
spoke on 'Charles Williams and the Arthurian Legend'. We
are very pleased to be able to reprint his talk in the
Newsletter.
A first
instalment appears below; the
remainder will follow in the next issue.

I
The title of this lecture is 'Charles Williams and the
Arthurian legend'.
The subject is a very large one and I
am conscious that to do justice to it as a whole one
would need a much deeper knowledge, both of the work of
Charles Williams and of the growth of the Arthurian
legend, than I can command.
My intention is to confine
myself to one particular aspect of the story and to see
how it is reflected in Charles Williams' treatment of it.
I shall look at the legend in relation to the historical
roots from which it has grown .. That it has at least some
historical component, however slight, I shall assume
throughout, though even that of course would be questioned by some of the experts.(l)
I shall speak, as
Charles Williams himself does, both of the legend and of
the myth of Arthur, using the two terms interchangeably
and I shall also discuss something of the figure of
Taliesin, the poet, for whom Charles Williams makes so
large a part in the story, but I shall have to leave
aside almost everything which concerns the Holy Grail
even though that was for Charles even more important.
It is of course a permanent sorrow that we do not have
the whole of Charles' projected book THE FIGURE OF
ARTHUR. At least we have the chapters which are printed
in ARTHURIAN TORSO, and in his preparatory note, also
printed in that book, he outlines the purpose and scope
of the projected work as a whole.
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"This book is a consideration of the Tale of King
Arthur in English literature.
It does not pretend to
investigate or indeed to record the original sources,
Celtic tales or the French romances, except insofar (my
emphasis) as some mention of them is necessary to the
main theme. That theme is the corningof two myths; the
myth of Arthur and the myth of the Grail; of their union;
and of the development of that union, not only in narrative complexity, but in intellectual significance."(2)
Let me at the beginning s~y why I believe that the
subject of the historical component of this whole story
is important. There is, it seems to me, a great difference between a set of stories, a myth, created by the
imagination of a single person, and a set of stories, a
myth, created over the course of centuries by a great
variety of people and having as its origin at least some
historical events, however difficult they may be to
specify. The contrast is very clear between, let us say,
the whole network of stories created by Tolkien, one of
the most powerfully imagined myths of our time which has
resonated in the hearts and minds of millions of people
on the one side, and on the other side the complex of
Arthurian stories which has developed over the centuries
and continues to develop. One of the things which gives
the Arthurian stories their abiding and, it seems, almost
universal power and vitality, is that there lies at their
heart a figure of history.
They are rooted in time and
space. There is a small piece of historical grit around
which the mythological pearl can form itself.
Indeed there is more to it than that.
For Charles
Williams, as for Tolkien and C.S. Lewis, the great myths
of human history were not simply fabulous stories, creations of human ingenuity.
They were essentially truth
telling.
At the heart of them all there lies the story
of Bethlehem and Calvary and the empty tomb.
There the
myths have been fulfilled in becoming history. There one
can see how the very nature of this world and of God's
relation to it, involves a sacramental incarnational
method of action, in which eternal and infinite things
make themselves known and become embodied in actual
\7

historical persons and events.
The Word is made flesh
and dwells among us.
Now it is quite clear that for Charles Williams this
interplay of history and myth, of event and interpretation, of time and eternity, was a constant source of
amazement and reflection.
One of his most valuable
books, THE DESCENT OF THE DOVE, is a history of the
Church in which the developments within time are always
seen in relation to what lies beyond time.
The very
first sentence of the book declares "the beginning of
Christendom is strictly at a moment out of time."(3) One
might say that Charles' whole purpose in bringing the
story of the Grail more directly into contact with the
story of Arthur was to show the way in which the world of
time and space is constantly in interaction with the
world beyond time and space.
As the young Taliesin
travels south on the way to Byzantium, he leaves Logres
on his left and Broceliande on his right, the great
forest which marches on the remoter heavenly regions of
Sarras, and leads us further still towards the land of
the Trinity.
This sense that the story of Arthur introduces us to a
frontier land between earth and heaven, between time and
eternity, is also strong in another writer, a slightly
younger contemporary of Charles Williams whose treatment
of the Arthurian story, though very different from his,
has certain basic features in common with it. At the end
of his long essay entitled "The Myth of Arthur", written
interestingly in 1941-2, the very years when the material
was so vividly alive in Charles Williams' mind, David
Jones writes, "It so happens that I write this concluding
sentence on the day when David (Dewi Sant) is commemorated in our churches.
There is a tentative, and I
suppose an invented, traditional association between him
and the subject of this essay ...
Arthur the Comes the
man who led the loricated hosts in the defence of the
island, the fabulous Lord of the world, gives place in
our minds, at least for today, to the confessor within
his wattles at Mynyw ... Training his shock troops in the
techniques of an offensive which had for its objective a
i ~
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true lebensraum, the limes and boundaries of which march
with and impinge upon mundane lands, but which has
extending frontiers the other side of time."(4)
The
monks of St David's under the guidance of their abbot,
take up a different warfare from the warriors of Arthur,
an inner conflict which yet leads them out onto the
boundaries of a world where time and eternity are in
constant interaction.
David Jones, unlike Charles, was of course passionately
interested in the Welsh origi~s of the Arthurian story,
and he had, through his friendship with Saunders Lewis, a
great Welsh poet and scholar to whom we shall come back,
direct access to the world of Welsh language scholarship
and research.
His attitude towards Charles Williams'
interpretation and exposition of the story was mixed.
The review article on ARTHURIAN TORSO which he wrote in
1948 for THE TABLET contains both commendation and criticism.
I had remembered it as being primarily critical,
but when I came to re-read it in preparing this talk I
found myself having second thoughts.
It is true that a
large part of the article is taken up by David Jones
distancing himself, tentatively and gently, from some of
the positions taken up by Charles and from rather more of
those taken by C.S. Lewis.
But these criticisms have to
be seen in relation to emphatic statements of approval of
the general way of approach -which Charles has taken in
his Arthurian poems.
At the beginning David Jones
encourages the general reader to acquire the book.
It
elucidates the main outline of the story in many ways,
and that is no small thing. "I would like to remind the
reader that the wills-o'-the-wisp are many and are both
scholarly and otherwise, that light deceptive lights over
these marshes, which are also marches, the march-lands of
matter and spirit, time and not-time.
All of which means
that any writer on this theme needs a good sense of
discernment, in a number of matters." Charles Williams
evidently has passed this test!
When he came to C.S. Lewis' contrast of Charles with
Tennyson, "All through Tennyson's idylls, the Arthurian
story is pulling against nearly everything that Tennyson
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wants to say.
There is no such tension in Williams'
Arthuriad," David Jones dissents from the absoluteness of
Lewis' judgement.
He wonders whether the psychological
interests of Charles Williams will not perhaps be seen
in the future as a typical twentieth century glossing of
the material; but he goes on "one certainly feels that
the tension is less in the case of Williams, in actual
fact a great deal less - a very great deal less."(6)
So, at the end of his article David Jones writes, "In
conclusion, I should like to offer homage to this Christian poet, who died in the middle of his creative work, to
our loss, who loved 'the matter of Britain', and in whose
heart and head there lived again the immemorial figure
whose
supposed epitaph
ran •... quondam rex, rexque
futurus'; and of whom in the Black Book of Carmarthen ...
we read words which might be freely paraphrased
'The
thought that Arthur has a grave is itself temerarious. '"

(7)
It is a remarkable tribute from one poet to another,
both of them men who were convinced that the future of
this island in which we live is inseparably linked with
the recovery of the twofold myth which has at its origins
the myth of Arthur and the myth of the Grail. For both
the earliest deposits spoke urgently to contemporary
needs and required of us a new understanding of what it
is that makes the nature of Britain, a whole of which
England is only a part, even if the largest part.
I
should like if I might, in parenthesis here, to make a
plea for the study of these two prophetic
writers
together. To compare their insights would, I believe, be
enriching and illuminating.
I give one example. In THE
IMAGE OF THE CITY, Anne Ridler comments on Charles
Williams' great poem 'The Prayers of the Pope', "It is a
most difficult poem to grasp, because it has to express
in the
sequential form of poetry, happenings which
require to be held simultaneously in the mind.
It is the
same difficulty that we are in when we use the words
repetition or recalling for the action of the priest in
the breaking of the bread ..."(8)
Howaccurately
these
words point us to precisely the same difficulty to be
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found
in that
other
great theological
poem
THE
ANATHEMATA.
Charles Williams and David Jones in their
highly different ways, were struggling with very similar
problems in their attempt to express the riches of
eternity in the narrowness of time, and precisely the
narrowness of a time like ours whose secularity is distinctly unwelcoming to some of the insights of eternity.
If, returning to David's review of ARTHURIAN TORSO, we
ask why it is that writers in the mid twentieth century
and also perhaps
writers and readers in the
late
twentieth century, should be so much better placed to
understand
and enter into the Arthurian story than
Tennyson was, David Jones will reply first that there has
been a great deal of research into, and evaluation of,
the early middle ages since Tennyson's time.
But there
is more than that, there are "the convulsions and stress
which have characterised fairly continuously the lives of
all of us living today.-" All this "has contributed to
put the odds on Williams as against Tennyson as far as an
understanding of the material is concerned.
It puts the
odds on everyone
of us as well, and brings with it a
corresponding responsibility, for we cannot plead that
the conditions are unfavourable to our understanding; we
have been forced to live history as Tennyson's generation
was not, and that, plus the possibilities of a greater
sense of the past just referred to, should count."(9)
The conditions David Jones alludes to surely still
apply today, half a century later.
We too have been
forced to live history in very ~ncomfortable and disturbing ways.
The ancient Matter of Britain, as we receive
it in the Arthurian story, speaks to our situation still
now. For it is in the end a story which tells us of the
limitation, the loss, the tragedy of the best human
endeavour. Whatever we make of the historical evidence,
it seems at least probable that at the beginning of the
sixth century, around the year 500, some eighty or so
years after the beginning of the Saxon invasions, the
British chieftains and kings managed to rally their
forces and resist the enemy for at least a generation or
so, under the guidance of a man not himself a king, but

,
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rather a military commander, who fought many battles, and
in many of them was victorious, but in the end himself
was slain at the battle of Camlann.
It is a story or
rather a series of stories which cornefrom the hidden,
underside of the history of this island, the history of a
forgotten people, whose existence for fourteen hundred
years we English have managed to ignore, a people who,
despite all the vicissitudes of their history, still
today obstinately proclaim "we are still here", Yrna0
hyd.
In the middle ages and till today that story has
grown and transformed itself, but always at its centre is
the figure of this man who knows both victory and defeat,
who inspires both loyalty and devotion, and yet discovers
treachery and betrayal.
[To be concluded in our next}
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A.O.H. Jarman, Brynley F. Roberts (Cardiff 1991), a
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Charles-Edwards concludes
his article on "The Arthur of History", "At this stage of
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COMPETITION
One of the minor amusements of life at the Oxford
University Press was the joint composition of sonnets,
with Williams supplying the rhyme-scheme.
You are
invited to compose a sonnet using the following rhymes
(from an - I think - unpublished sonnet by OW) in the
following order: praise, saints, faints, days, ways,
taints, restraints, displays, acts, earth, breath, facts,
birth, death. A copy of THE IMAGE OF THE CITY, edited by
Anne Ridler, will be awarded to the author of the best
sonnet submitted before 10 November 1995.
There were
no entries
for the last
competition
(described by one correspondent as 'too hair-raising to
take seriously'), and so the copy of CHARLES WILLIAMS:
ESSENTIAL WRITINGS IN SPIRITUALITY AND THEOLOGY, edited
by Charles Hefling, will be added to the prize for this
issue's competition.
AFTERTHOUGHT: A BRIEF KEY TO THE PHOTOGRAPHS
Page 2: Holywell Cemetery. The short white stone to the
left and the tall white stone centre right mark the foot
and the head of Williams's grave, respectively.
Richard
Wallis advances at the extreme left; Anne Ridler stands,
sunlit, on the right; Canon Allchin stands at the centre.
Page 3: Pusey House, after the service.
Standing in
the background: extreme left, Lepel Kornicka; extreme
right, Eileen Mable.
Centre foreground: John HeathStubbs (back turned) in conversation with George Every.
Page 4: Pusey House Chapel: Gillian Lunn and Brian
Horne preparing for the 'Carol of Amen House'.
The
Editor's hand lurks in the foreground.
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READING GROUP DETAILS:
LONDON
Sunday, 5 November 1995:
We will continue the reading of
THE PLACE OF THE LION, reading the last four chapters
from Chapter XIII. We will meet at St Matthew's Church
Vestry, 27 St Petersburgh Place, London W2 (nearest
Underground stations Queensway and Bayswater) at 1 pm.
OXFORD
Our somewhat circuitous reading at large in THE IMAGE OF
THE CITY has now brought us to Section II, on the
Incarnation. For more information, please contact either
Anne Scott (Oxford 53897) or Brenda Boughton (Oxford
515589).
CAMBRIDGE
For information,
Pinch, 5 Oxford
311465).

please contact Geraldine and Richard
(Cambridge
Road, Cambridge CB4 3PH

DALLAS CATHEDRAL
For details, please contact Canon Roma
Creek Drive, Dallas, Texas 75228, USA.
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