ass Murder

n Wood

RAMSEY
»ph Mackiewicz. (Hollis and Carter.

pllis. (Methuen. 12s 6d.)
(Odhams. 18s.)

ere required of that diabolism

hich goes by the scarcely less
able, title of totalitarianism,
1Isoners in Katyn Wood might
riginal horror and cruelty, in
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Anglo-Irish Comedy

By JOHN BETJEMAN

Loving Without Tears. By M. J.
Farrell. (Collins. 9s 6d.)

Fright in the Forest. By Benn
Sowerby. (Hart-Davis. 10s 6d.)

Colonel Julian, By H. E. Bates.
(Michael Joseph. 10s 6d.)

Mrs. Gailey. By Sheila Kaye-Smith.
(Cassell. 10s 6d.)

1\1 J. FARRELL may not receive
* her due because she writes of
'that great and twice-betrayed race.
'the Anglo-Irish. No one could be
more different from Sean O'Casey
and the native Irish writers. She
'has not written a novel for 10 years,
and she is better known as a play-
wright. With John Perry she wrote
“Spring Meeting.” In England
that play about decaying Irish land-
lords with their eccentricity, familiar
servan's and demanding relations
seemed funny. Those who know
the penury, conflicting loyalties and
wet discomfort of big Irish houses
will know that it was more sad than
funny.

Her novel “LoviNgG WITHOUT
TeEARS " is the same sort of thing.
'On the surface it is all sparkle,
drinks and rather stagey back-talk.
Underneath there is sadness. The
'scene is, I should think, Ardmore, a
'sort of Capri of Southern Ireland
‘where rich business people from
Cork and poorer landowners have
summer-houses.

The central character is Angel, a

woman of about 50, ageless in ap-
pearance, tireless in tyranny. Her
son returns from the war be-
medalled and with a blonde Ameri-
can girl. Mother and future
daughter-in-law hate each other at
once, talking sweetly all the time.
Subsidiary pairs of characters are
all likely to be married off, except
'a Cinderella who emerges trium-
phant on almost the last page.
. The defect of this book is the]
‘collapse of its characters into)
theatre in the last chapters. One|]
listens to thelr final speeches, and
'almost sees them taking their bows.

The merits are these: the women, |
until the plot kills them, are all
alive. Indeed Angel, as a study of|
'the sort of woman who is greedy
of other people’s love and never
gives any in return, is memorably
' probable. But chiefly I am im-
pressed by the sudden flashes of
feeling for scene and people,
expressed freshly and lucidly.

. Take a little sentence like this:

'** The curtains bloomed and
rounded faintly in the sea air”;

and this summary of a plain gir

slighted in love: “She was sensible
of unhappiness as of an uglfv smell,
yvet she too nodded and smiled and
caught her dreadful heart in her
will and crammed it back into the
great new nowhere it now had all
to itself.” |

PRECISE AND MELODIOUS

In a preface to0 “ FRIGHT IN THE
FOREST,’ Mr. Siegiried Sassoon
'seems to say that he did not like
'the book very much though it im-
pressed him. I understand this,
rand it is dgood to find an honest
ipreface and a publisher printing it.

. Mr. Benn Sowerby has written
‘the whole book in the first per-
'son. It is a series of short, precise |
‘and melodiously written chapters of
|various events in a man’'s life. It
'travels through early childhood.
'school. office and the middle age of
'a solitary, seif-centred, timid person.
The events are trivial but stick in
the mind. The descriptions of
people and late Victorian houses
are as disturbing and significant as|
a noise in a haunted house. It is an
impressive book and well written.
i

| MR. H. E. BATES

|  Some people are by nature lyrical,
others epic. That is to say, some
write in short bursts, and others are|
‘capable of sustained prose. When
lyrical writers try to be epic, they
seem to use padding. H. E. Bates is
really a lyrical writer. His shorter,
novels and the stories he published |
under the pseudonym * Flying Officer |
X" have always seemed 0o me his
best. ‘“ COLONEL JULIAN" contains
short stories, and I think it is this
author at his very best. Most of the
tales are gbout war-time, if not about
the Forces. They are brief and tragic,

H. E. Bates specialises in people)
‘'who feel but cannot express them-
selves. The title story of this book
'is a good example. An old Colonel
of 80 talks with a young R.A.F. pilot,
'and, beiow the words, we feel the
bond between these so different
generations. Even more moving is
“The Little Farm,” about a good
illiterate countryman who is
swindled by a mean peasant of his
love and his livelihood.

CLASS DISTINCTION

Sheila Kaye-Smith does no: desert
the Kent and Sussex borders in her
new novel. “MRgrs. GAILEY ” is the
name of a widow, London-bred., hard
on top and pathetic underneath.
She goes as secretary to Lesle
 Bullen, a rich, lumpy young girl, all
1ldeals and untidiness. Lesley is the
| chief character in the book. Indeed
Ishe is worth writing a book about.
'Sheila Kaye-Smith, whatever impro-
'bable thing happens in her novels,
 however improbably perfect her good
characters (and there are at leas:
two such here), as always, knows how
Lo tell a story, Here she keeps its
wheels running with the lubricant of

' class distinction.

Film Pioneer

I In "CaAME THE DAwnN" (Pheenix
| HQuse, 16s) Cecil M. Hepworth traces
the early history of the British film
from experiments with limelight and
| lantern shows in the early 'Nineties to
the development of the full-length
| feature only 15 years later

Here are the pioneer's fervour. the
experiments, the disasters. the suc-
cesses. At Queen Victoria's funeral in
1901 King Edward, with the Kaiser be- |
side him., obligingly halted the cor-
tége to give the cameraman a chance.

Soon he was making shorts and
| then features; inside 20 years a peep-
show attraction had become a great
entertainment. and Hepworth's
“Comin' Thro' the Rye.” *“ Lily in the
' Alley " and " Anna the Adventuress "
' were being shown all over the world.
| His stars included the beloved Alma
 Taylor, Chrissie White, Henry Edwards,
Shayle Gardner and a good-looking
newcomer, of whom an American
talent scout, after a test, wrote:
“Does not photograph well."” His name
was Ronald Colman. C. D.

Charles B. Cochran

Quick off the mark, Charles Graves
has written “THE COCHRAN STORY "
(Allen, 17s 6d), a bilography of Charles
B. Cochran who died so tragically in
January of this year. It will serve
until an authorised life story is pub-
lished. The full, balanced biography
ought to be a magnificent one. Coch-
lran’'s achievements in the theatre: nis
astonishing flair for finding actors:
his Immaculate taste: his regal dls-
 regard for money—they call for care
land discrimination impossible in this
' hastily compiled volume. C.B.C. told
i much of his story in his own auto-
blographical books, and the most in-
teresting part of Mr. Graves's well-
illustrated book is in the account of
Cochran's eariy life. G. W. B.

“ENGLISH CounTRY HOUuseEs OPEN TO
ITHE PuBLIC” (Country Life., 25s)
although not a complete list (this is
10 be found In another Country Life
publication) is a photographic record.
' with Introduction and notes by
Christopher Hussey. of some of the
finest domestic architecture of Eng-|
land and Wales,
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