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T is too often forgotten that the
J:[JCWiSh pogroms of Nazi Germany

are a long way from being the
first of their kind ; the bitter memory
of similar persecutions in Tsarist
Russia lies behind the struggle of
many a Jewish family driven west-
ward. Such a family, I take it, was
that of Mr. Willy Goldman, who
has put down the record of his own
struggles in  East End My Cradle
(Faber, 8s. 6d. net). It is commonly
held. that persecution, adversity,
humiliation, - racial scourges, and
struggles of all kinds simply have on
Jewry the effect of making it a still
Stronger unity, and this book is in
many senses a justification of that
ltheory. The scene of Mr. Goldman’s
ife s Whitechapel ; his father is a
iarket man selling fish, and with
t}f"erY Jewish trait except the one

¢ Gentile world has made into a
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BY H. E. BATES

Jews, the tailor;
picture drawnnr;% Sgg:at'ShOPS- The
childhood  ; skt

lldhood is Hogarth1an~wlth’ I
suspect, half the worst detail rubbed
out; 1its Ppeculiar ghastly hopelessness
1s contained in a comment which, in
Iy experience, is unmatched for
despondency. Mr. Goldman records
that he hated the sun. “We saw no
poetry in sunshine. . . . Personally
I have. no knowledge of those
legendary happy faces of which the
new sun Iis reputed to be the
harbinger. I have no knowledge of
themsiag

The picture of tailoring sweat-
shops—Mr. Goldman began at six-
pence a week and computed that he
would reach a living wage when it
was time to die—is recurrent through-
out Jewish writing: always t.he‘ same
barbarian of a Jewish émgre wﬁo
after thirty years cannot rea.d the
language of the adopted count}i y, the

hours, the control from the top,
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Goldman up. Bitternes 0
ﬁIcl)C and m%ving chapter (Ealledl ' }ﬁ.
Youthful Idyll,” which with slig

2 : hort
; micht survive as 2 8
alterations mig anythlng of

ignant as
S(E(())?l’{y%ls ir? O;% Mr. Goldman puts

down the story of first love 1n wh IC};
the dying girl consumpfive *-
ist too.
}Cl;ll;?;zg:l of which the central figure
is one of those Jewish East-End boy
ugilists who fight t}}emselves to a:
standstill, or a sanatorium, at ﬁfteen !
this, toa, is a story. The book is filled
with such sketches of character,
drawn with that peculiar fecundity
and warmth that so often marks the
Jewish writer and which makes me
very hopeful indeed of Mr. Gold-
man’s future either as commentator
or novelist. Which line he will take
is his own affair, but I shall be
surprised if he does not emerge
as a writer of significance, succeed-
ing naturally, and deservedly, out
of this first appalling period of ad-
versity. -

To turn from Mr. Goldman’s smell
of raw fish and sweat-shops to Mr.
Maugham’s brief survey of literature,
Books And You (Heinemann, gs. 6d.
net), is like coming out of a pit into
a clean, well-lighted place. In effect
the difference is exactly what you
vyould expect—the difference between
literature and the comment on litera-
ture, between humanity and the bio-
logical = treatise. Mr. Maugham’s
work, as first written, was done as
a series of articles for The Saturda
Evening Post, and in contra -
CoThrhiesi ; st tq mo§t

; oned work of its kind is
written with admj . :

admirable clarity, in-
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cent of American comment op [j;
ture, which is either jugglingera'
jargonese. It is Maugham’s saviy?s
virtue that he has never beey
frightened of simplicity.
Maugham also has never been .
demic; he too wrote a book on Londor
East End, and would probably be th
first to admit that Mr. Goldman’s rak
picture was nearer to literature than
anything he himself has to say aboutit
Mr. F. L. Lucas, in Ten Victorian Pek
(Cambridge, 7s. 6d. net), is as remot
from Mr. Goldman as the Bodleian &
from a fish-and-chip shop. He 1 o
cerned because the present age reads_tof
little poetry : he hates cinemas; he thmﬁ:
little better of the motor-car. Because! icl
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