that everything possible is being done, and
that the public conscience may rest in peace.
Not everyone will agree with some of Dr.
McNally's strictures; but he has put forward
and well argued a case that demands an
answer.

OLDER PEOPLE

Mr. Hector Bolitho has chosen his title—
OvpER PEOPLE (Cobden-Sanderson, 10s. 6d.)—
because, during the twelve yta" which have
passed since first he came to England from
his native New Zealand, a young man
chafing at’ the rawness of colonial life,
his work has brought him into contact
pﬂmpl“y ‘with men and women of the
older generations. They have been kind lo
him in various ways, and from them he has
“drawn confidence and help.” What he has
\mllm is partly autobiography, an account of
reactions of a young New Zealander (o the
Innn«-bhshed civilizations of Europe, and
partly a series of character skeiches of the

Older People " he has known.

The quality of the book varies considerably.
M times the author's attitude is oo devoultly
and his style 0o deliberate in its
51mphcn y. Of Mr. Lloyd George, of Dr.
Inge, of Lord ll.udmg and of Signor Musso-
lini he does not succeed in telling us much.
With Miss Mme Tempest, whom for awhile
he tried 1o help in the writing of nu auto-

iograj he is not much more
dﬂlcnp(lvely and analytically ; but he does re-
count from her telling two amusing scenes,
one of her first ﬂnp:g lesson with Garcia,
and the other of Mr. Gladstone's attempt to

dissuade her from going upon the stage : —
Miss Tempest was taken in & hansom cab to No. 10,
M. Giadsione raiscd her mukicncd

Downing Street.
hands in horror

one . _* William, you are won-
But the moral of the lecture was. lost on
h:adm‘ memory of Gladsione’s charm

and voice .
But if Mr. Bolitho records only the obvious
or the trivial in some of his character studies,
he also writes many that are both lively and
full of observation.

In 1933 the author went to stay in Trans-
Jordan as the guest of the Amir Abdullah,
brother of the late King Feisal. He was pro-
posing to write a life of their father, Km' Hus-
sein, For some unexplained reason the pro-
ject was abandoned ; but the visit uve him
material (partly in the form of quotations from
a journal kept at the time) for his most
interesting chapter. It is one full of amusing
stories and vivid incidents, as, for example,

nerve-racking moment when a hospitable
Arab host handed Mr. Bnlz:ho lhe :yu of a
sheep—* globular, warm "—as
the most honourable tit-bi n( a reau

The book ends with the author's (presum-
ably temporary ?) return to New Zealand,
and the realization that *the irritation and
superciliousness which caused him to dislike
the colony in which he was born have passed
away. He has come to the state of being able
to love men for what they are,
despising them for what they lack.” England
could scarcely give an author a better gift
than such a change of heart.

G AUTOBIK 'Y
No onc even glancingly acquainted with Mr.
H. E. Bates's vmuns can have needed to await
his FLowErs AND Faces (Golden Cockerel
Press; edition limited 10 325 signed copies,

devo-

devol
Jolly Fellowship Porters, but he di

briefly, in a bare forty pages. Yet if bn:f n is
not only beautifully presented—with a.

page and four engravings by Mr. John Nuh
admirable in themseives if a little over-
austere for the general spirit of the book—but
also beautifully written.

LONDON FOR DICKENS LOVERS
One quotation cannot be resisted; Mr.
William™ Kent's knowledge of Dickens's
London is “extensive and peculiar.” In-
deed, his erudition as shown in LONDON FOR
Dickens Lovers (Methuen, 3s. 6d.) would
be almost overwhelming were it nol that he
wears it lightly. He is not of the school of
passionate identifiers, though he admits to a
little sadness. in not knowing precisely where
in the nen.hbourlwnd of the Monument stood

‘odger's. He rambles pleasantly through
London, qununs freely and ing
now and then a source of some Dickens
incident. By way of example there was in
1830 a gentieman of Norfolk Street, Strand
(where Mrs. Lirriper lived) who was just
sninu to be married when the bride changed

mind. He focked up the room in which
be wedding breakfast was laid out, and never
allowed il 10 be entered save by the rats and
mice who ate up the cake. In him may be
found a possible original for Miss Havi

Mr. Kent points out that the London of
which Dickens wrote was chiefly the London
of his boyhood; that was the capital on
which he lived. He made it lovable far other
people and yet he did not love it himself as
Lamb loved the Temple ; it might be old and
romantic, but he longed to sweep it away if
it was uncomfortable for poor people to live
in. His view of the inns in general was that
of Joe Gargery about Barnard's: “1I
wouldn't keep a pig in it mysell not in the
case that 1 wished him to fatten wholesome
and eat with a meller flavour on him.”
to inns of another sort, he could make us

ted to the Magpie and Stump or the Six
not con-
sciously invest them with the charm of his
country inns. The fire never roared cheer-
fully up their chimneys as it did for Codlin
and Short at the Jolly Sandboys or for Tom
Smart in the shingle hulne on the edge of the
Marlborough Downs. Sometimes it would
almost seem that Dickens w:nled us to think
of London, as he did of Gray's Inn, “a
slmnglnld of melancholy, . . . one of the
most depressing institutions in bnck and
mortar known to the children of men.” Yet,
whatever he wanted, he made it far more
magical than any other
because he had, in Mr. Lowten's phrase, ﬂw
key of the ureﬂ.

A PORTUGUEE POI:'I.'
—_—

MonTeiRo.  (Ce :
10 Escudos.)
l’omu Do Tewpo Incerto.  Por ADOLFO
'MONTEIRO. imbra :  Edigdes

Casais {(Coi

Presenca. 7.50 Escudos.)

The genius of Portugal is :u:nlully lyric in
; f none of reatest writers

C.mﬂu. stelo Branco

roz wu primarily a lyric poet, a

rical vein runs |hmu!| all their work

and dummlus that of lesser figures from the

the
to Antero dc Qu:nul and io de Castro
in recent times. The two books of verse here
reviewed establish Adolfo Casais Monteiro
as the true lineal descendant of these fore-

strong lyri

bears.

It is doubtless the Celtic strain in the race,
coupled with the geographical emuronrr:nl of
a rain-washed Atlantic coast, which
developed in the outlook that wm-

425.) to be made aware of his il
tion {0 its primary subject; for he has
lished no novels, and few short stories, wlucll
hnl to manifest his delight in the multifarious
blossoms, large and ud and humble,
rare and common, of garden, field and wood.
His books are indeed their perpetual celebra-
tion. Whether ardent gardeners be born or
made, Mr. Bates, by sure instinct or great en-
deavour, would have his place among them.
The casier path, it scems from these pages,
was his. His ancestors, he records, were
* extremely humble and half-literate people
of the country working class,” but they
brought him a great heritage—the intuitive
love and understanding of birds and flowers.
At Jeast if they were not nldmﬁn’:‘wﬁully ihey

Ranicrs, Dirg-stuffers, poachers, mi

roamers, most of them men without fixed jobs. rest-
less 1g about the
countryside for or moths or for
pothing ai all but the shees joy of roaming apou in

r the open sky.

AT m:se he hn:ﬂy sketches, seen through
the glowing mist of boyhood memory. He
tells too of his falhers and his great-grand-
mother's gardens, minute between shadowing
walls but ever bright with flowers, and pays
a national tribute which is worth repeating: —

The Eaglish are often too much criticized for their
indiflerence o art or wine or
e ae lack G some witie 10, which they Are
constitutionally foreign, but it seems 10 me thai they
are mever praised cnough for the greatest of their
virtues, their great love of flowers, for the IMomllnhlt
passion und desire for colour &
asserts. itsell wherever © ,

By such a course he comes al last to his
own quest for a garden, his purchase and
restoration of an old granary in Kent, and his
bringing into being out of new, unbroken but
miraculous soil a happy acre of beds and
borders, lawns and rock-garden; and how,
when that was done, ambition drew him on-
ward to create a further formal garden com-
plete with lily-pool. All this is told quite

ful )::dr:lnl cllfled saudade wh‘;c:yh hlen?;ﬁmhh
in words, is so fully expressed by unting
melodies of Coimbra. To these Senhor
Monteiro has ckarly not been deafl, and his
is true to type in mmbmm; nostalgia
with profound discouragement
tion amounting almost to apathy. The poems
in ** Confusdo " reveal a spirit tormented by
conflicting tendencies. He is obsessed equally
with the necessity for the pursuit oi an ideal
and with the horror of any finits He is
toth in search of his soul and in ﬂxghz from it.
His longing for the indefinable is thwarted by
his aversion from the definite, and he is re-
duced to a nadir in which nothing is left but a
numb nostalgia
‘Nada existe, além desta
tristeza Que nem me doi
(Naught exists, beyond ihis
sads which brings me not cven pain.)
Allhough these lines sum up the content of the
first volume, the poem in which they nﬂcur is
1o be found in the second, ** Poemas do Tem)
Incerto,” which, however, is less mlusiv:ly
esoteric in theme. In the modern world Senhor
Monteiro finds the same conflicts and con-
fusion as in himself. nems naturally static,
res to be dynamic
Eu que procuro a Pﬂl € a deteito
€l who scek peace and detest it)
he writes. But the mere canalization of his
energies into some definite course suffices to
rob him of all momentum. His poems became
Fluir de melodias buscando Américas

(Floating melodies in search of E| Dorado
a flutiering of still hesitant songs
i finitc gesture.)

Life and Lmrn has been purchased by ihe
Brendin Publishing Company, who will hence-
forth issuic it as a quarterly under the editor-
ship of Roberl Herring, of the Manchester
Guardian, and Petric Townshend. The paper
will be called Life and Letters To-day, and
the next number will appear in September.





