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Three Tales. By Frank 0';'0_.;

By DESMOND
IT is five years since Mr; Frank

O’'Connor published his last
collection of short stories. I
~ reckon him among the few best
of the living who write them. His
themes are. sometimes a -little too
imprecise for my own taste, but
even then I have found they were
apt to haunt my imagination; and
among these (his three new ones)
1s a story which is a masterpiece:
“The Bridal Night.,” With that
the most exacting could find no
fault. It is light and deep and
beautiful. It is an éxamiple of
pdthos perfectly and truthfully
handled. Pathos is one of the most
powerful ingredients- ‘at any.
imaginative writer’s disposal, and
perhaps the most difficult of all to
use, “The little more"-—how
fatal it is! The little less, what
worlds away! If the writer
betrays that he is enjoying his
lears, ours are apt to cease to flow.
Yet if he aims at keeping alcof,
and though he may thus achieve
| poignant effects, they will prove
ta kind which gives his readers no
emotional release. The pathos
born . of an iron pity is almost
wholly painful. It may be respect-
worthy, but it brings no "peace.
The fact is that he who handles
| pathos like an artist must be free
from all fear of emotion, and yet
not value emotion for its own sake
alone. Among novelists ‘Tolstoy’s
pathos is the most impeccable; but
I feel inclined to claim for Irish
writers that they tend to excel
in the delicate -art of convey-
ing it. Instances from my recent,
as well as my bygone, reading
come back to me; from Mr.
O’Casey’s autobiography, which
I reviewed a week or two ago,
where .scenes of poverty and sick-
ness and the mother’s struggle are|
rendered without either-emotional
indulgence or  self-conscious
reserve. They . are therefore
beautiful. 'Those who can recall
Mr. James Stephens's short story
of the slow starvation of a family
in Dublin and their rescue in the
nick of time possess -in memory
another *example of true pathos.
Again, George Moore never showed
his exquisite literary tact fo
greater advantage than in the story
lof “Sarah Gwynn,” the servant
girl who went into service to help a
prostitute who had once saved her
from the streets and for whose sake
she afterwards refused marriage
with a decent man.

Nor did George DMoore ever
handle a. themeée befter than the|:
touching story of the country
priest in “A Letter to Rome”{
(** The TUntilled  Field”). Here,
once more, in “ The Bridal Night”
an Irish author has achieved .that
difficult thing—a beautiful pathos,
one that quiets as well as wring
the heart. - - x

3

It is, as every reviewer Knows, !
and readers of reviews know too,
impossible to retell a tale of this
kind. The outline is nothing; the
treatment, the details, everything.
Let it suffice then:to say with the
Cuala -Press in their announce-
ment that “ The Bridal Night . is
‘“ a country- love-story,” dand to add
that blended in it is the pathos
of three kinds of solitude: that of
surroundings, a desclate place on
ithe Atlantic Irish coast; that of an
lold mother living alone; and that
of the completer solitude still of
madness in her only son. The
|heart of the story is the bridging
(temporarily at least) of that last
impenetrable isolation by an act of
mercy by & young woman,

“The Long Road to Ummera”
is a story of imaginative longing
in a poor battered old hag {o be
buried with her people. The
theme here is not so universal, and
more exclusively Celtic.. She has
a son who visits her faithfully and
is comparatively well-to-do. He

Doctors’ Memories
A Tale of Ten Cities. By George
Sava. (Faber. 8s. 6d.)

A Doctor 'in Paradise. By S. M.
Lambert. (Dent. 16s.)

Southward Journey.. By Hallida
Sutherland. (Bles. 15s.) . :

These three books are by doc-
tors, though in only one of them—
Dr. Lambert's “ A Doctor in Para-
dise ’—is the' medical interest
emphasised. -~ The other two are
written by men to whom unusual
events gravitate as the needle to
the Pole."Dr. Halliday Sutherland
tours Australia; property worth a
million pounds is sold under his
nose with less fuss than attends
lesser men buying a packet of
cigareties; he meets bishops at
dinner-tables, follows the nocturnal
rambles of the police, and notes
with some surprise the sobriety of
Australian speech. - Mr. Sava gets
as much out of his memories as
most novelists do "out of their
imaginations. In hiés exuberant
“Ten Cities” he draws on_the
gossip .of art, medicine, politics,
and travel to paint a slap-
dash and alive picture of the
great capitals of Europe before the
war. ‘He finds less constructive
achievement in- these centres of
civilisation than Dr. Lambert does
in the South Seas, from whose
islands, under . the Rockefeller
Foundation,-he helped’ to banish
hookworm. Dr. Lambert-.is know-
ledgeable about head hunters and
queens, witcheraft and mosquitoes,
ritual cursing. and the works of
Robert Louis Stevenson, and 1s
usefully informative about an
area that is now much in the news.

- Country - Sketches
_In the Heart of the Countiy. By

H. E. Bates. [ffustrated-by C. F..
Tunnicliffe. {Country Life. 10s. 6d.)

Mr. Bates writes with the obser-
vation of a mnaturalist and the
emotion, of a' novelist. . In these
pages he uses the weather and:the]|
flowers of 1940 to conjure up the
atrnosphere of Britain as she was a
couple vf years ago when waiting
for -invasion. . He is "alive 'to the
crash of events, but what he recalls
most vividly about that memorable
spring and summer is' that they
followed the hardest winter known
in a-hundred years. 'He gives lifts
to soldiers and airmen -in his. car,
he talks with them about life-and
the English . character,  and- his
children- chase - Spotted Elephants
and the:Glory of-Kent.- This is a
volume that will. tell .the ftture
historian more about the {emper. of
Britain at her crisis of fate than a
wilderness .of. .sensational .yarns,
even though they explode-a bomb

tat the end of every sentence. It is

full of a quiet-loveliness. . B
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