
PRESS (2) : More ads, reviews and comments on assorted titles 
 

The House with the Stained Glass Windows (1934) 
 

An Original "Thriller" 
 

"I'm afraid this double tragedy has broken up my house party," said 
Mr. Pedlaw sadly, after one of his guests had been found with his 
throat cut and another poisoned – and, of course, that sort of thing 
does militate against complete enjoyment. 

        Not that this was an ordinary party. Most of the people present 
were either criminals or detectives in disguise, and murder, 
attempted murder, and other unpleasantnesses abounded. 
         Here is a good old-fashioned thriller, with secret passages, 
Wicked Uncle and all: and in the midst of the confusion Mr. Graham 
thoroughly enjoys himself.  
 

Robert Lynd, News Chronicle, 2 November 1934 
 

* * * 
 

This is a "first" novel, and it is very clear that a formidable competitor 
has entered the "thriller" field. Young Mr. Graham not only writes 
twice as well as most of the "old gang," but he is more fertile in ideas. 
We have, of course, run before against the man given six weeks to 
live, but in this instance the hackneyed theme is given a fresh and 
surprising orientation. Dick Egerton, the condemned man, chival-
rously puts himself at the disposal of a young girl whose life and 
reason are menaced by a choice company of crooks and, in so doing, 
experiences a surfeit of adventure. "The House with the Stained Glass 
Windows" is a frank story of sensation equipped with a generous 
mixture of "old properties" running generally true to "form," and yet 
how curiously convincing it all is! Partly, no doubt, because of the 
coherent construction and the neat character-drawing, but princi-
pally, I think, because of the writer's imaginative power. Dick and 



Lucille move through an atmosphere of mystery and terror, the tug 
on the nerves is well-contrived: but if we go on to ask why we are so 
excited, it is because these hard-set young people have the quality of 
life. Keep an eye, then, on Mr. Graham, for he has come to stay.  
 

Buxton Advertiser, 24 November 1934 

 

Into the Fog (1935) 
 

 
 

 

 
 

Observer (i) 17 March and (ii) 7 August 1935 

 

The Riddle of John Rowe (1935) 
 

 
 

Observer, 13 October 1935 



 
Sydney Morning Herald, 16 October 1935 

 
Without Motive (1936) 
 

 
 

 

  
Observer (i) 26 April and (ii) 24 May 1936 



Sydney Daily Telegraph, 30 May 
1936 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

 

 
Melbourne Weekly Times, 18 
July 1936 (excerpt) 



The Dangerous Pawn (1937) 
 

   

Yorkshire Post, 17 March 1937 

 
A book … chiefly notable for two for two really finely contrasted pictures of 
the Scilly Islands, Winter and Summer … There is perhaps a touch of weakness 
about the end of the tale … (Torquemada, Observer, 11 April 1937) 
 

 

 
 

Daily Mirror, 8 April 1937 



 
 

Saturday Review, 20 March 1937 

 
The Giant's Chair (1938) 

 

 
 

Saturday Review, 29 January 1938 

 
Admirably told … The atmosphere grows steadily in uneasiness 
until the climax is reached. A good mystery. (North China Herald, 2 
March 1938) 

 
* * * * * 



Keys of Chance (1939) 
 

 
 

Manchester Evening News, 7 January 1939 



 
 

Church Times, 13 January 1939 

 

 
 

Perth Sunday Times, 19 February 1939 



Strangers Meeting (1939) 
 

(i) The Australian Woman's Mirror, 2 
January 1940 (ii) The Brisbane Courier-
Mail, 23 March 1940 (iii) Dilettante in 
The Perth Sunday Times, 14 April 1940 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 
 

Strangers Meeting … is a novel of unusual interest, and probably the best work yet 
by this author … Although … not in the category of problem novels, it is a book that 
calls for profound thinking by the reader. [Synopsis omitted.] These vastly differing 
people make excellent ingredients for Mr. Graham's novel, and out of the casual 
contacts he makes surprising results spring, the while keeping what one could 
rightly call a magic touch with his readers … Strangers Meeting may justly be 
termed one of the best novels of the year. 



No Exit (1940) 
 

 
Guardian, 12 July 1940 

 
… the best war novel yet published … 

 

 
 

Sydney Sun, 27 October 1940 



Here is a pleasantly gripping story of international intrigue and 
skulduggery of the most dramatic kind. Hair-breadth escapes, 
violence, wild chases involving armored cars and threatening 
militia and mystery by the paragraph and chapter. Mr. Graham has 
a reputation as a vivid and brisk writer, and these pages sustain 
that reputation. But besides his ability to produce drama, he has 
skill in creating reasonable backgrounds and knowledgeable 
people. In this novel his European scenes have the sound ring of 
credibility and his characters are something out of daily experience. 
John Carr, English engineer, is pleasant to know; his experiences fit 
in with what his make-up would accept and his reaction to them is 
psychologically accurate. Thus when he becomes the unwitting 
agency for the transportation of highly dangerous tidings, and 
plunges into an amazing progression of accidents and adventures, 
the reader accompanies him happily. 
 

Winnipeg Free Press, 27 July 1940 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Canadian jacket 



The Forgotten Story (UK: 1945; USA, retitled: 1958) 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Anthony Boucher, New York 
Times, 20 July 1958 



Ross Poldark (1945) 
 

Graham novel studies human nature, history 
 

Make no mistake about it, Winston Graham's new novel, THE 
RENEGADE, is among the best of this year. Readers of his 
"Cordelia" and "Night Without Stars" need not be told that he 
is a rare storyteller. 
 

But this yarn about Ross Poldark is not only a lively story which 
sweeps the reader along, all agog about the action, it is a book 
in which real and likable characters are met, recognised and 
followed to inevitable ends. 
 

Cornwall, in the 18th century; the aftermath of the American 
Revolution, bitterness of disillusion and a rebuilding through an 
odd romance, are minor features of a novel written by a master 
of craft and a student of human nature and history. 
 

Los Angeles Times, 11 November 1951 

 

 
 

Observer, 16 December 1945 



A story which brings with it a breath of the Cornish sea and a 
many-sided picture of life in the homes of the miners, farmers 
and gentry. Ross Poldark, a passionate, impetuous, complex 
character, seems part and parcel of that alien, fascinating 
country, and we leave him at the age of 27, feeling that we 
want to know more of his story. 
 

George W. Bishop, Daily Telegraph 

 
A novel of eighteenth-century Cornwall in which the interest 
never flags for an instant. It is excellent story-telling by a writer 
who really knows how to do this sort of thing in style. 
 

Pamela Hansford Johnson, John o'London's Weekly 

 
Here is a full-scale novel of eigthteenth-century Cornwall. 
Against this background Mr. Winston Graham gives us a 
drama which brings him at one big stride into the class of 
serious artists. The hero is a fine conception, a character that 
grips the reader and lights up the tale. 
 

Reading Standard 

 
The work of an experienced novelist, this story reflects careful 
study and writing, and unfolds delightful panoramas of old-
world Cornwall. All interested in the life of the Cornish 
countryside will thoroughly enjoy this book. 
 

Western Morning News 

 
Historical romances are nowhere done better … What a solid 
achievement this series is! 
 

The Times on the Poldark novels 



Demelza (1946) 
 

It is written in the style of the days when novels WERE novels. It engrosses so 
that leaving it gives one a wrench of time and place. It so teems with life and 
character that it seems to be crowded with incident. 
  

Brisbane Telegraph, undated 

 
The earlier novels in the series are remarkable for their perceptive 
characterisation and unflinching grasp of late 18th and early 19th century 
realities, not to mention their evocation of the rough Cornish landscape and 
way of life. They combine the popular and literary strands of historical fiction 
in a way which may not seem unusual now but was exceptional when the first 
books were published in the 1940s.  
 

Kirkus, on the Poldark series 

 
 
 



 
 

Western Morning News, 29 March 1947 
 

* * * 
 

 



 
 

Best Sellers, University of Scranton, I March 1953 



Take My Life (1947) 
 

Graham seems almost forgotten now, but there was a time 
from about the mid-'60s onwards when he was (deservedly) 
regarded as almost the major practitioner of the psychological 
thriller. Among those the best remembered is undoubtedly 
Marnie, famously filmed (so-soishly) by Hitchcock, but my own 
favourite (of those I read) was The Walking Stick, which carried 
the true Winston Graham hallmark of keeping me up all night 
to finish it. But Graham served his apprenticeship writing more 
straightforward detections and Take My Life is one of these. 
The husband of newly married opera singer Philippa Shelley is 
almost inadvertently framed for a murder he didn't commit, 
and – Scotland Yard not being much interested in looking 
beyond the obvious suspect – it's up to her to prove him 
innocent before the death penalty ends all discussion of the 
matter. Change the setting a bit and you'd have the story at 
the heart of various classic noir movies. 
 

Not classic Graham, but good satisfying stuff anyway. 
 

John Grant, 11 August 2013 

 

 



Cordelia (1949) 
 

 
 

Readers of the Poldark series of novels will know that Winston 
Graham was a really talented author, and this book, Cordelia, is 
another delight. Set in Victorian Manchester, it is the story of a 
young woman, Cordelia, who marries into a slightly dysfunctional, 
faintly claustrophobic, eccentric family whose patriarch, Frederick, 
is at once a freethinking liberal businessman and an oppressive 
control freak. Cordelia soon discovers that his son's first wife, 
Margaret, died in mysterious circumstances, and fears that she may 
go the same way. But the beauty of the novel is the way all of the 
characters – Cordelia herself, her weak husband, her oppressive 
father-in-law, his eccentric and weirdly talented brother, and 
Cordelia's lover, are all described and developed, none being simply 
evil or good, all having legitimate desires and difficulties, none fully 
understanding the others, all making difficult choices and mistakes. 
The historical background, as one would expect from Graham, is 



intimately evoked, and the tale has many satisfying twists and 
turns. It's a joy – a subtle, delightful page-turner, which makes you 
think, as well. What more could you ask from a novel? 
 

Tim Vicary, 26 April 2015 

 
For his latest novel, Winston Graham, who lives at Perranporth, 
presents a story of Manchester in the latter part of the nineteenth 
century. Those who have enjoyed Mr. Graham's recent stories of 
Cornish historical romances (Ross Poldark, Demelza, The Forgotten 
Story), will perhaps regret his temporary desertion to another 
locality ... However, it would be as dangerous for a lively writer like 
Mr. Graham to confine himself to writing only about Cornwall as it 
would be regrettable if he were to cease to do so altogether. In 
Cordelia he has chosen a setting – "the middle-class Manchester of 
hansom cabs and horse buses and concerts at the Free Trade Hall" 
– which offers ample opportunities for the detailed portrait of 
atmosphere and behaviour at which he excels …  
 

Although Cordelia is the central figure of interest, she is almost 
challenged for that place by the character of her father-in-law. As 
the book develops it is difficult to believe that the curiously 
complicated Mr. Ferguson is so very much the villain of the piece; 
and it is not altogether a surprise when he emerges with his stature 
unimpaired, and perhaps even (for the author does not make it 
quite clear) increased …  
 

There are several rather contrived situations in the book which in 
any case is rather conventional in its material. But behind it all there 
is enlightenment and shrewdness, and an adult attitude to life 
which it is pleasing to encounter. And in Cordelia, as in his earlier 
heroine Demelza [after whom Baker named his first daughter], Mr. 
Graham creates the warm, passionate and independent sort of 
woman who would surely be most men's ideal. 
 

Denys Val Baker, Cornish Review, No. 2, Summer 1949 



  

 
 
 
 



Winston Graham … has a strong sense of dramatic tension, 
and some of his tales are almost unbearably exciting when 
he lets this element take command, as in his last two 
books, Marnie and The Tumbled House. Now he turns to 
the historic past. [Synopsis of plot] All this would be a 
conventional story but for the quality of the treatment, and 
the wealth of minor characters and the dramatic situations 
that come crowding in to propel the tale along in the 
manner of Alexander Dumas. The people too have a 
vitality, with quirks of conduct and character to make them 
both dear and memorable to the reader. This period piece 
will add to the consideration that now begins to be given 
to Mr. Graham's work. 
 

Richard Church, Country Life, 14 March 1963 
 

 
Observer, 24 March 1963 



 

 
 
 



The greatest possession of any writer is the art of story-
telling, not just the art of using words. Winston Graham can 
tell a fine story, and in "Cordelia" he relates the heart-
warming story of how Cordelia, a young Victorian, marries 
into a strange household, not for love but security. A fine 
weekend read. 
 

George Thaw, Daily Mirror, 24 July 1969 

 
Night Without Stars (1950) 
 

 
 
Ad: Observer, 22 January 1950 
 
 

 
 
Review: 
 

NIGHT WITHOUT STARS by Winston 
Graham.  
 

Superior English thriller, written in 
naturally, carefully cultivated Balch-
inesque style, about black market-
eering in Nice. The high spot is the 
stiff upper-lipped hero's account of 
an operation on his eye, which is an 
impressive piece of writing. His love 
affair with the arch-gangster's sister 
is nearly as titillating as it is meant to 
be. Story doesn't quite knit together 

with that essential grip, but a good read can be guaranteed. (Maurice Rich-
ardson, Observer, 12 February 1950) 



 
 

Daily Herald, 8 August 1949 



 



Excitement is crammed into this thrilling story of a French ex-resistance group 
turned black marketeers. (Manchester Evening News) 
 

Mr Winston Graham really knows his business and here tells a story which would 
not have gone unnoticed even in the great days of nearly fifty years ago. (Edward 
Shanks, Daily Sketch) 
 

A novel of excitement and suspense, exceedingly well told. (Good Housekeeping) 

 
* * * * * 
 

Jeremy Poldark (1950) 
 

 
Observer, 29 October 1950 



Fortune is a Woman (1952) 
 

 
 

From a John Bull ad in The Daily Express of 27 January 1953 

 

 
 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

An unusual Hodder promo ploy 



The 1957 film seems 
to have been screened 
in Portugal as Perverse 
Seduction. For more alt 
tiltes, see FILM ART 
 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
Fontana, 1967: back cover 
excerpt 

http://winstongraham.yolasite.com/resources/Film%20art.pdf


 
 

Church Times, 20 March 1953 

 
Warleggan (1953) 

 

  
Observer, 22 November 1953 



Smuggler's Paradise 
 

Cornwall, in the last decade of the eighteenth century – a time of 
badly fought wars and bubbling ferment in Europe – was a wild and 
violent land for all its rugged beauty, given to uncompromising 
vendettas and fierce night skirmishes between local participants in 
"the Trade," or smuggling, and the law's canny representatives. In 
his fourth novel, laid in a corner of Cornwall and peopled with 
smugglers, miners, lawyers, doctors, gentlefolk, pretty ladies and a 
villain and rogue or two, Winston Graham continues the story of 
the Poldarks, Ross and Demelza, that he began in The Renegade 
and carried on in Demelza and Venture Once More.  

At its outset, The Last Gamble places calm, righteous and 
heroic Ross and patient, resourceful Demelza, a little insecure in her 
marriage, in unpleasant straits. A promissory note of Ross's has 
fallen into the hands of an enemy; the perverse mine he is co-owner 
of, with his cousin Francis, will not produce; and Francis dies in a 
tragic accident, burdening Ross with numerous additional financial 
obligations. To discover where the metal-bearing lode is, Ross, in a 
kind of quiet desperation, takes a journey on a smuggling ship to an 
island southwest of Cornwall to question the broken man who had 
found the lode. He learns nothing. 
 On landing near the Cornish cliffs he is beset, with the active 
smugglers, by the troops of Captain McNeil, of the Scots Greys. 
Wounded, he escapes and is succesfully hidden by his wife, but 
other tragedies pursue. His cousin's wife, who has expressed her 
love for Ross, has become engaged to his worst enemy. Ross, 
adopting a peculiarly blunt way of discouraging the marriage, finds 
himself estranged from Demelza. The mine, beginning to show 
some return, collapses, trapping and killing several miners. And 
Demelza, hurt by Ross's relationship with his cousin's wife, forces 
herself to philander with McNeil. 

Mr. Graham paints a bold picture of the times – and he has the 
knack of making the reader urgently root for the success and 
happiness of the characters he steeps in adversity.  

The Last Gamble is a highly rewarding adventure novel.  
 

Rex Lardner, New York Times, 6 February 1955 



The Little Walls (1955) 
 

 
 

Hodder & Stoughton Little Walls promo leaflet (front) 



 
 

 
Observer, 19 June 1955 

 
Winston Graham, who has alternated some superior suspense stories with his 
Cornwall tetralogy, is again at his best in this form of entertainment – a drama 
which is sybilline and svelte. The suicide of Grevil Turner in Holland is bitter – 
and unbelievable to his younger brother Philip and his attempt to learn the 
truth behind Grevil's death. The known identity but not the whereabouts of a 
dubious character – Buckingham – who had been digging with Grevil in Java, 
is the main lead which takes Philip from London to Holland and finally to Italy. 
There he finds Leonie who had known Grevil and Buckingham too. Leonie's 
involvement with the man he wrongly suspects to be Buckingham at first 
blinds him to the real identity of the man he seeks; the knowledge that 
Buckingham had duped Grevil, and smuggled opium through him, aggravates 
the desire for revenge – and there is an ugly fight, first at sea, then in a church; 



but finally he can reconcile the motivation behind his brother's death and 
straighten out his own future with Leonie. Along with the romance here, the 
conflict, in which Philip tussles with certain fixed moralities, gives this a 
certain substance and it is, at all times, a most attractive distraction. 
 

Kirkus, 25 August 1955 

 
* * *  
 

When my brother committed suicide I was in California so I 
wasn't at either the inquest or the funeral. It was nearly two 
weeks before I could get away, and then I flew back and made 
straight for Dorking, where the telegram had come from. But 
when I got there the house was closed and a neighbour said 
Grace was staying with my eldest brother Arnold in Wolver-
hampton. So I spent a night in London and drove up by car the 
following day. 

 

So, flatly, begins the story of Philip Turner, who has travelled home after his 
older brother's body is fished out of a canal in the Little Walls, Amsterdam's 
red-light district. 
 

Philip simply cannot believe his big brother killed himself. Grevil was a brilliant 
mind, a nuclear physicist who for ethical reasons gave up a stellar career 
working on the atomic bomb to become an archeologist. Suicide just doesn't 
make sense, even when he finds out Grevil had what seems to be a Dear John 
letter from a woman named Leonie in his pocket. 
 

'Everything points to your brother having killed himself as a 
result of this unfortunate love affair which had gone awry.' 
I came back from the window. 'Everything points to it, except 
Grevil's character.' 

 

Philip resolves to investigate the death for himself. There are two leads to 
follow up in Amsterdam: The mysterious Leonie, and Grevil's travelling 
companion, a man named Buckingham. Both have disappeared. 



Enlisting the help of Martin Coxon, a roguish adventurer who the police think 
may be able to trace Buckingham, Philip travels over to Holland to meet with 
the local police and interview the prostitute who witnessed the suicide. 
Tholen, the Amsterdam detective, is a bit of a star: 
 

Tholen, who looked like a working farmer, ate at a great rate 
and smoked between mouthfuls. After he had drawn in the 
smoke seemed to come out of everywhere, nose, mouth, ears, 
even, you imagined, his pockets. 

 

Philip leans heavily on Coxon in Amsterdam, especially when interviewing the 
prostitute-witness leads to an unpleasant encounter with a local gangster: 
 

I reflected that he was the type that perhaps only the English 
breed truly – the man who will fight a modern guerilla 
campaign on the principles of Hannibal or lead a last-ditch 
boarding party with a volume of Livy in his pocket. 

 

And in fact it is one of Coxon's underworld contacts who provides information 
on Leonie Winter, an English woman staying in Capri. The action moves south 
to Italy, where Philip trades on his skills as an artist to infiltrate the slightly 
bohemian group which includes Leonie. 
 

The plot thickens at this point, as Philip falls in love with Leonie almost 
immediately – shaking his belief that his brother didn't commit suicide. 
Philip can just about picture killing himself over Leonie, so maybe Grevil 
actually did (Philip's determination to prove Grevil didn't commit suicide turns 
out more about proving Philip couldn't). And meanwhile, is Buckingham one 
of Leonie's circle of friends and acquaintances? 
 

The Capri segment of The Little Walls becomes a Mary Stewart-style romantic 
suspense story, with a similar English-in-the-Med setting and the same 
brooding feeling that nobody can be trusted, least of all the person you fancy. 
There is a lot of soul-searching, even in the midst of the eventual violent 
conclusion.  Overall, a solid and fairly realistic thriller with what you might call 
a happy ending. It's complicated … 



 
 

Capri's Blue Grotto, where Philip catches up with Leonie 
 

Rich Westwood, Past Offences, 26 February 2015 

 
 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Anthony Boucher, New York Times, 
18 September 1955 

https://pastoffences.files.wordpress.com/2015/02/grotta_azzurra.jpg


 
 

(Best Sellers, University of Scranton, 15 Sept 1955 – written by 
another second rate talent, careless enough to muddle Philip, 
the book's "hero", with his barely-mentioned brother Arnold) 



The Sleeping Partner (1956) 
 

Mr. Graham is no less skilled [than Eric Ambler] in realistic 
narrative. But he goes more closely to the personal exploration of 
motive and character. His tale is also told in the first person 
[synopsis of plot]. What happens after that I found quite terrifying. 
I shared the desperate peril in which this husband plunged himself 
as a result of his delayed hysteria after the climax. He was so 
obviously walking towards his doom, a fate quite undeserved. For 
Mr. Graham's book is, after all, a study in gentleness, with strong 
moral values quietly emphasised by a sense of nobility that 
pervades the book.  
 

Richard Church, Country Life, 2 August 1956 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Anthony Boucher, New York Times, 
14 October 1956 



 
 

Hodder & Stoughton promo leaflet 



 

The Sleeping Partner, 
Fontana, 1967 (rear) 

 



 

 
 

(Best Sellers, University of Scranton, 1 November 1956) 



THE SLEEPING PARTNER by Winston Graham – Tense, rather 
Balchinesque suspense-thriller with strong erotic and death-wishful 
undertones. Up-and-coming electronics tycoon has an affair with 
his p.a. (married to doomed, saintly, radiation-victim); finds corpse 
of his own unfaithful wife in coal-heap; is saved by the saint. Nine 
out of ten for synthetic readability, only seven for conviction.  
 

Maurice Richardson, Observer, 1 July 1956 

 

 
Observer, 9 September 1956 

 
Greek Fire (1957) 
 

There is no formula for a great or even a good novel, but there is 
for a readable one. A clearly told tale of intrigue, turning round an 
intelligently pointed and credible issue (political, international or 
even literary), enacted by resourceful and smooth-talking 
charmers; contemporary cultural flavouring on the level of our old 
friend, the fruity don up-for-a-party; sex and violence of a refined 
nature in small but concentrated dosage; worldly knowledge that 
conspicuously includes food, drink and clothes and comprehends 
both familiarity with and mild contempt for the Ritz hotels in all 
capital cities. Commander Ian Fleming, inventor of this formula, 
can now step forward to receive applause and a very large cheque 
... And now, just behind Commander Fleming comes Mr Winston 
Graham. Less applause and a smaller cheque, but neither, I hope, 
is negligible, for Mr Graham is fully entitled to share this occasion 



with the maître. Less intelligent than Ian Fleming and altogether 
more naïve, Winston Graham is nevertheless a true artist in the 
Fleming genre. Greek Fire starts in the rather stale atmosphere of 
Communist backstairs plotting. But these backstairs lead to the flat 
of a well-known and apparently anti-Communist political leader, 
and inside the flat he is giving a dinner at which his mistress (whom 
he 'adopted' when she was fifteen) is acting as hostess, and which 
is just concluding with discussion of the Athenian city state and 
woodland strawberries especially flown from Corfu. Now read on. 
 

Spectator, 10 January 1958 

 

 
Observer, 2 February 1958 

 
A beautifully written thriller. Political intrigue, sudden death and an exciting 
manhunt. (Alan Fairclough, Daily Mirror, 10 January 1958) 
 
A superior thriller and a first-class novel of character. (News Chronicle) 



 
 

(Best Sellers, University of Scranton, 1 February 1958) 



 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 
The Tumbled House (1959) 

 

Winston Graham has written a powerful novel of intelligent, 
articulate, civilised human beings blindly intent upon destruction – of 
themselves along with their adversaries. That it is strongly plotted and 
vigorously told echoes the discipline of such superior suspense novels 
as his Greek Fire, Night Without Stars and The Last Gamble. 
 The great length (over 150,000 words) may seem intimidating 
to the author's well-earned whodunit public. This reader (who is 
among that company) can only state that his interest in the characters 
and the flow of narrative never slackened.  

 

Anthony Boucher, New York Times, 31 January 1960 

Anthony Boucher, New York Times, 
26 January 1958 

Previous page: (1) Pamela Hansford 
Johnson in the New Statesman, 11 
January 1958; (2) Preoccupations in 
Greece in the Times Literary Supple-
ment, 31 January 1958 



 
Observer, 11 October 1959 



 
 

 



 
 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

This Hodder & Stoughton catalogue bears 

the livery of WG's The Tumbled House 



Another of Hodder's initiatives to 
promote The Tumbled House was 
this sixteen-page booklet (pages one 
and two below) which reproduces 
the interview given by WG to 
William G. Smith, editor of Books 
and Bookmen, which appeared in 
that magazine's October 1959 issue. 
Interestingly, this version includes 
one extra paragraph – to read it, see 
B&B Oct 59. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

http://winstongraham.yolasite.com/resources/B%26B%20Oct%2059.pdf


 
Daily Mirror, 25 October 1960 

 
 

 
Observer, 3 January 1960 



 
 

Spectator, 6 November 1959 

 

 
 

[The above reviewer skimmed the book so cursorily he recorded 
Roger and Michael's surname – Shorn – as "Storm"] 



Marnie (1961) 
 

 
 

 
 
 
 

Top: Spectator, 19 May 1961 

Left: Guardian, 14 April 1961 



   
Observer, 16 April / 21 May 1961 

 

 



 
 

USA, 1961, source unknown 



 
 

Anthony Boucher, New York Times, 8 January 1961 



 
Guardian, 16 June 1962 

 

The Grove of Eagles (1963) 
 

In the Major Tradition 
 

It is worth remarking that today tradition in the arts is surfacing again. 
Experiments in form, and emphasis on self-expression, have dominated since 
the beginning of the century. The art of the novel has not escaped this 
fashionable influence, and those professional writers who practise it, 
principally to tell a good story, have been either ignored or sneered at. How 
would Alexander Dumas have fared during this phase? 
 

Winston Graham might answer that query with some chagrin, for not until his 
latest two books have critics in this country given him his due as a masterly 
and professional story-teller. Whatever his theme, or the period chosen for 
his tales, he presents them through a narrative that moves through a 
progressive rhythm, the pace varying with the tension of scene, conflict, and 
suspense, while on this flood the characters pass in procession, their gestures 
in keeping with their individuality, their actions convincingly expressive of 
their principles or emotions. 
 

Mr. Graham's new novel is set in the years just after the defeat of the Spanish 
Armada of 1588. England is alert for another attempt by Philip of Spain to 
conquer this Protestant people, relying on a fifth column of devotees of the 
Old Faith, and their preparations within the country against the coming of a 



still larger Spanish fleet. It came in 1597, but again the weather was on the 
side of Queen Elizabeth and her fabulous band of semi-pirates whose names 
are still household words; Drake, Ralegh, Howard, Essex and the rest. All these 
figures are evoked in Mr. Graham's tale. We meet also Francis Bacon, and 
even have a fleeting glance at Cervantes during one of the scenes at the 
Spanish Court. 
 
It is an opulent picture, with all the gold and glitter of the Renaissance world. 
But we are also shown the squalor, the cruelty, the superstition, and the 
dreadful uncertainties that combined to set the tone of melancholy and even 
of despair in the poetry of the period, especially that of Shakespeare, 
Marlowe and Spenser. Mr. Graham's book is also of that mood. Uncertainty 
of personal fate, wild hopes and violent reactions, mark the goings-on of 
these Elizabethan characters, in an age when as one of the Queen's courtiers 
says, "Brother is against brother, friend against friend. It is little for the son of 
a slain man to become the ardent supporter of the murderer, for husbands 
and wives to bear witness that will see the other to the block. There are only 
two motives which reign undisputed, advancement and survival." 
 
This man's rustic brother lives down in Cornwall, a drunken and dissolute 
squire in charge of a coastal defence castle on his estate. One of his 
illegitimate sons is the hero of the tale, and its narrator. This boy has good 
qualities and a resolute character. He is steadied by a romantic love for a 
young girl whose parents are farmers, turned out of their home by his father 
for being late with the rent. The girl is a realist, but she returns the boy's 
devotion, though in the meantime she has to accept marriage with an elderly 
clergyman. 
 
The seeming hopelessness of this love sends the youth out to wild adventures. 
He spends two periods of imprisonment in Spain, and is forced to pretend to 
work for the enemy toward the success of the second Armada. His father, as 
he finds out during captivity, is also involved through blackmail. But the story 
is highly woven, thread upon thread adding to the tapestry its element of 
gold, or sable tinge. The hero takes part in the expedition by which Essex 
sacked Cadiz. The account of this is detailed and masterly. 



But the book is more than picturesque. It is rich in moral force and sane 
historical judgment. The portraits are individualised, and I found it interesting 
to compare that of Ralegh with the picture drawn by Margaret Irwin in That 
Great Lucifer three years ago. The inner meaning and purpose of the book 
may be found in a passage toward the end. "It is when human beings are 
above human logic that they perhaps show their affinity with God". The whole 
movement of this long and elaborate story is conditioned by that belief. For 
pure story-telling, The Grove of Eagles may be classed with The Count of 
Monte Cristo; for romantic warmth, with Lorna Doone. In addition, it has, 
along with all of Mr. Graham's tales, a balance of shrewd assessment of 
human nature, its subterfuges, its pleas, and its gradual discovery of virtue in 
the most unexpected of characters. 
 

Richard Church, 1963 
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New York Times, 3 January 1964 



 



 
 

                          Best Sellers, University of Scranton, 1 February 1964 

 

* * * * * 
 

After the Act (1965) 
 

It is good to see at last that Winston Graham is receiving his due as 
a literary artist … The author has a faculty for incisive, sparse 
presentation of character in conflict with temptation, and he does 
it in recognisable dialogue and circumstances that make the reader 
think: "There, but for the grace of God, go I." It is a disturbing 
faculty, with a moral authority behind it. What a theatre critic in 
the books says to the playwright narrator may have a slight 
reference to Mr. Graham himself, as an explanation of this faculty 
in action throughout his novels. "Fundamentally, you're the serious 
type – over-serious maybe; you take things too much to heart. But 
because of some curious quirk in your nature, what you put down 
on paper has a wry, off-beat twist to it, so that people look on it as 
the most advanced satire." But it also means that Mr. Graham's 
novels are based in spiritual honesty.  
 

Richard Church, Country Life, 29 July 1965 



 
 

 
 

 
 

Guardian, 9 July 1965 



 
Winnipeg Free Press, 4 September 1965 

 
Winston Graham, author of a string of successful novels—the 
last one was The Grove of Eagles—needs little introduction. I 
was jogging along with his present one, After the Act, thinking 



how pleasant it was to surrender to the spell of a well-told tale, 
when the story took a sudden swerve in a totally unexpected 
direction. Immediately it became twice as interesting, even if 
rather less comfortable reading. 
 

Morris Scott, its hero, is a successful playwright aged thirty-
two, married to an intelligent woman older than himself who 
has helped him to make his fortune. He falls in love with a 
pretty, young Scots girl in Paris and seems almost to be coming 
to terms with a dual role. I will not divulge the twist, but at this 
point it transforms a suave exercise in entertainment into a 
much deeper thing, an analysis of the private conscience. 
When this is backed up, as it is, with viable characterisation 
and a shrewd touch for contemporary reportage, it makes for 
a satisfying read. 

 

Eve Burgess, Punch, 1 Sept 1965 

 
Winston Graham attempts his most ambitious novel in After 
the Act, an examination of a successful murderer which scraps 
all accepted clichés about remorse and retribution and tries to 
analyze, completely anew, what his reactions must be. Much 
though I admire the intent, I am forced to report that this is a 
moderately tedious book, despite exciting glints of insight. It 
takes forever to reach its starting point, and then continues to 
move, at the pace of a snail who has given up all hope of the 
Olympics, through a fuzzy thicket of imprecise words.  

 

Anthony Boucher, New York Times, 15 May 1966 

 
AFTER THE ACT (paperback edition, 1971): Slick but enjoyable story 
about a successful London playwright, married to an older woman, 
who falls for a young girl. Social setting well observed and comes 
up freshly; some successful thriller aspects and the three central 
characters are all rather endearing – which makes a change. 

 

Helen Dawson, Observer, 23 May 1971 



Night Journey (1966) 
 

In Night Journey by Winston Graham, British Intelligence 
conscripts a young Austrian scientist, an alien, and despatches 
him as an agent to Italy to secure information about a new kind 
of poison gas developed by an Italian scientist. When the 
Italian scientist is killed in an air raid and the formula for the 
gas is stolen by a Nazi official, the reluctant spy is enmeshed in 
a plot to assassinate the official. There is action and there is 
suspense; but there is one serious flaw – the young scientist 
turned agent never really faces up to the moral crisis of 
involvement in assassination; he by-passes it. 

 

Best Sellers (University of Scranton, 15 February 1968) 

 

 
 

Anthony Boucher, New York Times, 28 January 1968 



The Walking Stick (1967) 
 

Going up – the wages of sin 
 

Beautiful kleptomaniac women have figured rather prominently and profitably 
in the life of novelist Winston Graham – fictionally speaking, of course. His 
novel "Marnie," about a girl whose early life had turned her into a compulsive 
thief and an emotional block of ice, became a highly successful Hitchcock film 
with Tippi Hedren as Marnie. Now Lancashire-born Mr. Graham has done it 
again with THE WALKING STICK. Out on Monday, it's the story of a doctor's 
daughter called Deborah, who works for a big firm of art dealers and finds 
herself involved in a major art theft.  
 

Film rights have been sold to the American producer Elliott Kastner, who says 
he has paid over £80,000. "It's considerably more than I got for 'Marnie.' The 
wages of sin appear to be going up," says Mr. Graham, who lives in a Georgian 
house in Sussex with five acres and a heated swimming pool. 
 

Deborah, who uses a walking stick, imagines she is desperately unattractive to 
men. So when a plausible young crook called Leigh shows her great attention, 
she falls heavily and becomes his accomplice. 
 

Peter Grosvenor, Daily Express, 30 March 1967 

 

* * * 
 

The Walking Stick begins as a study of a girl who once had polio, and winds up 
as a tense psychological thriller. Deborah Dainton is twenty-six when the book 
opens, and her crippled leg convinces her that marriage is not for her; in fact, 
she is defensively aggressive to any possible suitors who come her way. But 
finally she does fall for a young man and becomes besotted by him, only to 
discover that she has merely been used by him as a pawn in a carefully planned 
robbery. This is an example of the popular novel at its very best. Winston 
Graham also hits hard and effectively at some of yesterday's avant-garde ideas 
– for instance, that of calling parents by their Christian names because it helps 
to abolish the gap between the generations. 'Nothing can ever abolish a gap 
of twenty to thirty years.' 
 

Spectator, 21 April 1967 



With [The Walking Stick] Mr. Graham continues his some-
times exasparating twin-careers. On the one hand is the 
skilled and polished author of ingenious psychological 
thrillers (of which Marnie was a famous example), on the 
other hand the Cornwall-loving creator of the Ross Poldark 
sagas* and a number of other historical romances, The 
Grove of Eagles being one of the most recent. The Walking 
Stick belongs to the first genre, a type of book which one 
sometimes feels Mr. Graham can almost write standing on 
his head. This, of course, is a gross oversimplification, for one 
of the delights of reading Mr. Graham is the meticulous care 
with which he creates character, suspense, background and 
so on. Nevertheless, for this particular reviewer, any of the 
thriller books always leave a faint sense of ennui – no matter 
how well done, how meticulously built up, they leave a 
certain sense of emptimess – whereas the Ross Poldark 
books and others in that sphere are a living testimony to their 
author's deep love for Cornwall and his understanding of the 
fading way of life of past centuries. 
     Having made this point it only remains to say that, like 
its predecessors, The Walking Stick is very much more than 
an ordinary crime story, being the study of the relationship 
of a cripple girl with the man she loves – who, unfortunately 
for her, happens to be involved in a criminal project the 
success of which depends on obtaining the girl's assistance. 
The end is predictable but, once begun, the book cannot be 
put down. 
 

Henry Trevor, Cornish Review, No. 5, 1967  
 

[* It is worth recalling that when this review was written the 
Poldark saga comprised four old novels that had not been 
televised and were seemingly forgotten by their author – a 
thing of the past in more ways than one – yet plainly it left its 
mark on Mr. Trevor all the same.] 



 
 

 



 



 
 

(Best Sellers, University of Scranton, 15 July 1967) 

 
A rough method for judging the quality of a novelist is to ask oneself if he is capable 
of putting the reader into close contact with what has the appearance of pure fact; 
actualities, both of character and event. The 'stream of consciousness' school has 
interfered with that criterion, but it survives all superior criticism, and today is 
regaining its ascendency. The Count of Monte Cristo returns to favour, if indeed it 
has ever been superseded by the wholly different works of Flaubert and Proust. 
Winston Graham is a novelist to benefit by this recurrence of an interest in pure 
story-telling, a function, and a duty, for some time out of fashion. He is a master of 
it, in the same class as R. C. Hutchinson and Graham Greene. He goes from one 
theme to another, book by book, and explores it with a relentless closeness of touch, 
realistic in every aspect of that exploration, creating facts without the interference 
of commentary, or longueurs of generalisation or philosophy.  
 

He is not ashamed to approximate, in his plots, to the thriller, and always there is a 
kind of nervous apprehension in his literary make-up which drives his to scenes of 
violence, of extravagant emotional enterprise, which the reader discovers, after 
reviving from his own sense of terror, to be fully justified by events and by the nature 
of the characters involved. The themes are always original because of the choice of 
the central figure or narrator. In … The Walking Stick … all is handled with superb 
skill, and this tale adds to Mr. Graham's reputation.  
 

Richard Church, Country Life, 1 June 1967 

 
A tense thriller and a tender character study. (Peter Grosvenor, Daily Express, 7 May 
1970) 



 
 

This review from The Guardian of 11 September 1969 is the source 
of one of WG's most widely-quoted accolades 



Angell, Pearl and Little God (1970) 
 

Exceptionally good novel by an accomplished writer, unfolding the 
inextricable involvement of a portly, sagacious London solicitor, an 
unassuming suburban shopgirl and a brutal little featherweight 
boxer. The plot and character portrayal are handled with assured 
technique and it all comes menacingly to life, far more so than in 
novels which have pretensions above mere 'entertainment' value. 
 

Observer, 1 February 1970 

 
Solicitor vs. Shopgirl vs. Boxer 
 
This is the kind of novel a reviewer wants to start writing about 
the very second he's finished reading the last word – in order to 
fix the immediacy of his response of apathy. As Winston 
Graham's 18th published book (the title "Marnie" will be familiar 
to Hitchcock buffs), "Angell, Pearl and Little God" is a ponderous 
amalgam of cut‐rate psychology, caricature, and professional 
slickness. You can't help respecting the desperate simplicity of 
the title, since it points directly to the three main characters, 
whose tangled and unsavory lives are the subject of nearly 500 
pages of plodding prose. In order, then: Wilfred Angell, 46, a 
respected London solicitor, bully, glutton, overweight collector of 
paintings and furniture, marries 20‐year‐old Pearl Friedel, long‐
legged shopgirl. ("I'm a perfumery adviser.") 
 
Angell's cheese‐paring frugality is stressed to a point that would 
make Dickens blush, but it occasionally works efficiently, as in his 
economy of marriage, in which Pearl is viewed as "another 
acquisition. Over her whole life with him she could hardly be as 
expensive as a Rouault. If moderately extravagant she might cost 
him as much as a Guarli. With luck she might not amount to more 
than a couple of Louis XV armchairs. In return he would get 
gratitude from her for raising her out of the common ruck, some 
companionship when he needed it, and possibly even a little 
affection." 



Though Pearl's tastes gradually become refined enough to 
enable her to recognize a George III snuffbox, her original cultural 
range extended only as far as a fondness for the clarinet, so that 
when Angell invites her to a performance of Mozart's Clarinet 
Quintet, she's flattered: "She had never heard the Mozart 
Quintet, and the thought of five clarinets playing together was 
dreamy." And thus a rather messy kettle starts simmering. 
 

For the third title character is Godfrey ("God for short") Brown 
Vosper, a feral, drivingly ambitious featherweight boxer, hungry 
for both Pearl and the British championship. Pearl he gets: "Little 
God, great God, conquesting, searching, probing, finding." 
 

The book also offers a boringly complicated land‐option legal 
connivance and a lot of inside stuff about the world of British 
boxing, but what it all boils down to is the confusion and anguish 
the members of this dreary trio get into as a result of what James 
Thurber and E. B. White once diagnosed (in "Is Sex Necessary?") 
as the inability to tell love from passion. And those two 
magnificent men were much closer to the truth when they 
discussed the problem of writing a letter to your lady: "If you 
think you can write the letter without cigarettes, it is not love, it 
is passion ... If you don't care what punctuation marks you put 
after 'darling,' the chances are you are in love – although you 
may just be uneducated, who knows?" 
 

To continue quoting from Thurber and White is tempting, but 
since there's still Winston Graham to deal with you might be 
pleased to know that his boxing scenes are hard and fast. Breslin 
he's not, but he'll do. And the business with Tokio Kio, Japanese 
featherweight champ, is so viciously right that you keep hoping 
Kio will get a slice of the action later, but he doesn't. And there's 
Lady Flora Vosper, who is sexy and funny and races sports cars 
like a demented Joan Greenwood – but Flora dies on page 312. 
 

Very little remains, then, to redeem the thick, marrowless style 
as in the following tidbits: "It was as if her mind recognised but 



could not identify events that were portending, events deriving 
from a situation and moving towards a crisis that none of them 
could avoid ... 'Godfrey, I don't think we can go on meeting like 
this' ... Coming home to him had become a return to the gilded 
cage ... 'We're no good for each other.'" What to do? A return to 
Thurber and White might be salutary. 
 

Checking back, I find that the narrative time covers only a little 
more than a year – but, trust me, by the time you've reached the 
last predictable pages, you feel very old. Very old. 
 

James R. Frakes, New York Times, 15 February 1970 
 

* * * 
 

After the laudatory reviews of The Walking Stick, Winston Graham's new work 
looks like a disappointment. The "suspense" novel would probably receive more 
acclaim as another two-hour Alfred Hitchcock number. Far too many pages are 
forced on a simple plot – and the narrative is almost totally lacking in imagination 
– that the fleeting episodes of character run-ins and struggles become tedious and 
trying. 
 The story takes place in London at the present time and the plot revolves 
around one main incident – the purchase by Land Increments Ltd. of a country 
house owned by Viscount Vosper and divorced Lady Vosper. In this setting the lives 
of the three main characters become hopelessly tangled in greedy pursuit to fulfil 
their passions. The characters are hardly realistic (notice the clever use of names), 
yet they fall short of being caricatures. Each is an evil, detestable, rather one-
dimensional representation of exactly the opposite of what the name implies. 
Wilfred Angell represents the exaggerated avaricious businessman whose life 
resides in his furniture, paintings and wines. Pearl Friedel embodies just about 
every conceivable quality of a selfish, irresponsible air-head. Little God (Godfrey 
Brown), animal-like almost to the point of being crude and vile, exercises his 
"undersized dominance" but comes out destroyed. 

Angell, legal adviser to Land Increments, aims to secure the country house 
by any possible means. The wealthy, middle-aged solicitor's marriage to young and 
beautiful Pearl remains a mystery to all outsiders but is nevertheless a good device 
for keping the action moving … … Although the novel is obviously one of murder 
and suspense, it might be read as a satire on marriage based on personal profit. 



Deliberately or not, the author does a fairly good job of subtly poking fun of the 
marriage of Angell and Pearl. It never becomes clear exactly why the union occurs 
in the first place. Angell – obese, weak and money-loving – decides in his forties 
that he should marry to improve his social position and dissolve the homosexual 
suspicions his friends have about him, so he chooses a young, flighty salesgirl who 
reminds him of a former sweetheart. Pearl marries him to be rich and " free from 
the unpleasanter obligations of love." While Angell regrets what he has done, Pearl 
openly sleeps with her handsome, virile boxer. Little God intervenes in the marriage 
until Angell can do nothing but shoot him. The story seems resolved until the end, 
where Pearl is on the verge of being picked up by a handsome Frenchman – and 
one can only breathe a sigh of relief that the author stopped there.  
 

Best Sellers, University of Scranton, 1 February 1970 

 

* * * 
 

Winston Graham is a novelist whose reputation grows steadily with 
every new book, because of his fidelity to the realistic technique on 
which he has founded his artistry … I wonder if he has a photo-
graphic memory … or does he carry a notebook? … Whatever (his) 
method, here is storytelling that is powerful and professional in its 
architecture: so much so, that the reviewer hesitates to offer a 
synopsis for fear of spoiling the pattern by over-emphasising one or 
other incidents, and prematurely exploding crises on which so much 
has turned, and has yet to turn again … 

(Though) many writers of thrillers are skilled enough (in 
fictional mechanics), Mr. Graham has added to that expertise, as 
his interest in, and knowledge of, human beings as individuals 
deepens. I notice that book by book he tends to become almost 
painfully responsible for one or more of his characters, seeking to 
do justice to the person whose career is in his hands. But nowadays 
his purpose is to pass that responsibility to the person involved, and 
to move into the background himself, so that no suspicion of 
mechanical manipulation by the author can be fastened on him. 
This puts him into a major category as a novelist ... What subtle 
analysis of character Mr. Graham works into [Angell, Pearl & Little 
God], with minor figures, and above all, the evolution of the self-
centred dilettante, mean and gluttonous, as he awakens to love for 



another person than himself, to be plunged into situations that 
might, in less masterly hands, be mere melodrama. Mr. Graham 
makes of them a catalytic agent, to precipitate the true character 
of Angell. I will not divulge what it is. I need only add praise for the 
clarity of prose style; its economy in descriptive writing, and its 
elasticity in the presentation of dialogue. 
 

Richard Church, Country Life, 5 February 1970 

 

* * * 
 

Whatever visions of things our avant-garde novelists shed upon 
existence, it is hardly that which Arnold recommended – "to see life 
steadily and to see it whole." How refreshing then to turn from their 
illumination of the kitchen sink by flashlight or their fumblings in 
the unlit cellar to the calm traditional noontide of the normal novel 
– for such, I suppose, is how we might describe Winston Graham's 
Angell, Pearl and Little God. 
 
Author of more than a dozen straight fictions (six of which have 
been filmed) Mr. Graham has been placed by Richard Church "in the 
same class as R. C. Hutchinson and Graham Greene." I should have 
thought this was a class with two distinct divisions. Nobody, 
anyway, in professional story-telling is going to feel other than 
congratulated at being equated with the author of Testament and 
Elephant and Castle. 
 
I do not know whether Mr. Graham manages to see life whole, but 
he certainly sees it steadily. Gifted with keen curiosity and a sharply 
observant eye, he knows how to fill in a scene or accumulate 
background without putting the reader into a doze. Each touch he 
adds to a character or scene increases the sense of authenticity or 
significance. Because he does no deep pile-driving into what may 
be called the Dostoevskian sub-stratum of our nature, the critic – to 
distinguish himself from that consenting creature 'the common 
reader' – writes Mr. Graham off as a 'popular novelist.' And the 
critic, of course, is righter than he knows: Mr. Graham is popular, 
like a lot of worthy men of merit before him. 



Angell, Pearl and Little God is a drama of high tempo made the 
more vivid by the clarity and energetic contrasts afforded by the 
characterisation. [Plot synopsis] [The book] has the ingredients of 
a Hitchcock film. 
 

Derek Stanford, submitted to The Scotsman on 26 January 1970 

 

 



 



 
The Japanese Girl (1971) 
 

 

 
Audience was an American literary magazine, published in Boston, which ran 
for 13 issues from January 1971 to January 1973 only. On 6 August 1971 their 
editorial staff received from WG's American agent a proof copy of The 
Japanese Girl, in hope that they might buy one of its stories for publication 
(excepting THE MEDICI EAR-RING, already sold elsewhere). Three readers 

From The Literary Guild Maga-

zine, January 1970 

 

* * * * * 



looked at the book. The first concluded: "Competent, quite British short 
stories of no outstanding excellence … Decline." The second noted: "I glanced 
at a couple of these – seem ordinary; Geoff – take a look." Geoff decreed: "NO 
– they seem ordinary and besides the galleys smell horrible." On 18 August 
the proof was returned to sender with no sale made.  
 

[From a single-page document in Box 12, Folder 13 of the Audience archive of 
the Manuscripts, Archives and Rare Books Division of New York Public Library] 

 
* * * 
 

Winston Graham, a popular and prolific writer with eighteen novels 
to his credit, is now represented on local bookstands, and on the 
best-seller list, by a book of short stories which takes its title from 
the first, and much the longest, story in the collection – The 
Japanese Girl. The publishers say that two of the stories have not 
previously appeared in magazine or book form before but do not 
identify them nor do they say where the others have appeared. The 
copyright information shows that they span the years 1947 to 1971. 
 
There are fourteen stories in the collection and they are very much 
worth reading, full of interest and very varied in character. They 
deal with crime (even taking the reader into prison), with Graham's 
own Cornwall, with history (11th century and first century), with 
contemporary customs, the supernatural and even boxing. All are 
first-class examples of the storyteller's art. Many, almost all, in fact, 
have a neat surprise at the end, but the surprise is by no means the 
main point of the story, it merely provides an additional and very 
pleasing frosting to an already delightful cake. 
 
Winston Graham is able to convey atmosphere extremely well, 
whether it is the sentimental dreaming of a spinster of long ago or 
the careful planning of a crime. These stories are not the sort which 
you will read and immediately forget. They stay with the reader 
whatever is the theme. The collection deserves its recent popularity. 
 

C.L., Kingston Gleaner, 14 January 1973 



The Spanish Armadas (1972) 

 



    



    



 
 

 
 

From The London Illustrated News, 1 November 1972 



 
 

Church Times, 24 November 1972 
 

     



Spain Torpedoed 
 
Mr Graham has been known up to now as a novelist rather than 
an historian. But his gift for narrative and firm knowledge of his 
subject combine to make The Spanish Armadas an excellent 
piece of popular historiography. The book's catchpenny title is 
misleading, since its real subject is the Elizabethan war with 
Spain. The war is never described as a whole and the operations 
in the Caribbean are omitted, together with their vital economic 
consequences; nor are European operations confined to arm-
adas, since (inevitably) Grenville's fight with a flota is included, 
as are the Lisbon and Cadiz raids. 
 
Five true armadas are distinguished, the Enterprise of England 
taking up half of the book. In his account of the events of 1588 
Mr Graham makes an illuminating comparison between the 
evolution of the race-built galleon and that of the twentieth 
century Spitfire. He makes good use of Evelyn Hardy's recent 
book on the events in Ireland to give an exciting account of 
Cuellar's escape, but he accepts too easily the crescent form-
ation of the Spanish fleet without explaining how the eagle's 
wings pattern made it so formidable. Also, he does not say 
anything about the recent discoveries of marine archaeologists 
among the wrecks … Mr Graham avoids technicalities in the 
interests of a fluent narrative and this gives a well balanced if 
rather over-simplified record of events. 
 

Times Literary Supplement, 29 September 1972 

 
Graham is mostly known as a popular novelist. It shows. This … 
history of England's conflicts with Spain and of Spain's many 
attempts to bring the isle into its … orbit is very well told and 
accompanied by some beautiful illustrations. 
 

Erik Graf, 13 March 2010 



The Black Moon (1973) 
 

 
 

(Best Sellers, University of Scranton, 1 August 1974) 



Winter's Crimes 6 (1974)  
 

 
 

It is Christmas-wrapped goodies time in the crime world. The short-story 
collections are upon us. Stories are somewhat like the little parcels hanging 
on the tree: unwrapped, most of them prove to be swallow-at-a-bite 
frivolities, a handful turn out to be real presents, one or two to be cherished 
for ever. 
 

This last rare sort is found in Winter's Crimes 6, a collection of 12 stories 
specially written for the occasion, which benefit from the considerable length 
allowed the contributors. With room to manoeuvre, writers of the calibre of 
Winston Graham, P. M. Hubbard, Miles Tripp and P. B. Yuill can give us real 
specimens of their craft, true and satisfying. And in the same length 
Christianna Brand has produced one of those stories to remember, "No More 
A-Maying", a statement of the human condition at once universal and 
intensely local in its dark Welsh setting. Add stories that allow their authors a 
lighter-than-usual approach, such as those by Elizabeth Ferrars, John 
Wainwright and Colin Watson and a wholly delightful tour-de-force of sharp 
observation in a clubland setting by Ivor Drummond and you have a book of 
real value. 
 

H. R. F. Keating, Times, 19 December 1974 



Woman in the Mirror (1975) 
 
 

 
 

Good – but only in part  
 

Another book by the prolific Winston Graham is now on sale locally. Its 
title is Woman in the Mirror and it is set in a remote part of Britain with 
the participants living almost entirely to themselves and having no part 
in the life of the countryside. The household is one of considerable 
wealth and the importance of money plays a great part in the story. 
 

Norah, the heroine, is invited to stay there and finds herself, through a 
chance resemblance to someone else, involved in a mystery, and 
possible rehabilitation of a man. Tappings at night and a rocking horse 
which rocks with no one in the room lend a creepy atmosphere to the 



tale. Fairly ingenious in the plotting, the end suggests that evil does not 
always get its come-uppance. The love interest is lightly touched on, just 
sufficient to add point to the development of the plot. 
 

Good light reading.  
 

(Kingston Gleaner, 16 November 1975) 

 
The Angry Tide (1977) 
 

 



The latest in the continuing saga of the Poldark family, The 
Angry Tide, is good, solid, historical fiction. Here Ross Poldark, 
now 38, is an established and prosperous citizen of Cornwall. 
He is a husband and father of two, a mine owner and newly 
elected memebr of Parliament. He is a brooding, restless man. 
With the perspective of middle age (middle for the late 1790s, 
at least), Ross sees his life as a series of repetitive patterns. Old 
problems reappear to threaten his new-found stability. 
Jealousy, revenge and unpredictable misfortunes plague him. 
His prosperity is threatened by a mine disaster and a vengeful 
cousin who engineers a bank failure, further to deplete Ross's 
fortune. Relations with his wife, Demelza, are strained when 
Ross cannot forget her one indiscretion. His mistrust leads him 
to an early morning duel with her suspected lover. 
 

Underlying Ross's more obvious problems is a conflict he can't 
resolve alone, that of class distinctions. As a prosperous mine 
owner and member of Parliament, he belongs to Cornwall's 
privileged class, but his sympathies lie with the common 
people, particularly those peasants struggling for liberty and 
equality in the French Revolution. He bristles that life is "an 
imposition of unreal standards upon flawed and defective 
human beings by other human beings no less flawed and 
defective." Add to Ross's problems the misadventures and 
murder of a philandering minister and the unrequited love of 
Demelza's loyal brother Drake and you have a story that will 
hold your interest from beginning to end. 
 

A satisfying book to read, The Angry Tide has cohesiveness and 
strength. There are no annoying loose ends, no banal convers-
ations, no situations or characters that are totally unbelievable. 
Graham is a master of his craft. 

 

(Best Sellers, University of Scranton, July 1978) 

 
* * * * * 



Stranger from the Sea (1981) 
 

I recently met some old friends again after a long absence. Well, after seven 
books and two TV serials, the Poldark family seem like old friends, and this very 
welcome eighth "novel of Cornwall" is as full of news, gossip, drama and sur-
prises as any letter from absent friends. 
 The previous book, The Angry Tide, closed with the dawn of a new century. 
The Stranger from the Sea catches up with the family in the autumn of 1810. 
Ross Poldark M.P. is in Portugal, observing the conflict between Wellington's 
men and the forces of Napoleon, and about to meet a relative. At home, the king 
is sinking into madness, the Tories fear that the Prince of Wales might become 
Regent and Sir George Warleggan is considering taking another wife. At Nam-
para, Demelza is baking cakes in anticipation of her husband's return, while 
Jeremy and Clowance, now aged nineteen and sixteen respectively, are about to 
receive a surprise in Nampara Cove! More than that I will not reveal. The same 
postal delivery that brought me a copy of this book also brought me a letter from 
its author, Winston Graham, asking me to be careful not to reveal any secrets or 
surprises of the plot (and there are plenty). After all, as he pointed out, that is 
why people buy books. I think I could add, however, that Mr. Graham's powers 
of story-telling are as fresh as ever and that, as well as being largely concerned 
with the lives of the new generation of Poldarks, the story also concerns the first 
hissing, steam-powered creaks of the Industrial Revolution and a new optimism 
in Cornish industry in particular. 
 Any book of this nature has to be very soundly researched, and it soon 
becomes apparent that Mr. Graham's decision to continue the story into the 
nineteenth century was as much due to his fascination with the period histor-
ically as with his love for the characters. The details of social and political life in 
Cornwall and London – the buildings, clothes, food, transport, literature, manners 
and personalities – are, as usual, sensitively and accurately portrayed, giving the 
reader a greater "feel" for the times than could be found in a dozen dry social 
histories. The life of the fictional Poldarks is so closely interwoven with "real" 
Cornish families – the Falmouths, the Trevanions and Bassets, etc – that it 
becomes almost impossible to "see the join". Altogether, a totally enthralling 
addition to a series that by now must rate a bookshelf to itself in every Cornish 
household. 
 

Ray Tennyson, Cornish Life, November 1981  



Poldark's Cornwall (1983) 
 

Never having read the Poldark novels nor 
seen any of the television series might 
seem to be a disadvantage in reviewing this 
book. On the contrary, the subject, both in 
prose and illustration, comes all the more 
freshly alive through one's having no 
preconceived ideas. Winston Graham's 
leisured prose, a personal excursion, is 
rather akin to basking in the sun on one of 
his beloved beaches while Simon McBride's 
handsome photographs vividly evoke the 
whole nostalgic atmosphere of Cornwall. 
Knowing only too well 'the gimcrack bunga-
lows and chalets, the unsightly and badly 

sited caravan parks, the exploitation of many of the lovely beaches and coves', 
it might be thought that this book was a romantic vision of a lost world. Not 
so, for in spite of all the vulgarisation, much of that world survives and is 
conjured up equally by word and picture – which brings one to a salient 
feature of this attractive book: the fact that author and photographer have 
worked closely together, instead of the illustrations being garnered from half 
a hundred sources lacking an intimate connection with the text.  
 
As for the core of the book, the text itself, although its backcloth is necessarily 
Cornwall, it is of course also about the writing of the Poldark novels and the 
making of the television series. And in this, Winston, at least for another 
author, is at his most interesting and perceptive, describing the provenance 
of his incidents, the moulding of his character – and he causes a wry smile in 
touching on the occasional vicissitudes the writer, the primary producer, has 
to put up with.  
 

Alan C. Jenkins, Exmoor Review, 1984 

 
* * * * * 



The Green Flash (1986) 
 

As of February 2019, WG's son Andrew Graham has only written one review 
on Amazon. This [typo-corrected] is it: 
 

 

 
 

Highly readable and a good story. This is one of his very best.! 

27 May 2016! 
 

Format: Kindle Edition. Verified Purchase 
 

I should declare an interest – I am the son of the author. However, I [am] also 
an academic and so I am trained to be objective. I have read all of my father's 
book[s]. Every single one is well written, highly readable and a good story. 
This is one of his very best. The characters are unusual and grip you from very 
early on and the plot development is convincing and subtle. Although the 
book was written 30 years ago and so the setting is hardly contemporary, the 
language and the people do not feel too much as if they are from a different 
generation (unlike, for example, The Tumbled House, which now feels very 
dated). 
 

If you want a good story and a semi-psychological thriller, this would be an 
excellent buy. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

   
 
 
 
 
 
Toledo Blade, 
11 October 1987 



MAKING UP AND OUT 
 

by Sidney Offit, New York Times, 25 October 1987 
 
DAVID ABDEN, the protagonist of Winston Graham's absorbing novel, describes 
breaking the law with the enthusiasm of a connoisseur. ''Going straight is a strain 
– not just on the finances, but on something inside yourself that isn't satisfied. 
Sometimes the need to break out is like lust: without it the world is mono-
chrome; you don't get your lungs open deeply enough.'' The descendant of a 
Scottish aristocrat's marriage to a Jew, Abden has had his share of troubles to 
motivate such an amoral relationship to society. His father, rejected by his 
relatives for the errant marriage, turns to drink and bouts of domestic violence. 
At the age of eleven, abused and cornered, David kills him. Although his mother 
fabricates a story to protect her son from prosecution, she withdraws emotional 
support and leaves him scarred and alone. 
 
As he matures, Abden's choices of friends and lovers, like his business 
associations, are opportunistic. He attaches himself to Shona, a handsome and 
sophisticated Russian emigre two decades his senior. Working as her protege, 
Abden applies his good nose for perfume and sound business sense to help build 
a cosmetic empire. When he inherits a title in Scotland and desires an heir, the 
willing pragmatist responds to Shona's self-sacrificing suggestion that he marry 
Erica, a wealthy playgirl who is more likely to bear a child. 
 
With his scoundrel baronet as protagonist and sleuth, the author develops an 
intricately plotted tale of cosmetic industry entrepreneurs competing for world 
markets and the protection of their products from counterfeiters. Along the way 
there are glimpses of the British underworld and Mafia agents. An author of 
more than thirty novels, Mr. Graham is a master of the suspense narrative. An 
earlier novel, ''Marnie,'' was adapted for a movie by Alfred Hitchcock and his 
Poldark stories inspired a public television series. 
 
''A Green Flash,'' however, achieves greater literary satisfactions than most 
popular fiction entertainments. Because the story is told by David Abden, the 
observations of character, geography and values contribute to a portrait that 
increases in depth and complexity as the events unfold. We meet Abden as 



narrator at age twenty-four. Recently released from prison where he served a 
term for ''deliberate and callous fraud upon an old friend,'' he contemplates the 
choices offered by his society from the center ring of a London cocktail party. 
''Was this the life I really wanted to lead: all this inhaling of other people's breath 
– bangles, jangles, cigarette smoke, high voices, high heels, fractured conver-
sations …'' 
 

Mr. Graham endows Abden with an eye for specific details and nuances of 
feeling – as when he describes a holiday with Shona in Barbados, where, though 
he tries to resist it, the atmosphere becomes infused with their growing 
companionability. ''We swam and walked along the sand and lay in the half-
shade of the casuarina and the mahogany trees; and swam again, and dozed and 
drank daiquiris and lunched in the big open dining room and took an extra sleep 
in the afternoon, and went out for another swim to the rafts and took tea on the 
terrace and watched the sun sink into the sea.'' 
 

Later, when he visits the 16th-century house and estate in Scotland where he is 
the new laird, he denies his attachment to it. But the terms in which he 
delineates the landscape reveal an awakening bond. ''There was no real height 
behind the house – but once you climbed it you seemed on top of the world. It 
was primeval land; most of the moor probably hadn't been turned over since the 
wild Duncan courted his dotty wife.'' 
 

BEYOND Mr. Graham's talent for characterization, narrative and description, his 
depiction of complex characters suggests the more universal paradoxes of 
human nature. The lack of self-pity with which Abden considers the traumas of 
his life mellow the reader's perception of him. The court rules his contribution 
to his wife's death a ''misadventure,'' but Abden is less sure. ''I don't know,'' he 
confesses to Shona, the only person with whom he shares intimacies. ''There 
was a moment of sheer bloody rage when I wouldn't give in.'' Shona's psychiatric 
speculations on the guilt which motivates Abden's self-destructive impulses are 
no more conclusive as explanations for the violence of his character than the 
legacy of similar behavior from his genetic strain. Mr. Graham subtly demon-
strates that mysteries of character, unlike riddles of plot, are never entirely 
resolved. It is a theme that reaches beyond the conventional range of the 
suspense genre and enriches a novel that achieves style, wit and remarkable 
craft. 



 
 

Top: John Patterson, The Pittsburgh 
Press, 24 October 1987 
 

Left: Glasgow Herald, 15 November 
1986 

 

* * * * * 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



The Twisted Sword (1990) 
 

 



Stephanie (1992) 
 
Graham's page-turner combines characters with rich dimensions and spiraling plot 
twists, and the penultimate scene in Cardiff's Llandaff Cathedral is mortifyingly 
trenchant. (Publishers Weekly, 29 March 1993) 

 

   
 

Tremor (1995) 
 

Though the publisher touts this latest from Graham, author of the Poldark series, 
as a disaster thriller "in the tradition of Grand Hotel, The Poseidon Adventure and 
The Towering Inferno", it offers more subtle pleasures than those potboilers. In 
recreating the real-life destruction, in February 1960, of the Moroccan seaside 
resort of Agadir by an earthquake that took 12,000 lives, Graham has produced a 
compelling drama of sacrifice, loss and redemption. Agadir's majestic Hotel Saada 
is ground zero for this story and its collection of intriguingly oddball characters. 
These include a trio of boisterous French prostitutes celebrating a windfall; a young 
English writer fleeing his embittered wife; a pompous French banker fumbling to 
hide an indelicate secret; a beautiful French actress disillusioned by her career; an 
American lawyer recovering from his greatest personal trial, and an English bank 
robber hiding from the police and his own gang. The mingling of their lives and 
secrets begins casually enough as relationships develop, some with fresh promise, 
others with brittle coolness. Then the earthquake strikes. Out of the rubble emerge 



several new lives full of change, hope and love. Emotionally resonant narration, 
snappy dialogue and clever plotting make this a captivating tale not only of natural 
havoc and human tragedy, but of the uncertainty and misdirection of life. 
(Publishers Weekly, 26 January 1996) 

 

Bella Poldark (2002) 
 

 
 

 

Sunday Express, 2 June 2002 



Memoirs of a Private Man (2003) 
 

 

 
 

Daily Express, 1 November 2003 

 
 * * *  

 



King of Poldark Country 
 

Winston Graham once told a reporter that he was the most successful unknown novelist in 

England. The remark was taken as typically English modesty and self-deprecation, but this 

unconfessional autobiography, published three months after his death at the age of 93 [95], 

makes it look more like a boast: he was proud of being a best-selling novelist who had never 

needed to "parade his personal private doings before the public". As he explains in the book, 

he called it "Memoirs of a Private Man, for this is what I have always wanted to be." 

 

Winston Graham's numerous suspense novels were popular and profitable. Many were made 

into films, including The Green Flash, [no] The Little Walls [no] and Marnie, which featured 

a blackmailing anti-hero, played by Sean Connery, and a kleptomaniac heroine. Graham's 

involvement with the film world was an exciting, enjoyable part of his career, and he tells 

many anecdotes about glittering events and famous friends. 

 

But he is most likely to be remembered for the Poldark novels, all immensely popular ever 

since being televised in the 1970s, when the series was so unmissable that churches (in 

Cornwall, at least) altered the times of their services to avoid clashing. 

 

Since then "Poldark country", so called, has become firmly established on Cornwall's tourist 

trail. It is a place of its author's imagination – even the name Poldark is invented – but Winston 

Graham had acquired an intimate knowledge of Cornish history, claimed an affinity with the 

Celts and believed he had a special appreciation of their environment. 

 

In Cornwall he saw a wildness and threat which his books reflect without over-romanticising. 

Unlike the many novelists who attribute spurious mystery and magic to the county, Graham 

vividly evoked its poverty and its grim industrial past. He earned the right to condemn 

outsiders who, he said, "spend a few months in Cornwall and then write an epic set in the 

county". 

 

The Grahams moved to Cornwall from Manchester when Winston was in his teens. He stayed 

on, first as a companion to his widowed mother and later as a devoted husband to a disabled 

wife. The latter's indomitable courage was equalled only by his determination to enjoy life. 

They travelled all over the world together, making more than 100 trips in 25 years. Later they 

moved to Sussex but constantly returned to Cornwall, where Winston Graham would be a guest 

in houses still lived in by descendants of the families which he had described in his books. 

 

Graham says that "a good novelist is never altogether a free man and never quite a whole one". 

His fiction gives the impression of an author who inhabited a darker, more sinister world of 

the imagination than appears in this cheerful, optimistic self-portrait.  

 

Jessica Mann, Sunday Telegraph, 12 October 2003 

 

* * * * * 



 
 

Courtesy of this ad from The Observer of 7 June 1987, we see that WG not only 
gratefully received puffs, but occasionally gave them too. On the following pages 
are five more: Cruel in the Shadow was published, like Wings of the Wind (above) 
by Collins (WG's own publisher) in 1979, so why he might choose to recommend it 
is not hard to guess. However, his praise for the award-winning semi-autobio-
graphical children's classic A Day No Pigs Would Die, set in rural Vermont and first 
published by Knopf in 1972, is more of a surprise.  



 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 
(This edition from Random 
House, 1979) 
 

 
 

 

 
 

 

 

 



Back cover blurb: 
 

"Blood Earth and Medicine is a 
collection of poems charting 
the progress of a casual 
agricultural labourer voyaging 
through the seasons, seeing 
with strange eyes the ocean of 
hedgerows and woods, farms 
and farmyards, flocks and 
orchards, the work of hands 
and generations of hands. A 
way of life little known about, 
for by its very nature it is 
nomadic and impermanent. 
 
The sequence begins and ends 
with a hurdle-maker working in 
a hazel coppice, one of the most 
ancient of agricultural tech- 
nologies, little changed since 
neolithic times." 

 
 
 

 

Born in Plymouth in 1954, James Crowden was distantly related 
to WG, who was a cousin of the poet's grandmother. When 
Crowden's first volume of verse, Blood Earth and Medicine, was 
published by Parrett Press, Martock in 1991, WG was pleased 
to recommend it:   

 

 



 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 

There is something strange about WG's puff for this long historical epic set in 
eighteenth-century Scotland, since it was first published by AuthorHouse in 
August 2007, four years after his death. He is one of three "cherished friends" 
the author (a Canadian living in Surrey) thanks in a note "for their faith and 
encouragement", so must have read some or all of the book in draft, with the 
comment above presumably lifted from a letter. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

 

 

 

* * * * * 

Harcourt Brace, 1965 


