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Williams. (Eyre & Spottis-
woode. 16s.)
By H. E. BATES
HROUGHOUT all - the-
I sheep-and-monkey chorus
about the novel, 1ts sup-

posed decline and the alleged
by. the, public for.a
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NEW
POETRY-

UNION STREET. By C’Iar
ausley. (Hart Dﬂvll. 12, Sd)
STILL AND ALL. By Burns’
Singer, (Secker & Warburg,

By JOHN PRESS

R. CAUSLEY 18 a master
M of accomplished, melo-
dious .verse, l,n:erally
spangled. with. . vivid, “uriex-
pected - adjectives.” On _the:
whole I prefer him when he
!s celebrating* the war at sea.
and British magelots on- the.
the prowl, or purtrnymg a (lmﬂy
whom the ' Welf tate
failed to nme.
Old Man. Winters likes hll
his missus ran off with a -

bombn. dter,
:lu in the' grate

e
And Tlmo:hys dased .with
aspirh

h.cmn blﬂld like poems,
thuug skilful and: pleasing, n‘t!:el

! :eml-documentéry klnd of book
its

place, one

h'nubled to spare & thought for the
authors of these sdme- semi-docu-
mentaries and the problem of

what happens to them when
eventually the furious bonfires of
adventurous experience die down.
When there ‘are no more Nazi

prison-camps ' to-escape from.and
dam busting is all over whers do
you go from there? Whnt do yon
do, in fact, as Erlc
self puts it, with the pmblem o(

what to say?,

1t is oniy & few years since Mr,
Willlams' found himself riding on
the tail of ‘a 'dazzling comet of
guccess; .there wasn't a reader in
the country who hadn't heard.of
“The Wooden Horse.” But comets,
as-Mr. Willlams well realised, are
rare events in the sky and wooderi
horses don't happen every day:
and because -the author of “The
Wooden Horse” happens to be &
man of character and intelligence
as well as courage he was quick to
face his rude and uncomfortable
dilemma  with chilly reality.
“ Although I wanted very much to
go: on writing, so far I had not
found anything In post-war life
worth writing about. I have not
the essential spark of imagination
to create & mnovel and in. the
hiatus after the emotional excite-
ment nnd purpose of the war

aﬂccbed simplicity :
inht ‘the Nelro lays his

r'm:-hruat of dd”ﬂf
licking - & e
emlvnaunzas um do not quite

lving sperm
Can't keep his powder dry.
But Mr Causley is never dull,’
drab or suety. deed, contem-
porary poetry could do wlhb [ blt
more of the ardour

Concentration

N most of his shorter poem:
Mr Bums sm;er wmenn a de~
pressingly 1l e style, ap-
mrmﬂ{ by de“berale c!xoice, :ur
s Tho

mx?*’“r.,
X
conside:nble nchlzvemam belng
The Transparent soner,” &
hard, unsentimental, horrifyiog
nnn‘atlve of the second world
ar, illuminated hﬁmthe steady
g]nw of poetic im
The most ambitious poem lns the

hls con{empormes, he
Gl‘e em

entirely successful. ger
is capnble of iapsing into near-

cause We can’
Draw & brenth.nénrer now 1“

s

t ...
tongue-twisting

.. your very mind is
Wi

into
n.ulceutlan of

dras
Apart. lta thoughts taught
es, turned to trash.
it is, huwever, thls very nonCen-
tration of thouj %hr. and
)lngunge that distinguishes ths
' finest pcrtlo the

uence,
"‘J 1 knew‘;?:& akull

wumb & lves taste of his dualit:
which, visible in Sonnets gnm:f

XXIV,
and L, proclalms itself ‘most
-clearl: in the sestet of Sonnet

What ‘words can say to me the
‘words have ssi

Out ch whers  nothing
happens since yi 8

No 1%nz=r f.\wre lor things to
0
And Y.geerea no way of telling
what 1s true
You zannot *
3

1
our  knowled
gnorance of th. ue:d.

find me any

life seemed too insig-
nlﬂcant to be recorded.”

* *
*

confessiont has in it some of
the sadness of the crack miler
who reslises that his day on the
track . Gver, the actress who
&nowa }.ar beauty is fading and the
world champion-hesvywelght ‘who
grasps that the time has come at
last to keep a pub. But there Is, in
fact, much more to it than this,
and my liking for “ Complete and
Free” springs not so much from
the book itself, most entertaining
thouzh it is, as for the purposes
hind it. Among other 'things
Erlr. ‘Willlams reminds us that the
war was fought, as, of course, wars
always are, for the apparent pur-
pose of ensuring that all sorts of
freedom didn't disappear. -

The fact that meny of them
have disappeared annoys him
rather & lot and he feels bound
to sey, as do many of his con-
temporaries, that this lsn't~what
he fought for. Nor does he

ke e Welfare State very
munh and he certainly dldn't
fight for that either. What he

fought for, astonishing though it
may seem, was t0 be complete and
{ree, and.this is what, at the heart
of 1, his book is about. " It seemed
to me that it was worth while,” he
says in & modest and typlcal way,
“putting my point of view.”

**

THE hook, I ought to make clear,
is nelther angry nor sermonis-
ing about these things, and may
be read purely for the pleasure of
accompanying Eric Willlams and
his  wifs thelr adventurous
journey in an ancient tourer
across France, Italy and other
parts of Europe, where on one
occasion they were exceedingly
lucky, I think, not to have met the
fate of the Drummonds. This|
journey has since been followed |
by another that has taken them |
behind the Iron Curtaln, and from
the resulting book, already in pre-|
paration, I have no doubt- that we'
shall discover what complete and
free, &t least to some people !n|
Europe, really means.

If it s as. brisk, intelligent and
entertaining as this one, however,
Eric Williams need nurse no
further qualms about his future as
a writer.

" CYRIL CONNOLLY jis on hollday



