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One must wish that Mr. Brodie-Innes' English were 

equal to his imagination. Again and again a lack of per-
fect control over his medium spoils one of the finest sto-
ries ever thought. All the glamour of the Highlands is 
here; all love, all magic—which is love—and Mr. Brodie-
Innes’ refinement avoids the crude detective solution of 
the mystery.  

And that mystery is enticing and enthralling; Morag 
is delicious as dream or death, enticing, elusive, exqui-
site. One of the subtlest and truest women in literature.  

Not many men have imagination so delicate and—
dictame!—but Mr. Brodie-Innes writes “with authority, 
and not as the scribes.”  Why he allows Mathers to go 
about saying that he is a Jesuit and a poisoner will be 
revealed at the Last Day. Perhaps, like us, he can't catch 
him. Or perhaps it is that he is contented to be a great 
novelist—as he is, bar the weakness of his English and 
an occasional touch of Early Victorian prunes-and-
prismism. He has every other qualification. God bless 
him!  
  

BOLESKINE. 


