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Instéad, she lived it out in a
state of shock, disappointment

and , growing colder and
tou&m’in proportion as
- Ga grew  warmer and
33'&‘ “¢Sale bourgeoise’ my

father called her, but all his life
he respected her oundly,”
Ew& the verdict their son,

It was woman's fate, Gauguin
believed, to become “ cor-

wg:ed" in a variety of ways.
t he called “the vanity of
money

” Jured the pure virgin
into m‘e marriages and
sexual refations, and “ the es
of sin [were] ageing and o
The part played by the man in
this corruption is more difficult
to describe, but what is certain
is that he is fated to be caught

in the grim “female life-
" which keeps the world
turning and the race proliferat-

m‘n his early days, Gauguin
expressed these feelings by
painting Breton women with
pigs and geese. He was not alone
in this, Mr. Andersen tells us:
many highly r ble paint-
ings of rustic life that were
show:h in the Pari:h Salonbl;(alg
pPiggi meanings at no
detected. Women were “ all the
more piggish,” in Gauguin’s
eyes, *“for aking their in-
stincts in the transparent gar-
ments of civilisation, for ritual-
ising sex and love in the name
of economic security.” Omne has
Let to meet a pig that behaved
this engaging way—but per
that is another story.
ahiti was meant to provi
the painter with Paradise as it
had before the Fall—ocom-
plete with Eve, of course, in her
first state of uncorrupted pig-
gishness, and with Gauguin him-
self as “ the great father &
Adam.” For a little while, Eden
lived up to its reputation so ad-
mirably that the painter almost
ot his numberless phobias
and simply settled down to enjoy
himself with his native “ wife ”:
“] am no longer conscious of
dagx and hours, of good and
evil. The happiness is so strange
at times that it suppresses

..

jects’ gestures, postures,
groupings, the secrets of the
selected leaves and flowers, the
double-meanings of the fruits,
the streams, the jungle settings.
The Eve he gives us in the end
is as doomed as her Christian
sister—harried by spirits of the
dead, tormented by hags, con-
demned to lust and the suffer-
ings thereof.

The decay of the father-figure
himself completes the unhappy
picture. Almost completely pen-
niless, syphiliticc and covered
with running sores, Gauguin
ceases to be Adam and becomes
(in his own eyes) some sort of
primeval Christ hobbling his
way to Golgotha.

The final, shocking irony of
his last days is in the discovery
that the Eves of Tahiti are no
less piggish than the prostitutes
of Paris. “ An orange and a side-
glance, nothing more is neces-
sary "—but the painter is too

diseased to make the grade and

too poor to supply an orange.

This strange, elaborate, and
very intriguing book has had to
suﬂ’ér one very serious deficiency,
presumably for reasons of cost.
The 113 illustrations are all in
black-and-white photogravure,
which not only takes all the
colour out of Gauguin but
reduces the detail of many of
the paintings to fuzzy murkiness.
For once one may say of a book
that it is almost ruined by not
being dear enough.

Lloquent envoy

By DOUGLAS BROWN

The Brink of Jordan By CHARLES JOHNSTON.

Hamilton, £3.

- REAL job to be done
(very rare in our line of
business).” So, in a letter

home, wrote Sir Charles
Johnston in January, 1960, at
the end of his tour as British
Ambassador to Jordan.

Some of his colleagues en

ste elsewhere might have pre-
erred to agree mtg Mr. Harold
Macmillan, who, in his preface
to The Brink of Jordan, claims
that “a British Ambassador’s
function is not, as many people
believe, to act as a mechanism
for the transmission of messages
from the home Government:
but certainly, in Sir Charles’s
four post-Suez years our
Amman Embassy rovided an
outstanding test of diplomatic
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skill, as Britain
adapted herself to

Middle Eastern situation.

What Ambassador Johnston
achieved was a gentle retreat
from our proconsular position,
but one made in a manner which
left the Hashemite Kingdom a

relatively stable factor in the
Arab world. Had it not been
for his discreet support for King
Hussein in one O corner after
another, the geo-political situa-
tion would have been far more
dangerous in 1967 when the Six
Days War broke out and Israel

ooccupied the West Bank.

Sir Charles belongs to a line

of literate envoys able to evoke

people and places in a most com-
pelling way. There are passages
m this delightful and instructive
book that recall Doughty.

YOUTH AND AGE

By FRANCIS KING

EL1ZABETH TAYLOR, The Devastating Boys. Chatto, £2-25.
H. E. BaTes, The Song of the Wren. Michael Joseph, £1-90.

JAN DE HARrTOG, The
Hamilton, £2-75. |

WiLLiaM Burroucus, The Wild Boys.

£2-50.

OUGH few writers

would care to be termed
amateur and none to be
termed incompetent, the
reviewer’s epithets of “ pro-
fessional ” and “ cog)eten-t ¥
tend to be regard as at
best patronising and at worst
derogatory. Yet these are
precisely the adjectives that
I should choose in singling
out for praise two excellent
collections of short stories by

Elizabeth Taylor and H. E.
Bates.

Even in stories in which the
imaginative pulse is beating
more slowly than usual, there
is always the pleasure of
observing the unobtrusive

craftsmmanship with which both

these writers can firmly estab-
lish a character or a situation
in a few telling lines and
beguile, but never coerce, the
reader along the twists and
turns of their narratives.

In The Devastating Boys
Miss Taylor is at her best when
dealing with relationships
either between the ageing and
the very young (as in the title
story, in which a couple, their
own children now grown up,
give a holiday to two pathetic
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Peaceable Kingdom.
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coloured waifs from London)
or between two women, one of
whom often dominates the
other. On this second theme
there are two splendid stories,
each brief and each distilling a
lifetime of frustrated love.

In the one, “Miss A. and
Miss M.” an adolescent girl,
the narrator, blunders into an
affair between two schoolmis-
tresses without really being
aware of what is happening
untii the dominant partner
marries an elderly man and
her friend then kills herself.
In the other, “The Excursion
to the Source,” it is the domin-
ated partner who attempts to
escape from a relationship of
which she is the prisoner; but
having clutched at a brief hap-
piness with the doltish son of
the French hotel in which they
are holidaying, she dies in an
accident in the mountains.

Of all Miss Taylor’s many
quiet virtues as a writer—her
compassion, her ironic wit, the
precision of her style—I am
most impressed by the rare one
of being able to communicate

intermittent but intense
moments of happiness. Some-

times she is unwisely tempted to
force her range—there is a story,
embarrassing in its ocontrivance,
about a young West Indian
expatriate—but so long as she

keeps within it, she is unbeat-
able,

In The Song of the Wren Mr.
Bates has produced three-
quarters of a first-rate book,
with three long elegiac stories,
as good as anything he has ever
done, and two short ones,
featuring an * irresistible ” (i.e.,
only too easily resisted) female
eccentric, in that whimsically
comic vein of his admired by
many but not, alas, by me.

The jealous relationship
between two women, mother and
daughter, in “The Dam” and
the success of a sluttish Delilah
in robbing 3 middle-aged wood-
cutter of both his hoarded wealth
and his inner serenity in * The
Man Who Loved Squirrels” are
both handled with a subtlety
worthy of Turgenev—though the
Russian master wouwld surely
have shied away from the
murders that bring each story
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“By my sword Beatrice
Benedick in “Much Ado
with the appearance of
Bentley’s Tales from Shake
£1:95), no one need ever
plots. With his irreveren
and text, the cartoonist
just an act, all that pre
says of Beatrice. ‘‘ She's
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By C.

Grub Street: Studies in a
Methuen, £5-350.

DAY “ Grub Street ” has

become a metaphor for
all types of hack writing.
But the original Grub Street,
famous at the time of Pope
and Swift, was situated in
the parish of St Giles’,
Cripplegate, appropriately
flanked by the lunatic asylum
at Bedlam. It was a filthy,
crowded, noisy area, swarms-
ing with criminals and pros-
titutes as well as third-rate

writers. In 1830 the road
was renamed Milton Street,

and this has now been swal-
lowed up by the Barbican
building scheme.

Pat Rogers's Grub Street :
Studies in a Subculture is the
first detailed study of this milieu
and its significance in Augustan
literature. For anyone interested
in 18th-century London, this
book is crammed full with
fascinating historical details—
bmwh":lgi crowds, whippings at
Bride , hangings at Tyburn.
The author re<creates these
scenes with zestful enthusiasm,
though never at the expense of
scholarly accuracy.

Pope and Swift both feared
that the end of civilisation was
at hand, that anarchy and
stupidity would sweep away the
epic grandeur of the past.
Pope’s “ Dunciad” ends with a
nightmare vision of cosmic dis-
order, when *“ Universal Dark-
ness buries all”; Swift’s disgust

H. E. BATES
Delilah and the wood-cutter.

to its melodramatic end. In the

third of these three tragic tales,

“The Tiger Moth,” a woman
again destroys a man, a bomber
ilot whom she seduces and
etrays.

I can recommend Jan de

Hartog’'s The Peaceable King-
dom — the first half, some
350,000 words in length, of a
fictionalised history of the
Society of Friends from 1652 to
1945—only to readers with un-
limited time on their hands and
an insatiable appetite for predi-
gested information.

It is impossible not to admire
this author’s industry and sin-
cerity; but the characters, with
rare exceptions, are puppets and
the pace is exasperatingly slow.

Not everyone shares the view
that William Burroughs is one
of the most important novelists
at work today; so that in declar-
ing that The Wild Boys, for all
its maddenmg obliquities and
repetitions, is a work of near-
genius, ] must add the caution
that many people who start to
read it are going soon to throw
it aside in bewilderment or dis-
gust.

The book has the vestiges of
a science-fiction plot about
guerrilla armies of adolescent
boys ravaging the world in 1988,
until a modern Pied Piper
master-minds a rat-hunt for
them. Punctuating this there
are bizarre visions, often in the
form of film-scenarios, in which
a single basic incident—for
example, a homosexual seduction
—recurs over and over again in
a variety of guises.

What Mr. Burroughs seems to
be attempting to show is, first,
how the sexual fantasist keeps
reorganising past experience in
more and more extravagant
forms without ever achieving
the perfection that alone can
satisty him; and, second, how
the creative artist, by a parallel
process, also keeps reworking
the raw materials of life, only
to fail, in a similar manmer, to
grasp an illusory perfection.
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