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In one of the BBC's panel games the subject under
discussion was ancestry. After several members
had spoken of their forbears, Tony Hancock burst
out with 'I can trace my ancestry right back to
Rupert Hancock.:' 'Who's he?' chipped in someone..
'My father.'

Well nowadays we care so little about our proven-
ance that few can do more than recount some
childhood memories of their grandparents and

beyond that they cannot go. Nor could we if it

had not been for the researches of Hardwick Drummond
Rawnsley's schoolmaster brother, Willingham, in
constructing a family tree which disclosed our
relationship to Sir John Franklin, their great-
uncle, sometir 3 Governor of Tasmania, the pioneer

Arctic explorer and discoverer of the Northwest . -
passage, and to Alfred Tennyson, the poet.

The Rawnsleys are said by him originally to have
come from Denmark - Vikings - and perhaps that
might account in some measure for the restless and
marauding spirit of Hardwicke. Though his raids
and forays were of a different kind - against
everything that he regarded &s an abomination.

For example, contaminated milk and the resulting
prevalence of T.B., intexmperance, closure of
footpaths,, and enclosure of the lakeshores,
unnecessary railways and coach roads through
Lokeland and anything else that might spoil its
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beauty, destroy its peace or interfere with
people's enjoyment of them. Pornographic 1lit-
erature, vulgar postcards and peepshows, violent
films, vivisection, the shooting and trapping

of birds for their plumage and so on, the list

is endless. And such was his determination,
advocacy, fesoarcefulness and personal charm that
sooner or later his efforts were nearly always

crowned with uccess.

A (_
Yhen the ancient Portinscale Bridge was threatened
with demolition, for example, Hardwicke organised
the opposition which finally, after a 6-year
campaign, won the battle for its preservation
giving rise to the patody of Macaulays lay

" which circulated widely in Lakeland at the time:--

'With weeping and with laughter

'Still is the story told

'How Hardy Rawnsley kept the bridge

'In the brave days of old'.
But it was not only the fighting spirit of his
Danish ancest rs that motivated Hardwicke. He

devoted his boundless energy to every manner of

constructive project too - anything which he

believed could help to render people's lives more

useful, healthy and happy.




ooks snd articles, chiefly about the Lakes and
hié observations on every aspect of life, human,
onimal, bird and flower which fell within the
orbit of those acute blue eyes, poured from his
pen and Punch on a number of occasions took the
mickey out of him in a friendly way. 'Today' it
said, 'is the thirtieth anniversary of the day on
which Canon'Rawnsley wrote his_first sonnet; he

has since written 30,000.'

He had a feliéity to turn out impromptu verse.
Here is an example on the occasion of a confer-
ence of arch-deacons and rural deans at Rose
Castle. The butler explained that owing to
shortage of accommodation, he would have to share
his bedroom with another canon. Later he was -
introduced t> his room-mate to whom he said 'I'm
very sorry but I snore'. 'So.do I' replied the
other and presently sneaked off to bed so that

he was already in a deep slumber by the time

Hardwicke car~= up.

Since his trumpettings would not yield to Hardwicke
entreaties h~ eventusily picked up his bedding
and went off in search of a sofa and eventually

settled himself in a wicker chaise longue in the
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conservatory. At breakfast the bishop rapped
the table and said 'Canon Rawnsley will now read
« sonnet on his nocturnal experiencesf And tlls:
was it:-

'A played at:onec the big trombone
He trumpeted at four,
mi11 awnsley said 'I'll take my bed
And seek the open door
That I may find some peace of mind
Where canons do not roar

He took his bed upon his head

And wast down steir by stair,
Till in a room of fragrant bloom
He found a sofa-chair,

And there he lay till dawn of day
In slumber deep and fair.

Good luck befall to one and all

But this I tell to you,

That .f your bed by chance be spread
Wwith 'A' for one of two,

Experience shews your bed at Rose
May prove a bed of rue. '

W/

In 1877, the year of his ordination and appoir’
ment to the living of Wwray, and his marriage the
following, year to Edith Fletcher, his association
with the fakes began, Six years later came his.
induction t. the living of Crosthwaite where he

remained for 34 years and from where his main



sense was of course invaluable in the early

life's work was carried forward.

One of the earliest enterprises which commanded
both Hardwicke's and Edith's energy and thought
was the Kesw*® 'k School of Industrial Art which
they founded and which, as you must know, still
flourishes. Its objects were to provide leisure
activity for both the unemployed and working men
and youths to give them training in useful skills
which could lead to remunerative work. Edith was
an accomplished watercolourist and is recorded

in the reference books as having exhibited sev-

eral times rt the Royal Academy. Her artistic {

running of the School. ﬂ’But Hardwicke's inter-

ests were not confined to his parishioners or
even to the immediate locality. As time went on
they broadened until he had a hand in promoting,

guiding and organising a growing host of worbhwhileg

_projects and he became at length, as some called

him, the 'uncrowned King of the Lakes'.

To Mayday festivities and the rush bearing at
Grasmere, the Keswick and District Footpaths
Association, the Cumberland Nature Club, the

building and running of a co-educational grammar




school at Keswick, he added the Secondary Schools
Association. His wo;k began to extend on to a

national canvas

The catalogue of wdrthwhile projects into which
he threw his thought and boundless energy is too
long to list more than a few. And it was not
enough just‘to suggest ideas and leave 1t to
others to work them out. He would put his whole
heart and soul into promotiﬂg each scheme and

helping to set it on its feet. (

In the foreword to a book of trivia Dr. Johnson
once wrote:-

'It is the privilege of greatness not to be
afraid of diminution by the condescending
to the nocice of little things'

And so it was with Hardwicke. No detail of any
project was too trivial to command his attention -
for éxample how to use peat in bonfires so as to
avoid having fo carry all the fuel to the mountair-
tops for the celebrations of the Diamond Jubilee,
the Coronation of King Edward VII and the 1918
peace celebrations. Hardwicke was responsible.
for the organisation of all these and at the

Jubilee for example a hundred and forty-eight of
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lis bonfires could be coupted from the top of

Skiddaw.

One of the greatest influences in his life was
his<§§§£§£§§§3:ﬁdward Thring, headmaster for
10 years from 1862 while Hardwicke was at
Uppingham and a man whom he greatly loved and
admired. Thring encouraged him to take the
keenest interest in every aspect of nature and
later, while still an undergraduate, Hardwicke
wrote in his journal:-

'"If ever it were my lot to teach children
or to J1anage @ .- school, I would interest
(the students) in the things of nature
daily seen around them'

He had not been long active in the field of ed-

ucation befbre offering a challenge shield to
the local school for the best essay on obser-

vations of birds, flowers and trees.
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His interest too in people was unfailing. He
knew every o4y who.was anybody and hosts of

nobodies besides, whom he at once made to feel tha{
they were somebodies. No one stood upon their |

dignity with Hardwicke. He never stood on hi..

He took people as he found them, at their own

valuation. He had the common touch and set to




work at once to build a sympathetic relationship

with everyone ne met. He was as much at home

with kings (Chaplain to King George V) as commoners,:""*“’

A1l felt at once at thelr ease with him and shedding
the consciousness of’ their estate, would become

just themselve .

Hardwicke recognised that beneath the symbol was
a human being and tried at once to discover him.

Take the sheep off the judge's head and there was

an oréinary chap with thoughts and interests,

strengths and weaknesses, Jjust like your own.

I said Just now he knew everybody who was anybody.
It would be mure to the point to say that everybody ’
w ho was anybody knew him. e was no snob and .
only sought the acguaintance of notables in so far
as they could further some project in which he .
ardently beli. ed. But one could have been forgive%
for supposing that there was only one Canon just

as there was naly one Archbishop of Canterbury  He

was The Canon - perhaps because he fired the biggest

broadside!

My youngest brother - Derek, the founder of

Federal Union - when he came down from Oxford and
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started in business, even as 1ate as the early #iﬁ
30's, was SO often asked the inevitable question,
'Are you related to the Canon?' that when answering

the telephone he would say cheerfully, 'Rawnsley

speaking = grandson of the Canon'.

Hardwicke was & generous and prolific entertainer. l.
He had the.ability to make all his guests feel i
ijmmediately at home, both with him and with one
another, and the Rawnsleys entertained at Cros-
thwaite on a scale that would have daunted the
most experienced hostess, even though she might
be supported by a posse of servants. 'Edith,
Edith!' It is the voice of Hardwicke, wideawake

hat in hand, c¢alling from the hall. And I can

-~

hear him now, -as he would burst in as late as
noon on any 1y of the week, followed by a great
concourse of people, 1I've got 22 guests for lunch-
eon!' he would shout. Edith kept her larder hung
with smoked hams and whole gides of bacon and the
shelves were stacked from floor to ceiling with
tins and bottles and jars of every shape and

size. As iae years went by Hardwicke's friends

became legion.

One of these friends was Beatrix Potter, author

. S—
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of those enchanting children's stories known
collectively as the Peter Rabbit Books. Hardwicke

came to know the Potters in 1882 when he was Vicar

—

of Wray.

Beatrix's father firmly beliefed in the subjug-
ation of women and she had been kept, throughc 't
her childho7?, virtually a prisoner in her
nursery. From the earliest age she was thrown
upon her own resources and soon developed a talent
for drawing. Such frivolities were frowned upc
by the old tyrant and but for Hardwicke Beatrix's
genius might never have come to fruition. He

was impressed by her botanical and animal drawings
and gave her much encouragement and eventually an
introduction to Frederick Warne the publisher;.

As a result and after many viscissitudes, the Tale

of PeterRabbit was published in 1902 and the saga

of her children's stories had begun.

In Beatrix's creative period, from 1902 until

her marriage to William Heelis in 1913, she had
produced most of her books which have deligpted
children of four generationg all over the world.

Beatrix's enchanting characters will live for ever

e e
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As most of us now know, for +he 16 years of her
virtual imprisonment between the ages of 15 and
31 Beatrix kept a.journal in a cipher of her
own invention. The story of the patient and
prilliant breaking of this by Mr. Leslie Linder

ig one of the most fascinating of its kind.

Beatrix and Hardwicke had known one another
almost throughout the whole period of the journal
when she was of the ages 16 to 31 and he 31 -

46, There was much in common between them -
acute powers of observation, of nature and of
domestic and other surroundings - love of the

beauty of fe . and dale and of the plants and

animals that peopled them. Each had clearly made
the deepest ihpression upon the other which is
evident from the length of their subsequent
friendship until Hardiwicke's death in 1920 and

by their collaboration not only over the pub-

lication of her books but also over the National ||

Trust. , /

There must nave been an intellectual and spiritual

t

bond between a person who could write as
exquisitely as Beatrix does of Lakeland in her

journal and a man 1ike Hardwicke who, at 3age 54,

after a har. day's work with many meetings and

o LA ot
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the prospect of another such day on the morrow,
followed by a ’.ong rail journey, could set off
after midnight from Grasmere to see the sunrise ’ ?J?

from the top of Hellvellyn.

Both he and Peatrix had besides a lively sense
of fun and humour - Beatrix's not unlike that of
Jane Austen, quietly amused by people's foibles
and both of them enjoyed a laugh too at their

own expense guite as much as, good naturedly,

at that of others. ''Tis sad weather for the
likes o' thee and me' said an old tramp to
Beatrix in her threadbare tweeds and with an old
sack on her head as she toiled up a drove road in
the rain to c.ant her Herdwick lambs. She often j
retailed this story with glee and others like it..
As of course did Hardwicke who recounted for ex-
ample a visit to a sick old lady with a basket

of fruit soon after his arrival at Crosthwaite. ,
. She looked him up and down in his shabby old
flannels and bid him give her best thanks to the

Vicar, adding '"You'll be the gardener likely'.

Yet despite all the affinities between Hardwick
and Beatrix and the closeness of their friendship
it is an astonishing fact that, though other

friends and relatives, many chance acqguaintances,




people of no p-rcticular consequence to her and

many she had never even met find a place in her

journal, there is not & single mention of either

of the Rawnsleys.

Though written gurely in the belief that no one E
but herself weuld ever read it, she does not con-
fide in her journal any of her more intimate
thoughts and feelings. ' Op @id she subsequently
erase such passages? Mr. Linder found evidence.
not only of e”iting and annotation by.herself,
but of the destruction of whole sheets when she
had evidently set herself the task of feading

through and sorting out her Journal.

-~
-

we know that from early in their friendship there
was ardent hero worship on her side for Hardwicke.
It is a compelling thought that there might have
been something deeper than this. Why is there

no mention of Beafrix or the Potters in the
biography. would Hardwicke have sought to take
Beatrix instead of Eleanor 3as his second wife
had she not becen married a lready to wWilliam .
Heelis three years before E3dith's death? My
father always believed that he would and that

Beatrix: wouru. surely have accepted him. It is

a fascinating speculation.
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I have felt justified in digressing over the

Hardwicke-Beat ix relationship because it became

so important to the National Trust in Lakeland

later on. But my principal reason is that there

can be little doubt that without the inspiration,

practical experience of writing, printing and

publishing and other help by Hardwicke, the Peter
Rabbit Books would never have seen the light.

Nor would Beatrix have won her emancipation as 8

result of which, in due course, the National Truﬁt
acquired one of its greatest benefactors in |
Lakeland. Th. world would have been the poorer.
So this I regard as one of Hardwicke's most out-

standing contr'butions.

S |

But his crowning achievement must surely be the
Natiqnal Trust. From its early struggles close on
100 years ago, it has become the biggest private

land and porperty owner in the world. Untold

millions from all over the world derive a blessi:

of the spirit from the unspoilt béauty of the

coast and countryside they may freely enjoy,
protected forever by the National Trust. There “ere
nearly 7,000,070 visitors to paying properties

alone last year, drawing pleasure and enlightenment
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from the art and craftsmanship theTrust preserves.

Phese millions, wherever they go upon the lands oT

into the properties of bhe Trust, are in some
sense pilgrims to the shrine of Hardwicke.

'Tives of. great men all remind us:
‘We can make our lives sublime,
'And departing, leave behind us
'Footpriuats on- the sands of time'

The possessions of the National Trust are his
footprints. Should we not regard him as one of
the great Victorians who have somehow not yet

gathered the lasting acclaim that he deserves?

Friar's Crag, Lord's Island and part of the
shore of his bsloved Derwentwater are an approp-=
riate Lakeland memorial to him and who could

improve upon the wording of the tablet?

'In honoured memory of Hardwicke Drummond
Rawnsley 1851-1920, who, greatly loving
the fair things of nature and of art, set
all hic love to the service of God and man'

But has not the time éome when this great pionecer
of conservation on 2 national scale should be
appropriately honoured by a.memorial in the
nation's capgital and what more suitable occasién
than the centenary of the National Truét‘s creation

by Act of Parliament in 1895. And what better
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position than in Waterloo I@ace in the company.

of his great uncle Sir John Franklin?  And who
could be a more appropriate choice of sculptor
than his grand-daughter, Una here, whom he and
=dith loved so well and to whom in turn she was #

so deeply devoted.

Sir Francis Drake, in a letter to Walsingham from

the Elizabeth Bonaventure on May 17,1587, wrote

these splendid words:-

'There must be a beginning to any great
matter, but the continuing unto the end until
it be thoroughly finished yieldeth the true
glory'

Remembering the relentless determination with

which Hardwicke persisted in and carried through,

against all the odds, every enterprise he turned
his hand to which he felt to be for the public
benefit, might not this be a suitable epitaph.

And since he was a classical scholar, what
about the motto:

'Constal ; veritatis naturaeque defensor'

Though Hardwicke conceived the idea of the National

Trust and, with the aid of his friends, Octavia
Hill, Sir Robert Hunter and the then Duke of |

Westminster, put it firmly on the map, serving
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s 5 faithfully for 25 years 85 its Hon Secretary,

its work L never done s0 I could not do better

perhaps than »nd by quoting from his own sermon

at Halton Holgate, the s@ene of his Lincolnshire

childhood, when he was unveiling the memorial to
its rectors to as far back as the year 1224:
'Ah, my f£viends' he said, (and I can

almost hear that melodious voice from

the pulpit) 'We are none of us meant to

find tie full realisasion of our ideals
within the brief span of our lives...
whatsoever we do of good and true and right
to help our generation and those to come
will need others to carry it to perfection.'

And then he quoted his favourite poet Wordéworth:

'Enough, if something from our hands have :power.
'To live, and act, and serve the future hour,
'And if, as t'ward the silent tomb we go,
'We feel that we are greater than we know"




