of Fabre. and like htm
physically frail but in fact pos e
of indomitable vitality,

other splendid specimens
same genre: with Marianne North,

| whose life was dedicated in tropical :-ri

solitudes to painting those beauti-
ful and exact portraits of flowers
which make the North Museum at

Kew like a casket of jewels: with
Mary Kingsley, who explored alone
into the jungles of West Africa a §

century ago and left a fine legacy

of written work and a colkct:on of :

itncomparable letters.

Living for Science

One can think of others, women
of such seif-sufficient and unusual
temperament that theyv have turned
their back on ordinary life and have
lived for science, discovery and ad-
venture. They are a mysterious and
fascinating breed.

Physical robustness seems 1o
have little to do with the urge to
embrace life at its most primitive
and arduous. Marianne North and
Mary Kingsley both destroyed their
health through their achievements,
and Evelyn Cheesman has tackled
the apparently impossible in spite
' of a slight physique and a lameness
which has hampered her from child-
hood. None of these things seem
to matter if one has what she almost
reverently calls * the Urge.” |

* It used to be bewildering to be
toli wnen | came back, ‘' How |
envy vou! You are very lucky! |
have always longed to do what you
have done!’ when | knew that the
person concerned had far better op-
portunities than J ever had.

“What were they wattmg for?
Experience? | bought it. Health?
| risked it  Adequate financial aid?
! grabbed what l could and went
without the remainder. But the
wise and the cautious who have to
make sure of all these things before
they can start will never get there”

Miss Cheesman has written many

Round the World by Train? S

She has much in eom;l;on "ith |
the
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R lxzht meal “at: mnéowa is the;
;‘ i :émc, .she teélis us, for a

“expedition; for the rest of

(One is reminded  of

Obsesswe Trance
On one occasion she hved for

- several months on sweet potatoes,
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M;ss Cheesman i ;ungie dress

in * Slx-Legged Snakes in New
Guinea”: a more recent book.
“ Thmgs Worth While,” is perhaps
the most successful and 1S certamly
better known.,

This new work, “Timc We!l
Spent ” (which one hesitates to
thmk will be her last) is a collec-
tion of odds and ends of reminis-
cence. and observation, the answer,
in a way, to some of the questions
that have been put to her about her
life. It is an uneven book, for she
is a naturalist first and a writer
some way after-—how could it be
otherwise? a Fabre is not born
every day—but she has an easy,
self-revealing  manner full
character and spirit, and this is the
first of her books which tells us
something of the intimate and per-
sonal aspects of her work.

How did she live, when she was
for years together in the high
mountains of New Guinea, alone
except for hired Papuan natives?
What did she eat, what sort of

B the only available food; five small
-ones a day were all she required:

health was maintained on this and

of

she craved for nothing. Separation
from the civilised world was never
a hardship: absorption in the
obsessive work of collecting insects
was. a trance from which. the
arrival of letters or newspapers
only momentarily awakened her.
“Then the forest’s influence
fiowed over me again; and a new
insect, the completion of a series,
- or the fruiting frond of a fern were
of far more importance than events
which happened to be shaking the
world. . . . After a few months of
the ali-absorbing bush life it is diffi-
cult to recail a state of mind wh:cn
impels one to buy evening papers.”

Life lived at this pitch of con-
centration is rich in rewards, and
to look back on years so frmt:fully
employed must be one of the
wweetest.  To have made a solid

;;-;.-;--_:the day a mouthful of fruit is
- ‘sufficient.
- COL P Tonides; hunting his snakes
'in Tanganyika on a diet of c:gar-
- ettes ‘and b!ack coffee.)

contribution to scientific know- |

iedge, to have

stretched rare |

faculties to their limit and in old |

age to communicate the expencnce

what more could one ask in the

way of satisfaction?

clothes did she wear? What sort|
of shelter did she have, how did |
she make her camps, how did she

By LLEWELLYN CHANTER

North-west to Fortune. By Vilhjaimur Stefansson. (Allen & Unwin. | @

30s.)

Y train from London to New
York could be an exciting
prospect. Indeed, it was for many
vears and, even to-dav, one still
hears whispers, however faint, of
the means whereby such an over-
land journey could be realised.

Of all the chapters in Viiljaimur
Stef.ansson s * North-west to For-
tune,” a grand history of man’s
attempts to find a practical route
from Europe to the Far East. I find
that which concerns the dawning of
the railway-telegraph era. and the
possibilities it opened up for the
construction of the Great Circle
Raiiway, one of the most alluring.

The author. now over 80. has
given the world the benefit of his

prodigious polar scholarship and
experience in many booKs and

articles. One gathers that yet an-
| other is on the way — his auto-

L biography.

Five Centuries’ Search

In the present book he has told
the whole engrossing story of hve
centuries of search for a practical
water route between the Atlantic
and Pacific Oceans right down to
the moment when, in 1958, the
American submarine Nautilus dived
beneath the waves near Alaska to
surface four days later near
Iceland.

To the interested. the early his-
tory of the search for the Passage
is familiar ground, while the
modern feats of submariners
occupy the news columns to-day.
ft is to be doubted, however,
whether that period, begmmng at

RECENT
FICTION
E. BATES’S stories about

the Larkin family—the
third of which, *“ When

the Green Woods Laugh,” now

appears—are not so much novels
as public utilities. Their huge

success suggests that they suppiy
something no less insistently re-
quired than electricity or water.

Unfortunately. public taste
crude and vulgar: it is. however,
sociologically comprehensible, It

wants better food and more of it.
the country life so rich and rare
and sunny. and sex bursting out all -
over in large. lax aad volummus,

quantities.

Here. a
lashings of “home-made . grub
stream - endlessi from Ma’s oven,
and Ma sports her * enormous
bosom** and olive - shoulders
through steamy, perfumed baths to
the delight of her husband.

The nub of * When the Green
Woods Laugh " is the arrival of a
stockbroker and his pill-consuming
wife, desirous of a country estab-
lishment, which Pop. in between
dubious deals
sells them at inordinate price, and

ming pool

Pop’s indiscriminate habxt of
bottom-pinching lands him in
court: but he conducts his own
case and confounds the magistrates.

Pop is never without a bunch of
fivers that would &l a pint pot.

Pop is constantlv helping lame
dogs {like the desiccated Briga-
dier or the poverty-stricken old
maid) to the * fuller life ” of cham-
pagne, cheese-cakes and cuddle.

The frightening thing, the final
trahison, is that this cold and de-
liberately concocted  piece of
supplv and demand is decidedly
well-written. It is a measure of
the widespread dissatisfaction with
life in Britain that, even when we
detect Mr. Bates's game, it is difi-
cult not to be swept away by .

is

*
A SALUTARY corrective

- supplied by the bitterncss and
lurking hystcna of *The Lest
Europeans,” the story of a voung
tew. largely brought up in Eng-
land. who returns to Berlin where
most of his family perished under

the Nazis,

Martin Stone. né Shlberstem.
squzczouc and crittcally sensst:ve.
is in Berlin to get financial resti-

tution for his lost family banking

fortune. He meets another former

refugee. Hugo. once a brilliant
cativica!l dramatist. now the rich
purveyor of French perfumes, Thc
book is as much the tragedy of

is

gmn. ‘in thrs new book.

in army surplus,
" povelist,
is thus able to build a vast swim-

1 the Ardennes

the close of the l9th century, is
widely known or even seen within | 8

the context of the Passage.

The population and wealth of the
North American continent, Canada
included, were increasing rapidly.

and railwaymen who inherited the

vision of the North-west Passage
wanted to take advantage of the !
earth's rotundity. The Passage, as
the author tells us, would not be |-
used bv river steamers followmg
the Great Circle route of the com-
bined Mackenzie and Yukon.
Instead, ratlways would carry
freight to Bering Strait, then over
or under it to Asia.

More railwavs (or so it was pPro-
ected) would fan out into Asia.

Lines for China and India would
head southwest, and others would

ultimately link up with the great
Trans-Siberian railroad.

Schemes proliferated, and the
grandest of them was for a railrcad
from the Atlantic coast of North
America to the European coast at
the English Channel. with a tunnel
under the Channe! itself. The
Bering Strait tunnel has not been
constructed. but even to-day. as
things are between East and West.
it seems that the :dea still gnaws at
Russian engineers imaginations.

The last words of Mr, Stefané«-'

son’s lively and energetic book sum
tup admirably the theory upon
which the whole five centuries of
search has been founded., contra-
dicting at every turn the illusions
of Mercator-minded man. They
read: ** The Near “ay to the Far

Fast is North.”

By-
- KENNETH YOUN(;

W hen the Green Woods Laugh.
By H. E. Bates. (M:chael
Jaseph 12s 6d.)

By

The Lost Europeans.
Emanuel Litwnoﬂ' (Heine-

mann. 18s.)

Men Die. By H. L. Humes,
(Hemema!m. 15s.)

:Balwny in the Forest. By
.llgsh;m Gracy. (Hutchmson.

'.'--Tke Deep Blue Ice. By Lang- |
~ston Day. - (Cresset. lﬁs.)

Brideshead = Revisited. By
Evelyn Waugh. (Chapman &
Haii. - 188.)

Hugo. almost hterally killed by the
past, as of the love-affair, in which
so many other grim emotions are
involved, between Martin and a

German factorv girl.

The impressions of Berlin to-day
are pewerfully and authentically
conveyed;” Emanuel Litvinoff was
a. good poet before he became a
‘Jt.is a misfortune that
he allows the lan Fleming-ish plot
to set the upper hand.

*

r HE action of H. L. Humes's
“ Men Die” takes pilace a few
months before the second world
war, and is concerned with the ex-
plosion on a Caribbean island used
by the American Navy as a vast
ammunition dump. and its conse-
quences for Lt. ulgr.‘hre and the
wife of the dead Commander.

The conseguences are mainly
erotic, somewhat mournful and fre-

and dated language of so-callm
free association. For example:
* fuli of grief and full of iust
yes all right yes
wa!!aw' in the lily pads g0 m.'

Minor figures in this sweal
agitated novel are six
mutineers. an * enigmatic” lieu-
tenant, and the unfortunate Com.
mander himself,

x

J ULIBN GRACQ. one of the
7  more traditional of the youn-
ger French novelists, _gwes n
“ Baicony in the Forest"” a power-
ful sense of the * phoney war ™ that
preceded the German sweep across
Belgium and Northern France in
1940. His reserve heutedant.
Grange. is posted to 2 biockhouse
forests.

The syivan silences.. the small
group of rough but friendly
soldiers. not least a passionate,
sprite-like and very young widow
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series are devoted

Gaudi, Le Corbusier, Alvar Aaito

Medawar. (Methuen. 10s ¢

By MAURIC
The Future of Man: the B.B.C.

§

0 many scientiic writers have .

"; alarmed us with stories of the
shape of things to come that it is
a posmve relief to find that Prof.

P.:B. Medawar's “ The Future of
Man,” despite its title, is not a fur-

ther contrtbut:on to this genre, but
a book which lavs a heavy emphasis
on the limitation of our powers of
foresight and the failibility of our
methods of prediction. . -

Assuredlv we live in times of

Rumbustlousness to Order

met in the woods, combine to en-

chant him and, as it were, elevate
him beyond contemplanon of such’
facts as his lack of telephonic com-

munication with H.Q.
preparedness of the defence line.
These things are known perfectly,
but without hope of amelioration,
by his hard-biften superior who
says: “A hell of an army, my
friend, and it looks to me as if it
rdntg to be an army in hell before
ong.

Hell comes soon enough., But
what M. Gracq—admirably ren-
dered by Richard Howard—does
with subtle force is to suggest the
nervelessness induced in the
French army by the German pause
between curtain-up in September,
1939, and the first act of hell let
loose in May., 1940.-

L

T is not without significance
that Langston Day, author of
“The Deep Bilue Ice,” has also

.. and the ilk-

written about the life and times|

of W. Heath Robinson, Yet the
premise upon which this novel s

ba-aed-—nameiv that a Victorian

climber lost in the Alps should be
-resuscitated from his deep-freeze—

. Wells,
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- done to _
ubhshed in 1945, is. howmr. i

is npot entirely fantastic in view of
recent medical expernmems.

But Mr. Day is more interested )

in the effect on the climber’s son,
now a distinguished .industrialist.
and on his flirtatious wife, of the
awakening of this sleeper and his
return to his family as a young
man of 96. The theme is treated
humorously, but not farcically.
and with some amusing reflections
on changing manners and customs.

In fact * The Deep Blue Ice” is
cioser to F. Anstey than to H. G.
It is a lively, entertaining
fiction, with some sham Mycbo

quently couched in the depressiug_“ logical notatzons. o

OVE!JSTS who tamper mth
:--;tmeilent matem‘i “for
bbers - and. Q;:casmaail&
. cim for biographers:
thcy do not necessarily

them. as Henrv James demon-

tmprovc l

strated. What Evelvn Waugh has |

Brideshead Revisited.”

first
general!y defensible.

He has cut some of what hc calls

in a preface the °

‘gluttony, for |

food and wine, for the splendours!
of the recent past. and for rhetori- |

cal and ornamental language
which now with a full stomach ]
find distasteful”

The English}
country house has not, he admits |
declined to the extent he  thea

S

feared: but as far as the novel is|
concerned. * it would be impossible |

to bring

wtaily estroyum it”

it up to date without}
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