JAC - The Artist

John Crabtree’s interest in design and architecture must have led to his undoubted
skill as an artist. He produced many fine drawings mainly in charcoal of both rural
and industrial scenes, he loved the Cotswolds and many of his drawings are from that
region. For several years his drawings featured on the Crabtree family Christmas card.
His artistic skills were not restricted to paper. He was a keen wood carver producing
many carvings for the family home. His most famous however were the light switches
carved into the two newel posts of the oak staircase in Lincoln Works reception.

Lincoln Works staircase.

Church and alms-houses
at Chipping Campden,
Gloucestershire.

=

Lord Leycesfer's Hospital,

——

Wa)wick em‘/t/e& “fhe Road to Stratfc;;)’”.

NN "
John and Gwendolen Crabtree shared a common enthusiasm for art,
since she also painted as a hobby. Here we see Gwendolen’s painting
of the silver birch trees on a frosty morning at the family’s home
Endwood.




JAC - The Artist

John Crabtree’s artistic ‘a.b/'//'ty
was matched by his ability to
observe and translate these_
observations into literary sk/{/s.
This is obvious from all he did /
connected with his work, trave
in his hobbies.
= u //r-]/:r/e we see a sketch gnd
personal memory ofa_ visit to the
Scots Memorial in Edmburgfj.
(Published in “The Crabtree
Number 1, Volume 2)
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