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INTRODUCTION
by MRS. E. W. SYMONS

N compiling this memoir of my brother A. E. Hous-

man, Mr. Grant Richards has made accuracy his fore-

most aim. Every fact not drawn from his personal
knowledge or direct from letters has been carefully veri-
fied, and as a biographical revelation of the remarkable
scholar and poet who was associated with him in business
or friendship for nearly forty years his book covers new
ground.

The memoir is valuable as providing not a complete
biography of A. E. Housman but a nearly complete bio-
graphy of his poems; indeed, it was largely due to Mr.
Richards that the first book of poems became alive in
the publishing world. Undoubtedly more speculation has
been current concerning the psychological origin of the
poems than about anything else that concerns the poet and
scholar. Psychological causes are deep-seated and private;
in the case of A. E. Housman they can only bejudged by
the fullest possible knowledge of his private lifein the years
when his character and conduct were in formation. Except
by hearsay, that knowledge does not belong to Mr.
Richards, whose association with my brother began after
his first characteristic book of poems A Shropshire Lad had
been published in the fourth decade of his life. No one
outside the three surviving companions of A. E. Hous-
man's boyhood can disclose events which in early life
shaped his future. As one of the three | am glad of this
opportunity to preface Mr. Richards's recollections and
observations by a simple narrative of my brother's early
troubles which have given ground for much unnecessary
and mistaken conjecture.

In self-reminiscence A.E.H. has mentioned ‘the great
and real troubles' of his early manhood; and of his verse
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he haswritten: 'Out of astem that scored the hand | wrung
itinaweary land' (A ShropshireLad,No.L X 11).Thewhole
tone of his poetry and the aloof manner of life which he
mosdy led made criticizing minds persistently question
what shocks or blows had fallenonhimto diverthimfrom
the normal paths of social life. Incredulity followed plain
statements by those who knew that nothing more devastat-
ing befell him than severe home troubles and a personal
scholastic disaster of the first magnitude to him. | may be
able to sst my brother's memory free from erroneous
conjectures by a definite statement of the troubles that did
nearly wreck his career at its beginning, and did perma-
nently affect his future for both good and ill.

Nothing but happy prospects had faced my brother till
his mother's lamentable death took place on his twelfth
birthday, depriving him of aguide and counsellor who was
never replaced. From that time he became his own coun-
sellor, confiding to no one hismental troublesor ambitions.
He told no one in those days that the religion faithfully
taught him by his mother had failed him and that he had
substituted for it a moral code that he found preferable.
Hisnaturally kind and sensitive nature continually revolted
against all the forms of cruelty that he discovered in the
world, and for many of them he came to lay the blame on
God more than on man—so long as hisbelief in God lasted.
It was a great conflict that waged in him, with his intense
love for the beauties of nature which obviously were not
made by man. Never did he say a word about these
troubles of his heart to any of us until it was said in his
poems, and avowed in his old age. In old age he named
his thirteenth year as the begimiing of his change of belief;
but | can testify that change of belief did not impair the
goodness and rectitude of his conduct. Among the qualities
of his youth were cleanliness, fastidiousness, truthfulness,
and self-restraint. Of these | should put self-restraint as the
habit which most affected his character. His self-contained
broodings led to repressions in severa directions, mani-
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fested in increasing reticence as he grew older. Repression
in the battles of adolescence must have played a part in the
formation of his character, and certainly that was a direc-
tion in which he kept arestraining hold on himself. One
of the earliest of his poems, 'The Sage to the Young Man*
(More Poems, No. IV) expresses something of the turmoil
of his experiences at that stage in his development, and no
other poem of his in his notebooks was so often revised
and re-written. No. VI of More Poems, also, gives areveal-
ing outline of his youth as seen by himself in retrospect:

| to my perils
Of cheat and charmer
Came clad in armour
By dars benign.
Hope lies to mortals
And most believe her,
But man's deceiver
Was never mine.

The thoughts of others
Werelight and fleeting,
Of lovers' meeting

Or luck or fame.

Mine were of trouble,
And mine were steady,
So | was ready

When trouble came.

It seems evident that the repressions of my brother's
early life produced recognizable psychological results, par-
ticularly after his energies became concentrated on one
great object. Aldous Huxley' may be quoted for the
suggestion that 'excessive repression of the sexual impulses
tends, by some obscure mechanism of compensation, to
produce an excessive development of pride and ambition'.
It is an observation that exactly fits the example in my
brother. In his case, one consequence, presumably caused

1 S the News Chronicle, November 25, 1936: "What has happened to
the Prudes?, by Aldous Huxley.
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by deflected instincts, was the definite production in him
of a form of sex-antagonism, not absolute, but always
ready to incline him to belittle the opposite sex because he
felt himself superior—very often quite untruly. His con-
ception of virtue was certainly something much wider than
sex-integrity, indeed | think he despised that aspect of it as
belonging to the lowest and most obvious plane of moral -
ity. Morality itself, he contended, did not need Chris-
tianity for its practice.

My brother chose to be perverse in many opinions that
he expressed, but those of his critics who probe into his
past, certain that it must contain a period of bitter emo-
tional experience, miss the mark if they think that any
incident in his life needs conceal ment.

The actual blow that damaged A. E. Housman's life was
his blamable failure in the Final Schools at Oxford, for
blamable it was that, knowing the severe difficulties beset-
ting his home, making success for him the one bright spot
to which his family could turn with confidence, he allowed
his intellectual arrogance to lure him into slackness or
negligence instead of making assiduous preparation for his
Schools.

The home troubles were calamitous. For years an in-
creasing restriction of means had been closing in on us,
with perfectly blank prospects before the four younger
brothers still at school. A.E.H. alone seemed to have an
assured future. At the moment of his failure, in the month
when he was taking his Finals, May 1881, a darker trouble
still was looming. Our father had fallen seriously ill, so
seriously that the doctor told our step-mother that my
brother ought to be warned that recovery was unlikely.
No one has ever suggested that the distress of this news
contributed to the defective papers which A.E.H. handed
to the Examiners, but it must have contributed to the
remorse and despair which fell on him when he knew
clearly what the result of his defective papers must be. No
one belonging to his home needs any other explanation of
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the change in his bearing that followed. The change was
instantaneous and baffling. He returned home a stricken
and petrified brother, who, from that time, was with-
drawn from all of us behind a barrier of reserve which
he st up as though to shield himself from either pity
or blame. He met no word of reproach at home, but
his own self-reproach was deep and lasting. During the
year and a half passad at home in the embarrassed house-
hold he must have searched with horror for a means of
rehabilitation. Without doubt he devoted every particle
of his powerstowards rehabilitation when the opportunity
came, and for years no other interest possessed him as
he subsisted in London on a meagre salary earned in the
Civil Service.

Our father did not die at that time, but was never after-
wards able to carry on his professional life in more than
a desultory way. In the first period of his disaster A.E.H.
was given work with the Sixth Form of Bromsgrove
School, by Mr. Millington, the Headmaster, and there,
incidentally, he had as one of his pupilshisyounger brother
Basil, then head boy of the School. Until my brother
gained the Civil Service appointment in December 1882 he
shared in all the home privations and anxieties, at one time
apparently insuperable, and | am convinced that at that
time, if not before, he put away all thought or wish for
adomestic life of hisown. The obsession of hislife became
the determination to retrieve his academic disgrace, and
long after that aim had been fulfilled the bitter taste of his
failure remained with him. Itisjust as easy for us of his
family to s= the sequence of shame and achievement that
sprang from his disaster, asitis difficult for outsiders, who
cannot believe that financial troubles and an Oxford failure
are enough to explain the evidence of injury which they
spy when scrutinizing the output that A.E.H. has left
behind him. It may beprofitabletolook from both points
of view at typical verses written by him, verses in No.
XX X1V of More Poems, which, on the surface, suggest

b
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heartbroken love, but tell another tale to those who know
that it was in the month of May that the poet's life was
marred by his bitter Oxford experience.
May stuck the land with wickets:
For al the eye could tell,
The world went well.
Yet well, God knows, it went not,
God knows it went awry;
For me, one flowery Maytime,
Itwentsoill that |
Designed to die.
Andifsolong| carry
The lot that season marred,
'Tis that the sons of Adam
Arenot so evil-starred
As they are hard.

To show the critical position of home affairs at the time
of my brother's disaster, | may mention that the gloomy
prospect before my other brothers was only changed
through alegacy of £200 each falling to us inJune 1882.
This small sum did in fact open professional careers to the
four brothers, contingent on the keeping of a home to-
gether for them while their training was in progress.
A.E.H. devoted the whole of his 200 to this object,
depositing it with the family solicitors to meet, so long as
it lasted, the mortgage interest which in our case took the
place of rent. His own slender salary in London was not
supplemented in any way, nor were any of his troubles
lightened until he was well onin his thirty-fourth year.

This is the matrix which set my brother's life into the
form that it took. It needed no emotional disaster to
make a deeper impression. My brother Laurence, in his
memoir AEH., has told some of this history in more
detail, but perhaps not in a way to give assurance that all
has been told without suppression. Our brother's daily life
was open to us throughout his youth, impeccable in con-
duct and singularly free from any amorous entanglements.
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There would be no need to state this but that silence can
be misinterpreted as concealment. Probably the happiest
lasting element in his life was his faithful attachment from
boyhood onwards to three women friends at Woodchester,
one of whom he has named as among the three greatest
friends he ever had. She has been described in Laurence
Housman's AEH. (pp. 24-5), and she died at the age of
ninety in 1934. He never suffered any devastating blow
through her.

It should not be concluded that all the bitterness in
A.E.H/s poetry springs from his academic catastrophe.
Much of it comes from his early broodings; and, according
to my reading of histroubles, these brought him a spiritual
disaster as well—he failed to find happiness from ideals
formed in youth that he had expected to bring happiness
to him. | could not speak of these ideals if they had
not been stated by himselfin his Introductory Lecture at
University College, London, which, in October 1892,
inaugurated his re-entry into the scholastic world. In dis-
cussing the main objects of human life he states:

Our business here is not to live, but to live happily . . . our
true occupation is to manufacturefrom the raw material of life
the fabric of happiness.

Further on, he advocates aims that will bring happiness
with them, quoting, first, words that Dante puts into the
mouth of Ulysses: 'Y e were not formed to livelike brutes,
but to follow virtue and knowledge*. He continues:

For knowledge resembles virtue in this, and differs in this
from other possessions, that it is not merely a means of procuring
good, but isgood in itself simply : it is not a coin which we pay
down to purchase happiness, but it has happiness indissolubly
bound up with it. Fortitude and continence and honesty are not
commended to us on the ground that they conduce, as on the
whole they do conduce, to material success, nor yet on the ground
that they will be rewarded hereafter: those whose office it is to
exhort mankind to virtue are ashamed to degrade the cause they
plead by proffering such lures as these. And let us too disdain
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to take lower ground in commending knowledge: let us insist
that the pursuit of knowledge® like the pursuit of righteousness, is
part of mans duty to himself . . .

Later inlife my brother criticized this Lecture as 'rheto-
rical and not wholly sincere’. My interpretation of his
confession of partial insincerity is, that he knew in his
heart that the pursuit of knowledge and virtue had not
brought him happiness. | may be mistaken, but | will put
in evidence one of the scraps of self-revelation found in
his notebooks (More Poems, No. X XV II11)—

He, standing hushed, a pace or two apart,
Among the bluebells of the listless plain,

Thinks, and remembers how he cleansed his heart
And washed his hands in innocence in vain.

In Mr. Grant Richards's memoir it is good to find
experiences that tell of silvery laughter, and ready friend-
liness, to temper the accepted belief that A. E. Housman
was repellent to friendliness and only capable of humour
that was grim and biting. Feasting, joking, and witty
speech have share in the account which Mr. Richards gives
of A.E.H. as he knew him, not unmixed with more
formidable aspects which were grim and biting. My
short account of the antecedent influences that made my
brother what he was, may help to blend his history into
an understandable whole. | do not profess that my brother
was other than a self-centred character from boyhood to
death, possessed by sensitiveness that brought him un-
necessary pain, yet | believe readers of the chapters from
his life told by Mr. Richards will discern how truly he
carried into practice his philosophy of the duty of man,
summed up as 'fortitude, continence, and honesty’,

KATHARINE E. SYMONS
December, 1940
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HE first suggestion that | shouldwrite abook about

Housman cameto meintheearly May of 1936 from

Gerald FesusKelly, the painter, at Bray, where, at
the Hind's Head, we were the guests of Barry Neame at a
dinner designed to show off the qualities of certain ancient
clarets. Now, after the death of afriend, the mind has often
asad delusive trick of causing one, for amoment, to forget
that he has gone, and, although the author of A Shropshire
Lad was a Burgundy rather than, to use George Meredith's
phrase, 'a claret man', it was not strange that | should find
myself thinking, as | had so often thought before in like
circumstances: 'Housman should be at this feast.

Neither was it strange that later in the evening Gerald
Kelly, who cared for A Shropshire Lad and knew of its
author's tagtes, should spesk to me of A. E. Housman. He
would have it that | must the very next morning begin
a book of my Housman memories. He promised me that
if | would do so he would help me in every way in his
power. For instance, he would give me a letter to Mon-
tague James, who would surely as3g me in matters outside
my own competence. Gerald Kelly isirresistible. | moreor
less consented. Next day, by coincidence, | found on my
desk a letter from Frederick Heath, asking me to embark
on the same enterprise. So to Gerald Kelly and Frederick
Heath the responsibility and, perchance, the blame. But |
am, and was, proud that they should have urged me.

Hereistheresult. Itisnot abiography; itisnotacritical
study. It islargely the story of my own busness relation
and my own friendship with Alfred Housman in the years
that followed the first, almost abortive, publication of A
Shropshire Lad, a friendship that lasted, in spite of many
trials, until hisdeath on April 30, 1936. Had | made better
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use of the hours and days and weeks that | spent with him
in thoseyears | should to-day be awiser man. Had | turned
myself into his Boswell (as | often thought of doing) this
would be afuller book. Asitis, | have to depend on my
memory, on a dozen notes (where I might have made a
thousand), and on the scores of letters that he wrote to me
during thirty-eight years. A small part of the story | have
already told in a volume of reminiscences.! Those who
have read that book will forgive the repetition. When
A .E.H. read it he questioned the accuracy of one or two
of my statements. His corrections, even if justified, were
not of high importance, and | persist in thinking my own
memory the more exact.

In effect, then, what | have to tell of Alfred Housmanis
based on my own records, but | have also allowed mysel f
to gather material from his friends and mine, and to s
down some stories, reminiscences and opinions which are
either new or which might otherwise be lost in the fading
papers and magazines in which they appeared.

| should perhaps express regret that so much that | tell
is related in one way or another to the minor pleasures of
this life. It was inevitable. Perhaps A.E.H. and | came
together in the first place because he had respect for my
father, Franklin Richards, and my uncle, Herbert Richards
—Herbert Richards had been one of the examiners when
Housman failed in Greats—but | am myself no sort of
scholar and no sort of philosopher. We shared, therefore,
and generally talked of, his less austere interests.

| have to render thanks to several kind and willing
helpers. In thefirst place to Mrs. E. W. Symons, Alfred
Housman's younger sister, without whose active interest
this would have been a slimmer and far less interesting

! 'Author Hunting: Memories of Years Spent Mainly in Publishing.
1897-1925." (London: 1934-)
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book, and would have lacked the introduction which has
added so much to its value. Only Mrs. Symons and |
know how much she has aided me. To Professor G. B. A.
Fletcher, who with an unsdfishness and generosity which
| can never repay placed at my disposal the manuscript of
the notes which appear among the appendices and who
waskind enough to read my proofs; to Dr. Percy Withers,
for permission to use the article he contributed to the
New Statesman; to Mr. W. R. M. Lamb; to Mr. Houston
Martin of Philadelphia for permission to quote from his
article in the Yale Review, to Mrs. Gwynne Evans for
drawing on her memory; to Sir William Rothenstein; to
Sir Sydney Cockerell, whose work | have used as an appen-
dix; to Mr. John C. Nicholson, for allowing photographs
to be taken of Byron Cottage, and to Mr. Maurice Beck
for taking those photographs; to Mr. Bert Thomas; to
Mr. Hugh Kingsmill, toMr. E. V. Knox and to the late
Humbert Wolfe for allowing me to print their parodies,
and to Messrs. Jarrold, Messrs. Benn, and the Proprietors
of Punch, respectively, for confirming these permissions,
aswell as to the editor of the Manchester Guardian for a
parody by Mr. Allan M. Laing; to Monsieur Maurice
Poller, to Mr. Udny Yule; to Mr. Frederick Page for the
helpful care he has taken in reading the proofs; to Messs.
Kegan Paul, for the trouble they took in looking up old
records; toMr. Mitchell Kennerley; to Mr .Witter Bynner;
to Mr. Edmund Wilson; to Messrs. Scribner; to Mr.
Stanley Bayliss for his article on Housman and the
English Composer, and to the editor of The Listener for
allowing its inclusion here; to Messrs. Sheed and Ward;
to the Union Society of University College and to Mrs.
Ayrton Gould, for allowing me to use the parody by
her husband, Gerald Gould; to Professor F. W. Oliver; to
Professor O. L. Richmond; to Professor R. W. Chambers,
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to Messrs. George Bell and Sons;, to Messrs. Chatto and
Windus for permission to include quotations from R. L.
Stevenson; to the family of Sir Joseph Thomson, O.M .,
and particularly to his daughter for letting me see and then
allowing me to print her reminiscences; to Mr. E. H. W.
Meyerstein; to the editor of Notes and Queries; to Mr.
Jonathan Cape; and to many others, too numerous to
mention individually, who have helped me in various
ways. Finally, | have to thank the Trustees of Alfred
Housman's will for their generous permission to use the
letters which Alfred Housman wrote to me and for their
general consideration.

| have in my time sent hundreds and hundreds of
books to press and | should therefore much like to add
here my tribute to the extreme care and the unusual
intelligence shown by the ‘readers’ of the Oxford
University Press. My book has, of course, been child's
play compared to the sort of thing which often engages
their energies, but still | have been surprised by their
knowledge and by the almost meticulous care which
they have brought to bear on small questions which

have arisen.
GRANT RICHARDS
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A SHROPSHIRE LAD APPEARS

Alfred Edward Housman, the eldest son of Edward Housman, a Broms-
grove solicitor, was born in 1859 at the Valley House, Fockbury,
Worcestershire. Educated at Bromsgrove School and . Johns
College, Oxford, he entered the Patent Office in 1882. Ten years
later he became Professor of Latin at University College, London. 'A
Shropshire Lad* was published in 1896. In 1911 he left the University
of London to become Kennedy Professor of Latin at Cambridge. In
1922 'Last Poemswas published. He died in 1936. In the same year
‘More Poers appeared, andin 1937'A.E.H. Some Poems, Some
Lettersand a Personal Memair,' by his brother, Laurence Housman.

May 1,1890,1, then seventeen and living in anar-
ONrow room at the Hampden Residential Club in the
sordid Euston neighbourhood, obtained through
the influence of Grant Allen, my uncle-by-marriage, an
unimportant post under W. T. Stead on the staff of the
Review of Reviews. November arrived and with it a flood
of Christmas books to review. Stead's idea was that we
should supply his readers with some kind of guide to this
flood. The task was thrown to me, and | continued in
the same kind of work until | left Stead at the end of
1896. During those six years there passed through my
hands to deal with in one way or another all books of
general interest that came from the publishers. My earlier
training and associations had made me love books, the
atmosphere of books, the names and reputations of authors.
For most of the hours of the day | thought of nothing but
books, their writers, and their publishers, and | suppose
| had as much knowledge of the outward appearance of
what was being published as any one not commercially
connected with the trade.

It came to pess therefore, quite naturally, that | knew
B
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more and more authors, and so whenJohn Lane, the pub-
lisher, introduced me to his partner, EIkin Mathews, and
to Richard Le Gallienne, Arthur Symons, Norman Gale
and other writers who were preparing to enlist themselves
under the sign of The Bodley Head, | began to move in
literary circles, to frequent literary tea-parties, and, with
modest reservations, to fancy myself as a young man
embarked on a literary life. In course of time | came to
know, among others, Laurence Housman, to admire his
poems and his edition of Jump-to-Glory Jane, and to believe
that he, with William Watson, John Davidson, Lionel
Johnson, Henry Harland, George Street, H. G. Wells,
Violet Hunt, Evelyn Sharp and hal f adozen other men and
women of their generation, represented what was best in
theliterature of their time. And naturally my interest in the
Housman name increased when there came to me in 1895
The Were-Wolf,! the work of an elder sister, Clemence,
who had the ability to engrave beautifully on wood.
Brother and sster were the objects of my great respect.
There was another reason why | should be familiar with
the name of Housman. In 1881 the Society for Promoting
Christian Knowledge published a book, The Sory of Our
Museum: showing How We Formed It, and What It Taught Us,
by the Rev. Henry Housman, A .E.C., late Fellow of the
Geological Society and Member of the Chichester and
West Sussex Natural History and Microscopical Society.
The book came for review to Grant Allen, who made me a
present of it when | was aboy of eight, and | gained much
from reading it. Even | determined to found such a
museum for myself. The idea came to nothing, although,
hoping that if | achieved children they might be more

! It appeared originally in Atatanta, amagazinefor girls. Theillustrations
of the book, engraved in wood by the author, were the work of Laurence
Housman.
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intelligent, | never parted with the book. That Henry
Housman was first cousin to Edward Housman, the father
of Alfred, Clemence and Laurence; and in 1873 one of
his ssters became the stepmother of Edward Housman's
family of seven children." The main scene of Henry Hous-
man's book is Woodchester, near Stroud, inthe Cotswolds,
aplace of great loveliness where he lived as aboy with his
family. He gives an attractive description of the place with
its archaeological interests and natural beauties. Alfred's
younger sister, Mrs. Symons, tells me that every inch of
Woodchester was well known to Alfred from boyhood?
onwards, and it must have been from Seldey Hill that he
first saw an impressive view of the Severn. It is not
impressive in Worcestershire. The Woodchester Hous-
mans first cousin, Edward, had first married the youngest
daughter of the learned Rector of Woodchester, Dr. John
Williams;* and, though no Housman or Williams was

! e folding chart at end of book.

2 Mrs. (Katharine Elizabeth) Symons is Alfred's younger sister. Her
husband was E. W. Symons, the Headmaster of King Edward's School,
Bath, from 1896 to 1920. She is the author of a 'Research Narrative': The
Grammar School of King Edward VI, Bath, and its Ancient Foundation (1935)
and, among other writings, an address to the Bath Branch of the Historical
Association, Unexplored Sources of Bath History (1921).

% | have seen one relic of those boyhood days—a prize given to Alfred: a
calf-bound copy of Dr. William Smith's Dictionary of Greek and Roman
Antiquities—the 1875 edition. The inscription says. 'Grammar School of
King Edward VI, Bromsgrove. Midsummer MDCCCLXXVI Examination
Prize. FormV 1. Prizefor Classical Scholarship. A. E. Housman. Herbert
Millington .M.A., Headmaster'. Search through its one thousand two
hundred and ninety three octavo pages of small type shows no sign that
the book was ever used, except that under 'Fascinum'’

Nescio quis teneros oculos mihi fascinat agnum

hasthetwo syllablesunderlinedas shownandhas" ! | " againstit. Milling-
ton, by the way, on seeing A Shropshire Lad, thought it 'not good*.

* In her contribution to Alfred Edward Housman, a supplement to the
Bromsgrovian (Bromsgrove School, 1936), Mrs. Symons says. 'Mentally,
his [Alfred's] great abilities were probably derived from his mother. Her
father, John Williams, D.D. was an accomplished scholar—a successful
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Sketch from a letter written by Alfred Housman to his sger Katharine
(Mrs. E. W. Symons) on the announcement of her engagement in 1887.
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living at Woodchester after the Rector died, Alfred
Housman was a constant visitor to his mother's friends
there to the end of their lives. He stayed chiefly at Wood-
chester House, which had been the home of the elder
Housmans when they lived at Woodchester.

| was of course far from being aone in respecting the
work of Laurence and Clemence Housman, but the literary
world seemed just then a rather crowded nursery of talent,
some of which might prove to be genius, and it is possible
therefore that the name of Housman commanded less
respect from the critics, the touts and the prophets than
their work justified. But however this may have been, it
is certainly true that a small book, A Shropshire Lad with
the name A. E. Housman on its title-page, came in 1896
from the house of Kegan Paul® without attracting much
attention. It woul d perhaps have done better if it had come
fromThe Bodley Head. Kegan Paul had, even after allow-
ing for the books of Austin Dobson and Wilfrid Blunt,
too many mere versifiers on his list. He had, strongly
engrained, the habit of publishing verse for which the
authors would pay.? There was, in consequence, no reason
why a literary editor should pick A Shropshire Lad from
apile of books of verse in the hope of discovering genius—
unless he were alive to the significance of the name of its
author. Moreover A Shropshire Lad was a small and
unpretentious, if comely, volume.

tutor aswell as a parish priest. He was a leader in bringing hymn-singing
into Church of England, services, himself composing and printing hymns,
and metrical versions of the psalms, for use in his church. His lore in
classical languages enabled him to translate the works of early bishops from
Greek verse into English; and apparently his faculty for versification passed
on to his daughter and to more than one of his grandsons/

1 At that time the Kegan Paul offices were at Paternoster House,
Charing Cross Road, a fine building which the firm built for itself, just
above the Garrick Theatre and opposite Bear Street which runs into
Cranbourn Street. That was the birthplace of A Shropshire Lad as a book.

2 Itis not at all the habit of the firm to-day.
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The first review to appear as far as | can ascertain was
in The Times of March 27, 1896, under the heading 'Books
of the Week: Shorter Notices." | can quote it in full:

‘A newer writer of verse, Mr. A. E. Housman, strikes a
decidedly original note. The mere mention here and there of
Ludlow, Wenlock, and Shrewsbury, of Wrekin and Severn,
gives a pleasant element of local colour; but this would be
nothing if the essentids of thought and music were absent.
Happily they are there in no niggard measure. Mr. Housman
hes a true sense of the sweetness of country life and of its
tragedies too, and his gift of melodious expression is genuine/

A meagre notice, it is true, but The Times, as we shall see,
has made up for it since. A paper has traditionsin its treat-
ment of poetry. It wasinits own pagesthat on March 11,
1937, it printed a sentencefrom a note of Owen Meredith's
to Robert Browning: 'l asked him [one Lucas, a literary
critic of The Times] why hedidn'twrite what hehad said to
me [in praise of Robert Browning's poetry] in The Times.
But he answered that Delane wouldn't hear of poetry'.

The Athenaeum' ignored the book. The Academy, how-

! The Athenaeum was at that time the recognized organ of the literary
world. It was A.E.H. himself who told me that it had entirely neglected
his book. If he was right, the fact must have delayed general recognition,
but there seems to have been an excuse. Apparently it was not sent to the
paper for review, or, if sent, did not reach the editorial table, for itsnamedid
not even appear in their 'List of New Books' (equivalent to 'Books Re-
ceived). Anyhow, the Athenaeum made amends when the second edition
appeared (see p. 27); and when Last Poems was published it had passed away.
It would have been even more surprising if the Academy had ignored it.
James Sutherland Cotton, its editor, was himself a scholar; the name of
Housman would have been doubly familiar to him, and he was always
ready to recognize the claims of the younger writers. Its unsigned review
appeared onJuly 11,1896: ‘.. . A book that has aclaim on all who are the
sincere servants of poetry. In these poems there is a voice with a beautiful
sound. It calls, and we are obliged to listen; it continues to speak, and we

fear the moment whenitwill besilent. . . . Life, love, and death make for
him atrinity to be sung sweetly, purely, and reverently ... helets fall for
our keeping exquisite fragments of unsullied song. ... It may be asked

whether Mr. Housman is largely in the debt of any past or present king of
rhyme. To such a question a sturdy negative must be returned. We suspect



FIRST REVIEWS 7

ever, did it some justice; while Richard Le Gallienne, then
acriticwith apopular following, with no great scholarly
equipment but with apassion for letters which made up for
this lack, became its foremost advocate in all quarters open
to him. How often he wrote about it I do not know, but
he did both write and speak with enthusiasm. His article
in T. P. O'Connor's Sar' sent me eagerly to the poems
themselves, and in the Review of Reviews | allowed myself
as soon as possible thereafter to write of A. E. Housman as
‘avery real poet, and avery English one at that'. And |

that Mr. Housman has read Underwoods and A Child's Garden of Verses with
especia attention, though this perusal has not caused a Stevensonian sedi-
ment of more than a fractional thickness to lie at the bottom of his song. . ..

"Breath's a ware that will not keep."
He is a wise father that knows his own children; but Shakespeare might
claim the paternity of this linewith never a show of hesitation." A review
of unqualified, enthusiastic praise.

! It is easy to be wise after the event. It required courage in those days
to welcome anew arrival with high, unlimited, praise. Le Gallienne went
far in the Sar of May 11, 1896: . . the charm of such simple lyric or
ballad verse as we find here ... is as hard to convey in prose as it would be
hard to convey the various charms of water to one who happened never
to have seen it. ... A Shropshire Lad, therefore, to be properly appreciated,
must be regarded as a whole, as a piece of country autobiography ... a
character is self-revealed and a story is told, with here and there glimpses
of a comrade and his story ... all having a certain personal bearing, all
contributing to paint the picture of the "Shropshire Lad's" world and its
ways. ... It would be difficult to over-praise the exquisite simplicity of the
third verse of "Loveliest of trees". . . . Felicities of natural description are
scattered like cowslips up and down Mr. Housman's verses. ... It is evident
that a "Shropshire Lad" has been hit very hard by awoman. ... A sadder
book has seldom been written. . . . "The New Mistress", which obviously
owesitsinspirationto Mr. Kipling, thoughitisnone the worse for that. . .
curiously fascinating litde book. | quote Le Gallienne at some length
because, some thirty-nine years later, Housman spoke to me with apprecia-
tion of Le Gallienne's work in general, saying that at itsbest it had
never been sufficiently valued. In the Observer of December 13, 1936, a
correspondent recalls 'a characteristic quip* of Housman's: 'l do not see,
he said when Le Gallienne's The Religion of a Literary Man appeared, 'wherein
it differsfrom the irreligion of anon-literary man." E. V. Lucas told the
same story. By the way, Laurence Housman tells us that Le Gallienne's
master in those days, George Meredith, 'did not show much liking' for
A Shropshire Lad: ' "an orgy of naturalism" was his description of it'.
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publishedHousman'sportrait. That portraitl obtainedfrom
the author. | was most struck by the poem 'Is my team
ploughing?' In A Shropshire Lad it is still my favourite, as
it was of Thomas Hardy and of Wilfrid Scawen Blunt.*
Later on—in 1898—W:illiam Archer devoted an article to
Housman in the Fortnightly, an article which became in
1902 a chapter in his Poets of the Younger Generation.”’ But
it does not seem much of a chapter when, after thirty-
seven years, one comes to consider the measure of his
praise. Hereishisconclusion: 'Thereisnoreasonwhy Mr.
Housman should not put of f his rustic mask and widen the
range of his subject-matter. | trust hewill dosoin other and
larger volumes. But even should he be content to remain
merely A Shropshire Lad, his place among English poets is
secure/ | do not know of any record of Archer's reaction
to Housman's second, but not larger, volume. Housman,
in that, certainly widened the range of his subject-matter.

Andinthesameweek asthe Academyreview W. E. Henley
permits E. Nesbit® (Mrs. Hubert Bland), the *E. Nesbit' of
the children's stories, to give a page and three-quarters to
a review in the National Observer:

.. Hewho shall find a treasure may not keep it hidden ...
the work of apoet. . . Mr. Housman produces his best effects
by the simplest means—ever a note of genius . . . oneis struck
by the rare felicity of phrasing—the inevitableness of all the
finer lines, the habitual fidelity to the short words, English
words, which enables the poet now and then to embrace a
word from the Latin with such ardour and effect. . . . Thisis
not poetry that will take the world by storm as did Mr.
Swinburne's earlier work. It will not be endowed by statesmen,

1 | think it may be my best, though it is not the most perfect’, Housman
wrote to Houston Martinin 1933.

2 The book contains a portrait by Robert Bry