New Fiction

The Poet’s Eye View

Cut and Come Again. By H. E. Bates. |
(Cape. T7s 6d.)

Up in the Hills. By Lord Dunsany.
| (Heinemann. 7s 6d.)

iThe Longest Years. By Sigrid Undset.
(Cassell. 7s 6d.) |

Delina Delaney. By Amanda M. Ros.
(Chatto and Windus. 7s 6d.)

By JAMES HILTON
ON E picks up a new volume by Mr.

H. E. Bates with an assurance that
is always reinforced by reading, an

iu&sumnm that here is something excel- |
lent beyond the trick of fashion, and
that, ipso facto, Mr. Bates is one of the
writers of to-day who really matter.

His effects are achieved with such
economy of words that he is naturally, and
|
|

perhaps pre-eminently, at home with the
short-story form. In this new collection
of his. 1ssued under the title of one of them
(not the best), ** CuTt AND COME AGAIN,”” he |
has included a story called ** The Mill ™
which seems to me, and even more 1mpres-
avely after a second reading, a remarkable |
piece of work. There are European and
Amencan writers who could (and doubtless |
have) put the history of a humble, 1gnorant.
passively betraved servant girl into a thou-
sand pages: Mr. Bates does 1t mn sixty, and
1 do not tlink he has left anything out.
It 1« a story 1n which the dumbness of
misery 1= portraved by a reticence which
almost itself approaches dumbness—a
reductio ad absurdum avoided by the hair-|
hine of gemus,

The other stories are of mixed quality.
The first one. ** Beautv's Daughters,’’ 15 a|
fine studv of atmosphere; while ** Jonah
and Bruno '’ 12 a brief but ternfyving sketch
of a ficht 1n class between a schooimaster
and a bov. One wishes one could treat |
Limany of them with the particularity they
' deserve. In default of thus, ** Cut and|
|Come Again '’ must be recommended as a
,vullm-unn for the connoisseur,

LORD DUNSANY'S NOVEL

Lord Dunsanyv’s novel, Uy IN THE
Hiwes.” is both strange and lovely—
adjectives which fly, as if magnetised, to
lanyv mention of his work. It 1s a wayward
story, supposed to be told by Mickey
Connor. an Irish Guardsman in a London
barracks, and retold in the poet’s prose .
the starv of Mickev's adventures during the
| Trish ** troubles ™" of 1922, when he led his |
lmen into a ** private war "’ which afforded |
the maximum of excitement, the narrowest |

luf escapes, and such moments as when

“Thev sat and watched the far hills
l changing their colours; and the plain below |

continually changing, as wide areas ol

sunlight changed their places with shadows:

white spires of churches rose to greet thal
wandering sunlight. . . . They sat there|
hathing their minds in the beauty of|

Ireland. while their thoughts, running back

down the ages, pictured the men that had

trondden those hills before them, spearsmen
that watched for the Danes, and kings !
their collars of gold.”

It 1s hard to resist thus sort of thing: vet
one wonders whether Lord Dunsany’s ** all
quiet ' 1s not really the most inswdious of
all the romanticisings of warfare, since he
‘vun make even a maclhine-gun (such as
i.\hr‘kn_\' coveted from Ins  enemy, Putsyi
| Heffernan) seem like a holv grail, winle his’
|hattl¢~s. by being only httie ones, nvite
| one’s easiest indulgence.  Yes, ** Upin the!
Hills * 1s a strange and lovely storv: a

| poet’s eve view.  But there was another
side to the ** prnivate wars "’ of 1922, not so

strange and not so lovely. |

THE MAGIC WORLD .

Miss Signd Undset’s ** THe LoONGEST!
YEARS ** 18 another novel in which beauty
1s held, though perha’{;s; more sohdly 1n the
Seandinavian gnp. e ' longest vears |
are when we are verv voung, and Miss!
Undset has given herself a task to which
the last lines of *‘ Alice "’ supply immortal
words —** remmembering her own chald-hfe
'and the happy summer days.”” That magic|
world 1s here mapped ont with a wealth of|
detail which 18 itself astomishung, and 1in a
mood with which the reader’s own
recollection makes constant harmony.

¥ ¥ * ¥ |

And now for a novel which 15 certanly
Ldifferent from the work of Miss Undset.
Lord Dunsanv, or Mr. Bates. The discern:
iz fancier of Hiction will not have forcotten
' Trene Tddesienzh,” first publhished in the
| late "mneties and reissued recently by the
Nonesuch Press. Here, by the same author,
Amanda M. Ros, s another work.'
“ Delina Delaney,” which one mught well
shrink f!‘u!ll criticising nnless One h“d ﬂll("l»
command over language as 1s shown by the!
authoress herself —e.g. : | |

| “A fash of the voung nobleman’s eyes,
i convinced the poor woman that deep
| affection lay buried in their unseen back- |
ground, causing her to form a resolution to
exercise a stronger rule over her daughter|
in future, lest her simplicity might be
' spotted out as a mark for his untrusted
} worth to bruise the bloom of a rose of fate |

whose oily essence might drip with a.wful‘

odour over its stained prey.”

[f this attracts you get a copy of ** Dnlmu!
Delaney ' and read the love-story of the!
little Insh fisher-@rl who marned a
nobleman who must have been first cousin|
on the one side to Sir Mulberrvy Hawk a.n.dl
on the other side to Edward Rochester:
read also of that remarkable London public-
house —*“ a tiny square of hell’s coaxing

Ipal:wc " and ' the loophole of cursing,!
swearing, bloodshed and murder, from
carlv mormng till late at night.”

You could put this hook at the hmlside!
of u week-end guest with alinost complete
certainty that he would take it away with|

"him on Monday morning.

!
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England Revisited |

This Our Country. By Maior Rawdon R.
Hoare. (Murray. 7s 6d.)

Enlisting in 1914 at the age of 17. Major |
| Hoare spent most of his time after the war |
1 Asia, Afnica and America, conmung to
England only occasionally for a few months
at a tune. So, when he finally returned |
ilnst vear, he set ont to learn something of
‘-tlw vh.;m-_'wl conditions 1in this country since
llt was last las abode.
- His predomimant impression of the present |
itompvmmc-nt mn Enaluml..ns set forthn this
thoughtful, earnest and interesting survey. |
l seems to |Iel\’0' Iu-en one (bf unrest., H(' fuln.l(]
the speed of hfe bevildering and the pacifist |
lyoung ** intellectuals ”’ not at all to his!
. taste. " They lLke to think they are!
| Socialists, although few of them ma”\'i
!muiorstnnd what Socialistm means.”” And
| he was horrified at the aspect of unemploy- |
| ment 1n the industrial districts of the North |
'which he encountered during a sort nf!
| Engl:ish Journey '’ which he made through
'the country ** to try to understand some- |
:hm\' this new spint which now seeins to.
'dominate England.” |
Among his expenences, which ineluded |
'visits to rallway works at Crewe, Liverpoo!
slums, a Lancashire coal mine, a Sheffield
' steel works and the derelict shipvards of the
'Tyne, was the inspection of an armament
' works, which evokes from him a vigorous
'reply to some of the statements in that |
!much-discussod book *‘* Merchants of!
 Death.” _
' Some of the things that struck Major
' Hoare most unfavourably were the worship |
'of film stars and the effect of ** sex ™ pw-i
tures on the voung: the employment of
foreign waiters; and the exploitation of
ribbon development in the South byi
unscrupulous land speculators.
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