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Arm-Chair

Explorers

who contributes a preface to
Vilhjalmur Stefansson’s Un-
solved Mysteries of the Arctic (Harrap,
10s. 6d. net), most of us are arm-

][ IKE Mr. Stephen Leacock,

“chair explorers. “With the help

perhaps of an odd glass of h(ﬁ:
toddy kept warm on the hearth,
says Leacock, “I can face any
Arctic winter that ever was.”” Simi-
larly fortified, we smash a way
through the Brazilian jungle with
Mr. Fleming, cut ice-steps on
Everest with Mr. Smythe, slog
across the Rubh el Kali with Mr.
Thomas. For the price of half a
guinea we can get round the world
In two evenings. In these times
especially, there is no more excit-
ing, useful, and enchanting form
of escapism.

For example, you can spend
two years among the mountains
of Tibet and Ladak, a small king-
dom of Tibetan affinities allied to
Kashmir, for the price of a bottle
and a half of whisky or a stall and
a half at a musical comedy. The
bool§ 1s Peaks and Lamas, by Marco
Pallis (Cassell, 18s. net), which in
its extraordinarily catholic sym-
pathy with all aspects of Tibetan

a very keen explorer,
soundly, if a little heayj]
—he should look a¢ fhg :t U
of the ascent of Centra] SatOCCQum
by his colleague (. ESKE Eantjh
Chapter IV and take 5 S in

lesson from it—anq i o hgg:nble
shop-window tricks, His exci?;d

interest in Tibetan art, scepe
religion, custom, and the remag,
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able culture of that country gener.
ally is never superficial; it by
been deeply absorbed, reverently
ruminated upon with that cop.
templative resignation which is one

L

of >~ fundamentals of Tibetan

1 a cheap, ill-digested or, as
far as a layman like myself can

gather, ill-informed sentence I
this book. The accounts of the

actual physical adventures of M
Pallis’s various expeditions, Gag-
ges and Sutlej 1933, Sikkim IQ?d’ :
Ladak 1936, are very well tfosé
and the pictures he paints of ¥
rich, remote, rhododendrzn-
flowered Himalayan Vaue}’som .
chant completely. When {;,Cb sl
to an examination of lbOOk
Tradition and culture the b
goes deep. Mr. Pallis h?;-acted
more than ephemerau}’,lz}radidon j
by all that Tibetan ed U
stands for, and he has §urrllu_s find
his feelings about it Hflrn v story
pages: ““At the outset ©: boleY
I tried to climb peaks lgiscove :
sense ; but in the end I upwaldc
the Ijama, who led mE ' 1h

i
5

to the peaks of the spit

fie reader with fluent charm
intelligence. You will not
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Al‘m-(jh;u:r ‘

ced the most complete

i indc
cape from, and in a

' esca
R ondemnation of, the present
y st ivili
by, ; i statc of Western civiliza-
Clteg e, But 1t 18 also an admirable
heyy 1 pdvent re story, illustrated with
Dark. | ahundred first-rate phptographs,
l | Is only important omission 1S a
by eally comprehensive map.
E : As good as Mr. Pallis’s book,
S \ put of very different quality, is
e M. Frank Worsley’s Endurance
t b > Bles, 85 6d. net), the story prin-
rent?s cipally of Shackelton’s 1914 Expe-
2 v diion to the Antarctic, together
o Ol ' yith a short description of the 1921
Lbecégz Bipedition, cut short at South
R o
3 0 2 ia
,1harrl$ ! ti]on with Shackeli(s)r(:y jv:ssscicg(
‘ dose, and the st -
or, 3 joned the 191 Slory O‘f how
e U 915 Imperial Trazs-
ice g, He dre);rr)ri(:iclltlon g
of the | Bulington Strect one night that
of Mr. blocks and that h e 'Of e
CGar | aship along it 1\? was navigating
11932’ - lastily dressed w (13]):t e e 1
1 tOl ) .ngton Street )Saa ed alqng Bur-
£ 3 dony the o Toaperial
Fifor | T
0 erés Straight upstairs ghettion, went
;'COTaﬂ " %Shackelton ; and was engaged
[ibe ) 0n this expeditimmedlatdY- It was
e %25 : ﬁOPCd to cross ?}Ill that Shackelton
5 el Enent. The ear] ¢ Antarctic con-
ad® | Mgy, rly loss of his shi
dlﬂo | W Jul » broken b .p’
'acd W Ay Y 1915, tur gk packace
o ﬁnﬂl e, I Into a fai] ned the whole
138 ~Came Ulure which i
stOrY’ ing.,, an epic. Af in turn
lybo B M rtyp of the § b ter the break-
1 vgf@d iy, iS€t out W.IP Shackelton’s
;C;W”,fgz b e © Stores alrtllcll (ti}?g'SICdgCS,
apape | At rift] ree b
gl )5 eI'npt 18 pack-ice, in Oztri

Make Paylet Island.

He failed, b
suffering ut finally, after intense
g and st 1ntens

to reach E ruggle 1

: lephant Island i oo
three boa sland wi

: ts. From th th the
with Captain Worslere> together
others, he set out to ey and four
the greatest open-b i 0
e e oat journeys j

ole history of 3
In the ship’s boat ]amnaV5gatlon.
made a passa P
. 3 e i

taking sixteen d%l S Olf e
e ys, back to South
5 gia. The suffering of the cre

attered by every sort of fi o
the Antarctic could unloolslcl:‘y L
them, was terrific. As descll'lill:czotr:ll
by Captain Worsley, to whof;n
most of the credit of that astonish-
ing feat of navigation must go
this journey strikes a deep and
awful sense of excited terror into
the heart. I know of nothing-quite
like it in literature. Its calm, un-
rapturous understatements " are
classic, and the feeling of cold
bitterness on the page is so intense
that I believe Mr. Leacock will
need many glasses of hot toddy to
thaw out of himself the deathly
cold of that terrible boat journey.
The rest of the book is on a lesser
plane paturally, but extremely
well written, and is devoted in part
to a defence of Shackelton. But
no one who reads this admirable,
unassuming, epic account of his

Jast voyages will, I think, believe

such a defence to be necessary-.
Captain Worsley’s book gets all
its strength from its perfect com-

bination of simplicity, clear obser-
ve action. The

vation, and
ilhjalmur Stefans-

five of the gr€ ]
t it i exceptionally

Arctic, is tha ( I
academic. Each story 1 heavily
[Continued on page 30
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the St
. curtain-raiser-
il cug:r frank enter r. Je
E Happy Harvest, by ; S
| (Sampson Low, ’{32.1111 i W ellman
- Fubal Tr00bs by o). M. atnol
(Cassell,» gs. 6d. n .s T
il g e Amateur
sti aag Highoy and The s
]cg;mﬂ an is still alive in his new 0C l'a;
gnhe Sir Oliver and Mistress LU
‘(Atfggether at last on the last page)(i
the Tinker, and Mumping Joe:i ,ana
the right degree of villainy. It’s
fine crimson plum-tgrt of adventure
d love and “‘period.” '
alnj‘ubal Troop I;s a bigger dish for
larger appetites. It’s a .wha.le-steak
of a big book, with guns going off,
and cow-boys, and the Split-S ranch ;

~ Continued Jrom page 17]
over-documented, and in conse-
quence reads like a thesis. Stefans-
son, very surprisingly for an ex-
plorer, has no narrative sense
whatever, and has made great
efforts to check and counter-check
every statement made. The bones
of his Arctic mysteries have been,

1n consequence, laboriously recon-

 structed into skelet i
e e ons from which

L = blon of narrative excite.-
L 1S missing, Thig s 5 pity, for

gokdou‘bt Stefansson hag got hold
Clisasome first-rate material—the
timlpspearanc.e of the early Chris-
myfstﬁettlement in Greenlang the
plorerryT}(:f he Hudson Bay’ ex
Ahomag Simpson, the lost

1 eXpedition, udson’s

he migsiy Soviet

Cr on the Green-

ﬁrstEuropean

Alps ang

OCracy if;

~and all the happiness he },

‘hero, who gets through

of adventures, and wing ki

as €a;
writing in this long romangi, TPty

There is a plentytgH

including a quite terrifying aélc?e-l‘f
of the way in which , piecéun‘
villainy ends, as it deserves 1, : i
on the electric chair. g

Last of all, a chronicle

)

- n
Miss Hilda Reid’s Ashiey }?:”32
(Constable, 8s. 6d. net). Long apq

full, it tells how a poverty hoy_
Mr. Bun, founds a family, yhig
changes into Bohun, and maps
into Debrett. It is a novel of history
rather than character, and M
Reid is meticulous about her history
and about her detail, which alway
seems right.

as Siciansson suggests, you con}
sider it geographically partg
America—is- exceptiOnaIly good
All Stefansson’s documentatio’
it should be said, is as CQHSC“’;
tious, exhaustive, and au_th;n
as could be. It is a pity his =
lacks other qualities. The fc |
panying maps are _excellan-nt A
Wind, Sand and Stars, by -
de Saint-Exupéry (Hel:}lle mot |
10s. 6d. net), is much st T8
“literary” book on the 4 mﬁ
author has been for a'lgo o, ¥
years a French air-mal rg o
he gives here his 1MPY0yfc

to Al
- early flights from Fr anC‘;jn d“’wg

and later activities mbogk i
the civil war. The !

little flowery and eé‘ﬁgzd;ﬂ-'
{2

account of a forced - £
desert, called 4 Przsoflica ;
Is already deservedly !
translation is poor
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