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The pre-publication publicity for the Meanhing of Night was brilliant,
ahd 1 awaited the arrival Of my review Copy with keen antiCipation,
[ooking forward to g real treat. FOr a rahge Of reasons 1 wanhted to
enjoy the book and be Carried away by its lohg ahd complex harrative.

It is with enormous sadness, then, that 1 have to report my great
disappointment inh a book that ] was sure J would |ove.

The story startS with a cold-blooded Killing, and although I am sure it
was hot the author’s attention to turn the reader against his prinCipal
Character from the first page, that was the effect it had on me. ] felt
myself disliking Edward Glyver more and more as the story unfolded
and caring less and less about what happened to him and why; I also
felt inCreasingly irritated by the rather toO obvious way in which the
author mahipulated me, using a ranhge Of literary triCcks tO make me
Keep turhing the pages which, although they sucCeeded to start with,
would have made me abanhdon the book [ohg before had 1 not been
reading it for @ purpose.

In addition, although there were comparisons, at least with regard to
the atmosphere Of the book, to Dickens 1 do not feel that his
reputation is in any danger of being rivalled; for even if Dickens wrote
with contrivance, he did so with a subtlety and lightnhess of touch that
Michael Cox does hot possess.

The Meaning of Night is a big book, and for itS author it must be a
great achievement; but 1 am afraid that it |eft me both un-satisfied
ahd uh-moved.

TRabbi Dr Charles H Middleburgh



