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deserves our gratitude.

launch were Galswort
W. H. Hudson, W. H. Davies, D. H.
Lawrence, Liam O'Flaherty and
Sean OTaolain. He was not only
‘their Columbus but their trainer

lin the noose.

Critic in Private

.' Edward Garnett. By H.' E. Bates. (Max Parrish. 06s.)
By RAYMOND  MORTIMER

a series called ‘““ Personal

Portralts” and appears
under the rubric “The .Blo-
graphy I would most like to
write,”” What we are given
here, however, is not a Life of
Garnett, but an interesting

TI—IIS, little book helongs to

account of the relations between

a novice in flction and his
elderly mentor:- the youthful
Mr. Bates takes up almost half

the canvas. Lovers of mausic
and the theatre like to attend
rehearsals; pourmets like to visit
the kitchen; and.-the more we care
for books the more curious we must
be about the processes by which
they get written. Mr.  Bates

The son of Richard ~Garnett
(eminent Victorian, keeper in the
British Museum Library, author of
:‘ The Twileht of the Gods" and
"De ¥lagello Myrteo”), Edward

Garnett was the husband of Con-
stance Garnett, the great trans-

lator from the Russian, and father
of the novelist, David Garnett,

Less known to the public than any
of these,

influence upon. many distinguished

he exerted his wise

authors. He produced several plays
and novels and a volume of criti-
cism, but he did not write very
well., Recognising this, he surren-
dered himself to the service of
other writers with the devotion. as
Mr. Bates puts it, of a ‘young
woman who decides to give her life

to nursing.. - .
Among the writers he helped to
hy, Conrad,

or coach, the most constructive of
critics. This beneficent role he

exerclsed as a publisher’s reader.
The importance to literature of
such & reader 1s prodigious:
through his advice a ,publishing
house may become the envy of its
rivals, only to sink after 'nis
departure into mediocrity. (This
has not happened to Gammett's
firm, Jonathan Cape.) If Meredith

-waS the most famous of publishers’

readers—did he not reject both
“ REast Lynne" and “ Erewhon ""?—
Garnett was the most discriminat-
ing and successful |
His decided personality 1Is
portrayed with a novelist's relish
by Mr., Bates. Certainly. Garnett
was.both eccentric and formidable.
Mr. Bates compares him to a huge
bear, and the only time I met him

" he growled at me most ferociously.

His kindness to writers he believed
in was unmeasured : he would. take
their vanity for granted, flatter
them, lend them money, importune
editors. bully.lus employers.
Sometimes his advice had to be
wounding, and Mr. Batfes bravely
prints' letters in° which bhe was

castigated. But then he had the|

good sense to profit by Gamett's
recommendations. This 1is rarer
fthan you might suppose.

When Garnett died in 1937 he
had been reading scores of manu-
scripts every week for over forty
vears:; and most of the manuscripts
that go the round of the pub-
lishers are pathetically worthless.
Yet he came always to each fresh
packet, Mr, Bafes tells us, “with
the immense and enthusiastic
belief that in it might be the
seed of another genlus." Nabody
can ever have served literature
with more disinterested devotion;

and I hope that one of . his

disciples will follow - Mr. Bates's
delightful little conversation-piece
with a full-length portrait.

Punch ‘and Judy

Mr. Punch. By Philip John Stead. (Evans. 1l0s. 6d.)
By A. A. MILNE

- A MONG the few indulge_nceé

which the following years
grant to the elderly is an
odd sense of accomplishment in
the increasing exclusiveness of
thelr links with the past. As a

schoolboy I had a great-great-
aunt living whose husband had
fought at Trafalgar. (To avoid
unnecessary calculatlons or
expressions of incredulity, I should
add that she died at the unusual
age of 106.) Doubtless there were
many then who could reach back
to Nelson by grace of but one inter-
vening hand: doubtless there are

very'few today. Even to claim that
we saw Grace howled or Gladstone
buried is to establish ourselves in
an ever-shrinking minority. Within
how short a time will a man be set
apart in his circle merely by saying
that as a child he was a regular
stall-holder at .a Punch-and-Judy

show?

There is not much that is really
funny in the Punch play and little
that is dramatic. The one great
comic moment-is when Jack Ketch
comes to hang Punch for killing
the policeman. Punch, willing to
coblige butf a little unaccustomed to
the business of being hanged, finds
it difficult to get his head correctly
Won't kind Mr.
Ketch snow him just how it should
be done? What hangman could
refuse so reasonsable s request? . So
Jack Ketch puts his head into the
noose, the regulation way, “like
that” . . . and Punch strings him
up. No child could fail to be
delighted by such a sudden reversal
of fortune. a delight increased, not
diminished, by anticipation of the

lovely moment. To see it again
and again, as we did when young,
was to become the true playgoer, a
partner in the play.

Of course the Punch voice had
much to do with our enjoyment. 1
remember reading at school in
some o0ld jest book of a man who
swallowed the Punch call, and
talked in a Punch voice ever after-
wards, “even at family prayers.”
I thought then thaf this was the
best joke I had ever heard; I still
think it is a pretty good one.” HOw
pleasant to read here, on the
authority of one of them, that “ no
one's & Punch showman till he’s
swallowed the °schwazzle’ three
times ’’; and how interesting to be

told by Mr. Stead that the “ joke" |

started two hundred years ago,
when & French magistrate called
Gueullette did indeed swallow the
thing, and became the hilarious
subject of a legendary death-hed
confession, unconvincing (and one
sees why) to the parish priest. .
Mr, Stead traces Mr. Punch lov-

ingly from century to century and |
country to country; ending in the|.

England .of today, which .has now
no more than sixteen Punch
“frames,” eight of them 1In
L.ondon. He pleads for a Punch
reservation in one of the parks,
where children could be sure of
finding it, and the showmen work
unharried. But would that be
enough? Victorian children loved
it because it was the Victorian
child's only theatre, and a little
went a long way in those days.
Today it would be but a step from
Crown site to State subsidy,. and

from subsidy to censorship. In a
little while Mr. Punch would be a

Public Relations Officer.

The Danger Within

I Believed. By DDugla.s’Hyde.‘

(Heinemann. 10s. 6d.)
By NICHOLAS CARROLL

T a time when*the Com-
munists are more bitterly
at war with the. Iree

world than - ever before, a

| glimpse at the inside of an

organisation so secret as the

British Communist Party is of
great public importance.

In March, 1948, Douglas. Hyde
abruptly gave up the news editor-

ship of the ,“Daily Worker,"

resiened from the Communist
Party and became a Roman
Catholic; now he has written a full
account of his change of heart.
The outline is simple, starting with
his adolescent snger at the sight
of men wounded in the Great War
begeging in the streets of Bristol,
disgust with the smugness of the
Methodist circles in which he was
brought up, his gradnal entry into
Communist cireles and his steady
climb in the party; he joined the
“Daily Worker ” in 1940.

A Roman Catholic paper, “The
Weekly Review,” which he used to

read in search of “ dirt " to expose,
made

the first effective anti-
Communist intellectual impact on

him. - Then came disgust with.the

behaviour of the Red Army in
Europe. in 1945, followed by dis-
illusionment over the cynical and
brutal impositiorn of Communist
regimes in Eastern Europe. The

CALLING ALL

-Communist Party in Brifain.

~OI1C

last .straw was the Cominform
directive on-Marshall Aid, calling
for the impoverishment of Western
Europe by every means available.

The personal story is the frame-

work for an objective and often

revelatory examination of thz

picture emerges of a small party
40,000 strong, with an
average age of less than 30; there
is an inner core of what in Com-
munis{ jargon ara called “steel-
hardened cadres,” while the real
bulk of the party,.like that of an
iceberg, is out of sight.

There is an entertainingly con-
temptuous sketch of the “Daily
Worker”  Editorial .Board—"=a

gurely stuffed shirt body"—in

session, with J. B. S. Haldane (who
has since Tesigned) “absent-
mindedly doodling in Greek as the
Dean of Canterbury held forth.”
It is alarming to learn how active
the party contrived to be during
the last war despite official
attempts to restrain it,

Possibly the most important of
Mr. Hyde's warnings concerns the
scope and size of the party
“underground.” We are made to
feel that the . most unexpected
persons may be . underground
members, working quietly and
patiently towards the Saviet
Britain that George Orwell has
prepared us for, and all of them
impelled by the tremendous
dynamic which the party evokes
from its members.
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‘““A’ first novel of unusual-
quality ™’ Ready Thurs. 9s 6d

HOUGHTON
BRODRICK

Pillars of Hercules

“ A fascinating book . . . ﬁnély
illustrated '"—Observer [5 pla'tes
' 18s

NANCY PRICE
Ta-Mera -

The famous actress has written

' an unusual and exciting story "
—Liverpool D. Post 8s 6d

ISABEL C.
CLARKE

Euphemia
* Compels

OC

one’s attention

throughout . . . a sad story,
well told ™’ o
—James Henley (Recorder)

10s 6a
| ol g looks from
{HUTCHINSON

G

| BRIAN/
Vesey
THE HAMPSHIRE

AVON

- Vesey FitzGerald walked down
‘the river from source to mouth.

“A book to read through at a

- sitting with epjoyment and enter-
tainment.”’—Tsmes Literary Supp.

- *“Good scenery, good photo-
graphs, good talks.”—The Sunday
. Tsmes. :

Demy 8vo, 27 pp. illus.y 12{6 net

Ralph Wightman

MY HOMEWARD
- ROAD
Country life as the countryman
: sees it.
“This richly readable book,”—
' Field, '
“ A pen as magnetic to the eyes
as his soft rumbling countryman’

S
voice is to the earg.”—South
Wales Evening Post. - 10/6 net

The ‘United
- States

‘HERBERT AGAR

““The scale of his book is massive
and the style elegant . . Mr. Agar
i5 a distinguished historian.”’

- MALCOLM MUGGERIDGE
25/- "(Daily Telegraph)

2nd large Impression

Summer_ in
the Country

EDITH TEMPLETON

“She brings 1o her first novel a
European sophistication and elcgance

« « @ Tare delight,”’
MARGHANITA LASKI .
10/6 . (Observer)

33rd thousand

- Ganasta

in 20 Minutes

\ :
HAROLD THORNE
173

Eyre & Spottiswoode’

CONFESSION
OF A NOVICE

‘ Subtle
Stud)’/
of
feminine
dream
and
illusion.
(s
year’s
imost
exciting
book

FitzGer al(i |

-

~=jomes Hanley on 1950 novel
in The Recorder. =~ -~

WILLIAM KIMBER

NOVEL READERS! |

Next Wednesday, 17th, we are pub- §
lishing one of the best first novels
since the wat.

THAT | ol [|§ comoms |
GREAT | ‘ | £ I Don’t Mind ;
HUNTER

NTER

if I Do. -
Daphne Slee -

¢ ELSPETH HUXLEY 9s.6d. |
¢ The Backward
Daz'l Grahz'c Book Find
| 9/6

®
Bride
AUBREY MENEN. 8s. 6d.-
- All Bridg;, players are revelling 3
in Helen Sobel's i¥Vimning Bridge which § 3rd printing Illustrated 15s.
ARRISON-GRAY eays is The Book § -

of the Year, 10/~ §
Peter Duvies . . L o

)

“ A porirait drawn
2ith exitraordinary
skill of ome aof the
most remarkable

. { buman beings that
' can ever bave ~lved.”

Lord David Cecil
(Swurnday Times)

‘Dawson of Penn
FRANCIS WATSON --18s.
Chatto & Windus
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Inam Ulhaq



