
































The address spoken by Professor R. George Thomas on the occasion of
the unveiling of a plague on 'The Red House' by Myfanwy Thomas -
30th August, 1985,

Edward Thomas was a marathon walker, whether alone or with a
chosen companion. Most ¢f his friends agreed that he had earned
the nickname 'Walking Tom' which Herbert Farjeon and Clifford Bax
bestowed on him in September 1913, But today, here at Wick Green
- naar Froxfield and above Steep and Berryfield Cottage - we must
racall the other, fruitful, stay-at-home side of his complex nature.

From October 1900, Edward and Helen lived in five houses before
they moved to Berryfield Cottage in October 1906. From then, until
they moved to High Beech in Essex in October 1916 - not long befors
his final preparations for service in France - Edward ceaselessly
explored the Hampshire countryside within the lozenge bounded by
Alten, Selborne, Liphook, Petersfield, South Harting, Butser Hill,
Froxfield Green and Bramdean. Inevitably this particular stretch
of the South Country - in which he felt so much at home - provided
the backcloth for nearly half his poems. Close to where we stand
today, in the Bee-house study - redolent of honey and the hum of
bees, according to Ernest Rhys - most of his poems were recorded in
thelr finished form, Here we are close to this poet's special
place.

I recall the joy with which I leafed through his 80 notebooks,
preserved in the New York Public Library, and discovered that nearly
fifteen of them were scribbled down in the Bee-house study between
1910 and 1914. Somet imes there were three or four entries for one
day, describing the movement of clouds across the vale below or re-

calling incidents and scenes encountered on his daily walks. AS
some of you know, I had long rejected the over-melancholy portrait
of him. Irritation may have produced a pearl - at least

G. K. Chesterton thought so in his poem about Don John of Austria -
but no fundamentally malcontent nature could have produced the poem
*Baauty', which - there in New York in September 1976 - I could see
quite clearly had summed up these numerous prose records of peace
and joy experienced in and around Steep:

"This heart, some fraction of me, happily
Floats through the window even now to a tree
Down in the misting, dim-1lit, guiet wvale,

Mot like a peawit that returns to wail

For something it has lost, but like a dove

That slants unswerving to its home and love.
There 1 find my rest, and through the dusk air
Flies what yet lives in me. Beauty is there."

The notebooks and the poem confirm a letter sent in July 1911
to his brother-in-law Hugh - "I find the same magic hereabouts as
ever - which compels me simply to work. Therefore I am working."
For 'magic' - child-like wonder, mysterious influences, moments of
heightened sensitivity suddenly encountered - these were concepts he
would willingly embrace and continue to find the best words for:

"Upeon the vast and silent night, the soul Ls poured out often,
as now.... and the body stands empty, waiting for its return,
and, poor thing, knows not what it received back into itself.
For we stand ever at the edge of Eternity and fall in many
times before we dle.”
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