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envisaged from poil
all mnmy of it, to the lonely nmel.m, is i.n-
Brian's careless and incom

ing up to the he is
Llnwulmwmhmlwith-mdelim-

tion, nnd u suspense
underlies rhlmml‘ and Lnlhlnr puﬂus.
whom thes

pom:lh of Bria un"mt.mrdw
n in, this from
because she considers Linton's novels incul-
i e a reprehensible
.Rddnmhhmmrywiﬂ:lnun—
obvious intrusion as the garments of
and u:non-—nnnh. bathing, cllmhnl hills,
the interiors of seaside hotel and boarding-
house; and hie fluid, simple and sometimes
lovely prose carries the reader without a jolt.
He ranges to and fro in the milﬂlollhefllhﬁ
and son, with a continual gentle argumenta-
tiveness: “* Of course . . . on the other hand
- but an ‘entertaining mental
rnsnmn] over ‘he Unmedmn life such n
Kafka employed 1o the highest degree.
too, has a urlin of fantasy npre-ad in
realistic terms, and allegorizes here, perhaps,
the inevitable rejection of delicate over-
fondness which, in the world as it is, contains
its own doom. It always results, as in that
chapter where Linton stands in the rain
looking at his son's lit window—in & glimmer
of lamplight bem] exalted to false lphmdwr

THE WOMAN WHO HAD
IMAGINATION

Mr. H. E. Bates is, to the critically minded
reader, a continuously exciting wﬂur. for
with all his accomplishment he has not yet
ceased to grow. His development, indeed, has
never ne:mnd “swifter or more certain than
mﬂrlnﬂnu!tvﬂrurw,mdlbetllum
a dozen tales in THE WoMaNn WHo HaD IM-
AOINATION,
net) whmh taken together with *“The Fallow
Land,” or even alone in their own right,
suffice to set him in the front rank of
living English wrilers under thirty. Had
he staying power? it used lo be asked,
had he penetration ? The former can be
no longer in doubt, while the latter increases

times wond

lras all that was meant to be implied, but
more scldom 1o assert that any
nlher method could have been more success-

| ful; and where on occasion method and matier
| meet in a_perfect

marriage the triumph is
absolute. There is one such story here, per-
I\upl the briefest and yet the most memorable.

is “The Gleaner,” a study in seven pages
af an old woman working in a field alone, all
through the late summer day. Not once do
we enter her consciousness ; simply, e watch
her at her work, described in her minute par-
ticularity, without a word too few, a word too
many. And as we waich, by some unobstru-
sive magic in the words she becomes not onc
but universal, not @ gleaner but all gleaners
and a veritable symbol of humanity itself
winning its bread by patient toil from
earth.

There are other stories, only less lovely,
which display more plainly Mr. Bates's
richly varied talents and, in addition, hll
technical virtuosity. The change and
sion of the moods in the title-story is nolably
dexterous, the scene shifting from crowded
brake in noon sunlight to deserted bouse
shaded a afternoon heal, and then from
ht beside the lake to the return
under the ight stars, variety attractive
and !elreshln; in itself but nlvuyu lu'bl!y sub-
ordinated to the emotional rise and fall the
theme demands. In “The Lily” again—an
admirable piece of work—there is the same
skill, in the contrasts of sunlight and shadow,
(I|= harsh voice and laughter of the old man

inst the summer silence, in the encounter
o the old uncle and his housekeeper, all |

ing unfalteringly to the final completing mnch
of the old man's youthful memory. Yet other

stories demand mention, “The Waterfall,”
ocence,” “A German Idyll™ (one of
three pmvmlﬂly printed in limited editions)
and “Time"—the last with its complex
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almost at

inadvertently, becomes involved with

ies to commi suicide after

She recovers from the

| the complicated relation-

her mode of life

ugh and marries

admirer. Hugh

main of the story,

but many subsidi llollf

with them, Yet in_spite of the number of

people: ramificatio their affairs,

the th of the s are twined

and unravelied so deftly, the whole narra-
tive is h b

the disconsolate for exam

frankly clricllund.mﬁrum' ture is m

keeping with the light, detached mai the
general.  This

B manner
appropriate to the affairs of Billy and Janey,
or to the multifarious activities of Joho. But
here and there in the permutations and com-

the i
tion. The motives which prompt the move-
‘ments of these people are nolwdmluntbe
surface, and this is not a story to be

with m!ysa. So it happens that Ca:hcnne 's
e
wi

restrospectively
tile clmumhu:e—hll less weight or
in ll;e story than, say, Dorothy's
meeting. And Catheri hzndl'.
though person and “an lnll
among her friends, is vague and undefined
beside some of the lesser characters. But it
is only occasionally that one finds it difficult
to be either interesied or amused: the book
remains an adroit and highly entertaining
performance.

OIL FOR THE LAMPS OF CHINA |
This is, presumably, a first novel, but it dis-
plays a_width of knowledge and experience |

and a literary technique that convey no sug-
gestion of the amateur. The story, as such,
deals with the critical years in the life of
Stephen Chase, an engaging, earnest young-
ster who is representing a great American
oil company in China. The beginning is a
little uncertain and unconvincing. =Stephen
for many in love with Lucy,
a vague figure who hardly enters the story and
never engages our interest. For reasons that
need not be detailed she comes out to Yoko-
hama and then refuses to marry , where-
upon he makes the acquaintance of "another
young woman, Hester Wentworth, whose
father has died on the boat coming out, und
mmm her at very short notice.
marriage is a nd the relations u[ |
phen and Hester maintain a steady thi

real subject of OIL FOR THE LaMPS OF CHINA
(Cassell, 7s. 6d. net) is the contrast of Ameri-
un and Chinese mentality as ﬂu})llyed by the
iness methods of

;mnl 10 sell ;Ilumln-\mg oil to the Iubnunu,
sometimes starving millions of China. ‘

In the development of that theme, Mrs.
Alice Tisdale Hobart displays a real know-
fedge both of the conditions described and of |
the kind of organization for which Stephen is
working.  He is industrious, ambitious nd |
clever. He hu quite early in his service, 3 |
brilliant idea for the making of small ml |
lamps, an idea approved by the company, 1
and successfully launched. Yet he gets small |
credit for it. We see him, in fact, from first
1 xm. snared by the insistent demand for

The servanis of the company,

whmh ;hey regard as loyal patriots might re-
gard an uncrilicizable Government, judges its
men by one test only—results.  Stephen was.
not too unlucky. He had the good fortune
to come, as near as it was possible for one
of his race to come, into friendship with a
Chinese of some importance wi him
well on more than one occasion. But at the
last, nh:r some fifteen years or lmre of hard
work, he is sent back into the o, now
in a state of disastrous revolution, nﬂd of
being rewarded with a mmumhm on the
coast. We see something of Chinese in-
humanity of a revolting type, in the coum of
the story, but our final impression is rather
of the inhumanity of the American b\inml
organization.

This summary does little justice to the
intimate detail of the book, such as, for in-






