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\ I t r r  t i ire sears of nanderiiig on the Gontinerit he firially decided 
to srdt le douii and $tork for a cai-eer. H e  found employment aiid 
relative happiness iii :\byssinia, where he traded for twelve years-- 
slid here also he sniuggled guns  in trying to make mone). A t  
thirt,y-se\aen he came back to France aiid had to have his leg 
amputated: hik health grew worse and he died the same year 
On his deathbed he \\'as con>erted; aiid it was thus, in the final 
surrender of his personal liberty, that  ended his lifelong search 
for :t God he had looked for in all the hardest places. 

R .  8 .  ALiS~rJm 

( ~ L I J W T E D  POEMS 01~' .\LICE RIEYIUKI,~ : Centenary Edition. (Hollis 
aiitl Cartel.; 12s. ( id.)  
Alournful indeed ~ w i i l d  be the world t8hat had iio place for so 

gent'le a visioiiwry as  Alice Meynell. Her word-piiiting is tlelicu'te, 
a d  her love of nature iii all its mpects bears eloquent, test,irrwriy to 
a loving nature arid a deep teridcriirss. Her chiselled aiid polished 
yerses are iiever ragged and her sense of music enables her t'o 
create rhyme schemes that,. il-hilst riever dhr i s ive ,  are well 
rnabched with the ideas she se'eks t,o convey. She is a good painter 
of youth and age ; her imiocerit' q e  does riot piwent  her from seeing 
all the pathos and t,r:igecly of  life. Like all religious people she 
is profoundly concerned with the problem of pain. She understands 
t,he dilemma of t,he iiiati who cauiiot reconcile the existence ol 
grief and pain with thp coiicqtiori  of  a loving and infinitely corw 
passionatr God. But, she sees that \\-hen such it man revolts against, 
the deity and declares 'There are no higher powers: there is no 
heart in God, i i o  love'. his actc o f  rebellion is atoned for by the 
love t,hat inspires sirch a reactioii. Again, she t*efuses t'o yield to 
t'he seiise of  despair the horror o f  W:LT provokes in lieu. IVheli she 
cori~gares tht. peace i i f  tiatlire with t,hr st'iife of  riieii, she is inclined 
to aoiidernri rr i : ( i i  as iiiyrat,eful for t,lit: miracle of natural  beaut^. 
hiit, she changes lie, rniiid wheii she ackiiowledges t,hat war, which 
iiispirrs acts of heroism aiid self-sacrifice. enables niaii to attaiii 
a sttit, i ire denied to nature tthat is quite unique. 

Hrr  seiise of  SOI'I'O~V yid  pit,? is all-embrnc:iug. Sometimes her 
grief is \.rr-j peiwiti; ' l  as iit the poenls ' A  Study' and ' A  Poet to 
his C ' l i i i d h o o t l '  . She ivrites i i i  the great tradition of Ihglish lyric 
poetry i ~ u i d  is tiot oiily wil1ir.g but even eager to acknowledge her 
debt to the past. Brit she is not a mere tradit,ionalist; she is highly 
wigiiiiil, t,hi)ugh she tiever strives for Iriei'r iiovelty. She casts hei* 
thoughts in brief but vivid t;titnzas which are always keenly inveri- 
tive and alive. 

True tragedy, iii her eyes, is not the august sorrow and sublime 
irony of childbirth and martyrdom and old age and docile mother- 
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hood, but the blind destruction of sightless forces, ‘blind winds’, 
and the melancholy fate of the frustrated and the unfulfilled. 
Impotent pain, the fear of the ignorant and unenlightened mind. 
the swi€t terror of the lark that has no logical explanation, the 
haunting sense of guilt, agony, in fact, that is ‘monstrously dis- 
proportionate, and dumb in the poor beast, and wild in the old 
decorous man. caught, overcome’, are fearful enigmas that can 
alone be solved hy the humble submission of man’s mind and will 
to God. 

When her mood is most despondent she derives consolation from 
what she has failed to achieve rather than in the triumphs she 
has won. Like St Paul, she is only too willing to confess her faults 
and misdeeds, since their recognition fills her with profound humil- 
ity and makes her recognise man’s dependence upon God and 
profound need of his mediation. Life is beautiful if  dedicated to 
God, and when she remembers what Christ endured for man and 
the sublime solitude of Calvary, she shouts triumphantly ‘Oh, how 
divine, divine, divine’. 

Her  poems are monuments erected in simplicity and inspired by 
a profound piety. This book, which includes many poems hitherto 
unpublished, should be especially welcome to lovers of her work 
because it shows the growth of her talent and still more the moving 
arid constant development of her understanding and imagination. 
One could not better epitomise the quality of her work than to  
apply to it the lovely words that she employs in one of her most 
perfect lyrics, ‘oh innocent throat! Oh human ear’. After the self- 
torture and conscious abstruseness of most modern poets, to read 
her is like admitting a breath of cool and refreshing air into a close 
and musty room. 

DAVID LUTYENS. 

FOUNTAINS ABBEY. By E. K. Ellis. (Cambridge University Press; 
1s. 6d.) 
Towards the end of his poem Mr Ellis disarms all criticism by 

saying ‘. . . the candid mind forbears “To taunt a soaring lark 
with his descent”.’ 

And particularly because not only the theme but also the rhythm 
and structure of the poem are of exceptional quality and have earner1 
it the Setonian prize for 1947 it would be presumptuous on the 
part of a purply subjective reader to attempt to assess it in detail 
But  because to the subjective reader, against the vital background 
of rhythm and structure it is the theme of poetry that must make 
a primary and individual impression, insofar as the vivid merits of 
Mr Ellis’s poem are concerned one is tempted to believe that for 
the majority, these may be marred by a sense of frustration that 
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