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By RALPR STRAUS e

F * TesTanmeENT ”. does not prove to
I be the novel of the year, if must
certainly be called one of the most
remarkable books to be published for
some time. It is a formidable-looking
volume—729 pages of fairly close print
—and it is yet another story of the
Russian Revolution, about which, I
fancy, many novel-readers consider
that they have now read quite enough
books, but, make no mistake, there is
stuff here which comes near to
greatness.
In one or two of his earlier books,

Mr. Hutchinson, I thought, was need-

lessly * difficult >—for me his *“Un-
forgotten Prisoner”: proved on that
account to be almost unreadable—but
with ‘ Shining Scabbard"” he stepped
out into the front rank of contemporary
novelists, and “ Testament ” shows that
that brilliant story was no flash in the
pan. It is; indeed, an astonishing book,
and not only because an Englishman,
and not a Russian, has written 1t.
There are moments, it may be, when you
will be inclined to ask yourself whether
so many words were necessary for the
telling of Count Anton Scheffler’s story,
yet there is so much that must be told
before you are in a position to under-
stand to the full the whole
dreadfu]l, but most moving,
drama, that on putting the
book down you do not feel
that there has been a sentence
foo many.

It is not, of course, the
first story of the Revolution
to be wriften by an English-
man which lifts the veil for
all to understand, but I know
of no other novel which at
once permits you to view in
so sharp a perspective the
Russia of twenty years ago
and has a story to tell that
is so splendidly exciting.

Two Friends

Scheffler’'s own story is not
perhaps very different from
that of other idealists who
|believed that Nicholas’s abdi- -
cation would lead to the re-
birth of “Holy” Russia.
Before the war he had been
“ suspect "—a barrister rash
enough to defend radical con-
spirators, and as a soldier in
the war he can never allow
his conscience to be stifled. As a
repatriated prisoner of war he dares to
beard his superior officers in the iIin-
terests of justice, and at the time of the
Revolution he has become a popular
fieure—almost a legend., But to the new
Bolshevik tyrants he is no more welcome

than he was to the Tsarist authorities.

Once again he is suspect, and this time|!

a monstrous “ trial ¥ is staged which can
have only one conclusion. The Com-
munists have no use for the Scheflflers of
this world, who put truth and personal
honour before the demands of the State,
and, like the martyrs of eld, he must be
tortured, physically and mentally, before
he is allowed to die. Your heart goes
out to him, and not least, perhaps,

ecause he has known so little happiness
\fitll:. that strangely contradictory wife
of his.

It happens, however, that his preat
friend Otraveskov the soldier-painter
who tells his story, has adventures which,
if less tragic in their conclusion, are
hardly less moving and certainly of
equal interest. In his.endeavours to save
the Count he does ali that the most loyal
of friends can be expected to do, often
at the greatest risk to himself and those
he loves best; but his own private mis-
fortunes are almost as poignant. A
beloved wife who, owing to shock, does
not recognise him for long vears: a little
son who is crippled; himself badly
woiinded and, after the Revolution, pen-
niless and unwanted: it is almost a
miracle that he stucceeds in escaping
from Russia {o tell his story.

" There are some truly magnificent
scenes—that ghastly “ trial” at the end,
so often. postponed and so foully and
cunningly conducted by those who are

determined to hide the truth, is some-
thing that I ecan never forget—and the
author uses a huge canvas without
apparent efforl. - Not a portrait, be it of
princess of the old régime or peasant
of the new, but carries conviction.
Modestly Mr. Hutchinson pretends that
he has had Otraveskov's manuscript to
work upon, and I can only say that the
book as we have it reads as if the manu-
script actually existed. There is, indeed,
real grandeur here—grandeur ang
beauty as well.

ONE MAN’S CAREER

NOTHER novel which must be

placed high amongst the fiction
of the year is Mr. H. E. Bates's

‘SpPELLA Ho." (In any ordinary week
it would take first place’ in this

column.) And yet I find a difficulty
in explaining the singular attraction
its story possesses. In ifself it pursuecs
an almost conventional course. At
the beginning you watch an illiterate
young rustic stealing coal from the
big house near to the hovel where

he lives, in order to keep his mother
alive. You see him, after her death,
beginning to think for himself, deter-
mined to push past every obstacle,
educating himself as best he can, profit-
ing by his failures, loving and losing
this woman and that as he forges ruth-
lessly ahead, and becoming the one man
of note in his town. And at the end you
see him, rich and powerful, the owner
of the big house, part of its very stones.
as it were, and yet pitifully alone. And
assuredly this description would fit

dozens of novels published during the
last few years

Yet in many ways “ Spella Ho *” stands
wholly by itself. Perhaps it is that Mr.
Bates writes so unusually well. Perhaps
it is that he selects his scenes with such
cunning and so vividly that you can
imagine yourself taking part in them.
But the chief reason is probably to be
found in the fact that Bruno Shadbolt
has so little in common with the usual
run of hard, ruthless men who * suc-
ceed.” He is a pathetic figure, and yet
even when he is almost dying of starva-
tion, or hated by all those around him,
pity is the last emotion he will rouse.
On the other hand, you ecan admire his
courage and understand his behaviour
towards the women whom, in his own
fashion, he loves. Finally, there is the
story itself. As I have outlined it above,
it sounds ordinary; but while you are
reading it, it is not ordinary at all. From
beginning to last it - holds you. 1t is
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probably Mr. Bates’s best book,andthat

1S saying not a little.

COUNTRY DOCTOR = .
¢crTHE other side of the '-‘,_'_ﬁijiufé,ff_
That, I suppose, is what people,

remembering “The Citadel,” 'will'~be
minded to say after reading ‘Mr. Brett
Young's new novel. And in a sense, no

doubt, they will be right,:though,.‘no

comparison between the two: books .is
necessary. ‘“ DR. BRADLEY REMEMBERS "
shows us the blameless career ‘of:an
undistinguished but Ilovable: country:
physician. “John Bradley retires in- his
seventies: for almost half a century-he

has been practising in the same Midland:

village. It is his last evening .“on
duty,” and he sits back in his chair and
dreams of the past Eb M

It i1s not in any way -an- extra-:
ordinary. past, but it is by "no. means
uneventful. "There were - the- days.
when he was assistant to . the " wise
old bonesetter who left him ‘enough
money to study medicine. There was his
friendship with a surgeon who‘was to
become famous, and his quarrel with the-
doctor whose niece he married.-- There
was the death of his wife and the'dreams

for his only s8n which went so woefully

Captain Trolley Walks_-Abroaa’
|4 drawing by James Amo{dfhoﬁ: “ Omward,

wrong. Then there was the tragedy of the
boy’s death and the mining. disaster
which ruined “ his " village and incident-
ally himself. He might have. -married
again, but—for a particular reason—did
not. The years passed, and.he did not
buy many new clothes. Also he did not
always press his patients for-the money
they owed him. And there was: that

business about the Insurance-Act. .. -

Pleasant dreams, on the- whole, and
recalled in that gracious way which has
done so much to Brett _
his great popularity. Clearly enough you
see that Dr. Bradley’s had been.a useful
life. And what changes he had seen!
Some of these new youngsters: might
think him old-fashioned, but. he was no
reactionary like some of :-the. surgeons
who years ago had laughed- at Lisfer. A
dear old boy, in fact, and this.chronicle
of his life gives a faithful and most lik-
able picture of a profession ‘whose
humbler side- does not always, in the
books, pet the recognition' :-which it
deserves. :

QUIXOTE OF THE 'ROCKIES

s \NWARD, TROLLEY,” ‘which under

another name seems to have
enjoyed a great success in. America, is
the weirdest grotesquerie—joyously
entertaining when you have- come 1o
understand what it is all about-and can
appreciate "the author’s ironic humour
and classical vocabulary, but-liable to be
put down, after a page or.:two, by the
impatient reader who ~may prefer
“Jeeves” to “Don Quixote” or
“ Tristram Shandy.” "

Captain Trolley himself ‘is a slightly
mad but most chivalrous- old boy who
is conducting a one-man campalgn
against the “boss” of his Rocky
Mountain city. To most_of the ‘local
politicians and police he 1s.no more than
a nuisance, but there is a curious
method in his madness, and the reader
is on his side all the time. - Then his
enemy is found murdered, and because
he believes that a fair ladye Iriend of
his is responsible, the captain. nobly,
quixotically, wordily, and for a time
succesgfully assumes the 1r6le of
murderer, or, as he prefers to call it,
executioner. But the truth is discovered
by the mysterious Dr. Thumb, and after
some hilarious alarums and excursions,
Captain Trolley is left to: enjoy his
triumph in peace, SR

It is the oddest book that I have read
for a considerable time. - If'you like it
at all, you will like it much. And if
you are baffled at first, .persevere, for
although the author is not alvrays -at
the top of his form, there "are Sormne
delicious passages far too..good. to. be
missed. And Mr. James Arnold’s illus-
trations are a oy. - -
ROMANCE IN THE SOUTH. SEAS

HE authors of “Mutiny -on the

Bounty " have not gone‘to history for
their new romance. -* THE DARK:RIVER ”
is a picturesque if rather' ingenuous
romance of modern Tahiti; unconven-
tional only in its ending, but showing-an
intimate knowledge of the. proud.-and
very likable natives and. containing
scenes which will obviously be to the
taste of the cinema people. =~ . -

A wealthy native woman; married to
an American, has been able to exchange
her own dead child for a living white
one whose parents are dead..-The child,
a girl, grows up as a native. -Years later.
a brother of hers comes to the -island
with a friend, and the friend.and she
fall in love, By French law-they.cannot
marry without the mother's -consent:

and 'the supposed mother, .xvho™ still’

nurses her seeret, is jealous.: She’ does.

her best to keep them apart.: Death to
them both .is prophesied. by:'the_local
magicians. They marry, and—it is-then

that the story goes a way -of .its own.

Light reading, but neve;j,:j;[='-gm:’-afréid!-
particularly exciting. . .. 7

Continued from next column.- = -
interest ta the visitor. In the first place’
there is the coast, with its big and little
holiday resorts. Then there .is- the
beautiful Ardennes region,>where :the
traveller can eat well and- cheaply..
Lastly, there are the old towns, Belgium’s
pride, such as Bruges, Ghent, :Tournai..

All these features, and many more, are
described lucidly and with authority,
and no less may be said of the parts
of the work which deal with the Grand
Duchy of Luxembourg. '

-
’_- :_-‘- . - - -
- - a -
- - .- - - - -
- - -
’ A - - -
Ipm "
. - - -
" . - -
B v - a e~ -
- - o - - -
- - -. - - -
= - ]
- - " --- .‘ = - .‘- -
- — - -' .
I

give Mr. Brett Young-
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