operator.” So it turns out that the
grotesque new signpost points to familiar
country after all : that is, to the hunting
field and the kennels. The author is
at home in that country and describes
it with fidelity, allowing always for those
burlesque touches which are part and
parcel of his style. He revels, for ex-
ample, in the sort of whimsical nomen-
clature that produces names like Sir
John Dulcimer, Sir Alfred Parachute (of
Parachute Abbey), or (for a fanatical anti-
blood-sports crusader) Cyril Joybell.
His pubs, too, have a way of linking
improbable partners such as the Parrot
and Punchbowl, or the Plough and Sail.

‘ Death of a Vulpicide’ is the por-
trayal of a dedicated sportsman and the
account of his achievements as Master
of a succession of packs in Ireland, in
the Shires, in Southern England. It
is a theme which gives the author
opportunity to stress the virtues of the
chase as well as the difficulties that beset
it in post-war England, where military
installations, attested herds and the like
impediments deny to the foxhunter
so much once open country. John
Mandible, the M.F.H., is drawn with
understanding, so that for all his rough
and unsociable exterior the reader’s
sympathy is won and we are moved
by his tragic end. Indeed this writer
has a penchant for telling sad stories
of the deaths of sportsmen (as witness
his © Last Chukker ’ and the short story
“Seven Minutes Late’). It is only
with the arrival of the League against
Brutalising Sports, and its extraordinary
antics, that the author’s zest for the
extravagantly absurd threatens to bolt
with him and the story almost topples
over into farce.

H. E. Bates. When the Green Woods
Laugh. 157 pp. (Michael Joseph.)
12s. 6d.

There is hunting, too, in this third
and last instalment of Mr Bates’s

chronicle of the Larkin family. But
Kentish coverts are no happy hunting-
ground for Mr Jerebohm, the stock-
broker with a hankering after a country
gentleman’s life and a high disdain for
rustic wits. His day following hounds
merely contributes to his general dis-
illusionment. Lost, wet through, and
unreliably mounted, he concludes that
the fox, like so much else in the country-
side, is a myth. * There was no such
animal. It was extinct, like the dodo.’
He and his feather-brained wife shiver
in their newly bought mansion while
the Larkins (so aptly named) pursue
their boisterous, bountiful way through
another volume. The eating, drinking,
caressing and uproarious laughter go on
with little interruption. Pdp Larkins
at ease in a garden deck-chair, shoot,
down pheasants planing over from the
Jerebohm estate while their owner never
sets eyes on one. There are )unkenngs
round the Larkins’ new swimming-pool,
bought out of the ample proceeds of
the Jerebohm mansion which Pop has
talked up to an extravagant price.
Moreover, that fluent tongue proves
quite able to talk its possessor out of
trouble in the police court after Pop’s
playful endearments have been taken
sadly amiss by Mrs Jerebohm.

Now that we are to take leave finally
of the Larkins, what impression will
remain ? It has been said that their
saga is a fable with a moral for a
State - cosseted and machine - ridden
generation. And a fable must of course
drive home its lesson, must hammer in
one essential trait without digressing
into subtleties. If the Larkin table
seems always being spread with another
lavish meal, the drinks perpetually
circulating, the laughter too incessant,
it may be because these uninhibited
characters are after all creatures of fable.
Pop Larkin’s ¢ perfick * world may lack
some of the essentials, but to visit it
is to be refreshed and even perhaps
made a little envious.



