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f,,~1,11rn. Paul and Apollos were ml"rdy 1'11111111•111 1 

St'r\'ic·rnhlr ninners, used by ChriAt. fnr lhr~ co11-
,·e1'!li1m nf souls. One had one gift nnd another 
hnd nnnthn gift: one had one kin,\ of· work 
a~i1i~n1•1I lo him and another a different kind; hut 
the succc-~s of the work cnme from ( :Oil nlone. 
The- imltttments were nothing: God WnM 1:vcry
lhing. Nor was there any distinction in clnss 
betwt'en the different instruments whether planter 
or waterer: they belonged tb .·one cntegory (b 
cf>""':,.,,. St Kal b 'll'OTt{wv lv Elo"LV), and were thereby 
rc-nll)wd from any possibility of being• set in 
rivalry. Each had his own work nnd would 
receive his own re_\yard. The work which they uc
complished as God's team was God's work-God's 
husbandr)', God's building (34-10). 

Hence it follows that the true position and 

light in which the111 l"" Apo'!tle11 were to be 
regarded was as 1111dcr-worker!I and stewards
nothing more. For lhiq !llcwar<hhip they would 
have to account to C:od, and, r;ua stewards, were 
not obnoxious to human <:ritir:iRrn. THE JuooE 
would at the right time apportion to each due 
praise. So careful i1 the Apo11tle to deprecate any 
undue valuation of him11elf that he reiterates the 
statement, and reinforces it by a proverb-' Don't 
go beyond your text. Think reasonably (.\o-y,
,,u8w) about us. ~.e were only persons thrl71'gh 
whom you believed, not in whom· you believed. 
The case of Apollos and myself is a very apposite 
one from which to learn tbe observance of the 
ethical canon Ne ultra quam scriptum est' (41-6). 

T. HEJi.BERT BINDLEY. 

Denton Rectory, Norfolk. 

------·•·------
6ntrt 

FRANCIS THOMPSON'S POETRY. 

III. 

• Sister Songs.' 

SOME one once asked George Macdonald, ' Do • 
ydu believe 1'that man has a soul ? ' ' No,' he 
answered; • he is a soul, an<;l he has a body.' _ 

Francis Thompson was conscious of his body 
'only as something that bound him to earth, and 
prevented him from living constantly in what he 
felt was his natural sphere. 

Love and love's ~eauty only hold their revels 
In life's familiar, penetrable levels : 

What of its ocean-floor? 
I dwell there evermore. 
From almost earliest youth 
I raised the lids o' the truth, 

And forced her bend on me her shrinking sight ; 
Ever I knew me Beauty's eremite, 

In antre of this lowly body set, 
Girt with a thirsty solitude of soul. 1 

This very fact helped to make the tie between 
him and the few kindred spirits with whom he 
came into contact a close one. He took them 
into the world of spiritual reality with hiiµ ; he 
made the unseen world their meeting-place. 

If. anything could have convinced Thompson 
1 Works, i. 41. 

that this world was a place to be thankful for, the 
love he experienced· in the hQme of tbe Meynells 
ougl!t to have done so, but we hear only of his 
gratitude to them. One Christmas he btought 
them a present. It had cost him much labour
not of the hands, for he could never use them to 
much purpose, but of the spirit. Kensington 
G~rdens, 'where,' says his biographer, 'I have 
often seen him at prayer as well as at poetry,' saw 
the fashioning of the gift.-

It was presented in characteristic fashion. He 
left it, along with a note at the Meynells' house in 
Palace Gardens, in a place where he felt sure it 
would be seen by them. ' I leave with this on the 
mantelpiece (in an exercise book) the poem of 

, which I spoke. If inteµsity of labour could make 
it good, good it would be. One way or the other, 
it will be an effectual test of a theme on which I 
have never yet written,; if from it I h_ave failed to 
draw poetry, then I may as well take down my 
sign.' Later, when he recovered the manuscript 
to add the ' Inscription' to it, he again wrote : ' Let 
me thank you 'ab imis med"llis' for the one happy 
Christmas I have had for many a year. Herewith 
I send you my laggard poem.' He had watched 
the piling up of family presents that told of love. 
He loved too, and he gave of his best. The 
p'resent was 'Sister Songs,' an 'Offering to Two 



THR RXl'O!-!J'TORV TIMES. 

Sistc-r~. Mt'nica 1md Madeline (Sylvia).' 'l'lu~ 
'lnscription' i!I wt>ll known 1 

R11l nnc I 111,111-,·,1 wh,, lini:crc<l still bchi111I, 
.'\s r,,r s11d1 ,.,111, "" Sl'l'lllly i:ift hRd hr : 

ll.- w11, nol .,r their strnin, 
N,,r w,,rlh)· ,,r so hril!ht hcings to r,111crtni11

1 

Nm lit c,,111p.-1·r r,11 such hii:h comp1my. 
\"cl wns h,·, surely, born lo them in mind, 
Their p11111i:~st n11r,\ini: of the spirit's kind. 

l,11,1 sink lhis one, 
With timid 1,:ln1wc, 11r wntching eyes adrcad, 
And dwpp,•,1 his frii:htcncd flower when nil were i:oni• , 
And wlwr,· the• frnil flower fell, it wither~d. , 
Bui yet m,•thoui:hl those high SO)!ls smiled thereon; 
As wh,•n n l'hilrl, upstrnining at your knees 
Some fond n1Hl fnndcd nothings, says, 'I give yon these I' 1 

At a first rending, it is difficult to get into touch 
with the mood of' Sister Songs.' Even at a second 
attempt one may only experience the feeling of 
having entered something like a fairy palace while 
wearing garments of flesh. But a very faint grasp 
of the beauty of the structure arouses a wish to 
return to it again. These visits bring; ever' fresh 
delights; some new, and hitherto unsuspected 
beauty is constantly being revealed. One cannot 
cnt1c1se. 'Why can't I write poetry like that? 
That's what I've wanted to do all my life,' a• well
known writer and critic said on hearing selections 
from 'Sister Songs' _read aloud. . 

We know the Thompson of the two sides, the 
man who, while living in the Elgin Avenue lodging
house, was not of it. There, his outlook dn Nature 
was certainly Metropolitan; in May the lodgers 
could all see the laburnum flowering at a street 
corner not far off: 

Mark yonder, how the long laburnum drips 
Its jocund spilth of fire, its honey of wild flame!? 

But to Francis Thorrlpson only it was given to 
see· the daisy, the rosebud, and the snowdrop 
bloom side by side : 

I know in the la.ne, by the hedgerow trllCk, 
The long, broad grasses underneath 

Are warted wilh rain like a toad's knobbed back; 
But here May weareth a rainless wreath. 

In the new-sucked milk of the sun's bosom 
Is dabbled the mouth of the daisy-blossom; 

The smouldering rosebud chars through ili, $heath ; 
The ~y stirs her snowy limbs, 

Ere she swims 
Naked up through her cloven green, 

1 Wt>rkr, i. 68, I Ibid. i. 26. 

I.Ike the wnve-h,1rn J.n,Jy ,,r l.ovr I f,.11,.nr; 
And the scnltered snowclrr,p n1•p1i•III' 

Twinkles Rnrl 11Jr11m•, 
As if the showers of I t11• '""''Y 1,eNm• 

Were splashed from the rnr1h in ,lr,,p, ,.f lighl. 
Everything 
ThRt is the ohilcl of .'-iprlni: 

Casts its bud or blossomini: 
Upon the stream of my dcli)lht. 8 

His joy in Spring is such that he forget11 the 
prese~ce of his frail body: 

Yea, and myself put on swift rp,kk.-ninr:t, 
And answer to the presence ,,f R 111dclen Spring.• 

And the use of the refrain, making music that 
never seems.to fail from beginning to end, betrays 
an almost exuberant delight in his own art. 

The horizon of I Sister Songs' gradually widens, 
'the air becomes clearer; then something greater 
than a fairy palace is revealed; it is indeed as if 
the pure light of heaven were.overhead, and a 
fairy world all ~round, one even more delicately 
conceived than that of the 'Midsummer Night's 
Dream.' 

How far Thompson was . technically educated 
in.music we know not, but he must have had some 
solid basis of knowledge. , In describing the music 
of that fairy world, he u§es the language of one 
who lived and thought in it. 

I heard a \lainty dubious sound, 
As of goodly melody ; 

It seemed of air, it seeme<l of ground, 
And never any witchery 

Drawn from pipe, or reed, or string, 
Made such dulcet ravishing. 
'Twas like no earthly instrument, 
Yet _ha°d something of them all 
In its rise, and in its fall ; 

As if in one sweet consort there were blent 
Those archetypes celestial 

Which our endea".ouring instruments recall. 
So heavenly flutes made murmurous plain 
To heavenly_ viols, that again 
-Aching with music-wailed back pain; 
Regals release their notes, which rise 
Wellini,:, like Je~,s from heart to eyes; 
And the harp thrills with thronging sighs. 
Horns in P1ellow flattering . 
Parley with the cithern-string :-
Hark !-the floating, long-drawn note 
Woos the throbbing cithern-string ! 1 

.. 

From the beginning to the ~nd of' Sister Songs' 
he never forgets the working out of the plan that 

H Ibid. i. 27. 'Ibid. i. 26. 
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is in hi!! min,t Tlw plAn of a vrsron iR g~nr.r11.lly 
R ~l)ll11·whnt 1•lll~in• thing; this, however, clln he 
~cl'n, wond\'l't'd RI, And remembered, M11Hic iA 

the' RI mosph1'11'. 1.iii;ht, niry, and full of joy, how 
the foiric~ sin!{ nnd dance I After the fairies come 
Tit, H, 'Jlf'S 

I .!kt• N('rl'itls through a watery town, 

Their m0VC'llH'llt~, RS Thompson describes them, 
show whRt cnn be done by a skilful and legitimate 
use of the lJ:nglish language. Both colour and 
movement arc perfect: 

S<'m,·. with ln.nguors of waved arms, . 
Fluetu,,us l'<\1'1;d their flexile way; 
Snnw were b,lt'ne l)alf resupine 
On thl· ncrinl hyaline, 
Tht•ir fluid limbs and rare array 
Flickering on the wind, as' quivers 
Trailing weed in running rivers ; 
And ol hers, in far prospect seen, 
Newly loosed on this terrene, 
Shot in piercing swiftness came, 
With hllir a-stream like pale and goblin .. , flame. 1 

Next follow the Dryad es in a dartce : 

Every step WILS a tinkling sound, 
As they glanced in their dancing-ground. 
Clouds in cluster with such a sailing 
Float o'er the light of the 'Wasting moon, 
As the cloud of their gliding veiling 
Swung in the sway of the dancing-tune. 
There was a clash of their cymbals clanging, 
Ringing of swinging bells clinging their feet ; 
And the clang on wing it seemed a-hanging, 
Hovering round their dancing, so· fleet. 2 ' 

But he adds: 

I stirred, I rustled more than meet ; 
Whereat they broke to the left and right, 
With eddying rnbes like aconite' 

Blue of helm ; 
And I beheld to the foot. o' the elm. 2 

There sat Spring surrounded by her l_adies and' a 
throng of children. In the midst of the latter wi;ts 
Sylvia. He begs that Spring will 

,· 

keep still in thy train, 
After the years when others therefrom fade, 

This tiny, well-beloved maid I 
To whom the gate of my heart's fortalice, 

With all which in it is, 
- --- __ , 

1 rVdrlu, i. 31. 1 Ibid. i. 33, 34, 

Anit the ~hy ~~If who rlt,th lh~r~ln lmrn~w him 
'<;Rin~I what loud lcRr,:uerer~ l,11t111iln11,ly w,,o him, 

I, hriliM lrAitor to hirn, 
Set open for onr klo. I 

Then he meets Sylvia on hrr hum:wn iiide, and 
Apeaks to her in words that Ar~ full r,( tenderness. 
The passage is one of the mr,Rt txqui,ite things 
ever written, To Francie ThompR<m, 8ylvia is just 
IL little girl, 1'ut he tells her the tra11ic story f)f his 
etreet friendship : • • 

A kiss? for n chilrl'M ki~M? 
Aye, goddcs9, even for lhir. 

Once, bright Sylviola, in clnyR not far, 
• I • I 

I waited the inevitable last. 
Then there came pnst 

A child ; like thee, a spring-flower ; hut a flower 
Fallen from the bud«!td coron~l of Spring, 
An? thq>ugh the city-streets l,Jown withering. 
She passed,-O brave, sad, lovingest, tender thing ! 
And of her own scant pittance did she give, 

That I might eat and live : 
Then fled, a swift and ti:ackless fugitive. 

Therefore I kissed in thee 
The heart of childhood,- so '-divine for me; 
• ' And her, through what sore ways, 

And what unchildish days, 
Borne from me now, as then, a tr~kless fugitive. 

Therefore I kissed in thee 
, • Her, child ! and innocency, 

And spring, and all things that have gone from· me, 
And that . shall never be ; 

• All vanis1Ied hopes, and 1111 mQst hopeless bliss, 
Came with thee to my kiss.' 

Spring's answer to his request for her follows : 
O J6ver of me and all my progeny; 

: For grace to you 
I ~ke her ever to my retinue, 
Over thy form, dear child, alas! my art 
Cannot prevail; but mine immortalizing 

Touch I lay upon thy heart. 
Thy soul's fair shape 

In my unfading mantle's green I drape, 
And thy white Jnind shall rest by my devising. 

A. Gideon-fleece amid life's dwity droutb. 5 

It is a dream such as CQmes-even to a poet--
once in a lifetime : • 

Cease, Spring's little children, now cea5e your lauds to 
raise; l 

That dream is past, and Sylvia, with her sweet, feat ways. 
Our loved labour, laid away, 
Is smoothly ended; said our say, 

Our syllabling to Sylvia. 

• Ibid. i. 35, 36. • Ibid. i. 36, 37. 5 Ibid. i. 38. 
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M11lit' swrrl, y,,11 hinl~ on branches I mRke AWCr.l your 
mn111h, wilh M11y I 

1\111 h,,rn!" i, 1hi, liurthen, 
Sun.: 111111, SylviR,1 

The plnn of the second part is less cle11rly 
defined. Tlw thought and the music of it make 
its chief nttrnction. 

Thoronii;h ly Thompsonian, while there is thought 
then• is Rn absence of any regular philosophicnl 
system, but the presence of an aptness in drawing 
material from the thought from anything nnd 
everything, and finding a place for it in an 
emotional mood. 

Monica, to whom it was addressed, was the elder 
of the two • sisters. Thompso'h reveals himself 
more directly to her than he does to Sylvia. He 
probl\_bly thought he knew her better. The Friston 

·" days when she gave him the poppy were lt memory 
,to the end of his life. He never ceased to love 
her. At her bidding he went on her marriage day 
in 1903 to the church. But ·he arrived much too 
early, only to find it empty. 'A young lady,' he 
wrote to her afterwards, 'approached the church 
by the -back entrance, just as I came away; but 
on inspection s~e had no trace of poppy-land. 
There must have been other nuptial couples about, 
I think. 

' It seems but the other day, my dearest sister 
(may I not call you so? Fo! you are all to me as 
younger sisters and 'brothers-to me, who have 
long ceased practically to have any sisters of my 
ow·n, so completely am I sundered from them), 
that you were a chiid with me at Friston, and I 
myse!C still very much of a child. Now ttie time 
is come I foresaw then : 

Knowing well, when some few days are over, 
You vanish from me to nnother.' 

• You may pardon me if I feel a little sadness, 
even while I am glad for your gladness, my very 
dear.' 2 

I .. ',Sister Songs' be says: 

How com'st thou, little tender thing of white, 
Whose very touch full scantly me beseems, 
How corn'st thou resting on my vaporous dreams, 

Kindling a wraith there of earth's vernal green? 8 

1 Works, i. 39, 
~ E. Meynell, The Life of Francis Thompwn, 341. 
8 Poems, i. 40. 

He relt that all along 1h1~ had borne a part m 
helping him : 

Thou wert to me th11t ••un,.•I o( rl11y•~ light, 
When, . 

Stretched on the mar1tin r,f th~ r.rul!I ~a 
Whence they hacl reAr.u~tl n,~, 

With faint and painful pul'le• wou [ lying ; 
Not yet discerning well 

If I had 'scaped, or were an icicle, 
Whose thawing is iLA dyinic, • 

Then he becomes reminiscent H he remembers 
the first time he saw her in her father's house : 

One unforgotten clay, 
As a sick child waking seeA 

Wide-eyed daisies 
Gazing on it from its heacl, 
Slipped there for its dear 11mazes ; 
So between thy father's knees ,, 

I saw thee stand, 
And through my hazes 

Of pain and fear thine eyes' young wonder shone. 
Then, as flies scatter from a carrion, 

,.,, Or rooks in spreading gyres like broken smoke 
Wheel,· when some 4ound their quietude has broke, 

Fled, at thy countenance, all that doubting spawn : 
The heart which I had questioned spoke, 

A cry impetuous from its depth was drawn,-
1 take the omen or this . face of dawn ! ' 

And with the omen to my heart cam'st thou. 
Even with a spray of tears 

That one light draft was fixed. there for the years.• 

Kensington Gardens, his place for prayer as well 
as for writing poetry, gave him a point of view-a 
window through which he saw Monica earthbom, 
but 'a daughter of the sky,' a constant. inspiration 
to him: 

Thou swing'st the hammers of my forge; 
As the innocent moon, that nothing does but shine, 
Moves ·au the labouring surges of the world.' 

That idea leads to another : 
Thou whose young sex is yet but in thy soul ;

As hoarded in the vine 
Hang the gold skins of undelirious wine, 
As air sleeps, till it toss its limbs in breeze :-8 

Here is a soul capable of great things : 
Born of full stature, lineal to control ; 8 

Fettered, however, by the slow growth of the mind: 
ripe for kinship, yet must be 

Captive in statuted minoiity ! 1 

' 16id. i. 45. • Ibid. i. 50. 
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Hut he realized that hy l"l'AI 1·11i11l nol only can the 
dan~t'rous forces of nnt111T hl' m111h• the servants of 
man, but by the same lnw mnnhoml nnd womanhood 
may ris~ lo moral pcrf1~ction. Inn atriking passage 
ht' l'Xpresscs in poetry whnt he· Rtatcs in his essay 
FtJNR o,rd .Fo,-mal,:fm. 'No common aim can 
triumph, till it is crystalliwd in an individual, at 
once its child and rul<'r. Man himself muat 
become incarnate in a man before his cause can 
triumph. Thus the universal Word became the in
dividual Christ; that totnl God nnd total man being 
particularized in a ·single symbol, the cause of God 
and man might triumph. In Christ, therefore, 
centres and is solved that supreme problem of life 
-the marriage of the Unit with the Sum.' 1 

For suprente Spirit subjec~11s_ lo clay, 
And Law from its own serv1mts learned a law, 

And Light besought II lamp unto its way, 
And Awe was reined in nwe, 

At one small house of No.znreth; 
And Golgotha 

Saw Breath to breathlessness resign its breath, 
And Life do homage for its crown to death. 2 

Yet it pained Thompson to think that Mqnica 
should be subjected to a law that would hurt. 
With the heritage that was hers-

Smitten with singing from thy mother's east,8 

she could only be capable of seeing beautiful 
meanings in the common things of life: 

When from ~the common sands 
•• Of poorest common speech of common day 

Thine accents sift the golden muslcs out 11 

The close brings us back to the human Thompson 
speaking to the child Monica just as he did at 
Friston: 

0 

Now pass your ways, fair bird, and pass your ways, 
If you will; 

I have you through the days I 
And flit or hold you still, 
And perch you where ydu list 

On what wrist,-
You are mine through the times I 

I have caught you fast for ever in a t11ngl~ of sweet 
rhymes, 

And in your young maiden morn 
You may scorn 
llut you must be 

Bound and sociate to me ; 
With this thread from out the tomb my dea.d hand shall 

tether I bee I ' 

1 Works, iii. 76. 
1 //Jid. i. 5:z. 

'1/Jitl. i. 51. 
' l6id, I. 65. 

Tagor,~, lhl'I Indian my9tic, echoes thr. A:imr. 

thought: 

I l111vr· , n11ght you nn<I wrap! you, 
my lov,·, in lhc net of my music. 

You nrr my own, my own, Dweller 
In my d1•n1hle~~ dream, 1 • 

WHO'S WHO, 

Sir Edward Cook, in his rlew volume of Liltrary 
Recollections, discourses pleasantly on the Art of 
J!iography. He tells us that the first rule u~ually 
laid down for the writing of a biography is Brevity. 
If it is a good rule how exceUent a book: i1 Who's 
Who, of which the volume for 1919 has been pub
iished (A. & C. Black; 30s. net). For it contauis 
about twenty thouaand biographies, and every one 
of them obeys the rule. That is a larger number 
than ever,' and the, volume is increased this year 
by eighty pages, in spite of the disappearance of 
the Germans. 

Who's Who is a business book. And it is in
conceivable than any man or woman who has to 
do with other men or women in a business way can 
be content to be without it. But, business Or not, 
it is very good reading. Let your eye catch some 
familiar name. Read the article through. You 
will be astonished to find that you have learned 
much more than you knew - even about such 
familiar names as Lloyd George, Clemenceau, 
Wilson. The only difficulty now will be to set 
the volume down. 

Then how characteristic are the biographies
for you must remember that they are really 
autobiograp):iies. Field-Marshal Sir Douglas Haig 
offers a severe list of services and honours. Mr. 
Frederic Harrison fills the most of a volume with 
his publications. But even Mr. Harrison's lisb of 
books and pamphlets is outnumberetl by the pub
licatic:ms of. Mr. H. G. Wells. Mr. Joynson Hicks 
has few books, but he 'has always taken a keen 
ihterest in philanthropic and charitable 

0

work.' 
The colonial biographies are especially rich in 
self-revelation. They have an eye to the pic
turesque as well as the particular. Notice. finally, 
that fewer men tell us now what their recreations 
are. ·1s that the War? Women seem to have no 
recreation. But Mrs. Fawcett (without conce;fl.ing 
her age) tells us that she goes in for walking, 
needlework, and music. 

• R. Tagore, Tiu G,lr,u,ur, 59-



ll)O THI); KXPOHJTOR V Tl M Wt 

1\) writ,' is 11111• thinw., lo get what you hav~ 
written p11hlishr1l is 111111l lwr. Is it a short story~ 
T/1,- 11 ·,.,-,,.,._,· ,,,,,/ A rlist.,·' Yt·m· Book (A. & ( ;, 
Hlark; 3s. fl1l. nrt) will tell you all about the 
ma~11zi1ws t h.,t pnhlish short stories, the style of 
story they p11hhsh, nnd the price they pay. ls it 
a ho,ik? Tlw snnw .,:11idc will give you the n~mcs 
of all the puhlislwrs or book~, the kind of books 
they publish, nnd --no. not the royalties, you must 
find that out hy inquiry. It does, however, give 
you a table whl"l'chy you cn.n calculate your income 
when you know the wyalty. If you are an artillt 

the necessary information is all here. And not for 
Great Britain only, but for the Colonies a~ well, 
and for the United States o(,America. 

NOTES ON TEXTS. 

The words spoken by Jesus or the woman • that 
was a sinner, 'for she loved much' (Lk 747), are 
not easily understood. Mr. Montefiore in his book 
on Libera/Judaism a,id Hellenism makes an•att~mpt 
to explain them. 'The. lesson conveyed by the 
story of Jesus and the h'ariot iri the se~enth ~hapter 
of Luke is that love can regene·rate the sinfulheart. 
And this in two ways. Love evokes fov~. • The 
loving sympathy of Jesus evokes in her so~l rever
ential love and gratitude towards him, and his love 
and her love together are ade.quate to cha~ge her 
heart, and to effect her redemption. And because 
her heart is now set God ward, Jesus can· say to 
her, "Thy sins are forgiveri." The past is ~ashed 

J • ' r r· ' 
away.' • 

Luke xix. I3, 

Every man who wears khaki is under the spell of 
the command-' Carry on ! ' Around these word~ 
there have gathered tender and beautiful associa
tions for a nt1111ber of men in a fighting unit who 
gathered together for prayer one Satu~day evening. • 
One of these lads was leading us in prayer, and 
amid many halting petitions there came this cry of. 
the heart, fervent in its utterance and lurni'nous 
with spiritual truth, ' Lord;' help us to· 9bey Thy 
command, Carry 01/ till I come/ O~\y a touch of 
spiritual genius coultl have suggested that al!JlOSt 
perfect paraphrase. The servants in the Parabl~ 
of the Pounds were 

I 

told by their Lord, 'Occupy 
till I come.' This Britjsh soldier saw tpe inner 
meaning of that order_.:a command to exercise a 
tireless energy in the absence qt their Master. 

Tht•He Rerva11ls might be at their wit1' encl tr, know 
how lo uRe the money to be1t aclv:intal(e, but 
thou11h everything be again~t th,:m they mw,t 
pcr"uverc. The command, 'Or.i:upy till I r:<,me,' 
rlllll( in their cars when hopele,~nfl~R Rn<l de,pair 
l(rippml their hearts, and they shook r,ff de,p<md
ency nn<l renewed their efforts in the in,piration of 
llu1t cl~ur call. The soldier recognized in that 
situation n parable of his own life, and he knP-w 
thnt the ancient command is still regnant. It 
seemed very modern i,.nd vital when he gave it a 
tranHlation .that brought it home to men who are 
liv.ing under military discipline.1 

On the morning of the 27th one of our old men 
went to the Demi-Lu,Jte and watch~•for a military 
car coming in from Meaux. After houri of waiting, 
one finally. appeared. He ran into the road and 
hailed it, nnd as the chauffeur put on his brakes, he 
called: 

'Et f!erdun 1' 
'Elle tient,' was the reply, and the auto rushed 

on. 
Tha~ was ·an the news we_had in those days. 2 

SOME RECENT BOOKS OF POETRY. 
An Anthology. 

Mr. Blackwell of Oxford has published an Antho
logy of Recent Poetry which, better than any book 
we have seen, enables us to estimate the general 
characteristics ·or the poetry of our day. The Irish 
poetry stands apart. This is li:nglish, and university 
English, but it is typical. The title is S6ngs for 
Sale (3s. net), the editor E. B. C. Jones. 

What can be said about the poetry of our day? 
First that it is less concJrned about the form than 
about the subject. The thought is more than the 
expression. Many kinds of metre are used as the 
subject suggests; so~etimes it is scarcely metre 
at all or to be distinguished from prose. 

Except that there is ho lack of imagination. If 
the. form chosen happens to . seem prosaic that is 
deliberate, and by no means the outcome of poverty 
of imagination. 

But the fundamental fact is the passion for 
reality-a full reality, the taste of life in every 
phase of its experience, but the experience must 
be real. This does not close the door on ideals, 

1 J, A. P~~te~, Tlte DecwaJion of I/¥ Crou, 6.I. 
2 ~. Ald,ich, o,, J/te Edge of tlu W41r .l.on4, 166. 



THE EXPOHlTORV 'l'IMltS, 

hut it dnl's shut out romnntic idenls mostly and 
sentimental idenl11 nl111~1•tlwr. What experie11ce11 
have you had? ~l'I the111 uuwn; set them down 
in such poetic fot III n~ )'Oil think proper, b11t set 
them down as )'1111 hml them, ns )'Ott had them. 
That is th<" dcmnnd. 

This is Mr. Mnx Plowman : 

Take Heaven nwn~-, 0 God, and' bury deep 
Out of my si1,1.ht H<"ll with its brood of fear; 
When Thou p.ivrsl Earth shall I '\:ry, • Heaven 

is dear. 1 
• 

Into its blissful hnwn would I' creep'? 
Take Heaven away; for lo, I need Thee near, 
And should I stretch my eyes they cannot peep 
Into so fierce n li~ht it seems asleep, 
Lying across death's yet untraversed mere. 

r '' l 

Keep Heaven, 0 God; and to the Devil his 
Hell; 

But give me sight and hearing, sense and touch, 
That ·I may see Thee working in .the whole 
Visible element Thou h31t made so well: 
May feel Thy power in t11e tiger's ,clutch • 
And see new· heavens builded by. a mole. 

Aldous Huxley. 
Aldous Huxley is one of the poets represented 

in 'Songs for Sale.' But he , has published a 
volume all his o·wn called The Defeat o} Youth 

I' 
(Blackwell; 3s. net). Any poem could be chosen 
to illustrate what has been said, of the Anthology, 
Take 

THE FLOWERS. 

Day after day, 
At spring's return, 
I watch. my flowers, how they· burn 
Their lives away. 

The candle crocus 
And daffodil gold 
Drink fire of the sunshine
Quickly cold. 

And the proud tulip'
How red he gl~ws !-
Is quenched ere summer 
Can kindle the rose. 

' 
Purple as the innermost 
Core of a sinking flame, 
Deep in the leaves the violets smoulder 
To the dust whence they came, 

1 lny nflt·r day, 
A I Hpri111('s return, 
I WRtch my flowerR, how they hurn 
Thr.ir lives away, 
llny after day .... 

Eleanor M. Brougham. 

Mr. John Lane has been able, in 1pite of the 
war, lo publish a quite unique Anthology in a 
quite unique and attractive form. It ia an 
Antholol-(y of English Poems from the XI Vth to 

, the XVJith Century, with biographical notes. 
The editor is Eleanor M. Brougham, and the 
title Cornfr,o-,,, Olde·Fieldes (7s. 6d. oet). 

the volume is divided into four parts-Re
ligion, Love, Death, and Miscellany. Many of 
the poems are taken from Manuscripts which have 
never been published, A,nd some of these manu
script poems are as fine as any in the book. Here 
is one from a manuscript in Christ Church, 
Oxford. It is called 

PREPARATIONS. 

Yet if His Majesty, our sovereign lord, 
Should of his own accord 
Friendly himself invite, . 
And say, 'I'll be your guest 'to-morrow night,' 
How should we stir ourselves, call and com-

mand 
• All hands to work ! 'Let rio man idle stand ! 
Set me fine Spanish tables in the hall, 
See they be fitted all ; 
Let there be room to eat, 
And ordet taken that there want no meat ; 
See every sconce and candlestick. made bright, 
Thi!t without tapers they may give a light. 
Look to the presence; are the carpets spread, 
The dazie o'er the head, 
The cushions in the chairs, 
And all the candles lighted on the stairs? 
Per'rume the chambers, and in any case 
Let each man give attendance in his • place ! ' 
Thus if a· king were coming would we do, 
And 'twere good ft;ason to9; 
For 'tis a duteous thing 
To show all honour to an earthly king, 
And after all our tra\19.il and our cost, 
So he be pleased, to think no labour \o'St. 
But at the coming of the King of Heaven 
All's set at six and seven: • 
We wallo'V. in our sin, . . 
Christ cam~ot fi~d a chaqiber m the mn, 
We entertain Him alwaya Uke l'o stran~er. 

• And, as jlt fi~st, still lodge Him. in a mqer. 
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THE EXPOSITORY TIMlr.K 

M. Nightingale. 

The volume of l'rr.rrs ll'iu """ Otluroiise, by 
M. Nightingale (Blnl'kwdl; .,11. net), has been 
illustrated by C. T. Nip.hlin11,Ale, and the illustra
t1ons are no small part of il11 charm. There is 
true poetry however in it, 1hr. modest title not
withstanding. A daring !wading, 'Mary had a 
Little Lamb,' is given to n poem on the Virgin 
and the Lamb of God, but it is quotable and 
impressive. We shall quote, however, this on 

A WAYSl))Jt CALVARY. 

Remember, Lord, when last I came, 
Thou hearqest pray both him and me. 
Now for the pity of Thy Name 
I come to Thee. 

See, at the hill-foot where we dwelt, 
Yon cottage by the field of corn I 
Together have we climbed and knelt 
Our thanks each morn. • 

Dear Lord, Thou would'st not have me come 
Alone? Mayb.e Thou hast forgot I 
How should I pray and then turn home 
Where he is not? 

Oh Thou Who,- being God, could'st die 
The very hour Thy cup did brim, 
Lend me that godly power that I 
May go to him ! 

Helen Simpson. 

The lightest and the most amu~ing of the 
Lightning Sketches by Helen Simpsdn (Blackwell; 
2s. 6d. net) is the first, ent'itled -, Truth.' The 
rest are clever enough, no lack of cleverness in 
conception or execution, but the first is the sketch 
for attractiveness. 

5, B. Macleod. 

There is poetry and there is reality in Poems of 
Love and War, by Second Lieut. S. B. Macleod 
(Simpkin; 3s. 6d. net). Much is being said about 
the religion of the soldier, and some oLit is difficult 
of acceptance. This soldier's religion has no 
elements in it for which we have to make allow
ance. One poem will be sufficient for evidence:_ 

'PRAY FOR ME. 1 

Did I say 'Pray'? Nay, let thine inmost soul 
Rise from thy deepest being to Heaven's height, 
Till longing almost changes into sight, 
In eagerness to reach thy hoped-for goal. 

I ,et thy clrnr framr. to Nature r.ea!le it~ toll, 
And vnniAh in thr. !!pirit, !I0 it might 
Stand in 11 i~ l'rnA1•n<:e and be fi I led with r ,i~ht ; 
For dollH'd in Love, thy love shall ker.p th,:,: 

wholr.. 
Yea, lhnt i11 prnyer-to lose ourselves in Him : 
To strive, to wrcRtle, upwards to Hi!I Throne. 
'Tis selfish pnaAion makes our sight _so dim, 
But• lovei=,ehall aid thee-Love like to Hi~ 

own-
And such i11 in thy heart, 0 purest maid-

" Thyself my comfort, and thy ·prayers mine aid. 

J. L. Crommelln Brown. 

There are two attitudes to the War, two and no 
more. Either it is a vulgar dirty business, all 
through, as Mr, Siegfried Sass9on counts it-see 
his poem quoted in the review of To-day; or it 
is the opportunity and vindication of the spiritual 
1i:i man. Mr. Crommelin Brown takes the 'latter 
attitude. His volume "war poems he calls Dies 
Heroica (Hodder & Stoughton; 5s. net). In one 
of the poems he introduces Nietzsche, it gives the 
tone of the whole book : 

NIETZSCHE. 

I dreamt that there was merriment in hell, 
And as each meagre new,w.eparted sprite 
Came hesitating forward to the light 

To warm itself, there followed straight a yell 
Of devil's-mirth, for trade was doing well. 

And when in Flanders fiercer grew the 
fight, ~ 

So thicker thronged the phantoms through 
the night, 

Louder that gusty laughter rose and felL 

Lastly, they turned to one apart, who furled 
A cloak about his face. 'Oh ! make reply 

Thou, who hast said this Christ, corrupts the 
world, 

And men no longer have the will to die. 
These thousands perished fQr a treaty. What 
Hast thou to say ? ' But Nietzsche answered 

-' not. 
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