ips Price.
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The only known drawing of the sinking of the Titanic by a
survivor, Steward Leo James Hyland.

LLAST NIGHT IN THE

TTTANIC

A Night to Remember. By Walter
Lord. (Longmans. 16s.)

T the date of the Titanle’s
construction, it was
thought that an unsink-

able ship could be built. The
great strength in the design of
her hull came under expert

review in the shipping papers.

Her “lines” were not quite un-
known, for a sister ship, the
Olvmpic, was already earning
praise for her fine qualities in the
Atlantic service.

It was thought in shipping circles
that the new ship would surpass
all others in providing safe!y at sea,
Afrer exhaustive trials, she salied out
ot her matden vovage,

Her total loss through impact upon
an jceberg, in Lat. 41. 46 N. Long.
50. 14 W. on the night of April 14,
1612, is the subject of Walter Lord's
exceilent book. One learns much
from it.

Sailing from India

T have been long at sea and 1 re-
calli & quiet night in the Massilia
when, sailing homewards from India,
we were steering northwards off
Portugal.

The wireless operator, a newcomer
amongst us, for it was our first
voyage thus equipped, came to tell
me he had heard one distant ship
signailing to another that the
Titanic—the great White Star liner
of which we had heard sc much—
was reported to have collided with
ice in the North Atlantic. Upon
arrival at Liverpool three days later
we heard the news that the Titanic
had gone down.

Mr. Lord at the time of the sad
pecurrence was probably an infant
safely ashore and abed when the
great ship met disaster. One might
have imagined that after all the
vears that have spun by since that
date only the seafarers of the period
would remember the circumstances

of her loss:. yet here is the story of

ALLY ™ ycore

(Allen & Unwin., 20s.)
(Evans. 13s.)

stand up to Russia. depends, as Mr, | and
on member- | 10

Philips Price points out,

By
SIR DAVID BONE

i* all, admirably gathered in and
retoid.

The author has Spent many years
in investigation. He is a patient
reporter. But his reporiing is
coloured by the essence of truth.

The complete loss of the Titanic
by collision with an Iceberg was
something unbelievable to the sea-
men of the day and the appaliing
deathroll-1,502 out of a total of
2.207—ijust silenced shipboard criti-
cism.

Of that. I can remcmber only that
we sailors in ships were curiously
distracted. We had a sense of
inability. We had not then the
thought that a ship’s strength lay in
her midship line: the Titanic's sud-
den turn away from the herg was,
as many sailors now think,
reason for her loss.

The author’s inquirtes seem to ptit
ant end to the legend that when the
Titanic was going down, the ship's
band was playing the hymn " Nearer
my God to Thee.” All evidence seems
to show that until about the last
moment the ship's orchestra played
ragtime to the many passengers wait-
ing on the beoat deck belore orders
came to * lower away.”

But there is proof of the music
of the episcopa! hymn “ Autumn”
being played in the last moments,

{ became the fashjon and

Looking at Life—
and Finding it
All a Sham

By JOHN APPLEBEY

The Outsider. By Colin Wilson.
(Gollanez. 21s.)

}‘ R. WILSON defines the Out-
- sider as the man who has
looked on the world and found
that it is not good. “ The invisible
worm that flies by the night " has
found him out: and to him ail
satisfactions, physical, social, per-
sonal and religious are a sham.
What he must have to resolve his
vision is the truth.

Examples are drawn by Mr. Wil-
sont from a wide range of literature

Blake, from Niiinsky to T. E.

ship of a Western grouping. Neces- | Lawrence and from Dostolevsiky 1o

sity makes her a most steadfast aily. | Srt Ramakrishna.
Socialist though he is. the author:
pUts a critical finger on the weakness |

of Turkey’'s economy: its over-
dependence for finance and direction
on a paternal State,

* % ¥

‘V’HA‘I' pressure set the first Turks
moving out of Central Asia iguz
u

Euro can only be surmised;

than

Communist imperialisms of Russia
and China. the Kazaks fought their |

way, with frightful loss, to Kashmir. |

The surviving handful were
oYered asylum in Turkey, and it
was there that Mr. Lias learned
from them the herole and tragic
record of their journey. It shows,
28 he says. that the heart of Asia,
the core of Communist wer,
fuil of men and women who are bit-

terly opposed to all that Communism
stands for.”
RECENT Wh
FICTION c1l
LI, five novels for review
this week seem to have an
abnormal amount of con-
versation, and their enjoy-
ability differs in proportion to

their writers’ differing abilities
to write dialogue that is at once

i natural and revealing.

The most satisfactory of them Is
Susan Ertz's “Charmed Circle”
(Colling, 135 6d), a well-groomed
and smoothly finished product of a

iong-practised hand. Lhe circle
is that of a wealthy American
family, charming father, fond and
possessive mother, two more or
less contentedly subjugated sons

and an intermittently rebelljous
ga.u- hter——all five emotionally in-
red.

The story, told by the elder son.
is that of the children's sttempts,
sometimes abortive, sometimes dis-
astrous, (o escape, whether by mar-
riage, as with the girl, ending with
a panic-stricken flutter back to the
nest; or by surreptitious attachment
to Communism, a5 with the younger
sonn, ending with his lamentable
death; or by a happy marriage which
breaks the spell for the elder son.

No doubt we have been here bhe-
fore, but not often under such skiil-
ful guidance. The story is quietly
told, and at length, but the progress
is steady, and there i{s no tedium,
since the characters are alive, inter-
esting and understandable,

*

HE latest novel by H. E. Bates,

*“ The Sleepless Moon ” (Michael
Joseph, 158) is, I think, sadly dis-
appointing. It i8 & Kind of back-
handed miracie that the writer who
could give us, for example, the rich
fulli-bloodedness of Uncle 8ilas or the
tension of ~ The Purple Plain.,” or
the concentrated artistry of the best
of “ The Daffodi! Sky,” couid produce

to Godfrey Lias we now have!
in “ Kazak Exodus ™ a vivid descrip-|
tion of a similar migration within |
the lasf decade. Ground hetween the !

13
h

Olm’p

¥Foxe, Nietzsche

his

and Wells alli come under

R1a]ysis.

On such 8 wide canvas some of the
detail becomes blurred. In drawing
the marrow {rom many writers. some
of whom themselves run to tedium,
Mr. Wiison has not always escaped
the infection,

But the frame of reference which
he has devised comfortably holds his
material; and it is this frame of
referennce which makes his book
more than a mere syrvey of a8 par-
ticular type of thought or a special

| attitude of mind.

“The Qutsider” has the authen-
tic ring of criticism: provocative,
illuminating, adult. Mr. Wilson
should find many readers to appre-
ciate what he has written.

There wiil be more, perhaps, who
hope that for his next book he will
rune ruthiessiy, and that he will
avonid the tricks of sophistication
which might suggest that he Is no
more than a writer's writer,

the

life stretching from Barbusse |

A Baroque

Gardener
By JOHN BETJEMAN

Gardener to Queen Anne. By David
Green. (Oxford. 70s.)
Rolt.

Motoring. By L. T. C. 1
Railways. By . Hamilton
Ellis. (Hulton Press. 30s each.)

Bluecoat Chambers. By W. S.
MacCunn. (Liverpool Univer-
sity Press. 7s 6d.)

ARDENERS, even more
G than local councils and
architects, like to sweep
away the works of the past.
* Gardener to Queen Anne” by
PDavid Green s largely a
lament that its author has so
little t0 show of the work of
Henry Wise (1653-1738), the
gardener of whom he writes.
Most of the evidence of what
Wise's gardens were like comes
from paintings, engravings and
account books. The walled fruit
garden at Blenheim, the maze at
Hampton Court, now unworthily
planted with privet where for-
meriy there was yew, some vestiges
at Warwick Priory and Chiswick
and signs of patterned beds seen
in dry weather at Chatsworth, are
about all left visible on earth.

Yet Wise made gardens at Ken-
sington Palace and 8t James's for

Queen Anne, and did much work at

Hampton Court and Greenwich. He
belongs to the schiool of formal gar-
dening, of which Le Notre, whom
Charies II vainly tried to entice from
France, was the chief exponent.

Living Carpets

His formal gardens were really an
extension of Tudor Knot gardens.
They were living carpets made of cut
shrubs, flowers and canals spread
before the main fronts of the chief
houses of the land. Bridgman and
Kent., the successors of Wise, intro-
duced irreguiarity, but they were
only rococo to Wise's barogue.

1t was not until Capability Brown
people
thought that nature abhorred a
straight line. that formal gardens
were grubbed up, and replaced by
open parkiand.

Wise is first heard of as one of the
partners in Englands o al
nursery garden at Brompton rk,
South Kensington.

From here he sent to Melbourne
Hall, Derby, “ 1,000 small Dutch eims
at 3d each, 600 limes at 1s each, 2,000
hornbeams.” and many flowers, in-
cluding 2.050 crocus and 1,125 snow-
arops.

Mr. Green’s bock is full of informa-
tion. I learn that Queen Anne
hated the smell of box and had it
all taken away at Hampton Court;
that the pelicans in St. James’s
Park are the descendants of a little
z00 established there by Charles 11,
that Pall Mall is 50 named from a
croquet-iike game calied paille-maille
which Charles 11 piaved there on a
court of crushed shelis.

“ Gardening in the grand man-
ner.” says Mr. Green. “ died perforce
with the deaths of the 8th Duke of
Marlborough (1934) and Sir George
Sitwell (1843, I would challenge
this by saying that it is continued
by Sir Eric Savill in Windsor QGreat
Park for the Queen.

Though Mr. Green can write, he
fails to assemble his delightful fare
into a digestible dish.

* ¥* *

IF’ a book of pictures of the history
of motoring and another of rail-
ways costs 30s. the pictures must be
very good and the captions under
them both learned and entertaining
to rival the many cheaper paper-

backs on the subjects
* Motoring,” by L. T. C. Rolt, and
“ Railways,” by C. Hamilton Eliis,
certainly justify themselves. They
are nostalgic, handsome and in-

formative. I would have liked a few
coiour piates.

“ Bluecoat Chambers,” by W. 8

MacCunn, is an attractive

piece of |

production and tells how the oid|

Bluecoat Hospital of Liverpool (1717)

11

was turned into the flourishing art |

centre it has now become.

A Family Breaks Out

| By M.R.RIDLEY |

anvthing so tenuously drawn-out and
anaemic as this book.

The two main characters are ™ the
grocer-mayor, who loves hunting,
and the shy wife who is fond of
music.” They are from the outset
as manifestly unmateable as a8 bull-
ock and a biue tit, so that any psy-
chological iInterest is precluded,
any wonder whether at this or at
that moment they might have taken
a different turning to harmony.

They remain obstinately two-
dimensional, even when, in the pom-
pous phrase of the blurb, they “ drift
out of loneliness into the solace of
{ilicit love.” The man, at the end
of 380 pages, is precisely what he
was at the beginning, and the
woman much whatl she was, excent
that her lover's desertion has weak-
ened her wits, which drives her to
eventual suicide.

To aveid any danger of cheerful-
ness breaking in, we have the death,
after a miscarriage, of the other
“ solace,” and an attemplted suicide
which leads to the asylum.

The flat silhouetites are precisely
executed, but, being merely repeti-
tive, grow wearisome. There 15 a
number of masteriy scenes, which,
in somewhat expanded form, Mr,
Bates the short-story writer would
have handled brilliantly, but they do
not cohere into a novel,

There is. however, one side of his
art in which, whatever the form he
chooses, Mr. Bates seems incapable of
failure. The descriptions of the small
town and the country round it are
&8 vivid as anything he has done.

¥

SOBEL STRACHEY'S “ Suzanna ”
(Cape, 13s 6d) is described as
her * most enterprising novel” 1
wish I couid make out what she is

supposed to be enterprising about.
The book seems {0 me to0 be a some-
what banal love story, exhibited in
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CORBEN

We think it's funny, {n a very, very,
funny sort of way. If we hadn’'t pub-
lished The Egg and I. we might have
ca..ed this book The Kangaroo and 1.
I1t’s that sort of book-—for everybody
who has been to Australia or New
Zealand or who wouldn't dream of

going !

128, 6d.

MARTHA REBEN

THE WAY
OF THE
WILDERNESS

' A book I commend to all who jove
the open-air and natyre lore, who
like & heart-warming atory or who
are seekigg spiritual strength and
solace safter tragedy ™

Northern Daily Telegraph, 15,

PAUL A. ZAHL

CORO-CORO

the World of the
Scarlet Ibis

* The author ia an sccomplished
weiter., and narrates his adventures
with skill, gentle hiamour, and
svmpathy.””  The Listener,

e, ZabP's  adventures  and  his
specitiatinns o the life he xaw,
combine the excitement of acientifie
discovery with a thoughtful look at
the world.” The Bnolnian, 18z,

{
HAMMOND ﬁ' HAMMOND

‘YOung man.

dialogue of which a great deal reads
like a conversation manual: * What
a jucky mishap!” *“How has it
affected you? You seem well but I
can see that you have been through
terribie privations.” *“1 am sorry,
my dear; but the idea occurred to me
with so much force that I could not
help remarking on it.”

Stiltedness might be defended as
‘in character " for one speaker, but
those remarks come from three very
different speakers. And indeed most
of the characters seem infected by
this incapacity to talk natural Eng-
lish as she is spoke.

%

A dull and callow woman |n
Audrey Mayall's first novel * The
Changing Prospect” (Longmans,
125 6d) is engaged to an equally duil
but well-to-do and eminently safe
) When she visits his
famiiy complications arise, and she
finds, very sensibly, that not even
the prospect of a secure future can
stiffen her to go through with it. It
is heavy going. The characterisation
of the two families, which is done
more lightly. does something to spice
the rather slab gruel.

The lamentable style may indeed
be how Edith Smith, who tells her
own story, would in fact write, but
it i8 none the less distressing: * Aunt
Griselda had been peeved by this
defection; ” * The play itself was as
dire as I had feared;” “1I gave the
roguish laugh I had recently ac-
qu I‘ﬂd ] | *

NOTHER first novel, Lalage Pul-

% vertaft's “No Great Magic
(Secker & Warburg, 125 6d) is of a
very different quality. It has plenty
of the faults of inexperience. It
opens clumsily and takes too jong to

get the characters established. The

archeeological background, though

excellently drawn., seems (o have |
is |

been selected rather because it
familiar to the author than becaise

it is particulariy suitable for setting |

off the characters.

None the less, of all my five books
far the |
It is full of |
high spirits, of vitality. and above all |
of humour, so that the characters
people. One forgets the |
faults, relishes the merits, and looks |
forward with interested anticipation |

I found it., though slight, by
maost purely enjoyable,

are real

to the writer’'s second novel.

Novels- in Brief

“The Judas Figures.” By Audrey }

Erskine Lindop. (Heinemann, 15s))
A sequel to “ The Singe
Song ' and the stuff of which meljo-
drama i8 made.

pioned respectively by the unscrupu-
lous Vito and the priest, Father
Keogh, battie bloodily for the sou!l of
a remote little Mexican village.

“Never Too lLate.” By Angeia
Thirkell. (Hamish Hamilton, 13s 6d)
All that need be sald about the latest
chronicle of Barset 18 that it is much
like its predecessors and will be
equally popular, That amiable
creature, Mrs. Moriand, ambies in
and out of the nicer homes, and, as
the title suggests, a middie-aged

eounle are satisfactorily dispo:;ed of.

* Unhaliowed House,” By I A,
Ponsonby. (Hutchinson, 11s éd.) A
study of three mid-Victorian cousins
in search of an inheritance. The
author is good at suggesting some-
thing rather sinister, though the
solution of the strugglic between %ood
and bad is a little banal., A.P. D,

r Not the

Once again the |
forces of darkness and light, cham- |
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