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NEW NOVELS.

A GIPSY STORY.

To rcad Tawstg, by Rosamond Napier
Hedder and Stoughton, pp. 503, 6s.),is
., spend months in the open air, on Exmoor,
it the most eager, the most exactly ob-
-ving of landscape painters. There 1s
,ndant incident in the book. But even
teo-ar than that is_the stimulus given
1y -+ and ear, for the sounds of the moor
“rated with as much precision as the

2003) and The Observer (1791-2003)

2 matter of opinion. To Monsignor Benson
1 is a matter of life and death, a matter 1n
which his honour and sincerity are at stake.
To it he sacrifices everything that he pos-
sibly can—form, economy; in a word, art.
On'e thing, however, he cannot sacrifice. Ona
thing is too strong for his comvictions—his
native story-telling instinct. That survives
his violence, his mawlushness, his inability to
create atmosphere, his longueurs, his Jlack
of humaur, and-cajoles his reader into in-
terest “in- his puppets and good-tempered
acceptance of his unfair manipulationpaf
them. It is always necessary to read the
beginming and the ‘end of his books, and
when they havebeen approachedjitus difficult

- not to read gheimiddle. He 1s ths best and
.- Perhaps only Mr. Hardy has regis- the worst of the Bensons. G.C.
.-« » ith more exquisite accuracy 'the voices

oo - moorland, . The !’)ool: is ful.l of musie. In [T8E Distast Laxe (Hodder and Stough-
e o, " NEm® PO o0, bp. xu. 294, 6s.) Mr. Harold Beghie tell
;‘n',uj :‘ senres of passares to quote. and the pathetic tale of the childrea's crusade;

.- 1 sanningeach havesaid, Not this: there
v tetter ones. ‘fo quote one would do in-

.o o the rest... Of her hero Miss
~ er tells us: “The perceptions of the
~uaFellow  were' delicate.  He  passed

+--uizh lifo us a shepherd passing through
¢« ek of sheep, recognising this and that.
[. --iw expressinns, little self-betrayals hidden
t: .. another, even as they are hidden from
heep themselves,”  There Miss Napier
ing her own gifts.  Like Sanpriel.
e “thinks hetter with the whisper of wind
@l Bablle of water in her ears.”

Lucwo * 15 a gpsy story of sixty vears
azy when theee wero gipsies of pure breed in
Lol ol merely tinker mongrels, when
v Romany speech, Romany songs, and
tromans fildles still had life in them. Miss
N por has steoper] herself in Borrow and
1 car e FFrom books ahe haz evidently
gabared with diligence, but a real imagina-i
nwn has welded her material much. Truo
o 1ot to literal fact. her pictures of gipsy
I e wnd charaeter live and vibrato; and if.
thee sixty-vears-ago gipsies wero notlike hers,’
ther might have been, should have bheen. }

how, in the superstitious Middle Ages,
thousands of children, infamed with what

they believed to be thoe love of Christ, left
their homes and marched under the leader-
ship of a shepherd hoy to Marseiiles, expect-
ing the sca to divide and take them. dr-
shod to the Holy Land; and how the rem-
nant that persevered. to the last were con-
voyed in ghips to the East and sold there
into slavery. He concentrates interest upon
the fortunes of one family—Hildebert, the
dreamy; beautiful box; Falaise, his sister:
and the «eptical elder brother Gaspard, vho
weni with them to protect them,—and 1t 15
. a fault of the book, perhaps, that he expects
ius to he more interested than is passible in
{tho adventures—the necessarily contried
adventures—of this trio. The story, taken
as a story, s thrilling, well knit, and vell
told, but behind a thrilling story Iurks
ghastly history, and this makes the novelist's
tamiliar tricks unpleasing. The tale opens
with o characteristic picture of the home
life of a prosperous banker in the little town
of Chateauneuf, and the manners and cus-
toms of the period ‘are presented wvividly

I wle > Tamsie? S Axlein > is but a feeble throughont. B. 8.
crewd of seatimentalits.  These aro not|

wde-up folkof the operatic stage. .Among There are many fine thiags i Mr. 3. R.
the men  are brutes and rtascals, among Craockett's latest romance, TmBE Moss

the women fearsomeo and dangerous creatures. |
Trew are seen through the eyes and experi-]»
rucee of a Gentile, an eduented young Engg-g
! hman. a pathetie failure, whose sensitive- !
re~vunder a false accusation has driven him !
out of tho eommmon haunts of his kind. He:

e~ the wandering folk in all their limita-|
finns. Nothing is abated of their poverty af!
mental resouree, their ernelty, their trickery, -
b thero is a full recognition of the romance
which is truly theirs, no Gentile invention.!
and of the affection which genuinely exists
atang with their too ready flash of knives
sl their hoating of women. “ Round the.
whole riee was 2 great enveloping love.” \

The tale of Sanpriel and Gilderny is a
rtranzge. pathetie idyll, very unfamiliar and,

1

"oWo exeopt the stigmata incidents, very
ol msie 18 no_ gipsy, but a stirds,:
breost, younzg mid-Victorian  English girl:

tior ideals of to-!
Her nerves and polses are qnivering;
sith Lfe, sud her heart s craving for ad-.
enture She has the egoism and the:
cenerosity of her age. and she is faseinat-
mg enongi to male us keenly interested in !
hor chaee hetween two lovers, [the-middle-:
ated, suecesaful Bavptologist  and the wist- |
il waunded Stag-Fellow.  But the being|
ve watch with mast delight of all is Exmoor.
Vil wo think Mise Napier s with us there

AM

brossht up with the healg!
e

“ITHE HAPP: WARRIOR”

Mr. A, 5. M. Hutchinson's new nosvel, TUE
Haeey Wakrmior «Mston  Rivers, Linuted,
Pt vl 332, 6s.), s, first and forentost, excel-
vut reading. | The stylo of the book is full of
upeurs  the author keeps us, as it were,
merrily sailing in a stiff breeze, with sunlight
on [the water und showers of spray falling
rontinually ahbout our prow. He tells the
tale af a deputed sueccssion, and we are
weroduced at onca to Mr. and Mrs. Letham
on the very day when they hear that young
Lord Burdon has been shot in Africa, they
toheving, and everyono else believing with
thear that they are nest of kin. They are
plied with admirable clearness before our
tves. hein his nonehalanco and godd-humonr,
sheeia her eagerness and potulance; and tho
svwpathetic  discernment with  which  Mr.
Hiichinson treats them is denied to none of
the many characters he introduces to us.
Heyubling them  comes Egbert Hunt, that
& mewhat improbable page on whom so much
19 to depend, and who, perhaps on that
a4 wount, s whipped into a sort of unnatural
premimence ad made the butt of & mat which
It it more normal exeteiso flavours the wholo
b & so aeceptablys  Rallo Lethawm, their son
: dhweir, is in the cradle when wo first hear
1 inm, and heis never to bo hero. though
m the end he succeeds to the name.  The
rLe hero, who might have ousted Rollo, is in
h cadfe also; he is Pereival Letham, the

Wippe Warrior  as sketehed by Words-
e ind how he eame te be born (under
snolved,  pathetie.  tragical  circum-
& ea, and how, bravely aund simply, he
v od the tragedy which culminated in his
“viv with the joyous, chivalrous intensity
: boyhood  and  youtli between, his
ing as a pugilist among the gipsies and
sromemlous fight in which he lays that
nt Foxy Pinsent low—all these things
the hackbone of a mnarrative full of
Totlnee in i< conception and yveot close to
“*+ twonghout. a  narrative which every-
wiere combines wnusual richness of fancy
*hovrusual truih of imagination.  * Once
Vered the Lugger ™ was a notable book.
4* 1 The Happy Warrior” is not less not-
Ve Ttis full’ of movement and action—
e description of pthe fight thrills us for
' icen pages,—vet the author can touch the
copar problems of life with a sure hand,
w wake our tenderost feelings nnd pass on.

any writers who have as much to say as

v A3s can say it with this completo buoy-
o and directness and goodwoll, It s
2 pleasure as well as with confidence that

L antemate for his novel the success which
Woestmes
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MNS[GNOR BFNSOY S NOVEL
Mesiznor Benson's Coue Racx! Coxe
Racz! s Huzchinson. pp. viii. 404, 6s) is as
taatenaal as its title, apd ot will bo very
Weannt to his readers. To bo of their num-|
P 7o must ba of hus faith or very simple-
=80 o- the violence of his sincere preju-?
“ ¢ vannot but be an irritant. He scts out
B = what he seas black is black,
wd oails e comtrast in evidence. or. if any
T s afowed to appear, 1t is ouly the
ke writing, which, hike so much of
srodiet on of the Benson brothers, seems
te writien very Jarge nnd clear in white
a blackboard. ~ Wipe the writing out
tlickboard remaius, like Jchn
batterflies or the New Zealand
~all black.” Thero is no con-
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¢rting gz, The writing 1s so smooth and

ind daeut, so swifsly dome, so soon
vui, that vou are never able to grasp
T« argument. You age-mot given time to
“1.st fer no seoner is the blackboard empty

" wdiiled up again with the same thing
T+ hrent werds, but waonds once more fluenc
«itad and smooth.  And your final im-
(ASM0T 1sL 0 it was meant to be, that the
Fackmsard is black. All of which amounts
bz, thay Monsignor Benson has once more
Piste-y and historical figures and
ired them 'to his own uses. Henry VIHIs
*3<a siliun. Ehzabeth was worse, and the
erld has beey at the mercy of villains ever
A02e. and will be until .o until it is
VLiversally ndmittied that the blackboard is

"5, or, to le o reetaphor, that evers-
thing ouicide Rome is damned. To us it is

‘a)-.-*n

;incidents;

Troorzrs (Hodder and Stoughton, pp. viii.
313, 6s.). Thero are a thwarted abduction by
a Rayal Duke, midnight landings of masked
and armed smugglers, the storming and burn-
ing of the gaol of Stranryan, and so forth.
The background, teo, 1s Galloway and tho
sentiment of Galloway folks during the

. Napoleonic wars—a time when the district

objected to sending recruits to a war which

-did not interest them. when cven the autho-

rities connived at tho *‘free trade,”’ when.
upon the appearance of the mulitary, the lads
took to the heather and the women did the
farm work, driving the plough and threshing
the grain There are the makings ef a
capital story in all this, and Mr. Crockett’s
1s no prentico hand, TReaders who are fond
of romance will, accordingly, find much that
will please them in the book. Novertheless
it is far from heing a complete success.
There is a lack of vividness in certain of the
the character of Paisv, upon
which so much depends, is a capital inten-

;tion not quite fulfilled, and the narrative

has not that strong continuous grip which
marks its author’s work when he is at his
best. c. 5. €.

Thoso of us whoso work is critical rather
than creative must often fuod ourselves
puzzled at the way certain novels can he
accomplished and even delicate and vet life-
loss at the root. A degres of insight and
reality the mere process of the years, it had
seemed to us, must bring with them; control
of the story-telling mechanism we thought of
ag a rarer cquipment. Rosemary Axp Rug,
by Beatrice Stott (Sidgwick and Jackson,
pp- 430. 6s.1. is onc of the books that baflles
aur supposition. Tt has for its subject the
schoolday s and vouth of a vitul, highly strung
daughter of a **modern’ -poet; it is skilful
by the way, and it really rouses our interest
in Rosemary Stafford and her surroundings.
But when we are presently asked to use this
interest to conceive of Rosemary as wrecking
her lifo to fulfil her verbal promise to marty
a man wheo, since the promise was made, has
betraved hereand whom she has long grown
to dotest. the psychology crumbles.  The
tale's skill and accomplishment appear in the
light of this spiritual inconsistency hardly
more than a decoy. The Rosemary we had
been taught to eare for was a real—if any-
thing an over-real—pazrson. M. 8. G.



