for example, is his demonstration of the relation
between specialisation in science and reaction in
politics—by virtue of his non-interference in
matters which he wrongly supposes do not concern
him the specialist assists sinister interests which
profit by his indifference—and his conclusion, in
an essay entitled “ Pure Science and the Idea of
the Holy,"” that what in the long run matters both
ethically and politically are neither instimtions
nor policies nor traditions, but individual men
and women who are born, fall in love, see visions,
struggle and die. b
I have one criticism. Dr. Needham is an
optimist ; again and again he speaks in terms of
high hope of man's adventure. The evolutionary
process, he says, works through individuals from
cius to Marx, *“ to implement the Promise
occluded in the very beginning of our world.”
The very title of his book implies that time is not
an eternal recurrence, but the “ organiser of the
City of God,” by which Dr. Needham means
that, in spite of setbacks, ““the curve of the
development of human society pursues its way
across the graph of history with statistical cer-
tainty.” Progress, then, has a meaning; some
forms of experience are * higher  than others;
there is a goal for human effort and values by which
we measure and appraise human experience on
the way to the goal. Now a standard of measure-
ment must be other than the process which it is
invoked to measure. What place, then, one wants
to know, is there for fixed and ultimate standards
in a universe conceived exclusively as a developing
dialectical process ? Pending a satisfactory answer
to this question it is impossible to concede to Dr.
Needham the use of the normative terms which,
in spite of himself, he cannot help but use.

C. E. M. Joap
NEW NOVELS

A Place in the Sun. By Frang FenTON.
Heinemann, 9s. 6d.

Ellen Rogers. By James T. Farrerr. Rowt-
ledge. 103, 6d.

Wife to Mr. Milton. By ROBERT GRAVES.
Cassell, 8s. 6d.

The Bride Comes to Evensford. By H. E.

Bates. Cape. 35 6d.

Since the last war the American novel has
provided a series of damp squibs—Dos Passos,
Faulkner, Dreiser, Farrell, *Sinclair—the list
could be sadly prolonged. There was every
reason for expectations to be high. It is per-
ennially assumed that European literature is
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decadent or exhausted, and thg complement
assumption has been that raw salvation lay in
west. In the nineteenth century one tremend
American book seemed a pioneering sl
deep into new seams of vitality and imagi
For those qualities no English novel of the ®
—perhaps of any time—can compare with |
ville’s Moby Dick. But Melyille had no St
cessors, and it was not until this century
a native American tradition became app
It was this tradition—realist, tough, immensee:
ambitious in scope, which was watched Wit=
cager admiration from England, and which 585
since run dry in a small=town wilderness witho
one major novel to its credit. The =
sibility 1s partly Hollywood’s, Nearly all
well-known American novelists of the intef
period have been either directly associated ¥
the film industry, or indirectly but powerlt
affected by it. No influence could be
disastrous. The deplorable * News Reelf
which are scattered through the works of
Passos are only the most self-conscious :
of following a grossly false analogy. The 3
bition is to cover the widest possible aref
news-reel level, and the result is a desert:
Within this barren tradition good novels
certainly been written—notably by the ex!
individualist wing in the persons of Fa
and Steinbeck, But the most interesting
of the time have been outside the tra
altogether, isolated flames with a shape and
all their own. The Tropic of Cancer, The O'
Gatsby, The Bridge of San Luis Rey, even
McCuller’s Death in a Golden Eve—these
have little in common with each other, but
less in common with the great tomes of Si
and Dos Passos.  Yet they are all unquestio
American ; all have a flavour which is
i It may even be that 8%
tradition is in the womb, rich, exotic nnd
dividual. Even the bitterest of the * tradit
novelists is at least a recessive product of
great boom. There is the arrogance, the SUF
ficiality, the size of great buildings and
fortunes. But Saroyan at his rare best,
Fitzgerald and the strange occasional prodt
of such Paris Americans as Lawrence Vale, ©
below the great American idol, below the
feet of the idol, to the vivid imaginative if¢
individuals.
M. Fenton’s book is well outside the tradif
There is no panorama of American - 1ifé
instead a rare and individual flavour, In @
the simple story of a cripple who migrates
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falls unhappily in love and
¢ Wm,d?hum’l{%asqu:ntamvmf
sengitivity. e ty is
% even to apprehend, for there
"ﬂdY parallels at hand. * Gentle” is a
uneasy connotations, but no other
i 1. "W do. The story in corrupt or unsubtle
.Wuuld be a hideous morass of sent-
Yet Mr. Fenton never comes near
us danger. In his gentleness he is
mough to rate physical deformity
mgndy than the crippling emotional
kﬂh the physically whole. It is the girl
bonk herself, and Rob Andrews who ends
i With every prospect of happiness.
e D this book, free from any pretension to
Bﬂolngm] mthsl:msm,f aafar deeper and
picture of merica emerges
w the huge, hurried news-reels of the
d‘m descriptions of people and places give
! W Of a vast unexplored continent, a rich,
which Europe has hardly
rgnmd This is not to say that
has written a perfect, or even a
book. He is bold enough writer
us phrase : “ Coolness came
e b & e
: orizon, n the
: hﬂsuage, such .errors can someumes
m‘hdousy through, but the marvel is that
few of them. Not a sftisfying
80 much is suggested compared

given, But Mr, Fenton has joined
ble company of the lonely American
he has given another provoking
that peculiar transatlantic vitality
Y yet fuiﬁl the hopes of an exhausted

of Studs Lonigan is at work on a

be a phoney, and Ellen is meant to be anything
but a dumb blonde. The point about this con-
versation is that it is straightforward second-
rate film script, and the whole book is on that
level. Every character can be cast at first sight, and
cast for a ham. Ellen Rogers is too bad a book to
be taken as representative of American realism,
but no novel could better illustrate the inelegant
death of that wadition. The desperaton
which comes from reading Mr. Farrell is not
simply that the writing, the people, and the
situations are..dull and unreal, bur that the
whole intention is a blind alley. Leave it to
Gallup.

If Fenton is a spring and Farrell a desert, the
wwo English novelists are floating gently on the
River Cam. Robert Graves and H. % Bates
are not only among the dozen most distinguished
living English novelists: they are also among
the most representative. They must, since this
is the high arbitrary standard of present com-
parison, be judged in terms of traditon, in
terms of years rather than of the current month.
Both are fine writers, skilful, lucid and sensitive,
Neither could be guilty of Mr. Fenton’s white
Christ, still less of Ed. Lanson’s' churchyard
cogitations. They are not experimental writers,
but draw their strength from the thoughtful
tradition of the minor English novel. The sad
clear truth is that the river has begun to flow in
circles ; the current is too weak to break through
intoanewvullcy It is significant that Mr,
Graves should again write an historical novel, and
(for the first time?) in archaic language ; ’ that
Mr. Bates should re-write the tale of Scrooge in
terms of gharming dignity and nostalgia,

The first Mrs. Milton tells her story with high
spirits and an endearing bias. Her language is

a strange mixture of the archaic and the modern,
not dlsp]casms in itself but full of uncomfortable

Some fifty novels, One imag that,
long life, he will cover the States from
dgy > Massachusetts end from the Dead-End
1 nﬂd{cfell:r Here is Mr. Farrell covering

mlm Roge.rs and * devil-may-care Ed.

for the modern reader. Why should
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remarkably alive and the lyrical descriptions have
the grace of Mr. Graves's poetry.

Mr. Bates’s long short story has a fine elegant
shape, covering with formidable skill a period of
thirty years in only twice as many pages. It is
the tale of an ambitous mean-spirited woman
struggling for power in a provincial town. Mrs.
Cartwright succeeds in buying up the neigh-
bouring shops, enlarging her stores, acquiring
acres of slum property and the hatred of the whole
town, Unlike Scrooge her conversion comes o
late, and her heart is opened in vain. A ‘word,
significantly frequent in novel reviews, is 100
insistent to be avoided: * restraint.” Mr,
Bates is a master of restraint, and in a period of
over-exuberance how wclmme that would be.
To-day, things are different

They use the snaffle and thv: curb all right

But where's the bloody horse ?

Of the '‘novelists under review, only Mr.
Fenton seems to be riding some sort of in-
determinate colt, PHILIP TOYNEEE

A SOCIAL PARAGON

Admiral’s Widow. Being the Life and Letterr
of the Hon. Mrs. Edward Boscawen from
1761 to 1805. By BriG.-GEneraL CeciL
AsSPINALL-OGLANDER, Hogarth Press. ras. 6d,

*Each art of conversation knowmg,

High-bred, elegant Boscawen . . *
wrote Dr, Bumcydu:m.glhccoumc of a some-
what elephantine n on his patre s
the Bas Bleus. The whole coterie was eminent—
Montagu, Delany, Thrale, even that late and
ambitious arrival, Miss. Hannah More; but Mrs.
Boscawen had pre-eminently the art of pleasing.
True, she was no beauty; her wit seems to have
consisted in a qu.lck and genuine sympathy with
other people's interests; but her friends loved,
her; and Boswell,

Mr Graves attempt this tour de force, pamaularlg
when he finds it necessary to append a
Surelymodem Bnghsh uquiteasrichandsuhﬂe
line, he erudition, too, i§ admirable
. we mow with a

but o‘ulo{plac:
.. we cock with a

scythe which has mB;’li

mppedmddmadiumm" This is certainly
Flaubertian accuracy, but Flaubert’s devotion
to detail has made least readable
of all his novels. The of a tradition is

seldom better scen than in «
irrelevant. For the rest, Wife ro Mr. Milton is

. a clever and engrossing book ; the people are

the portrait-p in 1778,
nhenmpmumptuousoﬁmcwmuehu I
wauldmyﬂmhummnmmthemqrce—
able, and her conversation the best, of any lady ™
to whom he had ever had the happiness of being
presented, hwlmmmmm
merit of amusing Johnson. Famous highl
were among her intimates, but she had married
off one daughter to a young and delightful Duke,
and (unlike many mothers of successfully married
children) she timed her visits to Badminton with




