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 “What a bloody fool that George Naylor was! A ‘picturesque ruin’ indeed!” Reginald 

Lawson seemed to take George Naylor’s decision to demolish the interior of the castle as a 

personal insult.   

 “I, for one, admire his stupidity. If he hadn’t so successfully destroyed this castle I would 

be out of a job!” Walter Godfrey, commissioned by future owner Sir Paul Latham, could see 

nothing but endless possibilities for this “picturesque ruin.” As a seasoned architect Godfrey was 

more than experienced enough to take on this daunting task, but there was something different 

about this castle. He couldn’t quite put his finger on it, but he knew that this was his chance to 

recreate the original integrity of this once magnificent structure.  

 Lawson swiftly crossed the deteriorating bridge toward the front entrance of the castle. 

He paused halfway across to lean over the edge and peer into the murky water of the moat 

below.  

 “Fancy a swim Godfrey?”  

 “It is rather hot today. But I wouldn’t recommend going in there. Goodness knows what 

sort of diseases that water contains.”  



 “You’re probably right. I don’t know how the fish survive in there. Now where the devil 

is Sir Latham? He said he would be here at half past noon,” Lawson flipped out his pocket 

watch.  

 “It’s nearly one!”  

 “I’m sure he’s on his way, not to worry,” Godfrey reassured.  

 Just then a black Rolls Royce could be seen in the distance winding its way toward the 

castle. A couple more minutes passed until the automobile came to a stop in front of the bridge. 

A tall blonde man stepped out, removing his driving gloves as he did so.  

  “My apologies, gentlemen. Urgent Council business detained me for longer than I 

expected. I hope you two haven’t been waiting too long in this sweltering heat!” Sir Latham 

briskly crossed the bridge to where the other two stood waiting.  

 Lawson muttered something unintelligible. He had no patience for people who casually 

disregarded other people’s valuable time, and members of Parliament were no exception. As if 

he was expected to hand the property over to such a man. A Conservative too!   

 There was an awkward pause as the three men stood facing each other for the first time. 

“We were just debating whether or not we should go for a dip in the moat!” Godfrey joked to 

relieve the tension.  

 Sir Latham took him seriously. “That won’t be necessary! In fact, in a couple of months I 

hope to have a pool installed. You’re both welcome to come by for a swim then.”  

 Lawson looked astonished. “An in-ground pool? Where do you imagine that would go?”   

 “I’m sure Godfrey can find a suitable place for one, can’t you?” Sir Latham eagerly 

looked to Godfrey for assurance. Godfrey, taken slightly by surprise, hesitated.  

 “It wouldn’t be entirely impossible. I would have to work out some technical aspects 

first. I wasn’t aware you had such ambitious plans for the estate.” 

 “Oh, I have big plans! I want this place to be in shape before the future Mrs. Latham 

arrives!”  

 “Ah yes, I believe a congratulation is in order! Have you set the big day yet?” Godfrey 

inquired.  

 “Lady Moore is set on a spring wedding, so it won’t be for another year. That should give 

us plenty of time to restore this disaster into a suitable residential estate.” Sir Latham made it 

sound as if the restoration could magically take place within a fortnight.  



 “Well, if that’s the case we shouldn’t waste any more time out here chit chatting. Shall 

we?” Godfrey opened the large oak door and stepped inside, the other two followed his lead.  

 “What a dreadfully dark entrance!” Sir Latham exclaimed. 

 “I don’t think we could add any windows because we wouldn’t want to damage the brick. 

It’s remarkable that the brick has lasted this long. Brick wasn’t a common building material back 

then,” Godfrey explained.  

 “Goodness knows why they chose brick. It’s not the most aesthetically pleasing, is it?” 

Lawson chipped a tiny piece of the pink brick off with his nail.  

 “Perhaps it was better for defense? Doesn’t this place date back to William the 

Conqueror?” Sir Latham asked.  

 Godfrey answered without hesitation. “Yes, but this castle wasn’t built until about 1440. I 

think they were aiming for grandeur rather than defense in this case.” 

 “Well, someone’s done their homework,” Lawson said.  

 “I like to do some research on my projects to understand their history before I work on 

restoring it. I find it helps keep the original vision intact.” 

 Sir Latham beamed. “That’s why I hired you! You’ll be just the man for the job! Now tell 

me, what do you think should be done with the courtyard? Lady Moore loves going for walks in 

the garden, I want to make sure this garden is just as grand, if not grander, than the one on her 

father’s estate.”   

 The men made their way into the small inner courtyard.  

 “I was thinking that perhaps the courtyard should have a more open concept,” Godfrey 

suggested.  

 “What do you mean by open concept?” Lawson sounded skeptical.  

 “Well, to be more specific, I think that there should be one large inner courtyard instead 

of four.”  

 “That’s ridicul-“  

 “Brilliant!” Sir Latham enthusiastically interjected.  

 Lawson scowled at the interruption. “That’ll cost more than it’s worth.”  



 “Nonsense! I could find a way that will make it cost effective. In the end it will be much 

easier to maintain as well,” Godfrey continued. It was an ambitious plan, but he felt more 

confident with Sir Latham’s support.  

 The men then continued across the courtyard into the crumbling interior corridor. 

 “Alright, since you’re the expert here Godfrey, what’s your plan of action for this mess of 

bricks?” Lawson motioned toward the deteriorating archway that looked as though it would 

collapse at any moment.  

 “I propose we keep the archways, but they definitely need some work. I think we should 

keep the brick for the most part, and try to find a brick the closely resembles the original. For the 

outer part of the archway we should use cement and then we can create a vaulted ceiling for the 

length of the corridor.”  

Lawson still looked unconvinced. “Vaulted ceilings? I thought the glory days of Gothic 

architecture were behind us!”   

“Ah, that’s the nature of architecture though, isn’t it? We are constantly trying to revive 

an older time because we think it’s much more interesting than the present day.” 

“Well said, Godfrey!” Sir Latham would have agreed with anything Godfrey said as long 

as he was able to install the in-ground pool.    

“Well, I know for a fact that when Colonel Lowther began this restoration project he 

would not have had any of this Gothic architecture rubbish in a Tudor castle.”  

“Ah, Colonel Lowther, God rest his soul. Didn’t he have a large art collection here at the 

castle, or was I misinformed?” It was apparent that Sir Latham was hoping that he would inherit 

some forgotten objet d’art along with the rest of the property.  

“Sorry to disappoint you, Sir Latham but that collection was sold long before I got my 

hands on the estate in ’29.” Lawson didn’t sound sorry at all.  

“Just as well, I’ll have to fill it with my own collection. Lady Moore has a large 

collection of Oriental pieces that would suit.”  

Godfrey had been pacing the length of the corridor during this exchange, occasionally 

running his hands along the crumbling towers of pink brick.  

 “You may think Gothic architecture would appear out of place, Lawson, but it would be 

worth the structural security. These bricks wouldn’t last another decade on their own, if we 

rebuilt in the Tudor style the ceilings would collapse under the weight.”  

 “Right you are, Godfrey!”  



 Lawson rolled his eyes. “Yes, of course, right you are, Godfrey.”  

 “Would the pool fit in the courtyard once you convert it into an open space?” 

 “Here we go with the bloody pool again…”  

 Before Godfrey had a chance to answer, Sir Latham continued, “I would also like to find 

a space for tennis court. Lady Moore has really taken to the sport recently.”  

 “I’ll see what I can do,” Godfrey assured. His vision was starting to form in his head. He 

knew exactly what kind of look he was going to achieve with this restoration. It wasn’t going to 

be easy and it was going to require a lot of antiquarian influence.  

“Right, well gentlemen I think it’s time to wrap things up. Sir Latham, I’ll go grab the 

papers for you to sign and then she’s all yours. Do as you please with it. Hell, build ten in-ground 

pools!”  

Sir Latham did not pick up on Lawson’s sarcasm. “Now, ten might be a little excessive. 

We wouldn’t want to appear too showy. That wouldn’t be in good taste.” 

“I better start sketching the blueprints. There’s quite a bit of work to be done!” Godfrey 

could hardly contain his excitement. This restoration would be his best yet.  

The three men walked back toward the large oak doors. Once they stepped out onto the 

bridge Lawson handed Sir Latham the black iron key. Godfrey couldn’t help but admire the 

symbolic gesture. The castle was changing hands once again and soon, for the first time since the 

seventeenth century, it would be restored to its former glory.   

*** 

June 1934  

 “Godfrey! I hope you brought your swimsuit!” Godfrey found Sir Latham lounging in a 

lawn chair clad in a navy and white stripped swimsuit. As Godfrey approached he lowered his 

newspaper.  

 “I’m afraid I did not. I’ll have to remember to pack one next time I’m in the area.”  

 “Yes, feel free to stop by anytime! I extended an invitation to Mr. Lawson about a month 

ago but I’ve yet to receive a reply. Perhaps the invitation was lost.”  

 Godfrey had a feeling the invitation made it safely to the recipient, but he remained silent 

on the subject.  

 “Mrs. Latham is having her daily tennis lesson but she should be finished shortly. I’m so 

glad we decided to put the court beside the pool instead of the courtyard.”  



 “Yes, and I see that the hedges have gotten much bigger since I was here last.” 

 “My gardener has had a terrible time trimming them down. Actually, there was 

something I wanted to show you. I’m not sure if you’ve seen it yet, but have you heard of a 

fellow called Nikolaus Pevsner?”  

 “I believe he works for the University of Birmingham. What about him?”  

 “Well, he wrote this article about the restoration… let’s see if I can find it,” Sir Latham 

flicked through the pages. “Ah, yes, here it is,” he said. The title read “Herstmonceux Restored.”  

 “Look here, he says ‘future generations will regard Walter Godfrey’s work on 

Herstmonceux castle as the apex of his architectural achievement. Godfrey has successfully 

carried on the work that began in 1913 and under his guidance it was executed exemplarily.” 

 Godfrey could not believe his eyes. To be recognized for his architectural achievement 

was far more than he could have dreamed of! He was speechless. 

 Sir Latham grinned. “I thought you might like it! Godfrey, I believe this is only the 

beginning for you. I hope you won’t forget to visit once you become a world famous architect, 

and you better remember to bring your swimsuit!”  

 Godfrey laughed. “I will. If you don’t mind, Sir Latham, I think I’d like to explore the 

rest of the estate. I’m not sure when I’ll be in the area again.”  

 “Oh not at all, I’ll tell Mrs. Latham to have lemonade ready for you when you return!”  

 Godfrey was still processing what he had just read. The apex of his architectural 

achievement…. Executed exemplarily. He felt a sense of fulfillment as if he had finally found his 

purpose. His vision had been realized, and because of him this castle, which had been frozen in 

history for so many years, will no longer be swallowed up by time and overgrown moss.  

  

  

  

 

  

 

 

  


