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might fiiid food tor thought iii St Thomas s rexrlark iii Book I of the 
Ue Regimine f’r.in(*ipum . ‘Honio noii ordiiiatur ad corninunitatem 
politicarri seciiiitluni se totuiri, et, seciinduni oriiiiia sua. . . . Sed 
tot,urn q i i o t l  h o i r i o  est, et q i i o d  potest e t  habet, ordinandurn est ad 
I~e l l r l l ’ .  

i l tTHt la  12ra11iau~. B? 1Siiid Starkie. (Harriish Harriiltori; 15s.) 
Dr Starkie is acknowledged as the leading authority on Rimbaud’s 

life arid work. But the study that she has recently brought out 
is bv 110 nieeiis, for the specialist or the French scholap alone. 
Riiribaiitl i h  oiie of  the fascinating figurea of all time. This book 
is rriore t h m  i i  corripelliiig biography: it is a minute and vivid 
chroiiicle of  an iriiiiieiise tragedy. 

He was i i  creature of astounding uoiitradictions : the priggish, 
ititioceiit iiiid piwocious schoolboy who went carefully along the 
path of \ i re  that was a torture to him ; the boy who goaded himself 
on that  lie might live all life, reach all experience in order to write 
the perfect poetry ; the youth who considered himself almost the 
equal of ( h l  and Iioped to attain him by ;* way that he was hewiuq 
out for himself I ) r  Starkie present,s this paradox of debauch aiid 
rii>sticisrri as a balaiiced whole, with ’,)inpathy and with insight. 

.\t sixtee11 his sensitiveness had beeii wouiided by an ugly world: 
hy  revolted from i t ,  to find relief oil11 in the aocentiiation of com- 
piete disgust. Yet all the time truth was his aim. With the mystics 
be agreed that the subordination o f  the personality is the first 
essential. But  prayer he rejected, for the C‘hurcli stood in his way- 
he wanted to make his 0w11 code of morality. So be went to the other 
extreme and chose to believe that he could break the chains that 
bound the spirit to the world by a systematic abuse of the self in 
debauch. He sacrificed hinisrlf to the one ideal in a wa>7 that was 
to him ab hard as that of virtue The writer, he said, shoiild be 
a mere voice f o r  the eterrial, and the poet se f t z i t  voyu,nf ~ L F  ux lotly, 
irnmerue e t  ruahotirie‘ de‘rCglemeiit de f.ous l e h  . \et is.  4ud this was his 
martyrdorri Debauch was for him a relixious cioctriiie and the price 
for his knowledge was suffering. Wit11 his fatal thoroughness he 
drained the lees of degradation. Hr wandered thr  streets of Parib 
thin, filthy and veritiiiioris, tried mer? kind of drug, lived ~ i t h  
Verlaine, arid it11 the time urote the poetry that was to have such 

orb. But b j  thr  time that he had rencheal 
the age of  twtJtity he had come to find like Raudelaire: 

AprCs u v p  tlc‘buur*lie on se s e t i t  toujoiirs plus S a u l ,  plus ulmndonnc‘. 
I t  was iiou that he wrote the Saisoti err Enfer.  lie conridered his life 
had been false till theii and that truly he had been living in Hell 
‘rhert: was a more optirriistic conclusion to this last of his writings. 
life must be lived iii an entirely new way and all ideas must he 
‘modern’. 
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\ I t r r  t i ire sears of nanderiiig on the Gontinerit he firially decided 
to srdt le douii and $tork for a cai-eer. H e  found employment aiid 
relative happiness iii :\byssinia, where he traded for twelve years-- 
slid here also he sniuggled guns  in trying to make mone). A t  
thirt,y-se\aen he came back to France aiid had to have his leg 
amputated: hik health grew worse and he died the same year 
On his deathbed he \\'as con>erted; aiid it was thus, in the final 
surrender of his personal liberty, that  ended his lifelong search 
for :t God he had looked for in all the hardest places. 

R .  8 .  ALiS~rJm 

( ~ L I J W T E D  POEMS 01~' .\LICE RIEYIUKI,~ : Centenary Edition. (Hollis 
aiitl Cartel.; 12s. ( id.)  
Alournful indeed ~ w i i l d  be the world t8hat had iio place for so 

gent'le a visioiiwry as  Alice Meynell. Her word-piiiting is tlelicu'te, 
a d  her love of nature iii all its mpects bears eloquent, test,irrwriy to 
a loving nature arid a deep teridcriirss. Her chiselled aiid polished 
yerses are iiever ragged and her sense of music enables her t'o 
create rhyme schemes that,. il-hilst riever dhr i s ive ,  are well 
rnabched with the ideas she se'eks t,o convey. She is a good painter 
of youth and age ; her imiocerit' q e  does riot piwent  her from seeing 
all the pathos and t,r:igecly of  life. Like all religious people she 
is profoundly concerned with the problem of pain. She understands 
t,he dilemma of t,he iiiati who cauiiot reconcile the existence ol 
grief and pain with thp coiicqtiori  of  a loving and infinitely corw 
passionatr God. But, she sees that \\-hen such it man revolts against, 
the deity and declares 'There are no higher powers: there is no 
heart in God, i i o  love'. his actc o f  rebellion is atoned for by the 
love t,hat inspires sirch a reactioii. Again, she t*efuses t'o yield to 
t'he seiise of  despair the horror o f  W:LT provokes in lieu. IVheli she 
cori~gares tht. peace i i f  tiatlire with t,hr st'iife of  riieii, she is inclined 
to aoiidernri rr i : ( i i  as iiiyrat,eful for t,lit: miracle of natural  beaut^. 
hiit, she changes lie, rniiid wheii she ackiiowledges t,hat war, which 
iiispirrs acts of heroism aiid self-sacrifice. enables niaii to attaiii 
a sttit, i ire denied to nature tthat is quite unique. 

Hrr  seiise of  SOI'I'O~V yid  pit,? is all-embrnc:iug. Sometimes her 
grief is \.rr-j peiwiti; ' l  as iit the poenls ' A  Study' and ' A  Poet to 
his C ' l i i i d h o o t l '  . She ivrites i i i  the great tradition of Ihglish lyric 
poetry i ~ u i d  is tiot oiily wil1ir.g but even eager to acknowledge her 
debt to the past. Brit she is not a mere tradit,ionalist; she is highly 
wigiiiiil, t,hi)ugh she tiever strives for Iriei'r iiovelty. She casts hei* 
thoughts in brief but vivid t;titnzas which are always keenly inveri- 
tive and alive. 

True tragedy, iii her eyes, is not the august sorrow and sublime 
irony of childbirth and martyrdom and old age and docile mother- 
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