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| FOUR NEW BOOKS py

H E. BATES

HEREAS popular tradi-
tion steeps the lives of poets
in romanticism, they are

all too often In plain fact as juice-
Jess as a stale biscuit; and if ever g
- poet mocked the popular conception
- | it was E. Housman, of whom

Mr. Percy Withers has written a

- short and charming memoir in
" A Buried Life (Cape, 5s. net). The
~ story of Housman’s literary career
must be well known. The publica-
tion in 1896 of the customary slim
volume of verse began a popularity,
a legend and a silence that was not
broken until 1922, when Last Poems
finished, indeed it might almost be
said repeated, all that Housman had
to say. In the preface to the second
volume he gave an indication of the
immense emotional impulses by
‘which A Shropshire Lad had been

Senate House lecture, confirmed his
belief that the strength of poetry
arose out of the potency o£, its
creator’s physical reactions— you
feel poetry in the throat, 1n ths
| solar plexus, or down the spine.
~ The familiarity of these three points
of physical emotion suggest what
Mr. Withers would seem to’flonﬁ_ﬂ'f__l
repeatedly throughout 4 Burzed szet
that A Shropshire Lad was, at 1f€a§t
partially, the tragic and bitter Iillll
l of a sexual  fajlure. Technica®
| Housman had no experience a° 3
8 poet—“he had ‘mever a_ttemp;cs
serious verse,” Mr. WIthCI‘S S gr;
 “until he definitely ~er131?
- the Shropshire Lad poc™s
7 z an
 “came the flood of 95,h  ervous
ment so terrific that t ?sup port-
. reaction was wcll:nlg}} mo xces
| 2ble, preyed on B II;“l'g,'recurrcnce
~ Sively that his dread 0

\

produced, and later, in the famous

In the aut

g vk

forbade g,

any fig
CI} Ay hllrther

A BURIED :
55. net). LIFE by P ercy Withers (Cape,

THE SQUIRE OF WALTON
Philip Gosse (Cassell, |5s. net). HALL by

MY NAME IS MILLION: The Experi
; < periences

of an Englishwoman in Pol
8s. 6d. net)g, n in Poland (Faber,

SOUTHWARD HO! by William la Varre
(Heinemann, 12s. 6d. net).

contact with Housman rests most
of the charm and value of Mr.
Withers’s book. Few succeeded in
breaking down the external aridity
and taciturnity of Housman’s out-
ward disposition; in Cambridge,

* during Housman’s professorship, it

was considered. a crime even to
greet him in the street. Yet a chance
meeting during the Great War began
for Mr. Withers a friendship with a
man who once confessed that he
“had never possessed but three
. 0d all were then dead.
hor of A4 Buméid It,}x{;e
ly repos
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20 BOOKS OF THE MONTH

Mr. Withers’s brief, kindly, un-
affectedly intimate memoir will be
our only point of illumination.
Charles Waterton, eighteenth-cen-
tury explorer, naturalist, taxidermist

and country gentleman, was one of

those English eccentrics who are at
once the joy and vindication of the
race. Left with a country estate and
the income to enjoy it in comfort,
Waterton decided instead to explore
the remoter parts of South America,
hunt bright-plumaged birds, investi-
gate Indian poisons, and among
other things ride on the backs of
- crocodiles. Unfortunately he chose
to collect only birds of bright colour-
ing, with a consequent loss to
ornithology; yet the same passion
made him forbid, at home, all
gamekeeping, and inspired him to
turn the lake on his country estate
into a bird sanctuary. He preserved
his bird specimens by corrosive
sublimate and a laborious method
of manipulation which has been the
envy of taxidermists ever since; he
“never drank, never gave a dinner
party, never let his name appear on
a subscription list, and yet kept both
open house and purse to every kind
of person. He practised amateur
surgery and ‘‘since my four and
twentieth year, I have been blooded
above one hundred and ten times,
in eighty of which I have performed
the operation on myself with my
own hand.” When he died, the birds
are said to have burst out singing
at his graveside. Mr., Philip Gosse’s
book on him, The Squire of Walton
Hall (Qassell, I58. mnet) is more
mteresting as an introduction to
than s a study of a man‘who, as
1 101 1
b
1y as all great gentlemen
are eccentric.” It is l’argely a sewing
together of Waterton’s own writings
and it lacks, both in construction
and comment, the originality to
which Waterton is entitled. Never-

theless,
ton’s charms, it seryes
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time. For this reason it i
to judge My Name is Mulion
8s. 6d. net), the experience
Englishwoman during the
war, by ordinary standards, Six
months ago this book would haye
appeared more terrible than it noy
‘does; now our own standards of
terror have changed. The terror of
Poland is very like the terror of a
dream; in having the horror of
Warsaw recalled for us we may be
excused if it means less to us, for
the moment, than the potential
horror of London. The author of
this book is the English wife of a
Polish officer. Bombed, woundqd,
driven from Warsaw into Lithuana,
captured by Germans, handed over
to the Gestapo, imprisoned and
finally released, she at last reached
England via Scandinavia and Hol-
land. It is only to be expected that
the resultant record of her exper
ences should be highly

it is clear that her hand

were still trembling as she
terrible, unhappy, and in p
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