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The Disinherited. Bv Milton Waldman.
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Miss Ellen Wilkinson’s maiden novel be-
trays both competence in the writing and a
knowledge of what novel-readers like. Her
subject is the clash of the General Strike and
the clash between a girl's principles and her
love. It is never made quite clear why the
energetic young heroine, Joan, should have
dallied so long between the bachelor airman
who shared her enthusiasm for Labour and
the married writer whom she loved,. but whq
ill-advisedly demanded her renunciation ol
her political career. The * little language ™’
of the airman is irritating, there 1s unneces-
sarv repetition that argues carelessness in
revision, and there is one moment when we
draw near to crude melodrama, but taken as
a whole the story is entertaining, the cha-
racters lifelike, and the epigrams amusing.
(*‘ British revolutions are made by British
churchwardens. That’s why they have been
succdssful.”’) The best part of the book by
far deals with Joan's experiences in the min-
ing area on a women's relief distribution com-
mittee. Most novelists can do the love stuff.
Very few know enough of actual conditions
in the distressed areas to convince us of the
truth of what they write. Miss Wilkinson’s

sincerity in and passion for this part of her
subject excuses any number of minor faults.

A HUNDRED YEARS AGO.

Curiously enough, Mr. Mottram also con-
centrates on a political issue. His hero,
Theodore Carston, stands unsuccessfully in
| the Buff (Progressive) interest for Easthamp-

ton (Norwich) at the time of the Reform Bill.
{ His candidature leads to his being kidnapped,
| stoned, and maligned, but one feels that he
is more than compensated for these trifling
inconveniences by the amount and variety of
good food and drink that are continually
being given him,

The only point of resemblance between
Mr. Mottram’s and Miss Wilkinson’s novels
is a queer one, After a tiring day both his
and her political enthustast put their heads
under the tap to refresh themselves, *‘ The
Boroughmonger '’ moves at a leisurely pace,
as befits a novel of the coaching days. Its
language 1s purposely removed from that of
every day, full of rounded periods, artificial
and vet extraordinarily successful in creating
vivid pictures. The dialogue, of which he 1s
very sparing, is Meredithian in 1its concise-
ness. At tiumes, as in the cock-fighting scene,
he gives us Hogarth. More often he gives us
a Morland or a Rowlandson. This is one of
those novels that improve with re-reading, for
the story itself is tame and uninteresting in
comparison with the picture of East Anglia a
hundred vears ago. The hero and heroine
| remain shadowy, but the malicious toll-
collector and the overworked maid at the
Rectory dallying with gift-bringing sinister
strangers stand out as clearcut as Mr.
Peacha mand Esther Waters. A very
memorable novel.

One expects from Miss \Anne Douglas
Sedgwick an acute and sensit:ve analysis of |
the characters’ minds, and in this study of a
woman's hatred for her modern daughter-in-
law we are shewn the very hearts of two very
diverse temperaments. We are grateful in
the first place for a plot that is magnificently
welded together. It has no loose ends or
stray characters. Each sentence and situa-
tion has a deep dramatic significance that
sweeps the characters further and further
into a maelstrom of emotional crises. The
mother, whose whole life is bound up in her
son, resents his modern wife who so obviously
possesses him. A chance to get rid of her
occurs when accident provides her with the
knowledge that thg girl had a lover hefore
marriage. Her attempt to use this know-
ledge only brings disaster for herself which
nearly ends tragically. Mss Sedgwick has
exquisitely differentiated the seeming hard-
ness of the vounger generation and the
seeming gentleness of the older one. This
is an 1intelligent, intricate, and absorbing
attempt to portray the workings of a very
difficult relationship.

THE LYRICAL TOUCH.

To keep the sympathy for a heroine who
falls in love with her hushand’s brother 1t 1s
unfortunately necessary to make the husband
so cold and repellant that the reader cannot
help asking why she ever married him in the
first place. Mr. H. E. Bates would not, 1
think, have ns inquire too closely into the
rationality of Catherine Foster's actions.
Most women wonld have chafed agninst so
imept. 3 husband as Charles, with his silly
cackle, mean mind, and head *' level as a
ruler,”” but his brother Andrew was a poor
exchange, for he was as careless over love as
he was over money, and not above securing
both foul means. llis sole virtne was his
love of Chopin. * Catherme Foster’’ does
not stand or fall by its plot. It is a Iyrical
description of the growth of a young wite's
love and its tragic end, marred by two or
three strange lapses of taste in an attempt to
set off the pure light by painting 1n the
darkest shadows. he novel is notable for
its manifestation of a fine sensitiveness and
realisation of the loveliness of Nature and of
the budding of a girl’s passion,

Mr. Milton Waldman’s novel rings
strangely in English ears, for we find it (ﬁtg-
cult to cqneceive of a society where citizens
suffer disabilities by reason of their faith. The
hero of ‘‘The Disinherited,”” Walter Michael-
son, 1s an American middle—aged, successful
lawyer of uncommon integrity, respected by
everyone and well in the running for the
Governorship until he recollects that he is a
Jew and begins taking the part ¢f those of
his race who are less honest than he 1s. The
strength of the book lies not so much in the
picture of American intolerance as in that of
a man being slowly drawn back to the faith of
his fathers. We leave him uproqted from lus
Christian wife and family on his way to help
in the foundation of a Zionist State in Pales-
tine. This 18 an intensely serious book
informed by sound thinking and high ideals,
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A SAGA OF THE SEA.

By F. Baivtex Ausnin. (Benn, 7s 6d.)

This fascinating book builds up a picture
of the history of sea-faring and sea-fighting
down to the historic struggle between the
Merrimac and the Monitor, which marked the
end of the fathomless era of wooden ships.
This picture is composed of a connected series
of stories, After accompanying Ulysses on
one of his voyvages prior to the siege of Troy
we go with Phenician merchants from Cadiz
to Cornwall in search of tin; then, in turn,
are present with Antony and Cleopatra at
Actium, raid the English coast with the
Vikings, are transplanted to Venice at the
height of her power and riches, go west with
Columbus, go east with the Dutch, see
Trafalgar from the decks of the *‘ fighting
Téméraire,”” race back from China round
Cape Horn to London in one of the famous
clipper ships which broke all sailing records,
and lastlv watch the dawn of the new age
of naval * mechanisation "’—** the era of iron
and steel, and ships that were boxes of machi-
nery.”’

The Britten Anstin was of aequiring a
knowledge of *‘ evolutionary '’ history is cer-
tainly the pleasantest, for while absorbed in
the story one 1s absorbing a copious powder
of information so well sprinkled among the
jam that only a sensitive recipient realises
how much he is taking in. And this powder
contains all sorts of odd and significant facts
which one often seeks and ought to be able
to find in an encyclopmdia, but rarely can,
The careful rcader can discern what an
amount of conscientious research has prepared
each story, but it is easy to overlook this be-
cause of tha easy way one 15 carrted along
by the tales. Good as was the ‘‘ Saga of the
Sword,”’ which traced the evolution of land
warfare, the * Saga of the Sea '’ 1s better.
All the tales are well told and rich in colour,
and tastes will alwavs differ as to which 1s the
best. But to one reader at least ** Through
the Eves of Columbus’ is the high-Water-
mark of the writer's art, so true to hife, so
emotionally moving in leadinﬁ us up, strung
up, to the right, but not the obrious, climax.
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