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2 March 1931.

Dear Rouse,

Many thanks for your letter. I think we are fairly

closely in agreement about %ger and liberty. Of course what 1

had in mind about Liberty was the "time lag" precisely.

I ghould be interested to know what you think of the losley
lot and the last move. I am the more interested because I have
put in an approving word in my next Commentary! as I was infu-
riated by the sneering tome of the Sunday Times. 1 dare say
Mosley is a "carserist", but the point is are his ideas right or
wrong? which does not matter to the Sunday Times. If he could
attract one or two of the more intelligent younger conservatives
(thore are yery few I know) it would be to his advantage.

My own "toryism" is only intelligible on the understanding
that there are no Tories inpolities at all, and thet I dont much
like any government since Charles I, and that Disraeli was a Jew
film producer only commendable because s0 much less intolerable

than Gladstone.
yOurs ever,
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and inquire whether this or that poet belongs to the Classical
or the Romantic school: we have yet to decide whether such
schools exist to-day. But we can consider and perhaps decide
which of them would be more likely to be admitted to the
freedom of the city of Bridges and which to that of Hardy.

If ' we start, in a]phﬂhcticzd order, with LascpLLES
ABERCROMBIE, we shall make an easy beginning. Here is a poet
who from the first was a learned student.of verse, and a deter-
mined experimenter in metre and diction; his ‘Sale of
St. Thomas’ showed a skilful hand in both these directions, and
in parts of his ‘Emblems of Love’ he adapted his style to the
Biblical setting of his scenes by using such archaistns as ‘hath’
and ‘doth’. The revival of these forms, and the remarkable
innovations in blank verse attempted in an earlier poem did
in fact greatly interest Robert Bridges. It is also to be noted
that Abercrombie though an accomplished Iyrical poet (as
he showed in ‘Ryton Firs') nevertheless seems happier when
his lines are spoken by a dramatic character than when he is
himself overheard soliloquising: and this is a mark of the clas-
sical impersonality.

Lavrence Binvon belongs by temperament, as well as by
early training, to the clan of Bridges: the ‘London Visions’ of
1895 proved it. But it was soon made clear that he was no mere
horrower or dependent. His lyrical gift is great, but it has a
rare individual quality—it is remote as well as piercing,ardent
rather than exuberant, and keen-sighted rather than brooding.
It ranges not so much over familiar landscapes, as over those
of the past and the remoter worlds. Nevertheless in them it
finds the present, and perhaps pictures it more unerringly.
In *The Death of Adam’ is mirrored, as if in an old Eastern
pool, the spiritual tragedy of man’s social life. In the great ode
called “T'he Sirens’ the most characteristic part is that in which
his Airman takes his place in the history of the race for the
first time.

Careless of death is he, riding in the eagle's ways
Above the peak and storm, so dear a sting

Drives him unresting. to strive beyond the boundaries
Of his eondition, being so brief a thing,

Being a creature perishable and passionate,

T'o drink the bright wine, danger, and to woo

Life on the invisible edge of airy precipices,

A lover, else to his own faith untrue,

Epmuxp BrLunpeN is a poet of special interest for our
inquiry. There is a quiet certainty about his writing which
suggests an unusual origin. The secret is, I think, that he is
to a rare degree one with his subject—which is for the best
part. the English country, its secluded life and intimate
beauty, as he and his kin have known it for generations. It
is curious to reflect on what he might have written in certain
other circumstances: but futile, because then he would have
been another man and not his essential self at all. The range
of his best poems may widen, but he can hardly excel the
charm of what he has already done. He writes with mastery
because he is himself mastered—his every observation or
description or recollection is an act of self-expression as well.
His poetry is, therefore, not only true but personal, and not
only personal but universal.

On the green they watched their sons
Playing till too dark to see,

As their fathers watched them once
As my father once watched me;

‘While the bat and beetle flew

On the warm air webbed with dew.

Unrecorded, unrenowned,
Men from whom my days begin
Here I know you by your ground
But I know you not within—
All is mist, and there survives
Not a moment of your lives.
(From ‘Forefathers’)
Wirriam H. Davies, who has tramped like a troubadour in
both hemispheres, is clearly proved a romantic by his natural
gift of song. But he would probably be surprised to hear it
said: and it is indeed a paradox, for he habitually uses old
forms. But he uses them as innocently as if they were fine old
instruments of the sixteenth century, which he had picked up
in boyhood, and made his own without thinking twice about
it.-No. question of originality can be raised; he has the same
power of making melody as the previous owners had; he does
not imitate their moods, but succeeds to them as we might

all wish to do. In this way he expresses his own feeling by aid
of something more imperishable, and that is an achievement
after the classical kind. I will quote a verse at random, from
“The Moon’.
Though there are birds that sing this night
With thy white beams across their throats,
Let my deep silence speak for me
More than for them their sweetest notes:
Who warships thee till music fails
Is greater than thy nightingales.
WALTER DE LA MARE’s gift is that of a composer rather than
a singer. He is a born maker of rhythms: they owe their new-
ness not to any motive of rebellion or reform, but simply to
the poet’s expression of his inner life. His great popularity
has caused echoes on all sides, but they are broken and tran-
sitory—no disciple, no rival, can be said to have imitated him.
That would need two impossible coincidences: first a nature
like the poet’s own, half Northern, half Mediterranean, and
all unique: and then the power of transmuting old metres into
new and more delicate movements, of which none but himself
has the secret. What could any coiner make of patterns like
this? :

Her voice, her narrow chin,
Her grave small lovely head
Seemed half the meaning
Of the words she said.
or this:
And the last gold beam across the green world
Faltered and failed, as he
Remembered his solitude and the dark night’s
Inhospitality.

Forp Mapox Forp was for some years in advance in the
practice of free verse, and he tells us that he practised it, not
as a conscious art, but as the expression of an emotion. His
emotions were often those of revolt or rejection or renuncia-
tion—he felt that the old faith, the old restraints, the old form
and diction must go, and that with them must perish, too,
the poetry of all the old scenes and sounds. What remains, in
his view, is the world of reality, where the ideal is the enjoy=-
ment of ‘a good time’: but for him it is a sad place, unsatis-
fying, overcrowded and chaotic. IHe is thus in rebellion
against both the past and the present: and he completes this
sympathetic paradox by expressing a creed like that of Matthew
Arnold in tones which remind us pleasantly of Browning and
William Morris.

Rarpa Hopgson is a poet of marked originality. It is an
originality due to character rather than -technique—he is
content with instruments and subjects that have already been
used by others. But his poems have a rare quality: and what
is rarest is his gift of sustained and entrancing lyrical utter-
ance. ‘The Song of Honour’ is a song of extraordinary per-
fection and power: it rises swiftly, and in a moment it is
pouring out joy incessantly like a well-spring newly unsealed,
till the reciter is breathless or the silent reader carried to an
ineredible pitch of exaltation. In general he lives compas-
sionately in a region of birds and bears and dancing dogs and
tamed and shabby tigers: but here on the hilltops under the
stars is the place and time where he draws, and gives, the
breath of fullest life. 8

Of Jonx MaserFIELD, now our Laureate, I am content to
repeat as near as may be what I wrote four years ago. ‘It is
not only by his love of ships, of horses, of sport, and of poetry,
that Masefield is so typically English: his method in writing,
whether narrative, dramatic, lyrical, or reflective shows the
ready-and-willing practical character of the Englishman, His
impulse seems to be always free, never for a moment hampered
by theory or anxiety. He is the workman who will undertake
to use any material in any familiar style, and almost invariably
succeeds beyond expectation. He has found beauty in many
fields—in “Reynard the Fox” by atriple intuition of life almost
beyond Chaucer’s own—the life of the fox, the life of the
pursuers, the life, not of a single homestead, but of the whole
English countryside. Add to this that “The Wanderer” is the
most convincing sea poem in the language, and “rg14” the
most profoundly patriotic: so easily does this poet achieve
originality by taking no thought for it’,

HaroLD Monro began by writing verse which was both
orthodox and beautiful: but like Ford he was exasperated by
a fc-;-ll_nf_{ that poetry had been for centuries standing too far
aloof from Nature. He became a revolutionary and something
more—an iconoclast. In his later period, mollified by the
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success of the liberation movement, he has worked in a genre
of his own, depicting scenes of everyday life with remarkable
fidelity and charm. They are creatively and not decoratively
poetical: and this is the result not so much of retrical freedom
as of a perfectly modulated diction.

THOMAS STURGE MOORE is first and last a classical poet. He
has a humour and a pathos of his own, but these are employed
under the direction of an imagination recalling that of an
Athenian sculptor or an Alexandrian poet. The result is a
striking objective quality, comparable to that of an idyll or a
frieze. ‘The Centaur’s Booty” and ‘The Rout of the Amazons’
are full of human nature, but their first effect is the pleasure of
the eye: the emotions are reached through this more subtly
and some moments later—which is the way of nature, and the
secret of classical art,

Ezra Pounp is almost too devoted an artist—he did good
service to the cause of free verse: but he is a leader who has
never Jed, because he has always moved too fast for his
company. There would seem to be no field of poetical learning

which he has not explored and left behind. Those who admired
the delicate and plangent rhythms of his earlier days are now
regretting this doubly: his” voice is no longer familiar in
England, and if it were it would tell us that his old poetry is
Jong since buried beneath his own disapproval. In this sense
he might echo Bridges—'Go find thy friends if there be one
to love thee: Casting thee forth my child I rise above thee’.

Janmes StepnEns, like Ralph Hodgson, and in the same year
(1912), made his reputation by a single poem. In his botk
“I'he Hill of Vision’ there were many original and exquisite
short poems, but there was also ‘A Prelude and a Song’ which
is not surpassed for perfect and long-drawn rapture even by
Hodgson’s ‘Song of Honour'. Stephens has therefore the lyric
gift in the fullest measure, but he has other gifts, too. In
‘Songs from the Clay’ he shows a kinship with Blake, Emerson
and Coleridge, and one of his most imaginative pieces is a
glimpse of the Greek world, perceived, after reading two lines
by Sappho, through the mist and moonlight of ‘twenty hun-
dred years’.

III—The Younger Poets of To-day

HE Laureateship fell vacant, as everyone remembers,

on April 21, 1930. It is an appointment in which the

reading public is always interested,and the moment of

choice is therefore an appropriate one for inquiring
into the position of poetry at the time., That position, in the
present instance was partly due to the work of Robert Bridges
and his contemporary Thomas Hardy, partly to that of the
next older poets whom I mentioned at the beginning, and
partly to the generation of my own younger contemporaries,
upon whom the foregoing notes have been made.

I have further suggested that the old antithesis or an-
tagonism by which English poets have been divided in time
past—that of Classical and Romantic, was remarkably
paralleled by the difference between the two modern clans,
the poetical kindred or adherents of Hardy and of Bridges.
This antithesis I propose to examine a little further: and if
possible to find in it some indication of the probable future
of English Poetry.

We may, I think, assume that the twelve poets whom I have
tried to describe have, by this time come to their full height
and are not likely to change their poetical condition. It may,
therefore, be possible to make some estimate of the relative
strength of the two clans and their culture during the last ten
years, and then to go on and forecast the future of their
successors—the poets of the period after the War, who are
with us still.

We must note first, as clearly as we can, the characteristic
beliefs, methods, qualities and moods which distinguish the
members of the two clans. The Romantic poet will be generally
one who seeks first of all a means of self-expression: his verse
will be full of frank personal feeling; lyrical therefore, and
moved by such urgency that form will either be a matter not
too recondite, too carefully accomplished, or it will be the
form necessitated by his own peculiar way of thought and
feeling, without much consideration for the audience whom he
may be disconcerting. In metre and diction he will be con-
stantly demanding more freedom and less tradition. His
strength will lie in the combination of egoistic energy and
generous sympathy. It was Burns of whose poems it was said
that ‘with them the reserve and quietism of the eighteenth
century broke up’.

The classically minded poet, too, may write lyrically, but
his methods will spring from different motives. He will aim at
self-expression, but he will limit that expression by binding
himself to the service of a power more universal and more
permanent than his own. By this adherence he will be sacri-
ficing neither freedom nor satisfaction; he will be helped, not
hindered, by the tradition and the discipline of form, and
perhaps rewarded by the acceptance of his own values, which
would be more to him than the honouring of his own per-
formance. A

These are types, not actual persons, that I have been trying
to describe: and there is no question of merit involved. Pocts
do not even belong altogether to one type or the other: but
they may be more casily grouped by means of these marks, if
we wish to gather an impression of the poetical trend of to-day
and to-morrow.

The twelve names before us may, perhaps, be sorted as
follows. In the Classical City, Binyon, Moore, Abercrombie
and Pound would all, I think, beyond question be allowed
houses of their own—though Pound would have long ago sold
his for a new song. Then there are six who would be welcomed
as guests from time to time: they were born in the other terri-
tory, but have a sympathetic knowledge of the Classical cus-
toms, politics and tongue: these are Masefield, Blunden,
Davies, de la Mare, Hodgson and Stephens. Lastly, there are
two with revolutionary records, Monro and Ford: they, too,
would be gladly received, but with a hope that they would not
spend too much of their time on propaganda for freedom in
what is now a free country.

And now we must leave them and go on to consider those
by whom to-day is claimed as all their own.

Rov CampeeLL is determined to flame in the forchead of
the morning sky. He came to us from South Africa, with a
message which, though strongly personal, was of wide import
—a denunciation of the weariness and decadence of this age-
worn world of ours, and a proclamation of the renewed
vitality and future glory of the race. In his gigantesque
allegory he pictures humanity under the figure of Noah in
his crowded Ark, drawn by a primeval monster—the Flaming
Terrapin—which represents Life, the force that created all
things and alone can animate them. The Ark is finally beached
on the shore of a New World, her company disembarks as a
torrent of joyful energy. Old Noah from the top of Ararat
foresees the future, and ‘ Smiles on the proud irreverence
of Man '—the mortal whose lineage is to be for ever ‘the
ancient hunter—the dreamer that remains’. Of this truly
flamboyant and forcible allegory we may perhaps say that the
concluding prophecy will pass, as other prophecies have
passed, but the poet will survive, ‘ike Noah, in his succzeding
race. The virile energies of our kin overseas will be poured
out more and more in poetic form: and some of it may prove
to be of the classic quality. Here we have received the chal-
lenge of an undoubted romantic, living by rebellion.

T. 8. Erior is one of the few poets of England who have
written free verse with success. It is a success in which not
many will be able to follow him, for it results from a wide
knowledge of great poetry, united with subtle analysis, ironic
humour, and an unusual sense of rhythm. In “The Love Song
of Alfred J. Prufrock’ and ‘The Portrait of a Lady’ these
powers are used with admirable effect: in *“The Waste Land’
they enable him to paint the desolate scene, or to chant the
hopeless dirge, of the modern world as he conceives it. His
method is a scientific one: it lies in forming new combinations
of the old feelings and phrases of the poets. The drawback
of it is that in this process the modern poet’s immense learning
supplies him with an abundance of recondite allusions, not
likely to be equally familiar to the reader. It is therefore
necessary to append to some of the more esoteric poems whole
pages of references and explanatory notes. This is destructive
of the reader’s confidence and pleasure. It is communication,
but hardly poetical communication.

. PETER QUENNELL is a poet of whom it is difficult to form a
Judgment—he has published so little, and it is of so marked
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Madame Helene iegret,
42 rue St. Patlrice,

Rouen, Selne Inf,

iadame,

11 m'a fallu besueoup de tempe pour arriver a consacre@
a votre article interessant et si flatteur l'attentlon qu'il
merite, et 1! espere que vous m'excuserez le retard inevitable.
Je vous rends l'article sous ce meme pli.

Naturellement, un aubeur trouve toujours difficlle de
faire la critique de ses critiques; mais Je ne pula entrevolr

dans ce que vous avez ecrit que tres pey ¢ ne #80it pas Juste
et conforme a ma pensee, 1l est e&¥%€§%33§;e 1'abime que vous

ereuscz entre 1'ldee de Babbitt et les humoanlstes americsins
et 1'idee de Fernandez; et il est certain que mes objectlons
eontre cell@la portent peu contre Fernandez, J'ai lu atten-
tivement les deux livres de¢ Fernandez, €% jYal parfols discute
avee lul des questions de detall; mals jusqu'ici, Je n'al ja-
mals tente de faire face a son position integrale. Clest
plutot ceei, que Je trouve (aiuae tort?) que Fernandez n'a pas

encore donne que des ebauches d'un systeme qul ne manquera pas,
a la longue, d'etre parmi les plus vivants; par ¢ ‘nsequent, le
tempe n'est pas venu pour le soumettre a une etude definitive -
definitive, je veux dire, pour mol.

Neanmolns, toutes reserves faltes, Je ne veux pas etre irop
prudent, et Je ne veux pas dissimuler ma certitude gque nos idees
geront enfin opposees. Je n'y vois pas encore clair, mals Je
erols gue Xmxmxmiex la critique de la pensee de Fernandez y trou-
veront au fond un bel "scte de foi", quolque blen cache, Kals
j'affirme toutefols une grande simiration pour cette pensee qui




des nlus hardles et des plus originales de notre age.

Je vous Erie d'accepter, chere madame, avec ma reconnals-
sance, l'expression de mes salutations tres distlpgues.
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