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NEW FICTION

A First Rate Dollop of
Gusto

By H. E. BATES

The Wheel Turns. By Gian Dauli.
and Windus. 8s. 6d.)

The White Farm. By Geraint Goodwin.
(Cape. 7e. 6d.)

It is well known that much contem-
porary Italian literature is, owing to that
dictatorial frown which governs not only
social and pomlul but also artistic llk.

3. r stufl. recent surve;

modern Illllln wrltem lmxlo sunne (ln

exile) had scarcel word to say o

lhﬂ prelenb-dly ltlllln novelist, wi l’n
mi o n

B pt down,
even by dimwnhlm !very now and
then a genuine wri! out, so to
speak, from under the !enee nnd. in defi-

ance of all commandments, !m the
world a book worth hnvlnﬁ_ mce.
suppose, a like HE nm

“'The Wheel Turns " is a chronicle novel
of Italian provincial life lhl( might have
been written by the ghost of Rabelais or
some throw-| blcll delcendlm of the Baron
Munchausen. the story of the
Vicentine bourl&loh family of Penta in
general, and of Giovannino Penta in par-
ticular. Penta her. weigning six-
teen stone, is a boow.e ate, a man
of hot Left-wing opmlml but no real zeal
for anything but the café and women;
Penta the mother is proud, stupid, qul:k-
tongued, and no angel herself; they
surrounded by the usual family Dortrllt
gallery, grane d her, rvant-
girls, lulton rich unc]e and_Giovannini
the son. is Giovannini who tells the

e whom

through manhood in Rome, through his
many affairs and jobs, and ﬂnlll{lto his
last miserable years in Venice, he
dies a forgotten pauper.

Rare and Delicious

“The Wheel Turns " has all the shame-
less gaiety, frankness and vigour of
Benvenuto Cellini, Written with artless
simplicity, it builds up a wonderfully
vivid and virile picture of Italian middie-
class life, spicy but never gross, witty
but never sniggering, vi never
exaggerated.  Throughout, the nruullc
balance is bnumully preserved
sweetness and sensualit :u:\o and mef
Almmher (kl:is i m nc

c

that has been’ well-prtserved in a crack-
llnl translation by Mr. Bernard Mi
L BRIDES ARE BEAUTIFUL " is, in one

s
Whenl Turns.” We get the same crowded
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icture of family fife. the same full-
looded insistence on love, something of
the same vigorous gaiety -nd the same
simplicilv of realism. But the Bronx is
t Vicenza, nnd the Beas! leyl are not, by
a'long way, the Pentas. And love. above
all. has smkinu difference of inter-
pretation. To the Pentas it is all a huge
joke, a game, a sort of male and female
hide-and-seek, with the proper reward.
As such. everybody understands it. But
for the Beasleys, for Susan and Peter. it
is either an affair of *noods” sly
innuendoes or, most important, a pmblem
._something to_be f
taken seriously. As such, nobody under-
stands it.
ence this story of Susan and Peter, a
young, healthy, married couple living in
a Bronx that is bitterly cold in winter
and tropically hot in summer, working out
their marital happiness. It is an amusing,
vigorous piece of work, packed with uch
—too much—snappy _conversation, and
nrllsucnlly a little redundant: but other-
a clean, first-class and in a way
lovable piece of workmanship.

A Bit Blousy

“ MateN CASTLE " lacks almost all the
virtues which go to make the novels of
Gian Dauli and Thomas Bell both 5o g
in thelr interpretation of = Italian ~and
American life. Primarily it lacks humour
nnd delicacy; above all it lacks u;ne ‘This
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the
interest. |
every Tuesd
every Thurs
and Musicia

Pl

EVERY

gether pter
he mlled it, hv lvtll
the first chapter to ¢
a process completel
chupm‘. In “THE F

ory
o( D Noman, a novell", and his L‘ll’run
mistress, might well be the work of some
provincial amateur stricken with a semi-
fanatical devotion to Thomas Hardy.
(* Above which could be seen a couple of
tall ('lms that lifted up against the sky
or four ancient rooknests, whose
adaptability to the distant nesting season
seemed on thal particular mcmin‘ to be
the subject or a clamorous investi ution
of a group of black- wlnlcd blr
be Hardy parodied.) ueml
to me, we look for somelh{nz bener than
imitations of Wessex novelists by Wessex
novelists, however great their * wide hll‘
torical and archamological knowledge.”

Mr. Powys is Welshi Mr. Geraint Good- |

Squlre CGnales. his
with a walk back
through the years t

way, takes lifts, an
evenings in bar
time he meditates an
us about early days
Tmen he has known, i
(perhaps the one bo
more ‘mentione
Lane, the publisher
Kknowing every corne
minor celebrity In it

win is
Mr. Goodwin's stories are, to my mind,
some of the best that ever came out of
Wales. They spring straight out of Welsh
earth, strong and intense, vigorously
fndigenous. You catch here, from the very
first word, the beauty of an original
accent. These !lurlu are the work of a
rich, uncompromising talent, of a man

who has a sense of place to an extra-

with a first-rate imagination, never allows
himself to forget the necessity of con-
sciously controlling it. * Saturday Nﬂgm
“Late Spring," * The Coroner's Of
“ The White Farm " itself are all gems in
a collection from which it is hard to pick
any one story flner than another.

OURSELVES

A first-class introduction to ourselves,
plain in terminology, exceilently planned,
excellently illustrated. is Professor C. B.
Davenports *How We Came By Oun

(

Macmillan, 10s. 6d.). . It will
rival Professor Hogben's “ Mathe-
matics for the Million,” if for no other
reason than our curious_reluctance to
learn about ourselves. Popular exposi-
tions of astronomy, mathematics, physics,
&c., seem far easier to sell than popular
books on biology and genetics; but no sub-
jects, at any rate, are of more importance,
and probably no author in the world is
better equ];ped to deal with them than

Professor Davenporl, one of the leading | nerd
scientists of America, who
Director_of the Department of Cenetics

:v

for more than thirty year:

egg cell 10 the adull, The problems of
inheritan ¢ and behaviour
of the Benes, the chemistry of the body—
everything is set down simply, with an
abundance of photographs end diagrams.
and a list of books, papers, &c.. for further
reading at the end of each chapter. This
book 15 an examplar of what books of the
kind should be.
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From Cornwall t
Dixon-Scott goes witl
for the picturesque
countryside photos.
(Nelson, 3s. 6d.
Beacon, and
Heath, near Corfe, a1
Countiy plates. _

bury Plain,” a photo
one of Burford, and
Stone Rocks, Charnw
Mr. Scott’s happiest
nor low, but simple,
dering of landscape.
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