BOOKS OF THE DAY :

Four Travellers in

Space and Time
By GUY RAMSEY )

Cupid and the Jacaranda. By Sacheverell Sitwell. - (Macmillan. . 24s.)
Spring in Sicily. By Peter Quennell. (Weidenfeld and Nicolson. 15s.)
The Country of White Clover. By H. E. Bates. (Michael Joseph. 125 6d.) |
Plant Hunter in Manipur. By F. Kingdon-Ward. (Cape. 15s.) \

TO classify a work by Sacheverell Sitwell, to describe
its contents or even to identify its theme is always
perplexing, for his approach is so oblique, his presentation so
subtle, his method so allusive that it baftfles definitian.
Especially is this the case with “CUPID AND THE JACARANDA,”
but whatever the perils of exposition, there is no difficulty

whatever in assessment : the, ,
. . colours and harsh sounds of the
book is—what he himself set|gyuth” for readers from & more

asI his aim—a work of art. tem tmtie {’"mﬁ" er t1':;:i in fact,
t is so despite its lack of form, |unobtrusively, the periect cicerone.

for there seems no central pur-| Coolly. with his admiration Sea
pose, no clear aim in the book.[S0ned by critical mmn%l:r:“&‘:

. |one from the Syracuse,
It moves but achieves no 8081. Greek t ways enacted in micro-

ed
it interests and sometimes enter- | goem Palermo which marked
tains, but leaves behind it no|the 'n:\%itr of alNelson. The great
coherent impression. %ures of history—Byron, QGoethe,
eocri

The stature of both the prose and tus—are his familiars; and
of the author is such that, even when |his eye is as careful of the wayside
he makes a statement which, from flower as of the architectural master-
a lesser writer, would seem outrage- | pleces—of both beauty and bathos—
ous, one accepts him as speaking |Which form the magnel al
:t;ncu lto themquestion rather than |island’s heart.

3 1ndu - . .

2 ging mere self-advertise- Kentish Lync

For example, at one point Mr. Sit-| H, E. Bates is, par excellence, &
well discusses how far a writer re- |writer of short stories; it is, there-
quires to have personal experience |fore, scarcely to be wondered at that
of his subject and how far what [the most successful passages in
may be termed the “creative imagi- |" THE COUNTRY OF WHITE CLOVER "—=a
nation ” of the poet may prove not a |book hymning the beauty of Kent—
mere substitute but even a superior (are those in which character is per-

ualification for the task in hand. |mitted to quicken the already living

e adduces on the side of creative description of the countryside.
imagination the fact that he wrote| So far as an area so varied and
an essay on Mexico without having elusive can be imprisoned between
visited the country, and says: “I|the covers of a book, Mr. Bates has
believe that the essay on Mexican |caught the spirit of Kent: its stub-
landscape _and architecture in|bornness. its graciousness, its idlosyn-

Southern Baroque Architecture’ is|cratic flavour. His style 1s consider-
the best description and interpreta- ably warmer than that which gave
tion that has appeared in our him his fame; he is explicit rather
 language trtl)an implicxt,dand g?e) occasllonhall)tr'
| o (but never undesirably) purpie nea
Far and Wide which his work on Burma intro-

~ Such a flat statement could duced has now been integrated fully
'easily be discounted as an example 1nt0 his later manner.
'of the policy of family-adulation,| His feeling for flowers is perhaps
'now hardened into self-glorification, |a little obtrusive—but what can _you
of which the Sitwells were accused |expect from a gardener in the Gar-
;ggk}’ealrsisago. However credulously, I |den of England
e this on its face value as an illus- Botanist’s Paradise

tration to the thesis, and no more,

yet, since it is so liable to miscon-| Flowers and trees, naturally

struction, I cannot but deplore the lenough, form the very spine of

introduction of so equivocal a phrase. |“ PLANT HUNTER _IN MANIPUR,” Dy
The book ranges far and wide: | Frank Kingdon-Ward, but this 1s

Italy, Hungary, Mexico. Fr ; _|la book which will interest a far
hisy Kh&g argd m: ods Sf“%e,.eﬁ;‘; wider public than the small com-

Hluminating geo v and historv |Pany of alpine botanists. It has In
'in the ligh% gf Sf_‘" It is. however. |lt & great deal of the country—set

‘not alwavs consistent with itself |between Bengal, Burma and Assam,

| (but consistency is that with which | the people. the conditions, all of

eat minds have nothin said | them fascinating, and, upon occa-
gnerson). 1o & to do, seld 'sion. frustrating.

: The writing ranges from the genu-
Some of his specifically literary ?inely good—%harged with imagina-

judgments are open to question; as ,; - |

< ’ tion and rception—to the clichés
wien 'he ot b that out °f.. all the i the “T roug‘l)l Bonga Bonga with
crf'ep,me agony of Flaubert, “in spite Roq and Gun" school. Especially
g.oré\la?ame govary.lttl}fre came NO | nhis habit of dragging in his wife as

of art equal the poems of | g source of light relief is to be de-

Baudelaire. , plored

Where Sacheverell Sitwell 1s| But the content of the book from
‘oblique, discursive, intensely per-|its record of heart-breaking. heart
'sonal and, however restrained. im-!/soaring quest to its description of
plicitly a passionate writer, Peter local “elections.” and the difficulties
'Quennell is direct, lucid, clear, and of sending off a registered letler—
'brings to ‘“SPRING IN SICILY" a or even receiving one!—is sufficiently
tranquil and almost contemplative exhilarating to carryv the occasion-
talent which transmutes the hot'ally pedestrian passages.

NEW FICTION

!

' Should Lives of Great Men be

I Turned Into Novels?

l
By JOHN BETJEMAN

The Restless Flame. By Louis de Wohl. (Gollancz. 128 6d.)

Thisis the Hour. By Lion Feuchtwanger. (Hutchinson. 15s.)

A Time to Kill. By Geoffrey Household. (Michael Joseph. 9s 6d.)
' The Bogman. By Walter Macken. (Macmillan. 12s 6d.)

WISH I could see why Mr. Louis de Wohl wrote “ THE
rResTLESS FLAME.” It is a life of Augustine of Hippo,
the African Bishop and one of the greatest men of the world.
As St. Augustine left his Confessions, which are as full an
autobiography as has ever been written, it seems odd that
Mr. de Wohl should wish to cheapen this great work into a

iece of modern fiction write-—————
¥ 'doing. But Mr. Feuchtwanger

ten in the style of a magazine ;. early five hundred pages to do
story. it. including much repetition and in-

effective detail, so that the story
The setting Is the violent world lacks proportion. Also, in spite of

%tmt&e tlﬁf,e Sa?ﬁa%aEsmb%igg lnltg in ferxious,.reconskt;n‘xjct,'1on.ﬁ Goya r%ttr)x-
- self remains a shadowy figure. e
glleg htrougvtet}l C%I;tvléfy sggrr.rel?)igg book cloes1 not. qmtet szxccge?d either
as a novel or as a study of a great

Christianity. Augustine himself, | artist. .

when a licentious young student - E *
at Carthage, embraced Mani-| What a relief is Geoffrey House-
cheeism which held that Satan|hold’s direct adventure story *“ A TIME

was co-eternal with God. 8t.|T0 KiLL.,” It is in the style of John

f Milan, first!Buchan with Bournemouth and
Qg.?gcotseed Blsrlllol?n s to true | the Dorset coast instead of Scotland

as a setting. Pink was an ex-Fascis?

Christianity. with money of his own and a .
[ | _ yacht.

There is a strong flavour S e | He said he had discovered a Com-
campug ﬂh this is bringing the munist plot to spread foot-and-
tine. Fernaps mouth disease in England by means

saint “ up to date,” if he is in need Phomadh |
of such an interpretation. His saintly gg CCI?I%LC ticks infected with a deadly

| in human be- : .
gllgﬂg;r }I]Vi‘sonl‘&g téme mar‘;l as a hard| Roger Taine an ex-infantry officer.

mourless | ¥aS employed by the War Office
:83 f;ﬁ?s‘ig{},ﬁ{‘a{&cw ’gﬁgl};’m puri- to ind out if Pink’'s story was true.
tan : it is hard to see why St. Augus- Luckily for Mr. Household's readers,
fire had such deep affection for her. |the story was true. More Commun.
And even the saint’s Joining the ist agents are Kkilled in the final
Church reads here more like joining PUrge than will seem possible to any

. ing Our Lord ' out schoolboy readers. ~ But this
‘::]% ré,%%‘f%’&?:&#% gnce)self. does not lessen the thrill of a story

which is written with brevity and
I may have been harsh to Mr.|%. I
de Wohl. There may be ple who :&;’pe%rég told with a fine sense of

can only read modern fiction and * * *

‘ho cannot read the Confessions of | "
§3°Au ustine. Mr. de Wohl pro- THE BOGMAN,” by Walter Macken

‘des them with a good story, sin-|is a novel about an inland Iris
‘c’e‘,’.g?y written. which may give them village. Cahal Kinseila comes back
some idea of this violent and brave from a hard school life to live wit
saint. though little of his theology. |Dis andfather in Caherlo. He is
I cannot help speaking personally & W d, lonely soul who loves free
'and I found the best things in the |dom, music and singing. but tries
| book the quotations from the Con- |to adapt himself to normal vxllaf
fessions. and the best of all the most | life. By the time he realises his mis
famous: “Thou has made us for | take, he has married the wrong wife
'Thyself. and our heart is restlesslg?g “Xt‘?fsnwnr?‘& c\;llilageo ainst
| il i Thee." | . riven out ang
 unkdl 16 rests in '* itakes to the roads with the girl he
* * loves.

I regret the modern tendency to| This story has dramatic possibili
'turn the lives of great men mwlties. but the author does not de
'novels. I prefer straight biography | velop them. He concentrates o
'which leaves a little to the imagina- 'atmosphere and gives a good picturé
tion and to the critical facult.v-lor a country village. where the young
Must evervthing be served up 0 us people drift away, where little
lintcrpreted and staged on anthings count a great deal among
'eternal television screen?  Lion few families, and where feuds and
|F‘euchtwangcr.. the author of JQW'feelings spring up suddenly and
Suss.,” has written in " THIS IS THE  harden.

HOUR” a painstaking account of
the middle part of the life of Goya,
the Spanish artist who had the fan- P00 000000COOOOOROOOOREOOEOES

tastic imagination and intense feel-
Ani
Il.CI‘eas :

ing of Swift.
| This is not & popular historical
'romance, though obviously many
'details and interpretations are
imaginary. Nor is it a straight-
forward account of Goya; in fact
it would have been more readable
with a few dates and a clearer narra-
‘tive. It is really an interpretative
studv of the artist which attempts
'to describe his exciting and peculiar
historical background.
The author shows us feudal Spain
'of the last part of the eighteenth
¥ century. with its proud figures like
tne dark, luxurious foreign Queen.
ner lover. the upstart youn rime
Minister, and the peerless Duchess
of Alba, mistress and persecutor of
Goya. He shows us the painter half
reluctantly reflecting in his work
and in his own life the splendours
and horrors of his country. ridden
'bv the nobillt? and the Inquisition.
afraid to admit change. on the brink
lof invasion and destruction.

We see Goya, who was a man of
peasant stock. achieving the posi-
tion of First Painter to the King
He is the lover of the most beaut:ful |
| grandee in Spain, the friend of
' politicians and thinkers. He moves
'away from the classical tradition
'of the French painter David. Then

! he is overcome by deafness and
lparual madness. |
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