66 THE ILLUSTRATE

""--:Ee 3 ns%"\’,‘r. {,
¥ “N\5%4 NOTES FOR THE NOVEL-READER. K{,_A:,g

YDy ot
\ %f!\?/ﬁ)’* ' A w9 v (X an ;

THE NOVEL OF THE WEEK.

THI&RI{ are grave drawbacks to the first Elizabeth as a heroine of fiction.
First, she was real-—which i1s a deadly menace to credulity. This obstacle
iIs of course basic, but there are others too. There 1s the distance of her age, too
near for uninhibited attack, and too remote for confidence. In Tudor England,
we understand what people say, but have to guess at their real meaning. And
if this applies all round, where are we with a mistress of equivocation, who foxed
even her intimates ? Yet, after all, we have a strong 1dea of her—and it 1s not
a lovable idea ; not, certainly, to a romantic taste. The right romantic heroine
1Is Mary Stuart, losing her kingdom for a man. Whereas Queen Bess was like
the cat in the adage. She was tight-fisted, cautious, and as hard as nails; in fact,
a true-born granddaughter of Henry VII., whom nobody has ever glamourised.
Also, she was her father’s child ; and it 1s easier to make
her splendid than to make her winning. SAENENENENENENENENENENENENENENENEN
[n “Elizabeth and the Prince of Spain,”” by Mar- 33

garet Irwin (Chatto and Windus; 12s. 6d.), she 18 &

awalting Mar(y’s shoes, and flirting self-protectively 2 CHESS
with Mary's ll}xsl)and. A\(). blame to her, Qf course, %8 By BARUCH H
She needed Philip on her side ; she had to wish Mary &

would die. It was impossible they should be friends ; % QUEEN’S GAMBIT,
and Mary’s pitiful neurotic hatred of her born sup-
planter—the fearful cuckoo in the nest—is very strongly
drawn. Only one can’t help feeling with her, and the
bright, wary girl cuts a thin figure in the presence of
her sister’s agony. Elizabeth might seem exposed ;
but she could look after herself. And i1t 1s here the
author, with great judgment, finds her romantic quality.
From birth she had been all alone 1n a precarious world,
and she could always look after herself. And she was
bound to do it—not for herself alone, but for the English
people whom she loved. Because, when time was ripe,
she could look after all of them.

This part i1s thoroughly believable. As for the
“love interest,”” her meetings with the Prince of Spain
and his reluctant passion for the heretic, one may
suspect 1t of being overplayed. No doubt he fancied
her, He saw she was worth pocketing. Later he
asked her hand—but so did everyone in Europe who
was free. Perhaps he meant 1t desperately, or perhaps
not. There are a few quotations in support, but the
support 1s frail. Elizabeth said to the French Am-
bassador : ‘* My enmity and his having commenced with
love, you must not think that we could not get on
together at any time I choose.”” That sounds the kind
of thing she would say to the French Ambassador.
But there are brilhant sketches of Philip as a boy,
Philip with Charles V., and Mary’s friend Cardinal Pole ;.
and I need hardly add, it 1s all wonderfully readable.

D. Bronstein. R. G. Wade.
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OTHER FICTION.

‘““ The Nature of Love,”” by H. E. Bates (Michael
Joseph ; 10s. 6d.), appears to show how right was
Harry’'s daughter to keep out of it. In these three
tales 1t 1s a snare ; it 1s as virulent as the Black Death,
and as impersonally cruel.

When Dulcima, the loutish country girl with the
bad legs, offers to help at Parker’'s farm, she has had
no experience of love ; and for that matter, she has no
design. He needs a good clean-up, and she is sorry for
him. Then his suspicious meanness and his wads of
notes give her a fresh idea. It should be very simple
to cash 1n, and get herself a little beauty. . . . And it
1s simple—till she i1s trapped herself, and then she can’t
wait to get rid of him. What he might do she never
thinks. But he has now the poison in his veins; he
1s as irresponsible as a mad dog.

The second tale has a veneer of luxury and calm.
The *' grass god ™ meant i1t for a summer 1dyll. His
wide domain, his joy in productivity and beauty, and
his fastidious disgust of other people make him content
in solitude. He feels no pang over his beautiful, aban-
doned house, for in the old days it was full of servants.
But there i1s now the girl—ripe, easy and luxurious as
this astounding summer. Daily they meet 1n the old
house ; and when the grass 1s dead and all the heath-
lands are on fire, he finds 1t was only a summer 1dyll.

Lastly, the scene shiits to Malaya ; but the experience
1s jJust the same. Always the setting is profuse, the
tale elaborately worked ; and yet, as usual, I was
unenthralled. One can’t exactly say that the desideratum
1s more matter with less art. Rather, it 1s the central
coldness that disturbs ; and the last touch in ** Dulcima ”
may strike one as the nemesis of the technique.

‘“ Waiting for Camilla,”” by Elizabeth Montagu
(Heinemann ; 10s. 6d.), 1s a first novel, subtle and
promising, though too elusive. At Maple Lodge, Miriam
Carter 1s near death. She has been ill for twenty years;
in fact, she always has been 1ll. And all these years,
Philip, her husband, has been submerged in keeping her
alive—although he never learnt what was the matter with
her. She was supposed to have a “* dicky heart ”’ ; but
really she was psychopathic and is now insane. It isa stag-
nant, an enchanted house, with Julia Cordain, Miriam’s
indefatigable buffer, as its prop and stay. Philip, long
spent yet curiously fresh, gets more inactive all the
time. But he has now sent for Camilla. She 1s his FEPPVPPPPRPRPREPIPPDY
dying wife's sister, and the very opposite of Maple
lLodge—never stagnates, never acquires a past, and can be guaranteed to make
things happen. But for refinement’s sake, nothing is thoroughly explored. The
novel is all hints and pieces, but of unusual quality.

‘“ Death and the Sky Above,”’ by Andrew Garve (Collins ; gs. 6d.), contains no
"problem " element. Charles Hilary is separated from his raddled, alcoholic
wife ; he longs to marry Kathryn Forrester, but from pure spite Louise refuses to
divorce him. One day he goes to plead with her for the last time. That afternoon
she 1s found strangled ; and Charles is condemned to death. But on the day before
his execution, the prison catches fire and he escapes. He has a cottage and a small
boat on the Medway. With Kathryn’s help, he lurks on a deserted island, evades
the police search by a miracle, and makes a bolt for France. They are both inland,
inexperienced sailors, and they run into a storm. . . . Long before this, I quite
forgave the absence of detection. It is a most appealing story, with a great deal
of what can only be called charm, yet so much tension that, in spite of knowing
it must end happily, 1 felt inclined to skip the ‘‘ bad parts.” K. JonN.
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