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LIFE can’t be trusted, whether
because of people or some other
fault in the system. Either way
it’s a good thing for the novelist
and these four books have some
interesting things to say about
the unreliabilities of existence.

. E. Bates seems to blame
people, though he’s too polite
to say exactly who. A distinct
air of reproof hangs over The
Distant Horns of Summer. It’s
about James, a little boy whose
parents th(, gonc off to get
brown 1in Tanfuer leaving hlm
in the care of seventeen year
old Gilly, whose snail-like eyes
made them think she wasn't
sexy. @Gilly’ has good legs,
though, and meets a man who
plays the piano to her. Everyone
knows what that can lead to.
. While Gilly is in hed James
spends the time talking to imag-
inary. workmen and getting lost
~and this . provides . the main
interest of the bhook.

Mr
‘of childhood disturbed by
beastliness with - a copybook
insistence that makes You
long - for sentiment. People
behave - the . -way- they
in books and are so dead
it's hard to feel concerned.
There's no real attempt Lo
understand the way James feels
ahout his workmen—just Lh(,
pretty picture—and Mr Bates’
ear- - for. dialogcue has been
stuffed with cottonwo-ol “*Who
was this Schubert?’ she sud-
denly said. ‘Does he sing? I
‘never heard of him in the pops
or anything'.”

‘Travel Notes is Stanley
Crawford’s second novel and
I'm going to read his first as
sQon as I can. It is.one of those
haoks which are ahsurd. unless
you think of its hero as your-
self. In this case vourself is an
intrepid explorer who is gener-
‘ally prevented from reachma
his destination by . ‘transport
difficulties.” Whenever he man-

Bates stresses his theme
inside it. Iis

do

0ing under the Waves |
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ages to get there persecution
confines him to his room. This
room 1is always the same and
the men he meets have an odd
resemblance to himself. Recog-
nise him?

- It you like ingenuity on the
lines of chocolate telephones and
Gulliver’s Voyage to Laputa you
will find * Travel Notes ™ agrce-
ably . gymnastic, .-though Mr
Crawford is more mteres‘ted in
vaulting the box - -than looking
style is down- to-
earth and his humoui ranges
-~ from Hegelian fooling to delight-
ful ‘i-"ers'}al cIribbles: * 'The last
resident lef1- about 35 years ago,
takinng e train, she thought,
for her fdtner-m-law complained
frequently about there bheing
one missing.”

Sotme birthdays aren’t as zood
as others. The Hammering, by
Robert Troop, finds 1is thirty-
seven-year-old hero on the
morning of a real shocker. Peter
Horenson's wife gives him a
voodoo doll made up to look
like - his mistress and he has
lost £3800 on the Stock
Exchange. .

The book is
lively but crowdesd, Although
the Mnvestigation of Horenson's
collapsing socicly is carefully
tdone formal planning 1s no
substitute for imagination and
imagination is on the short side

| hele Mr Troop’s varying styles

can make his writing seem In-

A f irst-class murder

MR SYMONS’ talent for seeing
crime steadily, and seeing 1t
whole, has tended to mask the
fact that he also has in him a
broad streak of what solemn
hoobies are fond of calling
* mere ingenuity.”

Mr Symons has up to now
been cautious about displaying
this disreputable aptitude too
publiely. But with The Man Who
Killed Himself all prudence is
ahandoned, and the result 1Is Q
tour de force of artifices whose
sheer unabashed cleverness puls
it at once into the same exclu-
sive fingers-of-one-hand class as
“Le Mysteére de la Chambre
Jaune,” “ The Murder of Roger
Ackroyd” angd * Trial an(l
Error.”

When Arthur Brownjohn Kills
his tight-fisted, hectoring, snob-
hish wife Clare, he commils the
perfect "murder, f[aultless

both in its complex planning.
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sand five hundred people -

survive in memory or in the
mfAucnce they have had on
othoers}, Balzac's charcacters

never come {o an end. Nalthan's

bio“mphy is not complete. Nor

i1s Vaulrin’s. They move off into

a zone of darkness. But how are

we 1o know thual they will not

re-emerge?  They bave done s0
more than once hefore. :

M. Marceau takes the general
reader’s knowledge of and
- enthustasm for his subject too
much for granted, and this is
therefore not the ideal introduc-
tion to Balzac and his world.

(Since he is the greatest story-.

teller 1n literature, the . best
introduction is {o try one of the
novels themselves, say “La
Rabouilleuse.” or “ Le Curé de
Tours,” though taking care not
to begin with that drooping
flower of fiction, *“ Eugénie
Grandet.”) For the first time

ANATOLE FRANCE grew up

beside the quais of Paris, where

the LI’OOl\Bd cramped streets of
the medxeval city  cmergoed
blinking on to the lisht and
airy Selne

QOpposite his father’s book-
shop rose the assertions ol

wealth and power: the Louvre, -

the Tuileries, the Palais Mazarin,
still, in those days before the
l‘ebrualv Revolution, reminders
of the Sun King, the Field of
the Cloth of Gold and, above
all of 1789,

And only half a century
before his christening, in 1844,
in the chureh of. St Ger-
main-des-Prés, the doorsteps

of the neighbouring rue St..

Marguerite had been washed
by the blood of over 200
priests in -the - September
Massacres, while the shrivelled
market women from whom
France bought- his go@ter had
the same harsh voices, wore the.
.same rusty black—-were per-
haps, the wvery same people as
the tricoteuses who had bayed
.on the mob that autumn night.

For IFrance these two child-
hood impressions were the
determining. factors of his
career: the qums he calle(l “the
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and in its execution. How, then

- —=gince-the murder genuinely is

perfect—is Brownjohn to be

aiven his come-uppance? Ie
could get it irvelevantly, of

course, by being run over by a
bus: or tritely, by babbling in
his cups: or coincidentally, hy

meeting the wrong person at the .

wrong time; or in a number of
other shop-worn ways, such as
committing a second murder, ot

Cooing mad.

All these possibilities,
more, Mr Svmons tantalisingly
samples, as it weve in witro: this
part of the stary, thaugh qulte

‘natur al-ae(,mmfr as narrative, is

round, at least, Balzac should

be read at a gallop.

But he guides the reader
on a sensible and original sight-
seeing tour of the Comedy,
by no means disposed to stop
and make the customary ritual
gestures. For example, he
spends no lime on the tedious
Sylvain Pons and the wearisome
César Birotteau but savs a great

deal about Mme d’'Espard; his
chapter "on the characler of

Vautrin, the ex-convict turned
chief of police (forerunner ol
a host of great criminal incarna-
tions, Iincluding Genet's Stili-
tano), is especially wmasterly.
Characters and themes—time,
money, religion, the Search for
the Absoluu. dnd SO On—ate
discussed with a freshness and
intimacy that could come only
from a lifetime of reading and

Charmer OI a natlon

intelligent and

and

dulgent and none of the charac-
ters convinces all the time. The
hook is most enjoyable for its

isolated bhut f{requent happy
phrasings:
talk, epigrams on marriage, and

a memorahle quote from Laval:

merde Ne faites pas les vagues.”

The Qutlaws. starts with
society - in pieces. The factual

-account of .a Venetian resistance

group, the hook is precise and
deliberately unheroic. Luigi
Meneghello ‘was a parfisan hnn-
se]l' and can’t see things in re-
assuring black and white. He
interprets the withdrawal into
the mountains as a hermit-like

retreat: more an act oi purifica- |}

tion than a -weapon against
Fascism. His refusal to become
emotionally involved makes the

hook seem spiritiess from time

to. time, and we occasionally
feel that it tells us more about
the monotony of partisan life
than we wish to know. It Is
hard to recognise the different }
members of the group and their |
deaths feel curiously abstract.

The book is sustained by its

tired 1nnocence and the Jucid |
: YSome-

propriety of its imagery
one had given Time a bash with
a hammer, and the bits and
pleces were whirling in space.”
It is well transldted by Raleigh
Trevelyan, ‘though I wish he
wouldn’t .say “ fod up of.”™

in effect a satire-hy-catalogue
against all such unsatistactory
engines of retribution—the
reason for their unsatisfactori-
ness heing, obviously, that their
connection with the crime they

are supposed to punish is nuga- }

tory, when it exists at all. It is
his own petard, we feel, that
Brownjohn must be hoist with,
not someone else’s; and by
petard, in this sort of context,

we mean noi just a personality |

defect, but the una]terable
mechcmlcs of the original crim-
inopus act.

It would be unflair to say how
M Symons in fact achleves this |
impossibility; but the {

seeming
stroke is a brilliant one, of irony
as well as of contrivance. It sets
the final stamp of topmost
auality on a continunusly fascin-
ating story which will certainly
become one of the [lew real
classies of its Kind.

'''''''

reflection. The writer is con-
cerned not merely to be im-
pressed with Balzac's stature
but to ask questions of his work
and, In doing so, of the man
himseli. (Where, for instance,

would Balzac have stood in rela- |

tion to the Dreyfus case?)

Readers should not-be put oif |

this excellent hook by a certain
hreezy Jokiness in the style,
which jurs in places and may be
due to a cefective tone In the
translation. As a novelist him-
sclf, even more as a théatre
(lit  boulevard playwright, ML
Marceau 1s a hit of a droll and
he knows it—it is the price onc
has to pay for his fresh and
novel approach to a subject
which is exciting in itself and
only becomes dull when it is
left Lo the experts. IHe quizzes
Balzac—but he quizzes to very
«00d purpose.
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By Jahn Whitley L

most  beautiful place in the
world ” and: the haunting fear
of revolution personified by the
Paris mol) in * Les Dieux ont
Soif.”

His senbe of insecurily, given
edge by this fear, drove the
gentie abstracted promencur
des quais to make the ** direct
and deliberate assault on the
heights of . Parnasse, Wwith
little Lhought or mercy for
those alonvwde * that DMr
Tylden - Wri ht descrlbes in
chilling detail..

But once success came in 1881
with th€ delectably sentimental
“Le  Crime de Sylvestre Bon-
nard,” Yrance relaxed ‘-and
developed that = compelling
charm which .sustained a
nation’s admiration over the

-next 43 years, through divorce,

indirect responslblhty for the
death of two mistresses, aeneral
philandering, Socialism dn(l d
consmtent mconsnstency |

wds—to

For A&lr
essence of France's character
[ay in these contradictions . . .
a great <eal not only. of his
creative,
power, came {rom them also.
They Kkept him young.” And
young this determined cultiva-
tor of his own garden certainly
the despair of his
editors and his mistresses. His,
truly,
while mourning
love he could write: “ La vie me
reprend par toutes sortes de

‘curiosités et blandices.”

This sympathetlc bio-
graphy will help ‘the general
reader o share the enjoyment
this great exponent of style,
irony and charm found in life;
though even France
hardly have said, as Mr Tylden-

Wright claims, that the.siege of |

Pdus did_not “’cx cate conditions
of stdlvatmn or even of "any
great shortagc AP

nicely heard child |

“Tylden-Wright “ the

but of his staying {

was a4 rage to live; even-
his greatest

wquld '
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hzs enchantmg new novel

The Distant Horns of Summer

" TOMORROW — 25/-

autobmgraplyf of Ius eazLV _yeazs
Long Before Forty

_TOMORROW — 30/-

a bnﬂzant new novel

The Hamm erlng
- _TOMORROY — 30/-

LUIGI

MENEGHELLO

the story of' the Venetian maquis.

Translated by Raleigh Trcve]yan
The Outlaws

TOJORROW —30/-

jOHN BALL

a new crime novel bv the

author of IN THE: HEAT OF
THE N[GHT———jﬁm now Showih(g

The Cool Cottont'—a

TOMORROW — 25/-

!%‘“EGHMEE. JOSEPH

CYCLOPAEDIA

Tomorrow celebrates the 70oth
anniversary of the publication
of the world’s mostfamoussingie
volume cyclopaedia. Foreword
by A. J. P. Taylotr. 1,000 pages
32’maps in colour 21/-
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ANTI-VIVISECTIONIST

Believed—Dbyv those who've never met her—to be
a crank, a sentimentalist, or simply out of touch.
In point of fact a woman who is shrewd and
well-informed. Has seen the iigures—4.615,023

experiments on living animals in 1966. Has read
case histories—of cruel cutting, freezing, burn-
ing, injecting with virulent " diseases.  Tinds
nothing much to show for it in medical dis-
covery. Considers it a shameful practice in this
modern age—especially as alternative methods
are available—and supports the powerful,
organised efforts of the N.A.V.S. to end it.
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This e:-:perrment pt.rl‘ormed recently in a Russlan
medical research laboratory, involved the grafting of
the head of a simnall dog on to the head of an alsatian.
According lo The People, June 11th, 1967: * The day
after the experiment the horrific two-headed dog vou
can sce here was walking in the institutie’s grounds.”

REMEMBER: In Britain {ast year 4,615,023 experiments

were performed on living animals; the great ma;onty
- w:thout anaesthet:cs. ‘
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