
 

 

 

 
 
 



 

 

 
(1) Letter to Gregory and Veronique Peck, who through the 
summer of 1960 lived next door to WG as he worked, in Cap 
Ferrat, France, on The Grove Of Eagles 

 
 

 
 

Joe is Veronique's younger brother and Shoshone their Russian-born mother. WG told 
Susan Hill that he "admired her more than any other woman I ever met". In Memoirs 
he wrote: "Her charm of character and personality made a great impression on me, and 
generations later she surfaced as Shona in The Green Flash." 

 



 

 

 
 

(2) Letter found in a second-hand copy of The Grove Of 
Eagles (Thanks BF) 

 
 
 

 
 

 
 
 
 



 

 

(3) Letter of condolence to Lucile Moore, 3rd August, 1967 
 
Tewkesbury-born John Moore (1907-1967) was Gloucestershire's best-known and 
loved author of the twentieth century. A gifted naturalist and communicator and one of 
the earliest to draw attention to conservation issues, Moore was described by Sir 
Compton Mackenzie as the most talented writer about the countryside of his 
generation. In a relatively short life (he died at the age of 59 following surgery in a 
Bristol hospital) John Moore packed in a great deal. As well as writing 34 books 
(about half of them novels), he was instrumental in launching the Tewkesbury Festival 
of Plays and the Cheltenham Literary Festival. He gave wartime service first in the 
Fleet Air Arm then, following injury, as a naval press attaché at Supreme Allied 
Headquarters, in which role he participated in the D-Day landings, going ashore at 
Arromanches-les-Bains. He wrote two plays, collected and wrote knowledgeably about 
moths and butterflies, broadcast regularly on the BBC and penned many articles for 
assorted publications as well as a weekly column that ran in the Birmingham Evening 
Mail for eighteen years. His last novel The Waters Under The Earth (1965) stands as 
an enduring testament to his gifts; his You English Words (1961) is one of the best 
books on the delights of the English language you'll ever read. That last title, 
incidentally, comes from the first line of a poem by Edward Thomas, whose Life & 
Letters Moore published in 1939. 
 
John Moore and Winston Graham were near-contemporaries (born in November 1907 
and June 1908 respectively). Both first drew attention as "regional writers"; both were 
members of the Savile Club; both served as chairman of the Society of Authors. 
Indeed, Moore's untimely death on 27 July 1967 fell during WG's tenure of that office. 
Thus it fell to him to write a letter of condolence to Moore's widow Lucile. But he did 
so not formally, officially, dryly, as an office-holder, but as a friend: 
 

Dear Lucile, 
 
I think we have only met twice, but I feel I must write to say how 
distressed and shocked I was to learn of John's untimely death. It seems 
only like three weeks - but is probably nearer three months - since I saw 
him last at a Foyle's Literary Luncheon; and he then looked as well and as 
cheerful as I have ever seen him. 
 
As a colleague, and as an old friend at the Savile, I shall much miss him, 
and he will be equally missed by many others. He had a warmth and 
generosity of personality which is all too rare. I was on the Committee of 
Management of the Society of Authors some ten or eleven years ago 
when he was Chairman, and these qualities - together with tact and 
balance & great understanding - were of immense value in helping to steer 
the Society through an unusually difficult year. It is an infinite pity that 
such a fine writer & fine man should have been lost to us all so soon. 
 
Believe me, most sincerely, 
 
Winston 
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(4) Letter dated 29.11.87 to BF. For transcript, see 

In Profile pages 321/322 
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(5) Text  of  a  letter  published  in  The Daily Telegraph on 

26  August 1992  
 

Writer's privacy 
 

Sir - Kirsty McLeod's remarks on Stephen Spender and uninvited biographies 
... are interesting and well researched until the last paragraph when she says: 
"As for the great man himself: be he painter or writer, he has - despite what 
Spender says - been trying to draw attention to himself from the very moment 
he first picked up a paintbrush or wielded a pen." She does not seem to 
understand the vital difference between a creative artist and his work. Every 
writer and painter needs and wants his work noticed: it is his life's blood. 
Some, too, may be self-seeking exhibitionists, but many are not. Miss 
McLeod's argument would seem to differ little from the justification which 
every tabloid journalist gives for his revelations. WG. 

 

 
 

Stephen Spender (1909-1995) 



 

 

 
 

(6) Letter dated 16th Nov. 2002 to JD. For transcript, 
see In Profile pages 323/326 
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(7) Postcard dated 1.3.03 to JD. For transcript, see 

In Profile page 319 
 
 

 
 
 

 
 

 


